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Shipwrecked: Feminization Island

Part THREE – The FINALE

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 show 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 days became routine and passed in a slow, seductive haze of pleasure and service. Galene, Bromi, and Rhain settled into their new lives with only a little discomfort, Rhain and Bromi struggling with their changes more than Galene, who took to her new life with more than a little eagerness, and her friends could not help but notice the change in her.

It was odd, since Galene had been the most stubborn and reluctant of the three for so long, refusing to give in to Cyea’s commands more than once so that she’d been punished several times, pain and… worse. Now though, she seemed almost excited each morning, eager to leap out of bed and examine herself in the full-length mirror, giddy with the subtle and not-so-subtle changes to her body, her face, her mind.

The pace of the changes, rapid to begin, had slowed, so that while each of the girls had changed further over the last few days, the changes were a lot less dramatic than their initial transformation. They were also more personalised, each girl slowly changing in ways that made them more distinct from her friends, the three becoming a trio of beautifully varied nymphs.

As a new day began, the sun bright outside their bedroom, Galene was again first to leap out of bed, excited like a child on Christmas morning to discover what gifts she had been bestowed with during her night’s rest. She hurried, dressed in only her pink underwear, panties, bra, stockings, over to the mirror, and stopped there to examine herself, turning and posing to see every inch of her body.

And it was a body that was worth the examination. Both Bromi and Rhain, though they complained each morning about Galene’s giddy excitement, enjoyed the show she put on without even realising it, the pair sitting up sleepily to watch as their friend skipped and wiggled and bounced across to stand in front of the mirror, just as she did every day now.

“Oh… has my ass got bigger?” Galene said. “I think it has, or at least it’s perkier, and a little more jiggly. Look…”

As Galene spoke, staring at her reflection, grinning, she posed to stick her ass out more and wiggled her hips. Her ass jiggled, and she bounced on her heels, making her ass bounce. Bromi and Rhain couldn’t help but stare and smile, and their cages felt suddenly very small as they admired their best friend's ass in her tight pink panties.

“Well?” Galene asked. “Has it got any bigger?”

“I… I’m not sure.” Bromi muttered.”

“It's hard to tell.” Rhain said. “But… even if it hasn’t it's still pretty spectacular.”

It was hard to tell. The changes had slowed dramatically now, but Galene was no less feminine and sexy for that. Her ass was round and plump, an ample bubble butt, with plenty of jiggle, and her hips and thighs were pleasantly thick now.

Like her friends, Galene had arrived on the island as a boy, a man, had been carried out to sea by a sudden, powerful, mysterious storm, only to be shipwrecked on the island. The three of them had searched for shelter, or signs of civilization, and had found the manor house and the surrounding gardens, and had thought themselves saved.

They had been wrong, or perhaps right, but not in the way they had thought. The gardens and the manor—an impossibly old, well-kept stone building perched atop the cliffs on the lush island paradise—were kept and tended by a family of girls, beautiful, eternally youthful, like creatures from myth, sexy young women dressed alike, in simple, skimpy tunics, but all as varied and unique as snowflakes in a blizzard. The boys, as they were then, had thought the island a paradise of mysterious beauties, and then… then they had met Cyea, the Mistress of the island, a tall, powerful, regal woman dressed in black, her red curls like flames, and they had thought the island paradise complete.

And it was, only it was not the paradise they were expecting or had assumed. It was something better.

The friends had been fed and wined, then drugged, and had fallen asleep only to wake captured by Cyea, and her work on them had begun. The work had taken days, perhaps even weeks, and they had all changed dramatically in that time.

They had resisted at first, had struggled, but in the end, Cyea had shown them the futility of resisting, the pain of acting against her will, and had shown them the pleasure of submitting to her desires. Cyea had called to the fates, and they had provided her with the three friends, and she was going to remake them into what she wanted, three girls who would serve her in whatever capacity she desired.

“But what about my tits? Are they any bigger? I really want them to get bigger, they’re… they’re still too small!” Galene said, lifting her hands to her bra and hefting her breasts, making them bounce.

Bromi and Rhain stared at Galene as she looked at her reflection, wiggling her tits in an obscene show of luscious flesh, completely unaware of the effect she was having on her best friends, the pain of their tiny cages as they watched her pose and jiggle. Galene turned around to face her friends and made another show of her body, her tits, bouncing them in her tiny, pink bra, her eyes wide and bright, her smile dumb.

When Galene had arrived she had been tall, muscular, perhaps even handsome, but now… now she was none of those things. Galene was now small, and slim, petite, with thin arms and narrow shoulders, her body soft, the hardness of her previously muscular body vanished, replaced with delicate flesh that was sensitive and smooth and pretty. Her body was utterly hairless, as it would remain forever now, only her eyebrows, eyelashes, and the hair on her hair spared. Her lashes were thicker, longer, as was the hair on her head, grown longer, thicker, blonder, bright bouncy waves that were almost dazzling, falling down past her shoulders to really emphasise her bimbo appearance.

It was her eyes and her lips though that really sold that appearance. Her eyes were wide and big, almost permanently vacant of any thought except how pretty she was, how sexy, and her lips… her lips were thick, swollen, plump, wet, bright pink. Luscious blowjob lips that perfectly matched her new personality as a cum-slut.

Galene craved cum now, needed it, and it was almost all she could think about. Her addiction to it had turned her from the most delinquent of the three to the most obedient, their Mistress, Cyea, controlling the source that would feed Galene's hunger for spunk, her reward for being good the opportunity to fall to her knees and suck their Mistress’s massive, thick, long, beautiful cock.

They had all done it, more than once now, and had all enjoyed it, the humiliating pleasure of sucking Cyea’s perfect cock a new bliss for all of them, but it was Galene who was the most vocal in her hunger, her appreciation, her need, often even begging for the chance to suck Cyea’s cock, desperate for her fix of cum, the chance to be a cum-slut.

“I… I’m not sure.” Rhain said. “It’s so hard to tell, but… they’re pretty amazing if you ask me.”

Galene pouted, striking a petulant, sexy pose that made both Bromi and Rhain squirm in their beds. Galene might have been getting dumber, ditzier, more cum obsessed, but she knew how to work her body, and her charms, on an instinctive level to great effect.

“That’s fine for you to say.” Galene said, sounding grumpy. “You’ve got the biggest tits out of all of us! I mean, how is it fair that you get such amazing mommy milkers and I get these tiny little things!”

Galene again jiggled her tits, and they bounced, almost spilling out of her tiny, tight pink bra. Rhain and Bromi stared, almost hypnotised.

Galene’s tits were anything but tiny, easily far more than a handful, but it was obvious that Galene wanted more, wanted to be an obscene bimbo cum-slut, and that she wanted the body to match her new personality. Bromi and Rhain giggled, blushing, aroused by their friend’s morning show.

The two friends slipped out of bed and moved across the floor to stand with Galene, joining her in their mutual morning ritual of examining themselves to see what changes the new day brought. Galene watched them, a lecherous grin on her face as she admired the pair of them.

Rhain stopped to stand on Galene’s left, while Bromi took up her place on Galene’s right, and the three turned to face the large mirror as one, a trio of sexy, pretty, youthful girls. They all smiled as they admired their reflections, and their friends’.

“I guess my tits are pretty… big, aren’t they.” Rhain said.

As she spoke she reached up to cup her massive, fat breasts, barely covered by her white lacy bra, and she hefted them, juggling them, the flesh bouncing in an erotic, hypnotic show of sumptuous delight. Her friends watched, grinning, blushing, their cages tight, and they nodded.

It was not just her tits either. Her nipples too were obscene, fat and thick, long, almost always hard, poking through the thin cloth of her bra, and so sensitive to pleasure that even the lightest touch had Rhain squirming in bliss.

Rhain smiled, admiring herself in the mirror. Though her tits were almost obscene in how large they had become she was not completely out of proportion, Her waist was thinner, shoulders narrower, but her hips and ass had grown too, giving her a top-heavy hourglass figure that would have most porn stars jealous. She wiggled, admiring herself, and her tits bounced, her luscious auburn curls framing a face that was undeniably beautiful.

Her eyes were larger, brighter, with a dainty nose and high cheekbones now, full lips that, though they weren’t as impressive as Galene’s plush blowjob lips, were inviting and wet, a pout that promised pleasure. She giggled, blushing, and she struck pose after pose. She looked stunning, like the kind of girl she could have only dreamt of spending time with before, but now… now she was that girl, and next to her two friends they made a trio of sexy, sensual women that seem right out of some lurid fantasy.

“Are they bigger today?” Rhain asked. “I mean, they feel bigger, and my nipples feel a little bigger too, fatter and longer and more sensitive, but… can you see it?”

Bromi and Galene turned to stare at their friend, both of them squirming at the sight of her. She wiggled her hips and ass, unable to resist the desire to tease them, and hefted her boobs again in her hands, and her fingers teased over her nipples through the material of her bra, the touch making her gasp. Galene and Bromi both just stared for a moment, almost dumb. Then, slowly, they both nodded.

“I think… yeah, maybe.” Bromi said.

“Yeah. I think so too. Bitch.” Galene said, giggling.

Rhain’s blush deepened, and she glanced back to her reflection. She turned slightly, to get a better view of her ass, bending slightly to make it stick out.

“You not think I’m getting out of proportion? My tits are just so… big. I mean, I kinda like them, and how they feel, but I want to look… good, too.”

Galene and Bromi both stared at Rhain’s ass. They shook their heads slowly, almost hypnotised by the sight of the plump, round, swaying flesh of their fest friend’s sexy butt.

“No. You look… you look amazing. Hell, I’d love your figure.” Bromi said. “My ass is just… it’s a nuisance. I keep knocking things off tables as I walk around, and I can feel it jiggling and swaying when I walk, no matter what, and that’s really distracting.”

Bromi turned to face the mirror and posed in a way that made her ass stick out, looking back over her shoulder as she looked into the mirror, staring at her massive ass just as her friends turned to stare at her. She too had changed since she had arrived, and while her tits were undeniably large, her face glamorous, pretty, her long black hair glossy, her body smooth and soft and girly, it was her ass that had changed the most.

Already massive, it was clear that overnight Bromi’s ass had continued to swell, her hips becoming wider, waist narrower, thighs fuller, and though her chest had also grown, her breasts becoming large now, fat and heavy, with thick, large nipples, she was definitely bottom heavy. When she walked there was a lurid, almost pornographic sway in her body, the jiggle of the new fat and muscle around her butt, hips, thighs, her flesh soft but pert, flawless and succulent, and yet… when she stood with her feet together her thighs still had an obvious and prominent gap between them, her hips wider than they had been before, the bones shifting in a way that Bromi knew was impossible. But… so much about the island, about Cyea, and about what the friends were going through was impossible.

Together the three made a unique, gorgeous trio of brazen women who could have been straight out of a high-class porno. They had arrived as three male friends on holiday, and now… now they were something else, something better.

They were still friends, but they were no longer boys, no longer men. They were girls, women, their bodies curvaceous, faces beautiful, their transformations almost impossible, but the evidence was right in front of them.

More than that though, they were owned, by Cyea, their bodies and their hearts and their souls, bound to her. She had remade them, and they knew that she was not finished with them yet. Who would they be when they were finally the girls she wanted.

As they stared at their reflections, each other, grinning, there was a fear, uncertainty, but, more than that, excitement, for the day to come, for all the days to come. They had things to do though, had a Mistress to serve, and they could not, however much they wanted, spend all day admiring themselves and each other.

“I guess we could always ask for… other changes, if we wanted.” Galene said.

Bromi and Rhain looked at her with wide eyes.

“I mean, if we’re good girls, maybe she’ll reward us with what we want.”

Galene giggled. Rhain and Bromi looked at each other.

Their best friend, the one who had resisted for so long, was now thinking about asking for more transformations. Just what kind of slut did she want to become?

“I think we need to go back to planning our escape.” Bromi said.

Rhain just looked at her, her face aghast.

“Escape… no, we can’t, it’s fun here.” Galene said, pouting.

Bromi ignored her, looked instead to Rhain. There was worry in her eyes, panic.

“I mean, if Galene is being corrupted like that, how long is it before we will be too? How long until we start begging for more changes. If we escape now… well, maybe we can lead relatively normal lives, but if we stay, just who will we become?”

“I… I don’t know. How will we even…”

“I don’t know, but leave the planning to me.” Bromi said.

“What if I don’t want to escape? It’s fun here. We’re all having fun, aren’t we?”

Rhain and Bromi both looked to Galene, and nodded, but slowly.

“We are, but… I don’t want to lose myself completely. I mean, yes I like the changes, and it’s fun being… hot, but… we don’t know what else Cyea has planned. Do you really want to let her decide your future?” Bromi said.

Galene was quiet, frowning as though she was struggling to think, her brain too slow, too full of pink fuzz.

“You trust us, don’t you.” Rhain said.

Galene nodded, finally.

“Good. Then just stay quiet, and when the time comes, we can make our escape and then… well, we can have fun back on the mainland too, right? With bodies like ours, I think we could have a lot of fun.” Bromi said.

Galene blushed, giggled.

“Okay.” She said. “I’ll be good.”

“Excellent, but… I guess we better get dressed. We don’t want to be late and make our Mistress suspicious. We have a breakfast to serve her after all.” Bromi said. “And remember, we need to keep this to just us three. Trust no one else, no matter what.”

Rhain nodded.

“I just hope you make a plan and quick, because I’m not sure how much longer I can resist her. Not with a body like this.” Rhain said.

“You and me both.” Bromi said, giggling.

Galene pouted for a moment, then shrugged.

“You’re both silly. Resiting is boring, and way too much work.” Galene said.

The three friends laughed, bushing pink. It was true. Giving in was so much more fun, but that was what worried them.


Two

The three friends changed into clean lingerie and their work uniforms, simple tunics of white, black, pink, flowing, gossamer cloth that they tied around their waists with gold cords, and then checked themselves in the mirror. They knew that Cyea would be inspecting them when they arrived to serve her, and they all wanted to avoid more punishments, perhaps even earn a reward.

The tunics were loose, sleeveless, with wide, deep necks, offering ample view of their arms, shoulders, their tits, the cloth flowing as they moved so the holes for their arms and necks would gape, showing off their bras, the swollen, taught, pert flesh of their breasts, clinging to their curves to show off the lurid, brazen, sexual forms of their bodies. It was just as bad around their asses and hips too, the thin cloth clinging to their womanly beauty, and so short that their whole legs were on display, calves, knees, thighs, any movement causing their panties to flash, their massive butts, the small, cute little bulges of their caged cocks. Their heeled sandals just made it worse, the tottering, swaying, wiggle they had been taught to perform serving only to accentuate the way their tunics clung to them, billowed, showing off more of their wanton sexuality.

“We look…” Bromi stalled, unable to finish her statement.

“Fucking hot.” Galene giggled.

She was grinning, wiggling, pouting, standing between her two friends, delighting in what she saw, three hot, sexy young serving girls ready to attend to their Mistress. Bromi and Rhain blushed, biting their bottom lips, flustered, squirmy, excited.

Galene giggled again, enjoying her friends' embarrassed excitement. She turned, lifted both hands, and slapped their asses playfully, the impact causing a sharp crack, and an even sharper sting.

Bromi and Rhain both froze, their blushes deepening. Why had that felt so good?

They looked at each other and blinked. Galene’s changes were becoming more and more obvious, not just her body, but her personality. She was ditzy and playful, and silly, and she… was having fun. Was this what lay in store for them too?

“Now, we better hurry. We have a Mistress to serve, and we don’t want her getting suspicious, do we?” Galene said, grinning.

She bounced off, swaying her ass, her tits jiggling, and she headed to the door, opening it, pausing to wait for her friends. They nodded and joined her, and the three set off together to begin their day.

They arrived at the kitchen and settled down to eat quickly, thanking their senior sisters that were working there that morning for preparing their food. As they ate they could not help but admire the other girls as they bustled about.

They were all so pretty, so sexy, so wonderfully varied and yet all perfect examples of feminine grace and charm. Some of them were cute, innocent, while others were buxom and almost sultry, some were tall and powerful, almost as regal as Cyea, while others were short, girlish, quiet and timid.

Watching them work preparing the breakfast meal for the other girls was a privilege, seeing the way they danced around each other, giggling, flirting, light touches, their smiles, their laughter, was a joy. It was the same where ever the girls toiled, where ever they laboured. They would smile, laugh, chat, and flirt, and it was a pleasure to watch. The girls here were free and happy, and they were all youthful, beautiful, content in their idyllic paradise.

Could it be like this for the three best friends? Could they find such freedom here, such joy, such happiness?

As Bromi, Rhain, and Galene watched the kitchen girls bustling, chopping, cooking, cleaning, the sway of their hips, their long smooth legs, their tits, their radiant faces, a question occurred to all of them. Given the changes they had been through since arriving, was it possible that… that all of the other girls were once as they had been? Had they arrived different to how they were now? Had Cyea changed them too? Had she gifted them new lives, new names, new bodies, new personalities?

Could the three best friends ever be as perfectly feminine and graceful and happy as the other girls? They thought back to the gardens, the baths, the lessons on how to walk in heels, how to dress and do make-up, style hair, how to be more of the women they were being made into, and they wondered… had the girls they had spent all that time with been in the same place as them, once?

If they just surrendered, could they be that happy, that beautiful, that free to explore their bodies, their souls, and just live in peace and tranquillity serving Cyea? The idea appealed, calling to them all, and that was the most dangerous part.

Finishing their breakfast quickly, not wanting to be late, the girls collected their Mistress’s breakfast from the kitchen in silence. There was a tray of coffee, a tray of bread, and a tray of fresh fruits, her usual breakfast that they had served her every morning since they had begun their new life of tending to her needs. The three friends thanked their senior sisters for preparing their food, and the other girls smiled back, wishing them good luck.

It was hard not to be happy on the island. The other girls were all so sweet and kind and genuine, thoughtful and affectionate with each other, their joy at just being so contagious that it was hard to resist the call of the life they all lived, simple and hard as it was. This was a rare, special place, and the only price seemed to be submission to Cyea’s will, giving themselves over to her, admitting that they belonged to her. Could they do that? Could they really just give in and be happy here? Could they live with their sisters, serving their Mistress, just relishing in the bliss of being pretty, the pleasure of having their bodies’ and souls’ needs met?

Heads practically bursting with questions, yet without the solace of answers, the three friends made their way to their Mistress’s room, their heels clicking on the hard stone floor. They arrived only a little early and paused outside to smooth out their tunics and look over each other’s hair and make-up.

“Ready?” Bromi asked.

The other two nodded. Bromi smiled.

“And remember, keep calm. Try not to give in too much. We can do this. We just need to wait for the right time.”

Bromi knocked, and there was a moment of silence following the hollow thud of her knuckles against the weathered wood. Was Cyea even awake?

“Come in girls.” Her voice came, smooth, commanding, the lure of it almost irresistible.

Bromi took a deep breath and opened the door. She stepped in and her friends followed her. Their Mistress was in bed, sat up, reading from one of her many well-kept notebooks, loose pages littered on the bed around her.

She was glorious as the morning sun, the pale moon, as terrible as the storms. She was dressed in a black gown that hung around her shoulders, ample view of her full tits, her pale skin like cream, flecked with freckles. Her red hair fell in long, full curls, almost like coiled serpents waiting to strike, and her eyes were brilliant, shimmering green, full of mystery and power and knowledge, her gaze enough to strike fear or wonder into the three girls.

As she shifted her gown slipped, baring just a little more of her tits, her arms, her shoulders, and the girls froze, awed by her beauty. Cyea smiled, aware of what she was doing, of the effect she had on her girls, relishing it. Behind her, by the window, a fluttering of black wings marked the arrival of one of her ravens, come to roost and eat from the small table she had set by the window for her feathered familiars.

“Ah, is it breakfast already. Wonderful. Honestly, I think I’d forget to breathe sometimes if I didn’t have my girls to take care of me.” Cyea said.

The three friends moved carefully across the room, one foot placed in front of the other, heel to toe, wiggling their asses, swaying their hips, all of them blushing as they became aware of just how intently Cyea was watching them.

They knew she liked to watch them, appreciated a pretty body and a little showing off when being served, and they were all beginning to find walking in the heels easier now after the days and weeks of practise. After their first mishap when serving her, being punished, they had all made a point to be more careful and there had not been another repeat of their clumsiness. They all walked with grace, and poise, practically strutting.

They placed the trays on the bed, carefully, legs straight, bending at the waist, curving their backs to make their butts stick out, watching their Mistress, glad to see the way she smiled at them, admired them. Bromi, Rhain, and Galene each did a little wiggle as they stood up straight, and Cyea shifted to pour herself a mug of hot coffee, sipped it while regarding them, examining them.

“You all look radiant today.” Cyea said, smiling. “And It’s nice to see you well presented and happy. It’s nice to see you settling into your new lives, learning to be content and enjoy the gifts I have offered you.”

“Thank you, Mistress.” Galene said, beaming.

Bromi and Rhain too whispered their thanks, blushing. There was always something in how she looked at them, almost as though she could read the very deepest recesses of their souls.

Cyea drank her coffee, nibbled on a slice of bread sweetened with dried fruits, herbs, and honey, ate a selection of stone fruits from the bowl. She made the girls turn for her, pose for her, and made them show off their bodies for her amusement. She was full of compliments this morning, praising them, and the words were a balm for each of them, washing over them, leaving a warm, tingling sensation in their bellies.

She was pleased with their progress, the changes in their bodies, but also the changes in their attitudes, their behaviour, and she told them so. She was especially pleased with Galene, telling the airhead blonde exactly how happy she was becoming with her, holding her up as an example to her friends.

“I can see how reluctant you are to surrender yourselves fully to me, but… see how happy Galene is now, see how happy the other girls are? Don’t you too want that? Don’t you crave this?”

Bromi and Rhain dithered. They were obedient, willing, but there was no hiding from Cyea their doubts, their reluctance however small that kept them from giving themselves over fully to her and the island.

They needed to hold out though. If they could, then maybe, just maybe, they could escape. Sure, they would be returning to very different lives now, looking as they did, but they could be free, they wouldn’t have to serve, and yet… somehow the idea of serving seemed like a small price to pay for the truer freedoms Cyea offered.

“I asked the fates and they brought me you three. There is a reason for that, but only you three can know just what that reason is. Look into your hearts. Is this new life I offer you really so bad? You can be beautiful, and you can live without fear. I offer you love and acceptance, pleasure. All you need to do is submit to me, give yourself to me utterly and without reservation.” Cyea said.

“It is more fun to just give in.” Galene said, giggling.

Could they…

The island did seem like a paradise, and the idea of becoming like the other girls, free and happy and beautiful, sexy, relishing the pleasures of the flesh, having their souls healed and replenished. Bromi and Rhain looked at each other. Cyea laughed, lightly.

“Well… there is still time. I am in no rush, and it’s no fun if I don’t need to work a little to capture your hearts.” Cyea said. “Why don’t you serve me a little as you think about it.”

Cyea shifted in her bed, turning to slip out from beneath her bedsheets, her long legs, smooth and flawless, her bare feet.

“Get the oil from my bedside table and on your knees. I want you to tend to me. My nails need taking care of, and I could do with a little massage.” She said.

Galene broke into a wide smile, rushed to fetch the oil.

“Yes, Mistress. Of course.” She said.

Bromi and Rhain looked at each other. They would need to tend to Cyea’s body. That would mean being close, touching her, attending to her. How on earth could they resist her?

Cyea smiled and slipped from the bed as Galene returned, and she slipped her gown from her shoulders, letting it slip off her body and pool at her feet. She was naked and radiant.

Her body was flawless, beauty and sex and power. She stood tall, regal, her red curls falling around her shoulders, down her back, her green eyes almost blazing. As she smiled the room seemed to brighten, lit by just the light of her joy. She stepped forward, towards the friends, and out of the puddle of her gown. Her hips swayed, ass wiggling, barefoot, utterly naked.

Compared to the three friends, and many of the other girls on the island, Cyea’s body was more restrained, demure, less pornographic, but it was still exceptional by any normal standards. She looked older than her girls, late middle age perhaps, but good for her years, though the girls suspected she was older, much, much older. Her eyes were wise, and there were a few lines worn by care and worry and happiness on her face, though they seemed only to enhance her beauty.

Her body too was the very example of feminine, womanly grace and beauty and poise. Where the three friends and their new sisters were all girls, young women, with taught, tight, ripe bodies, Cyea was a woman in her prime, containing all the power and mystery and wisdom of a woman.

Her breasts, full, were a little heavier, her ass rounder, hips wider, her trim waist and stomach just a touch softer, the eternal mother to her island of brazen beauties. Between her legs, the thatch of her dark red curls hid the secrets of her cunt, the musk of it a sweet scent on the morning breeze, no trace of the cock she had grown only days before, that she had grown several times now. As she walked the girls could not help but watch her. How they wanted to admire her, dote on her, serve her, be her. She was perfection… sex and love and power, wisdom and kindness and control. She was glorious, and the girls stood in awe of her, struck dumb by her radiant beauty, their cages suddenly very, very tight.

“Galene can oil my skin. Bromi, my feet and hands need special care, file my nails and keep my skin soft. Rhain, you can untangle my hair, and I have a special seed butter I use to keep it healthy. Oh, and do try not to enjoy yourselves too much.” Cyea said.

She smirked at the girls, aware of the control she had over them, aware of the effect her nakedness had on them. She walked across to a chair, resting beside her dressing table, and sat, spreading her legs to offer the barest glimpse of her glistening pussy.

“And girls, you should know by now that I don’t like to be kept waiting.” Cyea said.

The girls had been staring, captivated by Cyea, her nudity, her body and her face, her grace, her power, her voice, the idea of tending to her. Their cages were tight, and there was a fluttering in their bellies, nervousness and joy and something more.

“Yes, Mistress. Of course. Sorry.” Galene said, speaking first.

She hurried to her Mistress’s side, her empty brain finding it easier to recompose itself. Bromi and Rhain shook their heads, smiling, almost as dumb in that moment as Galene.

“Yes, Mistress.” They replied almost as one.

The three friends took their place beside their Mistress and began to serve her as she had instructed. Cyea smiled, sat back in her chair, and closed her eyes as the girls, her girls, began to tend to her.

Galene took up the small jar of oil, enriched with herbs, roots, flowers, and poured a small amount into the palm of her left hand. She put the jar down, rubbed her hands together, then put her hands on her Mistress’s shoulders, and began to massage, caress, rub.

“Mmm… that’s it, good girl. And remember to get every inch of my body. We need to keep me looking beautiful now don’t we?” Cyea said.

Galene, beaming, excited by the chance to touch and worship her Mistress, nodded.

“Yes Mistress, of course.”

Bromi dithered for a moment, looking over the table before finding a small container of rich cream next to a file made of fine stone. She picked these up, then knelt at Cyea’s feet, and began to work. She applied the cream first, massaging her Mistress’s soles, toes, smiling at the soft murmurs of her pleasure, then began to file her nails, working slowly, methodically, finding peace in the act of serving.

“You have such soft hands Bromi. You really are becoming quite the perfect serving girl.” Cyea said.

Bromi blushed, a swell of joy and pride. Why did her Mistress’s words mean so much to her? She craved her attention, her praise, and the way Cyea made her feel so small and pretty and weak both worried and excited her.

Finally, Rhain stepped forward. She picked up the comb and the small container of oil from the table that sat next to it and turned to face Cyea, the tangle of her curls intimidating.

“No comb Rhain. Fingers only, and be careful and gentle. A little oil in your hands and just stroke my hair to get it back into order, be delicate as you work out any tangles or knots. I should warn you too that I hate having my hair pulled.” Cyea said.

She was grinning, a look of menace and mischief in her eyes. Rhain nodded, put the comb down, and applied a little oil to her hands before stepping forward to stand at Cyea’s side. She took a deep breath, and began, lightly, carefully, to smooth down her Mistress’s mane of fierce red curls.

There were a few tangles, but nothing Rhain could not manage, and soon she found a sense of calm in the act, her fingers teasing through her Mistress’s beautiful hair, massaging her scalp, easing unruly hairs back into shape with gentle strokes. Cyea too relaxed, leaning back and sighing.

“You girls really are wonderful. You have come so far, and I feel so lucky to have you with me now. I called out in need and here you are, all three of you delivered to me as one. I am truly blessed.” Cyea said.

The girls blushed, grinning, her praise making them ache and throb, dizzy and flustered. They tended to their Mistress, caressing, stroking, soft hands over flawless, smooth skin, and the soft sigh of Cyea’s breathy moans was enough to make all of them throb in their cages. The air was heavy with the scent of herbs, flowers, and the three friends could not help but admire the sight of Cyea’s nakedness, glistening with oil, the slowly rising scent of her cunt as she relished their touch.

Bromi worked on Cyea’s feet, hands, and Rhain caressed her hair. Galene ran oily hands over Cyea’s shoulders, arms, belly, working up to her tits, barely able to breathe as she relished the privilege of touching her Mistress’s perfect body.

“Mmm… don’t stop. All of you, just… that feels so relaxing.” Cyea said, relishing the way her girls served her.

“You girls are such a special joy to me. You have come so far, so quickly, and I see so much potential in you. I cannot wait to see who you truly become, how you fit in here, how happy you will be. I cannot wait to see how happy you make me in the weeks, months, years to come.”

There was a quiet, the girls caressing, stroking, tending to her. There was a tenseness, the air laced with sexual tension, her power, their submission.

“I…” Galene broke the quiet. “I am sorry Mistress.”

Cyea opened her eyes, looked at Galene, and smiled.

“What is it beautiful one?” She asked.

“They have, we… they still want to leave you, Mistress, to escape. They told me not to tell and I agreed and I am sorry but… I cannot leave you. I will not leave you. Not ever.” Galene said.

Cyea’s smile shifted slightly, and she nodded. Galene looked close to tears.

Cyea turned to Rhain, to Bromi, and her smile faded.

“Is this true?” Cyea asked.

The tone of her voice said she already knew the answer and for a moment Bromi wondered if she had always known, if perhaps this whole scenario had simply been her way to test them, to lure the truth from one of them, to see if any of them were loyal enough to confess. Could they keep any secrets from this powerful woman?

Bromi and Rhain looked at each other, pale, quiet, afraid. Galene, their best friend, had betrayed them for Cyea. She was truly lost. How long before they too were similarly lost? They turned to their Mistress, and nodded. Better to confess and hope for leniency, than lie.

“I am very disappointed in you two.” Cyea said.

She looked to Galene, and smiled.

“But you… I am proud of you. You have shown yourself to be loyal and true.”

Galene beamed. She was grinning, flustered, but as she looked at her friends she seemed almost sad.

“I… I didn’t mean to tell, but… I was so happy this morning, serving, that… I knew I could never leave. I am happy here and… I want all of us to be happy here. I don’t want you to leave either.” Galene said.

Bromi and Rhain understood too well the lure of the island. They were not angry, or bitter, just… afraid of what Cyea might do.

“Well, they need to be punished of course.” Cyea said. “And you need a reward, for being a good girl. So… perhaps together we can convince these two stubborn sluts that their home is here now, with us, and that giving in is just more fun than resisting.”

Galene looked to her Mistress, smiling, and she almost bounced with excitement, her tits jiggling as she clapped. She nodded, giddy, and her blonde curls bounced.

“Oh yes please Mistress. I really want them to love it here just as much as I do now.” Galene said.

Cyea smiled, the light of her eyes sparkling, and Rhain and Bromi felt a core of worry, but also excitement, in their guts. Just what was their Mistress going to do to them?

“Good.” Cyea said. “Because I have just the thing in mind…”

Cyea, grinning, rose out of her chair, tall, proud, magnificent, shimmering with oil. Galene was beaming, giddy with the praise she had received, blushing, excited, while Rhain and Bromi stood pale and timid, aware that they were to be punished. Cyea turned to her girls, the three best friends, and they all knew that they would never escape, yet… that fact only made excited them.


Three

“Galene, come here and stand in front of me.” Cyea said.

Galene did as she was told. She tottered to stand in front of her Mistress, wiggling her hips and ass, her tits jiggling. She stopped just in front of her and looked up, delighted, eager, excited.

“Now strip. Bra and panties off, but leave your stockings, suspenders, and heels on.” Cyea said. “All of you.”

She spoke to Bromi and Rhain as well as Galene and the girls, after only a moment's pause, obeyed. They slipped out of their bras and panties before standing partially naked, their bodies all the more sexual for the scraps of lingerie they wore—suspenders, stockings, heels. Rhain’s tits were enormous, but pert, and Bromi’s ass was a thing of almost impossible beauty, and Galene looked at them with something close to envy, but tinged with lust, as though her fat, bee-stung lips were somehow now quite fair exchange for their ample assets.

“Such pretty girls, but… I think given you are three, and given your recent behaviour, we can do more.” Cyea said.

She raised one hand and spoke a soft word in a language none of the girls knew. There was a warmth in the air, a threefold click, and then… the girls sighed, a sense of relief and joy as their cages fell from their pretty little dicks.

“Thank you, Mistress.” Galene said almost at once. “But…”

Cyea raised a single finger to quiet Galene’s questions and doubts. Galene fell silent, obedient, waiting for her Mistress’s command.

At the sense of freedom, the excitement of being uncaged for the first time in days, weeks, in the presence of their beautiful Mistress, all three girls began to harden, their cute little dicks swelling, throbbing. Bromi and Rhain squirmed, nervous about their punishment, while Galene was excited for her reward.

“Oh my, you girls are keen. But… I’m afraid for the two of you that will not do. You see, you’ve been bad, and I have… other plans for you.” Cyea said.

She smiled, and gestured with her hand again, speaking several words in her unknown tongue. The air shimmered, and both Rhain and Bromi gasped. The sound was one of pleasure and pain. Galene stared at her friends, confused. She was feeling… nothing.

“Fuck…” Bromi whispered.

Rhain’s lips moved but no sound came. Galene watched, Cyea’s hand working the magicks she wielded, and the shimmering seemed to focus on Rhain’s and Bromi’s dicks.

Slowly, impossibly, they began to shrink, becoming smaller, softer, growing limp and useless. They became small, then tiny, utterly soft, useless. The air grew still and Cyea’s ceased working her spell.

“There. You won’t need cages any more now, since you’ll never be getting hard again, but don’t worry, there are still lots of ways for you to enjoy yourselves, and learning just how I think will bind you tighter to me, and your sisters. You will come to accept that your home is here, and this will help you.” Cyea said.

Bromi and Rhain looked at each other, looked down at each other’s tiny dicks, then down at their own. They looked so… pretty, so dainty and cute and feminine, and they would never get hard again? How were they supposed to cum? How would they experience pleasure, how would they…

“And as for you…” Cyea looked to Galene.

Galene smiled. She had seen what her Mistress had done to her friends and the thought of her doing the same to her just excited her, left her happy. She wanted to be bound tighter to her Mistress and her sisters, wanted to be the prettiest girl she could be, and if that meant having a tiny cute little dick that never got hard she was eager for it.

“I have something different in mind, as a reward for being such a good girl, and to make better use of you three as a unique trio.” Cyea said.

She smiled and moved her hand again, speaking words of power. The air shimmered again, and Galene felt a warmth in her crotch and belly, a fluttering of more than nervous excitement. She felt her cock throbbing, warm, a deep-rooted pleasure blossoming and she gasped.

“Fuck… oh… oh gods… I…” Cyea could barely speak.

Rhain and Bromi watched her, eyes wide. Her cock was not shrinking, was not softening. Instead, it was… it was… growing harder, thicker, longer. Galene whimpered, gasping in delight, unable to process what was being done to her.

Her cock grew, becoming thick and long, stunningly beautiful, a bead of precum glistening on the slit of its prominent head. It was enormous, hard, and… irresistible. Both Rhain and Bromi could not take their eyes off it.

Cyea’s words faded, and the air calmed. The pleasure Galene had been suffering faded, and she took a deep breath.

“What…”

She fell silent as she looked down, saw how she had changed. Her eyes went wide and her mouth hung open.

“But… why? I thought I would be pretty?” Galene said.

There was a note of almost sadness in her voice, almost panic. Her cock was so large now, and aching, demanding touch, heavy and thick and long. It looked so obscene on her small, slim, feminine body.

“What’s wrong, beautiful?” Cyea asked.

Galene turned to her Mistress. Her cock swayed with the inertia of the movement.

“I… I thought you wanted me to be pretty…” Galene said.

She sounded close to tears. She had seen how her friends had been changed, their dicks becoming pretty, tiny, worthless, and she had thought she would be rewarded, but instead…

“You are pretty Galene. You are stunning, sexy, and this… your cock… it is my gift to you for being a good girl. You are beautiful, and your cock is beautiful, because it is yours.” Cyea spoke slowly, softly, earnestly.

She looked over Galene’s shoulders to her best friends. Their gazes were still fixed on Galene’s massive, wonderful prick.

“Don’t you agree girls? Isn’t it beautiful? Isn’t your best friend’s massive cock beautiful?” Cyea asked.

Bromi and Rhain were still for a moment. Galene turned to face them, and saw them both, slowly, nod.

“It’s….” Bromi could not speak.

“Gorgeous.” Rhain said. “You’re gorgeous.”

Galene’s lips twitched, hints of a grin. She shifted, wiggling slightly, making her tits bounce and her massive cock sway.

“Really? You really like it?” Galene asked.

Both Rhain and Bromi nodded again. Galene giggled, her mood lightening, her cock throbbing. She was beginning to appreciate the gift and the reward her Mistress had given her.

There was a shift in the air, quiet words, but none of the friends noticed. Bromi and Rhain were too hypnotised by Galene’s cock, and Galene was too excited by the way her friends were looking at her new, massive prick.

“Is it as gorgeous as mine?” Cyea asked.

Bromi and Rhain and Galene all turned to look, saw that their Mistress had again grown her perfect cock. It was thick, long, throbbing, easily the equal to Galene’s and just as stunningly beautiful. The sight of their best friend standing next to their Mistress, both with such beautiful cocks, made Bromi and Rhain whimper.

“And now… for the final part of the reward, and the final part of your punishment.” Cyea said, smiling.

She smiled and spoke a string of words in her unknown language. The air shimmered again, and Bromi and Rhain gasped as they felt a tightness in their feet, hands. Their skin felt warm, almost hot, and the sensation shifted, became focussed on their ankles and fingers.

Bromi and Rhain whined, biting their bottom lips, the sensation a heady mix of pleasure and pain, blossoming, becoming so intense that they had to shift, wiggling their fingers, stepping in their heels as though on tiptoe.

Galene watched as their posture subtly changed. They stood just a little taller, their butts sticking out more, shoulders back to make their tits seem, impossibly, larger. They shifted their feet, standing with them just a little further apart, and their legs looked so long and perfect, with thick thighs and wide hips.

None of the girls, not even Bromi and Rhain, could work out just what was being done to the pair. Why did their ankles ache so much?

Their hands seemed to change too, and for a moment their fingers seemed to grow. Bromi and Rhain held their hands up, examining them, and as their fingers seemed to stretch they realised what was changing.

Their fingernails were growing longer, impossibly fast, becoming long talons, extending an inch beyond the tips of their fingers. The colours changed too, Bromi’s becoming a deep, dark red, like ripe cherries, and Rhain’s became a soft baby-doll pink with a thin white line on the tip like a perfect French manicure.

Rhain and Bromi just stared in wonder, and Galene pouted, envious of the beautiful nails her friends had been given as… punishment?

“And the final touch…” Cyea said, grinning.

She stepped forward, towards Bromi and Rhain, and she seemed suddenly to be holding four small silver metal rings, two with black gems, two with white. She stepped up to Bromi first, and lifted one ring to Bromi’s right tit, pressing it to her nipple.

Bromi gasped, a jolt of pain, and then a burst of pleasure. Cyea repeated the gesture to Bromi’s left nipple, attaching one ring to each, perfect black gemmed piercings hanging from Bromi’s fat, long, hard nipples.

“… there. And of course not forgetting you.”

Cyea moved to Rhain, pressing one ring to her left nipple, then the other to her right. The rings hung perfectly from Rhain’s obscenely large tits, her lurid nipples, the white gems gleaming.

“But… I thought they were being punished? They look so… so cute!” Galene whined.

Cyea only smiled, turned to the ditzy blonde. Rhain and Bromi looked down at their hands, their feet, their nipples, puzzling over their changes, their punishment. The nipple rings were… cute, and their nails looked so sexy, and they couldn’t even see what had changed with their feet.

“Oh, but it is a punishment. They might look cute, and I do so love cute things, but there is reason there. The nails… well, they will reduce manual dexterity. They are quite unbreakable, and quite permanent, until I chose to undo them of course, so while they look pretty, Bromi and Rhain will find it very difficult to do anything but the most basic tasks, which will make it much harder to plan any escape from me. I’ll be adjusting your daily chores, obviously, so lots of simple tasks, lots of serving, nothing that requires delicate use of your hands. And then there are the piercings, those are lovely of course, but they have a purpose. If you are ever more than five kilometres from me without my explicit permission you will suffer pain that you’ll find to be quite debilitating, and as a bonus, they can be used to grant quite delicious pleasure, so that I will be better able to reward you, and train you.”

Bromi and Rhain went pale. They looked at their new piercings, their hands. They were being rendered utterly powerless, were completely at the mercy of their Mistress.

“Which leads me finally to your feet, or, more specifically, your ankles. Those have been… adjusted. You will find it much easier and much more comfortable to wear heels now. You’ll find walking is a rather more sensual affair, with a more pronounced wiggle to your hips and ass, but… you’ll find that without heels standing will be agony. If you take your heels off you’ll be forced to walk awkwardly on tiptoe or crawl on all fours to even get around without pain, so again, think carefully if you plan on escaping, because walking across treacherous, uneven ground in those heels will not be easy.”

Cyea was grinning. Bromi and Rhain both looked aghast. They were prisoners, trapped by their own bodies. Yet… what had been done to them excited them.

“And Galene… my good girl. You get your reward now. If you’d like, I can change you as I have changed your friends, though without the unfortunate side effects, if you wish?.”

Galene nodded.

“Please Mistress. I love their nails and nipple rings! I want to look cute for you, and… I’d like to be able to look as sexy as possible in my heels.” Galene said.

“Very well. We can do that after your reward. And you do want your reward, don’t you?”

Galene nodded again. Cyea’s smile widened. She stepped across the room towards Galene, and as she did she spoke a single word of power. The air shifted again and Cyea moaned softly as her beautiful, perfect, fat, long cock began to grow even harder between her legs. Galene broke into a wide smile and fell to her knees without a word, her lips parting, mouth watering.

“So you see what I have for you and you want it?” Cyea asked

Galene nodded, eagerly. Cyea moved to stand in front of the pretty blonde, her bee-stung lips pink, wet, pouty.

“But there’s more too.” Cyea said. “Bromi, Rhain, you are to come here and attend to your friend. I want your lips on her cock while her lips are on mine. Her reward is the chance to pleasure me while you pleasure her. Understand?”

Cyea glanced over her shoulder to Rhain and Bromi. They were pale, but their eyes were turned down, glued to Galene’s magnificent prick.

“Do you understand?” Cyea asked again, her voice harder.

Galene looked to her friends, saw the way they were staring at her, lust and anxiety. They were her best friends, and, while it was true that had all sucked Cyea’s cock before, this was her cock. Her friends were going to have to make her cum with their pretty mouths, and that was different. The thought only excited her though.

“It’s okay.” Galene said. “I… I’ll be gentle.”

She was smiling. Bromi and Rhain looked up, into her face, saw their best friend, the beautiful, sexy blonde. The worry in them lifted. Her cock was so beautiful, and they knew then that they could do it, that they would enjoy it. Together Rhain and Bromi nodded.

“We understand Mistress.” They said together.

Cyea nodded.

“Good. Now, get to it girls. I have a busy day planned, for me and you, and as much as I’m sure we’d all enjoy it, we don’t have all day to lie around enjoying each other’s bodies.”

That was all the encouragement the girls needed. Galene turned away from her friends and shifted on her knees towards her Mistress. She reached out and grasped Cyea’s perfect cock in her hand and began to stroke.


Four

As Galene’s hand worked up and down Cyea’s beautiful prick Rhain and Bromi both fell to all fours. Their bodies were full of new instincts, new desires, and they knew what they had to do.

Rhain and Bromi began to crawl across the floor towards their best friend, and Galene giggled as she saw them out of the corner of her eye. The bulk of her attention remained fixed on her Mistress’s cock, but she could not help but notice the sway of Bromi’s enormous ass, the way Rhain’s massive tits hung beneath her like udders—the pair were beyond sexy, had become something brazen, lurid, a deviant fetish made flesh, and they were going to pleasure her new, fat, long, beautiful cock as she got the pleasure of sucking on her Mistress’s with her plump, wet, bee-stung lips.

Just the thought of sucking, licking, and the taste of cum was enough to drive Galene wild now. She was a cum-slut, addicted to her Mistress’s cock, and she could no longer deny her desires, her lusts, her need for cock. As Rhain and Bromi crawled on all fours towards her Galene leant forward to kiss the head of Cyea’s perfect prick.

“Good girl.” Cyea said.

Galene moaned, a whimper of pleasure, and now her lips had touched Cyea’s cock, there was no restraining her need. Her lips parted and she pressed forward, pursing her lips into a tight ‘O’, forcing her head forward, letting the length and girth of her Mistress’s prick force her mouth wider.

Cyea smiled, relishing how impressive her cum-slut’s skills had become in such a short space of time. She reached up and ran her hand over Galene’s bright blonde waves, gripping the hair on the back of her head, encouraging her to take more. Galene obliged. She sucked, lips tight, and her tongue lapped, massaging the hot, hard shaft of her Mistress’s cock, feeling it throb and pulse.

She took the cock deeper, letting the head just press at the back of her throat, and she suppressed the urge to gag—the skill coming easily now. Teasing, she sucked, working her lips up, letting the cock slip out of her mouth until just the prominent head was between her fat, sensitive, pink, wet lips. Her tongue teased over the slit, tasting precum, and Cyea moaned in pleasure.

Galene was lost to the joy of it, on her knees, serving, sucking cock, being a good girl, a cum-slut. She sucked, hard, lips tight, tongue lapping, and her head sank down again, taking more of Cyea’s prick, licking, sucking, letting her Mistress fuck her face.

She was engrossed, drunk on bliss, and she did not notice how close Rhain and Bromi had come, had forgotten them and the second part of her reward. As two pairs of lips met on either side of her new, beautiful, massive cock she gasped, the noise sending a pulse of pleasant vibrations down Cyea’s cock.

The pleasure made Galene suck harder, and a shiver of joy ran up her spine. Bromi and Rhain worked their lips in unison, up and down, tongues wetting Galene’s thick cock as she sucked Cyea’s perfect prick, and the pleasure was enough to drive thought and resistance and wit from Galene’s ditzy mind.

“Such good girls.” Cyea said, grinning. “Such pretty cum-sluts.”

Galene moaned, and Bromi and Rhain moaned. They could not deny it. While Galene was blessed with the pleasure from her fat lips, that joy making her addiction to sucking cock worse, both Rhain and Bromi could not deny how right it felt to suck their best friend’s beautiful cock. It was thick, long, hard, and there would be cum. They would be allowed to taste it, swallow it, and they wanted it almost as much as Galene wanted her Mistress’s.

As Galene sucked deep, letting the head of Cyea’s cock press at the back of her throat, she relaxed, and her throat opened. She pressed on even as Cyea fucked her hips forward, and Cyea’s cock fucked deep into Galene’s tight throat.

Galene moaned in bliss, swallowing, throat milking, and a new sense of joy blossomed as she felt a tongue lick her thick cock even as a pair of lips engulfed the head, sucking, wrapped tight, one of her best friends taking her cock into her tight, wet, hot mouth.

Galene had no idea who was doing what, but she did not care. The tongue lapping at her shaft was a wet, slobbery delight, and the lips wrapped tight, sucking, milking, were pure bliss.

The pleasure only drove Galene on, sucking harder, taking Cyea’s cock deeper, and she sucked, letting her Mistress fuck her throat deep and hard, Cyea’s grip on Galene’s hair tight.

“Fuck.. watching you three behave like such good sluts gets me so hard.” Cyea said.

Galene looked up at her Mistress, her mouth and throat full of cock, and she smiled, moaning in delight as her lips and tongue and throat pulsed with hot pleasure, her addiction to cock and cum growing. She felt a tongue wrap around her shaft, lips kissing, and felt the mouth on her fat prick sink deeper, lips still tight, sucking, the second tongue working to wet her girth as one of her friends fucked up and down her cock with her tight, wet, hot mouth.

Galene’s head spun, and she was lost on a wave of pleasure. This was her reward for being a good girl and she knew she would never be able to resist Cyea again, not when this was what she got for behaving.

Bromi moaned as she worked her mouth on Galene’s cock. She had been timid at first, anxious. She had sucked Cyea’s cock, tasted her Mistress’s cum, but this… this was her best friend's cock. If she did this then what would come next?

The moment her lips had touched the fat, thick, long cock though her resistance had begun to dwindle. Both Bromi and Rhain had found pleasure in kissing, worshipping, pleasuring Galene’s cock together, and Bromi had felt a deep throbbing need growing in her belly, in her ass, a hunger that would not be sated.

In desperation, she had wrapped her lips around Galene’s cock, began sucking, but that had only made the need inside her tight, virgin ass worse. Her mouth was full of a fat, beautiful cock, and it felt good. How much better would it feel to have that cock inside her ass?

Bromi’s head was spinning as she struggled to process these new desires, and watching Rhain only made it worse. Rhain, so beautiful now, so sexy, was kissing the base of Galene’s cock, worshipping it with her tongue and lips as Bromi sucked, fucked the beautiful prick with her mouth, and she looked so fucking hot. Bromi watched as Rhain’s lips and tongue left a glistening trail of spit, the glazed, pleasure-drunk expression in her eyes, the way her massive tits swayed. It was impossible not to get turned on and yet… Bromi’s cock stayed limp, small, cute, pretty.

And Rhain’s did too. Even as she lost herself in the pleasure of Galene’s gorgeous, beautiful dick, Rhain could not help but whimper in frustration. She was so horny, so turned on, her mouth buzzing with pleasure as she kissed, licked, tended to Galene’s cock, fondling her own tits to try to soothe the tingling, throbbing need in them, the aching pressure in her nipples. Yet, her cock was soft, limp, useless. If she was ever to feel pleasure again, ever to experience relief from her constant, growing, insatiable need to cum, it would not be from her pretty little dick.

As Bromi took Galene’s cock deeper, letting the head brush at the back of her throat, choking herself on it, Galene took Cyea’s cock deep, swallowing the entire length, delighting in the heady, dizzy feeling of being denied air. She swallowed, milking, and Cyea reward her by thrusting deeper, Galene’s face pressed into her groin, the fat, thick, long cock throbbing in the tight confines of Galene’s throat, stretching her, training her to be a better cum-slut.

Rhain, lapping with her tongue, kissing, pined. She could see the joy on Bromi’s face as she choked on Galene’s beautiful cock, drooling even with her lips wrapped tight, sucking hard, and she could hear the moans of delight as Galene took the entire length of their Mistress’s cock. She wanted that, wanted that pleasure.

As Bromi eased up off Galene’s cock, sucking and licking on just the tip, Rhain licked up the spit-wetted shaft. She lifted her lips and offered them to Bromi. There was a moment, their eyes meeting, and then Bromi lifted her lips off Galene’s cock and the pair kissed, lips touching, pressing together, small playful nips, tongues extending, the kiss quickly becoming more intense.

The two best friends kissed deeply, passionately, intensely. Galene whimpered, her wet cock thrusting into only air, pining for a mouth to fuck.

“As hot as it is to watch you finally give in and enjoy each other like that, you have a job to do. You are supposed to be pleasuring your friend's beautiful cock, remember?” Cyea said, grinning.

Bromi and Rhain broke their kiss and looked up, nodded. They blushed, looked back to Galene’s perfect, wet, slobbery cock, drooling precum as her hips fucked trying to find their willing mouths.

“Can I…” Rhain whispered.

Bromi nodded.

“I suppose it is your turn.” She said, smiling.

Rhain beamed, delighted. What was happening to her? Why was she so excited by by prospect of sucking her best friend's massive cock?

She was too eager to dwell on the question though, too horny to focus. Rhain shifted, lips still tingling after the kiss, and she kissed the head of her best friend’s cock, softly at first, then harder, deeply, tonguing, sucking, lips pursed tight.

Galene, feeling the contact of more lips, another mouth, thrust her hips on instinct, even as she continued to deep throat her Mistress’s cock. She forced her fat prick into her friend’s mouth, stretching Rhain’s lips, feeling the delight of the hot, wet, tight confines.

Rhain whimpered, her limp little dick drooling, and her body thrummed with need. She sucked, hard, lips stretched, mouth forced open as Galene fucked her face. Her tongue lapped, and she watched, sucking, having her mouth fucked as Bromi joined in, lowering her face to kiss and lick at the base of Galene’s shaft.

Galene sucked, working her mouth up and down Cyea’s cock, letting it fuck into her throat, and the pleasure swelled. Her mouth was such a source of pleasure now, lips and tongue and throat so sensitive, her mouth made for sucking cock, and she was happy, her empty head full only of thoughts of cock and cum.

Her hips worked on their own, forcing more and more of her magnificent prick into Rhain’s mouth even as Bromi licked, kissed, sucked on the base of her thick shaft. Rhain choked, and the head of Galene’s fat cock just barely entered her throat, stretching it, and Rhain discovered a new, heady pleasure from submitting, serving, being a cum-slut, her limp, useless little dick drooling precum.

“Such good girls. Now, are you ready for your rewards?” Cyea asked.

Galene looked up at her Mistress, eyes wide, eager, throat full of cock. She wanted her Mistress’s cum, needed it. Her friends, sucking on her fat, long cock were driving her wild but she knew, instinctively, that it was her Mistress's seed that would unlock the true depths of her pleasure and release.

“Rhain, Bromi, you are to share remember… both of you are to receive your best friend’s cum, and you are not to spill a drop.”

Cyea’s words drove the three girls into almost a frenzy. As her cock swelled, throbbing, fucking deeper into Galene’s tight throat, Galene began to suck harder, faster, deeper, gagging, her throat milking.

Rhain and Bromi both shifted, lips on either side of Galene’s cock to form an obscene ring of lips and tongues, letting her fat cock thrust between them. Galene thrust, fucking, her hips chasing the pleasure that was building in her fat, throbbing cock even as her lips, tongue, throat, chased the delight building in her mouth.

Cyea’s grip in her hair tightened, and she thrust, hard, deep, burying her cock in Galene’s throat, holding in there, choking the cum-slut. Galene held her place happily, giddily, throat swallowing over and over, milking, and then… then Cyea’s cock throbbed, hard, and she was cumming, her perfect cock erupting down Galene’s throat, choking her, more cum that she could easily swallow.

Galene choked, the bliss of it swelling, and Cyea pulled back, let her cum fill Galene’s mouth, letting her cum-slut taste it. The buzzing pleasure in her tongue, lips, and throat reached a new crescendo at the taste of her Mistress’s cum, and it was enough to drive her over the edge.

As Galene swallowed, eagerly, gladly, her body pulsed with pleasure. Bromi and Rhain sucked, lips on either side of Galene’s cock, kissing, the shaft fucking the ring on their joined lips, and they felt her cock engorge, throbbing.

Do not spill a drop.

Their Mistress had told them not to waste any of their best friend’s seed. They moved quickly, both slipping their lips up to the head of Galene’s cock, placing their open mouths beneath her oozing slit. Galene’s cock thrust into the air above their waiting faces as Galene swallowed, lips tight, receiving the gift of Cyea’s cum.

Galene moaned, and then… she was cumming. Her cock rubbed over the wet lips and tongues of her best friends and she was cumming, her fat, long, beautiful cock spilling her seed over their waiting faces, covering them with hot, thick, sticky cum. There was a torrent of it, covering their eyes, noses, filling their mouth, spraying into their hair.

Galene’s hips thrust, painting her friends’ faces with cum even as she swallowed the last of her Mistress’s reward, Bromi and Rhain moaning in delight as they felt their faces painted by the thick jizz, sticky and hot, the sweet-salty taste filling their mouths, Galene’s cock offering them more than they could easily swallow.

“Such good girls.” Cyea said. “Such pretty cum-sluts.”

The words floated on the air, branding not just Galene but Rhain and Bromi too. Galene swallowed the last of her Mistress’s reward and her climax slowed, then stopped, her cock spilling the last drops of her cum onto Rhain’s and Bromi’s faces. Galene sucked, savouring the last of Cyea’s sticky, delicious cum, then pulled her lips off with an audible pop. She looked up at her Mistress, buzzing, giddy, her best friends licking and kissing the last of her cum from the head of her massive prick.

“Thank you, Mistress.” Galene said.

Her cock dripped cum onto Bromi’s and Rhain’s faces. Cyea smiled, nodding.

“You are welcome beautiful, but I might ask, how did you enjoy the second part of your reward? Did your sexy little cum-sluts perform well for you?”

Galene nodded. She and Cyea looked down, saw Bromi and Rhain basking beneath Galene's slowly softening cock, beaming, mouths full of cum, faces painted with it, copious amounts of cum tangled in their hair. Yet… not a drop had spilt onto the floor.

“They were wonderful. Their mouths… I… I can’t believe my best friends are such talented cock suckers.” Galene said, giggling.

Cyea smiled, nodding.

“Yet perhaps not quite as talented as you.” Cyea said. “I did notice that they are not yet capable of taking all of your beautiful cock, which means they can’t take all of mine. I expect you to change that.”

“Me? I…” Galene faltered, confused.

“Your friends belong to you now, for the time being at least. Since I know I can trust you, I am putting them in your charge. I want you to train them, help them accept their place here. I want you to show them that they can be truly happy here. But… no fucking them, for now at least. I want you to focus on mouth, hands, and their other skills.”

Galene beamed.

“Consider them your personal cum-sluts until I say otherwise.” Cyea said.

“Thank you, Mistress.” Galene said.

Cyea smiled. Rhain and Bromi, still covered in cum, were quiet, small shudders of frustrated need, their tiny little limp dicks useless, their body craving release.

“First though, why don't you direct their clean-up.” Cyea said.

Galene giggled. She looked down at her best friends, both so pretty and sexy covered in the vast amounts of her cum.

She was going to be allowed to cover them in her cum whenever she wanted, use their mouths whenever she wanted. Her best friends were her personal cum-sluts, and she would be training their mouths, and their throats, with her new, fat, long, beautiful cock, making them squirm and ache and whimper while their tiny little pretty dicks remained soft and limp and useless.

“Kiss each other.” Galene said. “Lick each other. I want you both to lick and suck and kiss each other until you are both spotless. And if any gets on the floor, you’ll be licking that up too. Understand?”

Rhain and Bromi, faces smeared with cum, mouths still full as they savoured the taste, lips covered, both nodded. They swallowed the cum in their mouths, then turned to face each other, leaned forward, and began to kiss.

As their lips met they moaned, a flood of new, brighter sensations. Were their lips too now more sensitive? What did that mean? Would they become more like Galene? Addicted to cock, cum, sucking, having their throats fucked?

Their thoughts though were quickly blotted out by the sensations of their kiss, lips, tongues, tasting the cum from each other's mouths. Galene and Cyea watched as Bromi and Rhain kissed, licked, sucked.

Their lips parted and they began to lick each other's faces, the taste and the feel of Galene’s cooling cum dissolving any reluctance or inhibition. They were cum-sluts now and they needed cum.

As they cleaned each other, their sexy bodies shivering in delight, Galene admired her friends, her cum-sluts. With their long nails, pierced nipples, lurid bodies, they were more than she could have ever dreamed of, and she was responsible for training them to be good cum-sluts for their Mistress. She was going to have a lot of fun, but first…

“Mistress…”

Galene turned to face Cyea, smiling. Cyea waited for Galene to speak, both of them keeping a close eye on Bromi and Rhain as they cleaned each other's faces of every last drop of cum.

“… could you… you said I could have the same nails and piercings, since I’d been a good girl. Could I… please?”

Cyea smiled, nodded again.

“For you, since you’ve been a good girl, of course. Plus… since you all did so well, I have a little additional reward in mind for all of you.”

Cyea began to speak words of power, and the air shifted. Galene buzzed with excitement, eager for her continued transformation. At the mention of an additional reward Bromi, Rhain, and Galene all felt their bellies flutter. Just what did their Mistress have in mind?


Five

The three best friends found it surprisingly easy to fall into their new routine. Galene, as dumb and as blonde and as ditzy as she was, relished being in charge, and Rhain and Bromi knew that there was no point in resisting her, in refusing her commands.

Galene was seductive, beguiling, eager to show her friends the pleasure of their new lives, how fun it was to be pretty, that it was better and easier to just enjoy the delights the island had to offer, and she was also persuasive. Galene had been given control of their new nipple piercings—able to cause the pair both immense pleasure and overwhelming pain—but she had also been given control of their additional reward, which had rendered them very, very keen to obey, eager to experience that heady, addictive pleasure that was being used to corrupt them.

Cyea had gifted each of the three best friends a large, heavy, pretty butt-plug, silver metal, each with a coloured, heart-shaped gem on the head—black for Bromi, white for Rhain, and lurid baby-pink for Galene. The girls had demonstrated mixed emotions when they had seen their rewards, surprise, shock, fear, excitement, all of them showing many feelings, anxiety and eagerness, their scepticism at having the plugs inserted quashed by their desire to experience the thick, heavy plugs inside their tight, virgin holes.

Cyea had asked who wanted to go first, and both Galene and Rhain had been bashful, but Bromi had been unable to deny her need, her curiosity. Just seeing the plugs had made her asshole clench, a blossoming hunger growing inside her. Her ass was so fat now, hips so wide. She was made for being bent over, spreading her legs, having her tingly, sensitive fuck-hole stretched.

Cyea had not even needed to tell Bromi what to do, Bromi acting on instinct, moving quickly to stand beside her Mistress, falling to all fours, spreading her legs as she lowered her face to the ground, curving her back to offer her ass up.

“Such an eager butt-slut.” Cyea had said, teasing.

Bromi had known the truth of it though. She was a butt-slut. That was her place now. That was what she was made for, yet… it hadn’t happened yet. There was a craving in her that she was wrestling with, the insatiable desire to have her ass fucked, the constant pleasurable throbbing in her ass driving her wild, made worse now by the limp, worthless frustration of her tiny dick.

As Cyea had pressed the plug to Bromi’s ass she had been surprised by the sudden wetness between her legs, her ass growing slick as her arousal grew, her body changed even more than she had realised, her ass now a hole meant for sex. Had the same thing happened to her friends, or was this her curse alone, her blessing?

The thought of it, becoming an anal slut, her fat ass being fucked constantly, her hole filled with cocks, cum, only made her hole wetter, and it stretched, gaping in invitation so that Cyea needed only apply a little pressure to the plug before it popped past her outer ring, filling her.

“My, someone was eager to have her ass filled.” Cyea had said.

Bromi had been unable to deny it. It felt too good, and she had moaned in delight as her hole clenched tight around the plug, sucking it deeper, almost fucking herself. Bromi had murmured her agreement as she wiggled her hips, savouring the feeling of the massive plug inside her ass.

“Who’s next?” Cyea had asked.

Both Galene and Bromi, after seeing the pleasure on Bromi’s face, watching with awe as her ass had been filled, volunteered together. Cyea, ever willing to gift her girls more, had filled the two girls at the same time, their holes offering only a little more resistance, but not as much as Galene and Bromi had expected, each of them eager to feel what it was like to have their tight, virgin holes filled.

They had all been overwhelmed by it, the new sensation, the pleasure even more intense than when they had all had their asses fingered in the baths, their holes pleasured until they came. Their bodies were different now, changed, prettier, sexier, more obviously made for pleasure, and their corruption had deepened.

Yet... it was more than that. The plugs themselves contributed to the intense pleasure, and Cyea had been only too keen to demonstrate just what they were capable of.

She had made the girls line up, and then, with a single gesture, had activated the plugs. They had grown suddenly warm, swelling, a subtle vibration, and it had felt almost… as if they were moving. The girls had gasped, knees suddenly weak, and the air had filled with the sounds of their sudden pleasure.

The plugs had fucked in and out of their tight holes, their fuck-holes suddenly thrumming, slick, slippery, lubricated by the plugs themselves—as well as the copious juices of Bromi’s arousal—and the girls had been unable to speak, lost on the tide of sensations as the plugs drove them wild. Rhain and Galene had managed to stay on their feet, barely, but Bromi had collapsed to her knees, to all fours, and had bent over, ass raised high, back curved, legs spread, hips moving on their own to feel more of the pleasure.

It was addictive, and Bromi’s changed body only made the sensations more intense. Her ass was a source of pleasure now, her hole tight and wet, so sensitive, the feeling of the plug filling her, slipping in and out, pressing on the knot of joy inside her, her slick walls clenching, hips working to feel more, it was almost too much. Her pretty little dick throbbed, limp and useless, drooling precum as the plug teased her, and she realised that her dick was never going to give her pleasure again, never going to give her relief, yet… she didn’t care, not when her ass felt this good. What would it be like to have her Mistress bend her over, spread her legs, and fuck her with that perfect cock. What would it feel like to have Galene, her best friend, bend her over and…

The sensations had stopped almost as quickly as they began. Bromi whined. She had been so close to release, and it had been so long. She clenched her hole but the sensations, though intense, pleasurable, were a pale imitation of the plug when active.

Bromi had sat up, flustered, blushing, aware what an anal-slut she was becoming, and saw Rhain, blushing, her cute little dick also limp, while Galene… Galene’s cock was hard, thick, massive, and Bromi could not help but wonder what that would feel like in her ass, fucking her. What was happening to her?

Cyea had only smiled, glad to see her gifts were working, and she had, without ceremony, handed control of Bromi’s and Rhain’s gifts to Galene.

“You can cause them pain if they disobey, but never enough to harm them, and you can cause them pleasure if they obey, or if they are good, though never enough to grant them release. Train them for me. I expect well-behaved sluts when I next see the three of you.” Cyea had said.

Galene had nodded, her face had been pale, uncertain, almost timid. Cyea had just smiled at the dumb, blonde bimbo, stepping closer, reaching out with one hand to stroke Galene’s hard cock gently.

“I know you can do it.” Cyea had whispered. “Otherwise I wouldn’t entrust this task to you. You’re a good girl Galene. You understand the pleasure of behaving, submitting, and I just want you to show your friends that pleasure. Teach them to behave, show them how to serve, how to be a dumb, sexy, sluts, how to be pretty cum-sluts, and I’ll reward all three of you with something very special.”

Galene, whimpering, her cock stroked by her Mistress, nodded again, but more eagerly this time, smiling. Her face was flush.

“Yes, Mistress… I… I’ll do my best.” She had whispered.

“That’s all I ask.” Cyea said.

And Galene had done her best, which, as it turned out, was easily good enough.

She had taken Bromi and Rhain back to their room, and talked to them, slowly. She was sorry for confessing to their Mistress, but… she knew it was the best thing for her, for all of them. She couldn’t leave, not now, not ever. This was her home, this was where she belonged. She liked being Galene, and could not imagine living her life as anyone else.

This was freedom. She was finally herself, her true self. She had realised that she had, for years, been living a lie, but this… this was truth. She was a dumb, silly, sexy, slutty blonde, and she was happy to serve Cyea, to be among other girls like her, to explore her new self, her new freedoms, and she wanted her best friends to be as happy as she was.

“I know we can all be happy here together. If you just accept it then… think of all the fun we can have. We can be so pretty and happy and we can live together and… and play all kinds of games. Mistress just wants what’s best for us, and she just… just wants us to be good girls, that’s all.” Galene said.

She spoke in her soft, silly, playful voice, teasing, and as she moved, wiggling her hips, bouncing on her feet so her tits and ass jiggled, her cock swayed, massive and thick even though it was limp now, and Bromi and Rhain could not take their eyes of Galene’s body. It had felt good to suck her cock, and they had to admit, being pretty was nice. They felt sexy and playful now, no longer trapped in bodies that made them feel ugly or boring.

They were hot, and… if they behaved, maybe they’d become even hotter. Rhain and Bromi glanced at themselves in the mirror, saw themselves, now with their long nails, painted, nipple piercings, their posture in the heels changed slightly—no longer would they ever be able to move around without heels on—and, finally, their dicks. They were so small now, so pretty and feminine, so… useless. They would never get hard again. If they wanted to cum, then they’d need to find new ways to experience pleasure.

They looked back to Galene, saw her cock, and they knew just how they could experience pleasure, how they could cum, but… to get it, they’d need to be good girls.

“So how about it? We just try our best, you do what I say, and I’ll work really hard to train you good for Mistress, that way we can all get that extra special reward she promised us. Are you in?” Galene said.

Even as she talked her cock throbbed, swelling slightly. Bromi and Rhain were going to be trained to be better sluts by their best friend, their best friend who was now a cum addicted sexy blonde bimbo. They giggled, blushing. They knew they could resist, and suffer, only to give in eventually, but if they just submitted, gave in now, they could all have fun, and there’d be pleasure… so much pleasure.

Bromi and Rhain felt the last vestiges of their resistance crumble. It would be so much easier to just give in. And so their new routines, their new lives, began...


Six

The next few days were all alike, a similar pattern that became almost natural. Galene would wake first, and encourage Bromi and Rhain out of bed with threats of pain and promises of pleasure, and Rhain and Bromi would obey, glad to be rewarded by the subtle buzzing of their fat but-plugs, the vibrating, fucking sensation making them whimper each time Galene activated it, and then Glaene would have the three friends all shower together.

Rhain and Bromi could not deny how much fun it was to shower together, their slowly changing bodies becoming more obscene and sexy with each passing day, more sensitive to touch, and as they washed each other they each learned their friends’ most sensitive areas—Bromi’s was her ass and hips, a light spank making her gasp in delight, while teasing her plug with wandering fingers made her moan with such enthusiasm and bliss she would almost fall to her knees, her hole throbbing with a bright, brilliant, aching need that not even her plug could provide, while Rhain’s was her tits, her moans loud as her friends caressed and washed them, lathering them with soap and suds, with her nipples being the most sensitive of all, just the lightest touch sending her into convulsions of delight, small flicks, pinches, licks, kisses all driving her wild.

Galene of course used this knowledge to her advantage. She was a dumb, blonde bimbo, but she was smart at one thing… pleasure.

She knew her body, knew that her lips, her mouth was the primary source of her pleasure, her craving for cock and cum a constant, and she applied that self-awareness to her newfound knowledge of her friends. If Bromi’s ass was her primary erogenous zone, and Rhains's was her tits, then she could use that as motivation for their training.

And use it as motivation she did.

Each morning after their shower Galene, aroused and hard after spending so much time in close, wet, slippery contact with her sexy best friends, would begin with their first training session of the day. Cyea had said that Rhain and Bromi were her personal cum-sluts, and so Galene, with her newly enhanced cock, her newly enhance libido, her increased cum production, took full advantage of them, combining pleasure and training.

The first morning Rhain and Bromi had been reluctant, hesitant, but a short burst of pain had encouraged them to their knees, and Galene had been only too eager to reward them for obeying, making their plugs buzz briefly, making the two girls whimper in desperate need, but soon they had grown used to the habit of it, so that eventually it became natural. The girls would come out of the shower—Bromi and Rhain walking carefully and slowly on tiptoe to avoid causing pain in their feet since they could not shower in their heels—and Bromi and Rhain would fall to their knees without even needing to be told or asked. Just the sight of Galene’s hard, thick, long throbbing cock was enough to make them kneel, their actions almost instinctive now.

And there they would stay until their training was done.

Galene of course focussed on their mouths, lips, tongues, how they used their hands. Bromi and Rhain would take turns, working on different techniques, different styles, following Galene’s instructions so that they gave more pleasure, offering tips to each other to help each other improve, and soon it became just a fun game between three friends, all of them working together to help Bromi and Rhain get better at fondling, stroking, kissing, licking, and sucking cock.

And they got much better. Their skill with their hands, lips, and tongues all improved, and it wasn’t long before they were able to open their throats and take the entire, massive, thick length of Galene’s beautiful cock—their skill only enhanced by their changing bodies, the pleasure they got from sucking cock, deep-throating cock, and the pleasure Galene rewarded them with from their plugs and their nipple piercings.

Bromi and Rhain also found new pleasure in their practise. They liked giving their best friend pleasure. Galene was hard all the time now, her cock vigorous and beautiful and she produced so much delicious cum, that they felt good helping her relieve the constant need that came with having such a hot, thick, long, beautiful bimbo cock.

There were other tasks too, more training in how to serve, and the girls were given jobs that they could do easily with their new nails limiting their dexterity. They might not be able to work the gardens, or the kitchens, yet, but there was plenty they could do, and Galene acted as their supervisor, relaying the instructions given to her by her sisters and her Mistress to Bromi and Rhain, finding a subtle joy in bossing her friends about.

She knew she was dumber than them now, just a silly, empty-headed blonde who loved to suck cock, but… she was still in charge of them, still their boss, and she relished making them obey her, their cries of pain when they resisted her instructions, their whimpers of pleasure when she rewarded them for obeying.

Rhain and Bromi too began to grow used to the new Galene. She was not smart, or strong, but she was playful and silly and sexy. Obeying her was fun, and not just for the pleasure she gave them—and she gave them a lot of pleasure, was eager to reward them for even the slightest good behaviour, making their plugs and nipple piercings buzz with joy, their asses and tits stimulated almost constantly so that they were kept on edge, never able to cum, their pretty little dicks always soft, but always horny, the pair becoming only more sensitive, more desperate, more willing to submit the more Galene teased them and rewarded them.

And Galene teased them a lot. The three friends were given jobs cleaning, serving their other sisters, refilling the oils and herbs in the baths, and they were asked to help the other girls wash and oil themselves, washing naked bodies with soaps, drying them, applying creams and lotions, and for the first time Galene, Bromi, and Rhain got to really see the sheer diversity of feminine beauty that existed on the island.

There were other girls like Galene, with big, fat, perfect cocks, hung like stallions, their bodies sometimes even more curvaceous than Galene’s, sometimes less, some tall and buxom, or lithe and athletic, some short and plump, others almost girlish like pixies, elfish, and all three girls could not help but admire their beautiful pricks, Galene feeling a tingle in her lips, a dryness to her mouth, Rhain feeling an ache in her tits, and Bromi… Bromi felt her fuck-hole grow wet and hungry.

Others were like Bromi and Rhain, pretty, cute, sexy, voluptuous, their bodies all varied forms of feminine perfection, but with tiny, cute, useless dicks between their luscious, smooth thighs, and… they seemed happy with their bodies, delighted with the gifts Cyea had given them. They had found new ways to experience pleasure, better ways to enjoy themselves and gain release. They would flirt and tease and play with each other, and just being near them, seeing them, spending time with them, made Rhain and Bromi realise just how happy they could be if they were to admit that the island was where they were always meant to be.

Yet… all three were left wondering how else they might change, mesmerised as they were by the other girls, the ones not like Galene or Bromi and Rhain. By far the least in number, they were like Cyea, utterly feminine, as varied as any of the other girls in terms of their beauty and bodies, yet all of them with wet, beautiful cunts between their legs. As the three best friends washed these girls they could all of them not help but wonder what that would be like. How would it feel to have a deep, wet, inviting pussy between their legs? How would it feel to be fucked in your tight, sopping cunt? How good would it be to be fucked in your tight ass, your hot mouth, and your gaping slit, fucked in three holes at once?

They were intrigued, and they wondered if they might ever be that lucky? Just how good would they need to be to earn that? And they were even more intrigued by the fact that all of these girls were just like Cyea. Not only did they have beautiful cunts, but they could, at will, summon perfect, sexy, fat, throbbing cocks, and they summoned these often, playing with each other, playing with their sisters, teasing the three best friends.

And the three best friends watched it all, saw it all. They saw their sisters playing with each other, stroking, touching, caressing, teasing. They saw them dance and strut and dress in outfits far beyond their simple work tunics—dressing in elaborate, beautiful, sexy tunics for evening meals, rich colours with shimmering cords and jewellery, dressing in skimpy lingerie for quiet, intimate moments together, or even just naked in the bathes and bedrooms as the girls attended to them, washing them, drying them, lathering them with creams, oils, only to them have to stand to the side when the fun began and… watch.

And they were forced to watch often, were forced to stand and watch as their sisters danced, played, teased, touched, caressed, fondled, squeezed, licked, kissed, tongued, sucked. They were forced to stand, idle, still, while the other girls fucked, cocks, cunts, cum, an obscene feast of flesh and pleasure and sex performed in front of them often, while they could do nothing but watch.

The three friends saw so much, more than they had ever imagined, Yet they were never allowed to play. The three friends saw acts that aroused and teased, leaving them aching, horny, desperate, the promise of the pleasure that could be theirs if only they gave in, submitted, and accepted their new home. They watched their sisters playing, sucking, stroking, licking, kissing, fucking, and they knew that it could be them in amongst the sea of bodies, flesh, pleasure, if only they submitted.

Their sisters too seemed to draw great joy from teasing, putting on a deliberate show, making the three best friends stand and watch as they pleasured themselves and each other, cumming over and over and over, cumming over each other, in each other, the girls fully aware that until the three friends were fully initiated by Cyea that they were off-limits, but also aware that they were free to tease and arouse and leave them frustrated. Which is exactly what they did, many times a day.

The lurid, brazen sights, sounds, and even then smells, left the three girls panting, Galene’s cock hard almost constantly, while Rhain and Bromi quivered in frustration, holes plugged, their pretty little dicks soft and useless despite being so horny it almost hurt. Rhain and Bromi’s frustration grew as they were continually teased, as they continued to be denied release, while Galene just saved her pent-up need for more training with her best friends.

And she trained them often. Each morning when they woke up, each evening before sleep, and several times a day. As the days passed Galene’s need, her lust, her desire for her best friends, only grew, becoming a ravaging fire, an insatiable hunger, and Bromi and Rhain were left in awe of her raw stamina, her fecundity, the sheer volume of cum she could produce each time they made her cum, the number of times a day she could cum.

In the beginning, it was only in the privacy of their room, Bromi and Rhain kneeling as Galene instructed, the ditzy blonde relishing the joy of bossing her two sexy, slutty friends around, making them do exactly what she wanted, but soon Galene’s appetite for pleasure, her desire to train her friends to be the best cum-sluts they could be, meant the training was too frequent to be contained to just the bedroom.

Seeing the other girls, attending to their sisters, watching them strut and dance and tease, stroke and suck and kiss, lick and fondle and fuck, it was all too much for Galene, and as the days passed, her lust only growing, she began to be more demanding, more forceful, more commanding. Her lust needed to be quenched, often, and for that, she had Rhain and Bromi, and they needed their training.

The first time Galene demanded her friends kneel at her feet outside the bedroom was in the baths, while the three were watching twelve of their sisters enjoy the pleasures of each others’ bodies. Rhain and Bromi, shy, timid, had resisted, and Galene, her cock so hard it hurt, had not been in the mood to be denied. She had grown quickly used to the joy of her best friends, on their knees, stroking and licking and sucking on her long, fat cock, feeling their throats stretch around her girth as she taught them to overcome their gag reflexes.

She had inflicted pain, severe but short, and she had demanded again that the pair kneel. By this point her harsh voice and the whimpers of agony had attracted the attention of the other girls in the room, and they had all turned to watch even as they continued to relish the sensual affections of each other.

Rhain and Bromi obeyed, and Galene, glad, rewarded them with pleasure, their plugs making their fuck-holes clench and quiver with delight, their nipple rings making their tits ache with bliss, their bodies lighting up with joy that served only to reinforce their need to obey. They were so horny. It had been days since they had cum, their pretty little dicks useless now, and they just needed a little more and they would be able to…

Galene was smart on the subject of pleasure though, and she only ever rewarded enough to bring them close, but never enough to grant release. The pleasure ended, and she set them to their training. They were to pleasure her with their hands and mouths, sucking, licking, kissing, deep-throating, and they had. They had served her, training their mouths, becoming pretty, dumb cum-sluts and Galene had reinforced their training with more pleasure, feeding their addiction for her cock, her cum.

Galene had relished the experience of being watched and had put on a performance for their sisters, fucking Rhain’s and Bromi’s faces hard, choking them, making them gag, making their faces slobbery messes, cumming over the pair. Rhain and Bromi had at first found it embarrassing, shameful, being forced to serve, being trained, in front of the other girls, but, like much of their new life, they had soon discovered the joy in it.

Soon it was a regular thing for Galane to demand relief from her friends in public, making them kneel and attend to her raging, hard cock, and Rhain and Bromi found their resistance crumbling, soon submitting eagerly, glad for the pleasure from their plugs and nipple piercings. The three friends began to almost make a performance of it, and their sisters would delight in teasing them, turning them on, getting Galene hard, aware that they in turn would be rewarded with a show.

And the show became more and more elaborate.

Galene, seeing her friends accepting more and more of the blessings of their new life, seeing their talent as cum-sluts grow, seeing them relish performing, teasing their sisters, seeing the pleasure on their faces as she trained them, gained new hope. They could all be happy on the island, together. They could be the three of them, triplets of debauchery, and they could be happy. They could make a home with Cyea and their sisters, experience the lives they had always secretly wanted, and so... she expanded their training.

Cyea wanted them to be good girls, cum-sluts, and so Galene did her best. She trained them, with pleasure and pain, with kind words, pushing them more and more each day, wearing down their inhibitions, their resistance, their reluctance, inviting them to give in to that craving deep within them, offering them the chance to embrace their inner cum-sluts.

With her hard cock Galene would tease her friends, corrupting them. Though she knew she was limited in what she could and couldn’t do with their training, Galane also knew that she was free to be creative, and that Cyea wanted Galene to impress her, wanted Galene to show her that Bromi and Rhain deserved the gifts she had given them, deserved their place on the island. So, Galene, dumb and silly and blonde, little more than a cum addicted bimbo, put her mind to the one thing she was a genius at… pleasure.

She wore down Rhain’s and Bromi’s resistance. She used her cock, her cum, and their frustration, to slowly seduce them. She offered them pleasure, bringing them close over and over again, but never enough to give relief. She trained them to understand the joy of their new bodies and their new lives.

She teased their lips, rubbing her fat, thick cock over their faces, smearing their pretty visages with cum. Galene pleasured Rhain’s tits, letting the buxom, big-titted slut capture Galene’s fat cock between her breasts to have it fuck the soft, sensitive pillows of flesh, fucking up and down, making Rhain moan in delight as the new sensations surged through her, bringing her closer than ever to cumming, a raging fire of delight that rewired her brain, the slippery precum drenched head of Galene’s cock teasing over hard nipples to set off fireworks of bliss in Rhain’s head. Galene pleasured Bromi’s ass, caressing it, spanking it, groping her fat cheeks, her wide hips, rubbing her thick prick along the crack, fucking the valley of succulent flesh with her cock, rubbing the plug with each stroke, pressing the plug in deep with the head to simulate fucking her best friend.

She rewarded both girls for their debaucherous shows in front of their sisters by cumming all over them, time and time again, over their faces, tits, asses, legs, arms, bellies, and Rhain and Bromi began to love their training with Galene more than anything else. It was sheer heaven, and their bodies continued to slowly change, the three of them becoming the cum-sluts they were always meant to be. Yet… Bromi and Rhain never quite managed to achieve release.

They ached for it, became desperate. As they days wore on they knew that would do anything for a chance to cum.


Seven

Weeks passed, and, finally, Cyea summoned the three best friends back to her chambers. It was time for the girls to show their Mistress just how they had changed, and what they had learned.

“Do you think she’ll be impressed?” Rhain asked, voice soft, almost timid.

The three girls were taking their time to get ready, each wanting to make the perfect impression. They had been given plenty of warning that they were expected that evening in Cyea’s chambers, and their sisters had only been too happy to help and offer advice. They had been given new clothes, pretty jewellery, and had been offered many tips on how to accentuate their beauty to best draw Cyea’s appreciation, how best to style their hair, how to walk and move and even how to answer. After their weeks of getting to know the other girls on the island, after attending to them, and after their many public performances, the three friends had grown close to their sisters, just as their sisters had grown close to them,

The other girls were keen for the three friends to be fully initiated into their new lives so that they could all enjoy each other fully. They were keen for Cyea to embrace them, and give them full freedom to enjoy their new lives, and so they offered advice, clothes, pretty accessories to help them make a good impression, with more than a few girls offering tips that thought might aid the three best friends, tips that left the three of them blushing and very excited about what lay ahead for them.

“Well, like, yes, I think, I mean… I know she’ll be impressed with both of you. You have, like, come sooooo far since she put me in charge of you. And that’s not me being big-headed either.” Galene said.

She smirked and giggled at her words ‘ big-headed’, fully aware of how it might be interpreted to relate to her fat cock, swaying her hips to demonstrate why she was so amused by her words. Rhain and Bromi rolled their eyes, laughing, slowly getting used to the new, bold Galene and her crude, sexual, lurid sense of humour.

“I just think you’ve both improved sooooo much that Mistress won’t be able to be anything but impressed. I mean… before, you couldn't take any of my cock in your throats, but, like, now you can both take almost all of it with ease! That’s definitely going to impress her. The way you both have trained your throats to open up and not gag, the way you swallow, your throat muscles massaging my cock, lips still tight, still sucking, and the way you manage to work your tongues at the same time, that’s like… fuck, I’m getting hard just thinking about it and talking about it!”

To prove she meant what she was saying Galene lifted the hem of her cute little mini skirt to show off her fat, long, swelling cock, the length and thickness of it unable to be constrained by her tight pink panties. Both Bromi and Rhain felt suddenly weak, their mouths salivating, the urge to fall to their knees and worship that perfect, beautiful cock almost overwhelming. Galene smiled, aware of the effect her prick had on her best friends now, aware of how weak and horny it made them, aware just how they craved it, desired to touch it, kiss it, tongue it, suck it, throat fuck it, how much they wanted her cum.

She had trained them well, and as Bromi whimpered, the ache and hunger in her ass growing worse, Galene giggled again. She shimmied, making her cock sway.

“See what effect you two have on me? I’m sure our Mistress will like, totally love you and appreciate how talented you are now.” Galene said.

She watched her best friends, seeing Bromi almost quivering with need, thighs pressed together, trying to control the hunger inside her tight, wet, virgin fuck-hole, seeing Rhain reach up to fondle her tits, hefting the massive weight of them, pinching her nipples, and she knew that Cyea would be impressed with the women her best friends had become. What she was less certain about however was how impressed Cyea would be with her.

While Galene had given ample training to Bromi and Rhain, developing their oral talents, stretching their throats, helping them subdue their gag reflexes, increasing the sensitivity of Rhain’s tits, teaching her the pleasure of fucking a cock between her ample pillows of flesh, helping Bromi understand what her round, plump, juicy ass was for, fondling it, fucking her prick in the valley of perfect flesh, making her wet hole ache, Galene had received no such training. Sure, she had used her cock, a lot, had fucked both of her best friends’ mouths, throats, often, multiple times a day, had enjoyed the caress of hands, tits, butts, the caress of both of her friends’ bodies, and she had developed her stamina, her ability to ejaculate copious amounts of cum, but she had received no extra training of her oral skills. How would her ability to suck cock and deep-throat now measure up to her friends’ talents?

It had been weeks since Galene had last sucked a cock, tasted cum that was not her own, and just the thought of her Mistress’s beautiful cock made her weak. She wanted to suck, lick, kiss, have her face and throat fucked hard. She needed to taste cum, swallow it, drink it, but… what if she wasn’t good enough? What if Cyea rejected her, but kept Bromi and Rhain? What if…

“Will you stop worrying you silly big-dicked bimbo!” Bromi said suddenly.

The words snapped Galene from her fretting, and she giggled, blushing. She liked how her friends had taken to calling her a ‘big-dicked bimbo’, it was what she was now, and it made her happy, but she was even more glad that she was on the island with them both. They knew her, knew what she was like, could read her better than anyone.

She had told no one about her worries, how they had grown worse over the last few days as Bromi’s and Rhain’s talents had truly blossomed, and yet Bromi still knew, still understood her.

“I… I just…”

“I know what you’re worrying about.” Bromi said. “I can tell. Your brain might have become a cum addled bimbo soup of pink and cock and cum, but mine still works, mostly.”

Bromi giggled, and Rhain and Galene laughed. Though Bromi had always been the smartest of them, she too had suffered the effect of the island corruption. What was the fun in being so smart after all if you were too smart to give in and have fun?

Bromi, like Rhain, and like Galene, had embraced her change, finally, and her personality had altered. Though not quite as silly and ditzy and dumb as Galene, she was now more carefree, more easy to laugh and play, and more eager to embrace her cum-slut nature. The girls were all more fun now, sluttier, sexier, prettier, more light-hearted and quick to embrace opportunities for pleasure.

Their bodies too had continued to change, becoming more exaggerated, sexier versions of themselves, but it was their personalities, their minds, hearts, and souls that had experienced the most change over the last few weeks. The training, pleasure, pain, had eroded resistance and encouraged surrender. The chance to perform for their sisters, seeing the promise of what awaited them, led them to submit, and now… now they had experienced just a little of what the island was, what it could be, and what wonderful gifts Cyea had given them, all three of the girls were keen to take the next step on their journey.

“You’ve done such an amazing job helping us realise what we were missing out on that there’s no way she won’t be impressed with you, plus… well… I’m pretty sure that even after three weeks of almost constant practise there’s no way we’ll be as good at sucking cock as you. I mean… just look at your lips!” Bromi said.

Rhain nodded, agreeing enthusiastically. Galene smiled, reassured by her friends' words. She turned to look at the full-length mirror on the wall of their room.

Her friends were right about her lips. Galene, like Rhain and Bromi, was beautiful, sexy, and her new body was designed with one very obvious speciality. In Galene’s case, it was her lips, her mouth. There was was no way it could mistaken for anything other than what it was. Her mouth was a fuck-hole, and her lips were blow-job lips, made for wrapping around a cock, made for being fucked, made for pleasuring dick and milking cum. Seeing herself, blonde, pretty, with her puffy, swollen, lurid pink lips, she felt reassured, and she felt the swell of her thirst for cum. Maybe her Mistress would reward her for training her friends so well… maybe she would get to taste Cyea’s cum.

As Galene stood staring at herself Bromi and Rhain moved to stand beside her, Rhain on one side, Bromi on the other. They had stood like this many times before over the days and weeks, staring at themselves in the mirror, seeing the changes in their best friends, the changes in themselves, and now, here they stood, a sense of finality to what they saw. The girls smiled, and they felt, for the first time that they could remember, almost… complete.

They were all beautiful, sexy, pretty, and all different. Their bodies had continued to change subtly over the weeks Galene had been training her two friends, but none of the transformations were as dramatic as the ones they had undergone when first arriving on the island—their changes were more like tweaks and minor modifications on an almost finished work of art, rather than a re-sculpting from the base clay. They wore their black, white, pink, with contrasting hair colours, black, rich coppery auburn, blonde, their styles all different, and they all smiled, a contentment in their expressions that had not been there before.

Galene, her long blonde waves almost white, was the tallest of the three now, but certainly not tall compared to her former height. Her body was the most demure, though still lurid, sexual, incredibly curvaceous and full-figured, wide hips, fat ass, heavy, perky tits, taught trim belly. She giggled, and she appreciated what set her apart from her friends… her lips. They were so fat and puffy, pink, inviting, wet, and so sensitive. It was clear what Cyea had in mind when she had transformed her.

Bromi was the shortest of the three now, a fact that made her incredibly wide hips and round ass almost obscene. She had to wear heels all the time now, since if not she was forced to walk awkwardly on tip-toe or crawl on all fours, and this only made the wiggle and sway of her backside all the more lurid and sexual. Her tits were just as heavy as Galene’s, her waist and stomach just as trim, and her face, while still her own, was just as pretty. It was her hips and her ass that set her apart, that were her speciality, and they were something quite exceptional to behold. Her hips were wide, offering an easy hand-hold for anyone who might want to grab her, and her ass was lush and full and jiggly, perky yet still with a feminine softness, and she was so much more sensitive down there too, her cheeks tingling whenever they were touched or fondled or groped or slapped, and her hole… her hole was a bright spot of pleasure now, a constant hunger and ache and need, growing wet whenever she was aroused—which was almost constant now after weeks of no release—gaping and clenching on the plug she wore so that there was no doubt in her mind about what Cyea had intended her gift to be.

Rhain was between Galene and Bromi in height, and just as pretty as they were, with hips and legs and ass similar to Galene’s, full and feminine but not as outrageous as Bromi’s, while her face was demure, and glamorous, like Bromi’s, without the obscene bee-stung lips that Galene had. Where she most differed was her tits. They were massive, swollen, yet also impossibly perky, pillows of flesh that bounced as she walked, laughed, danced, rising and falling seductively as she breathed. Her nipples too were very prominent, fat and thick and long and always hard, poking through whatever she wore, drawing the eye down to her breasts and the deep cleavage—the deep cleavage Galene had fucked numerous times now, her fat prick slipping between the mounds of flesh, making Rhain gasp and whimper from the pleasure of it, so close to cumming from just having her tits fucked and her nipples played with. That was her gift she knew, and she couldn’t wait to find out how Cyea intended for her to use her new talent.

“So, you think we’re ready?” Bromi asked.

Rhain nodded, Galene nodded. The three admired their reflections, the outfits their sisters had helped them pick out.

They were dressed in matching outfits, fashioned from the more elaborate tunics that were the style of the island’s girls—a short skirt, pleated, tied with a gold and silver cord around the waist, that barely covered the ass and flared out as the girls moved to flash their panties, a tiny top that was low cut and sleeveless, not even long enough to fully cover their tits so that as they talked, moved, breathed, their breasts, not constrained by bras, visibly heaved—and they looked stunning. They wore matching panties, black, white, pink, with suspenders and stockings, heels, and they had put on extra make-up to make their eyes bright, lips full, glossy, and with their long, painted nails they looked almost like dolls, perfect, pretty, sexy.

“I think we’re like, totally ready. Ready as we’ll ever be!” Galene said.

Rhain murdered her agreement. Bromi smiled, took a deep breath.

“I guess we go find our Mistress then and… show her what we’ve learned.” Bromi said.

As she spoke she blushed, aware of just what she had learned, aware just how Cyea would want to be shown. None of them knew quite why their Mistress had summoned them, but they each suspected, hoped, and they were all excited, anxious, and nervous in equal measure.


Eight

The three best friends made their way from their room to Cyea’s chambers, her bedroom, bellies fluttering with anxiety and anticipation. Their heels clicked on the hard stone floor and there was a tingle running up and down their spines. They were all plugged, holes clenching tight, a swell of joy inside them, and Galene’s fat, long cock was already half-hard in her tiny panties.

As they walked they could not help but admire each other, the women who they had become. Their outfits were beyond sexy, tiny swaying skirts, ass, panties, suspender straps all flashing as they swayed their hips, and their tits bounced provocatively. Even Galene’s cock jiggled, the massive thickness of it barely constrained by her tiny pink panties.

It had been weeks since Bromi and Rhain had cum, and they were both desperate and aching for release, a chance to cum, a chance to learn how their new bodies could experience true bliss now their cocks were so useless, so small and limp and pretty, and though Galene had only cum hours before, letting Rhain and Bromi gladly suck and deep-throat her cock for practise, letting them share her cum and drink it, kissing each other to swap mouthfuls of her seed, she was again almost unbearably horny, and it had been so long since she’d got to suck cock, feel her throat stretched by her Mistress’s girth, drink cum, that just imagining it had her lips tingling and her cock aching.

They passed their sisters and they all wished them well, flirting with the three, bashful smiles and waves, light kisses on cheeks, pats on their asses. Over the weeks the friends had grown closer to the other girls on the island, learning their stories, appreciating their differences, uncovering their talents—though always from a distance—and they had come to appreciate how they were all, at their core, alike. They had all arrived lost, confused, and had, at least in the start, resisted Cyea’s gifts.

The other girls had explained though that in time they had all, without fault, come to realise this was their home, where they were meant to be, that who they were now was who they were meant to be. The three best friends felt their souls softening, hearts opening. They could be truly happy here…

And they had all connected with at least some of the girls a little more intensely than others, friendships becoming more, yet… they had been unable to do anything more than talk, or be softly affectionate. The three friends were off-limits until Cyea fully accepted them into the island’s population, and so as the friends walked toward what felt like an ominous exam, a few girls made a special point to wave, wish them luck, eager for the chance to spend time with the girls once they were all free to explore the pleasures the island, and their sisters offered.

The three friends felt a rush of hope. What could their lives be like if Cyea accepted them, if their Mistress decided they belonged with her? They would be free to spend time with each other, and with their sisters, talking, dancing, flirting, kissing, touching, sucking, fucking, and… they each wanted that, more than they had ever wanted anything. Sure, they knew there would be work, and they would need to submit, but there would be play… so much play their heads spun at the prospect of it all.

Heads full of such thoughts, such hopes, such dreams, cheered on by their sisters and each other, they arrived at their Mistress’s door, hearts racing, hands trembling. They looked at each other and nodded in silent agreement. They were all nervous, anxious, but together they could do whatever it took, were eager for whatever it took. They would impress Cyea, would submit to her, let her claim them, and they would make their home, here, on the island with each other and their sisters.

“Together.” Bromi said.

Galene and Rhain nodded. The three girls raised their hands at the same time and knocked, three sets of knuckles rapping, the sounds drumming, hollow on the old wood.

The sounds ended, and there was quiet. The three friends waited.

“Come in girls.”

Cyea’s voice was soft, warm. It was the first time the three best friends had heard her voice in weeks, and it made their hearts flutter with excitement, need, affection. Bromi reached out and turned the handle and the door swung open. The girls entered.

“Close the door behind you.” Cyea said. “I don’t want to be disturbed while I… inspect you all.”

Rhain followed Cyea’s instructions. She turned, pushed the door closed, and it swung shut, the lock clicking.

The room was dark, lit only with candles, despite it being the middle of the day, the air hung with the scent of burning herbs and flowers, incense, fine oils. It took a moment for the girls’ eyes to adjust to the gloom, and they searched for sign of their Mistress, Cyea.

“Come to me…” Cyea said, softly.

Galene, Bromi, and Rhain looked to the source of her voice, the bed, and saw her, finally, laid out on the massive mattress, her body almost small among the cushions and blankets, her black gown merging with the shadows. The girls stepped off and walked towards her, and as they came closer Cyea moved, slipped off the bed, and rose to stand tall above them.

The girls stopped and looked up at their Mistress with awe and love and fear and hope. She was easily the tallest woman on the island, and the most beautiful. She was also the most powerful, the most terrifying, the most awe-inspiring, and the most beloved. It was her island. They were her girls, and the three best friends only hoped that they would be accepted by her, that they would, at long last, finally belong to their Mistress.

“It has been too long since I saw you.” Cyea said, smiling. “You have all only grown more beautiful. It is a joy to see you become the girls you were always meant to be. You are all so perfect, each unique and special, like rare flowers, and I consider myself privileged to have been allowed to watch the three of you bloom.”

The girls all beamed, her praise like warm summer sun, filling them with joy. They blushed, and squirmed, flustered.

“Thank you, Mistress.” Galene whispered.

Galene struggled with words, her mind on cock, struggling to resist the urge to fall to her knees and beg for the chance to suck, lick, kiss, deep-throat…

“Thank you, Mistress.” Bromi and Rhain whispered.

“But… really Mistress, it is us who should be thanking you.” Bromi said.

Bromi looked up at Cyea, the wise, powerful Mistress of the island, her red curls almost like fire, black gown flowing like night around her, pale skin flecked with many freckles. Her eyes shimmered, lit by their own internal light, and Cyea smiled.

“What would you thank me for, pretty one?” Cyea asked.

It was clear from the tone of her voice that the question was rhetorical, but she asked it anyway, wanted to hear the answer. She wanted her girls to speak of their gratitude, to tell her how they worshipped her, appreciated her, loved her.

“I… I would…” Bromi stalled.

The scrutiny of her Mistress’s attention made her freeze. She had so much she wanted to say, so much she wanted to thank Cyea for, yet the words would not come. She was nervous, fearful, yet thrilled to be so close to her dreams.

“I would thank you for, like, the freedom you have given us. We’re free to just… be ourselves now, without worrying about who people tell us to be.” Galene said. “And I’d thank you for the gifts you’ve given us, my new body, my lips and all the fun I know I can have with them, my tits and ass, and, like… and my big cock, which I’ve enjoyed training my friends with. Oh, and I’d totally also thank you for letting me, us, serve you. All the times you let me touch and suck your cock, just being allowed to feel it in my throat, and the cum, and swallowing, it’s just sooooo… mmmm…”

Galene pressed her thighs together, cock hard now, whimpering, mind drifting off into a haze of lust-filled daydreams. Cyea smiled at her.

“So eloquent for such a dumb cum-slut.” Cyea said.

She turned her attention to Rhain and Bromi. The two girls looked pale, wide-eyed, almost panicked.

“And what would you two thank me for?” Cyea asked.

Bromi was flustered, stammering. Rhain just smiled, widely, as though happy to have been asked.

“I would thank you for my tits.” Rhain said. “I… I love them, love how big they are, how the other girls stare at them, and compliment them, and want to touch them and suck on them and lick them and fuck them. I love how sensitive they are, and how much pleasure they give me. I’m thankful for my friends too, being with them, here, the three of us together, so… thank you for keeping us together, letting us change together. I’m thankful for my sisters too, their support, and the home you have given us, the chance to belong somewhere.”

Cyea nodded, pleased by Rhain’s reply.

“And they are lovely tits. I can’t wait to sample the pleasure of them.”

Rhain giggled, blushing. She too couldn’t wait for her Mistress to sample the pleasure of them.

“Which leaves you…” Cyea looked at Bromi and waited.

Bromi squirmed, pale, timid. What was she thankful for? Her mind raced and then… she smiled.

“I want to thank you for the chance to know myself, and my friends.” She said. “The opportunity to really know myself, to learn who I am, who I want to be, who I could be, can be. I am thankful for a safe place to grow and feel comfortable enough to explore parts of myself that I never even acknowledged before. I want to thank you too for my body, for… for making me into the person I am now. I am happier, and I’ve had so much fun. I love spending time with my friends, giving pleasure to Galene with Rhain’s help, and I can’t wait for the chance to do the same for some of my other sisters. I love my ass, how big and juicy it is, and my hips, I love how they wiggle and sway, and I love how sensitive my hole is now, how wet it gets. I love my tits, and wearing heels, I even love my nails and my piercings. I love seeing my face every morning, being pretty, and I love the plug you gave me. I love who you’ve made me into, and… I’m grateful.”

Cyea smiled, nodded. She laughed, softly.

“I’m very glad you are all so happy. I had hoped given time you would come to accept your place here, find joy here, and I see now that you have. It gladdens my heart to see you blossom as you have, to discover joy as you have, but… it is not all my doing. I summoned you, in a way, asked the fates to bring me a new girl, but… it was you three who chose to come here.”

Galene and Bromi blinked, confused, and Rhain opened her mouth to speak, to question. Cyea lifted one hand to silence her before she had even spoken.

“You chose to come here because only girls who wish with all their hearts, whether openly or secretly, for a home like this are brought to me. You belonged here even before you arrived, not because of me, but because of you. And you thanked me for the gifts I have given you? Well… my magick might have begun the change, might have nudged you in the direction I thought best for you, but it was your hearts’ eye that chose who you are now. The way you look, the way you are, is down to you as individuals and as a trio. I began your change, your transformation, powered it, but it was you three who controlled it. You shaped each other, just as you shaped yourselves, with your hopes and dreams and desires.”

The girls blushed, looked at each other, flustered. They had shaped themselves? They had… shaped each other? Then Galene’s lips, Bromi’s ass, Rhain’s tits… it had all been them? They had done this to themselves, to each other?

The three girls giggled. It felt… right. They were linked, three best friends, each the cumulation of their own desires and the others’ fantasies.

“Which means… I’m not quite sure who you’ve become, and what you’re capable of.” Cyea said. “So, are you willing to help me find out?”

The three best friends all smiled. They nodded.

“Yes, Mistress.” They said almost as one. “It would be our pleasure.”


Nine

Cyea gestured without speaking, directing the girls towards her bed. They moved, eager to obey, eager to show how well they had learned, how well they had been trained, desperate to show they were good girls so they could be rewarded. Cyea watched them, grinning, and the girls couldn’t help but feel a twinge of competitiveness.

There were three of them and only one of their Mistress. There was only one of her cock. They would have to share, and while that was fun in itself—Rhain and Bromi had experienced the joy of sharing while training with Galene’s cock many, many times—they each wanted more. What would it be like to have their Mistress, Cyea, to themselves, to have that perfect cock all to themselves, to have their Mistress and maybe some of their sisters all to themselves? What would it be like to be the centre of all that attention?

“Good. Now… settle. I have been working on something for just this moment. I have never had three girls arrive together like you, so I have never had to… push myself like this, but, I think I can manage it, and I’m excited to try and see just how well it works. If it’s fun, perhaps we’ll be able to indulge again…” Cyea spoke softly, words almost cryptic.

The girls wondered what she meant, but they all felt the tingle of excitement, the thought that they meant so much to her that she would work on something special just for them making them feel rare and cherished. They smiled, watching as Cyea grinned and stripped out of her robe.

She was naked beneath the simple garment, her body as flawless and sensual as the girls remembered, a woman eternally in her prime, powerful and wise and beautiful. Her tits rose and fell as she breathed deeply, and there was the faint scent of her arousal, the thatch of red hair between her legs glistening with wetness. Was she that excited for the three best friends? That thought made all of them squirm, Bromi’s hole clenching on her plug, Rhain’s nipples growing hard, Galene’s cock throbbing, swelling.

Cyea closed her eyes and spoke, softly, almost as though singing, the words strange and powerful. The three friends sat in awe and watched as the air began to stir, shimmering, glowing motes floating around Cyea. The candle flames flickered, the light dancing, and…

None of the three could believe what they were seeing. It was impossible. Yet, like so much before, the impossible was happening in front of them.

Cyea’s form fluttered, as though it were an illusion, flickering, and then… there were three of her. Three equally beautiful, ravishing, powerful women, each their Mistress, one in front of each of the girls.

The girls felt their bellies flutter. There were as many Cyeas as there were them. What was she planning?

“You like my surprise?” Cyea asked.

The girls all nodded, enthusiastically and without hesitation.

“Yes.” They whispered. “Yes!”

Cyea’s grin widened.

“Good, because I want to claim all of you at once, while you watch each other.” Cyea said.

The girls felt a tremble of fear and excitement. Cyea was going to claim them? What did that mean? Was she going to…

Cyea, all three of her as one, interrupted their train of thoughts with another word, and the air shimmered again. The girls felt a thrill. This was a word they knew, that they had heard before.

The three best friends watched as between each set of their Mistress’s legs a cock began to emerge, growing thicker, longer, harder, throbbing until it was massive, beautiful, perfect. Galene struggled to control her impulse to fall to her knees and fondle it, kiss it, suck it, feel it in her mouth, her lips tingling. Bromi felt her fuck-hole clench on her plug, growing wet, and Rhain reached up without thinking to pinch her nipples, hard, whimpering.

“Now, all of you, on your knees in front of me.” The central Cyea said.

“Take a cock each.” The left one said.

“And worship me.” The right one said. “I want to see how well you’ve learned.”

The girls did not hesitate to obey. Galene almost launched herself forward, falling to her knees in front of the Cyea before her, reaching up to begin stroking, her Mistress’s cock growing harder, throbbing in her hand. Her lips tingled and her mouth watered.

Bromi and Rhain were not far behind, moved only a little slower than Galene, but there was no delay in them, no reluctance, just the intrinsic need to obey, submit, the desire to feel their mouths full of cock, the need to serve their Mistress. Bromi fell to her knees in front of the Cyea in front of her, and Rhain took her place in front of the Cyea in front of her. They reached up, tentative, nervous, desperate to prove what good cum-sluts they were, and began to stroke.

Cyea moaned, all three, and their expressions were a mask of pleasure.

“Oh, this is nice. Having three of you stoke me at once, feeling all three of you at once, its… so much sensation, I can feel all of you at the same time.” The central Cyea spoke, slowly, voice husky with desire.

“It’s tripled… I wasn’t sure but…” The right Cyea spoke.

“I can feel all of it at once, and it's magnified. Oh fuck, yes… I think you three might… might quickly become some of my favourite toys.” The left Cyea said.

Galene was almost too desperate to hear. Her gaze was fixed on the cock in front of her, the slit oozing precum, cock throbbing. She pursed her lips, leaned forward, kissed the head of Cyea’s cock, and pressed forward.

The girth of Cyea’s cock began to force Galene’s mouth open and Galene kept her lips tight, mouth wet, hot, a throb of pleasure as her mouth was fucked, slowly, Cyea’s cock slipping deeper. Galene’s cock was hard, thick, throbbing, but it was her mouth that she was focussed on, the source of so much sensation and pleasure.

The three Cyea’s moved at the same time, reached down to grip the hair on the back of each girl’s head, and she guided them down towards her cock. Galene took Cyea’s prick deeper, felt the thickness on her tongue, licking, sucking, lips buzzing, and then the head pressed at the back of her throat. Bromi and Rhain pressed their lips tight, as Galene had taught them, making a wet seal, and they let Cyea guide their mouths to the head of her cock.

She pressed them down, pressed her hips forward, and Rhain and Bromi let Cyea’s cock penetrate their mouths, offering just enough resistance to increase her pleasure, lips wet, tongues lapping, sucking gently. Bromi and Rhain felt dizzy, could hear Galene’s moans and grunts of pleasure as Cyea fucked deeper, filling her throat, choking her.

“Fuck… you are all so good. Such pretty, sexy, hot little cum-sluts. Perfect little cum-dumps. But can you take all of me?” Cyea asked.

Bromi and Rhain murmured their positive answers, nodding gently, their mouths stuffed with cock. Cyea smiled down at them, each gripping the girls’ hair tighter, and then pressed deeper.

The head of her cock pressed at the back of Bromi’s throat, Rhain’s throat, and they both relaxed, suppressing their gag reflexes, almost an instinct now. Cyea pressed on, and her fat, long, throbbing cock slipped into their throats, stretching them, filling them, choking them.

Galene had trained them well, had trained them extensively and often, but her cock was not quite as large as Cyea’s, not quite as perfect, and they had been forced to share. This, now, was new. Their heads spun, and they swallowed Cyea’s cock, milking it.

The three best friends all choked at the same time, hair gripped, Cyea fucking her hips forward, forcing her cock deeper, fucking their throats, and the girl’s moaned, whimpering. The pleasure for Bromi and Rhain was intense, the thrill of being used, submitting, serving, giving Cyea pleasure, showing that they were now well trained, that Galene had trained them well, taught them well, that they belonged on the island, that they were good girls, but the pleasure for Galene was almost overwhelming. Her lips, throat, tongue were all pulsing with joy, bliss, and her cock was hard, almost painful. It had been so long since she’d sucked cock, since she’d served her Mistress on her knees, and it felt so good that she was almost cumming, just a little longer. She just needed Cyea to fuck her cock just a little deeper, harder, and she could…

“Fuck… I’m so tempted to just unload down your tight throats, but… I have other plans for you three.” Cyea said.

She gripped the girls' hair tight and pulled them all back, pulled her cock out of their throats, pulled it from their puckered lips, three audible pops almost in sync. The girls all whined, wanting more, but Galene whined the loudest, needed to suck more than the others, was ravenous for it. Cyea only smiled, denying them, her cock, her cocks, wet with their spit.

“No more of that, for now. I have something else planned that I want to get to first. Now, all of you, form a circle, or a triangle I suppose, and face each other, on all fours. I’m going to fuck you, claim you all as mine.”

The girls froze, turned pale, fear and excitement and anticipation. They had done a good job, had impressed their Mistress. She was going to accept them, claim them. They were going to belong to her.

“Yes Mistress, of course.” Bromi said, breaking the silence.

She moved first, was the most eager. Her fuck-hole was already quivering at Cyea’s words. She was going to be fucked in her tight, wet, virgin hole, and she could not get down on her hands and knees quick enough.
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The girls formed their circle, a triangle, and they faced each other, all of them on all fours, hands and knees. Cyea, the three of her, moved around them, circling, watching her prey. The girls trembled as hands caressed their upturned asses, fingers teasing, light slaps.

“Please… I… Mistress… I’ve been good.”

Bromi spoke, trembling, almost breathless. She needed this. Galene had sucked cock, Rhain had felt a cock between her tits, but Bromi… Bromi’s new body was built to take cock up her ass, to be fucked, to be a butt-slut, and she was still yet to experience the joy and the bliss of it. The hunger in her, the need in her, was an agony of desire, only made worse by the plug that slipped in and out of her hungry, wet hole as it twitched.

“Oh is someone desperate to be fucked? To be filled with my cock? To feel me cumming inside her tight, wet, virgin fuck-hole?” Cyea asked, tone teasing.

Bromi nodded, moaning, wiggling her ass. The need in her was swelling. She could feel one of the Cyeas behind her, could see another in front of her, thick, long cock swaying as she walked, wet with spit. That would soon be inside her, fucking her, and she had never wanted anything so much in her life. She wanted to be a slut for that cock…

“Well, since you asked so nicely.” Cyea said.

The Cyea behind Bromi stopped, and Bromi felt hands on her ass, stroking, groping, fondling. Bromi whimpered and pressed back, lowering her head, curving her back, spreading her legs, offering her ass, her tight, wet, virgin hole to her Mistress.

Hands squeezed harder, and Rhain and Galene watched, mesmerised by the erotic show in front of them, then felt a Cyea stop behind either of them, hands on their asses, stroking, the sensations matching with what they were seeing in some lurid fantasy made flesh. Cyea stroked, teasing her girls, and Bromi whined in need as Galene and Rhain began to relish the touch of their Mistress. Hand slipped up, lifting their skirts, baring their pert, round backsides, each perfect, each unique.

“You won’t be needing these.” Cyea said.

She gripped the panties of each girl firmly and then, sharply, yanked, pulling them hard. The fabric stretched, painful for a moment, then tore. Cyea ripped the girls’ panties off, leaving them naked, skirts bunched up around their waists, their stockings and suspenders doing nothing to hide their shame. They all almost as one spread their legs wider, a rush of excitement at being so exposed, bent over, ready to be claimed. The gems of their pretty plugs, black, white, pink, glinted in the candlelight.

Rhain, Bromi, and Galene gasped, aware suddenly of their nakedness, their vulnerability, but that only served to heighten their arousal. Galene’s cock was hard, massive, swaying beneath her, throbbing, while Rhain’s and Bromi’s dicks remained limp, small and pretty and useless, drooling thin streams of precum onto the floor. It had been weeks since they’d cum and they were both so desperate, would do anything.

“Now, what is it you want?” Cyea asked.

The girls were quiet for a moment, the question hanging in the air. Cyea waited, groping asses, squeezing pert flesh, and the girls whimpered, aware they would get nothing until they answered, until they confessed.

“I want you to fuck me, Mistress.” Bromi said. “I… I want you to slip my plug out of my tight fuck-hole and fuck me in my tight, wet, virgin ass. I want your cock inside me. I want you to claim me. I want to submit to you, belong to you. I want to accept my place here. I want you to fuck me, cum in me, breed me, and make me yours, forever.”

Cyea’s grip on Bromi’s ass tightened and Bromi felt the long, thick hardness of Cyea’s cock slip up and down the crack of her butt, pressing on the plug in her hole, teasing her, and from the way her Mistress’s cock throbbed she knew it had been the right answer.

“Such pretty words. Pretty words from a pretty butt-slut.” Cyea said.

Bromi moaned, pleasure and joy. The thrill of her Mistress’s praise and the feel of her cock in her crack, pressing at her plugged hole, hands on her ass.

There was silence again. Cyea waited. Two more answers were needed.

“I… I want to be owned by you Mistress.” Galene said. “I, like, I need to be owned by you. I am happy here, totally, really, utterly happy, and I don’t want to leave. I want to be here, with you, and, like, all my other sisters. I want to be here with my friends, the three of us, pretty sluts, serving you, pleasuring you, having… fun. I want you to fuck me, so I know I totally belong to you. I want you to claim me, make me your bimbo cum-slut. I want you to fuck my ass, fill me with cum, then I want you to fuck my mouth, fuck my throat, cum down my throat, fill my belly with your spunk. I want you to use me, want you to, like, make me be a slut for you. I want you to watch as I show you how well I trained my best friends. I want to fuck their sexy mouths for you, fuck their tight asses for you, but first I want you to use me like the slut I am.”

The words came tumbling out, a confession that had been bottled up for too long. The act of speaking the words, admitting her desires, her shame, her lusts, set Galene free, and Cyea, as a reward, spanked her lightly.

“My, that's another beautiful confession. You really are impressing me.” Cyea said.

Again silence. Only Rhain was left. She needed to tell her Mistress what she wanted, needed, or this journey that the three friends had only just begun would all be over. Rhain had to confess her truth, or…

“I want you, Mistress. I want you in my life, need you in my life. Like I need the sun, and air, and water. I need you to live and be happy. I need you to be free. I need you to be myself, to be true. I want to give myself to you, totally, utterly, completely. I want you to accept me, fuck me, claim me, claim all of us. I want your cock inside me, in my ass, my mouth, my throat. I want you to cum inside me, on me, over me. I want to bask in your gifts and your perfection, I want to be everything you want, everything you need, everything you desire. I want to be happy here, want to be myself here, want to serve you as thanks for all you have given me, given us. I want to submit to you and have you claim me with your perfect, beautiful, glorious cock.”

The words flowed, and Cyea smiled. The girls looked at each other, saw each other, truly saw each other, and they smiled, their hearts filled with love and joy. They could be happy here. With Cyea, with their sisters, and each other.

“Well, since you all asked so nicely.” Cyea said.

Her hands moved, slipping over asses, into the girls' cracks, and fingers gripped the heads of their plugs. She pressed, gently, and the girls moaned, grinding their hips, spreading their legs, relaxing their virgin holes. Slowly, gently, with aching patience, Cyea began to pull.

“Oh fuck… yes…” Bromi could not contain her joy.

Galene and Rhain whimpered. All three girls lifted their asses higher, heads down, backs arched, facing each other on all fours as their Mistress, all three versions of her, slowly slipped their fat, heavy plugs from their aching, quivering holes. Cyea stoked their backs with her free hands, squeezing their asses, watched as their tight, virgin holes stretched, puckered, growing wider. The girls moaned, working the hips to feel more of the pleasure that was building and then, suddenly, almost at the same time, their holes opened and their plugs slipped out.

The three friends were left empty, the loss of their plug leaving them bereft, desperate to be filled by something longer, thicker, warmer, something made of flesh and blood, their Mistress’s cock. Cyea smiled at the three of them, all so different, so perfect, so sexy, and her cock swelled, growing harder, watching their virgin assholes gape in invitation.

“Are you girls ready? Because I don’t plan on being gentle. I’ve been looking forward to this, claiming all three of you at once, and I’m not going to hold back or restrain myself.”

There was a pregnant pause, tension, fear, excitement, arousal, desire. The three best friends looked at each other, at the versions of Cyea who stood, cock hard, poised, ready, behind their friends, savouring the touch of the version of their Mistress behind them, stroking them, her hard, throbbing cock caressing up and down their cracks, head teasing over their slippery holes, pressing just in before slipping away. None of them had ever done this before, what if…

“I… I’m still a virgin in that way Mistress, so… I don’t know if… if I can take you easily. You’re so big. I want to, but… maybe…” Bromi stammered.

It was clear from the shake in her voice that she was desperate, but she knew she needed to be honest with her Mistress. It was her responsibility to keep her Mistress’s property from harm.

“I, like… I totally am too… a virgin that is. I… like, really, really want you to fuck me, and hard Mistress, but…” Cyea was mumbling, almost incoherent.

“I am too.” Rhain whispered.

Cyea laughed, softly, with kindness and love. Her cock slipped up and down the girls’ cracks, teasing over their open holes.

“I know my beautiful ones. I know more about you than you could imagine, but… you need not worry. I know your limits, and know how to keep you from harm. Your new bodies, and the gifts I have given you, will make certain that you enjoy every second of the hard fucking I’m about to give you. I just wanted you to say you were ready.” Cyea said.

The girls blushed, embarrassed by their foolishness. Of course they would be able to take their Mistress’s massive cock. Their bodies were built for this now, Bromi’s especially. As aroused as they all were there was no doubt that Cyea would be able to fuck them hard, brutally, without harming them. Their holes were gaping, wet, so sensitive and tingling. This was their place now, their purpose.

“I’m ready Mistress.” Bromi said. “Please… don’t be gentle. Fuck me, claim me, take me, breed me, hard.”

Cyea smiled.

“I’m ready Mistress.” Galene said. “I’m ready and, like, totally eager.”

“Please Mistress. I need you to claim me.” Rhain whispered.

“As you all wish.” Cyea said.

Cyea, all three versions of her, shifted, aiming her cock with her hand, still wet with spit, the head pressing at the girls’ holes. They were all wet, but Bromi was practically dripping, their juices lubricating their eager fuck-holes.

The girls moaned as Cyea eased her hips forward, pressing, their holes slippery, stretching, opening, and the head of her cock, massive, thick, throbbing, eased in slowly, teasing. There was a moment of resistance, the girls’ outer rings tight, hot, gripping onto Cyea’s cocks, the three versions of her moaning, eyes heavy-lidded with pleasure as they each experienced what the others were feeling, the thrill of fucking three virgin assholes at once, but Cyea pressed on, forcing her cock deeper, stretching the girls’ holes wider.

“Fuck… I… I think my brain is going to break. That feels… so… so good.” Bromi was whimpering, moaning, mumbling.

All of the girls were overwhelmed by pleasure, spreading their legs, curving their backs, heads low, lifting their asses up in offering to their Mistress, but for Bromi the sensations we just… more. This was her purpose. She was a butt-slut, and this was her first time getting fucked in her ass, the first of many.

Unable to wait, unable to restrain herself, Bromi eased back, grinding her hips, pressing back onto Cyea’s perfect, magnificent cock. She needed this. Her body had been changed, made into something beautiful, sexy, built for pleasure, built to serve and be fucked. She had been set free and she had experienced so much but this, the one thing she craved and needed beyond all other things, had been always out of reach. Now though, she was finally going to get fucked.

As Bromi pressed back Cyea pressed forward, her cock going deeper, pressure, and then… it happened. Bromi’s outer ring stretched just enough and the prominent head of Cyea’s cock popped past her tight entrance, slipped deep, suddenly.

“Fuck…” Bromi moaned.

Galene and Rhain saw Bromi’s pleasure and smiled, Galene’s massive cock hard, swaying beneath her while Bromi’s and Rhain’s dainty dicks remained small and pretty, limp, useless, drooling precum. They wanted that pleasure, needed it, and so they copied her, eased back, grinding their hips, wiggling their butts in invitation. The pressure of Cyea’s cock at their entrances mounted, making them moan, tight, hot, wet, and then… their fuck-holes opened and Cyea’s cock popped past their tight, outer rings, slipped deep, filling the three of them as they thrust forward.

“Fuck… yes… you are such good girls.” Cyea said.

The girls moaned, heads fuzzy, bodies burning with pleasure, and Bromi was the worst of them, lost on the tide of sensations, eyes half-closed, so drunk on pleasure she could barely speak. They worked their hips on instinct, wiggling, grinding back, wanting more.

Cyea obliged. She reached down to grip their hips, holding them tight, and slammed her hips forward, filling each of them with the massive length and girth of her cock in one thrust, their holes stretched, filled, her cock throbbing inside their tight, wet holes.

She had claimed them. They were no longer virgins. They were hers now, her girls. They belonged to her, had accepted their place, and she felt a swell of pride and joy at seeing just how beautiful they had become.

Cyea held her cock deep for a moment, feeling the girls wiggle, their holes clenching, hot and wet and tight, grinding their hips to feel the pleasure of being full. She gripped tight, squeezing just hard enough to hurt, and then pulled back, pulled her cock out until just the head was inside, tugging at each girl’s entrance. Their holes fluttered, each exquisite, each different, but it was Bromi who moved with the most sensuality, her butt-slut instincts awakened by having her ass stuffed with cock.

Bromi was a butt-slut. She knew the truth now. This was her place, her purpose. Just as Galene was a cum-slut, and Rhain was a tit-slut, she was a butt-slut, and she wanted her Mistress to fuck her until she could no longer walk or stand or even think.

Bromi tried to press back, wanting Cyea’s cock inside her again, filling her, wanting all of the massive girth sheathed inside her ass, but Cyea held her tight. Bromi whined, and Galene and Rhain wiggled, all of them wanting more, and then… Cyea thrust.

She slammed her cock in deep, thick, throbbing, hot, tight wet holes, and she began to fuck them. The girls were lost on the sudden tide of sensation, they were weak and small and pretty, nothing more than fuck-dolls for Cyea’s pleasure in that moment, and they let her claim them, spreading their legs wide, lifting their asses high, offering their bodies to their Mistress.

“Fuck… you are going to make such wonderful additions to my family. The three of you together. I’m going to relish watching you flourish, and your sisters… I know that they cannot wait to sample the three of you together. You are going to be so happy here.”

Cyea fucked hard, fast, deep, her cock pounding in and out, Bromi whimpering, grinding her hips and ass, hole clenching, milking. Galene and Rhain too could not help but squirm on Cyea’s fat cock, chasing the pleasure that was growing inside them, each thrust of her perfect prick rubbing on the knot of their bliss.

This was everything they had ever wanted, needed, imagined, and more. They offered themselves up, mind, body, soul, and Cyea claimed all of them.

The three best friends faced each other, seeing themselves as they were always meant to be, beautiful, sexy, slutty, on all fours with their legs spread, heads down, asses up, and they watched each other as they were all fucked by their Mistress, Cyea thrusting deep, fast, hard, sinking her massive cock into their tight, wet, no longer virgin holes. The sight, the sensation, the sheer joy of it all was too much.

Bromi felt her body tensing, quivering, hole tightening, milking Cyea’s cock. A knot of joy inside her belly began to untangle. She ground her hips, pressing back, riding Cyea’s cock to chase the pleasure.

Galene and Rhain were not far behind, and Cyea, seeing her girls enjoying themselves, seeing them give themselves over to the pleasure and the bliss and the joy, giving themselves over to her cock, began to fuck harder. She slammed her cock in deep, pulled it out until just the head was inside, and then repeated. Her hips and groin slammed against the girls’ butts, the sound of slapping flesh, and her grip on their hips tightened.

“Fuck… You all feel so good. Fucking the three of you at once… it’s, this is something new, and I think I could grow to get used to this.” Cyea said.

The girls all blushed, glad to be able to return the pleasure they were feeling. All of them were close, Bromi, Rhain, Galene, and Cyea knew it. She worked her hips harder, her tits swaying, watching her girls, their sexy bodies, wanting to make them cum together.

“Such good girls for me. You’ve done so well. And you are mine now, aren’t you?” Cyea asked.

The girls nodded, enthusiastically, eagerly. They whispered yes, giving themselves over to Cyea, to the pleasure, to the island and their sister, to each other, and, most importantly, to their true selves.

“Cum for me then, cum for me now, hard… cum and be mine, my girls. Admit who you are and bind yourselves to me, now and forever.” Cyea said.

She slammed her hips forward and her cock swelled, throbbing hard, pressing on the knot of pleasure inside the three best friends. They ground back, working their hips, chasing pleasure, and… that was enough.

The girls quivered, moaning, drunk on joy, ecstasy. They came almost as one, Galene’s massive cock spilling copious amounts of her seed onto the floor, Bromi’s and Rhain’s limp, pretty, tiny dicks drooling thin streams of cum.

They were all cumming, together, and the air shimmered, magick working, binding them to their Mistress, an irrevocable truth. They were hers, and the reward for giving themselves over was pleasure, joy, and happiness. This was their home.

“Yes… cum for me. Cum and let me claim you.”

Cyea thrust harder, deeper, and her cock became enormous, massive, throbbing and then… she came, cumming hard, filling the girls with her spunk, thick, hot ropes of sticky cum filling their tight holes, the magic and the power of it sealing the contract that they had forged with her. There was no escaping her now. They were home.

The girls came, hard, bodies bright with a pleasure more intense than any they had ever known, and soaring highest of all of them was Bromi. She had finally felt what it was she was made for. She was a butt-slut and she wanted the joy of being fucked, filled with cum, bred to never end.

Cyea’s cock pulsed, cumming deep within her girls, and she grunted, moaning with three-fold pleasure, claiming the best friends as her sluts. Her cum was hot, thick, and their holes clenched tight, milking her for every ounce of bright bliss.

The best friends gasped, giddy, saw each other, and then began to giggle, delight and joy and love filling their hearts. Cyea smiled and began to relax, the heady highs of their shared climaxes diminishing slowly. They all breathed hard, sweating, and Cyea’s cock began to shrink, slipping out of the girl’s well fucked holes.

Cum oozed out, wet and warm and sticky, and the three of them smiled, relishing the sensation. They shifted, wiggling their hips to savour the feeling of being full of cum, their Mistress’s seed seeping out, dribbling from their no longer virgin holes.

“Fuck that was, like, amazing.” Galene said. “I totally want more.”

She giggled, blushing.

“Definitely.” Rhain said, staring at Galene. “And… I… I wouldn’t mind having you fuck me too… if that’s allowed?”

“That’s certainly allowed.” Cyea said. “Now you’ve given yourselves to me, committed yourselves to your new home, everything is allowed. You are free to enjoy each other and your sisters to your heart's desire. You will need to work, of course, to help maintain our home, but… you’ll find there is plenty of time for play.”

The girls smiled, excited by the prospect. Bromi blinked, still drunk on the pleasure of her orgasm, the thrill of being fucked, finally, more intense than she could ever have imagined.

“Though I will of course be expecting you to attend to me, whenever I call for you.” Cyea said. “Which will be often given this afternoon’s performance.”

“It's, like, totally our honour Mistress.” Galene said.

Rhain nodded, and Bromi murmured clumsy, cum drunk agreement.

“I… yes… more… please…” Bromi muttered.

Cyea smiled, a hand caressing over Bromi’s ass, her hole opening and closed as she knelt, shivering, still grinding her hips as though remembering the sensations of being fucked. Cyea smiled, a glint in her eyes.

“More? Already?” Cyea said. “Such greedy girls. Well, I suppose it’s lucky for you that I planned for more.”

Cyea lifted her hands and clapped twice. The door to her rooms opened and the girls looked up, saw their sisters filtering into the room, naked, beautiful, small, limp cocks and large, hard cocks, cunts that shimmered as thick, long cocks began to emerge. The girls were all so pretty, so beautiful, so sexy, and the best friends felt honoured to be counted now amongst them.

“What…” Bromi spoke, but did not have a chance to finish.

“You said you wanted more, and your sisters have been desperate to get to know you all better.” Cyea said. “So… I’ve invited them all to come and celebrate you joining us. I thought it would be fun, since you are now free to explore each other, and your sisters, see just what pleasures the island offers you.”

The girls blinked, stunned, so many bodies, so much joy. The room buzzed with an atmosphere of desire and affection, all focused on the three girls.

“Just… don’t forget me.” Cyea said. “Since I’m a long way from being satisfied, and there’s still three of me to play with, for the time being at least.”

The girls looked up at the three copies of their Mistress and watched in delight as her cock began to grow hard again, throbbing. Galene’s lips buzzed, Rhain’s tits tingled, and Bromi just wiggled her hips as she lifted her ass up.

“Thank you.” Rhain said.

“Thank you, Mistress.” Galene said.

Bromi smiled, giddy, brain numb. She looked around and knew she, and her friends, had found their island paradise.

“Thank you.” She said.

And then the celebration began.

THE END…?


A Thank You From Keary

Thank you so much for choosing one of my books.  I really hope you enjoyed reading it!  If you did then please consider leaving me a review on Amazon—not only do good reviews make a real difference, but your positive reactions always make me smile, and knowing what you enjoy helps me come up with devious plots for future books! 

Your continued support is why I am able to keep writing these exciting stories, and I really can’t thank all you naughty, beautiful people enough.  If you’d like to stay up to date with news on any new books or deals then I can be found on Twitter or Instagram @Keary_Writes—you’ll also get to read my occasional ramblings and grumblings, as well as what new ideas I might be working on.

Stay safe, and keep being amazing!

Keary xx


Also By Keary Hayes…


Becoming the Prom Queen

Part One
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Charlie and Robert, best friends since almost the day they met, have grown up together. Things are changing though, they are growing up, fast. They are no longer children, carefree and wild. They have become young adults, and they are only weeks away from leaving high school, only weeks away from one last, major milestone in their school lives… prom.

Except the pair have decided not to go. Nonplussed about “dates” or partying, content instead to spend their time together playing video games, eating pizza, and enjoying each other's company, just the two of them as they’ve always preferred, they’ve decided to skip that final ceremony before they head off to college together. Only, not everyone agrees with their decision…

Mia, Robert’s stepsister, thinks missing prom is a mistake they’ll regret. It’s a once in a lifetime event, so they should go, have fun, and enjoy themselves.

When they make excuses about not being able to find dates Mia steps in with a plan. They can go as each other’s dates, with all the excess that entails—the car, the flowers, the suit, and even the prom dress. When the best friends resist Mia steps in to insist, and it becomes clear to both of them that the only thing left to do is work out who’s going to be wearing the gown…

The friends are unable to choose, so Mia rolls a die, and Charlie gets lucky. With not much time left before prom Mia begins the work of getting him ready to be his best friend's date for prom. There’s much to do, and even more to learn, but Mia is confident that Charlie can master it all and become the prom queen...


Seduced by Sissy Hypnosis
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Ben is ecstatic when he hears his father and step-mother are getting a new car. If he can have their old one perhaps there will be hope for his miserable dating prospects at his new college. There is one problem through, his step-sister, Lianne, also wants the car, and Lianne is used to getting what she wants.

Desperate, Ben resolves to pleading with Lianne. When Lianne offers Ben a simple bet, he jumps at the opportunity to get his hands on the car. The deal is simple, watch three mysterious videos Lianne has and he can have the car, don’t watch them and the car is hers.

Soon Ben finds himself spiralling out of control. Becoming prettier, girlier, happier, Ben nevertheless manages to complete his bet with Lianne. When Ben confronts his step-sister with his success she offers him a new twist… one that Ben finds impossible to resist.

Advisory note: this book features themes of feminisation, sissification, corruption, and mind control, as well as the use of language and repeated phrases that some suggestible readers might find to be irresistible…


A Paladin Falls

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

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

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


Blackmailed: Claimed as Daddy’s Femboy Doll
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Ryan is much like any boy his age, though maybe a little smaller, a littlemore petite, a little cuter. He’sa popular, charming college boy with friends, a loving mother and step-father, a girlfriend, and just one tiny, dirty, shameful secret—Ryan likes to wear panties.

It all started with simple curiosity, wondering what they felt like, how they looked, but when Ryan discovered how good it felt, how pretty he looked, it soon became an addiction, and he began to wear more than just panties. Now, finally, he’s finally managed to get a full set of sexy matching lingerie, and he just can’t wait to try it on!

Ryan’s excitement soon turns to terror though when his step-father comes home early to find him all dressed up like a pretty, sexy, irresistible femboy. When his step-father makes it clear he is willing to keep Ryan’s dressing-up between the two of them, for a price, Ryan realises the predicament he is in. Desperate to keep his secret shame from being exposed to his mother, his friends, his girlfriend, Ryan has no choice, and he submits to his step-father’s demands. Soon enough Ryan finds himself being feminized, controlled, and, maybe even worse… he realises he is beginning to like the way his Daddy looks at him, the way his Daddy treats him.

As Ryan is taught the pleasure of being pretty, sexy, submitting to his Daddy’s will, discovering new joys and sensations, he is left wondering… is he ready to embrace being Daddy’s Femboy Doll?


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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PART THREE - THE FINALE
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