

Shipwrecked: Feminization Island

Part Two

Keary Hayes





Copyright © 2022 Keary Hayes

This book is a work of fiction. All characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious and any similarity to any person, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

Background Image Licence Shutterstock inc.

Cover by Keary Hayes

All rights reserved.  No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any format or by any means, including but not limited to photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other non-commercial uses permitted by copyright law.

To stay up to date with news and gossip on new books, as well as general chatter, follow me on twitter or Instagram - @Keary_Writes!


Contents

Title Page

Dedication

Shipwrecked: Feminization Island

One

Two

Three

Four

Five

Six

Seven

A Thank You From Keary

Also By Keary Hayes…

About the Author


Dedication




Dedicated to all my beautiful, wonderful readers

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

Thank you xx


Shipwrecked: Feminization Island

Part TWO

Bromi, Rhain and Galene, three best friends, remain shipwrecked on the mysterious island ruled over by Cyea. They had thought they would be enjoying a well-earned holiday after finally graduating from college, instead, they have been ensnared in a trap well laid. A trap that has seen them imprisoned, transformed, and corrupted.

With new names, new bodies, they have taken their first steps along a long, winding path of self-discovery, but Cyea’s plans for them are not over. As their impossible transformations continue, the three friends learn about pleasure, punishment, and obedience. They are made prettier, sexier, are shown the potential bliss of their new forms, are taught how to behave like good girls, and they learn that there is pleasure in submitting.

As their resistance fades, the three friends find their very minds changing to better suit Cyea’s pleasure, Cyea’s plan, and, terrifyingly, they begin to discover the joy in surrendering to her will. As the three are feminized, seduced, made to submit, they begin to lose themselves. Finally, Cyea offers them a glimpse of what their island paradise has to offer when she shows them just how good girls give thanks and worship to their powerful, inscrutable Mistress, and the three best friends come to realise that this island prison might just be the paradise they never knew they wanted.


One

The three friends slept heavily, exhausted after their trials. Their dreams were tainted by memories of the storm, the sea heaving, carrying them away from the lives they had always known into an uncertain future. They tossed and turned, squirming in their soft beds, but they did not wake, lay wrapped in a slumber that folded around them like a shroud.

There were dreams of fleeing, or at least attempting to, running from some unknown and unseen predator, powerful and dangerous, hidden in the dark, stalking them. The three ran, lost in a maze of trees, a labyrinth of briar and branch, and they were breathing hard, hearts racing, behind them the unknown terror closing in on them, inscrutable and unstoppable, all the more chilling for the fact that it seemed almost nonplussed by the chase.

They turned, turned again, tripping on roots, stumbling, and in the distance, their salvation, the sound of the sea lapping on a sunny tourist beach, the noise of children laughing, playing. If only they could reach it…

But it was too far, and they were too lost. The terror closed on them, closer, closer, and its breath was on their neck. How had they ended up here, lost, alone, in the dark woods, preyed upon by some unknowable horror? They had been on holiday and they…

There had been a paddleboat, the sea, and they had gone out too far. A crow.

Then… a storm, sudden, vast, engulfing them, wind and rain and waves, dragging them out to sea, and they had all been afraid they would drown.

The storm had passed, the sun had returned, and there had been a beach, land. The beach had been empty.

They had searched for shelter, help, anything, the sun beating down on them, and they had found a house, old and vast, well-tended gardens, girls toiling, the… the Mistress of the house, of the island, clothed in black, had welcomed them, made them food and drink and...

They had slept, and then woken in strange beds. They had been… they had been bathed, in mineral-rich waters, by several of the girls that seemed to work and live in the house under the protection of the Mistress. There had been oils, and lotions, and they had emerged soft and smooth and feminine.

They had been rid of their body hair, only their eyebrows and the hair on their heads remaining, made almost...girly. And they had been told it was permanent. They would be smooth, soft, delicate, and sensitive forever. There was no going back, and it was all Her doing. She wanted to change them, remake them… but into what?

The three friends had not known quite what was happening to them, what was being done to them, but their situation was made clear to them every time they tried to resist. There had been pain, intense, at the Mistress’s whim, her power unnerving and almost magical.

She had forced them to submit to her wishes, seducing them with promises of pleasure and comfort, threats of fresh agony, punishments. She had made them submit and had taken even their names from them, gifting them new names, more suited to their new lives, more feminine, prettier. Bromi, Rhain, and Galene, and then… then she had dressed them according to her wishes, and they had begun to better understand their situation. Their old clothes had been discarded, and they had been given underwear, lingerie, to match their new, prettier bodies, smooth and soft. They had been given stockings, suspenders, panties, cute little bras, and heels, each of them in a colour chosen for them, black, white, pink, and they had been made to wear them, in front of each other.

Three lifelong friends, three boys, had been forced to stand in front of each other, smooth, soft, pretty, in sexy underwear. And not one of them had laughed.

They had been too stunned, the quiet a collective shocked awe as they each took in the others. They were all cute, undeniably sexy, something subtle changed about them beyond just the body hair and the underwear, and seeing each other, combined with the sensation of feeling pretty, cute, sexy, smooth and sensitive in such sensual underwear, had aroused them.

In front of each other, they had grown hard, and the Mistress of the house had noticed. She had noticed, and she had decided to fix their little issue.

In order to keep them pretty, looking suitably feminine, she had made them all touch themselves while their best friends watched, stroking their cocks, smooth, pretty, in lingerie, and she had incentivised them to try their best, informing them all that the last one to cum would be punished.

They had tried to resist, but fear had made them weak. They had all caved, and in the end, they had touched themselves, they had cum, and Galene, cumming last, had been punished. Their Mistress had collected each of their seed in a glass, and Galene had been made to drink it, taste it, swallow it, and she had… she had liked it, the words cum-slut whispered to her like a spell by their Mistress.

Then, finally, their new Mistress had fixed their little issue. She had caged them all, locking their pretty little dicks away in tiny, secure, metal devices, sealing them shut, and had sent them to bed, with the threat of more tomorrow…

And they had slept.

And the dreams had come. The woods, the unseen predator stalking them, chasing them deeper and deeper into the maze of wild woodland.

Exhausted, stumbling, the three friends had collapsed, and the unseen predator had emerged, fresh and youthful and composed, as though the chase had been nothing but a minor game. She was beautiful, tall and powerful and terrible. Their Mistress. Cyea.

“It is time to wake now girls. And continue with your training.” She said.

Her words sounded solid, real. The dream shifted, like fog, vapours evaporating in the morning sun. The three friends were trapped.

They had been stalked, hunted, drained, and their hunter was fresh and vibrant and ready to devour them. She had led them away from the beach, the lives they had known, and she had no intention of letting them go. She had plans for each of them. Plans that began now…

“Wake up girls. It’s a new day, and it's time you were up and getting ready for your days. We have so much planned for you. You don’t want to be late, do you?”

The voice was honey and silk, steel, sharpened to a razor’s edge. It was their Mistress’s voice, Cyea’s voice, and it called them all out of sleep.

The girls shifted, squirming in their beds, and they rose up from their dreams, the memories of dark woods and fear clinging to them, being hunted, lured away from the bright laughter and sun, drawn deeper into the dark, into the dangerous layer of Her… and there she was in front of them. Cyea. Smiling, basking in the beam of bright, glorious sun that fell in through the open window.

She was radiant and beautiful, tall, pale, dressed in a flowing black dress that clung to her ample curves, slits up the side of the skirt to reveal her long legs. As the three girls opened their eyes they were greeted by a sight more wonderful and more terrible than the dawn. Cyea.

She was taller than all of them, even Galene, and she was slim, with wide hips, a trim waist, a pert, full ass, and a heavy chest that rose and fell as she took deep, slow breaths, grinning as she watched her newest girls. Her hair fell in a cascade of deep red curls, almost shimmering in the morning sun, and her eyes were bright, as though kindled with some deep fire.

“Up now, and show yourselves to me. I want to make sure you have remained as I told you.” Cyea said.

She had sent them all to bed the day before in the lingerie she had dressed them in, soft, silky stockings, suspenders, panties, bra, and had only allowed them to remove their heels before slipping between their sheets. Each of them had found it hard to settle, the sensation of their tighter, more sensual underwear on their soft, delicate, pretty bodies leaving them tense and frustrated, their cages an agony locked on their pretty little dicks.

The memory of their day had only made it worse, images of their friends dressed in matching lingerie to them, black, white, pink, all of them soft, watching each other as they touched themselves, as they made themselves cum, still bright and intense, making their caged little dicks throb painfully, a hot coal of desire and lust in their bellies that they were unable to quench so that they had each tossed and turned in silent frustration before sleep had claimed them. And then there had been the dreams…

“I don’t like to be kept waiting girls.” Cyea said.

Her tone was harder. The three friends sighed, shifting. None of them wanted to be first, wanted to be too eager to obey, but the memory of the pain she could wield, the way she had punished Galene, still lingered. They dare not disobey her.

Slowly they each slipped out of their beds, their stocking-clad feet on the stone floor, and they stood, wobbling slightly as though their centres of gravity had shifted, their sheets falling from their bodies. Something felt… different, changed, and they could not help but glance at themselves, looking down at their bodies that seemed so unfamiliar.

They had remained smooth, soft, delicate, and were now more sensitive, but apart from that, they seemed the same… except, something seemed different. They were clad in the same lingerie from the day before, Bromi in black, Rhain in white, Galene in the cute pink, but the scraps of lace and silk seemed to fit a little tighter in places, stretched, and the room seemed shifted.

“My, you all look so lovely this morning, so much prettier than when you arrived, don’t you think?” Cyea said.

The three girls blushed. They were pretty, and they felt pretty, but it ran deeper than that. Something in them was being corrupted, altered, reshaped according to the whims of their Mistress.

They looked over their bodies, their shapely legs, trim waists, flat chests, and, they felt changed.

Their panties were snug around the hips and butt, stretched, as though… as though their asses were larger, rounder, hips wider, but that was impossible, wasn’t it? Their bras too seemed almost too tight, stretched around their chests, but with straps a little looser, as though their shoulders and ribs had shrunk imperceptibly overnight as they slept, but their breasts had grown. Perplexed and feeling flushed, terrified and excited by what their observations might mean, the three friends almost as one looked up, looked at the others to see if they were alone in their changes.

They were relieved and unsettled to see that they were not.

Cyea stood by the door, watching all of them, grinning, and she seemed… taller today, as though they had shrunk slightly, and as the three girls looked at each other, nervous, they couldn’t help but accept the truth.

They were prettier.

Each of them had shrunk, ever so slightly, their height lessened, their shoulders narrower, while other parts had grown. Their legs looked plumper, thick thighs, and their hips were now just slightly wider than their shoulders, a fact that made their rounder, fuller asses look even fatter. Dressed as they were in just the sexy lingerie they couldn’t help but admire each other, soft bodies, subtle curves, and they each felt a twinge of frustration and pain, a dull ache centred on their caged little dicks.

It wasn’t just their bodies though. Their faces too seemed softer, more feminine, with big, bright eyes, full lashes, their noses narrower, lips grown plumper, fine jaws and high cheekbones. Their hair seemed thicker too, longer, and there was a definite loss of muscle, most prominent in Galene who had been the most built of the three of them, so that they all seemed softer and more feminine.

They blushed, squirming, overcome with emotion and desire, distracted. What was happening to them? Was this real, or maybe just another part of the dream?

“Well, I asked you all a question. I expect an answer. You are all so much prettier now, aren’t you?” Cyea said.

The three girls turned to face her and they looked up at her, looming over them. Her smile made them squirm, flustered, memories of the night before, what she had made them do, the feeling from their dreams of being hunted.

“Yes, Mistress.” Rhain said, breaking the silence. “We are all… much prettier now.”

Cyea smiled.

“Good girl.” She said, softly, obviously pleased. “And you two, what do you think?”

She looked between Bromi and Galene.

“I… yes Mistress. We are… we are much prettier now.” Bromi said.

Bromi blushed, biting her bottom lip. She could feel the fog in her head, slowing her thoughts, her will to resist. Why did she feel so excited, so happy?

Only Galene held out, stubborn, struggling. Of the three of them her changes, though subtle, were the most obvious. She had been the most muscular of the three of them, the most masculine, but now, smooth, her body slowly being transformed, she was… far from masculine. There was something undeniably feminine about her now, pretty, sexy, with hips, ass, the subtle swell of her chest and… her lips, full, fat bee-stung, a swollen sexy pout.

“And you? What does my pretty little cum-slut think?” Cyea asked.

As she said the words, cum-slut, Galene gasped, her knees suddenly weak, a bolt of pleasure that numbed her innate desire to resist. Her cheeks turned pink and she licked her lips, as though tasting for something, and a bolt of bliss coursed through her, her lips so much more sensitive today, a bright intense pleasure centred of them just from the touch of her tongue. What would it feel like to… she shook her head, trying not to dwell on the thoughts that seemed to bubble up, strange new desires awakening in her.

“I… I… I am prettier now. We are prettier now.” Galene said.

Cyea smiled.

“And how does that make my girls feel? Do you like being pretty?” Cyea asked.

The girls squirmed, blushing. They glanced at each other, unable to fully hide their reactions, how excited they were. In each of them, there was a core of joy, pleasure, shame, humiliation, and it was growing, blossoming, swelling. Their caged pretty little dicks throbbed, hard, and almost as one they nodded.

“Yes, Mistress.” Rhain said, her voice soft, coy. “I… I like it.”

Cyea smiled at her and gave a small gesture of her hand, the air swirling with a strange light. Rhain gasped and shivered, a sudden wave of bliss crashing over her, gone almost as quickly as it had started, a reward for being a good girl.

“A little gift, for being honest with me, for admitting the truth.” Cyea said.

That she could wield such pleasure, such pain… how did the three of them have any chance of resisting her power, her influence, her corruption? They had already changed so much, and yet they knew that Cyea had only just begun. What more would she do to them?

“And you Bromi, Galene? Do you like being pretty?”

Bromi nodded, slowly, but did not speak. There was no pain, but no pleasure, her answer sufficient but warranting no reward. Galene remained stoic, silent, sullen.

“Galene?” Cyea said, tone hard. “Admit the truth, or I will make you. Do you like being pretty? Doesn’t it feel good to be my sexy, pretty cum-slut?”

Galene knew that if she refused there would be pain, but if she submitted, told Cyea, her Mistress, what she wanted to hear, admitted the truth, there would be pleasure. Cyea took a deep breath. Dare she…

“It feels good to be your pretty… your pretty… cum-slut Mistress.” Galene said.

The words, as they left her lips, sent a thrill through her that had nothing to do with Cyea. The pleasure came from within, the shameful joy of admitting that she was pretty, a cum-slut, just the words conjuring the taste and texture of the still warm cum in her mouth, the glass to her lips, her cum, her friends' cum, pooling in her mouth, thick and creamy, swallowing, the salty, cloying taste, clinging to her tongue and throat as she swallowed, gulping, the taste lingering on her lips.

Her cute little pretty dick throbbed, almost painful, squashed in her tiny cage. She was a cum-slut, and she was pretty, cute, perhaps even sexy, and she liked how she looked, how it felt. She had worked hard to be big, strong, muscular, and all that was being undone effortlessly and in almost no time at all by Cyea and her magicks, but… she felt almost excited to see just what was it Cyea had planned for her, and her friends. Just who, and what, was she going make them into.

“Good girl.” Cyea whispered.

She waved her hand, and there was pleasure surging through Galene, hot, bright, intense. It pulsed with the drumming of her heart, filling her, erasing her doubts, fears, resistance, corrupting her, binding her tighter to her Mistress. Galene gasped, and felt her body tense. She was about to…

The pleasure ceased. She had been so close to cumming, without even being touched, her dick caged, and now… now the pleasure was gone, and she was left frustrated, aching, desperate. She would do anything for more of that pleasure, and that both worried and excited her.

“Now, we have a busy day, but first, you all need to clean up. Which means another bath.” Cyea said.

She smiled as she clapped her hands, and the door to the bedroom opened and three girls entered. They were all in simple robes, short tunics with low cut necks and wide, short sleeves, fastened by simple golden cords around the waist. As the three new girls stepped into the room the three friends couldn’t help but watch them, the sway of their wide hips, the jiggle of their heavy tits, the bounce of their round, firm asses.

The tunics were so short their long, smooth legs were exposed, and the sway of their hips meant there was at times the briefest glimpse of their panties, their butts peeking out as they came to stand next to Cyea. They stood with their shoulders back, heads held high, poised, which made their already ample cleavages seem only larger, the wide sleeves of their tunic affording a slight peek of their breasts, a tiny glimpse of their nipples.

One of them was dark, the other sun-kissed, olive-skinned, while the last was pale, each with black, brown, and blonde hair. They were all so different, but all so undeniably beautiful, their faces stunning, their bodies individual works of art. What kind of island was this to host so many beautiful, sexy young women?

“Trin, Ophinia, Yan, I want you to take the new girls to the baths. A full, deep clean, please. And make sure they are properly oiled and lotioned afterwards. Then escort them back to me so I can begin their lessons.” Cyea said.

“Yes, Mistress.” The three girls said as one.

The three friends blushed. Another bath, more oils. Just what would this do to them, and… lessons? Just what was Cyea going to teach them?

“Come with us, please. We will take special care of you.” Ophinia, the olive-skinned girl with the longest legs, said.

The three friends had no choice they knew. But… why were they so excited?


Two

The baths were quiet, empty, so that it was only the six of them in there. The three chaperones led the three friends to a side bath, large, steaming, the water a murky, milky green with shimmering threads of pink and blue running through the water, the vapour laden with the scent of herbs and sweet flowers. The three friends looked at the surface and all of them wondered what this bath would do to them—last time they had emerged from the baths with their bodies made smooth and soft, permanently.

“Strip, and step in. We will wash you.” Trin, the girl with skin the colour of baked earth said.

The three friends looked at each other, stalling. True, they were dressed in only skimpy lingerie, the same lingerie they had slept in, but it was at least something to preserve their modesty. If they were to strip then they would be naked. Their changed bodies would be bared and each of them was timid about showing that off just yet, anxious about what their friends might think, about facing the truth of what was being done to them.

It was more than that though. Being naked would expose their blossoming, pretty, smooth bodies, but it would also expose their shame, their caged dicks. They would have to show their cages to their three chaperones, the pretty women who would be bathing them.

The three friends paused, frozen, timid, but their chaperone seemed not to notice. They stepped around the friends and towards the bath, and, almost as one, they began to strip. Trin, Ophinia, and Yan undid the cords around their waists first, then pulled their tunics up, lifting them up, the hem rising to expose their firm, perfect, round asses.

The three friends couldn’t help but stare. Their three chaperones had their backs to them, facing the pool, but their legs, asses, backs, and shoulders were all suddenly bared as they slipped their tunics up and off. Their bodies were so smooth and soft, slim, lithe, petite, curvaceous, full, childbearing hips, slim waists, narrow shoulders, long flowing hair.

They were the epitome of feminine beauty and grace, sexual, glamorous, and all three friends felt their cages suddenly tight. The three chaperones glanced back over their shoulders and smirked, knowing grins, and wiggled their hips and asses, dropping their tunics to the floor, leaving only their skimpy little panties on as they stepped out of their heeled sandals and into the bath.

They stepped down into the water, descending a flight of hidden steps, and it was only when the water rose up over their hips, rose up to their waists, that they turned around. Their lower bodies, their legs, hips, and butts, were hidden beneath the water, but their bellies and chests were left bared and exposed.

The three chaperones stood naked and shameless in front of the three best friends, their bodies all different, but all perfect, their breasts full and pert, though varied in shape and size, their skin flawless, their nipples hardened by the chill of the room. The three chaperones were all grinning, eyeing the best friends, and they wiggled, creating ripples in the water, their tits bouncing.

“Come now pretty ones.” Yan said, her voice soft. “Strip, come into the bath and let us bathe you. You want to be clean and smooth and pretty, don’t you.”

The words were almost like a song, calling the three friends into the water. They stared at their chaperones, hypnotised by their beauty and charm, lured into the depths of their sensuality by the siren song of Yan's voice. Slowly, almost as one, they began to strip out of their lingerie.

The three friends slipped off their suspenders first, unfastening them from their stockings, revealing their hips that were now more pronounced, wider, their waists trimmer, tinier, then slipped off their stockings, their legs perfectly smooth, soft, more sensitive, thighs thicker, plumper, slipping them off their feet.

They turned to their bras next, each of them pausing for a moment before taking a deep breath, watched over by their chaperones. Rhain moved first, then Bromi, finally followed by Galene. They slipped their arms out of the delicate straps and then slipped their bras down, baring their smooth, soft, slim chests, spinning their bras around to unfasten them and remove them, dropping them to the floor with their suspenders and stockings.

The act felt different today, the act of baring their chests, their… their blossoming breasts, an act of exposure that left them vulnerable and naked. They each glanced at the others and it was obvious their ribcages were narrower, but their chests were also fuller, small tits blooming, barely even a handful now, but it had only been a single day. What would their bodies look like in a week? And… their nipples had changed too, had become larger, thicker, longer, and the sudden exposure, the thrill and the chill of slipping their skimpy clothes off, had made them stiff, which only made them seem thicker, longer, larger and… were they more sensitive? The thought made the three friends blush, thoughts of fingers, lips, tongues, teasing their new bodies. Maybe their chaperones would…

“And your panties girls. You can’t after all bathe with your clothes on, can you?” Ophinia said, teasing.

The three friends all shook their heads. They were blushing, quiet, squirming. They shifted, lifted their hands to the hem of their panties, and, slowly, not daring to look at each other, began to slip them down.

They all shivered, the delicate caress of the silk and lace against their smooth, soft, sensitive thighs sensual, teasing, and they wiggled their hips without even thinking, the gesture almost instinctive now, their butts jiggling slightly, and the shame and humiliation of exposing themselves, of being naked, caged, as altered as they were now, as pretty as they were now, only served to excite them further, and their cages felt suddenly very small, and yet starkly obvious.

The three friends glanced at each other, each trying their best to hide their shame, but… there was something so oddly thrilling about seeing what was happening to each other, while at the same time knowing that they were being observed in the same manner. Just a day ago they had all been so masculine, but now… now they were pretty, soft, feminine, and they all knew that the changes were only going to continue, going to become worse the longer they remained under Cyea's influence, but… what choice did they have? Slowly, steadily, she was eroding their will to resist, their ability to resist.

“So cute!” Trin said.

The other two chaperones nodded, murmuring their enthusiastic agreement. The three friends all blushed, fidgeting, frozen. Were they really… cute?

“Now, come into the water and let us wash you. You need to be clean for your Mistress, and it is so warm and pleasant in here. We promise, we’ll be gentle.” Yan said, the siren song of her voice soothing their fears.

The three friends stepped forward, stepped a single foot into the water, and they felt the warmth spread through them, soothing them, a subtle tingle running through them at the caress of the bath's vapours. They descended the hidden steps carefully, moving slowly, and as they approached their chaperones the three girls stepped back, into deeper water, lowering themselves so that more and more of their bodies were hidden, dipping into the waters until just their heads and shoulders were above the water, only the very tops of their perfect tits showing.

Bromi, Rhain, and Galene walked towards them, the floor of the bath descending, the water quickly becoming deep, and the calm, warm, scented waters cradled them, the scent of flowers and fruits and herbs calming them, filling their heads. It was almost like sleep, but… better. Why had they been so worried? The water was so pleasant, and their chaperones were so beautiful, and why… why wouldn’t they want to be more like them?

As the three friends stepped into deeper water they felt hands reaching out to them beneath the surface, fingers caressing their skin, and they were each drawn into the depths of the bath by a single chaperone, Galene drawn to Trin, Bromi to Ophinia, and Rhain to Yan.

“What…” Bromi spoke, soft, timid.

Ophinia smiled and shushed her charge. Bromi blushed, unable to tear her eyes off the young woman in front of her. Ophinia, like all the other girls they had seen on the island, was stunning, the very epitome of feminine grace, beauty, and charm. They were sex personified, each different, individual, but all equally flawless, only enhanced by their variety, like rare gems. They had seen no men, nor any trace of any male presence. It was only Cyea and her girls.

Even the three best friends were now just girls to Cyea, becoming slowly more feminine, their names changed to better suit their increasingly feminine appearance. What would they be like tomorrow, or next week, or even a month from now? Could they ever… could they ever look as stunning as Ophinia, Yan, Trin, or the other girls? Why did that idea, that secret hope, make Bromi smile.

Her mind was soothed though, her questions silenced. She had been about to ask what they were supposed to do, her sharp mind ever inquiring, but Ophinia’s shushing had silenced not just her words, but her mind, as though stilling her thoughts. It felt… pleasant. Her head, her thoughts, that constant inner voice, was silent, and the peace was blissful. How nice it would be to not have to think for a chance, to just… submit.

“You only have to relax, be calm.” Yan said.

Her voice was soft, a song that soothed away worries and fears and anxieties, drawing the three best friends deeper into the thrall of their chaperones, the three girls luring them slowly into deeper water. The water was warm, vapours rising, the scent of herbs and flowers dulling their minds, easing their bodies, caressing.

The three chaperones gripped the three friends' hands gently, and pulled them, deeper. The water rippled, and the friends could not help but watch the bob and sway of Yan’s, Ophinia’s, and Trin’s breasts, their bodies hidden beneath the surface, perfect mysteries that only heightened their appeal, making their tiny cages feel even smaller.

“Let us bathe you, clean you, and prepare you for your Mistress. You want to be pretty for her, don’t you? You want to be pretty for us, and for each other, don’t you?” Yan sang.

The three friends all nodded. Their minds were dull, bodies tingling, aching, cute little dicks throbbing in their cages. They wanted to be pretty. What would it be like to be as pretty, as beautiful, as sexy as the three young women in front of them?

“Then relax, let the waters soothe you, let us clean you, let us prepare you.” Yan sang.

The three friends did as they were told. They relaxed, let their chaperones draw them into the water, the water rising up over their waists, bellies, chests, shoulders until they were stood with their feet on the floor of the bath with the water lapping at their necks.

Their chaperones were floating now, treading water, almost swimming, the bath a pool of opaque, scented water that hid their nakedness from the eye, but not from the touch. With the three friends finally settled the chaperones moved in close, and Yan began to sing.

The song rose and fell, quiet, soothing, almost a lullaby, and it called to the three friends, stirring longing and lust. They felt themselves drawn out, the fear, inhibitions, anxieties, and stresses washed away as the song wormed its way deep into their subconscious, words and phrases that were alien yet also familiar, delicate and glamorous. The three chaperones swam in closer, and their bodies, smooth, soft, curvaceous, pressed against the three friends.

Bromi, Rhain, and Galene froze, timid, unsure what to do. The three chaperones moved around them, arms and legs wrapping around them, their breasts pressing against them, bodies hot, and they began to bathe them. Hands roamed bodies, caressing, teasing, fingers touching lightly, splashing water, and the song continued.

Hands lathered flesh with soap, oil, and the three friends stood still as their chaperones all began to sing, Ophinia and Trin joining with Yan to soothe them. Bodies squirmed, their breasts, bellies, thighs, arms, all used to caress and wash the three friends’ bodies, flesh on flesh, squirming, pressing, limbs, hands, caressing, splashing, and the cages felt suddenly, very, very tight.

The three friends surrendered, unable to resist, their minds soothed by the song, bodies soothed by the waters, and they fell back as their chaperones encouraged them to float. They felt light, lifted by the waters, and the hands, bodies, roamed further. Breasts caressed against their sides, the warm, slippery softness of them, brushed against their hands, arms, hips, faces, nipples tantalisingly close to lips and fingers, but the friends were all too relaxed to do anything at all.

Their chaperones washed them, cleaned them rinsing their hair, faces, chests, fingers caressing the soft mounds of their new forming breasts, teasing over hard nipples, bolts of bliss and pleasure that made the friends squirm and moan, whimpering, eyes heavy-lidded. Their dicks throbbed in their cages, squashed, prevented from growing hard, only adding to their lust, desire, and frustration.

Their bodies were so soft now, so smooth, so much more sensitive, and the way their chaperones teased them as they bathed them felt like nothing they had ever experienced before, the sensations addictive, making them crave more. The song continued, their skin tingling from the touch and water, the soap, herbs, flowers, oils, and hands roamed their bodies, slipping down, down, along their legs, between their thighs.

Before the friends had realised what was happening hands were on their cages, washing, tugging gently, carefully. Their dicks throbbed, so pretty, smooth, sensitive, but they were trapped, caged, and they could not harden, remained small and useless, but that only made it worse, the shame and humiliation, the frustration, the aching desire to have their dicks caressed by the beautiful women, making their whole bodies shudder.

The chaperones were not finished though. Their hands slipped away from the cages, over thighs, and around behind the three friends, to their backs, slipping down, washing, slippery fingers, cupping their asses, squeezing, the air full of the song and their whimpers of pleasure. Their heads spun, dizzy with desire, the heat of the bath, the touch, the scent of the herbs. Their bodies tingled, almost alive with new, wonderful sensations.

Hands roamed over their full, pert butts, and then fingers slipped in, slipped deep.

The three friends gasped almost as one as fingers caressed along their cracks, slippery tips teasing over their tight, virgin holes. They tensed slightly and their chaperones only smiled.

“You want to be utterly, totally clean, don’t you? You want to be good girls for your Mistress, for us don’t you?” Ophinia asked.

Bromi, Rhain, and Galene remained still. Fingers teased at their entrances, tickling, pressing gently, slippery with oil and water. It felt… good, the pleasure building, throbbing, aching, waking a hunger in all of them that they had not known before.

If they were to be good girls, then did that mean…

Bromi was the first to break, and she spread her legs, relaxing, arching her back. Her hole opened slightly, and Ophinia’s fingers slipped just barely inside her, wiggling, teasing.

Bromi gasped, loudly, pleasure, delight, surprise. She did not care that her friends could hear her, did not care that the other chaperones could hear her, did not care that anyone knew that Ophinia was fucking her ass with her fingers. She only cared about the pleasure, and wanted more of it.

She wiggled her body in the water, Ophinia’s fingers pressing deeper into her ass, one finger, then two, stretching her hole wider. There was no pain, only intense, overwhelming pleasure, her body tingling, soothed and altered by the waters, the herbs, flowers, oils, and magicks.

Ophinia’s other hand roamed up over Bromi’s body, over her belly, to her tits, barely a handful now, but so sensitive that just that slightest touch sent a thrill through her, her nipples fat and thick and stiff.

“Good girl.” Ophinia said as the other chaperones sang. “Relax, let me clean you, prepare you.”

Prepare her? Prepare her for what?

Bromi didn’t care. The only thing she cared about was Ophinia’s touch, her fingers on her blossoming tits, nipples, in her tight, virgin ass.

Ophinia worked her fingers deeper, teasing them, pressing on the slick, sensitive inner walls of Bromi’s ass. Bromi worked her hips, grinding back, wanting to feel more, wanting to feel more of Ophinia’s fingers inside her.

Bromi’s caged dick throbbed and twitched, an ecstasy of agony, frustration, humiliation. She was a good girl, and she could feel a knot of newfound pleasure inside her belly.

Bromi moaned and ground her hole down onto Ophinia’s fingers, fat and thick and hard inside of her, wiggling, pressing on a spot of bright bliss. Her entrance stretched, adapted, her body becoming something new, better, prettier and sexier, built for pleasure.

The noise of Bromi’s joy and the sound of the song were enough to seduce the other two girls. Rhain surrendered first, copying her friend, spreading her legs wide, letting Yan’s fingers penetrate her ass. She gasped as her virgin hole was spread wide, for the first time in her life, and the pleasure was new and wonderful. She worked her hips to feel more, and the joy of it overwhelmed her. Yan’s free hand caressed her body, her belly, tits, nipples, washing her, teasing her, even as her ass was fingered, deep, one finger, then two, pressing on the knot of sensitive bliss on her inner walls.

Galene struggled, but she could not hold out, not against the song and the soft, breathy, whimpered moans of ecstasy around her. Trin’s fingers were insistent at her virgin entrance, pressing, teasing, the touch promising pleasure, joy, release.

Finally, inevitably, Galene too surrendered, and she spread her legs, slowly, and Trin smiled as she pressed her fingers at her entrance, easing Galen’s hole open, pressing deeper, fucking first one finger in, then two, fucking them in and out slowly, increasing the depth only gradually.

Galene squirmed, and her whimpered moans of pleasure joined with her friends, the three of them floating on a cloud of joy. Fingers fucked them, slowly, their bodies relaxing, soft and malleable, adapting to the joy, the touch, the feeling of having their holes used for pleasure. Was this what they were for now? They were good girls after all. Was this what good girls were for?

As the song lulled them, the pleasure of having their holes filled, fingered, fucked washed over them, bodies stroked, nipples teased, and their caged, pretty little dicks throbbed. What would it feel like to cum like this?

The three friends did not need to wonder for long. The three chaperones were deft with their caresses, knowing just where to tease and touch, just how deep to press their fingers, just how far to stretch the three friends’ holes. The moans became louder, more urgent, and fingers fucked harder, faster, two becoming three, four… four fingers stretching, fucking, hard, pressing on the slick, slippery inner walls.

Pleasure built, rising, caged pretty little dicks throbbing, and something shifted. The song, the waters, the magicks in the air, something was changing them. They were cleansed, utterly, and their bodies adapted to the pleasure, the touch, becoming more sensitive, holes stretching, wider, more pleasure, fucked deeper, harder, four fingers filling them, hips working on their own to experience more.

It was so much, too much. Their holes stretched wider, fingers deep, pretty caged dicks throbbing, hard, the agony and pain of being trapped, unable to harden, the frustration and humiliation, soft, being fingered like pretty little sluts. Their heads were spinning, and then, as their bodies squirmed, hips working, fucking back, writhing, they… came.

The song rose to a crescendo, peaking, and the three friends came almost as one, their limp, caged, pretty, soft, tiny dicks oozing thin streams of cum, worthless, and the real pleasure, the true pleasure, was focussed inside, in their holes, their bellies, their entire bodies alive with joy.

They were changing, and the pleasure, the bliss, the joy, only encouraged them to surrender to it, to give in, and the changes accelerated. The waters caressed them, their bodies shimmering, and their holes were fucked deep as they came, being trained on the pleasure.

“Good girls.” Ophinia said. “Mistress will be so pleased. Now, let's get you dried off and moisturised, then we can get you prepared for today’s lessons.”

The three friends were still giddy from their climaxes, bodies still squirming with pleasure. The three chaperones slipped their fingers out of their stretched, well fucked holes slowly, more shudders of pleasure, and then helped them to rinse any last traces of soap off. The girls were in a daze, drunk on the pleasure, and the chaperones took full advantage of this, leading them out of the bath by their hands, drying them, then oiling them with lotions, creams, skin tingling, the scent rich.

Their bodies were changed again, but Bromi, Rhain, and Galene had not yet noticed. They were grinning, cheeks flush, all thought and resistance fucked from their pretty heads.

“Now, let's get you dressed.” Yan said. “You don’t want to keep Mistress waiting, do you?”

The three friends shook their heads. They could not keep Mistress waiting. After all, they had lessons they needed to be attending.


Three

The three friends were oiled, lotioned, and tended to, stupified by the intensity of the orgasms, their eyes glazed, mouths hung open. They did not speak or resist as the three chaperones, Trin, Ophinia, and Yan, caressed every inch of their bodies, applying creams and oils to their skin, more oils and lotions to their hair, tending even to their fingers. They did not remark on how amazing the creams and oils felt, the tingling, fizzing, almost effervescent sensation as they were all absorbed by their skin, the strange fatigue only amplified by the fugue state of their climax.

Their chaperones, dressed in their tunics already, dressed the friends next next, first in simple white panties, silk and lace, delicate, and then bras, their chaperones slipping them on, fabric caressing skin, hands and fingers running over thighs, butts, tugging the cloth tight around their cute little caged dicks, bra straps tugged over shoulders, cloth teasing over hard nipples, cupping the newly formed mounds of flesh that seemed, impossibly, to have grown. Finally, the three chaperones stepped back to gather the friends' tunics, and the friends took an opportunity to look at each other, finally rousing from the dream-like state of their post-climax stupor.

They looked at each other and their eyes went wide. Each of them felt a thrill run up their spine, a twinge in their caged cocks at just the sight of their best friends in skimpy panties, bra, the white stark against their skin, virginal, almost… like a bride, on her wedding night.

There was a rush of shame in each of them, blushing. They were looking at their best friends and getting… getting turned on. Did they want to… want to… fuck their best friends, or, worse, did they want their best friends to fuck them? And it was more than that too… seeing how their friends were changing, was exciting them.

They were so… different now. They were smaller, slimmer, skin soft and smooth, perfect, flawless, with a deep rich healthy glow. Their bodies were fuller too. Wider hips that were impossible to deny now, dressed at they were in such tiny, delicate, feminine underwear, the tight, white, lacy cloth cut high around the butt and thigh and crotch to only emphasise the wideness of their hips. Their butts too were fuller, fatter, plumper, but perky, pert, taut peaches of perfectly sensual flesh. Their waists were trim too, cinched in so that they were narrower than their hips, and even their chests, their ribs, seemed smaller, though with the slowly blossoming, undeniably there breasts, hard nipples, their chests were probably about the same measurement. With their bras on though the small, girly tits they were growing seemed larger, hints of cleavage, the strap tugging them up, lifting them, making their perky breasts seem even perkier.

Even their arms and shoulders had changed. Shoulder narrower, arms thinner, almost all of their muscle gone now so that they felt weaker, more feminine, hands and fingers dainty. How was Cyea doing this? And how far was she going to go?

It was their faces though, their hair, that bore the most striking change. Their faces were… beautiful now. Their eyes were big and bright, with long, thick lashes, with high, delicate brows. Their jaws were finer, their cheeks higher, and their noses were thinning. Even their lips had changed, become plump now, swollen, almost bee-stung, wet, sumptuous, inviting dick-sucking lips. What would they feel like to kiss, or… their blushes deepened.

Each of them reacted with similar thoughts. Were they so changed? Had Cyea and their chaperones done the same to them? Were they as… as pretty, as sexy as their friends had become?

Bromi moved first, looking down at herself, seeing her body changed, dressed in white panties and bra, hips, tits, ass, curves, skin smooth and soft and sensual. She was… utterly feminine, like a young girl, not yet grown into full womanhood, but… there was still time, wasn’t there? There was no escape, so maybe… could she ever be as hot as the other girls on the island? As hot as Cyea, her Mistress?

Curious about her face she lifted her hands to her chin, nose, lips, and brushed them with the tips of her fingers, a small whimper of delight, her lips more sensitive now, a source of bright pleasure. This was dangerous, but… she could not help but smile, already excited to see herself in a mirror, to see the new her.

Rhain reacted next, behaving similarly to Bromi, looking down at her body, exploring her curves with her hands, exploring the details of her face. She too smiled, blushing, grinning, and whimpered, squirming.

Galene was last, as usual, still stubborn, still struggling to resist the pleasure and the joy. She watched her friends, saw them, beautiful, sexy, the joy in the faces as they took in their new forms. Finally, unable to deny her curiosity, she gave in.

Galene looked down at her body and… giggled.

She was stunning, her formerly broad, muscular body changed, becoming slim and dainty, delicate. She had curves, hips, ass, and tits, and they had grown even since this morning. What would she look like by the end of the day, or tomorrow, or next week? Such thoughts thrilled her, terrified her, and shamed her, but they only left her more excited, her caged little dick throbbing uselessly.

She could still remember the feeling of Trin’s fingers inside her ass, stretching her, and there was still an ache, a tingling, a hunger there, but there was a deeper hunger too, a craving that was new and that she could not place. Her mouth felt dry, her throat parched, and her lips tingled with desire. She licked her lips without thinking and there was a bolt of pleasure that made her gasp.

Her lips were so sensitive now, and the craving, the need, grew worse. Her mind flicked back to last night, the glass, the cum, her’s and her two friends’, the taste, the feel, the thick, salty creaminess slipping down her throat, clinging to her tongue, warm. Her craving, need, intensified, and it clicked in the back of her mind.

She was a cum-slut, and she was craving cum. As she licked her lips, relishing the newfound sensitivity and the pleasure, she giggled, whimpering. She was craving cum. What was happening to her?

“So I see you all are enjoying your new forms. Good. They are still just beginning though, still in the early stages, so there is much still to look forward to. So many more changes. You will be so beautiful by the time you are finished, and you will be so happy here. All your sisters are so very excited to have you join us.” Yan said, her words almost a song, her voice soothing.

“It has been so long since we had a new sister among us, someone new to enjoy, and when Mistress said she would call to the fates for another, well, we all became so eager.” Ophinia said.

The three friends looked up from their bodies, each of them lost in the sensation of being pretty, cute, sexy. They blushed, and their heads felt giddy, light, fuzzy. Their thoughts and emotions were a mess, and as they saw what clothes the three chaperones were carrying their hearts leapt.

The tunics were tiny, delicate creamy white cloth, a golden cord around the waist, with long flowing shawls made of gossamer cloth, practically translucence. They were so short that there was no chance they would cover their asses, instead, the pleated cloth would fall just barely below the waist, leaving their panties, the tiny bulge of their caged little dicks, their round, fat butts, on display in some lurid spectacle that was more indecent for the fact that the skirt was so short.

The top too was tiny, with no sleeves and wide, almost cavernous armholes, a deep, wide neck, so that their bras would be exposed, their shoulders, ribs, collarbones would all be on display, bared flesh meant to tempt. The tunics were shapeless and flowy, but with the gold cord around the waist, they would be cinched in to make it clear just how hourglass their figures were becoming, showing off their tiny waists, wide hips, blossoming tits.

With the final detail of the gossamer shawl, they would look practically brazen, like nymphs, the shimmering white material flowing around them as they moved, like a fog, doing nothing to cover their bodies, instead, the flowing cloth just drawing the eye to their new forms, emphasising their grace, beauty, sex appeal.

“We all became so excited about the thought of another sister. And then… we saw you three arrive. I don’t think there has ever been a trio arrive before. A few pairs over the centuries, but never three new girls at once. The fates must see something special in all of you to have sent you here together. We are all so excited to see what you become, and to… play with our new sisters.” Trin said.

The three friends flushed, cheeks pink. It all seemed so impossible, but the evidence of their new reality was in front of them. They could see already how their friends had changed, how they had changed. What else lay in store for them? There was fear, uncertainty, anxiety, but also… hope, a strange new sense of joy, excitement at the idea of their sisters playing with them. Would they get to…

“Now, get dressed. We don’t want to keep Mistress waiting after all, do we?” Yan said.

The three friends shook their heads. They knew they had more lessons ahead of them, so much to learn, so much to experience, and more changes. How else would they be transformed and corrupted?

The thought of rewards, or punishments, was motivation to hurry though. They reached out and took the tunics that were offered to them, and began to dress. It was a quick progress, but not without distraction, both the sensual caress of the cloth on their sensitive bodies and the sight of their friends, so pretty and feminine and cute now, bending, squirming, wiggling, their caged little dicks throbbing, locked away, useless and worthless.

They fastened the golden cords around their waists and then took the cute heeled sandals they were offered, gold straps fastening up their ankles, the heels making them stand in a way that forced their butts to stick out, any movement making their hips wiggle and their bodies sway in a sensual, provocative manner, the feel of it, the sight of their friends, only adding to the frustration and distraction.

“Good, you are dressed and ready, so now we will go fetch our Mistress her breakfast. You three are to serve her. One will carry the fruit, the other the bread, the last the coffee. You are not to speak, and you will move with grace and poise, in a manner aimed to please your Mistress, understand?” Ophinia said.

“You will serve her, then stand beside her while she eats. You will remain silent unless spoken to, and you will move with grace. You are objects, works of art, and she will want to study you, to better plan your transformations to come. Do not stare at her, but do not look away or hide your face in shame. Be proud, and beautiful. Let her see you, your body and your soul, so that she can better match your form to your heart’s desire.” Yan said.

“When she is done she will begin your lessons. If you do well she will reward you for the excellent service, but if you make a mistake, she will correct you. Accept that correction with grace and gratitude. Understand? Trin said.

The three friends listened, taking in everything that was said. They were to serve, like… like maids? None of them had any experience of such service before, though they had all stayed at hotels, and been to bars and restaurants where they had been served by pretty girls. That now they were the pretty girls who would be serving made them giddy.

Slowly, almost as one, they nodded.

“Yes.” They said.

“Good girls.” Ophinia said, grinning. “Now, come with us, we will get you the trays you are to serve and will add any minor details. And remember, smile, and be radiant. Our Mistress appreciates beauty and grace and rewards it generously. If you do well, and please her… well, I’ll let you discover for yourselves.”

Ophinia, Trin, and Yan led off, glancing back to make sure the three friends were following. They headed out of the baths, heels clicking on the hard floor, and as they went the three friends caught a glimpse of themselves in the large, full-length mirror on the far wall.

They were unrecognisable as their former selves. In their tunics, heels, shawls, they looked like… like pretty girls. Their figures were slim, youthful, not yet with the full, brazen, sexual curves of the other girls on the island, their breasts smaller, hips narrower, butts smaller, but they were still undeniably feminine now.

Their legs were long, smooth, thighs thick, and the shortness of their tunics’ skirts left their panties on display, the display lurid, teasing, each step making their hips and asses sway, walking with a definitive strut in their heeled sandals. The three friends stared, the trio in the mirror stunning, almost… matching, together their individual beauty only amplifying the charm of their friends. They were similar in how stunning they were, but also different, each with her own appeal, Bromi with her dark, sleek hair, grown so long now, to her shoulders, and Rhain with her read hair in cute curls, shorter than Bromi’s, an impish pixie cut, and finally Galene, a ravishing blonde, her hair longer even than Bromi’s with loose waves, thick and luscious, her plump, blow-job lips only adding to the blonde bimbo look she was developing.

“What’s happening to us?” Bromi asked, her voice soft, awed.

There was a tremble there, but from excitement as much as from anxiety. It was all so strange, so impossible, so overwhelming, but also… she liked it. From the smiles on their faces, as they saw themselves dressed in their sexy, slutty tunics, heels, looking like hot models off to do a glamour shoot, it was clear they all liked it.

“Like what you see?” Ophinia asked, teasing. “Good, because there is even more to come, but now is not the time for staring at yourselves and each other.”

The three friends turned reluctantly away from the mirror and saw the three chaperones watching them, smirking, clearly amused. The three friends blushed, shamed, but also thrilled.

“You all look lovely, but come now, it's time you let your Mistress admire you while you serve her.” Yan said.

The three friends nodded, and moved off, away from the mirror. They followed after their chaperones, but they could not escape the lingering impression their reflections in the mirror had left. They were so different already, and there was more to come. Just who, and what, were they going to be by the time Mistress Cyea was done with them?


Four

The trays were all simple wood, polished by use, one for each of the friends. Galene carried the bread, Rhain the fruit, and Bromi the coffee, with a single cup next to the pot. They lined up outside the door to Mistress Cyea’s room and stood, waiting, nervous.

They had been given brief instruction on how to serve, how to walk and move and lay the table according to their Mistress’s desire, and though a small part of them wanted to resist, to refuse, that part was growing weak and feeble and dull. Stronger, more vibrant, was the part of each of them that wanted to obey, to submit, to give in and do as they were told, to please their Mistress and to earn their reward.

They had been warned there would be punishments for mistakes, and for disobeying, sometimes pain, but often more elaborate and permanent. If they wanted pleasure, release, and fun, then they needed to obey, to be good girls. None of them had spoken to their friends, but there was a need in all of them that did not have to be voiced to be felt, to be understood. They could sense it in each other. After the night before, cumming while watching each other, while touching themselves, seeing Galene drink it, then this morning, cumming while having their tight, virgin holes fingered by their chaperones, seeing themselves in their new, sexy tunics in the mirror, they could see it, in each other, and also themselves.

They wanted to be good girls. To be pretty, sexy, to have fun, to be played with. Perhaps it was the cages they were locked in, shaping their wills by leaving them constantly aware of their situation, frustrated, or maybe the fates really had chosen them for a reason, maybe this was what they’d all, secretly, wanted, needed. Maybe this was… destiny?

There was no time to ponder that though, no time to discuss it or wonder. Before the three friends could dwell further on their situation Ophinia stepped around them and raised a hand and knocked on the door. The sound resonated, deep, almost hollow, and there was a quiet after it that seemed to press on the three. Could they really do this? Could they really serve as… as pretty maids? Could they please their Mistress?

“Come in.” A voice spoke, soft, confident, regal. “I have been waiting.”

It was Cyea. She had been waiting, for them. Ophinia smiled at the three friends and mouthed the words ‘good luck’, silently, then reached out to open the door for them. It swung open and the friends took a deep breath, then entered as they had been told.

Rhain went first, with the fruit, then Galene with the bread, followed finally by Bromi with the coffee. They each carried their trays in both hands, holding them steady, their heads held high and their shoulders back. Though their heels were low it was not easy to walk in them, even with the little practise they’d had, but they managed it well enough, their legs long, hips swaying, asses wiggling, the hems of their tiny skirts caressing their smooth, soft, sensitive peachy butt cheeks.

The way they stood and moved made their small chests stick out too, prominent, their budding chests becoming ampler with each passing moment, blossoming as the girls entered their full womanhood. Just what would they be like by the end of the day? Would they even be recognisable, or… just they thought made their cute little dicks throb in their cages.

“Very cute. I see you have all been enjoying my baths. They work wonders, don’t they? Really help bring out your inner beauty.” Cyea said.

The three friends blushed. They understood the meaning of Cyea’s words, the threat, the promise. What she was doing to them was impossible but… the evidence was right in front of their eyes, was present in their very flesh.

She was changing them, transforming them, making them pretty and cute and sexy, turning them into submissive, obedient girls that would serve her. The thought made all of them blush, a rush of shame and humiliation, but, more than that, excitement too, joy, a sense of rightness.

Cyea waited, watching the girls as they moved slowly across her room towards where she sat at her desk, her books and papers out in front of her, pens and ink scattered over the surface as she made elaborate, detailed notes on her research. She smiled, noting the way their hips swayed, the wiggle of their asses, their long legs, and each of them felt a heat rising, their cheeks pink, her scrutiny a force that almost seemed to squeeze them, squashing them, reshaping them, but there was also a comfort in it.

She was their Mistress. She owned them now, and they were there to serve her, and there was a comfort to be taken from that. They had a place now, a purpose, and there was freedom in accepting it, a liberation from worry and stress and anxiety. All they had to do was… surrender to her.

And it wasn’t like they had a choice anyway, was it? So… why not enjoy it? Why not enjoy being owned by the powerful, beautiful, mysterious woman? The island was almost a paradise, lush and verdant, the climate practically perfect, and though the accommodations were… rudimentary, without electricity or other modern conveniences, they wanted for nothing. There was clearly plenty of food and fuel, and the building was solid, offering shelter and luxury of its own sort. Plus, there were their sisters, the other beautiful girls on the island, each perfect in her own uniqueness.

The idea of spending more time with the other girls made each of the three best friends squirm, their caged little dicks twitching, aching, the knot of gnawing frustration building. Were they really going to have to stay here? Were they really going to become just like the other girls? Was that even possible, for them to become so beautiful? And… why did that idea excite them?

“Well?” Cyea said.

The girls, captivated by her beauty, enthralled by her power, concentrating hard on the job of looking sexy while carrying their trays, their heels clicking, still awkward in them, had fallen into a stupor. Cyea had asked a question. Their Mistress had asked a question, and she expected an answer.

What was the question again?

“The baths work wonders, don’t they?” Cyea said, her voice a mixture of teasing and annoyance. “Don’t you like what they’ve done to you? And aren’t you eager for more?”

The question stung each of them in their own, unique way. They had been enjoying what was being done to them, and each of them craved more, but… that more was different for each of them, each girl hoping to become a unique beautify of her own kind. But… could they say? Could they confess that in front of their Mistress, in front of their friends?

“I don’t like to be kept waiting.” Cyea snapped.

There was no more teasing. Their Mistress was annoyed now, a tone of anger and frustration in her voice, but… none of them answered, each of them hoping desperately that one of the others would speak.

Cyea glared at them, their heels clicking, and the air seemed almost to shimmer around her, vortices of power that swirled as her temper flared. The girls quailed, wanting to cower and hide, but… they could not, they had to serve her.

Walking in their new heels, with their new bodies, their anatomy slightly shifted, their centres of gravity just slightly off, had been hard enough before, but now… suddenly it all felt too much, and they were each struck dumb in the face of Cyea’s wrath. It was Bromi that broke, something in her snapping, and even walking seemed too difficult. Her legs were suddenly clumsy, her heels impossible to walk in, and she lost her balance in spectacular fashion.

Bromi was the last of the three, carrying a tray laden with coffee. She watched as it splashed, and her footing slipped out from under her, her left heel twisting and then collapsing. She tumbled, and everything for a moment was slowed down.

She wanted to try to scream, to cry out, to warn her friends, but she could not. She wanted to do something to save herself, or them, to catch her balance, but it was too late. She tripped, and fell, forwards.

The coffee fell from the tray, spilling across the floor, and Bromi tumbled into Galene who tumbled into Rhain. The three girls, already precarious, made timid in Cyea’s presence, fell, and the contents of their trays, their Mistress’s breakfast, fell to the floor.

They each twisted to save themselves from the impact against stone, bracing themselves, but… it never came. They hit something soft, a cushion of air, and were lowered to the ground slowly. They looked up, confused, and saw sparks of light and power surrounding Cyea’s right hand as she gestured, controlling the very air itself. She had saved them, but her expression… her expression terrified them. She had saved them from a nasty fall, but each understood that there was now something much worse coming for them.

Their Mistress's fury.

“My breakfast on the floor?” Cyea said, her tone hard, cold. “What am I supposed to eat now?”

The girls were silent, their faces downturned, quiet, demure, contrite. None of them dared speak. There were no excuses. They had failed their Mistress, the simple task of serving her breakfast while looking pretty for her. They had been shown how, had practised, but still… they had failed her, disappointed her.

“And you three… you’ve been shown how to walk in heels, correct?” Cyea said.

The three girls nodded. They had been shown, had received a fair chance to practise, but still, it was difficult, and they knew they needed to be better.

“Yet still you failed. I’ve put a lot of work and energy into summoning you three, calling you here, and beginning your transformation. I have helped you become better versions of yourself, and intended to continue, to work to make you even prettier and sexier, but… is it really worth it if you’re not willing to make the effort?”

The girls froze. Their Mistress had done so much for them, and now… now they had failed her. The crushing weight of her disappointment left them reeling.

“We’re sorry Mistress.” Bromi said. “And I’m sorry. It was… it was my fault. I tripped and caused my friends to fall. Please, blame me.”

Cyea smiled.

“Seeing you, being in your presence, it left me… it left me weak and giddy and I wasn’t concentrating. I am still new to walking in heels, to… to walking with this body, this body you gifted me, and I… I failed. I wasn’t focussing. I should have done better. Please, forgive them even if you cannot forgive me.” Bromi said.

“I am not blameless.” Galene said. “So… don’t hold Bromi solely to fault. We were all distracted by your beauty, and your frustration when we did not answer made us dumb and clumsy. I should have answered your initial question instead of staring at you, instead of focussing on how it felt to be in your presence, and if I had Bromi might not have tripped and…”

“I could have answered too.” Rhain said. “I was in the front. I should have answered. If you are going to blame anyone blame me.”

Cyea smiled at the three friends. She laughed, suddenly, brightly, and the storm of her temper faded as quickly as it had formed.

“Well, I am glad to see you three remain tightly bonded. I would have been sad to see you grow apart. I’ve never had three girls arrive together, and I have plans for you that would be ruined were you to grow distant or turn on each other, and that would make me very sad.” Cyea said. “That you all take responsibility is pleasing to me, and that you made the mistake due to your awe of me is… sweet. However, you still made a mistake, all of you. You were clumsy. You ruined my morning meal, and my joy in watching you serve me in your new outfits, outfits which by the way you have made an utter mess of, and, lastly, you still have not answered me.”

The three friends stared at their Mistress. Cyea grinned.

“Don’t you like what the baths have done to you? And aren’t you eager for more?” She said.

The girls swallowed the lumps in their throats. Even after everything, they were not going to be allowed to escape answering the question. They would still have to admit the truth. They blushed and looked up at their beautiful, powerful Mistress.

“I like what you are doing to me.” Rhain said. “I… I like being pretty, and… I want to be even prettier.”

Her words were shaking, voice nervous, timid, but growing bolder for confessing the truth.

“I… I am eager for more Mistress.” Galene spoke next.

She had been the most stubborn, but now she spoke with conviction. She wanted more. After last night, this morning, all that had been done to her, the promise of so much more, she was eager.

Cyea smiled. She turned to Bromi, the one who had tripped first. She waited. She was patient and could wait forever for her to break, to confess, and Bromi understood that now better than any of them.

“Yes Mistress.” Bromi said, smiling. “I… I like what you’ve done to me, to us, and I… I want you to continue. Please… make us into the best, prettiest versions of ourselves, so that we might better serve and please you.”

Cyea smiled, laughed, clearly pleased with Bromi's performance. Bromi blushed, the joy of admitting the truth, the joy of submitting, making her caged, pretty little dick throb.

“Well, I always figured you as the smart one of the three of you, and seems I was right. You know just what to say to please me.” Cyea said.

Bromi smiled, glad to have served and pleasured her Mistress.

“However…” Cyea’s smile widened. “All three of you made a mistake. My breakfast is still on the floor, you are all a mess, your nice new tunics are ruined, and you were clumsy. You need to be better, don’t you?”

The girls nodded. They accepted their place now. They needed to be better.

“Yes Mistress.” They whispered almost as one.

“And if you’re going to learn to be better, I feel there is no superior motivation than punishment, don’t you agree?”

The girls nodded. Punishment? They were terrified, but… they knew that their Mistress knew what was best for them. She, after all, only wanted them to be better.

“Now, since you’ve made a mess of your new outfits, how about we start with you stripping. After that I have just the thing in mind for all of you, to help accelerate your improvements.”
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The girls stripped, slowly, timid and unsure, but also wanting to take it slowly, to make a show of it, to tease and perform for their Mistress. They moved sensually, seductively, because it was what they had been shown, but also because it felt right.

They were pretty, sexy girls now. They were stripping so they could be punished by their Mistress, and they needed to please her, to show her they were sorry, that they could be good girls, that they were worthy of her attention, worthy of serving her.

Cyea smiled as she watched them, the three of them slowly stripping off their coffee-stained tunics, slipping out of them to show their bare legs, their trim stomachs, their pert, round asses in their tight panties, their firm, blossoming tits in their tight bras. They looked undeniably feminine, so smooth and soft, their girlish curves, and as they wiggled and posed, Cyea admired them, nodding her approval.

The girls blushed, unable to help but notice Cyea’s attention, the way her eyes roamed their bodies, watching them closely, each move, and her scrutiny only inspired them to try harder, a friendly competition arising to see who could make her pay the most attention to them. Cyea smiled as Galene turned around to face her ass to her and bent, legs straight, to wipe the remnants of the coffee spill off her smooth, flawless shins. Her back arched, and her ass stuck out, and she wiggled it, showing off her new body, loving how it felt to be admired, to provoke that kind of attention in another, especially one as hot and powerful as her Mistress.

“Very nice. Such a pretty, pert little ass.” Cyea said.

Galene’s blush deepened from the shame and arousal, excitement, her caged little dick trying to harden but unable, locked away, useless, but that only made her arousal worse. Why was this exciting her so much? Why did she want more…

Bromi was not to be outdone. She too turned her back to face her Mistress, and she used her soiled tunic to wipe her body down, lifting her arms high, wiping along her forearms, shoulders, chest, arching her back and bending at the waist to give her Mistress a wonderful view of her round ass and her blossoming tits. She wiggled, almost writhing, and her eyes were half-closed, fluttering her eyelashes like the wings of a drowsy butterfly. She pouted, letting her hands caress her body, and it felt good.

She whimpered, moaning softly, the kind of sounds that she’d heard women in porn make, but these were coming from her and she couldn’t help but make them. It felt good to touch herself, to feel sexy, to strip for her Mistress, to be watched by her best friends, to be a good girl, and she moved sensually, brazen and slutty, wanting to make her Mistress proud.

“Oh my, yes, that is remarkable. You are coming on so well. I’m beginning to see why the fates chose to send me you three as a group. You work so well together.” Cyea said.

Rhain was last, the most timid, but seeing her friends perform, hearing Cyea’s reaction, filled her with confidence, a desire not to let the others down by her lacklustre performance. She took a deep breath and she began to sway, almost as though dancing to some unheard beat.

Her body moved, and she remained facing her Mistress, watching her, pulling her shoulders back and standing up straight, proud, making her blossoming tits stick out. As Cyea turned her attention to Rhain, Rhain pouted, then bit her bottom lip, letting her hands roam up across her belly, to her chest.

She cupped her tits, barely a handful but larger now than they had been earlier, growing at an almost impossible rate, heavy, perky, pert, and she squeezed, cupping them and pressing them together to form a slight cleavage. Her head spun.

She felt hot and light and fuzzy. Her body ached with pleasure, new and bright and addictive. Her chest, her tits, were so sensitive and as she squeezed she whimpered, soft moans of bliss, biting her bottom lip harder.

Cyea watched as Rhain’s fingers caressed the soft flesh of her breasts through her bra, fondling herself, a brazen slut showing off her sexy body, and then closed around her nipples, hard and large and fat, poking through the fabric of her bra. Rhain pinched, hard, and the pleasure peaked, intense and heavenly, so overwhelming that it knocked the breath from her. She was mute, mouthing the sounds of her bliss, almost falling to her knees as she pinched harder, harder, harder.

“Very good, you’ve all impressed me, but any more of this and I think it just becomes self-gratification, and this is supposed to be a punishment, remember?” Cyea said.

The three girls, all lost in the pleasure of their own bodies, froze. What had they been doing? They had been told to strip but they’d become carried away and they’d been behaving like… like… sluts. They blushed, smiled, and giggled.

“Sorry Mistress.” They replied almost as one.

Cyea smiled at them and the girls stopped what they were doing, the posing, the wiggling, stopped touching themselves, and turned to face their Mistress. She was quiet and still, looking each of them over, then nodded, as though agreeing with herself, or settling on just the perfect way to carry out her punishments.

“Form a circle, or a triangle I suppose since there’s three of you, and make sure you can all see each other.” Cyea said.

The girls moved, arranged themselves as Cyea had told them so each of them could see the other two. They stood, and waited, blushing, aware that they would each need to watch the others being punished, that their best friends would see them punished. The thought both terrified and thrilled them. What was their Mistress going to do to them?

“Now, how to begin…” Cyea said.

She circled the girls, examining each of them. She moved close, lifted one hand, and let her fingertips graze across their bare skin, the backs of their thighs, the smalls of their backs, their shoulders. The girls shivered, sighed, the touch electric, and the anticipation grew.

Cyea stopped behind Galene. She put a hand on each shoulder and pressed down.

“Kneel.” Cyea said.

She directed Galene’s movements, forced her to kneel on her haunches, sat up, staring at her friends. Cyea moved and with a gesture pulled a complex looking device from behind her back, a metal ring fixed to straps, a row of small, sharp-looking spikes on the outer edge of the ring, painful, but not large enough to pierce the skin.

“Now, open your mouth, wide…” Cyea said.

Galene, who had not seen the device, did as she was told. She opened her mouth wide and Cyea stepped in front of her, bent, fit the loop inside her lips, forcing her jaw wide so her teeth bit down on the ring, wrapped the straps around the back of her head.

“There. It fits perfectly. You’re going to find your jaw starts to ache in a little bit, but if you relax the spikes will remind you to keep your mouth wide. The ache will only get worse of course, but relax for even a moment and the spikes will dig in. Consider this punishment a practice for you, after all, you’ll be exercising that slut mouth of yours a lot from now on, lots of jaw, tongue, and throat workouts to really make the most of my cum-slut’s talents.” Cyea said.

That word, cum-slut, made Galene whimper, but in making the noise her lips and jaw twitched, and she yelped, the spikes biting into sensitive, delicate flesh, reminding her to keep her mouth wide. Cyea looked down at her.

“Now, you sit there and watch as I punish your friends. You may find you drool a little, but don’t worry, a little mess is all part of the fun, isn’t it?”

Galene blushed. She was… she was going to drool? With her mouth held open, unable to swallow properly, her mouth was going to drip and drool like a dog, or an infant. It would be humiliating, but… hot.

Cyea, satisfied, turned away and turned her attention to Rhain. She smiled, moved close, graceful, hips swaying, her large, heavenly tits jiggling beneath her black flowing dress.

“And you… I think… yes… bra off Rhain, arms behind your back, hands linked.” Cyea said.

Rhain shivered. She was going to be… topless? She had been topless before around her friends, but now, with her fatter, larger nipples, her blossoming tits, it felt oddly exposing. Still, she knew she could not disobey. She reached up and, with just a little difficulty, managed to unfasten her bra and slip it off, baring her tits.

They sat perky, firm, round, with stiff, hard, prominent nipples, and… had they grown even larger? Cyea grinned, admiring Rhain’s body, then moved around behind her. Rhain blushed a deep pink, aware that both Galene, with her gag in, already starting to drool, and Bromi were staring at her, at her tits. Her best friends were looking at her like… like she was a hot, sexy slut.

Her tits were out, bared, her shoulders back, making them seem larger, perkier, her nipples hard, and her best friends were staring at her growing, perky, round breasts with obvious lust. Rhain wanted to cover her chest, to hide, but her arms were behind her back and… she felt something firm wrapping around her wrists, leather, then a clink of metal. Another strap wrapped quickly around her upper arms, binding her, her tits exposed with no way to hide. Rhain’s blush deepened.

“There, that should keep your arms out of the way.” Cyea said.

Rhain’s arms were bound with each hand pressing on the opposite forearm, locked, with no way to part them, and with her upper arms bound it was impossible for her to even attempt to wiggle free. There would be no way to cover her tits, to stop her friends from staring at her hard nipples, but that thought only made her nipples harder. Why?

“Now… time for the punishment part.” Cyea said.

This… this wasn’t the punishment? Rhain shivered as her Mistress moved to stand in front of her and in her hands were… Rhain gasped, a sense of panic and lust. Cyea held two metal pegs, each attached to a chain, on the end a heavy jewelled weight. Cyea wasted no time in attaching a clip to each hard, fat nipple.

The pinch was hot, aching, pain and pleasure so intense it dulled thought. With the chains and the weights, it meant that any movement caused the clips to tug at Rhain’s nipples, causing more pain, more pleasure, and her caged little dick throbbed. Rhain would have to stay very still if she wanted to avoid becoming a frustrated mess, but all the pleasure, all the pain, made staying still almost impossible.

“And done, which means you’re next Bromi.” Cyea said.

She stepped off towards Bromi, who stood, watching, waiting her turn. Rhain and Galene faced each other, Galene drooling, her jaw and mouth aching, wide, almost in invitation, while Rhain shivered, swaying, the weighted chains like erratic pendulums, her hard, fat, long nipples stretched, her perky tits bared in wanton display.

“Now… how shall we… yes, I think that will do.” Cyea said, her voice smug and sweet, her smile a threat.

She stalked towards Bromi, and Bromi watched her friends, the pair on display like sluts, making her caged little pretty cock ache, throb, painfully, shameful frustration. The pleasure and pain were written on their faces.

“Bend over Bromi, hands on your knees, legs straight, back arched to offer your ass to me.” Cyea said.

Bromi froze, still for a moment, then obeyed. She bent, facing her friends, her ass high. The pose was awkward and she wobbled a little but managed to hold it.

“Now, if you move, or shift, or otherwise try to escape I will only add to your punishment. But if you stay, and are a good girl for me then it will be over quicker.” Cyea said. “But… we definitely won’t be needing these.”

Cyea moved quickly, gripping Bromi’s panties by the seat, then pulled. There was a moment of pain, then the cloth, thin, delicate, ripped, and her panties were shredded as they were torn from her ass, leaving her lower half naked, her cage and butt on display. Her face went a deep shade of pink.

“And now… we can begin.” Cyea said.

She was stood behind Bromi, out of her sight, but the other two girls could see her clearly, Galene drooling openly now, Rhain’s weighted chains swaying, making her whimper. She smiled as she pulled a single black glove out from behind her—almost as though conjuring it out of the very air—and she slipped it on. It took a moment for Galene and Rhain to see it, but when they did their eyes went wide.

One side of the glove, the palm side, was lined with fine metal spikes, like barbs or needles, lining the palm and fingers. What was she going to…

“And now, Bromi, you count to fifty. When you are done, your friends will go free. But… if you move, falter, lose count, fall over, or otherwise displease me, I add ten. Understand?”

Bromi nodded. Fifty… fifty spanks? Bromi assumed that was what Cyea had planned, and she thought she could manage that, but she had not seen the glove. She looked at Galene, Rhain, saw the panic and fear in their eyes and faltered. What did they know that she did not?

“Yes Mistress. Fifty.” Bromi said. “I… I can count for you.”

“Good girl.” Cyea said. “Now… let’s begin.”

She raised her gloved hand high, and paused for a moment, savouring the looks from Galene and Rhain, both squirming, Bromi’s unsuspecting quiet. She smiled, and her hand fell.
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Cyea’s hand fell, and the sound of it striking the right cheek of Bromi’s round, fat, pert ass was loud, harsh, reverberating for a moment. Bromi inhaled, sharp, and the pain swelled, more than she could have reasonably expected, the spikes on the glove biting into her delicate, smooth, sensitive skin.

Her mind blanked, she struggled to breathe, and her head spun. What was happening?

“Well, Bromi? Can you count, or do I add ten right at the very beginning?” Cyea said, smirking.

“I… I…”

She needed to focus. Her friends, trapped as they were in their erotic, humiliating torture, needed her.

“One Mistress.” Bromi managed.

“Good girl.” Cyea whispered.

Her hand rose, and there were pinpricks of blood across her bare ass, red welts. Only forty-nine more to go, at least.

There was a pause, and Bromi tried to prepare herself. Nothing could prepare her though.

Cyea’s hand fell, fast, hard, and she slapped the spiked, barbed glove against Bromi’s left ass cheek. Bromi cried out, shaking, struggling to keep her position.

“T… t… two Mistress.” She said, voice shaking.

Cyea smiled. Her hand lifted, fell again, harder, the slap a loud stinging ring that made Rhain and Galene wince. Bromi wobbled but held her pose. Something warm and wet trickled down the back of her thigh.

“Three Mistress.” She said.

The pain was hard, brittle, threatening to break her, but she would endure it. The sooner this was over the sooner her friends’ punishments would be done. For them she would endure it.

Cyea Lifted her hand and it fell, again and again, harder at times, other times softer, some strikes coming in a rapid rain of blows and slaps that left Bromi barely able to breathe, other times leaving long, protracted, agonising waits. Bromi counted, voice hoarse, shaking, clinging to the numbers as though they were precious.

“Ten Mistress.”

“Twenty-two Mistress.”

“Thirty-nine Mistress.”

It became more and more difficult to hold her pose, her ass up, her legs straight, her back arched. She was shivering from the endorphins, the pain becoming an odd, giddy, breathless pleasure. Her body throbbed, and her mind threatened to float free, but she could not let it.

Galene and Rhain watched her, the spiked glove becoming slowly stained by Bromi’s blood, her body pale, face a mask of torment, and Cyea continued, smiling all the while. The only thing that kept Bromi focussed was her friends, Galene sat gagged, drooling like a puppy, her mouth wide, tongue extended in lurid invitation, clearly struggling with the ache in her jaw and the spikes on her gag, Rhain stood with her arms behind her back, wrapped up, her nipples stretched, perky tits bared, the weighted chains swaying, only adding more pleasure and pain that made her shiver and shift, causing the chains and weight to further sway erotically.

They were both struggling, desperate for this to be over, their faces torn, expressions of pain, enduring, and looks of lust and delight as they saw their friends exposed, the hot, beautiful girls in front of them being punished in such brazen, depraved manners. Bromi would not let them down, could not let them down. So she endured. Each strike caused more pain, her legs wet with her own blood, her ass spanked raw, but… it still was not over.

“Forty… forty…” The numbers threatened to slip away from her. “Forty-six Mistress.”

The relief in remembering was almost enough to erase the agony. Almost, but not quiet.

“Shame. You remembered. I thought I might be able to add ten more but…”

Cyea raise her hand, and it fell again, spikes biting into shredded flesh, more blood. Bromi gasped, whimpered, pain, her head giddy.

“Forty-seven Mistress.” She said.

Cyea raised her hand, slapped again, hard, and then another strike followed in quick succession, the twin spanks making it hard for Bromi to keep count, to keep her balance. She wobbled, almost toppling, and her hands slipped, but she held her place.

“Forty-eight Mistress, forty-nine Mistress.”

Cyea smiled. She waited. Bromi was shivering, the pain had become something new, a rush of hormones, heart racing, body tingling, her caged pretty little dick throbbing, hard, excited by the shame, the humiliation, seeing her friends looking so hot, squirming. What was happening to them? Where would it end?

The moment stretched. Cyea’s ungloved hand caressed down Bromi’s spine, fingers tickling, and the light, gentle, affectionate touch was like heaven. One more. She just had to endure one more. But when would…

The strike came suddenly and out of nowhere, with no warning, no chance to brace herself. It was the hardest yet, a hot, radiant, aching sting across both cheeks. The pain was bright and intense and Bromi’s head swam under a tide of sensations.

“I… fifty Mistress. Thank you.” Bromi whispered.

“Good girl.” Cyea said, voice soft. “Though shame you did so well. I was just getting warmed up.”

From her tone, it was clear that Mistress Cyea could have continued for much longer. How much would she have inflicted on them all had Bromi not managed to hold out? But… they were free now, it was almost over. Bromi had been a good girl.

“Now, we just need to apply this to your poor, pretty, sexy ass.” Cyea said.

There was a pause, then cold, wet, splashing on Bromi’s sore ass. It ran slowly, thick and viscous, and then there were warm, soft hands rubbing it in, caressing the raw skin of her round, pert, bloody ass cheeks. It stung for only a moment before there was overwhelming relief.

“I don’t want my property left permanently damaged now, do I?” Cyea said, Grinning. “And, as a bonus, this will help provide a permanent reminder of your punishment, and what I think of you.”

Her words confused Bromi for a moment, but she had a hard time thinking or focussing. The hands and the cream on her ass felt too good. The pain faded, and there was warmth, soothing soft, a tender massage.

Finally, the hands lifted and Cyea was done. Bromi wanted more, but she was at least glad that the agony had faded, leaving instead a dull, pleasant tingling in its wake.

“Now, you hold that pose while I move on to your friends. Galene first, since you’ve been enduring your punishment for the longest.”

Cyea moved over to Galene who was still knelt, a puddle of drool at her knees, her bra and panties and thighs wet with spit. She looked a mess, but… a hot mess. Her eyes were wide and there was a soft whimper of relief as their Mistress undid the straps holding her gag in place, easing it out of her gaping, slobbery mouth.

Galene flexed her lips, her jaw, working out the stiffness, and her blush deepened, a soft, breathy moan. Something felt… different. But what?

“And the same for you. Here…” Cyea said.

She applied more of the same cream to Galene’s lips, even working her finger into the blonde’s unsuspecting mouth, forcing her fingers suddenly deep. Galene swallowed the cream, trusting her mistress, and was delighted to find it pleasant, the sensation of it on her lips and tongue and in her throat soothing, a subtle buzzing.

“To help you remember your punishment.” Cyea said, tone almost enigmatic. “Which leads us to Rhain, last but definitely not least.”

Cyea moved away from Galene, leaving the girl to puzzle over the tingling in her lips just as Bromi was puzzling over the tingling in her ass, and moved over to help Rhain. Rhain was clearly struggling, swaying and wiggling more exaggeratedly now, the weighted chains almost hypnotic as they swung, tugging on her fat, thick, long nipples, causing both pleasure and pain, her face a mask of agony and delight.

“Do you want these off first, or the straps?” Cyea said, tugging on the chains.

“The clips, please Mistress. I don’t know if I should scream or cum, it’s just…”

Cyea did not wait for her to finish. She unclipped the chains and the sigh of Rhain’s relief was loud and desperate. Rhain smiled. Her nipples were bright pink and swollen, stretched long.

“Thank you…”

Again Cyea moved before Rhain could finish. She poured more of the cream over her tits, and began to massage it in, squeezing, caressing, Rhain powerless to resist with her hands tied behind her.

Cyea moved slowly, teasing, her touch tender but firm. The cream absorbed quickly, and her fingers pressed into soft flesh, her eyes staring into Rhain’s, grinning, watching her face, her pleasured whimpers, pained moans.

“And let’s not forget here…”

Cyea’s fingers slipped across Rhains’ breasts to her nipples, pinching, tugging, the tender swollen flesh slippery with cream, the pain and pleasure almost too much, Rhain struggling not to cum or collapse, and then, suddenly, the touch was gone.

“A little gift for you all, to help remind you that you are my girls now.” Cyea said. “Which means, finally, your straps can come off.”

Cyea moved around to behind Rhain and began to untie her. She slipped off the strap around her upper arms first, then the one around her wrist. Rhain flexed her arms and shoulders, easing the ache out of her joints, and the movement caused her tits to jiggle and they felt… heavier.

“Rhain, your… your tits are… are they… bigger?” Bromi said.

Rhain blushed. She shook her head, certain it was just her nipples being inflamed, sore after the chains and weights that had been attached to them, but still, she looked down and… she froze.

They were… they were… bigger. Noticeably, obviously larger, swollen, round and plump and fat, and her nipples… her nipples were huge now, long and fat and swollen, puffy, pretty, sexy nipples, almost obscene. Her tits were definitely more than a handful now, and there was no chance that they would fit in her bra.

Rhain reached up and felt them. They were heavier, full, soft and plush, and her nipples were… she gasped in pleasure, almost cumming despite her pretty, sexy little dick being caged. They were so sensitive now, the sensations from just touching them making her squirm and blush and whimper.

She looked up, head spinning. Was she the only one who had changed, or had the others…

Galene and Bromi had not changed, or… she blinked, staring at each of them… their breasts at least seemed relatively unchanged, only hers had grown massive. They, however, had changed, just in different ways.

“Galene… you… your lips…” Rhain whispered.

Galene, who had been staring at Rhain's enormous, fat, sexy tits, almost mesmerized, blinked. Her lips… what? She pouted, felt her lips with her tongue, and gasped. What had…

She reached up with one hand and touched her lips and there was a pulse of bright pleasure, an aching need rising in her, making her caged pretty little dick throb and tingle. Her lips had changed, become plump and fat, even more swollen than before, massive pillows of sensitive flesh, inviting kisses and… Galene blushed as she thought of the things women with lips like hers did in porn.

She had… she had blowjob lips now, and… did her tongue too feel different? More flexible, dextrous, more sensitive, and the thought of cum made her throat feel suddenly dry, thirsty for… she giggled. She was a cum-slut after all.

“How do they look?” Galene asked.

“They’re…” Rhain stalled, not sure how to answer.

“They’re kinda hot.” Bromi said. “And… they’re really, really pink.”

Rhain and Galene both turned to face Bromi and their eyes went wide. She too had changed, and they were both in awe, squirming at just the sight of her.

“What?” Bromi asked, a tone of dread and also excitement in her voice.

“Your…” Rhain was staring at Bromi, blushing.

“Your ass.” Galene said. “It’s… massive.”

Bromi turned quickly and looked back, over her shoulder, down, and her eyes went wide. Her ass had been sore after her spanking, but that was gone now, the pain gone, and her skin was… healed, only a few dry flecks of blood remaining to remind her of her punishment.

It was amazing, but even more remarkable was the growth. Her ass was fat now, wide and plump and luscious, with wide hips to match. It was pert, toned, two magnificent orbs of flesh that invited stares and touches and… spanks. Without thinking Bromi reached up and squeezed her ass and the sensation was brilliant, overwhelming, intense, a swell of pleasure that dulled thought. Her ass was so sensitive. What would it be like to…

“So, you have all discovered my little gifts. What do you say?” Cyea said.

The girls, all distracted by the changes to their bodies, examining themselves as they stared at each other, lost in sensations of delight and pleasure, started. They looked up and turned to face Cyea, their Mistress. She was grinning, clearly delighted in their reactions, their transformations.

The girls blushed, realising how trapped they were. There was no way they could escape Cyea’s power, their Mistress’s influence. They had changed so much already. There was no going back now, and, worse, they did not want to go back.

“I… we…” Bromi struggled for words.

She was still groping her ass, her fingers roaming in, slowly, teasing over the taut, plump, sensual flesh of her butt. Galene and Rhain too were still distracted, Rhain groping her tits, Galene touched her lips, licking her fingers, sucking…

“Thank you.” Bromi said.

“Thank you, Mistress.” Rhain said.

“Fank oo.” Galene said, her fingers in her mouth, sucking.

Cyea smiled and nodded.

“Well, that’s a start, but I think you can do better than that.” She said. “First, you need to say sorry, for disappointing me, and then you need to thank me properly. Fortunately for you, I know just how you can do both.”

The girls paled. Was there to be more punishment, or more…

“Now, follow me.” Cyea said.

She turned and stalked off, her black dress trailing behind her like a dark fog. Her hips and ass swayed, and the girls had no choice but to obey. They followed her to their uncertain fate, afraid, intimidated, but… excited for all that awaited them.


Seven

The girls walked through the halls almost naked, Galene in panties and a bra, heels, Bromi just her bra, heels, ass bared, Rhain in only panties and heels, her fat, plump, heavy tits bouncing with each step. Bromi found keeping up with her Mistress and her friends difficult at first, her wider hips and fat ass causing her gait to shift, but soon she found it almost easier to walk in her heels now, her plumper backside giving her more sway and swagger, more jiggle, so that even walking felt… sexy.

“In here.” Cyea said.

She opened and held open a door. The girls entered and found themselves in a large bedroom, sparsely furnished except for the massive, luxurious looking bed in the middle of the room. The bed was larger than any they had ever seen before and covered in soft cushions and sheets that were inviting.

“Now, I want you all stripped, except for your heels, and on the bed. Quickly. I am… impatient for what I have in mind.”

The girls looked at Cyea. She smiled, stepped into the room, and then closed the door. They looked at each other, saw how they had changed, hints of who they were to become, and… they obeyed.

There was no pretence now, no pretending, no resisting. They obeyed, eager to please their Mistress, to submit to her will, her power, eager for what she would do to them, what she would have them do.

Rhain stripped out of her panties and was on the bed first, in just her heels and cage, her tits jiggling, rising and falling with each eager, nervous breath. Bromi and Galene were not far behind. They slipped out of their underwear and climbed up onto the bed to lay either side of Rhain, looking back at their Mistress.

Cyea smiled at them, admiring her newest girls. She was delighted with how they were progressing, with the gift she had been granted by the fates, and she was excited to see just what they were capable of.

With their eyes on her, she shifted, swaying, and she began to undress. The girls watched her with obvious lust and desire, worship, eager to submit to her whims. This was her gift to them, and their gift to her.

Cyea unfastened her dress and slipped it off her shoulders, skin pale, freckled, flawless. The dress slipped down, fell open, baring her body, and beneath the dress she was… naked.

She wore no underwear, and her body was glorious, fit for worship, a Goddess. She was not young, but nor was she old. Timeless, a woman in her eternal prime, her breasts heavy, full, stomach trim, with wide hips and long legs, tall, a firm, round ass, a thatch of red hear above her crotch, hiding her sex, and patches of thinner hair beneath her arms, wild and free, like her, and there was something starkly feminine about her body hair, her legs smooth, but worn dense and thick around her cunt and in her armpits, her beauty her own to control and fashion.

“I am glorious, aren’t I?” Cyea said.

The girls nodded. They were mesmerized by her. She was stunning.

“Then you won’t mind my worshipping at my altar, will you? To thank me for my gifts, to apologize for disappointing me, and in the hopes that I will give you further gifts in the future.”

“No Mistress.” Bromi replied almost immediately.

Worship, at her altar? Bromi had no idea what it meant, but she was keen.

“No Mistress.” Rhain said.

“No Mistress.” Galene said.

They all nodded, enthusiastically, obviously excited. Cyea smiled, and stepped towards the bed, leaving her dress behind her in a pool of black cloth. Her hips swayed, ass and tits jiggling.

She was like a lioness, prowling, sleek and powerful, hunting. The girls were her prey, and she was about to feast.

“Good. Come then. Worship me. Show me how devoted you are to me. Show me that you belong to me and that you will do anything to please me.” Cyea said.

She stood at the foot of the bed, tall and proud, a Queen, a Goddess. The girls looked up at her, suddenly meek and timid, but full of lust and love for her. They shifted, turning to get onto all fours, and crawled, naked, in only heels and cages, to kneel in front of her.

Cyea looked down at her girls. Galene with her pillowy lips, pink, inviting, practically drooling, Rhain with her large, fat tits, her puffy swollen nipples, and Bromi, her ass round, wide hips, wiggling her butt without thinking in invitation.

They were the perfect trio, girls who she would make into women, but first… first she had to test them, to see if their worship and devotion were worthy of her attention. She smiled, and lifted her hands to her breasts, cupping them, squeezing them.

“I want you to attend to me, with your mouths, lips, tongues. No words, no fingers or hands. I want you to focus on me and me alone. Three of you, at once, dedicated to your Mistress. Understand.”

The three girls looked up and her and nodded, grinning. Their eager faces shone, blushing, with, lust-filled eyes.

They needed no more encouragement, needed no more words. Galene moved first, motivated by Cyea’s words and her transformations. For her, using her lips was a blessing. The thought of pressing them to Cyea’s body, worshipping her with lips, tongue, made her caged little dick throb, and she leaned in slowly, raising her face up.

Cyea smiled, watched as Galene moved closer, and she lifted a breast up in offering and encouragement. Galene extended her tongue and, slowly, cautious, barely able to believe her luck, licked. Galene whimpered at the pleasure, and she could no longer restrain herself. Her tongue lapped over the flawless flesh of Cyea’s right breast, licking, tasting, exploring the soft, perfect skin, and circled inward, to her nipple.

Cyea moaned, her eyes half closing, and leaned forward, pressing the soft, warm flesh of her tits into Galene’s face, wanting more of her worship. Galene’s lips, fat, swollen, sensitive, pink, closed around Cyea’s nipple, and she began to suck and kiss and lick.

Galene moaned in delight, the sensations heady, addictive, and Cyea moaned too, delighting in her girl’s worship. She looked to Bromi and Rhain, the pair staring at Galene as she suckled on Cyea’s perfect nipple, squirming.

“I have one other breast, and there are two pairs of lips not in use.” Cyea said.

Bromi and Rhain blushed, looked at each other. Rhain moved first, decisive suddenly, spurred on by her want, her desire. She turned and faced Cyea and leaned in close to tease her lips and tongue over the divine flesh of her other breast. She kissed, licked, and circled inward, her lips finally closing on Cyea’s nipple, sucking, kissing, teasing.

Cyea arched her back, pressed her tits forward, demanding more, and she moaned, drunk on the pleasure of her girls worshipping her, attending to her. She looked at Bromi and smiled.

“One pair of lips left.” Cyea said. “But no more nipples free. However…” Her smile widened as she shifted, parting her legs, her thighs, exposing the glistening, wet lips of her cunt beneath the thatch of deep red curls. Bromi’s gaze dropped to the wet folds of her Mistress’s pussy, and she licked her lips.

“Worship me.” Cyea said.

Bromi nodded and obeyed.

She moved forward, crawling over the bed, and pressed her way between her friends, their bodies close, skin soft, smooth, sensual, sensitive. The three friends squirmed, relishing the closeness, Rhain pressing her body against her Mistress and Bromi, the feeling of her tits being squashed, her nipples grazing against skin, sensual, heady, addictive, Galene sucking, licking, her lips throbbing with bright bliss, and Bromi, pressed between the two, wiggling to crawl closer to Cyea’s cunt, her ass and hips brushing against her friends’ bodies, bolts of new, wondrous pleasure.

“Worship me, all of you, together. Worship me, and accept your place at my feet.” Cyea said.

The girls submitted. Bromi leaned her face in, inhaled deep, the rich, musky, heady scent of her Mistress’s cunt, and then extended her tongue, and licked. A shiver ran up her spine as the tip of her tongue made contact with the wet, hot, soft flesh of Cyea’s folds, parting the lips of her pussy, pressing in, deeper. Cyea moaned, pleasure, joy, and pressed her hips forward, forcing Bromi’s face deeper into her cunt.

Bromi inhaled deep, the musk rich, heady, making her dizzy, and she licked deeper, extended her tongue, pressing it at the entrance to her Mistress’s dripping hole. The taste was… heaven, like nothing Bromi had tasted before, the distillation of woman and sex and lust and pleasure, and she swallowed eagerly, submitting to the joy of serving, her chin and lips soaked in her Mistress’s arousal.

“Yes… such good girls. You three are going to serve me well if you continue to behave like this. Now don’t be afraid to be a little hard, I don’t break, and I want to experience all your pent up frustrated passions. Show me just how desperately you want to be filthy little pretty sluts for me.” Cyea said.

The girls did not need further words, further encouragement. Caged as they were, after all they’d been through, with years, decades of frustration, pent up desire, secret wanting, they were ravenous, like starving dogs. They poured their frustration, their need, their lust, their submission out onto Cyea, their Mistress, worshipping her with their mouths.

Galene and Rhain lapped, licked, nibbled, sucked, teased with tongues and lips and teeth over Cyea’s tits, nipples, and Cyea rewarded them for the efforts by reaching up to cup her tits, one in each hand, and offer them to her girls, so that they might better worship them, might better pleasure her perfect breasts. Bromi pressed forward, squeezing her wide hips and fat ass between her two friends, pressing forward so that her face was buried in Cyea’s cunt, her nose and chin and lips soaked with her juices, tongue drenched in her Mistress’s taste, and Bromi lapped, tongue pressing deep into Cyea’s folds before licking up, the tip of her tongue teasing around Cyea’s clit, Cyea bucking her hips forward with delight, practically fucking Bromi’s face.

“More… more!” Cyea moaned, delighting in her girls' worship.

“Devote yourselves to me, devote everything you are to me, worship me, body and soul, and I will make you so happy, so pretty…”

The words echoed around the girls’ empty heads. They just needed to submit, to devote themselves to their Mistress, and they could be happy, pretty. They wanted it. They wanted the pleasure she offered, the quiet surrender, the chance to be pretty, sexy, perhaps even beautiful. And really, what choice did they have?

The girls became more ardent, fevered in their need to please their Mistress. Their cute little dicks throbbed in their cages, pathetic and worthless, locked away, useless, and that knowledge, that sensation, only made them all hornier.

Galene and Rhain licked, sucked, nibbled, and Bromi lapped, circling, flicking her tongue, pressing it deep, at times even a gentle suction as she pursed her lips and kissed the wet folds of Cyea’s pussy.

“Fuck… yes… keep that up and I think I’ll have another surprise for you all…” Cyea said.

The girls, eager for more of anything their Mistress had to offer, continued, passionate and hungry. Cyea wiggled her tits, fucked her hips, and moaned as her eyes half-closed, relishing the pleasure, the worship, delighting in the girls’ submission.

“That’s… yes… stop now, ease back and… just a moment…” Cyea said.

She pulled her tits free from Galene’s and Bromi’s lips, her nipples leaving their wet, hot mouths with an audible pop, and she stepped back, denying Bromi further access to her cunt. She stood in front of them, her body inches from their lips and tongues, nipples and cunt wet with spit.

“You want more? You want me to give you more?” Cyea asked.

The girls, without hesitation, nodded. Cyea smiled at them, pleased with the sluts they were becoming for her.

“Then get on your knees in front of me, but with Galene in the middle this time. I want all of you facing me, kneeling, looking up at me.” Cyea said.

The girls did not hesitate to obey now. There was not even a pretence at resistance or reluctance any more. They were broken, eager, desperate to please.

The three girls clambered off the bed and knelt in front of their Mistress. Galene was in the middle of the three, with Bromi on her left, and Rhain on her right. They were close, their smooth, soft, sensitive bodies touching, Bromi’s wide hips and fat ass wiggling, Rhain’s tits bouncing, Galene’s puffy lips pursed in anticipation. Was she going to be allowed to taste her Mistress’s cunt?

Just seeing the juices on Bromi’s face had made her want to lick and kiss her best friend, make out with her deeply, passionately, hungrily, but she knew that she had to remain focused. She was here for her Mistress’s pleasure, not her own.

“Ready?” Cyea asked, grinning.

The girls nodded, blushing, desperate to be given permission to continue their worship, but Cyea just stood there, closed her eyes, and took a deep breath. There was quiet, and then… the air stirred, a tingle running along their spines, a rush of potent eroticism. Cyea moaned, lustily, and… her pussy shimmered.

The girls were frozen, and watched as the lips of her pussy parted, slowly, gently and a… a cock, small, but growing larger, thicker, began to emerge. It throbbed, swelling, growing, engorging, hard and growing harder.

I grew from a nub into a small dick, then an average cock, then a large prick to… to something intimidating but awe-inspiring. Eight, perhaps even nine inches long, and thick, throbbing, ribbed with veins and with a prominent head and crown, the shaft was smooth, with only a tuft of red curls at the base.

Cyea sighed and opened her eyes, looked down, and her smile widened. She reached up and grasped her cock with one hand and stroked it, gently, teasing the shaft and head, a quiet moan. The girls stared, lust and horror and shock. Galene’s eyes were wide, her lips parted, and she was… she was drooling.

“Surprised?” Cyea asked, laughing lightly.

The girls were clearly stunned, and they were all still and quiet and then, slowly, almost as one, they nodded. Galene giggled, a sound of delight and hunger and need. If there was a cock, would there be… would there be cum?

“But you like it don’t you? You all like my beautiful, fat, long cock? And you want to feel it, don't you? You want to taste it, and worship it. Don’t you?”

The girls nodded again, all of them, but Galene most enthusiastically of all. There was silence though, no words.

“Say it then. Say what you want, or you get nothing.” Cyea said.

The girls looked up from her perfect cock to her face, her eyes, and they knew what they had to do. They had to confess their desire to her.

“I want your cock Mistress.” Galene said, speaking first, without hesitation, desperate, her lips tingling, tongue drooling, throat aching to be full.

She wanted that perfect cock between her new, sensitive lips, wanted to feel it fucking her throat, wanted to lick and suck it, taste her Mistress’s cum. Cyea smiled, glad to see what effect her magicks were having on her girls.

“For being so honest, and quick, you may go first. Now, worship me.” Cyea said.

Galene needed no further encouragement. She practically leapt at her Mistress’ perfect cock. She extended her tongue, remembering only at the last moment that it was mouths only, and licked the length of the beautiful, throbbing cock, licking up from the folds of Cyea’s cunt, along the velvety shaft, to the head, tasting every inch of it before pursing her lips and kissing the head.

The kiss was short, and passionate, but Galene could not restrain herself. Her lips pulsed bright with pleasure, but she knew there was more delight to be had. She pressed her head forward, pressure, sealing her lips, letting the head of Cyea’s cock force its way into her tight, wet, hot mouth.

Slowly her lips parted, and the cock slipped in, deep, deeper, and Cyea moaned as her perfect, meaty, throbbing cock was enveloped in the hot, tight, wet folds of Galene’s mouth, her tongue lapping. Cyea watched Bromi and Rhain as she reached up to grasp Galene’s hair, and she thrust, her cock sinking deep, choking their best friend.

Galene did not resist though, opened her throat, and swallowed, newfound instincts awakening in her to allow her to deep-throat her Mistress's cock, her throat tight and clamping around the massive girth, squeezing, milking. Bromi and Rhain stared on in awe and desire. Galene was… she was sucking their Mistress’s cock, deep-throating in, and she was loving it. Cyea was moaning, thrusting, but it was Galene who was making the most noise, slurping, sucking, drooling, choking, groans of utter bliss.

“She’s a natural slut, a natural cum-slut, and I think I’ve found her gift of service. I’m sure you both have gifts, and we’ll discover them in time too. For now though, if you want, you can come closer, watch her, join in with her, and experience what is giving her so much pleasure… all you need to do is tell me what you want.”

Rhain and Bromi were frozen. They had never… but neither had Galene, and now look at her, sucking, licking, deep-throating, and enjoying it, squirming and choking and moaning in bliss as she let their Mistress fuck her throat deep and hard. Cyea gripped Galene’s hair tight, thrust her hips, fucking gently, slowly, burying the entire length of her perfect prick in Galene’s mouth and throat, Galene drooling as her jaw was forced wide, choking as her throat was stretched, her lips, tongue, mouth, throat, all buzzing with pleasure as she submitted and worshipped.

“I have plenty to go around. You just need to…”

“Please Mistress.” Rhain said. “Please can I worship your cock, suck it, taste it. Please will you… will you fuck my pretty slut mouth?”

Cyea grinned. She nodded.

“Come, indulge your cravings for my cock. Sate that curiosity and delight in my prick.” Cyea said.

Rhain blushed, but did not wait. She crawled to join Galene, kneeling beside her, watching her for a moment, mesmerized. Cyea’s cock was wet with spit, Galene’s hands stoking, lips tight, sucking, Galene’s throat bulging with each thrust as it was stretched around the girth and length. She was still, then, slowly, reached out to grasp the base, forgetting the rules, focussed only on worship, needing to attend to her Mistress, and she felt the hot throb of it, her cute little dick pulsing in her cage as though in sympathy.

“Remember to share, cum-slut.” Cyea said.

Galene looked up at her Mistress, looked to Rhain, to the side, and, reluctantly, pining, pulled her head back, the fat head of Cyea’s cock leaving her puffy lips with an audible pop. She kissed it, then, tentative, offered it to Rhain.

“We can share.” Galene said. “But be careful, it’s… it’s a lot to handle.”

“I don’t think Rhain has quite your talent for deep-throating, cum-slut, so why don’t you take a rest for a moment while she samples my cock. You can always keep busy down there, can’t you?”

Galene nodded, grinning.

“Yes Mistress.” She said.

As Rhain shifted to point Cyea’s cock at her mouth, parting her lips slightly, Galene moved to kiss and lick and suck on the base of Cyea’s fat shaft. Cyea moaned, and Rhain eased forward, pressed her lips to the fat head, and slowly took the thickness inside her tight, wet, hot mouth.

“Now just the last one.” Cyea said, looking at Bromi.

Bromi watched as Rhain sucked, not as proficient or pleasure drunk as Galene, but clearly enjoying herself, watched as Galene licked and kissed the shaft, watched as the pair stroked, sharing their Mistress’s cock. Could she?

“Please Mistress, let me… let me worship your cock with my mouth.” Bromi said.

She wanted it, wanted to feel it, taste it, wanted to let her Mistress fuck her mouth, her lips, her tongue, her throat, wanted to taste her… her cum. She wanted to be a slut, wanted to worship what perfect cock.

“Good girl.” Cyea said, smiling, nodding.

Granted permission, Bromi shifted and crawled forward. She crawled across the floor to join her friends and looked up at Cyea.

“Join them. They know how to share.” Cyea said.

Her voice was husky with pleasure as Galene kissed and licked at the shaft, Rhain sucking the head, lips tight, bobbing up and down. Bromi shivered, nervous but wanting it, and then leaned forward to kiss the base, the scent of her cunt lingering, mixed now with something new, more pungent, powerful, the scent of her cock.

The mouth's only rule was long forgotten, and Cyea, enjoying herself, was lenient. The girls stroked, eager to touch and feel and worship her prick. Their mouth slipped along, lips, tongue, kissing, sucking.

Rhain sucked, and Galene and Bromi kissed, licked. Cyea relaxed and watched as the three, pretty girls worshipped her magnificent cock. They were coming along so well, such good girls, such eager sluts, and their mouths on her prick felt amazing.

She reached down and stroked the backs of their heads, encouraging their exploration of her cock, their worship, a benevolent Goddess, and as their confidence grew so did their eagerness, so too did her pleasure.

Cyea moaned and thrust her hips, fucking Rhain’s mouth, almost choking her. She had to be careful though. Rhain’s gift would be different to Galene’s, and she would take training to be able to deep-throat the whole of her length where Galene could do it easily, happily, and with great pleasure.

Cyea encouraged Rhain to shift and pulled her cock from her pretty lips. Then offered the fat head to Bromi.

“You all get a chance to worship.” Cyea said, generous as always.

Bromi blushed, but there was no hesitation, no pause. They were all lost now, the moment, the pleasure, the joy of submitting. They wanted to worship, wanted to worship their Mistress’s cock.

Bromi opened her lips, eased forward, and let the tip of Cyea’s cock penetrate her mouth, sank down slowly, taking more and more of it into her wet, hot mouth. Bromi moaned, gagged by cock, and it felt… right to submit like this, a pretty slut on her knees sucking her Mistress’s cock with her two best friends. She was giddy, it was fun, and as her caged pretty little dick throbbed in her cage she knew this was where she belonged, where she could be happy.

Cyea thrust her hips, fucking Bromi's mouth, and Galene and Rhain busied themselves kissing, licking, stroking, worshipping. She let the girls share her cock, sampling the joy of it, the feel and weight and length and thickness of it. They were moaning, drunk on the pleasure of serving, submitting, worshipping, but out of all of them, Galene was lost to all reason.

She worked her puffy lips up and down the shaft, kissing, licking, and almost fought Bromi for a chance to suck it, taking it deep almost immediately, choking herself, moaning in delight as her throat bulged.

The girls worked, taking turns sucking, licking, kissing, and Cyea let the pleasure of their mouth wash over her. She was delighted with how they were performing and was excited to see just what would become of them, was curious about what further pleasure they might offer her.

She basked in their devotion, more than just the pleasure of their mouths, but also their love for her, their submission, their pleasure. She relished the touch of their lips, their tongues, hands, mouths, and Galene’s throat. She let them switch, each mouth different and unique, fucking into one mouth as her cock thrust between two sets of lips, six hands, glad that she had easily enough cock for all of them at once.

Cyea let the moment grow, expand, the pleasure ebbing and flowing, building slowly. As Galene, Rhain, and Bromi each sucked her she trained them with her moans, thrusts, each desperate to give their Mistress pleasure, learning how to be better sluts by reading her body, her gasps of delight, each aching for that final reward.

“Such good girls, aren’t you?” Cyea said. “Well, I have a reward for all of you.”

As she spoke she pulled her cock free of Rhain’s mouth, and she pulled it free of their hands, their lips, their tongues, grasping it herself and stroking it, their spit lubricating the massive girth. The girls stared in awe, wanting more, but all of them were obedient.

They knelt at her feet, looked up, and waited as she stroked her hard, throbbing, drool wetted cock. Bromi and Rhain squirmed, but Galene whined with need, desperate for what she knew was to come.

“You want your final reward? You are willing to truly give yourselves over, and bathe in my blessing?” Cyea asked.

The girls nodded. Galene opened her mouth, and a drop of precum fell from Cyea’s cock onto her extended tongue. Cyea smiled, stroked faster, and her cock swelled as she thrust her hips.

“Then bask, and become bound to me. My pretty, sultry, slutty, triplets.” Cyea said.

As she spoke her cock began to pulse, and the girls watched as their Mistress came. She was cumming, cumming hard, and jet after jet of hot, thick, creamy cum splashed over their upturned faces, almost scalding, but its contact was a tingling, pleasant ache, soothing, and they basked in it.

Cyea came, again and again, so much it seemed almost impossible, and Galene knelt with her mouth open, cum pooling on her tongue faster than she could swallow. Rhain and Bromi could not resist, and followed suit, swallowing, the taste rich and creamy, their bodies throbbing with an aching, frustrated pleasure.

Cum covered their faces, filled their mouths, splashed over their bodies, their tits, bellies, and asses, and they felt the air shimmer. What was happening to them?

“Now swallow, and accept the gifts I have given you, accept your place, and bind yourselves to me.” Cyea said.

The girls did as she said, the three closing their eyes and swallowing almost as one, and the sensation, the taste, was almost enough to make them cum, the pleasure dulling thought, making all of them whimper and squirm. Their bodies felt hot, aching, and as they opened their eyes they saw Cyea standing above them, radiant, her cock shrinking, and… they were clean, her cum gone.

That was not all. As they turned and looked at each other, they saw that they were all changing, their transformations progressing, as though sped up and advanced by their Mistress's seed. The three of them had arrived on the island as boys, as young men, but they were becoming something more, something better, something prettier, sexier, and far more powerful.

“Now, what do you say?” Cyea asked.

The girls, almost mesmerized by the changes they could see in each other, and in themselves, turned to face their Mistress. They smiled, blushing, a warm knot of joy in their bellies as her cum settled inside them.

“Thank you Mistress.” They said, voices soft, angelic, seductive.

“Good girls.” Cyea said. “Now, are you ready for more?”

Without hesitating, the three friends nodded. They had never been more ready.

TO BE CONTINUED
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Eddie is home alone, and bored. His favourite hobbies no longer interest him, and something just feels missing. Surely there was something he could find to amuse himself, but… what?

Wandering past his older sister’s bedroom he decides to explore her forbidden domain of femininity—he’d been banned from her room for years, and it had always held a certain mystique for him, she was away at college now, she wouldn’t know, so he was free to explore. Entering, it all seems oddly ordinary, despite being obviously girly, but something in the corner catches his eye.

On her dressing table, left behind when she went off to college, her old make-up, and amongst it her lipsticks. Eddie had always been fascinated by her make-up, by how beautiful it made her, how glamorous, and now… now seemed like the perfect opportunity to indulge his curiosity.

It doesn’t take long, but still, Eddie is stunned by the result. With just a little lipstick he looks, and feels, so much prettier. The only problem is that he likes how he looks so much he almost wants to show off.

On a whim, Eddie decides to take a selfie. He looks good, and he ends up enjoying it so much he takes a multitude of photos. Looking them over he realises if he were to crop them just so he'd be barely recognisable. Could he…

Feeling bold, Eddie sends a photo of a ‘girl he’d been talking to online’ to his best friend, Adam. If he realises it’s Eddie, Eddie can just play it off as a prank, if he doesn’t though… just the thought makes Eddie feel warm and joyful.

That photo though sets off a chain of events that leads Eddie, and Adam, to some very hot discoveries...


Tourist Trap: The Cheat
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Daniel is a man’s man, an alpha male, and he knows it… he also wants everyone else to know it. He’s proud of his masculinity, toxic or not, and he’s happy with his life. He’s worked hard to get to where he is, a good job, a nice house, a hot secretary who dotes on him, and a wife that he takes good care of—he paid for the house, her car, and all she has to do is stay home and look pretty, that’s not much to ask for, right?

If his eyes, hands, and cock wander sometimes, that’s a fair price to pay for being a kept woman, right? If he’s always too busy with the boys, or on too many business trips, to spend any time with her, well, he still bought her nice things to make up for it. She should be grateful, right?

Only Liara, Daniel’s wife, isn’t grateful. She’s fed up, tired of being ignored, tired of being pushed aside, tired of her husband's masculine ego. They’ve not even taken a holiday together since their honeymoon!

Fortunately, everything is about to change, and Liara has a plan to improve her life, and her husband.

When Liara convinces Daniel to join her on a holiday to an exclusive, luxury, private island resort, she knows just how to fix him. Daniel though has no idea what lies in store for him…

Tired of his bravado, his ego, his toxic masculinity, Liara has decided she wants a better life, that she wants more fun, and that means a better partner—someone prettier, softer, more obedient.

Just what plans does Liara have for her husband at this exclusive island resort? Just how does she plan on transforming her husband into the pretty, sexy, slutty doll of her dreams? And will he finally submit to his new Mistress?

Find out in TOURIST TRAP: THE CHEAT…


The Neighbours' Sissy Maid
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With his first year of college approaching Richard is looking for work, eager to save—tired of being a shy, awkward, scrawny wallflower he is keen to rebrand himself as someone exciting, charming, attractive. When David and Clare, the attractive couple next door, offer to pay him for yard work Richard jumps at the opportunity.

David heads out of town on business and Richard is left alone with Clare, the women he has always admired, and when Richard steals a pair of Clare’s pretty panties he sets off a chain of events that lead him down a road of feminization and submission. Clare makes Richard her pretty, sexy maid and sets about training her, punishing her, teaching her how to be Rachel, a good girl.

When David returns home Clare has Rachel serve them both. Embracing this new side of her personality, Rachel discovers the pleasures of being pretty, sexy, of dressing and acting feminine, and she gladly accepts a new job offer, as her neighbours’ sissy maid.


A Private Practise
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Darren was once the star player on his soccer team, fast, graceful, and confident on and off the pitch, talented enough to earn a place at a prestigious college. All that was changing though.

While Darren was still gifted, still lithe and graceful on the pitch, his team-mates were beginning to outshine him, larger and stronger, with more raw power to make up for their lack of natural skill, and Darren was beginning to falter, his performance on the pitch suffering. It was more than that though. Recently he just felt… out of place, as though something were missing. Where the other boys on the team were off dating and meeting girls Darren never really felt part of it, always uncomfortable and self-conscious, his confidence dwindling slowly over time, his performance on the pitch suffering until finally he knew that his place at college was in jeopardy.

When Coach Morrison asks to see him after a particularly bad performance Darren knows it’s to tell him the bad news, that he’s off the team, but Coach Morrison has other plans. Eager to help the young player he’s come to care about, Coach Morrison offers a novel solution to boost Darren’s confidence—do something bold, brave, and out of his comfort zone… perform as a cheerleader.

Confused, and a little nervous, Darren is willing to try anything, especially if it makes Coach Morrison happy.

To his surprise and joy Darren finds he actually enjoys the novel break from soccer, but when Coach Morrison enjoys the performance a little too much he becomes flustered, and suggests that Darren practise alone to boost his confidence. Darren has other plans though. He enjoyed performing for his Coach, and enjoyed the throbbing reaction of the older, handsome man, the power he had over him. Having discovered something new, something bright and joyful and wonderful, feeling more confident and daring than he has in a long time, Darren sets out to explore this new side of him. Eager to uncover just what this all means for him, and Coach Morrison, anxious to explore their new desires, Darren sets about planning a very private practise...


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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