

The Sacrifice

A First Time Feminization Novella

Keary Hayes





Copyright © 2024 Keary Hayes

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

Background Image and cover by Keary Hayes.

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

To stay up to date with news and new releases by signing up to my news letter at https://tinyurl.com/KearyWrites. Or you can follow me on twitter or Instagram for news, chat, and fun @Keary_Writes!


Dedication

Dedicated to all my beautiful, wonderful readers

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

Thank you xx


THE SACRIFICE

Carl’s best friend, Cleo, is lesbian. More than that, she’s a witch too, and part of a hot, goth, lesbian coven that practices what she describes as “real magic”. Carl doesn’t mind though because Cleo is the coolest and sweetest and hottest girl he knows. Plus… the rest of the coven are pretty cute too.

For the most part, Carl stays out of the coven’s way, keeping to his room when they meet up in his and Cleo’s apartment, but the one day they need a “favour”, and Carl, being the good friend he is, says ‘yes’. Only what he doesn’t know is that his ‘yes’ will change his life forever.

Carl has been best friends with Cleo for years, so it made sense for them to get an apartment together when they went off to college. Cleo is the cool friend, hot and gothy, a witchy lesbian, with a whole coven of hot gothy lesbians surrounding her, while Carl is… nowhere near as cool.

That’s never bothered Cleo though. She’s always been there for Carl, and he’s always been there for her.

So, when Cleo comes to Carl telling him that the coven needs an extra special favour he of course says ‘yes’, not quite sure just where that ‘yes’ is going to lead him.

It turns out the coven needs a sacrifice for a very special ritual, and Carl is almost a perfect fit. Only… the sacrifice is supposed to be a maiden, and Carl is no maiden.

The coven though thinks they can fix that. They think they can make Carl into the perfect maiden for their purposes. So begins Carl’s transformation into a prettier, more feminine version sacrifice.

But once that’s done there’s still the ritual waiting for her, and what Carrie doesn’t know is what the sacrifice is going to entail, nor how the ritual going to change her life forever. She’s in safe hands though, because it’s all part of Cleo’s magical plan.

*** Another thrilling transgender, feminization, first-time novella from the best-selling author, Keary Hayes. ***


One

The sound of laughter, or perhaps it could be better be called cackling, reverberated all the way down the hall and into my room. I had the door shut and I had music playing, but still, the intermittent sound of Cleo and her friends broke through, their bold, boisterous, cackling laughter.

It made the hairs on the back of my neck stand on end. There was just something… intimidating about the five women.

I’d known Cleo since I was an adolescent when she moved into my neighbourhood. We'd both been at that awkward age between childhood and adulthood and, against the odds, we’d become close friends and had remained close friends all through high school and into college, even deciding to live together as roommates.

It was a friendship that surprised everyone, myself included. We just didn’t seem like a good match, yet… I loved Cleo dearly. She was almost like a sister to me, and I knew she loved me. We were close, and I trusted her implicitly.

Her new friends though… they were a different story.

On the surface, Cleo and I made a very odd pair. I was plain and ordinary, almost boring, and I always had been. I grew up as the middle child in a busy house, well behaved, a good boy. I was quiet and studious and almost serious. I did my chores. I studied hard. I never caused trouble. I never caused a fuss.

Even as I got into high school, hitting puberty, that time when all kids caused mayhem, I remained well-behaved. Perhaps it helped that puberty never really hit me that hard. While the other boys my age seemed to blossom into men, becoming taller, hairier, more muscular and assertive, I… became none of those things.

I remained small, short and slim, slight, with a boyish face and a quiet, unassuming personality. I had figured I was just slow to develop, but over the years I’d given up that hope and had accepted the reality without any real complaint or fuss—which was always my way.

The truth was though that my lack of development was always a source of frustration and annoyance and insecurity for me. More than once I’d been mistaken for my mother’s daughter or for Cleo’s girl best friend.

I always acted like it never phased me, but it did. So, instead of acting out like most teenagers, I kept my head down. Tried to go unnoticed.

Which was perhaps why people saw me and Cleo as such an odd pair.

Cleo was, despite being my very best friend in the world, in many ways my polar opposite.

As children we’d been an odd pair, her the adventurous one, wild and bold, while I was more cautious, preferring books and board games, but we’d clicked in a way that was difficult to explain and had grown close despite our differences.

Yet, as we’d hit puberty, those differences had only increased. Where I had failed to blossom at all, Cleo had blossomed early, and fully.

While we were young we’d both been somewhat similar in build and shape. We looked like children, and really all children were alike. But as the hormones began to rage, I had remained child-like youthful and androgynous, while Cleo had become a woman, growing curves, her body filling out in all the ways a woman’s was meant to fill out, while my body remained clandestinely unmasculine.

She had become rebellious, even wilder, while I had kept my head down, studied hard. Yet, we’d remained best friends. Having Cleo in my life meant adventure, and having her around meant people never noticed me, which I liked, and she enjoyed the sense of calm stability I provided, my cautious nature keeping her out of too much trouble and my studious personality meant I was able to help her graduate high school with pretty high marks given how much trouble she got into over the years.

People had assumed that we would grow apart as we grew older, but if anything the opposite was the case. We grew closer, and though there were a few whispers about us being a couple, comments about how it was inevitable we’d date at some point, we never did, and… I always understood the truth of why.

Early on in our friendship, before she’d even told her parents, Cleo had confided in me—I was her best friend after all and we told each other everything—that she was more into girls than boys. Perhaps my reactions were one of the reasons we stayed friends… I’d been nonplussed and had just accepted her as she was. It made no difference to me after all, so long as she was still Cleo she was still my friend.

So, in the end, we surprised no one when we decided to attend the same college. Which was how we came to be living together, and was how I came to the situation I was currently in.
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Once at college, I’d thrown myself into my studies, wanting to dive deep into the realms of knowledge and study that I always found so comforting. Cleo on the other hand was… well she was Cleo.

She studied enough to get good marks but didn’t study any harder than that. Instead, she embraced all the new opportunities that college offered her.

As charismatic and adventurous as she was she quickly made friends, and her friends were… well, they were a lot like her, which made life interesting.

While I had always been quiet and serious, almost shy, an introvert, Cleo was the opposite. While I was ordinary, plain, unexceptional, Cleo was dazzling and bold.

In high school, we’d both developed our own styles, or at least we had if my ordinariness could even be called a style. I’d found a way to be the least assuming person in a room possible, dressing plainly, simply, in drab colour, while Cleo had, unsurprisingly, done the opposite.

As wild and free as she was she was never going to settle for ordinary, and she didn’t. After trying out a few different styles, as most of the kids in our high school did—with the exception of me and a few others—she settled on one that suited her. Witchy goth queen.

She was at once both stunning and terrifying, clad in black, with dark, heavy make-up and an intimidating demeanour, and she became even more impressive and noticeable. She even developed an interest in herbalism and the occult, wearing crystals on silver chains, rings with sigils and talismans on, making her own blends of tea to help with mood or energy.

I found it charming in a way, seeing my best friend grow into a strange and outlandish witchy beauty, because I could see how happy it made her, but not everyone agreed. More than a few people in our high school found her unsettling, and so they began to ignore her, even spreading rumours about her.

Cleo never let that bother her though. She was thicker skinned than I, and she had me. She told me often how much our friendship meant to her, and I told her the same just as often.

Her goth witch phase continued on into college, but that was where the problems began. In high school, she’d become the wild outsider, the weirdo, but in college… well in college there was no shortage of weirdos.

All too soon Cleo had made new friends. Friends that were like her.

Though she still made sure she had time for me, and we still hung out often, she began spending more and more time with the new girls she’d met. Girls that were more like her—gothy, witchy, wild, adventurous, hot.

And the worst part of it was they all began hanging out at our apartment.

I hadn’t minded at first, because they were all, despite their unnervingly striking appearances, very sweet and caring. They were all lovely people, always respectful and thoughtful and charming, but that only made it worse.

I could handle being around Cleo, even as hot as she was, because she was like a sister to me. Sure I had a thing for hot goth girls, but Cleo was… she wasn’t like other hot goth girls. She was my best friend, so it was almost easy to not see how attractive she was.

Almost easy, because there was still the odd moment when I couldn’t help but feel attracted to her.

Yet with her friends it was different. I didn’t really know them. They weren’t my friends. And they certainly weren’t like sisters to me. So, as cute and as hot as they were, and as much as they were my type, I couldn’t help but feel flustered and pent-up around them.

There were five of them in the coven, which is what they referred to themselves as, including Cleo. While Cleo was definitely the most attractive, a curvaceous gothic queen with long, straight silver-blonde hair and dazzling blue eyes, none of them were remotely plain.

There was Sammi, the tallest of the five, thin with short black hair in an asymmetric bob, dark eyes that were almost black, Liara, a short, thick, brunette with tanned skin and alluring almond-shaped eyes, deep brown, Jess, a fiery red-head with sea-green eyes and a body that rivalled even Cleo, and Anna, whose hair had been purple when I met her, but had recently changed to a lurid pink, her eyes hazel with flecks of green, almost as tall as Sammi but with more curve, especially around the ass.

They all wore similar clothes, which was to say black, and they were all very witchy, plus I was pretty sure they were all caught up in some kind of group dating situationship. I didn’t mind how much they were around either, since I mostly kept to my room—reading, studying, playing games on my PC—but what I was finding awkward was how charming they were.

Cleo was bad enough. I knew her well enough that I didn’t even consider her a proper girl anymore. She was just… Cleo.

But her friends… they were all hot, all sweet in their own eccentric, wild, exciting ways, and they were all, in different ways, exactly my type. Having them around all the time, being friendly, charming, sweet, chatty, looking hot, was getting to be incredibly frustrating.

I liked them all, liked them a lot, and I was delighted that Cleo had made friends with girls that were like her, but having to be around four women who I barely knew who were all so distractingly beautiful was almost an agony, and I knew there was no way I could ever really explain that to Cleo because…

Because I was still a virgin. While Cleo had experienced a few dalliances with girls in high school, I’d remained terminally single. While I had friends besides Cleo, a few girls among them, I’d never gotten anywhere with girls

I’d had a few dates, sure, and they’d all been sweet enough, but the truth was I was far too awkward and self-conscious to date seriously. I’d never even kissed a girl because the few times I’d got close, the few times a girl had made moves on me, I’d run away, terrified.

I had hoped I’d be able to get past that now I was older, now I was at college but… I hadn’t, and Cleo’s friends around all the time were just a stark reminder of how insufficient I was. I loved Cleo, and I liked her friends, but having them around just made me feel awful.
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Which was why I was hiding in my room for the third night that week, trying to distract myself with the latest RPG game on my PC. But, it was all to no avail. I could still hear the five women chatting, laughing, cackling.

I felt a shiver run down my spine. I needed a drink and I wanted a snack, but I daren’t go to the kitchen because that would mean passing through the living room where the five women were gathered and I really didn’t want to face them.

Sure, they were all lovely—annoying too lovely given how hot they were—and I enjoyed seeing them, but… in small doses. Too much of them made my head spin and my heart race. Plus… there really was something intimidating about them all, especially when they were all together.

There was another peel of laughter, louder, and I closed my eyes to take a deep breath. I really needed a drink, and I probably needed to pee, plus I was kinda hungry. I could just pop out, say hi, and then dash back to my room.

They were all always glad to see me, or at least acted like it, but still… I could have done without having to face them after the day I’d had. It was beginning to feel like they were all almost living with me, and… living with five hot women was just too much for a shy, introverted virgin to take.

I began to stiffen my resolve and then… I realised it had gone quiet. It had gone very quiet.

A knock at the door made me jump.

“Are you in there Carl?”

It was Cleo’s voice. She rarely came to see me in my room, and never when her friends were around.

“Yeah, I’m in here.”

“You mind if I come in for a minute?”

“Sure.” I said.

I watched as the door opened. Cleo was smiling, and looked almost… nervous? It was hard to tell, because I wasn’t sure I’d ever seen Cleo looking nervous.

My heart sank.

“Can we talk a moment?” She asked.

I nodded. She looked as beautiful as ever. Out of the five women she was the most exceptional, her smile easily lighting up a room, but I felt so comfortable around her that I almost didn’t notice. Almost… because no one could fail to notice how pretty Cleo was.

“You know there’s an important full moon coming up right?” Cleo said.

I nodded. I did know because Cleo had told me all about it and I’d heard her and the coven talking about it and the ritual they were planning to carry out under it, something to do with renewal and rebirth and positive feminine energy.

I tended not to listen to the stuff they talked about when it came to their craft. It wasn’t that I didn’t believe in it necessarily—I knew enough about it all from what Cleo and the other girls had told me that it had more to do with intention and focus and will and using ritual to tap into the inherent power all humans have to create change than the kind of hocus-pocus that was popular in movies and fantasy—but rather that I wasn’t really that interested. It all just sounded rather complicated and exhausting and it was Cleo’s thing, not mine.

If I wanted magic I had video games and books and TV shows.

“Yeah, I remember.” I said.

“Well… there’s a thing we need for the ritual that we’ve been struggling to find and… well… you know I love you, right? That I’d do anything for you, right?”

I nodded. Over the years Cleo and I had lost count of the number of favours we’d done for each other, and we no longer kept track, instead preferring to just help each other out whenever there was a need.

“Yeah, of course.” I said.

Cleo smiled.

“And you know any of the coven would help you if you needed, right? You’re like… an honorary member.”

I smiled at that, nodded. All of the girls had always been friendly to me, had made me feel very included and welcome to join them, but I’d always kept my distance for my own, very embarrassing, reasons.

“Yeah, they’re… they’re all lovely. But… what’s this about?”

Cleo looked almost embarrassed. I’d never seen her look embarrassed, ever.

“We need a favour.” She said. “We’ve been trying to find this one thing we need for the ritual, and we have everything else, but… we can’t find the last, and most important thing.”

“You want me to help you find it?” I asked.

Cleo knew I was better on the computer than her, so I wondered if maybe she wanted me to search or something or…

“No.” Cleo said. “We want… we want you to be the final component.”

I stared at her and blinked. I was puzzled, confused, and I couldn’t help but chuckle.

“Me? What…”

“We’ve known each other a long time right? We know practically everything about each other, right?”

I nodded. I was pretty sure we had no secrets from each other.

Cleo smiled. There was almost a pinkness to her cheeks. Was she blushing? I’d never seen my best friend blush. She looked kinda cute, and I felt my chest tighten.

“Well… I… we need… the ritual is a… we need a virgin.” Cleo said. “And we were wondering… would you mind being our virgin?”

I blinked, stunned. My head swam. I felt my cheeks burn as they flushed with blood, blushing scarlet.

“I… I…”

“Please.” Cleo said, a note of desperation in her voice. “The full moon is only a few days away and you’re our only chance of getting the ritual done. It’s really important to me, to us. Please…”

She was almost begging me. She really needed my help.

“Please. We need a virgin to sacrifice and you’re the only one who can help.”

My eyes went wide at that word.

“Sacrifice?” I said.

Cleo nodded.

“Yeah, only… not the human kind. You’d be sacrificing your virginity in the ritual. The offering of that is what’s meant to power the magic behind it. It’s a whole transformation thing, rebirth. As a bonus, you’d also be blessed by it, in fact, you’d get more of the blessing than any of us, so it’d be like a rebirthing and renewal for you too.” Cleo said.

I stared at her, blinked. I hadn’t heard much beyond...

“Sacrifice my virginity? You mean…”

Cleo nodded.

“If you do the ritual with us it’ll be losing your virginity. Yeah.” She said.

I felt my cheeks burn even hotter. My heart thundered. I’d have to sacrifice my virginity. The thought of any of the hot goth witches taking my virginity made my whole body ache.

I couldn’t do it though, could I? I was far too nervous and self-conscious and intimidated and…

“Please…” Cleo said. “We need you. And we’d all be really really grateful.”

The way she said it was like I’d be doing her a favour. It was liked… like letting one of the five, hot, beautiful women claim my virginity would be me doing them a favour.

I really did love my best friend, and I really would do anything for her. So maybe…

“I’ll do it.” I said, already terrified.

But the look of joy and relief and gratitude on Cleo’s face reassured me.

“Oh my god, that’s amazing. Thank you.” She said. “And don’t be nervous. We’re going to look after you and it’ll be fun and… yeah, it’ll be amazing.”

I was almost looking forward to it. Maybe after this, I’d have enough confidence to start seeing a girl. Maybe I could get a girlfriend. Maybe…

“There’s just one catch.” Cleo said.

“Catch?” I asked.

She nodded.

“Yeah, but… maybe it’s best if you come see the coven and we can tell them you’ve accepted before I explain it.”


Two

“He said yes!” Cleo declared as she stepped into the living room.

I was walking behind her, timid and still blushing, but the way the four other girls all cheered excitedly made me smile, a thrill running along my spine, heart thundering in my chest as my cock twitched. They really were excited to have me be part of their ritual, really were excited and grateful that I was letting them sacrifice my virginity.

Though Cleo was the hottest out of the five gothy witches, none of the young women were even remotely plain, and they were all stunningly attractive in their own right. Having all five women look at me after I’d agreed to let them sacrifice my virginity made my head spin.

Who would be the one to sacrifice it? Would the others stand by and watch? How would it feel?

I tried to keep calm, keep my mind from running off into daydreams, but it was almost impossible. Especially with how they were all dressed.

I’d always had a thing for gothy girls, the black clothes, the dark make-up, the fishnets and the piercings and the tattoos, the edginess, and all five women in the coven were full on goth in their own unique way. Any one of them would have been more than my wildest dream, and I was surrounded by five of them.

And… one of them was going to sacrifice my virginity under the full moon.

“We can’t possibly thank you enough.” Liara said.

“You’ve saved our ritual from having to be cancelled.” Jess said. “We definitely owe you.”

My blush deepened at the way the hot redhead said that.

“Maybe even more than one if the ritual goes well.” Sammi said, smirking.

I could feel my blush spreading down my neck and across my chest.

“You know, with you as our sacrifice I’m looking forward to the ritual even more than I was before.” Anna said, a twinkle in her eyes.

My head was spinning.

“Oh, will you all stop teasing him.” Cleo said. “He’s nervous enough as it is so just be nice.”

The other four girls all laughed.

“Fine we’ll do our best, but you can’t expect us not to tease our virgin sacrifice at all. I mean… teasing is half the fun, right?.” Jess said.

I looked between the five girls and felt both thrilled and terrified. They all knew I was a virgin, and they were all planning to sacrifice my virginity under the full moon. Only… I didn’t know how, and there was still the issue of the catch.

“I… I’m looking forward to it, kinda, I think.” I said. “But… you said something about a catch?”

I looked at Cleo. She smiled, nodded.

“You’ve not told him?” Anna asked.

Cleo shook her head.

“I thought it’d be more fun if we told him about it all together, that way we could all reassure and make it clear how grateful we are and we could all reassure him how much fun it’ll be.”

“Oh, it’s going to be so much fun.” Liara said.

“You’re going to have the best time.” Sammi said. “And I really do think the ritual will help you too. Virgin sacrifices are just so powerful and amazing and I know you’re going to get a lot out of what we have planned.”

“You can trust us, really.” Anna said. “We all really like you and we wouldn’t have asked you if we didn’t think you were… cute.”

My blush deepened at that. Did they really think me cute?

“And I know you’re going to be scared and nervous, but that’s normal, just… you should know that all of our work is rooted in love and compassion, and that extends to you. Cleo loves you and would never let anything bad happen to you, and… well… we all care about you too and we really wouldn’t have asked if we didn’t think it wouldn’t work or be a good fit.”

I smiled. I was still looking at Cleo.

“I really do love you.” Cleo said. “You’re my best friend, and I’d never do anything to hurt you. You know that right?”

I nodded, feeling my heart swell.

“And you trust me, right?” Cleo asked.

I nodded again. I really did trust her. We’d been through so much together. She’d proved herself worthy of my trust time and time again, and I hoped I proved myself worthy of her trust too.

There was silence. I waited.

“The catch?” I asked again, unable to wait any longer.

Cleo again had that nervous blush to her cheeks, a look of almost… embarrassment or excitement.

“The sacrifice, the… the virgin… it… they… they’re supposed to be a girl.” Cleo said.

I stared at her for a moment, blinked.

“But then… why did you ask me? I mean… if they have to be a girl then how will it work if I’m the sacrifice? Surely…”

“You’ll be playing the part of a girl. The virgin part is the most important. The rest is… it’s about intention and presentation, so as long as you’re playing a girl, it’ll work.” Cleo said. “Does that make sense?”

I felt my whole body become tense. She wanted me to… I was supposed to…

I chuckled, nervous. It was bad enough the entire coven now knew I was a virgin, but the idea of pretending to be a girl was too much.

“I can’t.” I said, shaking my head.

“You really can.” Anna said.

“You’d be great.” Liara said

“Honesty, we wouldn’t have asked you if we thought you couldn’t do it.” Sammi said.

“Will you just try?” Jess asked.

Cleo looked at me, smiling.

“I really do think you can do this. And… it really will be fun.” Her smile widened. “You said you trust me so… how about you trust me?”

I felt my belly tie in knots. I paused, then… nodded. I really did trust her.

“Then you’ll do it?” Cleo asked, her smile suddenly bright and joyful.

“I… I’m not sure. I’m not saying no, but… maybe if you explain to me how I’m supposed to play a girl then…”

“I’ve got a better idea.” Clea said. “Instead of explaining, we just show you.”

“Yes!” The coven said.

I felt my cheeks grow hot. I turned from Cleo to look around the room.

All five women looked so happy and excited. There was no way I could refuse them, was there?

And at the end of the day, I was still very curious about having my virginity sacrificed.

“Fine.” I said. “You can show me.”
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The moment I spoke the five women sprung into action. Before I could say anything else they were all up and on their feet and they were on me.

Anna and Jess grabbed my hands and Cleo led, Liara and Sammi heading off to Cleo’s room. None of them spoke. It was like they all knew what they should be doing, like they’d planned it.

I wondered if maybe they had.

“In here.” Cleo said.

She gestured to the bathroom and I froze. What did she…

“Go on. We’re not going to bite.” Jess said.

With that Jess and Anna pressed me forward and through the bathroom door. The three girls followed behind me and blocked the exit.

It wasn’t long before Liara and Sammi had returned with a small bag.

“We’ve got everything we need.” Liara said.

I looked at the bag. It was small and did not look heavy. I wondered what they were going to do.

“You ready?” Cleo said to me.

“For what?”

The coven all smirked at me.

“We’re going to show you how you’re going to play a girl for our ritual.” Cleo said.

I felt my cheeks burn, blushing. The way the five intimidating women were all staring at me sent a shiver up my spine, the hairs on the back of my neck standing on end. I felt like a wounded deer surrounded by wolves. Hot wolves.

“I… I guess so.”

“Good, but to start you’re going to have to strip.” Cleo said.

The girls stared at me. Again my mind spun. I was supposed to strip? They wanted me naked?

But then given the nature of the sacrifice they’d see me naked anyway, right? At that thought I couldn’t help but wonder just how they were going to sacrifice my virginity. They were all hot, all beautiful, and the thought of any of them taking my virginity as part of their ritual made my head spin.

Which one would it be? Or maybe…

I thought about Cleo, but out of all of them, I was sure it wouldn’t be her. Our friendship just wasn’t like that. Except… the thought was kinda exciting. I felt my heart skip and my belly flutter.

“Strip? But…”

“Now, there’s no need to be shy.” Jess said. “We’ve all seen it before, just… maybe not yours. We’re all friends here though so you’ve nothing to worry about.”

I looked at Cleo. She smiled, nodded.

“Please.” She said. “Just… trust me.”

I took a deep breath. I really did love and trust her. So much so that… I began to strip.

I peeled off my top, my trousers, even my socks until I was just in my underwear.

“Those too.” Liara said.

I blushed, took a deep breath. I waited for a moment hoping that Cleo might save me but she remained silent, just nodding encouragingly. So in the end I just… dropped my pants, letting them fall to my feet as I covered myself with my hands to save my modesty.

“Why do you need me naked anyway?” I said, feeling more than a little sheepish.

“How else would we shave you?” Sammi said. “After all, girls are smooth all over.”

I felt my face drop. I turned to look at her and saw that from the bag she had brought she had pulled out a container of pink shaving gel and several pink razors.

“Now, shall we get started?” Sammi said.

The women of the coven all nodded, and Sammi began to hand out the razors. Before I could speak they began to move towards me, circling me.

“You okay if we all work together? It’ll be quicker, and hopefully more fun, if the five of us all work as a team.” Cleo said.

My head was spinning. It was all I could do to nod.
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I stood still as ten hands, all slick with shaving foam, began to work over my body. They foamed up my feet, my legs, my belly and my chest and my arms, even getting under my armpit. The shaving foam was wet and slippery, cool, but the hands were warm and soft, delicate as they caressed over my flesh.

It was all I could do to stay still and calm as the five hot gothy girls foamed up my body, their hands roaming, almost teasing, and at times I was sure hands lingered longer in places than they needed to. But… that had to be me imagining things, right?

It was just my overly horny brain imagining things. But then… one of the girls was going to help me sacrifice my virginity, so at least one of them thought I was at least a little cute, maybe.

Hands crept over my legs, belly, chest, arms, into armpits, and I had to make myself take small slow breaths to stop from getting dizzy. It felt amazing.

I’d never been touched by one girl before, let alone five, so the entire experience left me very flustered. I could feel my cock aching as I held it in my hands, covering my modesty. Yet, as hands teased over my ass I felt it begin to harden.

“What…”

“We need to get everywhere.” Jess said.

Multiple hands foamed my ass, teasing. I struggled not to moan at the rush of sensations.

“You might not be very hairy, but girls are smooth and pretty, so you need to be smooth and pretty too.” Anna said.

That made me flustered. I knew I wasn’t very hairy, wasn’t very masculine, and I’d always felt self-conscious about it, yet at the same time though the thought of being pretty, being smooth, like a girl, made something in me hot and fluttery.

I fled from the feeling though, almost as though burned by it. I was just doing this as a favour to my best friend. The hair would grow back and… afterwards, I’d have sacrificed my virginity. That had to be a bonus, right?

Maybe after the ritual I’d finally be confident enough to talk to girls and maybe get a proper, serious girlfriend.

“Now, time to get you smooth.” Liara said.

I was all foamed up. I stayed still as the girls picked up their pink razors, and I dared not move as they began to shave me.
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Blades slid against skin, shedding my body of all hair, and I could feel the five-fold teasing of the coven working my body, delicate and efficient and almost sensual as they made me smooth so I could better play the part of the girly sacrificial virgin.

On a whim, I looked down as they worked. I felt a shiver run down my spine. There was something thrilling about seeing all five girls touching and teasing my body. Yet… it was more than that too.

As the razors slid over my body, hair and foam sloughed off, I could see my skin only… it was smooth. Utterly smooth.

I had always thought of myself as pretty hairless, but now, shaved, I could see what hairless actually meant. My skin looked smooth and soft, flawless, and… feminine. There was something almost attractive about it, almost alluring, and I felt myself get hot.

Razors slid over legs, belly, under arms, over my chest, getting rid of every last hair on my body. And then… the razors began to shave my ass. I shuddered, struggling to keep still. My heart was racing.

Hands caressed skin as the razors worked, all five girls working together to shave me.

“Almost done.” Cleo said. “Just… you’re going to need to move your hands. We need to get everywhere if you’re going to get into character for the ritual.”

I blushed.

“Do I really need…”

“Yes.” Said all five girls together.

They giggled.

“Please.”

“Pretty please.”

“We really need you.”

“We’ll make it worth it.”

“You’ll enjoy it too. I promise.”

Their voices were soft, kind, sweet. I felt my resistance crumble. I might have been able to resist Anna and Liara and Jess and Sammi, but there was no way I could resist Cleo.

So… I dropped my hands. The girls all looked, and there was silence. I felt my cock throb. They said nothing.

Then Cleo reached out to foam me up, her hands slick, wet, and they worked over my balls, my cock, even teasing along my ass crack. The sensation was too much. I felt my cock swell.

“I think he likes that.” Anna said.

“A good sign for the ritual.” Jess said.

“And it’s cute, too.” Liara said.

“I knew he’d be a good offering.” Sammi said.

I looked down at my best friend as her hands worked shaving foam all along my swelling cock, over my balls, along my ass crack. She looked up at me, smiled, and… winked.

“Trust me, you’re really going to enjoy what we’ve got planned.”

Cleo’s grin made my cock even harder.

“And I can tell you’re looking forward to it.” She said. “But first… we need to see how convincing you can be as a girl.”

And with that, the girls began to shave my cock.

Razors slid over my hard shaft, over my balls. They even slid over my crack, shedding my body of every last hair. It was thrilling, invigorating. I watched as they worked and I couldn’t believe the sight.

Not only were five hot goth girls shaving me, making me smooth, so I could play a girl in their ritual, play a virgin sacrifice, but with my body hair gone I looked almost… good.

I’d always been small, thin and short, petite, and I’d always hated it, had always loathed how insignificant and insufficient I felt. But now… seeing myself I felt something different.

With my hair gone, it was like I looked… good. I looked attractive. I looked… pretty.

“There, all done.” Cleo said, dropping her razor.

The other girls of the coven all shifted back to look me over. My cock was hard and my body was smooth. I blushed deep pink as they scrutinised me.

“Now… shower to get the foam off, then we’ll try underwear.” Cleo said.

“Underwear? I…”

“You didn’t think you’d be doing the ritual naked did you? We’ll all be dressing up for it and you’re no exception. It’s all about how we play our parts, and you’re the most important part of all. The virgin sacrifice.” Cleo said.

“I think you’ll like what we’ve planned for you to wear though.” Jess said.

“And I think you’ll like what we’ve all got planned to wear too.” Sammi said.

The girls all giggled. My blush deepened.

“But first shower.” Cleo said.

I nodded, aware that it was pointless to argue. I was covered in shaving foam and… I was almost excited to see what they had planned for me to wear.

I wondered about that as I set the shower running and stepped under the flow of water. I shouldn’t be excited by the thought of wearing girly underwear, should I?

But then I realised… it was probably me being excited about seeing what the girls were going to wear, and being excited by the idea of me sacrificing my virginity to one of them. Right?


Three

In the shower I took my time, letting the water rinse away the foam before using a scented, moisturising soap to fully clean myself.

With my hand thick with foamy lather I caressed my body, and I couldn’t help but remark at how different my skin felt, how smooth and soft and sensual it was. A deep tingling ran through me, hot and bright.

I was almost groping myself, my cock throbbing, and I was amazed at just how much more sensitive I was. It was like my body’s reaction to pleasure had been turned up to eleven.

I whimpered, trying my best not to moan, and the only thing that kept me from touching myself was the fact that just outside the shower were five hot goth witches waiting for me. My head swam.

They were waiting for me so they could make me into a girl for their full moon ritual where I was going to be their sacrifice. Their virgin sacrifice.

One of them was going to take my virginity. I wondered again which one, and I realised that having any of them as my first time would be amazing.

Cleo had asked me as a favour to step in, to help out, but I was wondering if maybe they were also doing me a favour.

I’d always been nervous around women, around girls, and I’d never been able to properly date or have any meaningful relationship. So… maybe them taking charge of me like this, giving me this experience, would help me gain confidence. If I did it once then I could do it again, right?

Only… my first time was going to be with me being soft and feminine. Would that affect things? Would that mess with my head? I was already pretty insecure about my lacking masculinity so maybe…

But then… I quite liked how my smooth body felt, and how it looked.

“Hurry up in there.” Cleo called out, “We have things we need to do!”

I blushed, realising I had been daydreaming, touching myself. I apologised and hurried to rinse off, then shut off the water and stepped out of the shower.

The five girls were all waiting for me. Jess held out a towel and offered it to me.

I took it and began to dry myself off.

“Once you’re done we can go to my room.” Cleo said. “The rest of what we need is there.”

I nodded and finished drying off.
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As I stepped into Cleo’s room I looked around. Her room was familiar enough as I’d been in it often, the pair of us having movie nights or just hanging out reasonably often, only…

One thing stood out. On Cleo’s bed was a set of underwear. A set of white underwear. Everything Cleo owned was either black or very dark grey. Nothing she owned was white. Which meant…

“Are those…”

“Those are yours, yeah.” Cleo said.

“Perfect for a virgin sacrifice, right?” Anna said.

“You’re going to look so cute all dressed up.” Jess added.

“Like a virgin bride on her wedding night.” Liara said.

I blushed.

“Waiting for her groom to claim her.” Sammi said.

I wondered which of the five was going to be my groom. Who was I going to sacrifice my virginity to?

“Want to try it all on?” Cleo asked.

I nodded. It wasn’t so much a want though. I was just doing my best friend a really weird favour. That was all.

As payment, I was getting to lose my virginity to a hot goth.

It wasn’t like I wanted to wear girly panties. Was it?

As I moved closer to the bed I saw the range of underwear laid out. Only… lingerie was probably a better work.

Underwear was plain, simple, but the underclothes on the bed were anything but plain. They were undeniably sexy. The kind of underwear women wore for a hot date. Lacy, skimpy, almost see-through. My heart skipped at just the sight of them.

I was going to have to wear them?

My cheeks blushed. My cock throbbed, still hard after the shower, though not quite as hard.

There were panties, of course, but also a matching bra, slightly padded, and stockings along with a suspender belt. It looked like the kind of thing a bride would buy for her wedding night to show off for her husband. Only I was going to be the bride, and one of the coven was going to be my husband coming to me during the ritual to claim my virginity for the sacrifice.

“Do you need a hand to put them on?” Cleo asked.

“I… I think I can manage.” I said, voice shaking slightly.

“Have you worn lingerie before?” Jess asked.

I shook my head.

“Then let us give you some tips.” Sammi said.

I smiled at them, nodded, and the girls proceeded to give me tips on how to dress in sexy, feminine lingerie.

The panties were easy enough, just pull them on, but I was told to put them on after the suspenders so they’d be easy to remove in the middle of the ritual—I blushed deep pink at that, realising why my panties were going to be removed during the ritual. The bra was a little trickier, but I was told I could fasten it around my waist, back to front, and then spin it around before slipping my arms through the straps.

“You need to be careful with the stockings.” Liara said. “They’re very sheer and there’s a seam running down the back that you want to try to get as straight as possible so they look good.”

I nodded at that.

“You can bunch them up like socks and then pull them up slowly. Just take your time.” Anna said.

The hardest part by their description was the suspenders. They all agreed the catches were fiddly, and the only thing they said was just be patient, take my time, and try to get them straight and even.

I nodded, thanked them for their advice, and then, with all five women watching me, began to get dressed.
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I was doing my best friend a favour.

That’s what I kept repeating to myself as the five witches watched me pull on the white, virginal lingerie.

I was doing this so I could lose my virginity to a hot goth witch.

That’s what I kept telling myself.

Yet, as I began to get dressed I could feel something else going on in my head.

I started with the stockings, bunching them up before slipping my feet in, pulling the silky, sheer material up my smooth calves and thighs. The sensation made me shiver, hot pleasure pulsing through me, my cock throbbing, getting harder.

None of the girls seemed to notice though so I pretended like it wasn’t happening, tried to act like I wasn’t turned on.

Why was I turned on?

It had to be the girls, right? The idea of losing my virginity to one of them, right?

I pulled the first stocking up my right leg, silk caressing over skin, making me shiver, then pulled the second up my left. I took my time to make sure they were even and that the seams were straight up the back.

With the stockings on I turned my attention to the suspenders, slipping it around my waist, my hips, then fastening the clips on the straps to the lacy tops of my stockings.

It was just as fiddly as the girls had said, but after several attempts, I managed it and I found it almost thrilling the way the straps framed the bare, smooth, sensual flesh at the tops of my thighs. I looked… kinda sexy.

I’d never been intimate with a girl before, had never seen a girl in person in lingerie before, but now… now I was playing the part of a girl in lingerie and I couldn’t deny how good my legs looked in stockings and suspenders, how alluring and sexy they seemed, smooth and long and sensitive.

I tried not to get distracted though, and turned my attention to the panties, pulling them up my stocking-clad legs and over my ass.

The panties were tiny, skimpy, and very lacy, high cut to show off my ass and thighs and hips, yet there was a neat pouch in the front to contain my cock that… made me pause. It was almost like… almost like they were made for someone with a cock.

Had they bought the panties specifically for me? Had the coven been planning on using me as their sacrifice all along?

I shook my head. That’s not what Cleo had said. She wouldn’t lie to me. It had to be coincidence or I was mistaken or…

I didn’t dwell on it, turned my attention to the bra. I followed the girls' instructions and fastened it around my waist, back to front, then spun it around before slipping it up over my chest, slipping my arms into the straps. I felt my heart skip as the cups lifted what little chest I had, the padding adding to my flesh to give me tits.

It felt strange, but not unpleasant, and my cock throbbed in my panties, my body hot and aching, head spinning.

I was done. I was dressed. I felt…

“Oh. My. God.” Liara said.

“Right?” Jess said. “I knew it.”

“I can’t believe what I’m seeing.” Anna said.

“I agreed with you all but still… I’m stunned.” Sammi said.

I looked between the women, blushing, flustered.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

Cleo smiled at me.

“Nothing’s wrong.” She said. “You’re… you’re stunning. I knew you would be.”

The way she said it was like she meant it. She was smiling at me, eyes sparkling, and the way she was looking at me was…

She had never looked at me that way before. Her eyes were bright, sparkling, and her smile was dazzling. It made my heart flutter in my chest in a way that was unfamiliar and new.

“Really?” I said, voice strained and nervous.

Cleo nodded. The whole coven nodded.

“Want to see?” She asked.

I paused. Did I…

I nodded.

“Come then.” Cleo said.

She put out her hand. I took it. She pulled me across to her full-length mirror.

For a moment I resisted, hesitant, but Cleo was adamant. She pulled hard and I stepped out to face my reflection and…

I froze, blinked, stunned.

In the mirror was… it was me, I could see that, but at the same time it wasn’t me. Not really.

I was used to seeing someone I didn’t like in the mirror. Someone I was tired of being. A body that I felt trapped in. But now… I was pretty.

I looked like a cute girl. My body was smooth, soft, and my legs were long and sensual, the stockings making me look elegant and hot.

The suspenders shaped my hips and ass, making my hips look wider, my butt rounder, and the straps formed windows of smooth, bare, naked skin on my upper thighs.

My panties were tiny, snug, showing off my thighs, hips, ass, and the lace and silk of them was almost see-through in places, meaning my cock was partially visible, hard in the pouch, yet it looked almost… cute, less masculine and more feminine, and I felt my heart race at that thought. The back of my panties had crept up into the crack of my ass, meaning the smooth, round, pert cheeks of my ass were on display.

Yet it was the bra that was the most stark. I’d never worn anything like it before, but… it looked good on me. I’d always been small, slight and short, with a narrow chest and slim shoulders, thin arms, so with a bra on, the padding making my chest look fuller, like small B-cup tits, I looked… curvy.

I giggled, blushing, a rush of joy. I really did look good.

Without thinking I shifted, posing. My body was so soft, so pretty, so… sexy.

I’d never felt sexy before. Ever. I’d always been so self-conscious about my size, how I looked, but now, shaved, smooth, in feminine, virginal lingerie, I felt…

“You look amazing.” Anna said.

“Hot.” Sammi said.

“Really pretty.” Liara said.

“Totally cute.” Jess said. “It suits you.”

I blushed a deeper pink. I turned to look in the mirror, looking back to Cleo, and our eyes met.

“You’re beautiful.” She said. “You see now how you can play the part of a virgin bride for our ritual?”

I nodded. I really did see it.

“So you’ll really do it?” Cleo said.

I took a deep breath. I nodded again.

“I’ll do it.”

I was going to sacrifice my virginity. I was going to…

“There’s just one problem.” Cleo said.

I paled, suddenly even more nervous. Cleo giggled.

“It’s not serious, and I know we can fix it. It’s just… well… virgin brides don’t have hard cocks.”

I froze. I realised… my cock was hard. It was so hard it hurt.

I looked down to my panties and I realised for the first time how obvious it was. They could all see. The entire coven could see.

“But… I can fix it. If you’ll let me.” Cleo said.

I was still. How would she…

I nodded without even thinking about it.
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Cleo moved in close, stepping behind me. I gasped as she pressed her body against mine.

Though we’d hugged before numerous times, and had often snuggled under blankets while watching movies, it had never been like this. The way she pressed herself against my back was almost… sensual.

I could feel the heat of her, the curves of her breasts pressing into my back, and her crotch pressed against the swell of my ass. Staring at my reflection, the sight I was faced with made me giddy.

“Just be a good girl and stay still.” Cleo said. “Let me take care of everything.”

I nodded, watched as her hands reached around, teasing over smooth skin, caressing my arms, running over my tits. I moaned, pressed back into her. I could feel her breath on my neck, could see her face in the mirror over my shoulder, our eyes locked.

On instinct I began to grind my body against her, feeling the heat and the softness of her. Hands roamed down, over my belly.

“We need to save your virginity for the ritual of course, but… I don’t think this counts.”

As she said that her hands slipped lower, over my belly, down to my panties, running over the hard throbbing bulge of my cock. Her fingers wrapped around my shaft and began to stroke.

I moaned, thrusting my hips. No one had ever touched my cock before and now… now my hot best friend was teasing me, stroking my cock, playing with me.

It felt good. No, that was wrong… it felt amazing.

“Be a good girl and cum for me.” Cleo said. “Cum hard for me. Give yourself over to us. Become our sacrifice.”

Her words and her voice were intoxicating. My heart was racing, breath ragged. I moaned, working my body, cock getting harder and harder.

My panties were damp with precum and my head was spinning. It felt so good.

I stared at my reflection. I could see how hot and girly and pretty I was. I really was a good girl.

And there was Cleo behind me. My hot best friend, touching me, teasing me. Behind her was… was the coven, four hot women watching me, smiling, observing. I felt so exposed and vulnerable, but that only made it all hotter. My head was spinning, heart racing, and my cock throbbed.

I was going to be their virgin sacrifice.

“Fuck… I’m going to cum. I’m close. You’re going to make me cum.”

“Cum for me. Cum hard for me. Give yourself to us.” Cleo said.

I could feel it, swelling, balls getting tight as my cock grew harder. I moaned out loud, aware I was being watched.

I felt bright, sexy, girly. Cleo stroked harder, faster, teasing me. And then…

“Fuck… fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck…”

I was cumming. I was cumming hard into my panties, cock throbbing over and over again. Cleo teased, milking me, and her lips kissed the skin of my shoulder gently, making me shudder.

“Good girl.” She whispered into my ear.

I came harder than I ever had before. I’d never had anyone make me cum before. Had never had another person touch me, and now my best friend was making me cum and it was… amazing.

I stared at my reflection, watching myself cum, a pretty girl having her cock milked, and I could see Cleo smiling, the rest of the coven grinning. I couldn’t believe what was happening.

“Fuck… so good…”

I came over and over, my knees weak, and it was only when my climax began to subside that Cleo pulled her hand away. My cock was beginning to soften, but there was a damp patch in my panties.

“That fixes the problem for now.” Cleo said. “But I think we need a more permanent solution to save a repeat. Luckily for you, I have just the thing, and… as a bonus, it’ll bind you to us so you won’t go running off before the full moon.”

I was too flustered and giddy to reply. I was standing staring at my reflection, the pretty girl in the mirror, cheeks pink, breathing hard. I was too distracted by how sexy I looked to hear the sharp metallic click of a padlock.


Four

I was caged.

Cleo had caged me. She had caged my cock, locked me away in a tiny little metal chastity cage, complete with a heart-shaped padlock.

My cock was locked away and Cleo held the key. The thought still made me shiver, a wave of complex feelings and emotions that were hard to decipher, but… it wasn’t unpleasant.

I hadn’t realised what she was doing at first, her hands pulling my panties down as I stood there reeling in the aftermath of my orgasm, but then I felt it.

Something hard and cold and small fitted around my cock and balls. The chill snapped me from my daze and I looked down but it was already too late. There was a click as the cage snapped shut, and then a second click as the padlock snapped shut.

Cleo stepped back, smiling, staring at my smooth, soft, caged cock. In her hand, on a silver chain, was a key. The key to my cage.

“There. So much prettier, and now you won’t have to worry about your hard dick getting in the way and spoiling how your panties look on you.” She said.

I watched as she slipped the key around her neck. She was going to wear the key to my cage like a piece of jewellery.

“And as a bonus, there’s no chance of you backing out from your promise now.” Clea said, grinning. “And no chance you can go sacrificing your virginity before the full moon. Not that you would though. I know you. You said you’d help me and I know you’ll keep your promise.”

Cleo had smiled at me, and I’d nodded. I would have kept my promise. I loved her. But there was something about the power of the cage, the fact that she held the key to my cock, that made my head spin. I was… I was helpless to resist.

It didn’t matter that I wasn’t resisting, that I didn’t want to resist. That I was powerless to resist was what made my heart skip.

After making me cum and caging me, the coven all took turns in thanking me for agreeing to help, hugging me and kissing me on the cheek, offering me compliments about how pretty or cute I was, how sexy I looked in the lingerie, and they reassured me what a good time I’d have.

I tried to work out which one was going to be the one to sacrifice my virginity, but there was no sign. Maybe that hadn’t been decided yet, or… maybe it would be Cleo?

I’d thought that would have been impossible before, but… she’d just made me cum with her hands, so maybe…

I shook my head, trying to dismiss the hope. I’d always had a bit of a crush on my best friend, but… she was into girls. Yet, I was going to be playing the part of a girl, the virgin bride, and I did look sexy and girly in the lingerie, she had called me a good girl, so maybe…

Thoughts raced in my head as the girls sent me off to shower and clean up.

“And wash the panties too.” Cleo said as I left. “You’ll need them for the ritual and the full moon is in two days. You don’t want to be wearing cum stained panties.”

There was laughter, friendly, kind, and I chuckled too. It all seemed so unreal, but… the cage—cold and hard and small on my cock--was definite proof that it was all very real.
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The days leading up to the full moon were surprisingly… normal.

Though Cleo and the rest of the coven were all quite happy to tease me a little, making comments about what they had planned for the ritual, how they were looking forward to it, how I was going to enjoy it, asking me if I was looking forward to it, asking me how I was coping with being caged, there was nothing too forward.

They were, perhaps, a little friendlier than normal, but after shaving me, dressing me in lingerie, seeing me cum, seeing me caged, I suppose that was expected. I felt closer to them too, more relaxed around them, so when they visited I was less inclined to hide in my room and avoid them.

But there was a double edge to that. Because the more time I spent around them the more frustrated I became.

They were all so hot, so beautiful, and they were even more flirtatious than normal, with subtle touches and comments, slight teasing. I could feel my body getting hot around them.

I was caged though, so I could do nothing about that, could vent none of my building frustration, could do nothing to relieve the lust and desire that was swelling. Spending more time around them just made it worse.

And… it was like they knew.

The few times I couldn’t take it anymore, finding the dull ache of my throbbing cage too much, going off to hide in my room to cool down, the coven would come to find me and drag me out again, demanding I spend time with them.

I was an honorary member of the coven now, they said, they wanted to spend time with me. It was important we all get to know each other for the ritual to work.

So, they kept dragging me out of my room, forcing me to spend time around them, and though it was fun, it was still agony, though… a delightful form of agony. From the way they all acted, how flirty and playful they were, and the way they looked at me, I almost suspected they knew what they were doing too.

I was just glad I only had to put up with it for two days.

Two long, gruelling, hot, arduous days. But, still… it was almost fun, and I could feel myself becoming more comfortable with them.

It was like I was just one of the girls, a part of the coven, and it felt comforting, warming. I could feel my heart opening as I relaxed in their company.

And, as they planned the details of the upcoming ritual in more detail—leaving out a few details to save the surprise, they said—I began to get more and more excited for what they had in store. Yet, there was a part of me that was nervous and anxious and terrified too.

I was going to be their virgin bride. Part of me was almost eager for it, but there was another part that was resistant, as though what I was doing was wrong, dangerous. I should back out, demand Cleo let me out of my cage. It was wrong.

But… it didn’t feel wrong. Not really. It was Cleo. I loved her, trusted her, and I was just doing her a favour. That was all, right?

It wasn’t dangerous. Magic wasn’t real. The ritual was her and her friends just playing make-believe, using ritual and ceremony as a way to express themselves. There was nothing dangerous about helping out a friend, was there?
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“We need you to shave and be ready to get changed by six.” Cleo said as we ate breakfast. “You need to be fresh and smooth and pretty for tonight.”

It was the day of the full moon, the day of the ritual, and I could feel my belly fluttering with nerves and excitement. I nodded, cheeks blushing.

“I can do that.” I said.

The thought of shaving myself made my head spin, heart racing. Before the coven had done it, making me smooth. Doing it to myself, shaving myself would be… a first. It would be almost like I was a virgin bride getting ready for her wedding night.

And… that was the role I was going to play in the ritual.

“You… you need anything else?” I asked.

Cleo shook her head, smiling at me.

“We’ve got everything else ready. You just need to be clean and smooth and ready for us at six so we can all get ready together.” She said. “We’ll take care of everything else.”

I nodded, taking a deep breath. Ready by six. I could do that.

And I did. After a day at college, in class, struggling to cope with the nerves and excitement, the fact I was caged and pent up, I headed home to get ready.

Cleo had given me shaving gel, a razor, and soap for me to shave, and I used them to shave my entire body before showing with the soap. There was a sharp, floral, almost herby scent to the soap—Jess had made it apparently, full of homegrown botanicals, meant to help cleanse me before the ritual.

I didn’t know how cleansing it was, but I felt amazing as I stepped out of the shower, my skin soft and sensitive and almost glowing. I stopped to check myself in the mirror and I smiled at what I saw. With my body hair gone, I really did look quite cute and girly.

Though I was nervous, and part of me was still resistant, I was almost looking forward to the full moon and the ritual. I was going to sacrifice my virginity to one of the coven. I was going to play the virgin bride and a hot goth witch was going to be my groom. My caged dick throbbed at the thought, and I blushed as I realised that moment was hours away.

With that thought, I wrapped a towel around myself and stepped out of the bathroom. It was almost six, and I could hear Cleo and the rest of the coven, in her room, chatting and laughing. They were waiting for me.
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I raised my hand and knocked on the door.

The door was slightly closed so I couldn’t see in.

“One second, Carl. We just need to hide a few things.”

I heard giggling, movement, rustling. What were they hiding? My mind raced.

“Done. You can come in now.” Cleo said.

I took a deep breath and pushed the door open. The girls were all sat on Cleo’s bed and Cleo was standing by her dresser with her back to it, as though she was keeping something hidden.

“Are you ready for us?” Cleo asked.

I nodded. The girls smiled, clearly delighted. They had all been telling me how excited they were for this, and I could see that in their expressions.

I felt… special, wanted, desired, attractive. It was a strange feeling, but a bright, comfortable one that I savoured. Who knew if I would ever feel it again.

“First underwear.” Cleo said.

“You did wash your dirty panties didn’t you?” Jess asked.

I nodded, blushing. I had washed my panties by hand the same night I had cum in them, before the cum had a chance to dry.

The entire act had been oddly thrilling, a mix of shame and excitement as I remembered the event that had led to my panties getting filled with cum, my cage heavy on my cock. Thinking back to that handwashing made my caged dick throb.

“Good girl.” Said Sammi.

I blushed.

They’d all been saying that a lot. Calling me a good girl when I did anything they liked. It had felt strange at first, but they all said it with such kindness and affection that soon I began to like it, and pretty soon the words began to make me feel… good.

I smiled, my blush deepening.

“Are you going to put your lingerie on for us then?” Anna said.

The girls were all sat there, watching, waiting. I was frozen for only a moment, then I nodded.

“I… yeah. Sure.” I said.

“Once your lingerie is on we can do the rest.” Liara said. “We’ve all been looking forward to getting our virgin bride ready. I can’t wait to see how you look.”

I felt bashful, shy, but… fluttery, hot and excited and eager. As the coven watched me I dropped my towel, aware they could all see my caged cock. I struggled with the urge to hide, but forced myself to be brave.

One of them would soon be sacrificing my virginity after all, and they had all watched Cleo make me cum, cage me, had all worked together to shave me, so it was nothing that they hadn’t seen before.

As they stared at me I slipped my stockings on, right foot then left, then pulled on my suspenders, shivering in delight as I fastened the straps to the lacy tops.

It was the first time since that night that I’d put the lingerie on, and I’d almost forgotten how good it felt, how pleasant it was to feel sexy.

After the suspenders, I pulled on my panties, then slipped on the bra. I felt… glamorous, like a virgin bright on her wedding night, and I looked.

“Amazing.” Cleo said. “But… we can do better. Are you ready for us to take over and get you ready to be sacrificed?”

The girls were eyeing me like hungry wolves. I nodded.

They pounced.
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It did not take them long to get me ready for the ritual.

Over my underwear, they slipped on a white gown, sleeveless and low cut, made of a gossamer cloth that was light and almost transparent, so that my body and lingerie could be clearly seen through the flimsy garment.

It was held up by two thin spaghetti straps, and there were two long slits up either side so that the dress, which fell to the floor, pooling at my feet, did very little to hide my long, smooth, stocking-clad legs.

As I moved in it the cloth swayed around me, caressing my body, and it felt sensual, exotic, exciting. I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror and my eyes went wide.

“You like it?” Cleo asked.

I nodded. I looked every bit like the sacrificial virgin.

“We’re not done yet though.” Cleo said. “Next up is hair and make-up. You need to be every inch the virgin bride for tonight’s ritual.”

I blinked. They’d said nothing about make-up or hair or…

Before I could react the coven began to move towards me. Anna and Jess were holding brushes, make-up, ominous-looking tools, while Liara and Sammi were holding a range of creams and clips and hair products. Finally, Cleo stepped towards me with a wig. A long, flowing, blonde, wig.

I felt my heart skip and my cage throb. I had promised to help. I was doing this to help. And… I was going to lose my virginity.

It wasn’t like I wanted to become a pretty virgin bride, was it?

The coven encircled me, and they began to work. They applied make-up—eyeshadow, mascara, eyeliner, lipstick, blush, highlights and shadows—working effortlessly and skillfully to make me over, and I was left flustered and confused by the entire process.

“If you like it, we can take more time to show you what and how and why we did what we did another time. For now, it’s about speed though and getting you ready for the full moon and the ritual on time.” Cleo said.

I just nodded, head too fuzzy to think clearly. Would I really do this again? It was just the once, for the ritual, to help out, and to sacrifice my virginity, wasn’t it?

“Now the wig.” She added.

Cleo fitted my wig, using a series of pins to fix it to the roots of my natural hair, fixing it in place so that it was almost connected to my natural hair and any movement of my wig was felt through my scalp as though it were my own hair.

Finally, she set to styling my wig, combing it out and straightening it, adding product to make it shine, a cascade of glossy gold locks falling down around my face and shoulders, the hair tickling. I shivered, the sensation oddly thrilling and exciting.

Once she was done she stepped back and looked at me. They all looked at me and they smiled.

“There, all done.” Cleo said.

“You look amazing.” Anna said.

“Beautiful.” Sammi said.

“Adorable.” Liara said.

“Mesmerising.” Jess said.

I looked to Cleo. I waited.

“You are gorgeous.” Cleo said. “A perfect, pretty, virginal bride.”

And then… she stepped forward to kiss me, just briefly, on the lips. The lingering warmth of her made my heart thunder.

“Want to see?” Cleo said, smirking.

I nodded. She led me to the full-length mirror and I stepped out in front of it. I looked…

I smiled. I really did look like the perfect, pretty, virginal bride.

I was clad in white, a sensual, provocative gown, with white, revealing lingerie underneath. My body was smooth, with subtle curves, and I could see now what a gift my body was, how naturally feminine and pretty I was.

I was slim and petite, svelte, with exactly the kind of body I’d always liked on a woman, only… I’d always hated it on me. But that had been when I’d been viewing it as a man’s body.

I’d never felt attractive as a man before. I’d never felt confident or desirable or hot. Yet… as a girl, as a virgin bride, I felt sexy, alluring, pretty, and I liked that. I could feel my belly fluttering with joy and I couldn’t stop smiling.

I felt… transformed, and the ritual hadn’t even begun.

I stared at myself and it was like I was really seeing myself for the first time, really seeing who I was, who I wanted to be and… I knew there was no going back. What I had seen I could not unsee. What I had felt I could not unfeel.

I was…

“You like?” Cloe asked.

I nodded without hesitation. I really did like.

“There’s just one last detail.” Cleo said.

I turned to look at her.

“For the ritual we… we need to call your name. But… Carl is no name for a girl, so… maybe you’d like to pick a new one?”

I stared at her, blinked. A new name. A… a girly name, a pretty girly name for a pretty girl. I could have a new name. I could…

“Carrie.” I said. “I… I always liked the name Carrie.”

The coven smiled at me.

“Carrie it is.” Cleo said. “And with that chosen… it’s off to the woods. We have a full moon ritual to conduct, and a virgin to sacrifice.”

I giggled. I felt so many emotions—fear, anxiety, nervousness, excitement, arousal—but chief among them was… love.


Five

“Now, this is all part of it. We want it to be a surprise, and the emotions need to be real, but… you’re safe with me, I promise.” Cleo said.

I nodded.

We were on the edge of the woods on the outskirts of our town, the car parked up behind us, and it was dark, the sky clear, the moon full and bright overhead. There was a crispness to the air that made my breath fog with each exhale.

In her hands, Cleo held a length of rope and a blindfold. She had already explained what they were going to do.

I was the sacrifice. The virgin bride. That meant I was to be led to the ritual site bound and blindfolded, a powerless offering to the forces the coven would be invoking.

I trusted Cleo with my life and I realised… maybe that’s what I was literally doing. The girls had dragged me to some dark, isolated woods, had dressed me like a girl, were going to literally sacrifice my virginity, and now they wanted to tie me up and blindfold me to lead me to my doom.

If the coven wanted to hurt me, maybe really sacrifice me, this was the perfect chance. By letting them bind and blindfold me I was handing them complete control.

Yet… all I saw in Cleo’s eyes was the girl I’d grown up with. My best friend. I loved her and she loved me.

I lifted up my wrists and held them together.

“Tie me.” I said. “And blindfold me. I trust you.”

Cleo smiled.

“I know you’re going to enjoy this. I…” She stared at me for a moment. “I’m really glad you said yes to being our sacrifice.”

As I held my wrists up Cleo began to bind them. As I watched her work I frowned. She really knew her way with rope and knots and within moments my wrists were very secure, but also very comfortable.

“Don’t judge me!” She said, giggling. “I just like tying people up.”

I could see a pinkness to her cheeks, a slight blush, as though she were suddenly shy. I felt like I was learning a lot more about my best friend.

I tested the binding and found them very secure. My caged dick throbbed. There was something hot about being tied up, helpless, surrounded by five beautiful gothy witches.

I still didn’t know which of them was going to claim my virginity as part of the ritual.

“Now the blindfold.” Cleo said.

She wrapped it over my eyes and around my head, knotting it, checking it.

“Comfy?” She asked.

I nodded.

“Good.”

I waited for her to lead me, feeling oddly precarious and vulnerable, even more nervous now that my hands and eyes were bound. There was silence, no movement, and then…

I felt lips on mine, wet and soft and hot. Someone was kissing me, softly, lingering. I kissed back on instinct.

I’d been kissed before, a few times, but… not like that. There was want there, affection, desire, love. And the kiss felt almost familiar.

The kiss became harder, more passionate, and I felt a flicker of tongue on my lower lips, quick and fleeting. I whimpered and then the kiss was over, the lips gone.

“Sorry, I couldn’t resist.” Cleo said. “You just look so cute all pretty and sexy, tied up, helpless. But… you didn’t mind, did you?”

It was Cleo. Cleo had kissed me. My hot body burned, caged cock throbbing.

“I… no… I don’t mind.” I was almost squeaking.

“Good. Because there’s going to be a lot more of that before the night is over.” She said.

And with that, she grabbed my hands and began to lead me forwards, into the woods.
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It was slow going. The floor was uneven and in places slippery with soft, stones and roots and loose ground, but Cleo held my hand tight and I could feel more hands behind and around me, guiding me.

I felt safe, cared for, but also nervous, perhaps even terrified. I was blindfolded and tied up and being led into dark, remote woods by five witches to be sacrificed under a full moon. I was the virgin bride, and my virginity was what they were going to take from me to power whatever magic it was they were trying to do.

I still wasn’t sure I believed in their practice, but I could not deny that they were holding nothing back. In getting me ready for the ritual, making me into the virgin girl they needed me to be, they’d spared nothing. I looked, and felt, feminine, like a pretty girl being led into the woods to be offered up, the timid, shy, innocent sacrifice captured by five hot gothy witches.

The theatrics of their ritual were on point, and they were clearly very focused and driven, and… wasn’t that what Cleo had always said magic was really about? Using will and ritual to manifest change…

I thought about that as they led me further and further away from civilization and further and further into the dark woods. In the short time since they’d asked me to be their sacrifice, I could feel the change they’d manifested in me, how things had altered in ways I’d never have expected.

They were responsible for that. The five witches and… me.

We had all worked together, me allowing them to pour their time and energy into me, letting them alter me, even putting in effort of my own, emotions and thoughts and feelings, and it had changed me. I’d been Carl when Cleo had first come to see me, a boring, unexceptional boy, her male best friend, but in that moment that person seemed like a distant memory.

In just a few days I’d changed. In just a few days everything had changed.

In that moment I was no longer Carl, or at least not just Carl. I was Carrie too, a girl, feminine and pretty and almost joyful. Sure I was nervous, afraid of what Cleo and the coven had in store for me, the ritual they had planned, but there was also a sense of freedom I’d never felt before, like anything was possible.

Cleo and the coven had done that. Cleo and Sammi and Jess and Liara and Anna. They had poured effort and will and attention and time and energy into me, changed me, on the surface to start, but that change had gone deeper than just body hair and lingerie and clothes and make-up and hair. It had seeped into my soul.

Or… maybe the change they had made to the surface had simply made fertile ground for a seed that had always been within me to germinate. Maybe the coven had just curated an experience that had allowed something within my soul, something that had always been there, dormant, timid, afraid, to emerge.

I wondered at that, about what had happened. In the end, though it didn’t matter the exact cause. What mattered was the present, and in that moment I was happy. I was someone different to who I was just a few days ago, changed dramatically, altered forever.

The experiences I had been through, the ones I was about to go through, had changed me forever and there was no going back. I was transformed, remade by effort and will, focused attention, and… wasn’t that what Cleo said magic was?

It made me smile. Maybe magic was real. Maybe it was just more subtle and remarkable than I had ever really considered.

As humans our fundamental nature was change. We were all always changing, each day being reborn as someone slightly different, the world and the universe unfolding in ever different configurations, so… why did the thought of harnessing that change, directing it, seem so impossible.

Through focused attention, ritual, will, practice, we could change. Wasn’t that what magic was? I thought about people who took up exercise plans, or diets, or lifestyle alterations, people who changed themselves just by thinking about it and putting that thought into action, ritual, habit.

I thought about artists and architects, engineers and scientists. They used the power of the mind to change reality. Reality was not set in stone. We, and living, creative beings, could change it, and we did change it, all the time, without even thinking about it.

So if we did think about it, if we focused on it, used our will to manifest change, altering reality in deliberate ways through action, ritual, habit, who knew what was possible. Thought was not isolated. We, as living, creative beings, were bridges between thought and reality. So maybe… maybe the coven were onto something. Maybe what had happened to me, what was happening to me, was a form of magic.

That excited me but also scared me. If magic did work, then… who knew what effect the ritual might have. Could sacrificing my virginity really offer up power to manifest change?

I felt a shiver run up my spine. With my head racing, so many thoughts I couldn’t keep up. My brain was a mess. I was distracted, heart racing, emotions a storm.

Cleo led me on, but… I wasn’t paying enough attention. My foot caught on a root and I was too slow to react. I felt myself trip, stumble, began to fall. There was a sense of panic, but then… many hands caught me.

“Careful.” Cleo said. “We don’t want our bride getting hurt.”

I felt the hands lift me to my feet.

“Are you okay?” Cleo asked.

I nodded.

“Not hurt?” Jess asked.

I shook my head.

“Okay to carry on?” Anna asked.

I nodded, a lightness in my chest. They had all been there to protect me, to save me, and… they all cared about me. I wasn’t just the sacrifice to them. I was… I was a friend.

That thought made my heart swell and I couldn’t help but smile. They really did care about me.

“We’re almost there. Just a few minutes longer if you can manage it?” Cleo asked.

I nodded.

“I can manage it.” I said. “I was just… distracted.”

I felt my cheeks blush.

“I bet you were.” She said. “Imagining all the things we’re going to do to you? Well, you don’t have to imagine for much longer…”

I could hear the smirk in her voice. I remembered the way she’d kissed me.

Was Cleo going to be the one to sacrifice my virginity? I had loved her for so long, had thought us impossible because she wasn’t into boys, but… in that moment I wasn’t a boy. I was Carrie. I was a girl. A virgin sacrifice, so maybe…

“Now come on, the full moon won’t wait.” Cleo said.

And with that, she tugged on my hand and again began to lead me into the woods. I gladly followed her.
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The blindfold was tugged off, while my hands were kept tied. I blinked, surprised by how bright it was despite night having fully fallen.

After the gloom of the forest and the blindfold the intensity of the full moon shining down on the clearing was dazzling. The sky was crystal clear and the moon was bright and large and beautiful. It loomed overhead, almost swollen, as though it hung there just for us, watching.

I felt my heart skip, the night so perfect and serene, almost mystical. As my vision cleared I looked around the clearing.

It was a small space in the middle of the woods, a patch of long grass filled with wildflowers and herbs, but in the middle was… I blinked, not quite sure I was seeing correctly, a chill running up my spine.

There was a stone circle, with a large stone slab in the middle, and around it were numerous candles, along with a small stone bowl at one end filled with burning herbs and resins, the thick smoke filling the clearing with a heady scent.

“Ready?” Cleo said to me.

The coven had me surrounded. I was their virgin sacrifice. I was bound, helpless, couldn’t leave even if I wanted to but… I didn’t want to leave. I wanted to stay, wanted to be part of the ritual, wanted to sacrifice my virginity. I wanted to embrace the opportunity in front of me.

I nodded.

“I’m ready.” I said, smiling.

And the girls led me over to the circle, led me in and laid me down on the stone slab. I could feel the hardness of it draining the heat from my body and I shivered, from more than just cold.

“You consent to this? To being part of our ritual? You offer up your purity to us willingly?” Cleo asked.

I nodded.

“Yes.” I said, voice shaking.

“Good.” Her smile was bright and radiant. “Now, the first part is the anointment and the cleansing. This will be...fun.”

“You just need to lie there, be still, and stay quiet.” Anna said.

“We’ll take charge of everything.” Liara said.

As they spoke the two women stepped forward, Anna on one side of me and Liara on the other. The three other girls stepped back to watch for a moment before they began reciting words they had memorised, spells they had written for the occasion.

As their words mingled with the incense smoke, Anna and Liara moved closer. They smiled down at me, bound, helpless, their virgin sacrifice, pretty and feminine and willing.

“Are you ready to be cleansed so that we might offer up your purity?” Anna asked.

I nodded.

“Are you ready to take out blessing?” Liara asked.

I nodded again.

“Please.” I whispered.

The two women smiled at me, and then… they slowly began to peel up their skirts.

I watched as the smooth, pale skin of their thighs was revealed, the hips, and then… I realised they weren’t wearing panties. They were not wearing underwear, and both of them had thick coarse bushes of public hair between their thighs, the lips of their cunts swollen and wet, each of them unique and beautiful, the form of their labia and vulva making my cock throb in its cage.

I’d never seen a woman naked before, had never seen a pussy except in porn, so the sight in front of me made my whole body pulse with desire. I yearned for touch.

But they did not touch me. Instead, they stepped in close, stood over me, and… they began to touch themselves.

Hands caressed over thighs, teased up, then fingers slipped between parted thighs. Anna and Liara began to touch themselves, began to tease fingers between their lips, circling their clits, even dipping their fingers into their wet, dripping cunts.

They were on either side of me, so I couldn’t see both of them at the same time, and I had to keep turning my head, looking between them. I was fascinated, the way their delicate hands moved, the obscene sight of them masturbating.

The scent of their arousal mixed with the scent of incense, and the noise of their breathy whimpers and moans mixed with chanting. It was erotic, charged, and I felt the tense atmosphere of eroticism wash over me, an aura of power that was bright and new and hot.

I could feel my heart racing, belly fluttering, arousal and lust and desire. I wanted to be touched, to have the girls touch me, but they touched only themselves.

Fingers worked, hips rutting, and they began to fuck themselves. The scent of cunt grew stronger, their fingers and hands becoming wet, sloppy sounds joining their moans as they fucked their fingers harder and faster.

“Get ready for your blessing Carrie.” Anna said.

“We’re going to cleanse you, anoint you with the holiest of waters.”

My head was spinning, the sight of the two girls masturbating over me, fucking their cunts with their fingers, burned into my mind. My cage was agony.

And then… I saw the two girls tense almost at the same time. Their breaths caught, legs quivering, and… they were cumming.

I could see it, hear it, smell it. They were cumming in front of me and… they began to bless me.

Fluid gushed from their cunts, almost as though they were pissing on me, except I knew it wasn’t piss. I had seen a few videos of women squirting before, but none of them were like this. In-person, seeing it, smelling it, feeling it pour down on me was like something else.

The juices were warm, thick, sticky, and the reek of it was heady and erotic. They were blessing me with their cum, both girls squirting over me as they fucked themselves, blessing me with their waters.

I felt my body grow impossibly hot, almost as though… as though the magic were working.

“Fuck… I don’t think I’ve ever cum so hard or so much.” Liara said.

“I know.” Anna said. “I blame Carrie. She’s just too cute.”

Their words were like a balm, a warm summer wind. She. I blushed. Was I really that cute that just masturbating over me had made them cum harder than ever before?

I wondered… if this was how the ritual was going to start, then how would it end?

“Now, since you are all cleansed and prepared, I say we begin.” Cleo said. “That is if you two are able to continue?”

“Oh, I’ve got more in me.” Liara said.

“Me too. That was just the starter.” Anna said.

I shivered. If that was just the starter, I wondered what the main course was going to be.

And then I realised… the main course was going to be me.


Six

“Now you are cleansed and anointed, we can begin preparing you. A sacrifice needs to be suitably blessed after all, and we have all been looking forward to blessing you, Carrie.” Cleo said.

The way my best friend spoke sent a shiver down my spine, my head racing. I was laid out, tied up, helpless, a sacrifice, and yet… there was no fear, only want and heat and love.

“Please… bless me. All of you.” I said.

“Such a good girl.” Cleo said.

I shivered. I wanted to be her good girl.

Above me the moon hung, the air pregnant with the scent of resin and herbs, the reek of cunt, and the power of the coven’s words had charged the air. I could feel something shifting in me and… I wanted it to shift.

I wanted to be reborn. I wanted to be Cleo’s good girl.

As I took a deep breath the five girls moved towards me, as though pouncing. I was wet with Anna and Liara’s juices, the heat of them cooling, but none of the five seemed to care about the slick wetness covering my body.

Their hands began to peel away at my dress, exposing my skin to the night air, and then… my hands were undone. They were untied and pulled apart, pulled up.

I realised too late that four of the girls—Anna, Liara, Jess, and Sammi—had taken up positions at the four corners of the stone slab. They each grabbed a limb, a wrist or ankle each, and with more rope that bound me again, only this time I was spread out, arms and legs wide, tied down, and I was naked except for my underwear.

I shivered, feeling exposed, even more helpless than before, but also… excited. What were they going to do to me?

“Now… to finish the preparations…” Cleo said.

And with that, she moved to loom over me. In her hand was a glass bottle, golden oil filled with leaves and flowers, and she began to pour it over my belly.

It was warm, slick, and it ran over my skin. She poured it up, over my chest, soaking my lingerie, and down, over my caged cock, legs, and all too soon I felt multiple pairs of hands begin to touch me, fingers and palms slick with oil, warm and soft, caressing. Once Cleo was done oiling me up, she put the bottle down and she too began to oil me.

Five pairs of hands massaged me, gently at first, soft, and I felt myself relax as I never had before. Five beautiful goth girls were touching me, oiling me up, blessing me so I could be their sacrifice.

It was more than I could have ever imagined, yet at the same time, it felt… almost perfect. I had dreamed of finally losing my virginity for years, but in those dreams and fantasies I had always been a boy, a man, taking the traditionally masculine role, but now…

Now I was Carrie, a pretty girl, a virgin bride, tied down, oiled, about to be sacrificed by five hot gothy witches, and my best friend, the person I loved most in the world, was among them.

I whimpered, my cage tight, painful, and the hands moved to explore more of my body. They caressed over arms, belly, chest, fingers teasing my nipples, and then began to caress my thighs, groping me, sliding up to my hips, my ass, molesting me. I wiggled, but was tied too tightly to be able to move far. I couldn’t escape, but I couldn't touch back either, couldn’t lean into the touches.

I was entirely at the coven’s mercy, and they were content to tease and touch and bless me without ever really giving me what I wanted. My caged cock ached, drooling precum into my panties, but they never touched me there.

“Are you ready for the coven’s blessing Carrie?” Cleo said. “You need the full blessing of all the others before your sacrifice.”

I nodded.

“I… yes…” I whimpered, too horny to be able to think clearly.

“Are you ready to earn their blessings?” She asked.

I nodded again.

“Good girl.” Cleo said.

“You can all begin.” She said to the other. “Just… don’t break her.”

I felt my head spin, heart thundering. How was I supposed to earn their blessings when I was tied down.

And then Anna shifted, and I knew what I was expected to do.
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Anna was the first to bless me. After Cleo had spoken she did not hesitate to move, pulling her skirts up and climbing up on the table, shifting so that her knees were on either side of me and then moving up towards my face until…

Her cunt hovered over me, so wet it was practically dripping, hairy and full of her scent. Her lips were swollen and parted.

“Ready to earn my blessing?” Anna said.

I was frozen for only a moment. Then I nodded.

Before I could speak Anna sat herself down and cunt was smothering me, grinding onto my mouth, my lips and jaw.

“Use your tongue.” Anna said.

Her voice, normally so soft and charming, was hard, demanding. I did as she said, opening my mouth and extending my tongue to lick her cunt.

I’d never felt a pussy before, and now my first touch was with my tongue, licking a hot gothy witch while she rode my face. The taste of her was rich and deep and complex, and the scent of her washed over me.

“Fuck… that’s it… you look so pretty tied up and helpless. I could just ravage you.”

Her words made me shiver, thrill and fear and hope. What would it be like to be ravaged by the five witches?

Yet… I could not daydream. I had a blessing to earn, and I wanted to earn it. I knew enough about pleasing women from watching videos and reading guides—I was an anxious nerd who wanted to be prepared should I ever get lucky enough to meet a girl who’d want me—to know that I should focus my attention on the clit, but not ignore the rest of my partner's anatomy, so I worked the tip of my tongue to find the swollen nub of Anna’s pleasure.

As my tongue flicked over it she shivered, and the way she moved and moaned told me I had got it right. I began to lick harder, circling, teasing, even sometimes working my tongue down to fuck it into her cunt, tasting the soppy mess of her juices.

“That’s it… fuck… I’m just a little sad I can’t have your fingers too…” Anna said.

I felt that pang too. What would it have been like to finger fuck her pussy while I worshipped her clit?

I wondered if I’d ever get to find out.

For the moment though I put my mind to the task in front of me, or rather, on top of me. I licked and worshipped as Anna rode my face, grinding her cunt down, fucking my tongue and lips, soaking my chin and jaw in her soppy wetness, almost drowning me.

I felt her tense and then… she was cumming. I could feel it, the clenching of her cunt, the whimpers, the gasps of breath. I had made her cum.

The thought made my caged cock throb, hard.

“FUCK!”

There was a wash of juices as Anna came, hard, offering me her blessing, and then, only after her climax had subsided, did she climb off my face, moving slowly on unsteady legs.

The thought that I’d made her legs unsteady excited me. My tongue and jaw ached.

“My turn.” Jess said.

I felt my heart flutter. I was going to have to earn blessings from all of them. I was going to have to please all of them, worship their cunts, make them cum.

My body trembled with excitement, and I turned to the side to look at Jess, just in time to see her raise her skirts and… my eyes went wide.

Jess had a cock. Where Liara and Anna had cunts, Jess had a cock, a long, fat, beautiful cock. I was going to have to…

“Is there a problem Carrie?” Jess asked. “Do you not want my blessing?”

I would have to earn her blessing, make her cum, with my mouth. I was going to have to worship her cock, tease her, let her use me.

I smiled, my caged cock throbbing. I was a sacrifice. It was what I was there for.

“No problem.” I said, timid, shy, excited. “I… I’d be honoured if you’d let me earn your blessing.”

“You're so cute.” Jess said. “And just so you know… I’ve really been looking forward to this.”

With that, she mounted the table and mounted my face.
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I was tied down, unable to move, so when the head of Jess’s cock pressed at my lips I couldn’t escape, but I didn’t want to. As she pressed forwards, I let her girth spread my mouth wide, sucking gently on the tip, teasing with my tongue.

It was different to pleasing Anna’s cunt, less wet, smooth skin, hard, hot, throbbing, but no less pleasant. Jess thrust, pressing her cock deeper into my mouth, and I sucked harder, letting her fuck my face.

My lips formed a tight seal, mouth wet and hot and tight, and I sucked and lapped as Jess worked her cock deeper and deeper until the head pressed at the back of my throat. I was helpless, trapped, and I wondered if she was going to fuck my throat. Part of me yearned for it.

“Fuck I could just press all of my cock in and make you deep-throat me, but… not now. I don’t want to hurt you. Maybe later, afterwards, if you want, I could train you?”

My head spun at the words, and I nodded without thinking. I sucked and teased as Jess pulled her cock out until just the tip was between my lips, then I moaned as she fucked it deep again. She began to fuck my face, hard, using me.

I could do nothing but let her. I was the virgin sacrifice, the coven’s innocent bride. It was my place to be used, a pretty, sexy, eager girl, and… I wanted her to use me. I wanted her to bless me, cum for me. I wanted to make her cum, wanted her to cum in my mouth.

“Fuck you feel good. Such a pretty girl. We’re going to work such magic with you.”

As Jess said that she began to fuck harder, fucking deeper, faster, using my mouth for her pleasure, and I sucked and lapped, eager to earn her blessing.

I felt her cock throbbing, getting hard, fatter. I knew what that meant and I found I wanted it. I wanted her to cum. I wanted Jess to cum in my mouth, fuck my face with her cock and cum in my mouth and bless me.

I sucked harder, trying to work my head in time with Jess’s thrusts. She worked her hips, fucking her cock between my wet lips, using my mouth for her pleasure. Her cock got harder, pulsing.

“Fuck!”

Jess’s moan was almost a roar. She thrust in and held her cock deep. I felt it throb and swell and then… she was cumming, cumming hard, filling my mouth with spunk.

There was so much of it I almost choked, and I had three choices, drown and choke, try to spit it out and make a mess, or… swallow Jess’s hot, thick, creamy cum.

I chose to swallow.

I sucked, hard, and swallowed over and over, letting her cum slide down my throat and into my belly, a hot coal there, settling, the tang of it sharp and sweet, the thickness of it coating my mouth.

Jess thrust, fucking into my mouth, cumming over and over and over, filling my mouth as I struggled to keep up with the flow of her cum, and I began to feel giddy from lack of air.

Jess fucked my face, rutting, blessing me, and it was only as her climax began to subside that she pulled back. I took a gasp of air, swallowing the last of her cum, and she slipped her cock from my lips with an audible pop.

“Fuck you are hot. I’m very glad you decided to be our sacrifice.”

I smiled, blushing, the taste of her cum on my lips, lingering on my tongue and in my throat. I squirmed, but tied down as I was I couldn’t squirm much.

“I… I’m glad I agree to let you all sacrifice me.” I said.

“You might be glad, but there’s more blessing to do before we sacrifice you.” Cleo said.

My heart leapt at that. Liara and Sammi both had to give me their blessing, and Cleo too. My heart raced at the thought of pleasing Cleo with my tongue, worshipping her cunt.

I looked to Liara and Sammi. I knew Liara had a pussy, as I’d seen it, had been squirted over, but Sammi… after Jess, I didn’t know what to expect.

What I saw though was both of the witches with their skirts up, legs spread, pussies bared. Liara’s was as hairy and as inflamed as I remembered it, but Sammi’s was smooth, shaved, hairless. The stark contrast between the two made both of them more erotic.

“Me first.” Sammi said. “I don’t think I can wait any longer.”

And with that, she climbed up onto the table and sat on my face.
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Sammi’s cunt was wet and slick, and the smoothness of her shaved pussy made it slippery on my lips and chin. I licked and kissed at her folds, worshipping her, and she fucked her pussy down onto my tongue, taking it as deep as it would go.

She tasted amazing, sweet, rich, and the scent of her was smeared all over my face. She rode me, almost suffocating me, and it was all I could do to lie there and let her use me as I tried my best to earn her blessing.

“Fuck you feel good.” Sammi said. “For a virgin, you have a natural talent. With some training, some teaching, and some practice you’re going to be amazing. I’m very glad you’re here.”

I smiled at that.

I felt a swell of emotions. For a long time, I’d not been glad I was who I was.

I’d been miserable, enured to the reality that what I had was as good as it was ever going to get. Life was miserable and I just had to put up with it, keep my head down and get on with it. Happiness was for other people.

Maybe I’d have moments of joy, but… life, I had come to expect and accept, was, for me, meant to be miserable and drab and dreary. Only… now it wasn’t.

The last few days had been amazing. My eyes had been opened. Life didn’t have to be miserable and dull and dreary. I didn’t have to put up with being squashed and crushed by misery until I died many years in the future. I could, if I wanted, choose a different path.

I could choose a different path. Sure, it wouldn’t be easy, and there would be downs as well as ups, but I would be happy. I would be comfortable in my own skin. I would be free.

There was an alternative to the life I had been living. Cleo and the coven had shown me that. They’d shown me there was more to life. They’d shown me I didn’t need to loathe myself.

I could love myself instead. I could be beautiful and free. I could be Carrie.

It was like the walls that had been holding me down came crashing down, and I began to work my tongue harder, lapping and worshipping. I felt something in me beginning to shift.

“Fuck… you are eager.” Sammi said.

She ground her cunt down harder, I worked my tongue, and then… she was cumming, cumming hard.

I let her juices bless me.

“Fuck… that was good.” She said as she climbed off my face, legs wobbly.

“I’m looking forward to my turn.” Liara said. “I hope you’re not too tired to earn my blessing.”

I shook my head. I felt renewed. Under the full moon, tied down like a virgin sacrifice, captured by the coven, surrounded by candles, incense, enclosed in the magic of their ritual, I felt as though I was being reborn.

And then Liara sat on my face and all I could focus on was her cunt.

I worked hard to please her, licking her clit, fucking her hole with my tongue. She fucked my face, riding me, and I felt waves of pleasure radiating through me, her blessing washing over me, my caged cock throbbing hard.

And then… she was cumming. She was cumming hard, all over my face.

I worked to offer her as much pleasure as I could, but before I was done she was off, moving away, taking her cunt off my tongue.

“Fuck… sensitive… but that was good. Really good. I’ll be looking forward to more.”

I smiled, giggled. I was already looking forward to more. But… there was still one blessing left. My best friend, Cleo.


Seven

“I’m ready for you.” I said, looking at my best friend.

“Ready for…?”

She let the question hang. She was going to make me say it…

“I’m ready for your blessing.” I said, blushing.

Cleo smiled.

“You are blessed, Carrie.” She said. “You’ve been blessed by the four quarters. Jess and Anna and Sammi and Liara all offered you blessings from each of the quarters, which means the blessing is now whole, and complete. There will be no more blessings.”

Cleo was smiling. I felt a sinking feeling. I wasn’t going to get to pleasure her.

I had let my hopes get the best of me. I had thought maybe she and I…

But of course not. She was too good for me. She would never want me, not like that. We were just friends.

I could accept friendship though. That was better than losing her entirely.

“I… I understand.” I said, trying to keep the disappointment from my voice.

“Why do you look so sad?” She asked.

Clearly, I had failed to keep the look of disappointment off my face.

“I… I had thought maybe you… that you would bless me.”

Cleo chuckled. She shook her head.

“I’m not going to bless you, Carrie, because I’m going to sacrifice you.” She said. “I’m the one who gets to claim your virginity for the ritual.”

My eyes went wide. I felt a swell of joy, excitement, too many emotions to clearly name.

“Then…”

Cleo nodded.

“We’re going to fuck, finally.” She said. “I always felt drawn to you, but… I’m into girls, so I was confused, but a while ago it clicked. You’re like me. It’s why we always got along. We’re more alike than I ever knew. Or at least that’s what I thought. I needed proof though, needed to find out, so… that’s why this ritual exists. It’s just for you, to help you be reborn, if you want?”

I stared at her, nodded. I wanted to be reborn, I wanted the chance to be happy, but…

“What do you mean I’m like you?” I asked.

Cleo smiled. Slowly she lifted up her skirt and revealed her… cock. Her long, fat, beautiful cock.

Cleo had a cock. I’d known her since we were both young though, barely into our teens…

“How…”

Cleo blushed.

“When I moved it was… it was because I was being bullied at my old school when I transitioned. So, my parents moved to me. I was so worried I’d never make friends, that people would always hate me, reject me, that life would never get better, but then, just after we’d moved in… the universe gave me you. The day we met it… it changed my life. You just saw me, Cleo, and you accepted me and I can never thank you enough. I love you so much, and now… seeing you like that, I see that we can be together, if you want? Do you want this?” She asked.

I stared at her.

“I’m not going to force you, but… this is for you. We all talked, and we all agreed. We could all see it and we just figured you needed a push to see it too, a little magic. You can change if you want. Jess and I can help, and you’ll have the whole coven’s support. You just need to say yes. Say yes and I can finish the ritual. I can sacrifice you, claim you. You can be reborn.”

I stared at my best friend. The sparkle in her eyes told me the true depths of her feelings for me, emotions I’d never known, feelings and secrets we’d both kept from each other. Could I really just say it? Could I really…

“Yes.” I said. “A thousand times yes. Please, sacrifice me, transform me. I… I want this.”

And that was all I needed to say. Cleo was on me. She was going to sacrifice my virginity and I was going to be reborn.
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Her hands were on me and I was powerless to resist her. I was dressed in white, virginal, underwear, tied down, helpless, but…

I liked it. I liked how exposed and vulnerable I was. I like how pretty and meek and exposed I felt, laid out as a sacrifice for my best friend Cleo to claim.

Her hands crept up my thighs, caressing, teasing. I shivered, but not from cold. I could feel my caged cock throbbing, aching, drooling precum.

“You look so pretty.” Cleo said.

I blushed, feeling shy and coy despite how exposed I was. My head was spinning.

“I… I like being pretty for you.” I said. “I… I like feeling sexy and cute, and I like how you look at me.”

Cleo smiled. Hands teased over my hips, over my cage, and there was a subtle tug, making me whimper and whine.

“You want me to sacrifice you, transform you? Are you ready for the magic, to commit yourself to the process of rebirth?” Cleo asked.

I nodded. Around me candles burned, dense incense smoke filling the air. Above me, the moon hung, full, pregnant with power, the promise of change, cycles of life and death.

I had always thought of myself as Carl, as a boy, a man, and I had always been miserable, but now… I realised it didn’t need to be that way. I could let my old self die, let those ideas die, and… I could be reborn. I could embrace the magic of the ritual and be reborn as someone new, someone pretty and beautiful and… feminine.

I could be Carrie. I just needed to open my heart and mind and focus my will. As Cleo began to tease her hands up the waist of my panties I realised…

That was what she had done. She had worked literal magic, had transformed herself, changed the world around her. Her heart and soul and will had allowed her to change reality to better fit her. Sammi had done the same.

That was what transitioning was. It was magic. Will and focus and attention reshaping reality, changing body, self, and the minds of those around you. It was literal magic.

There was no better word for it. It was pure joy and love. There was real power in it. And now… now the coven were offering me that magic, that chance. I just needed to accept it.

“Please…” I said. “Please, sacrifice me, transform me. I want to be reborn.”

Cleo smiled.

With the words said she pulled at my underwear, tugging in two directions at once. I felt the fabric stretch, grow tight, and then… I heard the lacy fabric rip.

Cleo was ripping my underwear off me. I felt my heart skip.

“Well, since you ask so nicely, it’d be rude of me to say no. Plus… I’ve wanted this for so fucking long.”

And with that, Cleo leaned in and kissed me. Her lips met mine, pressing hard, and then her tongue pressed into my mouth. I kissed back, matching her fervour, our tongues almost wrestling, and I felt fingers tease between my thighs, slippery with the oil that had been massaged on my body.

As Cleo kissed me her fingers ran up, caressing, and then… I felt them slip into my crack, running over the sensitive skin there, pressing just barely at my ass, my virgin hole.

There was a throb of newfound pleasure as she pressed the tips of her fingers in, working them deeper, stretching me, making me slick with oil. I whimpered as I realised just what virginity she was going to sacrifice, and… I was excited for it.

I wanted to be her good girl, wanted her to claim me, fuck me, breed me. I moaned into the kiss and Cleo began to fuck me with her fingers, pressing them in, pulling them out, stretching my hole. Pleasure swelled, throbbing, bright and hot, a knot in my belly unfurling.

I never would have imagined my ass could be a source of such hot pleasure. And… if fingers felt that good, then what would Cleo’s cock feel like.

I moaned at the thought, working my hips, fucking down, riding her fingers as she fucked them into me, oiling me, stretching me, kissing me.

And then she broke the kiss.

“Ready to be sacrificed and be reborn?” She asked.

I nodded, unable to speak, drunk on the sheer bliss of the moment.

Slowly Cleo slipped her fingers out, sliding them out of my hole, leaving me empty, gaping, a hollow feeling inside me, a craving for something bigger. I felt my face flush, head spinning with the thought of what my best friend was about to do.

She was going to fuck me. She was going to sacrifice me.

She was going to…

I gasped as I felt the tip of her cock graze at my entrance.

[image: ]

Cleo paused there, holding it in place. She looked down at me, our eyes meeting, and I felt… something. There was a spark, a spring of joy and light, a shifting. I wiggled my hips in an attempt to feel more but Cleo was fully in control, and kept just the tip resting at my virgin entrance.

I whined, pleading, too drunk on need and pleasure to speak. I wanted her to fuck me, wanted her cock inside me, wanted…

Cleo thrust and the tip of her cock sank into my ass. I moaned as I felt my hole stretch.

It was so much bigger than her fingers, fat and hot and throbbing. There was pressure, my hole tight, and for a moment I panicked that it wouldn’t fit. It had to fit. I needed her to fuck me.

As Cleo thrust, her cock stuck, I moaned, and I wiggled my hips, fucking back, spreading my legs. The pressure grew, pleasure, pain, and then… I felt my ass open, relaxing as Cleo forced her perfect cock into me, her prick popping past my outer entrance and sinking deep.

The pleasure made my mind go blank. Bright, hot, giddy.

“Fuck…” The word was one long exhale.

“You are so tight.” Cleo said.

Her praise made me giddy. My best friend’s cock was inside my ass. Her beautiful cock was inside me, and I could feel her fucking it deeper, small thrusts to work every single inch into me.

I shivered, jolts of intense pleasure running through me. I could feel my caged cock throbbing, Cleo’s fat cock throbbing inside me, and then… I felt her bottom out. I felt her belly and her balls press into me. Her entire cock was inside me.

I could feel it stretching me, my ass full. She had sacrificed my virginity, claimed my innocence. I was… I was hers.

“Ready for me to make you a woman?” She said, smiling.

“I… yes…”

I was almost incoherent with pleasure, joy, bliss. Cleo pulled her hips back, slipping her massive prick out of my ass, and then… she kissed me, and she thrust.

Cleo slammed her cock into my ass, thrusting deep and hard. I moaned, the breath knocked from my lungs and the sense knocked from my head.

I was no longer Carl. I was Carrie, a pretty girl, an innocent virgin being sacrificed, claimed, transformed, and I wanted all of it. I spread my legs as wide as they would go and did my best to fuck back, though it was hard since I was still tied down, the victim.

Cleo didn’t need me to fuck back though. She had all the power and control she needed. She slammed her hips in, filling me, then pulled back, slipping her cock out of my tight ass.

I moaned, kissing back as Cleo fucked me, cock slamming in over and over. I could feel my mind shifting, wants and needs and desires I’d long kept buried, secret even from myself, coming unlocked. I could almost feel my body changing.

I knew this was just the start, that there was a long road ahead, but I had taken the first step. With Cleo’s help, the coven’s help, I had admitted the truth. I had begun the process of transformation, and I was being reborn.

For the first time in a long time, the future felt bright and hopeful. I felt my heart swelling with joy, and I felt my ass stretched.

Cleo worked her cock in and out of my ass, fucking me hard, and then she broke the kiss, looking down at me. Her smile was brighter than the moon that loomed over us both.

“I love you.” She said.

Her words were fire, scorching my old self to dust and ashes. I felt a new self rise from the ashes.

“I love you too.” I said.

She fucked her cock in, and out, claiming me, transforming me, and I let the magic of our union, my sacrifice, wash over me. I wanted all she had to offer and more.

“You are beautiful. I… I’m going to cum. You’re going to make me cum. I’m going to cum inside you.” Cleo said.

I could feel it, her cock throbbing, getting thicker, longer, harder, and I knew what it meant.

“Cum in me. Remake me. I want it. I want all of it. Please.” I whimpered.

Cleo smiled and gave me exactly what I wanted. She thrust deep, hard, slamming her cock into my ass, and then…

She was cumming, cumming hard, her cock throbbing inside me, jet after jet of hot, thick, sticky cum coating the inside of my ass, filling me, sacrificing my virginity to the ritual. The heat of it, the thrill of it, the magic of it flooded into me, and I could feel myself unravelling and reknitting into something new, someone new.

I could feel myself being reborn and…

I could feel myself cumming.

I was still caged, my cock locked away, but the sensation of Cleo fucking me, cumming in me, had pushed me over the edge.

I was cumming, hard, my ass clenching, belly fluttering, and my whole body lit up with a pleasure more intense than anything I’d known before. I ground down, my body acting on instinct, moving to experience more pleasure, and my ass clenched. I was cumming as Cleo, my best friend, came inside me, and it was more than I could ever have imagined.

We rutted, fucking our bodies together, cumming together. My heart swelled, and… Cleo kissed me and I kissed her back.

We kissed, our climaxes reaching their peak, then subsiding. I ground down and I felt Cleo’s cock beginning to soften, my ass slick with her warm cum.

As Cleo pulled back, her lips leaving mine, she smiled, and I saw the sparkle in her eyes, the love that had always been there blossomed to new fullness. I felt my heart swell, vast, almost as though it were about to burst.

“Welcome to the coven Carrie.” Cleo said.

I giggled, blushing. Above us, the full moon seemed brighter than ever, and I realised… everything had changed,

Maybe magic really was real.

The End
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Lucas and James were star soccer players in high school, but they’re not in high school any more. They’re in college, on scholarships, but they’re falling behind. They’re partying too hard and the rest of the team are all bigger, stronger, faster.

And then they turn up to practice hungover, and finally their coach Ms Lux, has had enough. If the two best friends want to keep their scholarships they need to show they’re willing to work for them, and they need to show their coach just how committed they are to team spirit.

Lucas and James are best friends and together they were the stars of their high school soccer team. Together they both earned prestigious scholarships to their dream college, only once they got there it turned out not to be the dream they were hoping for.

The pair have always been smaller than their peers, slimmer, shorter, less muscular, but in high school they were able to compete by being more skilled than their teammates and their opponents, but college is a different game entirely.

In college, the boys are playing against men, and it’s a game where size counts. They might be more skilled but that doesn’t count for much when your opponent is twice your size.

Despondent, the boys throw themselves into partying, but this only makes things worse. Soon they are at risk of being kicked off the team and losing their scholarships entirely.

Fortunately for them, their coach, the beautiful and domineering Ms Lux has an offer, one the boys find hard to resist. Soon the pair find themselves being slowly feminized and corrupted as they are transformed from soccer stars to cheerleaders.

The only question that remains is how far will the two of them go to keep their scholarships…


BOSS TO BIMBO




[image: ]

Nathan thought he had life figured out. He had a good job, worked hard, and was providing for the love of his life, Heather. When Heather leaves him though he’s left heartbroken, and his once exemplary performance at work begins to suffer.

Things are maybe looking up for him though when he gets a new assistant, the beautiful and helpful Siobhan, and Nathan hopes with her help he’ll be able to get things back on track. Only, things are not quite what they seem, and soon Nathan finds Siobhan helping him in ways that are definitely not part of her official job description...

Nathan was once a star performer at his company. He worked hard, worked smart, and he excelled.

He’d had good reason to work hard. He’d been working to provide for the love of his life, Heather. Only when Heather leaves him he loses focus and his performance at work begins to suffer.

After all, what’s the point? He’d been toiling to be a good man for his girlfriend, the woman he wanted to marry, and it had all proved pointless.

He’s adrift, and at risk of losing his job, but… he’s hoping his new assistant will help turn things around for him. After all, she comes very highly recommended.

On meeting Siobhan he’s immediately impressed. She’s gorgeous, and seems to be pretty smart too, so he takes the time to make sure she settles into her new role as his assistant.

Only, Siobhan is more than she seems, and it’s not long before Nathan learns this the hard way. Siobhan makes it clear that she really does expect Nathan to improve his performance, and she has a very unique style of motivating him.

Soon Nathan is caught up on a roller-coaster journey of feminization as Siobhan works to transform him from underperforming boss to the perfect obedient bimbo...


MY FRIEND'S MOM'S PANTIES
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Richie was delighted when his friend, Liam, asked him to stay at his summer house during vacation. He was even more delighted, and a little flustered, when he met Liam’s Mom, Alice.

The beautiful, older woman is captivating, charming and dangerous. Can Richie cope with spending a whole summer around such an attractive, forbidden woman? He hopes so.

But then he catches sight of her panties in a laundry hamper, and the real trouble starts…

Richie was dreading summer, the thought of having to spend it at home with his parents with no friends around. At least, he was dreading it until his best friend Liam offered to let him stay with him in his summer house.

The plan was to spend the summer together, to relax, party, and just generally have a great time lying in the sun, swimming in the pool, and heading out to the beach. But then Richie meets Liam’s Mom.

Alice is like no Mom Richie has seen before… a hot, glamorous, confident older woman, greeting him clad in just a skimpy bikini, Richie knew his summer was going to be an agony of frustration having to spend it living in close proximity to such an alluring, forbidden woman.

And then one night Richie spots a pair of Alice’s dirty panties in the laundry hamper and he just can’t resist. No one will know, right? No one will find out.

Only Alice does find out, and so begins Richie’s slow journey of corruption and feminization, all of it beginning when Alice makes Richie wear the panties that he ruined. What follows promises to be a summer that Richie will never forget, as his friend’s Mom makes him submit to her unique form of punishment and shows him that good girls are rewarded...


TEACHER'S PET
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Jake is a bright, talented student, top of his class, and he knows it. He’s spent his entire academic career making his teachers’ and his professors’ lives a misery because he knows he can get away with it.

Nothing lasts forever though, and when Jake meets Mr Green, the handsome older teacher all the girls are crushing on, his decision to test his teacher’s patience backfires. Or maybe Jake is finally going to get what he’s needed all along…

Jake is coasting on his smarts.

He’s top of his class and he takes pride in knowing more than even his teachers, reminding them at every opportunity just how intelligent and knowledgeable he is. But then he meets his new teacher, the one all the girls seem to have a crush on.

Mr Green has heard all about Jake, and he knows just how to handle a student that’s determined to disrupt his class. When Jake finally shows his colours in one of Mr Green’s lectures, the handsome older teacher acts.

So begins Jake’s slow transformation from teacher’s nightmare, to teacher’s pet as Mr Green teaches the disruptive student that there are consequences for misbehaving and rewards for being a good girl.

Jake, stubborn to the end, resists at first, struggling against the corruption, the gradual feminization, but in the end, there is no resisting the lure of a life as his Teacher’s Pet…
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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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