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Shipwrecked: Feminization Island

Part ONE

Brian, Rick and George, three best friends, are enjoying a well earned holiday after finally graduating from college, one last hurrah before settling into the dreary routines of adult life, but things do not go as planned. While out enjoying the sun and the sea on a paddleboat they encounter a sudden, mysterious, powerful storm, and they are dragged out to sea.

The boys make it through the storm only to find themselves exhausted, and stranded on an uninhabited island. Together the best friends set off in search of shelter, water, food, only to find something that surpasses all hope and expectation.

The island turns out not to be uninhabited but is instead home to a group of young women, all cared for by a mysterious, regal woman called Cyea. Cyea welcomes the boys into her home and offers them food and drink, only her generosity is not all it seems.

Cyea ensnares the three friends in a trap well laid. She has plans for them, plans that will lead them to discover much about themselves, and each other. Slowly the three best friends come to realise that Cyea’s plans for them are more impossible than they could ever have imagined, their very minds and bodies changing to better suit her pleasure, and, terrifyingly, they each find themselves drawn to her, enthralled by her power and her beauty.

Feminized, seduced, made to submit, the three friends begin to lose themselves to the pleasure and the joy that Cyea offers them. Realizing the true scope of their Mistress’ power they come to wonder… if they do not escape soon, just what fate awaits them?


One

The noise of the beach faded slowly, the screams of children playing, the laughter, the splashing water, the waves crashing on the shore all becoming faint as George, Rick, and Brian pedalled out to deeper waters. The sun was high, and hot, the sea clear blue with gently rolling waves. There was not a cloud in sight.

The day was still early, the sun not yet risen to its zenith, and the day promised to be a perfect start to the holiday. The first day of their two week holiday, their first holiday together as friends, their first holiday alone, without parents or family, their first holiday as “responsible adults”, though they were, at that moment, being somewhat less than responsible.

“I think we should stop now.” Rick said. “This feels pretty far out and the guy said…”

“The guy said…” George repeated, his tone teasing and mocking.

He laughed, and began to pedal harder, the paddlewheel at the back of the paddle boat splashing loudly in the water, kicking up a wash of salt spray before the small boat began to accelerate away from the shore. The noise drifted, become a hush, distant buzz, and the figures on the beach shrank.

“We’re on holiday. We should be enjoying ourselves. We’re young and free and we can do whatever we want!” George said, laughing loudly.

This was just like him, brash and foolhardy and reckless, always the headstrong one out of the three best friends, always the macho, arrogant, adrenaline junky, it was always George who got them into trouble. Except now they were all meant to be responsible adults as their parents had repeated. They were on holiday alone after finally graduating college together, celebrating their new freedom from education by taking one final last ‘hurrah’ before having to enter the world of gainful, drudging employment.

They had all gone to different colleges, in different parts of the country, after spending their entire lives up until that point inseparable. They had all made new friends, had their own ‘adventures’, but they had all missed each other terribly, even if none of them had been brave enough to say it. This now though was a chance to reconnect, to rekindle that bright flame of friendship, to get to know each other again.

They had spent summers and holidays together, had visited each other at their respective colleges, but it had never been quite the same as before though, the endless weeks and months they’d had before heading off to college, attending school together, doing their homework together, playing games, sleeping at each other's houses, heading off at weekends to get into whatever mischief George dreamt up. Now though it was going to be better. This holiday was just the start.

The holiday was a chance to reconnect, but after that, the three best friends had arranged a flat together in the same city where they could all look for work. They’d be living together, working close, spending days on end with each other just like before, and that knowledge had motivated all three of them, even George, to work and study hard for their final exams.

It had paid off too. The months of gruelling study had paid off, and they’d all received excellent marks, were looking forward to promising careers in their respective fields, but it had not been without its cost.

They were all exhausted and in desperate need of a break. Planning this holiday had been their one luxury during their time of study and toil, something to look forward to and now… now they were finally here. They were finally here, together, and nothing was going to spoil their fun, their adventures, and George was more than happy to fall right back into his role as the reckless trouble maker.

“He said we shouldn’t peddle out too far though and I think he probably knows better than us what’s safe, given he lives around here and rents these things out for a living. I mean, we didn’t even pick up life jackets.” Rick said.

He was perched on the back of the paddleboat, with George and Brian in the front, the two peddle seats, though it was only George peddling now. Brian had lifted his feet off the peddles, fearful of having his legs tangled in the rapidly spinning metal and having his shins and feet mangled, and had left George to exhaust himself as he peddled as fast as he could.

George showed no signs of flagging though, even peddling as hard and as fast as he was. He had spent his years at college not just studying, but also hitting the gym, hard, and it showed. He was tall now, growing into the full vigour of his youthful manhood, broad and toned, wide shoulders, thick arms and legs. He had hoped being ripped would help him with the girls at college, and though it hadn’t, George had found exercise to be its own meditative reward, and he took pride in his body now, in its strength and endurance, as well as its aesthetics. He had worked hard for his muscles, and they made him feel good about himself.

The shore drifted even further behind, the din of families on holiday almost vanished now, quiet under the splash of the paddlewheel and the lap of waves on the side of the paddle boat. They were speeding out to sea and George was grinning with mischievous glee, breathing hard and sweating, taking pleasure in making Rick uncomfortable.

“We’re on holiday! Just relax and enjoy it. They wouldn’t rent these out if there was any real danger.” George said.

Rick shifted, clearly nervous. He turned and looked back to the beach that was growing ever more distant. He looked down at the sea, blue, deep, the softly lapping waves, and thought for a moment about just jumping off and swimming back, but he wasn’t sure he would make it.

Where George had used his time at college to workout, hard, regularly, Rick had… not done that. He had always been the smallest of the three, and their years at college had not changed that. The was short, and slim, with little in the way of muscle or fat. It was a long swim, through deep water with unknown currents, and Rick felt safer on the boat, with his friends, despite George’s frantic peddling and his almost manic laughter.

“I really do think it’s probably sensible to turn back.” Brian said. “There are shipping routes and undercurrents and if the weather turns then…”

“You’re both so boring!” George said, giggling.

He slowed his peddling though, finally beginning to flag, and looked to the seat next to him where Brian sat. Brian remained unflustered, calm, reserved, though he was still smiling, amused as ever by George’s and Rick’s interactions. They were a pair, George only as reckless as he was because he fed off Rick’s nervousness, Rick safe to express his uncertainty only because George was so bold, he was happy to be around them, but he was not about to take unnecessary risks just because it amused them.

“Boring perhaps, but also aware that these boats and these waters are dangerous. The man who hired us this boat likely has insurance in case of an accident. I, however, find little reassurance in knowing he’ll be financially compensated in case of our injury or worse. I’d rather remain in one piece to enjoy the rest of the holiday, and would rather not spend the next two weeks tending to either of you if you get injured. If you’re going to take foolish risks maybe wait until the last few days, that way we at least get to enjoy most of our holiday unhindered by injury and paperwork.”

Brian smiled at George, looked back over his shoulder to Rick. They were all in just shorts, pale after months indoors studying, and while George was tall and toned, and Rick small, slim, slight, Brian was again unlike either of them. Easily the tallest, he was of decidedly average build, a little weight around the middle from too many snacks while studying, and he was the only one of the three to need glasses, his lenses catching the glare of the sun as he moved. The three friends were all quiet for a moment, the paddle boat rocking, waves splashing against the side, and then, suddenly, they all laughed.

“Always such a boring brain. But I can’t say you don’t make sense. Fine… we can head back and you two can stop bothering me.” George said.

Brian smiled, nodded his head. He took a deep breath, the salt air clean and fresh, and he sighed, glad for the time with his friends. He never minded playing the serious one, the brains, to George’s brawn, the calm to Rick’s emotions. They were all alike in how they fit together, the three of them having clicked from a young age, their personalities complementing each other, and they all played their roles in the friendship gladly. It was how it had always been, how it always would be, and nothing would change that, would it?

“Just… do me a favour and give me a hand peddling this thing. I’m tired after all that.” George said, laughing.

Brian was only too happy to help, and together he and George set about turning the boat back towards shore, peddling slowly, with no real reason to hurry. Above them, a bird circled, dark against the bright blue.

A wind blew, cold zephyrs, stirring the surface of the sea, making the boat rock a little harder, the sea splashing with more force. The bird drifted away, heading out to sea.

“I don’t know about you, but after all that exercise I’m starving. There’s a bar just down the beach. How about when we get the boat back we so see if they do food?” George said.

“Sounds good to me.” Brian said. “A cold beer too might be nice with this heat. Help us rehydrate and…”

“Err… guys… does that look… does that look right to you?” Rick said, cutting Brian off, his voice shaking.

Rick, on the back of the boat, was looking out to sea now, while Brian and George looked ahead to the shore, the tiny distant specks of families enjoying the sun, enjoying their holidays. They sighed, as one, and rolled their eyes, more than used to Rick’s overreactions.

“What is it now you pain?” George asked, grinning.

The two turned to look and they froze.

“I… err… yeah I don’t think that’s right at all.” Brian said.

“Damn sure that ain’t right. What even is that?” George said.

The note of fear in even his voice set the other two on edge as the dark, swirling cloud closed in on their peddle boat, a tiny speck floating in what suddenly felt like a vast ocean.

“I think we need to get back to shore, fast.” Brian said.

He turned away from the gathering clouds, a dense, localised storm that was rapidly closing in on them, and he began to peddle. It was not long before George joined him in his efforts, his strong, thick legs were exhausted though after his frantic pedalling out to sea.

They were far from the shore, alone, on a small paddle boat. The paddlewheel turned, but not fast enough. The storm, the dense chaos of black clouds was faster.

“Guys… it’s getting closer and I… it’s like it’s following us.” Rick said.

To either side, the sky was still blue, but behind, large and growing large, the dense storm stalked the three best friends. The sea began to swell, waves crashing now, tossing the light paddle boat about, and strong currents began to draw the small vessel further out to sea despite the best efforts of George and Brian.

“Shit…” Was all George had to say.

The storm grew closer, larger, and the paddle boat was drawn on currents that wrapped around it like tentacles into its heart. The sky became dark. The sun faded, the shore faded. Waves rose, fell, and it was all the three friends could do to cling onto the paddle boat as they were drawn away from the beach, away from their holiday, and into the unknown.
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Clouds retreated, and the storm vanished almost as quickly as it come, almost unnatural and deliberate in how it had formed, moved, how it had stalked and hunted the paddle boat. It was over now though, the winds died, the sea calmed, and the sun was still high in a clear blue sky as the paddle boat emerged mostly unscathed.

The three best friends were drenched through, sodden, despite having remained on the boat, splashed by the sea and spray and rain, their bodies and hair slick, shivering from the cold, glad for the return of the sun and the day’s warmth. They were all exhausted, broken and battered, fatigued from the effort of clinging to the small paddled boat as the storm raged. They had no idea how long it had been, though it had felt like hours, but it seemed from the height of the sun it seemed almost as no time had passed. That was impossible though, right?

The boat had been tossed and turned, the three had clung to their raft, and each other, had exhausted themselves as they had struggled to survive the sudden tempest. It had been more than mere moments. The ache in their limbs, the terror in their hearts, the confusion of thoughts in their minds told them that, yet nothing had changed… had it?

The beach was in front of them, golden sand, clear blue waters, only… only it looked different.

“What on earth was that?” George said, his voice strained from emotion and exhaustion.

“I… I told you we shouldn’t have come out this far. We’re lucky to have even survived whatever that was.” Rick said.

“I’ve never heard or read about anything like that.” Brian said, shaking off the worst of the spray from his glasses.

“Well, fat lot of good you are as the brain then.” George said.

He laughed, suddenly, gladly, the joy of having survived the storm, that they had all survived. Brian and Rick stared at him for a moment before laughing with him.

“Guess you’ll need to pull your weight paddling if you’re not good at thinking. Now come on, let's see if we can’t find that bar I mentioned.”

As George set to peddling Brian joined him, and the paddlewheel turned, splashing in the water, powering the boat forwards towards the shoreline. Without the storm pursuing them, without the undercurrents tugging at the vessel, it was easy going, but slow, all of them exhausted and drained, emotionally and physically.

The day was calm, hot, bright, and they were so relieved at the sight of land ahead of them, the shore ahead of them, were so relieved to be free from the grasp of the storm, that they did not see what was different until they were drawn into the shallows close to the beach.

The sound of waves crashing over sand was loud, the splash of the paddlewheel churning the water, but that, apart from the laboured breathing of George and Brian, was the only sound. There were no voices, no laughter, or screams, nothing. The sounds of other holidaymakers were absent, and the beach was empty.

“Err… guys, I don’t think that bar is going to be an option.” Rick said as he realised what the niggling feeling of ‘not quite right’ was.

This was not the beach they had set off from. This was not the island they had arrived at yesterday. This was not their holiday resort.

The island in front of them was smaller, the shore spanning off to the left and right, but curving around within sight, enclosed by sea on all visible sides. There were no buildings that any of them could see either, no roads, no pavements, no signs of habitation or development at all. There were no hotels, shops, bars, or restaurants. The island was empty and quiet, but it was land, solid land, and after the storm, none of them were about to turn their backs on that.

“Where the fuck are we?” George said as they peddled the small boat up towards the shore.

As they reached shallow waters he and Brian both jumped out of the front seats and set about dragging the boat out of the water and up the shore, out of the wash of waves and above the shoreline, neither of them wanting to lose the boat to a high tide, aware that would leave them completely stranded and shipwrecked. As the boat was pulled out of the waves, dragged up the sand, Rick turned and looked back, out to sea, stared out at the horizon.

There was only water, shards of bright sun dancing on the rippling surface. There were no boats, no other islands, no sight of the beach they had set off from, and no sign of the storm.

“I… I think we’re lost.” Rick said.

There was a moment of quiet. The beach was empty, white sand, and the sea lapped softly at the shore. Further inland the sand met grass and shrub and tree, green fields and lush forests. There was no sign of other people, but there was, to Brian’s relief, numerous signs of life. Growing plants meant water, and food, and fuel for fires, materials for shelter. If the worst came to worst, and they really were stranded on a deserted island, they could at least rest and survive.

“We… we’re not properly lost I’m sure. If we just take a while to rest and recover and think about things I’m sure we can work out where we are. And… and the man we hired the boat from will have a record of when we set out. When we don’t return he’ll contact the authorities and send people out to look for us. Surely we won’t be the first people to be blown out to sea and I’m sure they’ll think to look here. I mean, we might not know quite where here is, but someone will know, and they’ll find us. It's not like this is some mystical undiscovered island now, is it?” Brian said.

George and Rick looked at each other and there was quiet for a moment, then they laughed, too loud, a sudden rush of emotions after the terror of the storm, the relief of finally being safe. Brian stared at them for a moment then smiled and, finally, laughed with them. The spell of tension that had lingered over them evaporated and faded.

“Trust you to make getting shipwrecked on a deserted island boring.” George said, teasing. “But… I mean… yeah I guess what you say makes sense. We just need to get comfortable right. Someone will come looking for us soon enough and they’ll know to look here, wherever here is.”

“Exactly.” Brian said.

“I… how do we ‘get comfortable’ though?” Rick asked. “We’ve only got three pairs of shorts between us. We all left our stuff back in that locker at the hire place, remember?”

His voice was less timid than it had been before, as George had been peddling out into deep waters, and as the storm had encroached, but it still a little shaky. He stood close to his friends, as though seeking shelter amongst them, small and slim compared to both of them.

They made an odd trio, contrasting dramatically, but they were each comfortable with the others, at ease and relaxed around each other, even in the face of their situation. George was tall and broad, muscular, hairy, with dark black hair cut short, a single tattoo on his shoulder of an eagle, and heavy masculine set to his face, his jaw, and eyes. Brian was taller still, but slimmer, a little weight around his middle, with little muscle definition, his hair sandy blonde and messy, glasses, his body hair lighter than George’s but no less because of it.

Rick on the other hand… Rick had changed little since his early teens. He had remained small and slim, his face soft, with very little body hair. He was nervous, his green, almond eyes were almost constantly wide, with full lips and high cheekbones. There was no trace of any stubble on his face, and he had a fine jaw and nose, his face flecked with many freckles, his auburn hair falling to just below his ears in soft curls. His body was soft too, a thin waist with wide hips and a round, pert, peachy ass, long legs and delicate arms and hands. He was, much to his annoyance and his friends' amusement, almost pretty.

“What do you mean how? We’re on a quiet beach, soft sand, the sea lapping at the shore, the sun up. It’s a beautiful day. I say we just lie down and relax and wait. Hell, I might even take a nap.” George said, chuckling.

Brian rolled his eyes, tutting.

“The storm will have likely washed off any sunscreen we had on. Sitting out in the midday sun risks heat stroke or sunburn, which could turn quite nasty given our situation, plus it would accelerate any dehydration. I say we conserve energy by sticking to the shade and try to find a source of drinking water. After that shelter, and heat. We only have shorts, so a way to keep warm come the evening would probably be advisable.” Brian said.

“And… I mean… if there're no people on the island, then there might be animals, dogs, or boars, or maybe even wolves? A fire might keep them away.” Rick said.

George rolled his eyes and sighed in an exaggerated fashion, clearly frustrated. He huffed but did not protest, knowing better than to argue against Brian’s reason. Plus… what he said made sense, and even George, reckless and foolhardy as he was, had to admit that.

“Fine, we can go explore then. We’ll find something to drink, then somewhere to shelter, but we should try to camp close to the beach and the paddle boat so that when they come looking for us we notice then.” George said.

“Absolutely.” Brian agreed. “We’ll use the fire to signal so so that even in the dark they’ll notice us, but for that we need fuel so… I guess we head inland for a bit? See what we can find?”

The three friends agreed and, first making sure the paddle boat was dragged high up on the shore to keep it from washing away if the tide came in, they headed inland, into the meadow and forests. The day was warm, and insects chirped, birds singing. As they walked through the grass, heading towards the cooler shade beneath the boughs of the forest, none of the three best friends noticed their silent observer.

A dark bird, a raven sat atop a tall tree, watched them, its feathers black as a midnight storm. As they entered the woods it cried out, a single echoing caw, as though in alarm, as though to mark their arrival.


Three

As they entered the forest the air cooled, the shadows beneath the branches a welcome reprieve from the heat of the day. Behind them a bird cried out and then fell quiet, a silence coming after that was almost ominous.

After the heat of the beach, their hair and shorts still wet, they all shivered as they adjusted to the cooler air beneath the trees. They walked slowly, pushing their way awkwardly through overgrowth, branches and briars and bracken. They moved slowly, their bare feet tender, the earth coarse with leaf litter and debris.

“You have any idea what direction we should take?” George asked.

The question was aimed at Brian. The questions were always aimed at Brian. He paused and looked around, examining the trees, the lichen growing on one side, the shape of branches. He bent and touched the soil, feeling the land for slope, moisture, trying to read it, frowning.

“That way maybe?” Rick said.

“What?” Brian said, looking up. “Why do you say…”

He fell quiet as he looked in the direction Rick was pointing. Through the dense trunks of trees and the tangle of undergrowth, in the distance, there was a clear cut path through the trees, paved with crushed shells and lined on either side by large, weather-worn stones. It was clearly man-made and well maintained.

“The island isn’t deserted?” Brian said, his voice almost doubtful. “But…”

“Well, that solves all our problems then! I say we follow the path, see what’s at the end of it, and see if they’ve got anything to eat or drink, and then we can set about phoning someone to come pick us up.” George said.

Before Brian could speak George was off, wading through the dense greenery beneath the trees, beating his way towards the path. Rick sighed, shaking his head, amused as ever by George’s bullishness, relieved by the sign of human habitation. Brian took a deep breath, then followed, dismissing the niggling sense at the back of this head, the worrying question of just why he hadn’t noticed the path before, but… it couldn’t have just appeared out of nowhere, could it?

As the three friends made their way along the path there was a bird’s cry, loud, sudden in the quiet, a caw, calling three times. They each looked up just in time to see a flutter of black feathers above them, dark wings beating the air as a raven overtook them, racing ahead along the route of the path as though leading them.

The path led deeper into the forest, drawing them away from the shore, the beach, the peddle boat. Above them was a slip of pale sky, the sun out of sight, a ribbon of blue exposed by the gap beneath the reaching branches.

Shells crunched underfoot, biting softly into the soles of their bare feet, their steps careful, slow. They walked on in silence, the forest falling into a heavy lull as the raven’s call faded out. The air was still and dense, almost oppressive, and it was not long before they were all sweating lightly, even the shade not enough to keep the heat of the day from beating down on them.

The storm had battered them, and it had been hours since they had set off on their peddle boat for a short trip out and back. None of them had drunk anything in all that time, and they were all thirsty, their tongues thick and their throats swollen, lips parched.

The path curved and curled through the forest, winding, and they walked on and on until, finally, George, at the head of the trio, stopped. He cried out, a small yell as though in victory.

“I see a house. Only one, and it’s not exactly luxury… but… it’s a fucking house! Thank the gods.” George said.

Brian and Rick stepped up beside him and looked in the direction he was staring. The path extended off, winding out from under the forest, into a clearing, a hill that rose up before them, heading up to a clifftop where a large stone house sat. It looked old, almost ancient, the stones worn and weathered, the roof thatched by sun-gold grass.

Around it sat fenced gardens, well kept and tended, beds of vegetables and flowers, and further out were fields with animals grazing, sheep and cows, pigs, ducks, hens, dogs guarding their herd. On the roof, ahead of them, the raven sat, watching.

“I say we go knock. They must have a phone, and they’ll have water, maybe even some beer.” George said.

He stepped off and hurried along the path, up the hill, drawn by the idea of a cold drink and something to eat. Brian and Rick looked at each other, both wary, but unsure why. They were too relieved to worry though, too glad to have found signs of habitation. They turned, looked forward, and rushed after their friend.

As they neared the house they realised quite how large and splendid it was despite its age. It was massive, and well kept, a single large residence that dominated the cliff-slide, imposing grey stone, its weathered, natural style underlying its obvious charms. It seemed in parts wild and rugged, but also palatial, the craft and skill that had gone into building it clear. Whoever lived there lived in luxury and comfort, the island quiet and lush, an isolated paradise that almost hummed with energy and life.

The three friends walked quickly up to the gate and stepped through. A sleek, large cat, its fur the colour of wet sand, looked up as they entered, regarding them with wary, golden eyes. As the gate swung shut behind them, clattering, they all caught movement in the gardens ahead.

Several girls, knelt amongst the plants on either side of the path, tending the flowers and the vegetables and the soil, had looked up. They were all young, and remarkably beautiful, radiant, clad in only loose cloth.

The three friends froze.

“Err… hi.” George said. “Sorry to disturb you but we washed up on the beach and we… well… we’re lost and… and…”

George stammered to silence as the girls watched him, smirking, amused, and began to giggle as though something about him, about all three of them, was hilarious. George wasn’t the smoothest charmer when it came to girls, but he’d never been laughed at like that before.

“I… err… I mean…” George stammered and fell silent, blushing deep pink.

Something about the way the young, pretty girls looked at him, them, the way they giggled, left all three friends feeling hot and breathless, their hearts racing. They were all so… so… hot.

They were all different, some blonde, some brunette, some with black hair, some with red, some with shades that seemed almost blue or green or purple. Their eyes were all bright, but differently coloured, thick dark lashes, their faces almost unnaturally beautiful and radiant, almost like nymphs.

Some were tanned, shades of dark mahogany, caramel, gold, deep brown like fertile wet soil, while others were pale, like cream, milk, soft cotton, silk. Some were slim, their figures almost boyish, with scant curves, while others were fuller-figured, wide hips, full chests, narrow waists, and others still were plump and buxom, soft pillowy flesh.

All of them were clad in the same cloth though, simple work dresses of soft linen, the fabric loose and thin so that their bodies were barely hidden, the thatches of hair between their legs, their plump thighs, their dark nipples all visible. The girls shifted, a few rising to stand, and they seemed almost to… to pose, deliberately, as though displaying themselves, cloth damp with sweat from toil as they fluttered their eyelashes and licked their lips.

“We err… we just need to use the phone, and a drink of water if possible. We don’t mean to disturb you.” Brian said.

He was flustered, confused, on edge. Just where were they? What kind of remote island was this with so many hot, young women working in the gardens? Who owned this mysterious stone manor?

The girls giggled louder, a few of them watching the boys with open looks of something close to lust, or hunger, while others seemed coy, bashful, timid. Finally, the closest girl, in her early to mid-twenties, pale, with gold blonde hair and big, beautiful blue eyes the colour of a forest pool, pointed up towards the house.

With her arm outstretched the cloth of her dress was drawn taught over her chest, the low collar revealing her ample cleavage. She was magnificent, glamorous and beautiful and sexy. She could have been a model, or a movie star, or a porn star, instead she was… she was gardening on a remote island outside a run-down stone manor. Just what was this place?

“I… thanks.” Brian muttered.

He looked up towards the house, tearing his eyes off the beautiful girl, and stared up the path to the large wooden door. At least inside there would be water, and shade, and they could call someone to come and rescue them.

The three friends stepped off as one, heading up the garden path towards the house and the door that waited for them. The girls, the nymphs, watched them pass, tracking them, giggling but otherwise silent, not a word was spoken.

“Maybe they don’t speak English?” Rick said, voice shaking.

“Maybe…” George said.

He walked with his chest puffed out, strutting, but it was clear the giggling and the stares were getting to him. So many pretty girls laughing at him was making him blush, making all of them blush, and none of them had any idea why.

The giggles, the laughter, followed them, dozens of girls scattered around the gardens, watching, but the three friends kept their attention fixed ahead, walked up the path, trying to be confident, to not let it disturb them. As they neared the door the quiet was shattered, a loud caw, the raven on the roof, watching them, screeching.

The giggles fell silent, and the door opened, and all three friends stopped where they were, frozen to the spot. A woman, tall and breathtakingly beautiful stood in the door, dressed in black, a black shawl decorated with black feathers around her shoulders.

“Hello, and welcome to my home.” She said.


Four

She was tall, taller even than Brian, and beautiful, her face as striking as the moon and the stars. Her black dress was loose, fine, airy cloth to keep her cool in the heat, but it did little to hide her curves, her slim waist, wide hips, full chest. The neckline plunged down to expose her ample cleavage, her breasts free and speckled with the same fine scattering of freckles that dusted her face, her cheeks, nose, chin, neck.

Her hair was bright copper, flowing around her shoulder and down her back in soft curls, wild like the briars that grow in forbidden places, threatening to ensnare and entrap the unwary. Her hips were wide, legs long, exposed by the slits on either side of her dress, and she was barefoot, even her toes somehow glamorous. She stood, watching the three boys, and they remained mute, frozen, in awe of her, mesmerized by her regal grace, the aura of power and command that emanated from her.

The girls who had giggled at the boys as they’d arrived had been stunning, beautiful and sexy, but the woman in the door was a woman, and it to compare her to the girls working her garden was to compare a candle to the dawn.

This was her home, her island, and she was radiant. It was all the trio could do to remember to breathe.

“Hello? Can I help you boys?” She said.

Her words were soft, her voice music, lulling and soothing them, but with an edge to it that, a resonance that sent a chill of almost fear along each of their spines. The three friends stared into her eyes, a pale green-grey that seemed almost to glow with an inner radiance. She smiled, her lips dark and full, wet, and she shifted, her wide hips and round ass swaying. There was quiet, in the distance giggling, but the boys were lost, had no idea in that moment why there were even there.

A caw broke the spell, loud, the raven on the roof almost mocking them, its caw almost a laughter, as though amused by their reactions to the woman in the door. Brian blinked, shook his head, and blushed a deep pink. The woman though seemed unphased by their reactions, as though she was used to men falling easily under the spell of her grace and beauty.

“I… we… sorry… we just… we got caught in a storm and we washed up on the beach and… we just… we’re tired and thirsty and we need to call someone to come and get us. If that’s okay?” Brian said.

The woman nodded as she listened, grinning, as though amused. She took a deep breath, almost as though scenting the air, and she laughed, once, softly, the sound like a spring river.

“Of course, come in, come in. I will have some of my girls fetch you food and drink. The storms around here can be fickle things. I will take care of you.” She said.

As she spoke she stepped back, into the house, moving to the side while holding the large door open. The boys paused. George took a deep breath, still aware of the giggling behind and around him, and then stiffened, fixing his shoulders.

“Thanks.” He said, and he stepped through, crossing the threshold into her house.

Brian and Rick waited for just a moment longer before following after him, and the woman held the door for a moment longer as a flutter of black feathers winnowed the air, wings beating hard, the raven flying over their heads to race along the hallway, settling to perch on a heavy cupboard some way further along the entryway. The woman swung the door closed and there was the click of the latch falling into place, sealing the boys in, the shade a cool reprieve from the heat, the quiet a welcome break from the giggling.

“You must forgive my… pet. She likes to keep an eye on visitors for me. Had I left her outside she would have screeched until I let her in, but don’t worry, she’s a better house guest than most humans.” She said. “Now, just follow her along the hall to the kitchen. I will set you at the table and we can talk.”

“I… we just need the phone really. We don’t want to be a bother and we can…”

“You are no bother at all.” The woman said. “Now follow.”

Her words left no room for argument, and though George chafed at her command, none of the boys resisted. The raven, watching the boys, cawed once more, then fluttered off, along the hall, and they followed after it, made their way through to a large, open plan kitchen.

It was almost the very definition of rustic. The floor and walls bare stone, the ceiling beams over which the thatch of the roof was visible. The windows were set in glass that was thick and uneven so that the light that fell in was deformed, casting dappled pools of light and shade across the floor.

Even the furniture and the fittings were spare and utilitarian, bare wood, earthenware bowls, a wood-fired hearth for a stove, the only complexity in the room the vast array of plants hanging from the rafters to dry—leaves, herbs, flowers, roots, all bundled by type—and the plethora of jars and bowls and pots on the sides. The room was hung with the perfume of wood fires, blossoms, the scent of sap, a faint medicinal tang.

“You must excuse the chaos. My work takes up so much of my time that I have little left for menial chores.” The woman said. “I suppose I could to with a maid, or three.”

Her words were teasing, and she smiled, as though amused by her own with. The boys though shifted, awkwardly, not quite sure if she was joking or…

“Now please, sit, get comfortable.”

She gestured to the kitchen table, a massive, heavy piece of wooden furniture that looked almost ancient, but well cared for. Its surface was oiled, but marred and stained, weathered by use and love. Around it sat two benches on either of the long sides, each long enough to seat at least ten, and a single chair at the head. Its top was cluttered by more bowls, cutting boards laden with leaves and roots and flowers, several mortice and pestles, bottles of oils, spoons, notebooks, the pages filled with complex scrawl and diagrams in earthen coloured inks.

She stood and watched and the raven, having settled on a high cupboard to the side, watched. The boys looked around the room, surveying the chaos, but saw no sign of a modern appliance, no sign of electricity, let alone a phone.

“I… we just… if we could call someone…” Brian said.

“Sit. Now.” She said.

The boys obeyed, moved to the table, sat. Rick and Brian sat on one bench, while George sat on the other. The benches were cold and the chill of the stone floor made them shiver, the three still dressed in only their damp shorts. She smiled.

“Good. Now, how about something to eat and drink, and you can tell me all about your little adventure.”

She clapped her hands, twice, a sharp echo reverberating. A door to the back of the kitchen opened after only a moment, leading out onto gardens, a wash of light and heat and pollen entering with a young girl, pretty, dressed in the same plain dresses as the other girls the friends had seen.

“Fetch our guests wine, bread, and honey.” The woman said. “And quickly please Neith.”

The girl bowed her head and crossed the kitchen floor to do as she had been told. The woman moved to the table to sit at the head, looked over the three friends.

“Might I have names for my guests?” She said.

The boys all blushed, realising they had not introduced themselves. This was her home, her island, and they had not even offered her their names.

“George.”

“Rick.”

“Brian.”

The boys all answered. The woman smiled, nodding, her lips mouthing their names silently as though to better remember them. The boys shuddered, a tingling in the backs of their skulls, like invisible threads being tugged.

“Wonderful. Now, you may call me Cyea.”

Her name seemed almost to hover in the air for a moment, shimmering, the sound of it a spell laid heavy over the room, the notes of it full of power. The boys all nodded, aware they would not forget such an unusual and beautiful name, each of them thinking to themselves how fitting it was for such an unusual and beautiful woman.

“So, tell me about this storm that brought such pretty young boys to my island.” She said.

The three friends stalled for a moment, not quite sure where to begin. Finally, it was Rick that broke the quiet.

“Well, we all thought it’d be fun to go out on a paddleboat, just for a bit, enjoy the sea and have fun and then… well… George, he thought it’d be funny to go way out.”

As Rick told the tale of their morning, the storm, being washed up on the shore, Neith gathered earthenware cups, a jug of wine, three plates with small loves of fresh bread on each, a pot of honey, wooden spoons. She set the table, placing servings for each boy, then left, never once speaking a word.

The boys' attention was drawn between their host, Cyea, and the beautiful young woman, her slim hips and peachy ass swaying under her loose dress as she moved about. Once the table was set she moved to stand beside Cyea, standing just to the side and behind her chair, waiting, silent.

Cyea looked over the table, checking the cups, wine, bread, and honey were all in order and according to her instructions, then smiled, nodding.

“Wonderful job Neith. Thank you. Now, return to the gardens to help your sisters.” Cyea said.

Neith dipped her head, glowing from the praise, and turned to leave. All three boys watched her, eyes glued to her ass, and Cyea watched them, grinning.

“My girls are all beautiful, aren’t they?” She said.

The three friends blushed, turned back to their host, stammering.

“I… we… sorry it’s just…” George struggled to find the words.

Cyea raised a hand to silence him.

“It is fine. I know how beautiful they are, and I know what effect they, and I, have on weak-willed men. It is only natural, and I take it as a compliment, a testament to my… skill.”

Her words confused the three friends, and Brian frowned, puzzling over them. Cyea laughed.

“Now, enough talk. You all said you were thirsty. Please, drink.”

Her last word was soft but it filled the room and the three friends moved as one, as though compelled. They reached out, lifted their cups, and drank deep.

The wine was heavy and sweet and they swallowed, over and over, their lips wetted, wine running down their chins, drinking until the cups were empty. They put their cups down as one, the sound a heavy thud, their hands clumsy.

Cyea watched them, grinning.

“I… we… your phone?” Brian slurred.

The room swam, and the three boys seemed almost to sway. They blinked, hard, as if to clear their heads of sleep. Cyea reached out to Rick, sat closest to her, and wiped her thumbs across his chin, wiping the wine off his lips.

She lifted her thumb to her mouth, sucked it clean, and murmured a noise of deep pleasure.

“So sweet.” She said. “I asked for one, but here you all are, three, linked. We will have such fun with you.”

The raven cawed, its soft cry almost a laugh. Cyea pushed back her chair and rose to her feet, tall, powerful, her red hair like fire, her black dress like night.

“Now, you must all be tired. Why don’t you sleep.”

And with her final word, they did.


Five

It was dark, warm, and there was the soft sound of the sea, waves crashing against rock. Brian stirred, limbs heavy, cradled in softness, wrapped in thick blankets. He rolled over and the vapours of dreams and sleep began to lift, his mind whirred and memory rose up, the paddle boat, the storm, the beach, the island.

He remember the raven, the girls, the way they had giggled at him, at them, the stone house and… he remembered Cyea. He remembered their conversation at the table, the wine and then… then nothing. What had she done to them? Had she drugged them? Where were they?

Brian sat up and opened his eyes, was dazzled momentarily by the light that was cast in through the thin curtains over the large window. He was in a small bedroom, four beds, all but one of them occupied. He breathed a sigh of relief when he saw George asleep on one side of him, Rick asleep on the other. At least he was not alone. As he took a moment to examine the room his friends began to stir.

The room was small, and much like the rest of the house that the friends had seen. Stone floors, walls, old exposed beams high overhead, the thatched roof visible above. The sounds of the sea, waves crashing on rock, continued, the occasional cry of gulls. There was, to Brian’s relief, no raven’s caw.

There was a single door, heavy wood, but no other furniture. A single large window sat to the side, letting in ample light, the curtain billowing, a soft breeze carrying in the scent of cut grass, manure, and sea spray.

Brian shifted as Rick and George roused, murmuring grunts and groans, and as he went to slip out of bed, the stone floor cool on his soles, he realised he was naked.

“What… where…” Brian looked around the room.

There was no sign of his shorts, of any of their shorts, no sign of any clothes. The only cloth was the bedsheets, soft cotton, an off white., and the curtains. His glasses were on the small table beside his bed and he reached out to slip them on, the room coming suddenly into better focus.

“Where the fuck… what happened?” George groaned as he sat up. “My head is killing me. Did we get drunk? I mean… the last thing I remember is that wine and then…”

“I think she… she drugged us, maybe?” Rick said, his voice shaking. “I mean, maybe? I was really tired. Maybe we all just collapsed?”

Brian frowned. He wrapped the sheet around him, like a toga, and rose to his feet, crossed the floor, and tested the door. It rattled, loudly, but did not open.

“Locked.” Brian said.

“Locked? Why…” Rick’s words faded to quiet as Brian crossed to the window.

The curtains were blowing, so the window had to be open, right. So why lock the door.

Brian pulled back the curtains and light flooded the room, making all three friends turn their heads away, shutting their eyes. They looked back only slowly, blinking, and they were greeted by a pristine blue sky, the windows open wide, a fresh breeze, the height of the sun and the chill suggesting an early morning. They had slept all night?

“If the windows open, why lock the door?” George said.

Brian laughed, softly, the sound anything but happy. He shook his head.

“Because the window is definitely not a way out.” He said.

Brian stepped to the side, offering Rick and George a better view. They sat up in bed and peered out, and down, and down, and down, and…

The view plummeted, pitched down into the sea, hundreds of metres below, waves crashing fiercely on jagged rocks. The stone house was at the top of a hill, on a cliff edge, and their room overlooked it, perched so that to try and escape out of the window was to throw themselves into the raging sea below.

They were trapped, imprisoned, with no way out. Brian turned back to his friends and opened his mouth to speak, but there were no words. All three boys were confused, lost, and frightened.

“What do you think is going on?” Rick asked.

His voice was shaking and he looked pale, small. He was sat up and the bed sheet had slipped down, exposing his chest, and he looked oddly small and alone in the bed that seemed almost too large.

“I don’t know, but when I see that woman, Cyea, or whatever her name is, I’m going to give her one chance to set this right and then…” George’s voice was hard, his expression grim.

“You’re going to what?” Brian said.

George bristled. He shifted in his bed, the sheets fallen to lie bundled around his waist. His chest was broad, and toned, with hard muscle, and he tensed, making the muscle flex under his pale skin.

“I mean, yeah, there’s a few of them, but… it was just a load of girls and one woman. She might have been tall but…”

George was cut off by a sharp, sudden click, a metal lock being undone. The door swung open, the old hinges silent, and Cyea stepped in, her black dress and shawl fluttering around her like a swarm of darkness, the black feathers fluttering in her wake.

Before any of them could react the door swung closed, almost on its own, and there was another click, the lock sealing behind the Mistress of the house.

“Good morning boys.” Cyea said, her tone amused. “How are you all? Did you sleep well? Are you rested?”

The three friends just stared at their mysterious, beautiful host. She smiled, radiant, looming tall over all of them, barefoot, still clad in black with her red hair wild, eyes bright.

“We… just what is this? What did you do to us? Why are we locked in here?”

George bristled, shifting in his bed, but did not get up, aware of his nakedness beneath his sheets. He blushed.

“And… where are our clothes?” He asked.

Cyea smiled, her grin full of mischief and knowledge. She seemed almost to be enjoying George’s annoyance.

“So you are a fighter? Wonderful. You’ll be so much fun.” She said.

She turned to look at Brian.

“And you would be a… scholar? Correct?”

Brian blushed. He nodded, not quite sure why he was answering her question. Cyea smiled, pleased with his obedience, and Brian felt a warm glow coil in his belly, the space just above his crotch.

Cyea turned finally to Rick. She stared at him for a moment, puzzling him, and he shifted, clearly uneasy.

“And you would be the seer? Always worried about the future, the maybe, what lies ahead. I haven’t had one of you for a long time. That will be fun.”

“Just… just what are you going on about? And why are we locked in? And where are our clothes?” George said.

Cyea turned back to him, still smiling, but it was clear she was growing annoyed with the way he was talking to her, his tone. She waited for him to settle, the room silent.

As the friends watched her there was a flutter of wings by the window and the raven came to perch on the sill, shaking itself, ruffling its black feathers as it looked over the boys.

“This is my home, and you are my guests. I expect respect, at all times. Is that clear?” Cyea said, her voice slow and quiet and hard.

There was a moment of stillness, quiet. Finally, the boys all nodded.

“Good. Now, as for your questions. You were tired after your trials, so I simply helped you rest. You needed sleep, to recover, after all, there is so much ahead of you. Your clothes are… gone. You will not need them any more. I will provide suitable attire for you all.”

“What…” George’s voice interrupted Cyea but was cut off before he could finish.

Cyea glared at him, her look a force that almost pinned him to the bed. For a moment the room seemed to swim and sway and it was almost as though the very stones creaked beneath the force of her will.

“You will let me finish, or you will be punished, is that clear?” She said.

Rick paled, Brian looked stunned, but George went pink, then red. He looked as though he wanted to say something, to shout, swear, scream but… he kept his silence.

“Much better. I see there is hope for you yet. Now, shall I continue to explain your situation? Will you remain well behaved?” Cyea said.

She kept her gaze on George. He was still, then, finally, he nodded. Cyea grinned.

“As I was saying, you have no need for your old clothes now, not only were they ugly and gaudy, but they will, very shortly no longer fit you. I will clothe you, feed you, care for you, and in exchange… well, in exchange you will come to serve me according to your talents, though you will all require a little work and training to prepare. And that brings us to today. Your new lives begin now, you belong to me, and you will serve me as my maids, my handmaidens. You will become my girls, and you will obey me, is that clear?”

The words settled, and the three friends were still, quiet, in shock. The raven on the sill watched them with black, unblinking eyes, and Cyea waited for their answer.

“But… but… we’re not girls, and… and we have lives, we have… you can’t just keep us here. I…” Rick was stammering, his voice weak, faltering.

Cyea turned to him and smiled.

“You arrived on my island at my will. I called for you, because I wanted another girl, and you three arrived. The fates have spoken, you are mine now. My property to make and remake according to my desires. I own you, completely. You are my girls. Rhain, Bromi, and Galene. Now, girls, what are your names?”

Rick blinked. His mind stirred, fog closing on his thoughts. His memory felt sluggish, heavy. His… name… was… her name was…

“Rhain,” Rhain said.

Brian stared at Cyea, almost dumb. His mind worked, struggling, but it felt elusive, slippery. His name… name… was… her name was Bromi, wasn’t it?

“Bromi,” she said. “But… you can’t keep us here. We… I…”

“I can and I will.” Cyea said. “You are mine, and I will do with you as I desire. Fortunately, I am absolutely certain you will enjoy every moment of your re-education, and you will cherish your new lives, just as I will cherish all of you, and appreciate you for all you will do for me.”

Bromi blushed, cheeks turning pink. She squirmed, awash with emotions and feelings that were new, dizzy, the room almost spinning. Finally, Cyea turned to George.

“And you, what is your name.”

Cyea smiled, waited. She watched George closely, almost eager to see how he would react. George stiffened, flexed, tensed.

Why were his friends going along with this madness? They were boys, men, and she was just one woman. They could overpower her and get out of here. They could get back to the paddle boat and head out and find their way back. They didn’t need to stand for this.

“Your name. Say it.”

George struggled. He would not. He… he was… his name… her… his… his name was…

“George.” George said through gritted teeth, as though saying it pained him.

Cyea was still for a moment, then laugh, loudly, gladly.

“Oh how wonderfully spirited you are. I am so going to enjoy debasing you.” Cyea said. “But first, a quick lesson for you girls. I will not be disobeyed. You are mine to command, to mould, to transform, and your name is Galene. Now, say your name.”

George was tensed, coiled, straining, sweating. He opened his lips.

“George…” He hissed.

Cyea signed, smiling. She laughed, shaking her head, and the raven on the sill cawed, fluttering its wings, as though laughing with her.

“Very well. You shall suffer until you learn.”

Cyea raised her hair and gestured, her lips forming sounds that were strange and subtle. The air sparked, and George felt a warmth blossom in his gut, deep in his belly centred just above his crotch.

He gasped, a hissed inhale as it grew hotter, hotter, hotter. He cried out as it began to burn.

“Fuck… what…” His voice became pained moans, whimpers.

He collapsed onto the bed, gasping, writhing, yet all the while his cock swelled, becoming hard, swollen, throbbing painfully as the burnings spread, filling him, numbing his will, his thoughts, his ability to resist. It drained him, his heart racing, and he felt his strength fading.

“Will you obey?” Cyea asked.

George struggled against the agony, but that only fed it, made it worse. Cyea waited.

“This is nothing for me, but torture for you. It will only grow worse as you wait, and you will only become weaker. You will give in, eventually.” She said. “They all do. Everyone surrenders to me in the end. No girl has ever escaped my will once I have chosen her, and I have chosen you, all three of you. I have plans for each of you. Now, will you give in, will you say your name?”

George gritted his teeth, he wanted to resist, to refuse, but… it hurt.

“You are all branded now, marked by me, bound to me. No matter where you go you are tired to me, to my power. You gave me your names, you drank of my wine, accepted my offering. The spell is unbreakable. You are mine, and I can do with you what I will, and what I will, now, is to see you suffer Galene. You will suffer until you surrender. You can end this, now, just tell me... what is your name?”

His… his name. His name was… it was so hard to think, to remember, he… she…

“Galene.” She whispered through gritted teeth.

The pain ended. She collapsed, a soft core of pain on the skin of her belly just above her crotch.

She was Galene.


Six

Galene, Rhain, and Bromi followed Cyea along a hallway, narrow, cold stone, their bare feel chilled by the hard surface. They were dressed in only their bedsheets, naked underneath, blushing pink from the shame and humiliation.

It was dim-lit, burning candles fixed to the walls at intervals, the air hung with the reek of smoke and burning wax. In the distance, muffled, the three girls could hear laughter, giggling, subtle voices like sweet music. The other girls were all outside, in the gardens, beneath the blazing sun, having fun.

“As you can hear, your sisters are all very happy here. I take good care of my girls, and they take good care of me. We are a family of sorts, with me at the head obviously.” Cyea said.

Galene chafed at this. She did not like how Cyea had just assumed control of her, how she had made her submit, made her… made her forget who she had been and become… she was Galene, but a small, almost insignificant part still struggles against that truth. Were her friends, her sisters, Bromi and Rhain still struggling, or had they just accepted?

Had they just accepted Cyea's authority and surrendered to this… to this madness? Was there even any hope for them or was Galene on her own?

She would not give in though, not that easily, and she would not leave her friends behind. She would find a way to escape, to get out of the house and back to the beach, to the paddle boat, and she would take… take… Rhain and Bromi with her. She sighed in frustration. Even their name had gone, replaced with their new identities. Just what was happening.

“I think once you give in and accept your place here you’ll be happy. There is a joy and freedom here that would have been denied you in the outside world. Here you can let go and shed the inhibitions and expectations that have been forced upon you. Here you can be free to just… be yourselves, with a little help from me and your sisters of course.”

Galene chafed at this. Cyea had already stolen their names, and was threatening to do more. How was this freedom?

“How are we free if you are keeping us here?” Bromi said, speaking before Galene had a chance to. “You are holding us almost like prisoners, and you… you’ve changed our names, and… and you’re talking about changing more about us. I don’t understand how you’re doing this, or why, but I would definitely not call this freedom by any definition.”

Galene smiled. Bromi at least was not completely lost. She was still the smart one, was still the same person under whatever spell Cyea had worked, and together the two of them could figure a way out and escape with Rhain, that much Galene was sure of.

“If we… if we don’t have a choice, how are we free?” Rhain said.

Galene’s smile widened. Even Rhain was still resisting. Together the three of them could definitely work out how to escape this madness.

Cyea laughed, suddenly, brightly, the sound echoing off the hard walls. She stopped and turned to face her girls.

“You poor sweet things. You know so little of the world, yet imagine you know so much. You remain oblivious to even the most basic truths. You were born as prisoners, of fate, of society. You have only experienced small glimpses of freedom, I offer it to you whole, with only one condition. Serve me and I will set you free.” Cyea said.

She was grinning. The three best friends stared at her, even Bromi confused, her brow furrowed. Cyea read them perfectly, understanding their thoughts quickly.

“You are not the first girls I have set free, and you will not be the last. You are here because I sent a call out into the void. I sent out a beacon, a summons, and… the fates delivered you three. That is no accident. You are here because this is where you need to be, where you want to be, you simply do not know it yet.”

“I… we were brought here by a storm, not by you or fate. This was an accident, and I don’t know what you’re doing or why, but… we want to leave.” Bromi said.

Her voice was faltering though, cracking, as though she was not certain of what she was saying. Cyea smiled at her.

“I can hear in you your doubts, your fear. These will pass as you come to appreciate the magnitude of the gifts I offer, the small, insignificant price I ask. Know though that your coming here was no accident. My summons is always very specific, though I do not know quite in what form its answer will come. You are unique in that this is the first time I have been delivered three girls at once. That you are all deemed by the fates to suit my needs is remarkable, and the bond you share is… delicious. If you will only give yourselves a chance to enjoy what I offer then I think you will find…”

“Or maybe you could just let us go?” Galene answered, cutting Cyea off.

Cyea’s smile faltered, like a candle flame guttering in a soft breeze. The hallway felt colder and darker in the moments before it returned to full brightness.

“When you understand what I offer you, what I ask of you, I will give you the choice to stay or leave. When you understand why you are here, then, but not before. And I remind you that I do not like to be interrupted.”

Cyea spoke slowly, voice cold and hard, and there was a twitch of her wrist, her fingers almost writing on the air. The hallway shimmered with power and all three girls gasped, pain flaring across the skin of their bellies, centred just above their crotch, for just a moment.

“You see Galene, if you continue to frustrate me, it will not be just you who suffers. Obey me though, submit, and all of you will be rewarded. Understand?”

The pain ended, and the three girls stood for a moment, weak, breathing hard, hearts racing. The pain had come from nowhere, hot and bright, burning needles stabbing deep, and had vanished just as quickly. How had she done that? What else could Cyea do?

“I… I understand.” Galene said, speaking slowly, through gritted teeth.

Cyea nodded, grinning.

“Good girl. Now, enough explaining. I think perhaps you are a more… hands-on learner, so maybe what I have planned for you will help you to understand. Now, follow me.”

Cyea turned and walked off, not waiting for the three friends to fully recover from the pain they had experienced. She walked briskly, her long legs striding, her black gown flowing behind her like a cloud of ashes. As the three girls followed, their sheets dragged along the floor.

It did not take them long to reach their destination. Cyea stopped by a wooden door set into the stone wall and waited for the girls to catch up to her. As they reached her she pressed gently on the wood and the door swung open, silent on well-oiled hinges.

“In.” She said.

The girls paused for only a moment. The memory of the pain was enough to make all of them, even Galene, compliant.

The room was full of shadows, the only light coming from a small window on the far side, and crammed with furniture, wardrobes and trunks, drawers, a single massive dressing mirror against the far wall beside the window.

The three girls paused inside, and Cyea stepped in to join them, as the doors swung closed the air shimmered, Cyea whispering a bizarre phoneme, and light filled the room as numerous candles flickered to life.

“Now, let's see just what kind of girls you are going to be…” Cyea said.

She moved off, walked to the closest wardrobe, and began to rummage through the unseen contents. As she sorted she looked back to the door, to her girls, and she smiled, looking each up and down, nodding, thoughtful.

“You can make yourselves comfortable. Have a look around, explore. If you see anything that you like do tell me. I love to encourage my girls to express themselves, though perhaps you are not ready quite yet to fully enjoy that pleasure.”

Bromi, Galene, and Rhain stood for a moment, puzzling over what was happening, what Galene had planned, then Rhain stepped off, moved to the other side of the room, and opened another wardrobe to look inside. She stiffened, stared, pale.

“I… I think you should both see this…” She whispered.

Bromi and Galene moved across the room to stand with Rhain and looked into the wardrobe. They too froze, paled, heads spinning. Just… just what was this room?

“What are you… what are you going to make us do?” Galene said.

Cyea turned and looked over her shoulder, chuckled.

“I am going to get you ready for your new lives. That means washing, and dressing. After all, you cannot walk around forever in just bedsheets can you, and I don’t think you’d appreciate being left with nothing to wear.”

“But this is… these are…”

Cyea moved to stand beside the three girls. She looked into the wardrobe, flicked through the garments on display.

“They’re lovely, aren’t they?” She whispered, voice soft, seductive.

The wardrobe was full of girls' clothes, skirts, dressed, tops, underwear, lingerie. There was not a scrap of clothing in there like they had worn before, nothing that would be comfortable or familiar. It was all… pretty, feminine, sexy.

“What about… what about those dresses that the others were wearing in the gardens?” Rhain said.

Her voice was shaking, nervous, strained, but there was a note of something more there, something deep and fragile and scared. Cyea looked at her and smiled.

“Those are work clothes, for tending the house and garden. You will get yours once you are settled and given your daily duties, but my girls do not wear them all the time. In the evenings and in their free time they are free to wear whatever they chose, and I provide enough for them that they never run out of options. As I told you, I care for my girls, provide for them, as they, in turn, provide for me. We are a family here.”

“So I, we… we have to wear… something like this?” Rhain said.

Cyea smiled. She nodded.

“You sound almost excited. But yes, from now on you’ll be dressing appropriately, and that means looking your best and prettiest. Now, do you know what kind of girl you are, or shall I take a guess?”

Cyea looked between Rhain, Bromi, and Galene. The three blushed, squirming, hot and giddy, yet none of them complained or objected.

“Well, I suppose it’ll be up to me to figure you out and help guide you, but don’t worry, I’m very good at this, and I’ve been doing it a very long time. However, while I select something suitable for you all to wear, why don’t you all go get cleaned up and ready for your new outfits.”

Cyea laughed, softly, then clapped her hands. The door opened almost immediately, and three girls entered, one tall and thin, with long gold blonde hair, creamy skin, the others shorter, one fuller figure, with wide hips and large breasts, nipples poking at through the cloth of her dress, long black hair and honeyed skin, the other slimmer, almost elfin, girlish, with brown hair and tawny skin. They stood, demure and sweet, polite, and the three best friends could not take their eyes off them.

Cyea was beautiful, radiant and hot, but like a full moon or the midday sun, it was hard to fully comprehend the enormity of her radiance. These three though, they were more comprehensible. Their beautify and glamour was something they could understand. Galene, Bromi, and Rhain all stood and stared, squirming.

They were naked under their bedsheets, exposed, and their cheeks blazed as each of them felt their cocks twitch in response to the hot girls who had turned up and who stood now studying them, their bodies barely covered by their simple dresses. They were all different, but next to each other their differences complimented each other, highlighting the uniqueness and beauty and sexiness of each.

“Yes, Mistress?” The tallest of the tree said.

Her voice was soft and submissive, coy, but musical, lulling the three best friends, almost hypnotic.

“I want you to take your three newest sisters and prepare them for me. Bathe them, oil them, and then bring them to me. You are allowed to hurt them if they resist.”

“Yes, Mistress.” The tallest said. “It is an honour, thank you.”

She dipped her head, and the three curtseyed, bending low. As they rose they turned to face the three best friends. All three smiled, expression full of mischief and menace, giggling.

“Come with us now please sisters.” The tallest said. “This will be fun, I promise, for all of us.”

Something in her voice, in her tone, made all of the three friends, even Galene, believe her.


Seven

The bathroom was more than just a bathroom. It was a suite of baths, each a pool of water a different shade, the air filled with steam, the scent of flowers and oils and herbs. Each pool seemed to be constantly overflowing, the excess water flowing along channels to hidden drains, ever replenished by springs, the freshwater babbling over hot stones to arrive in each bath already heated, carrying salts and minerals to replenish the skin.

To the side of each bath was a series of wood and earthenware bowls, filled with blossoms, leaves, powders, salts, minerals, ready to be added to the water as needed to replenish them. Some were empty, but most had bodies in, girls submerged with only their heads, their faces, above the surface, their long hair flowing around them like kelp, their naked forms hidden beneath the murky water. A few girls sat up, submerged to only their waists, their torsos exposed, breasts bared, the variety of their bodies mesmerising, some slim, others fuller-figured, large nipples and small, some dark, some rosy pink, perky, round, plump, ripe.

It would have been erotic, like a scene from a porno movie, except… except there was something in the way the girls watched the new arrivals. There was no sexual tension in that moment, no shyness, no coy attempts to cover themselves. The girls in the baths seemed relaxed, confident, almost arrogant and challenging, completely relaxed and at ease.

The three friends paused just inside the room and looked around, suddenly flustered and aware of just how exposed they were. Dozens of pairs of eyes watched them, grins, giggles, whispered, the girls in the water smirking at them dressed in just their bedsheets.

Galene, Rhain, and Bromi shifted, squirming, embarrassed, shy, timid, and yet they could not help but react to so many beautiful, naked girls around them. The young women were all so perfect, radiant examples of feminine beauty and grace, soft and alluring, pretty faces, big bright eyes, slim shoulders, the varied forms of their bodies all so womanly and sexy.

The three best friends felt their cocks twitch, swelling despite their embarrassment, or perhaps made worse because of it. Their heads were spinning. Were they expected to…

“Sheets off girls.” The tallest of their three chaperones said. “There is no need to be shy around your sisters. We have all seen naked bodies before.”

As the three newest sisters looked around they knew that it was true, that the girls were all very familiar with naked bodies, and the thought of being so familiar with such perfect bodies made the three flush. They though… they were… they… they were girls, yes, their minds refusing to acknowledge anything different now, as though long-dormant seeds had been germinated by Cyea and had begun to take root, altering their identities, changing them, but they were also different to the other girls.

They were… they were not as pretty or beautiful. They had too much muscle, and not enough fat, their proportions off, their hips narrow, butts small, breasts absent and their nipples almost vestigial. Their faces too were not the same. They were perhaps, at best, handsome, but not cute or pretty or beautiful. They were masculine, hairy, bulky. The other girls were hot, sexy, and the three best friends were… they were not.

“Don’t make us punish you.” The tallest of the chaperones said. “Because we will, and we will enjoy it. We’ll all enjoy it, watching you. It's so rare that we get fresh, new, innocent sisters to play with.”

The three friends stood frozen. They could not move. The other girls were all so much prettier, hotter, and there was one, final, significant difference. Seeing the other girls, their sisters, naked, lounging in the water, being teased, humiliated, the embarrassment and shame, it had aroused them, and their cocks were very, very hard. If they were to get undressed now the other girls would see. They would laugh, giggle, and that thought just made their cocks harder.

“Undress NOW.” The tallest chaperone said.

Her voice was suddenly hard, as the stone floor, the walls, and the room echoed with the power of her voice. The three friends looked at each other and there was the smallest of nods, each realising that they would rather face the shame than the agony of punishment. It was only a bath after all, they could manage a simple bath.

They moved and untucked their bedsheets, let them fall to the floor, and they stood suddenly exposed, naked, their hard cocks jutting out from their masculine bodies, feeling exposed and vulnerable. Their sisters watched them, from the pool and baths, their chaperones satisfied. Gazes roamed over their forms, but there was no laughter, no giggles, just… looks of amusement, interest, fascination.

“You all have so much potential. This will be fun. Mistress always has a way to find the most perfect new girls. You’ll see soon enough.” The tallest girl said. “But for now, come with us, we’ll start with a simple enough bath to begin, and then a few oils to prepare you for the new outfits Mistress will have chosen for you. You won’t be completely finished, but trust us, you’ll look so much cuter after your first bath. The change is just magical.”

The three chaperones stepped towards the three friends, each offering one of the newest sisters a hand to take. The friends paused, then reached out and took the offered hands, soft palms, warm skin. The chaperones smiled, kind and pleased, amused, a mischief and almost menace to their smiles.

“Come…” The tallest said.

The tallest chaperone led Galene, introducing herself, Naim. The girl leading Rhain was Oro. The girl leading Bromi was Hyrazia. Their names were all so unusual and musical, almost mythical.

Naim, Oro, and Hyrazia led the three friends to an empty bath, the water steaming, the colour of thin cream, leaves and bark floating on the surface. As they neared it the three newest sisters could not help but inhale deeply, the scent rich and heady, soporific, softening their resistance, their muscles.

The chaperones did not take their dresses off, but walked with the three friends into the water, wading deep, the cloth clinging to their perfect, beautiful bodies, each nuance and curve emphasised. They were so pretty and sexy, and Galene, Rhain, and Bromi each felt a longing for them, a deep-rooted emotion that was part lust, part envy. What was happening to them?

“Now, rest. Your journey here has been long and hard. You will be exhausted. Close your eyes and let the water heal and soothe you. Let us wash away your worries and your shackles, let us rinse you clean, let us heal you, free you.” Naim whispered.

Each of the chaperones drew her sister to her, naked, lulling them into the warm, deep water. The bath was vast, a pool of hot, steaming, scented water, rich with oils and soaps and minerals and salts. Bromi, Rhain, and Galene let themselves be soothed, sinking down, glad to hide their nakedness beneath the murky surface of the water, closing their eyes, lying down to float half submerged.

Hands held the backs of their heads, cradling them, and hands began to roam their bodies, scooping water to wet their hair, washing it, rinsing it, caressing their chests, shoulders, arms. The touches were heavenly, soft, delicate fingers caressing.

The chaperones were close, their bodies warm, soft, separated from the three best friends by just a thin layer of wet cloth. Rhain, Bromi, and Galene closed their eyes and floated, let themselves be washed, the water rippling, so warm and rich, the perfume dulling senses, thought. Hands roamed their bodies, washing, caressing, soothing, and there was a tingle along each of their spines, their bodies warm, shivering, a subtle pleasure.

Naim, Oro, and Hyrazia began to sing, softly, their words foreign, but the tune and melody and sound remarkable. It filled the three best friend’s heads, buzzing, images racing through their minds too fast to glimpse clearly, their hands stroking in time with the song. The water felt hotter, and colder, tingling, and hands crept lower, stroking.

The chaperones washed their legs, feet, light touches, they washed their backs, hips, caressed their asses, fingers teasing along the cleft, light touches over their holes that made each new girl whimper, too lost in song and sensation to notice what was happening, their bodies just responding to the touch as they floated, the pleasure building as fingers traced over virgin entrances, the tips barely entering.

Rhain, Galene, and Bromi all gasped, whimpering, hot, barely aware of where they were, who they were, the touches new and bright, the scent of the bath, the song, the caresses all sending them deep into a state of relaxation. It had taken them so long to get here, to arrive, and now, finally, they could relax, together.

Hands moved away, up, and caressed along their cocks, stroking, teasing, washing. They each thrust, eager for more, all of them virgins, the touches new and vibrant, but too light and fleeting to offer release. The chaperones washed them and nothing more. There was to be no final pleasure for the three newest sisters, not yet.

“Washed and clean. Now to dry you and oil your bodies. You are beginning your rebirths, your transformations, and you want to stay radiant and soft and beautiful now don’t you girls?” Naim said.

The three best friends, all drunk on the sense of relaxation, the song, the scent of the bath, nodded. They were beyond sleep, beyond thought, beyond resistance.

Naim, Oro, and Hyrazia eased the three friends out of the bath, their eyes still closed, and sat them on small wooden stools, still singing to them, drying them off with plush towels. The song rose and fell, drawing suffering and pain and longing from Galene and Rhain and Bromi. They felt their minds and hearts unravelling.

Once dry the towels were discarded, and the hands returned, oiled now, warm, slippery, caressing, long gentle lingering touches. The oil made the three best friends tingle, their skin almost fizzing, effervescent, warm. Hands roamed, coating every inch of their bodies, their faces, their hair, with oil, making them slick and slippery.

Yet, it did not linger. The oil, rich and perfumed, was absorbed quickly, replenishing skin, rejuvenating bodies, a subtle energy in the air and herbs and oils and song all worked together. The three best friends were beyond sleep, and did not see or notice the magicks at work around them and on them. They were changing, being reborn and transformed, but their eyes remained closed as they rested.

It had been a long journey, but they were, finally, home.

“Now. Come with us. We will take you so that Mistress can prepare you.” Naim said.

The three best friends, still lulled, still calm, relaxed, obeyed without thinking. Their eyes remained closed as their chaperones led them by their hands to the fate that awaited them.


Eight

Rhain, Bromi, and Galene were led to separate rooms, small chambers with only a simple mirror and a stool. Each girl found her chosen outfit laid out on the stool, the garments selected by Cyea, their Mistress.

The doors clicked shut behind them as their chaperones, Naim, Oro, and Hyrazia, left them, and when as their senses returned they checked the doors, only to find them sealed, locked. They knew instinctively that the only way out was to obey, wear the outfits chosen for them, but as they stood, alone, each of them was faced with the same sense of dread. They couldn’t really wear that, could they? What would the others think of them?

After the bath, the touches, that heady perfume, the song, they felt different too, changed in subtle, potent ways. Their resistance had faded and something new had stirred. They were calm, relaxed, and curious. How would they look?

The other girls in the baths had all been so pretty, so beautiful and sexy. True, they did not look like them, but the thought of being that feminine and graceful left each of the three best friends feeling giddy and vulnerable and shy. Would they look cute, or maybe even hot?

There was fear too, fear of being laughed at, being seen as ugly, or masculine, a fraud, a pretender, complex storms of doubt and worry that left each of them confused and bewildered and timid. What if their friends thought they looked stupid or laughed at them?

The part of them that was curious about how they would look, that fluttered with a wavering joy at the thought of wearing the outfits, winced. That they all felt the same did not matter. At that moment they were apart, alone, and each of them was conflicted by the same doubts and anxieties. They had no choice though. They were locked in their small rooms, with nothing except the towels that had worn from their baths, and the outfits laid out on the stool in front of them. If they wanted to get out of the rooms they knew they had no choice but to obey Cyea's will, no matter how excited or terrified they were.

At almost the same time, as though linked by some unbreakable, unseen thread, the three best friends reached out and picked up the first of the garments laid out for them. Hearts racing, heads giddy after the heat and the fumes and the songs of the baths, the memory of their chaperones’ touches and bodies leaving them hot, horny, they began to get dressed in what would be their new style, the style chosen for them by their Mistress.

The first item was stockings, a pair, long gossamer scraps of silk and lace. Black, white, pink, for Bromi, Rhain, and Galene. The colour dazzled each of them, and they were drawn to it.

The material was so sheer and soft, and each stood for a moment feeling the sheen before bundling up the first stocking to slip it on. They slipped their feet in, and began to pull the silk up.

None of them noticed quite why, heads too full of emotion and fuzz, giddy, hearts skipping, but the material was a soft, sweet, gentle caress, a tingle running up their spines, pleasure and joy. The bodies felt softer, more sensitive, delicate. A side effect of the bath and the oils Bromi considered.

She did not have long to debate the puzzle though. She, like her best friends, pulled the first stocking up over her calf, knee, thigh, and could not help but sigh and whimper in delight as the silk hugged her smooth, soft thigh. She had never felt so good, pretty and sensitive, buzzing with pleasure, giddy with happiness. None of them had ever felt this good.

They each pulled on the second stocking next, the lacy tops fitting around their thighs, the silk material so thin it showed off their legs, skin, making them seem suddenly cuter, more feminine, prettier, sexier. There was a small glimmer of hope in each of them, bright and growing brighter. Maybe they wouldn’t look silly or stupid. Maybe their friends wouldn’t laugh at them.

Working down the pile of garments, each girl picked up the next scrap of silk. A pair of suspenders, black, white, pink, matching the colours of the stockings.

It took each girl longer to get these on, the knack of fastening them around the hips and waist, and then the knack of fastening the straps to the tops of their stockings, clipping them on, adjusting the straps to the right length. None of them hurried though, taking their time, wanting to look their best, wanting to look hot and sexy and pretty, wanting to impress their friends, their Mistress Cyea.

Something had shifted in each of them, something subtle. After the bath they were calmer, more content, almost sedate, but warmed by joy. The other girls, their sisters, had been so kind and so sweet. They were curious about what Cyea’s plans for them were, how it might feel to be a girl among other girls. How it might feel to be as beautiful as the other girls.

And if that was not enough, there was still the memory of the pain, the lingering impression of agony spreading out from their bellies, the skin just above their crotches. They had to obey, for now, even if it was fun in a curious, thrilling, nerve-wracking way. They had to obey until they found a way to escape. Right?

Still, there was in each of them, to varying degrees, some new desire, an eagerness to please, to submit, to obey. The thought of just being able to relax and feel safe, to feel comfortable around their sisters, to feel at home, appealed. They could just let go and be free, be free to be pretty and cute, soft, feminine, to relax, to be sexy.

Still, though, there was a part of each of them that resisted, that railed against such suggestions, such ideas. They were… they were girls now, that much they had been forced to accept by Cyea, but still part of them clung to their old lives, their old identities, the old world. They had to escape, to return. They could never be pretty or cute, could never be sexy, and if they tried, if they dared hope, then… then what would it mean if they failed?

If they let even that glimmer of hope continue, if they actually tried, and then inevitably failed, it would crush them, destroy them. They could never be like their sisters, could they? They could never be soft and cute and feminine. That all three had the same fears and doubts in that moment did not surprise Cyea, who knew her girls better than they knew themselves, but it would have shocked and surprised the three best friends who knew themselves about as poorly as they truly knew each other. That, though, was about to change.

The three friends turned back to their piles, and saw only two garments awaiting them, a matching set of bra and panties, the colour matched to their stockings and suspenders, pink, white, black, and a pair of heels, again in the same colour that was now their colour. Their heads spun.

They each picked up their panties and slipped them on, slipped their stocking-clad feet through and pulled them up. The feeling was a delight, a pure bliss, silk caressing over silk, slipping up easily, their legs so uniquely sensitive in a way they never had been before, their cocks swelling, aching as they tugged the panties into place.

They were little more than snug, skimpy scraps of fabric, so delicate and feminine and unlike anything the girls had worn before, but they were a joy to wear, the thin string at the back slipping up into the crack of their ass, the waist high, slipping up and over their hips, snug around their waist, and the front… the front was a flimsy, thin, tiny scrap of silk and lace, and it was absolutely not sufficient to cover their cocks when soft, then alone when hard as they all were in that moment.

The thrill of the bath, the new sensitivity of their bodies, their unique joy of wearing such pretty, sexy clothes, it was all too much and each of the best friends was hard, their cocks throbbing, aching. There was a moment that each of them thought about touching themselves, stroking their cocks, relieving the tension, but for some reason not one of them did.

There was a wrongness to the thought, a tingle of pain in the skin just above their crotch as the fleeting thought crossed their minds, a sharp reminder of the agony that had washed over them. Each of them shivered, and moved on, trying to dismiss the urge to touch themselves, to play with themselves, to cum.

It would be difficult to hide their erections in such tiny garments, but they had their towels to cover themselves, and they could only hope that the distraction of getting dressed would allow their arousal to pass. They moved on to their bras, slips of lace and silk, and they each examined them for a moment, fingering the material. It was the first time any of them had even touched a bra, and it was… it was to be their bra. The thought made them giddy, but also caused each of them to smile, Galene troubling over it, resisting the swell of happiness, Bromi giggling nervously, while Rhain could not stop smiling in obvious delight, each of them experiencing similar emotions in her own unique way.

It took them a moment to get their bras on, fastening them around the front and then rotating them around, slipping them up, arms through the shoulder straps, adjusting them into place. As they fitted them each girl found that their bra was subtly padded, and fitted in a way to scoop and lift and shape their flat chests, giving just the barest suggestion of breasts, cleavage, a cleft of shadow in the middle of their chest to draw their eye.

Each felt a sudden flush of warmth, unable to quell their smiles. There was a core of hot, new, precious happiness in each of them.

Finally, they turned to their heels. Black, white, pink. They were all alike. Glossy leather, straps around the ankle, the heels small but intimidating to young girls who had never worn heels before, who had only even secretly thought about wearing heels in the privacy of their own heads. Would they even be able to stand in them? Would they be able to walk in them?

Aware that they had to be fully dressed before they would be able to leave, each girl slipped her heels on. They fit perfectly, snug around the toes, clinging to their feet so that they did not slip or shift.

Standing in them took a little getting used to, and each girl took a few tentative steps, testing how to walk, but each found it almost natural. By shifting their hips, asses, and walking with a sway and a wiggle, they were able to keep their balance, and it also felt… fun, liberating, and sexy.

Smiling, they each looked back to the stool, saw it empty. They were all dressed, fully dressed, in only lingerie, sexy skimpy undergarments, white, pink, black.

The three best friends each took a deep breath. On the far side of their rooms were large mirrors. They all stood trembling, and then, almost as one, stepped across the room in their heels to take a first look at themselves. They all could not help but smile, and the doors clicked open, swung wide.

They were ready, ready to face each other. Their hearts were in their throats, beating hard, and they each grabbed their towels, wrapped them around themselves, around their chest to cover their bras, panties, asses, leaving their legs, their stockings, their suspender straps, their lacy stocking tops on display. They had to face their friends, and they were each terrified, but after what they had each seen in the mirror, there was a small, bright, intense flicker of hope.


Nine

“Ah, my girls are finally dressed. Come, let me see you.” Cyea said. “Galene here, Bromi here, Rhain here.”

She pointed at spots on the floor around her, directing the three best friends, telling them to stand in a loose semi-circle around her, placed in a way that they would all be facing her, but also so that they would all be able to clearly see each other. There would be no hiding.

They stepped out of their changing rooms and into the bedroom they had woken in, yet they had entered the changing rooms separately and… this morning when they had woken, there had been only one door, not the four that there were now. It was… it was as though the house, the very walls and structure, the stone, was obedient to Cyea’s will, but that was impossible, wasn’t it?

And if it was possible if she could do that to the solid stone structure of the house, then what could she do to them? The thought terrified and thrilled them, a cold dream and a warm hope as they stepped out of their changing rooms and into the bedroom.

Their heels clicked on the stone-hard floor, their hips and asses swaying to help them keep their balance. They all watched Cyea, their Mistress, but they could not help but glance at each other as they entered the room to take their designated places. Their eyes went wide, soft, gasped inhales. There was a palpable aura of shock, stunned silence as they stopped where Cyea had told them to stand.

Each of them blushed, their faces suddenly nervous, pink cheeks, fleeting looks. Was that really their friends? It had been odd, seeing their own reflections, but seeing each other dressed in a similar manner elicited a storm of conflicting emotions.

“Now, drop the towels please girls. I want to get a good look at you.”

The girls seemed almost to flinch. They glanced at each other, none of them daring to move. Each of them had similar thoughts.

They were all hard. The shame, the joy, the humiliation, the excitement of seeing their best friends looking so… so pretty, sexy, hot, making their cocks swell and throb. If they dropped their towels now everyone would see. They would know what filthy, shameless, dirty perverts they were.

None of them knew that they were all in exactly the same situation, that they were all suffering exactly the same doubts. Cyea smiled at them all, willing to be just a little patient given that this was new to all of them, that they had only just begun their journeys. She was not, however, willing to wait forever.

“Quickly girls. I know you won’t enjoy it if I have to motivate you.” She said.

The memory of pain flared in all of them. Galene stiffened, frowned, still struggling, resisting. Rhain was the first to obey, untucking her towel, holding it for a moment around her waist, and then dropping it to the floor, baring herself.

Galene, Bromi, and Cyea all looked and her and she closed her eyes, not willing to see their faces when they began laughing and mocking. Only… no laughter came.

“My, such a pretty thing, and to think you still have so far to travel. You are going to be exquisite when I am done with you.” Cyea said.

“Fuck… you look…” Galene whispered, voice soft, then stopped herself.

There was a whimper, a cry of pain.

“I said don’t keep me waiting.” Cyea said.

Bromi dropped her towel next, not willing to provoke more punishment. She too closed her eyes, cheeks so hot they almost burned, unable to breathe, heart racing.

“Again, so cute. You are going to be so beautiful once you are finished. I love how you look now, all smooth and soft and delicate. One of the many wonders of the baths here, the oils and salts and soap. You’ll find you remain quite pristine from now on. No more unsightly body hair, and your bodies will be so much more sensitive, as well as few more subtle, slow to develop changes.” Cyea said.

There was quiet. Bromi and Rhain opened their eyes, they looked at Galene, still in her towel, then at Cyea, their Mistress, who was smiling at them, then, finally at each other.

Their eyes went wide, looks of shock and surprise. They were so pretty, so feminine and… and this was permanent. They were changing...

“Wow.” Bromi whispered.

“You look… you look amazing.” Rhain whispered.

They each took in the other, eyes roaming bodies. They were different, changed subtly, and it took each of them a moment to realise just what had changed.

They had not seen it on themselves in the mirror, too enamoured of how cute they looked in their new lingerie, but seeing each other it was obvious. Bromi in her black lingerie, and Rhain in her white, they were both… they were both smooth.

Their bodies were hairless, soft, flawless, every hair from their noses down had gone, and they were utterly smooth and soft, and that, combined with the lingerie, made both of them look so cute and pretty, so utterly feminine.

It was more than that though. There were other changes, even more subtle. Their legs were fuller, hips just a little wider, butts rounder, and it was more than just padding that gave them a hint of cleavage in their bras. Their faces too were softer, full, plump lips, wide eyes, bright, with long thick lashes, and the hair on their heads looked thicker, longer, the colour more dazzling, more intense.

As they looked at each other they smiled, grinning, squirming, and their gazes fell down, and they both saw that the other was hard. They were both excited, cocks straining at the cloth of the their panties, but for some reason their gazes lingered. Seeing their friend like that, smooth, soft, feminine, in sexy lingerie, with their cocks hard, their girl-cocks hard, was… was oddly erotic.

“Well, you leave me no choice then Galene.” Cyea said.

Galene had not yet dropped her towel. She was still covered, the towel wrapped around her, only her pink stockings and heels and suspender strap on show. She was staring at her friends, but she was still resisting.

Cyea smiled, and spoke a strange, alien word as she gestures with her fingers. Galene gasped in pain, falling to her knees, her cry silenced by her throat as her whole body clenched. The pain was worse than before, an agony that engulfed her, her skin burning and prickling, yet… yet her cock grew harder.

The pain squeezed the breath from her lungs, hot, burning, but it left her raw, sensitive, a throbbing bliss surging through her, the shame, humiliation, joy, the freedom, as though the pain was setting her free. It numbed thought, resistance, quelling her fears. She was Galene, and all she had to do was obey.

The pain cut off with another gesture, and Galene was left kneeling on the floor, gasping, heart thundering. She looked up and saw Cyea staring down at her.

“Now, will you submit, or will I have to be more severe?” She asked.

Galene hesitated for just a moment before slipping her towel off. Cyea smiled at her girl, pleased to see her finally obeying, submitting.

“Good girl. Now, stand up. I want to look at you, and I’m sure your sisters want to look at you.” Cyea said.

Galene nodded, slowly. She was pale, pink cheeks, shaking. Her cock was so hard. The others would see, would know what a shameless pervert she was, but she had no choice.

She rose to her feet and stood, staring at the floor, unable to look at Cyea or her friends. Everything she had ever been was being taken from her. She was being remade and she knew she should be fighting, resisting, struggling against it, but more and more she just wanted to give in. It was more than the pain. Something called to her. She had always been strong, tough, headstrong, but part of her just wanted to surrender, to be weak and small, to obey.

“Look at your sisters. See them as they see you.” Cyea said.

Galene took a deep breath and looked up, turned to look at her sisters. Her eyes went wide.

There were stunning. She had always known them, but had never seen them as they were now. They were soft, cute, pretty, and as she looked at them they looked at her. Three girls, in pink, white, black, made smooth, changed subtly but in ways that excited all of them.

What was happening to them? And… and why did it excite them?

As their gazes roamed down they each saw how hard the others were. They were not alone and yet, seeing their friends, seeing their hard cocks for the first time, it… it made them harder. Why were they so excited when they should be ashamed, embarrassed. They should be trying to escape, yet all of them smiled.

Their eyes shifted, slipped up, and Bromi’s and Rhain’s shared attention caught on the flesh just above Galene’s cute, hard cock. On her skin, smooth, flawless, was a mark, a glowing pink brand that throbbed in time with her heart. Seeing their attention fixed on her, Galene looked down, saw her mark, and froze. Slowly she reached down to touch, expecting it to hurt or burn but finding instead that her skin felt taught and fresh and that the brand only tingled with a pleasant warmth.

As Galene’s fingers caressed the skin above her crotch she looked to her friends, eyes settling on identical marks on each of them, though fainter, black, white, barely visible.

“Ah, you have noticed. That is my gift to you. It is the link that binds you all to me, my girls. You all wear one, and it allows me to punish you, and reward you. It allows me to share my power with you, to change you, to remake you as I wish, and how you wish to be. It will become clearer over time just what a remarkable gift it is, but for now, understand that you are mine now, in every sense of the word. There is no escape, no way to resist. There is only freedom, liberation from your old lives, old selves, there is only me, and my will. Understand?”

The three girls looked down at their bodies, and for the first time they understood their situation. They were beyond help, beyond saving. This was their home now, but just what was to become of them, none of them knew. They nodded, slowly, terror and excitement raging in their chests.

“Good. Now you are all beautiful, but we can do better, and we will do better, won’t we?” Cyea asked.

The three friends nodded again. Cyea smiled, and the girls felt a small burst of pleasure, rewarding them for their obedience.

“Your outfits are stunning, and they fit perfectly, with one tiny little problem. Your pretty little cocks. We can fix that though, can’t we?” Cyea said.

Her tone was almost menacing. Slowly the girls nodded, none of them quite sure what fixing meant, though they remained scared and excited to find out.


Ten

“The rules are simple enough.” Cyea said. “You are to face each other, and touch yourselves, touch your pretty little girl-cocks. You are to play with yourselves until you cum, because I do not want those hard, pretty cocks distracting you, or messing up the lines of your outfits. Understand?”

The girls looked at each other, pale, cheeks pink, eyes wide. They had to… they had to masturbate in front of each other? They had to cum while they watched each other? The thought scared them, shame, embarrassment, but more than that there was a sense of joy. Their friends were so pretty now, dressed as they were. What would it be like to watch them touching themselves, stroking their pretty, smooth cock? What would it be like to watch them cum?

Already the air felt tense and alive, arousal, their cocks throbbing, aching. What would it be like to cum as their best friends came? Three pretty, smooth girls in lingerie cumming together in some shameless, erotic performance. They knew they should have been mortified, but… none of them were, all of them were almost eager for it, and Cyea could see it in their eyes and she smiled, grinning.

“Except… to keep it interesting, there is one, small twist. To motivate you all to do your best, the last one to cum will be punished, and trust me when I say the punishment with have long-reaching repercussions.”

The girls shifted, their excitement suddenly tinged with fear. Given the situation, being watched, seeing their friends playing with themselves at the same time, and now with a punishment hanging over their head, none of them knew how their bodies, their pretty girl-cocks would react, but they had no choice. There were three of them, and one of them would lose. None of them wanted their friends to suffer, but they wanted to be punished even less.

“Now, begin.” Cyea said.

The girls all stood still, staring at each other. None of them moved, though they shifted, nervously, their pretty, hard girl-cocks throbbing, jutting from their pretty panties. They were all so cute and sexy, and it was hard for all of them to not be turned on, but still, the idea of masturbating in front of their friends, touching themselves, cumming while they watched their pretty friends touch their cock.

They each knew that this was one more step that could not be undone, that this would be one more step on a journey that was leading to an unknown destination that both fascinated and terrified them. Could they really do this? But if they didn’t… just how would their Mistress, Cyea, punish them. They had already seen just what power she held over them. Just what would she do if they came last?

The girls stood, watching each other, and it was Rhain who made the first move. With her gaze flicking between Bromi and Galene she reached down, slowly, her hands stroking over her body, teasing herself, biting on her bottom lip, eyes wide, nervous but also… excited.

She was being watched, by her best friends who were now hot girls, and Cyea, her… her Mistress. She was going to touch herself, play with herself, cum, while being watched, and that thought just made her… hornier.

“What are you… you can’t… we all need to just… if we all refuse then she can’t punish all of us, can she? Rhain, you can’t…”

Galene spoke in faltering tones, voice soft, eyes glued to her best friend, the pretty girl in white. Cyea laughed, loudly, brightly, a burst of humour, almost mocking.

“I can certainly punish all of you. I can, and I will. If you all refuse you will all be punished.” Cyea said.

That seemed to be the final straw. Rhain broke, her hand closed around her hard, smooth, pretty little girl-cock and she gasped, eyes fluttering as she thrust into her grip.

“Fuck… it feels… that feels…”

There were no more words. Galene and Bromi stared at her as she began to tease and touch herself, her cute little girl-cock throbbing, drooling precum, her face flush with pleasure. Bromi’s cock twitched, and Galene looked conflicted, struggling to resist the will to obey, to touch herself.

“It feels good, doesn’t it? A small gift from me to my new girls. Your bodies are now much more sensitive to pleasure. You’ll find the sensations quite overwhelming, so that it will be almost impossible to resist once you taste it, addictive, corrupting, blissful.” Cyea whispered, teasing.

Galene and Bromi watched Rhain and could see the delight on her face, her expression a mask of lust and bliss, drunk on the joy of touching herself in front of her small audience. Her eyes were glazed, breath heavy, gasping, panting, stroking, thrusting.

“Fuck… fuck… fuck…” Her husky whispers were almost gibberish.

Galene and Bromi were mesmerised, the sight lurid, erotic, and shameless. One thought rang through the mind of each, the last one to cum would be punished. But… if their pleasure was as intense as Cyea said, if her words were true—and seeing Rhain they could well imagine they were—then once they experienced it there would be no going back.

The words addictive and corrupting rang in their minds. If they gave in then… but if they didn’t, just what would the punishment be? They could refuse, resist, and be certain they’d be punished, or they could…

A gasp of sheer pleasure from next to Galene made her tear her gaze away from Rhain. She looked to Bromi and saw…

“What are you doing? We have to resist…” Galene said.

Bromi’s hand was wrapped around her hard, throbbing girl-cock and she was stroking, softly, teasing, playing with herself, her hips thrusting. She bit her bottom lip, eyes fluttering, and her face… she was beautiful, expression a mask of lust and pleasure, and it was as though she had slipped into her own private realm of bliss.

“We have to resist!” Galene said, voice faltering. “We have to…”

Her voice cut off, her resolve faltering. Both her friends had given in, leaving just her. If they continued as she refused to join in with the debauchery then she was certain to be punished, but if she gave in then…

The words addictive and corrupting rang clear in her mind. She did not want to be punished though, not after everything that had already happened, which left her with one choice.

Galene watched as Bromi and Rhain stroked their girl-cocks, panting, gasping, thrusting their hips, their bodies smooth and sexy, tight asses, and she whined. Her girl-cock was so hard. Her friends were so hot. They were touching themselves in front of her, as she watched, watching her watch them, and it was driving her wild with lust and passion.

What would it feel like to touch them, caress them, have them touch her? Worse, if they came she would be punished. If she refused she would be punished. There was only one option, really…

Her resolve, her resistance, crumbled. She whimpered again, flustered, hot, then slipped her hands down, running them over her smooth, sensitive, soft body, caressing her lingerie, her skin.

“That’s it. Give in. Surrender.” Cyea whispered.

Galene closed her eyes, and her fingers wrapped around her hard girl-cock. The pleasure was bright, hot, intense, and she thrust, losing herself suddenly.

The girls touched, caressed, stroked. The air was full of their moans, whimpers, soft cries of pleasure. Their eyes fluttered, and they looked at each other as they touched themselves, watched over by their Mistress, Cyea.

None of them had ever done anything like this before. They had barely even kissed another girl, but now… now they were playing with their hard girl cocks in front of each other, smooth, soft, pretty, in sets of matching lingerie in contrasting colours, black, pink, red, racing to cum, so that they would not be last, so that they would not be punished.

Rhain and Bromi watched as Galene gave in, surrendered, and she began to touch herself, her cock throbbing, thrusting into her grip, eager to cum, suddenly desperate to cum, so she would not be last, the pleasure and joy of her newfound sensitivity overwhelming her. Rhain giggled, drunk on the bliss, her girl-cock oozing precum, and she watched as her best friends, so much sexier and prettier now, touched themselves while watching her.

It was all so lurid, brazen, shameless. The was a sense of humiliation and embarrassment at being forced to do this, being watched, dressed in sexy lingerie, feeling cute and feminine, but that only made it more intense, their girl-cocks harder than they had ever been.

“Looks like some of you are closer than others.” Cyea said. “As an… incentive I remind you that the punishment the last one to cum faces is quite permanent, and though I think it fun, you’ll find it quite an inconvenience, at least until you learn to appreciate it.”

Galene, as the last one to give in, to begin touching herself, knew that she was behind her friends. She did not want to see them punished but wanted to be punished herself even less. She stroked harder, faster, the sensations washing over her, and she thrust into her grip, her hand slippery with precum.

Bromi and Rhain were close though. Their faces were glazed with joy. They could not have stopped even if they’d wanted to, even if they were commanded to. They were close, and they just might cum before Galene could catch up.

“Such filthy, naughty, dirty little sluts. You girls are going to be a joy to transform.” Cyea said.

She was smirking, watching all three at once, watching them as they played with themselves and watched each other. It was like something out of a porn movie, only… real, flesh and blood, and… and they were part of it. They were part of the elaborate, debaucherous porn scenario.

“Fuck… fuck… I… I’m going to…” It was Bromi who spoke.

The sight of Rhain and Galene touching themselves as she stroked her hard, smooth girl cock, was too much. The lingerie, her Mistress’s watchful gaze, the shame, the joy, the pleasure, feeling pretty, sexy. It was all too much.

Her grip squeezed tight, hard, and the thrust. She stared at Galene, Rhain, meeting their eyes, gazes locked and…

Cyea moved quickly, a single fine wine glass in her hand. She moved to stand beside Bromi and she thrust into her tight grip, her girl-cock throbbing, and Cyea placed the glass at the head of her dick and Bromi came, hard, cumming, a thick, creamy stream of cum spilling into the wine glass.

“Good girl.” Cyea said. “You avoid punishment, and you embraced my gift. Coming first. I will have to reward you.”

Bromi blushed, head spinning. The pleasure had been bright and intense, hot, addictive and corrupting. It was as though a switch had been flipped, as though she had lost part of her old self, had taken the first steps in becoming someone new, better, prettier.

“For now though, relax, and watch.” Cyea said.

Bromi nodded, flush with praise, beaming. Just what was her reward going to be?

She turned and looked at her friends. Rhain had started touching herself first, with Galene’s resolve crumbling last, but Galene looked to be hooked on the delight of her new, changing body. Their hands were stroking, soft, fast, thrusting their hips, small whines of pleasure. Bromi could not tell who was going to come first.

It was a race, each eager to cum, not to avoid punishment—that looming threat was long forgotten in the haze of lust—but to experience the bliss of climax. They fucked their hands, slick with precum, their bodies in pink and white lingerie, Galene and Rhain staring at each other as they played with themselves, eyes locked.

“Good girls. Such pretty girls. But who is going to escape unharmed, and who is going to be punished.” Cyea said.

Rhain thrust her hips. Galene stroked fast. They were urging each other on, encouraging each other, even as they raced to cum first.

Galene gasped, her cock swelling and she thrust. Cyea moved to Rhain though, to her side, and the glass was beneath her cock just as Rhain, silent, breath caught in the grip of her climax, came, erupting into the glass, filling it with cum.

Galene could only watch in shock, horror, delight, as Rhain came, filling the glass with more cum on top of Bromi as she reached her peak. She was cumming, watching her friend cumming, spilling her seed onto the floor as, aware that she was last, that she was going to be punished.

“Good girls.” Cyea said. “You all did wonderfully.”

The three friends were all gasping for breath, panting, faces flush. It had been so hot, so intense, the pleasure unlike anything they had experienced before. Their heads were spinning, bodies corrupted by the addictive bliss.

“Now, given you’ve all fixed those little problems, I say it’s time I fixed them permanently.”

The girls were all hazy, heads clouded with pleasure, the aftermath of their orgasms. They did not understand, but they did not worry. They were too pleasure drunk to worry.

Cyea moved quickly, to Bromi, then Rhain, then finally Galene. She fitted each girl with a cold, hard, metallic device, black, white, pink, cages that were snug over their soft girl-cocks, and she locked each with a cute heart-shaped padlock.

As their heads cleared the girls looked down and blinked. They were caged, their girl-cocks lock away in tiny little cages. They were…

“I know the fit is a little snug, but don’t worry, you’ll shrink into them soon enough. And now your outfit will all look so much prettier. No more unsightly bulges. No more hard cocks to distract you. Locked away like that you’ll find it much easier to submit and obey and serve.”

Galene opened her mouth to say something, to resist, but Cyea turned to her and smiled and the look in her eyes silenced Galene. Galene shivered.

“And you… I think it is time for your punishment.” Cyea said.

Galene paled. She was too weak, too drunk, too blissed out to resist though. Cyea held the glass of Galene’s friends' cum in her hand and pointed to the floor where Galene’s cum lay cooling in a puddle.

“Clean up. Now.” Cyea said, voice firm.

Galene shuddered. There would be pain if she refused, and she was weak, the pleasure she had felt addictive. She was caged now, the sense of shame and humiliation and submission turning her on. If she refused she knew she’d never get out of the cage, but if she obeyed… maybe…

Galene shifted onto all fours and lowered her head. She closed her eyes, aware her friends were watching her, and licked her cum up off the floor, the taste strong and salty, but… not unpleasant.

“Good girl.” Cyea said.

Galene’s brand pulsed with pleasure, warm, linking the taste of cum to a warm, buzzing delight that was deep in her core.

“I knew a cum-slut like you would appreciate the taste.” Cyea said.

As Galene licked the words sank deep, her brand pulsing with more pleasure. What was happening to her?

She lapped the last of her cum off the ground and looked up, rising to kneel in front of her Mistress. Cyea looked down at her as Galene blushed, the pleasure washing over her in waves, the taste of cum on her lips and tongue. It felt… good. Was she really a cum-slut?

“Now, drink this like a good cum-slut.” Cyea said, handing Galene the glass.

Galene froze, then shifted, reaching out. She lifted her hand and took the glass.

She was being watched, by Cyea, by her pretty best friends. She had no choice, did she? She had to…

Before she could think on it further she lifted the glass to her lips and she drank, deep. The cum was still warm. A thick, salty, creamy mix of Bromi’s and Rhain’s cum. I clung to her lips, tongue, throat, and she swallowed, emptying the glass even as her brand burned hotter with a more intense pleasure.

“Good cum-slut.” Cyea said.

Galene swallowed, the pleasure hot, addictive, the submission, sensation, taste all linked back to that pleasure. There was no going back. She was a cum-slut now, and would be one forever.

“Isn’t the taste of others' cum so much more potent?”

Galene licked her lips, looked back to the glass, a few last traces of her best friends’ cum. She nodded, struggling with her urges. Unable to hold out she licked the glass clean, her lips throbbing with pulse after pulse of pleasure. She was a cum-slut.

“Perfect.” Cyea said. “You are all so perfect.”

She looked back to her girls and smiled.

“We are going to have so much fun together.” Cyea said.

There was a promise there, a threat, in her words, her tone. And the girls trembled, fear, anxiety, but, more than that, hot and pulsing, aching, a need, a joy, a pleasure. They were eager for what was to come, excited for what Cyea, their Mistress, was going to do to them.

Just what kind of girls were they going to become?

TO BE CONTINUED
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Cursed by Pretty Pink Panties

The COMPLETE Three Part Series
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Nate’s life is in a slump—one long extended slump that’s just got worse. His girlfriend, his college sweetheart, has left him, and he can’t even summon the will to blame her for dumping him, for walking out on all those years they’ve spent together. How was he ever going to make her happy when he couldn’t even make himself happy. He’s miserable, and withdrawn, and just drudging through life one day at a time with little joy or enthusiasm… and he’s been that way for too long. Just what is wrong with him?

Spending yet another night alone, miserable in his now empty and oddly barren apartment, Nate sets about trying to give order to his life turned upside down, but it remains not quite the same. Even tasks like the laundry have lost their lustre and charm now, the piles of dirty clothes consisting only of his dull, dreary garments, bereft of the delicate, sexy, feminine items of his girlfriend’s that he always found so… charming.

But then his night, and his life, takes an interesting turn when he finds a pair of pretty pink panties, lost in the laundry room—curious, captivated, oddly enchanted by the sight of the feminine, pink, sexy underwear, Nate cannot resist the urge to pocket them, and when he gets home he finds himself unable to resist his curiosity. Everything changes for Nate when he tries them on.

What he sees in the mirror makes him happier than he can remember feeling in a long time, but when he tries to remove them he panics. The panties are stuck on and, worse, they seem to be having a rather strange and remarkable effect on him.

Cursed by the mysterious strange underwear, forced to wear pretty pink panties, Nate finds his life propelled in a new, wonderful, exciting direction—one that will lead to transformations, corruptions, and delightful new adventures. Still, Nate is left with many questions. Who do the panties belong to? Just what is the curse going to do to him? Will he ever be able to remove them and undo the changes… and does he really want to?

Drawn into a web of magic, misadventure, and eroticism, Nate finds himself changing, becoming someone new, someone better, someone more fun. Soon enough Nate begins to understand that the curse might not be a curse at all, but rather a blessing, an opportunity to live a brighter, happier, sexier life as someone new… one with many new mysteries and adventures ahead as he unravels the curse of the pretty pink panties.


Femboy Reform School

The COMPLETE Six Part Series
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There is a special, exclusive Reform School, hidden away from prying eyes, for boys who have become lost, who are drifting unhappily through life. Here these boys are given purpose, and are helped to uncover their true potential—here they are transformed, remade, and they become the good girls they were always meant to be.

When Aaron wakes, alone, in a car being driven to an unknown location, he knows that he is in trouble. Aaron was a good student who worked hard, got good grades, but recently, that’s begun to change—he’s been drifting, purposeless, lost, and his grades have begun to slip. His parents have decided to help him, and so he’s been sent to the Reform School.

There he meets his room-mates, Cameron, the star athlete whose star is falling, and Julian, the wayward delinquent. All of them have been sent to the Reform School for the same reason—they are lost, adrift, and they just need a little help to become the happy, pretty girls they are all destined to become.

Their journey will not be easy, but under the tutelage of Ms Lewis, their stern Domineering teacher, and the senior girls of the school, the three boys and their class-mates will all come to see who they really are, and will come to understand the path that lies ahead for them. There are many lessons, and many transformations ahead, but for Aaron and his class-mates, their journey begins here, now, at the Femboy Reform School.


Blackmailed by Brats

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

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

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

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


A Paladin Falls

The COMPLETE Three Part Series
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Maroc, a mighty paladin, one of the goddess’s chosen warriors has almost cleansed the lands of the vile mongrel races, the beasts and demons who have plagued humanity. There is only one of their lords left, the mysterious, mighty Azine. However, Maroc’s confrontation does not go to plan and he is cursed. Waking up as Marnie, a low level androgynous pretty boy with only one useful skill, Charm, and no memories, they set off on an adventure to find out what has happened to them.

Encountering bandits, negotiating with merchants, and fending off imps, Marnie is forced to use every tool at their disposal. Cursed with the traits of Empathy, doomed to share the emotions and feelings of those close to them, and Adaptable, a body that changes based on the demands placed on it, to better suit Marnie’s activities and needs, it is not long before Marnie begins to change. Facing both men and monsters, experiencing previously unknown pleasures, performing acts that they would once have thought sinful, Marnie learns that they are far from defenceless, and that their body and their Charm is not only pleasurable, but powerful.

Resolved to solve the problem of their Curse, Marie is set on a path that may well change not just them, but the entire world… Empathy’s Curse is an erotic fantasy themed adventure, containing scenes of a sexually explicit nature, featuring feminization, transformation, corruption, and monsters!


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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