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Prologue

Graham sat slumped in the creaky plastic chair at the school hall, the cheap gown itching against his skin as the headmaster droned on about futures and opportunities. Eighteen years old and fresh out of sixth form with a handful of mediocre A-level results that weren’t getting him anywhere. No university offers. Not even the clearing places wanted a lazy, directionless wanker like him. He stared at his shoes while everyone else cheered and hugged their families. His cock gave a lazy twitch in his trousers at the thought of going home to his room, locking the door, and firing up the PC for another long wank session. That was his real life now. No plans, no prospects, just pixels, porn, and pumping his pathetic prick until his balls ached.

The walk home with his mother was silent at first. She was a tall, severe woman in her late forties with sharp features and an even sharper tongue. Everything about her screamed control, the way she walked with her back straight, the crisp blouses she wore buttoned right up to the neck, and the way her eyes could pin you in place with a single glance. Graham’s father trailed a few steps behind like always, a quiet, balding man who rarely spoke above a mumble. He never argued with Mum. Never had. If she said jump, he asked how high and then apologised for not jumping fast enough. Graham’s older sister, Emily, had moved out two years ago to some fancy job in London, but she was cut from the exact same cloth, bossy, strict, and always ready to put Graham in his place with a cutting remark or a slap upside the head when she still lived at home. The house had been quieter without her constant nagging, but the power structure remained rock solid; Mum ruled everything, Dad kept his head down, and Graham was the useless layabout son who contributed nothing but mess and attitude.

As soon as they got through the front door, Mum turned on him. “Well? What are you going to do with yourself now, Graham? Sit in that disgusting room of yours playing those stupid games and… God knows what else?” Her eyes flicked down pointedly. She knew. She always knew about his habits. Graham felt his face burn but his cock stirred anyway, the familiar shameful throb that came whenever she used that tone. He muttered something about job applications and trying again for uni next year, but they both knew it was bullshit. He had no intention of doing either. His days were mapped out already; wake up late, eat whatever Mum left out, disappear into his cave until dinner, then spend the night tugging his cock raw to whatever filthy video he could find.

His bedroom was a disaster zone of empty crisp packets, discarded socks stiff with dried cum, and a PC that hummed constantly. The moment the door clicked shut after dinner that night, Graham was stripping down, cock already half-hard in anticipation. He fired up the browser and went straight to his usual bookmarks, hours of standard straight porn and hot lesbian scenes. Big-titted girls getting fucked hard, moaning like whores on thick cocks, or two sexy women grinding their wet pussies together. Nothing complicated. Just raw, dirty fucking that got his prick throbbing. His hand wrapped around his average-sized dick and started stroking as the screen filled with a busty blonde taking it deep from behind, her tits swinging with every thrust. “Fuck yeah,” he groaned under his breath, pumping faster, eyes glued to the way her arse rippled. He imagined himself in the guy’s place, pounding some hot slag senseless. He came hard within minutes, thick ropes splattering across his stomach while the girl on screen screamed through her orgasm. Cleanup was a handful of tissues, then back to gaming until his eyes burned and his cock got hard again for round two.

This was his routine. Day in, day out. A loner with no real friends, the few lads from school had moved on to apprenticeships or actual plans. No girlfriend. Never had one. The closest he’d come was awkward fumbling with a girl at a party once, but he’d blown his load in his pants before she even touched him properly. After that humiliation spread, he stuck to his hand and the internet. Wanking four, five, sometimes six times a day. His prick was almost constantly sore, his balls heavy and full no matter how often he drained them. Mum had caught him at it more than once, walking in without knocking to find him furiously jerking with headphones on, face red, cock leaking. She never said anything directly, but the disgusted look and the extra chores she piled on afterwards spoke volumes. Dad just looked away and pretended not to notice, the weak bastard.

Evenings in the living room were always the same. Mum would sit in her armchair like a queen, dictating the TV schedule, the dinner menu, everything. Dad sat on the sofa nodding along, offering the occasional “Yes, dear” or “Whatever you think is best.” Graham slouched in the corner, trying to stay invisible while his mind wandered back to the porn he’d watched earlier. Sometimes Mum would criticise him directly, “Sit up straight, Graham. You look like a slob. No wonder no decent girl wants you.” His cock would twitch traitorously in his jeans at the casual emasculation. He hated how much it turned him on, even if his porn tastes stayed simple and straightforward. He’d go upstairs afterwards and wank again thinking about hot girls, not the family dynamics.

Flashbacks to when Emily still lived at home made the tension worse. She was two years older and had taken after Mum perfectly. Tall, confident, with the same cutting glare. She’d boss Graham around constantly, making him do her chores, mocking his gaming habits, walking in on him “accidentally” and laughing at the mess. “What a disgusting little pervert,” she’d sneer before slamming the door. One time she’d caught him with a dirty magazine and she’d told Mum immediately. The punishment had been brutal; weeks of extra chores, his PC taken away for a fortnight, and constant reminders that he was the lowest member of the household. Even after she moved out, the dynamic lingered. Mum ran the house like a strict matriarch, and Graham was the perpetual disappointment at the bottom of the pile.

Graduation night itself had been a disaster. Mum had insisted on a small family meal out, just the four of them, but Emily couldn’t make it back. Dad barely spoke, pushing food around his plate while Mum listed all the ways Graham could “improve himself” over the summer. “You need discipline, young man. Real structure. Not this endless wanking and gaming nonsense.” Graham had squirmed in his seat, cock half-hard under the tablecloth at the casual mention of his habits. He knew she suspected how much time he spent locked in his room tugging his prick raw to videos of girls getting railed. The thought of her knowing, of her judging him, only made the shame burn hotter and his dick leak into his boxers.

Back home after the meal, Graham had barely waited for his parents to go to bed before stripping naked and loading up a new video. This one was a straightforward hardcore scene, a curvy brunette getting double-teamed by two hung studs, moaning like a slut as they pounded her holes. Graham’s hand flew up and down his shaft as the girl on screen took cock in her mouth and pussy at the same time, her tits bouncing wildly. He imagined himself as one of the guys, balls-deep in warm, wet cunt, making her scream. He came so hard his vision whited out, cum shooting all the way up to his chest. Panting, sticky, and spent, he lay there wondering why he could never last longer in real life. His porn was simple; straight fucking, lesbian girls eating each other out, big fake tits and loud orgasms. Nothing else. No weird shit. Just getting his dick serviced the way a man should.

The days after graduation blurred together. Job applications? Half-hearted at best. Mum hounded him daily, but he’d disappear into his room and lose hours building virtual empires or raiding in games while his real life crumbled. His cock got harder with every passing day of idleness. He’d edge for hours sometimes, stopping right before the point of no return, balls swollen and aching, mind filled with images of hot girls begging for cum. One afternoon Mum burst in while he was mid-stroke, cock purple and throbbing in his fist, screen paused on a close-up of a girl’s dripping pussy stretched around a thick dick. She didn’t scream or drag him out. She just stared for a long second with pure contempt. “Disgusting,” she said coldly, then closed the door. Graham came instantly from the humiliation, ropes of spunk splattering his keyboard. He spent the rest of the day terrified she’d throw him out, but instead the silent treatment and extra chores followed, a reminder of who was really in charge.

His father was no help. The man was a ghost in his own home. Graham had vague memories of Dad being stricter when he was younger, but Mum had ground that out of him years ago. Now he just agreed with everything, eyes downcast, never challenging her authority. Graham sometimes caught him looking almost sympathetic, but Dad never spoke up. Never defended him. Just another weak male in a house run by strong women. It made Graham’s blood boil and his prick twitch at the same time. Was he heading the same way? Doomed to be a spineless wanker under someone’s heel while he jerked off to normal porn like any other horny lad?

The summer stretched ahead like a void. No uni, no job, no escape from Mum’s rules. Graham spent his nights pumping his cock raw to straightforward videos of girls getting fucked senseless, while days were filled with her constant criticism. He was a loser. A chronic masturbator. A disappointment. And deep down, in the filthiest corners of his mind, part of him got off on the family tension even if his fantasies stayed basic and vanilla.

Little did he know, his mother had already made plans to send him exactly where everything would change.

The evening after Graham’s half-arsed complaints about his future dragged on longer than usual. The family sat around the dinner table in the same tense silence that had become routine since graduation. Mum had cooked a proper roast, as if that might inspire some ambition in her useless son. Dad chewed quietly, eyes on his plate. Graham pushed peas around with his fork, already mentally planning which straight porn video he’d blow his load to once he escaped upstairs. His cock gave a faint twitch at the thought, another night tugging his prick raw to girls getting railed hard.

Mum set her knife and fork down with a deliberate clink. “Graham,” she said, her voice sharp and final, “I’ve made a decision. You’re going to stay with your grandmother and grandfather for the entire summer. They need help around the house and garden, and you need structure. You’re doing nothing productive here anyway.”

Graham’s head snapped up. “What? No way. I’m not spending the whole summer out in the middle of nowhere with the old folks. I’ve got… plans. Gaming stuff, maybe look for jobs around here.” His protests spilled out in a pathetic rush. He hated the countryside. Hated the boredom. Hated the thought of being stuck under more rules from people who weren’t even his parents. “Grandad’s alright but Granny’s always been too much. I’m eighteen now, Mum. You can’t just ship me off like a kid.”

Mum’s eyes narrowed, the same look she used when she caught him wanking. “Eighteen and still living under my roof, eating my food, and spending every waking hour locked in your room playing games or… whatever else you do with that hand of yours. You contribute nothing. No job, no university, no prospects. Your grandparents have a big house and garden that needs proper maintenance. You’ll go there, make yourself useful for once, and come back in September ready to sort your life out. End of discussion.”

Graham shoved his chair back, face flushing with anger and embarrassment. “This is bullshit! I’m not a servant. Dad, back me up here. Tell her I can stay and figure things out.” He looked desperately at his father, but the weak man just stared at his plate, muttering something non-committal under his breath. Typical. Never spoke back. Never took Graham’s side. Mum’s glare turned icy.

“Be quiet, Graham. Your father agrees with me. And if you refuse, there’s the door. Pack your things and get out. No more free room, no more meals, no more money for your little habits. You’ll be on the street with nowhere to live, and we both know how long you’d last out there with your useless skills. So you’ll go to your grandparents, you’ll behave, and you’ll do as you’re told. Understood?”

The threat hit like a punch to the gut. Graham’s stomach twisted. He knew she wasn’t bluffing. Mum had kicked out distant relatives for less. He slumped back down, muttering complaints under his breath, but the fight drained out of him. Out on the street? No PC, no bed, no endless supply of tissues for his daily wanks? The thought of trying to survive on his own, cock in hand with nowhere private to pump it, was terrifying. He nodded sullenly. “Fine. Whatever.”

Mum smiled thinly, satisfied. “Good boy. The train ticket is already booked for next week. Now finish your dinner.”

As the conversation died and Dad cleared the plates like the spineless servant he was, Graham’s mind wandered back to memories of those past visits to Granny Prudence and Grandad Mick. He’d been sent there several times as a kid during school holidays when Mum needed a break from his constant troublemaking. Even then he’d dreaded it. Granny Prudence had always been overly affectionate in the most embarrassing way. The moment he stepped off the train she’d sweep him up in those crushing hugs, pressing her heavy tits against him, and plant big, wet, sloppy kisses right on his cheek. He’d hated it as any normal kid would, wiping his face furiously, squirming away from the perfumed, lipstick-sticky assault. “My darling grandson!” she’d boom in that commanding voice of hers. It made him feel small and pathetic every single time.

But as he sat there at the dinner table, the memories shifted. He remembered more than just the hated kisses. Granny Prudence had always stood out. While other women her age dressed in frumpy cardigans and sensible skirts, she looked like she belonged on the cover of some dirty magazine. Tight leather skirts that hugged her wide hips and thick arse like a second skin. Shiny PVC outfits that creaked when she moved and clung to every curve of her mature body. Delicate lace blouses that showed hints of cleavage. Luxurious satins and vinyl that shimmered under the light and stretched obscenely over her heavy breasts. Even as a boy he’d noticed how different she was, how men’s eyes followed her when they went into the village. She carried herself like she owned the room, strict and matronly but with an edge that made people obey without question.

He remembered one particular summer when he was around twelve. Grandad Mick had been trying to fix something in the garden shed, making a mess of it as usual. Granny had marched out in a tight black leather skirt and a red satin blouse that strained across her chest, stockings with perfect seams running up the back of her legs. “Mick, you useless man, step aside,” she’d snapped in that authoritative tone. His dad, her son-in-law, had been visiting too that weekend and tried to help. Granny had shut him down just as quickly. “Sit down, dear. Let a proper adult handle it.” She treated Dad like he was barely competent, ordering him around the house with the same strict matronly authority she used on everyone. Dad had just nodded meekly, the same weak expression he wore every day at home. Graham had watched from the doorway as Granny bent over to pick up tools, her leather skirt riding up slightly, showing the tops of her seamed stockings. Even then something about her dominance and those slutty, stylish clothes had made his young prick stir in his shorts for the first time in a confusing way.

Another memory flooded in, a Christmas visit a couple of years later. Granny had worn a tight vinyl dress that gleamed under the tree lights, lace trim at the neckline barely containing her tits. She’d pulled Graham onto her lap for the traditional photos, planting another wet kiss on his cheek while her hand rested heavily on his thigh. He’d squirmed and hated the sticky lipstick, but later that night in bed he couldn’t stop thinking about how her body felt, soft yet firm, commanding. How she bossed Grandad Mick around in the kitchen, making him fetch and carry like a servant. How even Mum was slightly more deferential around her own mother. Granny Prudence ruled her household with an iron fist wrapped in satin and leather, and everyone fell in line.

Graham shifted in his chair at the dinner table, feeling his cock start to thicken in his trousers. The memories kept coming. The way Granny’s satin blouses would stretch and shine when she hugged him tight. The click of her heels on the floor as she marched around issuing orders. The way she’d scold Dad for the smallest things, “Really, John, can’t you do anything right?”, and Dad would just mumble apologies, exactly like he did with Mum at home. It painted a picture of strong women who took charge, and weak men who obeyed. His prick swelled more, pressing uncomfortably against his zipper. He tried to think of something else, the straight porn he’d watch later, some busty girl sucking cock on her knees, but the image of Granny in tight leather kept intruding. Why the fuck was he getting hard remembering his own grandmother’s outfits and bossy attitude? It was just nostalgia or something. Nothing weird. He crossed his legs under the table, hoping no one noticed the growing bulge.

There were more visits burned into his brain. One summer when he was fifteen, Granny had worn a particularly revealing lace top with a tight satin pencil skirt and black seamed stockings. She’d insisted on taking him shopping in the nearby town, parading him around while she tried on clothes that left little to the imagination. Other women stared, but the shop assistants jumped to obey her commands. Back at the house she’d made Dad help unload the car, criticising his every move. “You’re as useless as ever, John. No wonder my daughter has to run everything.” Dad had taken it silently, the same pathetic expression Graham saw every day. Graham had gone to bed that night with his cock rock hard for no reason he could explain, wanking furiously under the covers to memories of normal porn but with Granny’s commanding voice echoing in his head by accident.

He remembered hating every wet kiss, every crushing hug that left him smelling of her perfume for hours. But those outfits… the way the materials clung to her mature, voluptuous body. The authority in her voice. The way she made strong men like his dad shrink. Graham’s cock was fully hard now, throbbing in his pants as he sat at the family table pretending to listen to Mum drone on about train times and behaving himself. He could feel pre-cum starting to leak into his boxers. It was confusing as fuck. He wasn’t into old women. He jerked off to young hot girls getting fucked in standard videos. This was just random horniness from a loser with too much time on his hands and too many wanks already that day.

Mum was still talking, outlining the rules for the summer. “You’ll help with chores, no arguing, and you’ll show respect. Your grandparents are doing us a favour taking you in.” Dad nodded along silently. Graham barely heard it, too focused on willing his erection to go down. The threat of being kicked out still hung heavy, but now mixed with these unwanted memories that had his prick aching. He imagined arriving at the station and Granny pulling him into one of those trademark hugs, her satin blouse pressing against him, leather or PVC skirt hugging her hips. His cock jumped again. Fuck. He was a pathetic wanker through and through.

By the time dinner ended and he escaped upstairs, Graham’s balls felt heavy and his mind was a mess. He locked his door, dropped his trousers, and wrapped his hand around his stiff cock. He tried to focus on his usual straight porn, a video of two lesbians eating each other out, then a guy joining in to fuck them senseless. But flashes of Granny in her tight, stylish outfits kept interrupting. Her strict voice ordering Dad around. The shine of satin, the tightness of leather. He pumped harder, grunting, telling himself it was nothing. Just hormones. Just a normal horny eighteen-year-old reacting to any memory of a woman with big tits and confidence. He came quickly, shooting thick loads into a tissue while groaning, but the confusion lingered.

Downstairs, Mum was already planning the packing. Graham knew he had no choice. The summer at his grandparents’ was happening whether he liked it or not. As his spent cock softened in his hand, he wondered what the old pair would actually be like now that he was grown. Probably the same bossy Granny with her embarrassing kisses and fancy clothes. Nothing more. He wiped up the mess and tried to push the strange arousal away. It was just a stupid memory. Nothing that would matter once he got there.

The days leading up to Graham’s departure passed in a blur of Mum’s iron-fisted efficiency and Graham’s growing resentment mixed with reluctant acceptance. He spent most of his final nights at home locked in his room, cock in hand, furiously wanking to his usual straight porn to take the edge off. Videos of busty girls getting their pussies pounded hard, moaning like cheap whores while thick cocks slammed into them, or hot lesbians grinding wet cunts together until they squirted. Standard stuff that always got him off. He’d edge for hours, balls aching, imagining himself buried balls-deep in some slag’s tight hole instead of being shipped off like a child. Each orgasm left him panting and sticky, but the dread of the summer ahead kept his prick twitching with nervous energy.

On the morning of departure, Mum took charge of packing his suitcase herself in the living room. She folded his clothes with military precision, jeans, plain t-shirts, socks, underwear, while delivering a nonstop lecture. “You will help your grandparents without complaint, Graham. No hiding in your room all day playing those ridiculous games. The garden needs weeding, the house could use a good clean, and your grandfather isn’t as young as he used to be. You’ll make yourself useful for once in your pathetic life.” She held up a pair of his boxers, frowning. “And for God’s sake, try to keep your disgusting habits under control. I don’t want your grandmother finding crusty tissues everywhere.”

Graham stood there shifting from foot to foot, face burning. His cock gave an involuntary twitch in his trousers at her casual mention of his wanking. “Mum, I’m not a kid. I know how to behave.” But his voice came out weak. Dad hovered nearby, folding a couple of shirts with shaky hands, his face etched with that familiar nervous expression, eyes darting between Mum and Graham, mouth opening and closing as if he wanted to say something but thought better of it. The weak bastard never did. He just looked anxious, like he always did when Mum laid down the law.

Mum zipped the suitcase shut with a sharp tug. “You’ll be gone the whole summer, so I’ve packed enough. Train leaves at eleven. Your grandmother is meeting you at the station. I expect a phone call when you arrive to confirm you’re behaving. This is your chance to prove you’re not completely useless, Graham. Come back in September as a proper young man, not some lazy masturbator with no future.” She fixed him with that stern stare that always made his balls tighten. Dad nodded meekly beside her, avoiding eye contact, his hands twisting together.

The car ride to the station was suffocating. Mum drove, hands gripping the wheel tightly, while Dad sat in the passenger seat staring out the window. Graham slouched in the back, suitcase beside him, his mind racing. He kept replaying the memories of Granny Prudence from the previous evening, those tight leather skirts, shiny PVC, clinging satins, and the way she bossed everyone around. His cock had thickened again in his jeans just thinking about it, and he had to adjust himself discreetly. Why the fuck did remembering his grandmother’s outfits and strict attitude make his prick stir? It was just random teenage horniness, he told himself. He jerked off to normal porn, girls getting fucked senseless, not old women. This summer was going to be boring as hell. Helping with garden chores, fixing things around the old house, maybe some quiet evenings where he could sneak in a quick wank if he found a private spot. Grandad might pour him a whisky or two if he was lucky. Nothing exciting. Just survival until September when he could come home and get back to his PC and daily masturbation marathons.

Mum filled the silence with more instructions. “Be polite to your grandmother. She’s doing us a huge favour taking you in. Help with whatever she asks. No arguments. Your grandfather is friendly enough, but listen to her, she runs that house.” Dad shifted uncomfortably in his seat, that nervous expression deepening. He glanced back at Graham once, almost sympathetically, but said nothing. Typical weak silence. Graham wondered if Dad was remembering his own past visits to his mother-in-law, how she treated him like an incompetent fool. The thought made Graham’s cock twitch again traitorously. He crossed his legs and stared out the window at the passing fields.

They arrived at the station with minutes to spare. Mum parked efficiently and marched Graham to the platform, suitcase wheels clacking behind them. Dad trailed along, face pale and anxious, hands in his pockets. The train pulled in with a hiss. Mum turned to Graham one last time. “Remember what I said. Behave yourself. Make us proud for once. You’ll come back the perfect young man, ready to face the real world.” She gave him a brisk hug, nothing like Granny’s crushing ones, and a quick peck on the cheek. Dad gave him an awkward pat on the shoulder, eyes nervous, muttering, “Just… do as your mother says, son. It’ll be fine.”

Graham boarded the train, suitcase stowed, and found a seat by the window. As the train pulled away, he watched his parents shrink on the platform, Mum standing straight and commanding, Dad fidgeting nervously beside her. The carriage was mostly empty. Graham leaned back, mind already drifting to what the summer might actually hold. Boring chores, probably. Weeding gardens, painting fences, listening to Grandad’s old war stories over whisky. Granny would fuss over him with those wet kisses he’d always hated as a kid, but he was an adult now. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad. He could sneak his phone for some quick porn sessions when they weren’t looking, jerk his cock to videos of hot girls sucking dick and getting creampied. Build up a big load and relieve the pressure in private. Expectations were low; survive the boredom, avoid too much nagging, maybe get a bit of countryside air to clear his head from all the wanking back home. Nothing more. He’d return in September the same loser, ready to resume his life of gaming and pumping his prick raw.

The train rattled through the countryside. Graham’s cock stayed half-hard in his trousers from the mix of nerves and those lingering memories of Granny’s stylish, tight outfits. He shifted, trying to ignore it. This summer was just a temporary sentence. Help the old pair, keep his head down, wank when he could, and get back to normal. Little did he know how wrong those expectations were.


Chapter 1

The journey dragged on for what felt like an eternity. Graham sat slumped in his seat by the window, the train carriage rattling and swaying as it cut through mile after mile of green countryside. Fields, trees, sleepy little stations flashing past, none of it did anything to lift the heavy knot of resentment in his gut. Eighteen years old, barely out of school, no university place, and now his strict mother had packed him off like some unwanted parcel to spend the entire summer with his grandparents in the middle of nowhere. He shifted uncomfortably, the suitcase at his feet a constant reminder. His mind kept drifting back to the car ride to the station, Mum’s sharp lectures, Dad’s nervous silence, and those confusing memories of Granny Prudence that had his cock twitching at the worst possible moments.

He tried to focus on something normal. In his head he pictured logging onto his usual porn sites once he got settled, straightforward stuff, nothing weird. Busty girls on their knees gagging on thick cocks, their tits bouncing as they got fucked hard from behind. Or two hot lesbians grinding their wet pussies together, moaning like slags until they came. That was his escape. A quick wank in private whenever the old pair weren’t looking. He’d build up a massive load over a few days and blast it out thinking about real women getting railed, not whatever strange feelings those memories of Granny stirred up. His prick gave a faint throb in his trousers just thinking about it. Pathetic. He was already horny again after only a few hours away from his room.

The train finally slowed at a tiny rural station. Graham grabbed his suitcase and stepped off onto the platform. The air hit him fresh and clean, smelling of grass and distant farms, completely different from the stale city air he was used to. It was quiet. Too quiet. Only a handful of other passengers got off. He looked around, heart sinking a bit at how isolated it felt.

Then he saw her.

Granny Prudence stood waiting near the exit, impossible to miss. Even from a distance her presence dominated the platform. She was dressed to kill in a way that made Graham’s mouth go dry and his cock stir immediately in his jeans. A tight black satin pencil skirt stretched obscenely over her wide, mature hips and thick, juicy arse. The shiny material clung to every curve like it had been poured onto her body, highlighting the generous swell of her buttocks and the way her thighs filled out the fabric. Above it, a vibrant red satin blouse strained hard across her heavy tits, the buttons pulled tight so that deep cleavage spilled invitingly at the top. The satin shimmered in the sunlight with every breath she took. Her legs were encased in sheer black seamed stockings that ran perfectly straight up the back of her calves, disappearing into elegant heels that made her stance powerful and commanding. Her hair was styled immaculately, makeup bold but classy, and that familiar perfume hit him even before she moved.

“Graham, my darling!” she called out, her voice rich and commanding. She strode towards him with purpose, hips swaying in that satin skirt. Before he could even say hello properly, she yanked him into a crushing hug. Her massive breasts mashed firmly against his chest, soft yet heavy, the smooth satin of her blouse rubbing against him through his shirt. He could feel the warmth of her body, the way her tits yielded and pressed, nipples faintly hard against the material. One of her hands gripped the back of his neck while the other slid down to the small of his back, pulling him tighter so her thigh brushed against the front of his trousers.

Then she planted a long kiss right on his mouth. Not a quick peck on the cheek like when he was a kid. This was full, lingering, her soft lips pressing hard, tasting faintly of lipstick and something sweeter. Her tongue flicked teasingly against his for a split second, wet and warm, before she pulled back with a satisfied smile. “Mmm, look at you. All grown up into such a big, strong young man. I can feel how solid you are.” Her eyes sparkled with something filthy as she held the hug a moment longer, her tits still squashed against him.

Graham’s face burned. His cock had surged to full hardness in his trousers, trapped awkwardly and throbbing from the feel of her body. The satin, the weight of her breasts, the wet kiss, it was too much. He stammered something incoherent, trying to step back, but she kept a firm grip on his arm. “Granny… hi. Good to see you.”

She laughed, low and throaty, linking her arm through his as she led him towards the car. “None of that ‘Granny’ nonsense all summer if it makes you uncomfortable, sweetheart. Call me Prudence if you like. Or whatever feels natural.” The drive home in her sleek, well-maintained car was filled with her filthy teasing. She drove with one hand on the wheel, the other occasionally resting on his thigh, squeezing lightly. The satin skirt rode up slightly as she sat, showing more of those seamed stockings.

“You’ve filled out so nicely since the last time I saw you,” she purred, glancing over with a smirk. “Broad shoulders, strong arms. I bet you’ve been keeping busy… or maybe not. Your mother tells me you spend far too much time alone in your room. What do you get up to in there, hmm? Playing games? Or something more… private?” Her laugh filled the car. “A healthy young man like you must have urges. Lots of them. Don’t worry, darling. Out here in the countryside we’re very understanding. Plenty of time to… relieve yourself if you need to.”

Graham’s cock stayed rock hard the entire drive, leaking into his boxers. Every time she shifted in her seat the satin whispered, her tits jiggled slightly in the red blouse, and her hand patted his leg dangerously close to his bulge. He tried to focus on the scenery, on normal thoughts, but her perfume and the memory of that wet kiss kept his prick throbbing. This was his grandmother, for fuck’s sake. He wanked to normal porn, girls getting fucked, not this. But her body in that outfit, the way she teased, the confidence, it was messing with his head.

The house came into view eventually, a large old countryside property surrounded by gardens. Granny Prudence kept up the teasing right until they pulled up. “You’re going to be such a help to us this summer. And we’re going to take such good care of you in return. Make you into a proper man… or whatever you need to be.” She winked, her hand giving his thigh one final squeeze before she killed the engine.

Graham stepped out on shaky legs, cock still half-hard and mind spinning. The summer had officially begun.

Grandad Mick was waiting just inside the front door of the large, old-fashioned countryside house as Granny Prudence led Graham in. The place smelled of polish, home cooking, and something faintly floral from her perfume that still clung to Graham’s clothes after that crushing hug. Mick was a stocky, friendly-looking man in his late sixties, dressed in a simple shirt and trousers, with a broad smile and a firm handshake that nearly crushed Graham’s fingers. “There’s my lad! Good to see you, Graham. You’ve shot up since the last time. Come in, come in, dinner’s hot and ready. You must be starving after that long trip.”

The house felt grand but lived-in, with heavy oak furniture, thick carpets, and walls lined with old family photos. Granny Prudence had slipped away briefly to freshen up but returned quickly in the same devastating outfit, that tight black satin pencil skirt still stretched obscenely over her wide hips and thick arse, the red satin blouse straining across her heavy tits. Every movement made the satin whisper and shimmer, drawing Graham’s eyes despite himself. She ushered them all into the dining room where a proper roast dinner was laid out; juicy beef, roast potatoes, vegetables, gravy, far better than anything Mum usually threw together on busy days.

“Sit down, darling,” Granny said, patting the chair beside her. “Let’s get some proper food into you. Growing boys need feeding.” Her voice had that commanding yet teasing edge. As they sat, Graham couldn’t help noticing how her skirt rode up slightly when she crossed her legs, the seam of her stockings drawing his gaze down her calves. His cock, which had barely softened from the car ride, gave another stubborn twitch in his trousers.

Mick carved the meat generously, piling Graham’s plate high while keeping up friendly chatter. “So, how was the journey? Trains always run late these days, don’t they? Your mother rang ahead to say you’d had a bit of a rough time with school results. No matter, lad. Plenty of time to sort yourself out here. Fresh air, good food, hard work, it builds character.”

Graham mumbled through a mouthful of potato, trying to sound polite. “Yeah, it was alright. Long though. Didn’t get into uni, so… here I am.” The words tasted bitter. He was a loser fresh out of school with no plans except wanking his cock raw to straight porn every chance he got. Now he was stuck here for months.

Granny Prudence smiled warmly but with something sharper behind her eyes as she cut into her beef. Her heavy tits rested on the edge of the table, the red satin stretching tight with every breath. “We’re thrilled to have you for the whole summer, Graham. The garden’s got a bit overgrown, needs strong young hands for the digging and weeding. There are some fences that could use mending, and the house always benefits from a thorough clean now and then. But don’t look so worried, sweetheart. It won’t be all hard graft. We want you to enjoy yourself too. Relax in the evenings, explore the countryside, eat well. It’ll be an easy summer, really. Just helping your old grandparents out a bit while you figure out what a proper young man like you wants to do with his life.”

Mick nodded enthusiastically, pouring water into Graham’s glass. “Exactly. Plenty of time to unwind. I’ll show you around the garden tomorrow. Nothing too strenuous at first. And there’s always a glass of whisky waiting after a good day’s work. Builds a man’s appetite, in more ways than one.” He chuckled.

The conversation flowed easily enough on the surface. They asked about his mother and father, how strict Mum still was, how quiet Dad remained. Granny listened with keen interest, her hand occasionally brushing Graham’s arm as she passed the gravy boat. “Your mother was always such a strong woman, just like me. She knows how to keep men in line. Your father’s a good sort, but he’s always needed a firm hand. Much like you might, deep down.” Her eyes lingered on him a second too long.

Graham ate mechanically, the food excellent but his mind elsewhere. Every time Granny leaned forward her tits strained against the satin blouse, nipples faintly visible through the material when the light hit right. The way her skirt hugged her arse when she shifted in her seat made his cock throb steadily under the table. He tried to focus on normal thoughts, planning secret wanks in his room later, jerking his prick to videos of girls getting their cunts pounded until they screamed. But the physical presence of Granny in that outfit kept pulling him back. The satin, the stockings, her commanding voice, it was confusing the hell out of him. He wasn’t into old women. He was a normal horny lad who liked young pussy on his screen.

They talked about village life, how quiet it was, how Grandad Mick spent his days pottering in the shed. “We’ll keep you busy but not exhausted,” Mick assured him again. “Easy summer, lad. You’ll go home fitter, stronger, and ready for whatever comes next. Your mother will be pleased.”

Granny nodded, dabbing her lips with a napkin. “Precisely. Help where you’re needed, behave yourself, and we’ll all get along wonderfully. No need for any… bad habits getting out of control.” Her smile was knowing. Graham felt his face heat up, wondering if Mum had said something about catching him wanking. His cock stayed semi-hard throughout the meal, leaking slightly into his boxers from the constant tease of her body and perfume.

By the time plates were cleared, the pretence of a simple, relaxing summer hung thick in the air. Chores, yes. But easy ones. Good food. Whisky in the evenings. Nothing he couldn’t handle. Graham felt almost reassured as they moved towards the sitting room for drinks.

After dinner, Granny Prudence led the way into the cosy sitting room with a sway of her wide hips that made the tight black satin pencil skirt cling and shimmer under the warm lamplight. The material stretched obscenely across her thick arse, the seams of her black stockings perfectly straight as she moved. Mick followed, still chatting amiably, while Graham trailed behind, his head already pleasantly fuzzy from the wine at dinner and his cock still half-hard from the constant visual tease of her body. The room was comfortable and old-fashioned, deep armchairs, a large fireplace, heavy curtains drawn against the evening. A decanter of whisky and glasses waited on a side table.

“Time for a proper drink to welcome you,” Mick said heartily, pouring generous measures. He handed Graham a heavy tumbler first, then one for himself, and topped up Granny’s glass with a knowing smile. “To a good summer, lad. Cheers.”

Graham took a big sip. The whisky burned smoothly down his throat, spreading warmth through his chest and belly. It was stronger than anything he usually drank back home. “Cheers,” he muttered, sinking into one of the armchairs. Granny Prudence settled opposite him, crossing her legs slowly so the satin skirt rode up just enough to show the lacy tops of her stockings. Her heavy tits rose and fell in the red satin blouse as she sipped her drink, the fabric pulling tight across her nipples.

The conversation started light again. Mick asked more about Graham’s gaming habits, laughing about how things had changed since his day. Granny listened, her eyes sharp and amused. “Young men need outlets,” she said smoothly, swirling her whisky. “All that energy has to go somewhere. Your mother mentioned you spend a lot of time alone. Locked away, tugging away at that young cock of yours, I imagine.” She said it so casually that Graham nearly choked on his drink. His face burned red, but his prick throbbed harder in his trousers.

They kept drinking. Mick kept the glasses topped up. The whisky went down easier with each one. Graham was on his fourth large measure when the room started feeling softer around the edges. His limbs felt heavy but warm. His head buzzed pleasantly, like a mild high. Granny’s voice seemed richer, more commanding as she steered the talk in a new direction.

“I heard the most interesting news the other day,” she said, leaning forward so her cleavage deepened dramatically in the satin blouse. “Poor Nigel is divorced now. Such a pity for a man like him. He was always a good sort, liked a drink, enjoyed a smoke, never caused any real trouble. Kept to himself mostly, but loyal in his own way.”

Graham blinked, the whisky making his thoughts sluggish. Nigel? Dad’s old drinking buddy? The fat, balding bloke who used to come round sometimes? “Nigel… yeah, I know him,” he slurred slightly. “Dad’s mate.”

Granny smiled, her eyes gleaming. “Oh, he was much more than that, sweetheart. Nigel was closer to your mother for years. Inseparable, really. They had quite the connection. Quite the wedding night between the three of them, from what I’ve been told over the years. Your father watching, participating in his limited way… Nigel taking charge. It was quite the arrangement.”

The words floated through Graham’s foggy brain. Wedding night? Three of them? His mother and Nigel? He tried to process it, but everything felt distant and strange, as if he was high. His cock was rock hard now, pressing painfully against his zip from the bizarre images and the way Granny’s tits jiggled as she spoke. “What… that doesn’t make sense,” he mumbled thickly. “Dad and Mum…”

Mick chuckled softly, pouring another measure into Graham’s glass. “Drink up, lad. Family stories are always more complicated than they seem.”

Granny continued, her voice low and hypnotic as she uncrossed and recrossed her legs, the stockings whispering. “Your father has been a very obedient man for a long time. Permanent chastity since he was eighteen, the poor dear. Locked up tight, no proper wanks in decades. It keeps him so… manageable. Just how your mother likes him. Just how strong women like us prefer our men.”

Graham’s head spun. Permanent chastity? His dad? The room tilted slightly. He tried to stand but his legs felt weak. The last thing he registered before everything went black was Granny Prudence’s satisfied smile and Mick’s friendly pat on the shoulder. “Sleep well, lad. Tomorrow is the first day of your new summer.”

The whisky, and whatever else might have been in it, had done its work perfectly. Graham passed out in the armchair, cock still throbbing, mind lost in a confused haze.


Chapter 2

Graham floated in a thick, sticky fog. The whisky burned low in his belly, but there was something sharper underneath it, a chemical haze that made his thoughts slippery and disjointed. His body felt heavy and distant, like it was pinned down somewhere far away, while his mind drifted through layers of half-remembered moments. His cock twitched uselessly in his trousers, half-hard and leaking, responding to the drugged confusion even as his conscious mind struggled to make sense of anything. Everything felt warm, wrong, and strangely erotic.

The first memory surfaced slowly, like something rising from deep water. He was a small boy again, seven or eight years old, padding downstairs in his pyjamas late at night because his stomach hurt and he wanted water. The house was dark except for a sliver of light coming from the living room door. Young Graham had crept closer, curious and a little scared. Through the gap he saw his mother locked in a passionate kiss with Nigel.

It wasn’t a quick, friendly peck. Nigel, Dad’s fat, balding drinking buddy, had Mum pressed against the wall, his thick hands groping her arse through her skirt, pulling her tight against his belly. Mum was moaning softly into his mouth, her hands in his hair, tongues sliding wetly together in a deep, hungry kiss. Graham remembered freezing in the hallway, heart pounding, not understanding what he was seeing. Why was Mum kissing another man like that? Like the women in the dirty magazines he’d later find? Where was Dad? The boy version of himself had backed away silently, confused and ashamed for spying, and gone back to bed without his water.

In the drugged dream the memory played out in vivid, slow-motion detail. Graham could almost smell the room, Mum’s perfume mixed with Nigel’s cigar smoke and whisky breath. He saw the way Mum’s tits pressed against Nigel’s chest, the way her hips rolled subtly against him. The wet sounds of their mouths working together. The low groan Nigel made as he squeezed her arse harder. The adult Graham floating in the haze felt his cock throb harder at the image, even as confusion crashed over him in waves.

That didn’t happen. Or did it? Mum wouldn’t… Dad was right there in the house somewhere. The thoughts looped and tangled. Shame burned his dream-cheeks, shame at spying as a kid, shame at how the memory made his trapped prick leak now. The drug made everything feel hazy and hyper-real at the same time. He tried to push the image away, but it lingered, replaying the passionate kiss from different angles. Mum’s leg wrapping around Nigel’s. The way she gasped when he ground against her. The betrayal of it. The filthiness. His drugged mind supplied new details that may or may not have been real, the wet spot on Mum’s skirt, Nigel’s hand sliding up under it, Mum whispering something filthy about “a real man.”

Confusion gnawed deeper. Why was Nigel there? Why did Mum sound like she was enjoying it so much? Feelings swirled in the dreamstate; betrayal, a strange forbidden arousal, helplessness. His cock ached, pressing against the fabric of his trousers as the haze thickened. He was just a kid back then. He didn’t understand. But now, floating drugged and broken in his grandparents’ sitting room, the adult version couldn’t stop seeing it. Couldn’t stop the way his body responded to the wrongness.

The memory fractured and reformed. Same night, different angle. Mum pulling Nigel’s hand between her legs. The soft moan she let out. Dad nowhere in sight. Young Graham retreating to bed with a racing heart and a confusing tightness in his little pyjama bottoms that he hadn’t understood at the time. In the dream, Graham’s adult cock throbbed in sympathy, leaking steadily as shame and confusion mixed with the chemical high. It was just a dream. A drugged nightmare. Mum loved Dad. Nigel was just a friend. But the haze wouldn’t let him believe it. The kiss replayed again and again, each time more vivid, more filthy. Tongues. Hands. Moans. The way Mum had looked at Nigel like he was the one who really satisfied her.

His feelings in that dreamstate were a mess, deep confusion about his entire childhood, a hot flush of unwanted arousal at the taboo image, and a heavy, sinking dread that more memories were coming. The drug kept him trapped, floating, cock hard and mind reeling as the first fractured piece of his past refused to let go.

The fog thickened around Graham’s drugged mind, pulling him deeper into the fractured memories. The image of Mum and Nigel kissing faded slowly, leaving behind a lingering throb in his trapped cock and a heavy sense of unease. Then a new memory rose up, clearer and more humiliating than the last. He was ten years old again, sick in the middle of the night with a vicious stomach bug. He’d woken up retching into the bucket Mum had left by his bed, hot tears on his face, feeling pathetic and small.

The bedroom door had creaked open. Dad came in to check on him, moving quietly so as not to wake the rest of the house. But Dad wasn’t dressed in his usual pyjamas or dressing gown. He was wearing a frilly pink nightie that barely reached mid-thigh, the sheer material showing the dark hair on his legs and the faint outline of his soft cock underneath. A matching pink bonnet was tied under his chin with a bow, and his hands were covered in padded pink mittens that made every movement clumsy and childlike. His face looked strangely soft, almost made-up, though the young Graham hadn’t understood that at the time.

“Shh, it’s alright, son,” Dad had whispered in a small, high-pitched voice that sounded nothing like his normal quiet mumble. He’d knelt awkwardly by the bed in that sissy nightie, mittened hands gently wiping Graham’s forehead with a cool cloth. The pink fabric had ridden up, exposing more of his hairy thighs and the curve of his arse. Graham remembered the confusion even through his sickness, why was Dad dressed like a little girl? Why did he sound so girly and submissive? He’d been too ill to ask questions, just let Dad fuss over him until the vomiting stopped and he drifted back to sleep.

In the drugged dream the memory played out in excruciating, slow detail. Graham could see every frill on the nightie, the way the bonnet framed Dad’s embarrassed face, the mittens making him fumble with the cloth. The adult Graham floating in the haze felt his cock throb painfully hard, leaking as shame and confusion crashed through him. Why was Dad dressed like that? Was he a pervert? Did Mum know? The questions looped endlessly. Feelings of betrayal mixed with a strange, unwanted arousal at the image of his weak father humiliated in pink sissy clothes. The drug made it all feel hyper-real, the rustle of the nightie, the soft high voice, the way Dad had looked so natural in the humiliating outfit.

The memory refused to fade. It stretched, adding details the young Graham might have missed. The way the nightie clung to Dad’s slight frame. A faint smell of perfume. The mittens preventing him from touching anything properly, reducing him to helpless, clumsy care. Young Graham had fallen back asleep confused, but now the adult version couldn’t stop seeing it. Couldn’t stop his drugged prick from aching at the wrongness. Shame burned hot. My dad was a sissy. Even back then. Confusion deepened the haze. Why had no one ever talked about it? Why did it feel almost… familiar?

Before he could process it, the dream shifted again. Another memory pushed forward, him at twelve, home alone for a short while and snooping where he shouldn’t. He’d gone into Mum’s bedroom and opened her large cupboard out of bored curiosity. What he found inside had confused him then and horrified him now in the drugged state.

Rows of shiny latex dresses hung neatly, each one powdered carefully to keep the rubber pristine. More outfits in satin, leather, and lace, all folded and organised with military precision. Coils of whips in different thicknesses and lengths. Leather collars with heavy metal rings. Lengths of cold chain. And right at the back, a thick, realistic strap-on dildo with veins, balls, and a harness, something the twelve-year-old Graham hadn’t understood at all. He’d touched the smooth rubber curiously, wondering what it was for, before putting everything back in a panic when he heard a noise.

In the dream the cupboard memory unfolded like a filthy catalogue. Graham saw every item in vivid detail; the gleam of the latex, the smell of talcum powder and rubber, the heavy weight of the chains, the intimidating size of the strap-on. His drugged adult mind supplied context he didn’t have as a kid, these were sex toys. Tools for domination. For turning men into whimpering bitches. His cock strained and leaked steadily as shame flooded him. Mum had all that kinky gear hidden away. For what? For Dad in his pink nightie? For Nigel?

Confusion overwhelmed him in the dreamstate. My family was hiding this the whole time? Feelings blended into a nauseating, arousing mess, betrayal, revulsion, a deep drugged horniness at the taboo revelations. His trapped prick ached, the haze making every memory feel sexual and damning. He tried to fight it, to wake up, but the drug held him down, forcing him to relive the confusion and the slow, horrifying realisation that nothing in his childhood had been normal.

The pink nightie and the secret cupboard memories twisted together in the fog, leaving Graham lost in a storm of shame, confusion, and helpless arousal as the dream pulled him even deeper.

The drugged haze pulled Graham even deeper, the previous memories of Dad in pink sissy attire and Mum’s hidden cupboard of latex and whips still throbbing in his mind like an open wound. His trapped cock ached, leaking steadily into his boxers as shame and confusion warred with the chemical high. Then two final, devastating fragments slammed into him, twisting the knife deeper.

The first one hit like a punch. He was fourteen or fifteen, walking into the kitchen unexpectedly. Nigel was there, Dad’s old drinking friend, but standing far too close to Emily, who had just turned eighteen. Nigel’s fat hand was on her waist, his voice low and affectionate. “You look so much like your mother,” he’d said, eyes roaming over her. “The spitting image. Beautiful.” Emily had laughed, a strange, knowing laugh, and replied, “Thanks, Dad.” She’d said it so casually, so naturally, while Mum watched from the doorway with a small, satisfied smile. Young Graham had frozen in the hallway, the word “Dad” ringing in his ears like a wrong note. Nigel wasn’t her dad. Dad was downstairs watching television like always. It didn’t make sense. He’d backed away without being seen, confused and unsettled for days afterwards.

In the drugged dream the scene replayed in excruciating slow motion. Graham saw every detail, Nigel’s thick fingers on his sister’s hip, the way Emily leaned into him, the proud look on Mum’s face. “Thanks, Dad.” The words echoed. His adult mind reeled. Was Nigel… Emily’s real father? Had Mum been fucking him for years? Did Dad know? Confusion crashed over him in waves, deeper than before. His cock throbbed painfully hard in the haze, shame burning through him at how turned on the taboo memory made him feel. The drug amplified everything, the warmth of forbidden arousal, the betrayal, the utter wrongness of his family. He tried to scream in the dream, to reject it, but only sank deeper.

Before he could surface, the final memory engulfed him completely. He was fourteen again. Nigel had come over for the evening. Mum had sent both kids to bed early with strict orders not to come down. But curiosity had won. Graham and Emily had crept together to the top of the bannister, peering down through the rails into the living room. What they saw had scarred him then and destroyed him now in the drugged state.

Dad was on his hands and knees in the centre of the room, wearing a frilly sissy dress, pink and white, short enough to show his arse. Full makeup; bright red lipstick, heavy eyeliner, rouge on his cheeks. He looked like a cheap whore. Nigel was behind him, fat and naked from the waist down, his thick cock buried deep in Dad’s arse. Dad rocked back and forth like a bitch in heat, moaning girlishly with every thrust while Nigel grunted and slapped his arse. Mum sat on the sofa watching, legs spread, fingers buried in her cunt, encouraging them. “That’s it, good girl. Take your husband’s cock like the sissy slut you are.”

The memory played out in vivid, relentless detail in the dream. Graham could hear the wet slapping sounds, see the way Dad’s sissy dress rode up, the mascara running down his cheeks as he moaned. Emily had watched silently beside him, almost fascinated. Young Graham had been too shocked to move, confusion and horror freezing him in place. Now, drugged and floating, the adult Graham felt his cock strain and pulse as shame flooded every part of him. My dad was a sissy cuckold. Getting fucked by Mum’s lover while she watched. The image wouldn’t stop. Nigel pounding harder. Dad begging in that high voice. Mum coming with a moan.

Confusion consumed him completely. Everything he thought he knew about his family was a lie. Nigel wasn’t just a friend. Dad wasn’t the quiet husband, he was a locked, broken sissy. Mum was in control of it all. His sister calling Nigel “Dad.” The hidden toys. The pink nightie. It all connected in the haze, leaving him lost and broken. Feelings swirled violently, deep betrayal, revulsion at his weak father, a drugged, shameful arousal at the filthiness of it all, helplessness as his cock throbbed uselessly.

The memories overlapped and repeated, hammering him until the haze finally swallowed everything. Graham’s drugged mind shut down completely, leaving only the echo of confusion, shame, and unwanted horniness as darkness claimed him once more.


Chapter 3

Graham woke slowly, his mind clawing its way up through layers of thick, drugged fog. His head pounded with a dull, relentless ache, the kind that came from drinking far too much the night before, or something stronger mixed into the whisky. His mouth felt dry, tongue heavy and fuzzy. For a long moment he didn’t know where he was. The bed felt different. Softer. The sheets smelled faintly of lavender and something sweeter, more feminine. He tried to roll over and that was when the first strange sensation hit him.

The slippery, luxurious feel of pink satin and delicate white lace was rubbing constantly against his cock and balls. The material was cool and smooth, whispering teasingly over his sensitive skin with every tiny shift of his body. It clung to him, the satin gliding over the head of his prick, the lace trim tickling the underside of his shaft and brushing against his thighs. The nightie was short, obscenely short, barely covering his arse. He could feel cool air on his bare cheeks where the hem had ridden up during the night. His nipples, strangely sensitive, rubbed against the satin bodice with every breath.

Panic slammed into him like a physical blow. What the fuck is this? Graham’s eyes snapped open. He sat up too fast, the room spinning wildly for several seconds as nausea rolled through his stomach. When the dizziness settled, he looked down at himself in sheer horror. He was wearing a frilly pink satin nightie with white lace ruffles around the hem and neckline. The material was feminine, slutty, the kind of thing a whore would wear to seduce someone. It hugged his chest and waist, the lace tickling his skin, the satin sliding obscenely over his now rapidly hardening cock. A small wet spot was already forming where his leaking prick pressed against the front.

“No… no, this isn’t real,” he muttered, voice hoarse. His hands shook as he touched the nightie, feeling how the satin glided under his fingers. It felt good. Too good. His cock twitched traitorously, thickening further and pushing against the soft material. Shame burned his face. This couldn’t be happening. He remembered the dinner. The whisky. Granny Prudence in her tight black satin pencil skirt and red blouse, her heavy tits straining the fabric. Grandad Mick pouring drink after drink. The strange conversation about Nigel and his father in permanent chastity. Then the dreams, the drugged, nightmarish memories that had flooded his mind.

Those dreams came flashing back now in vivid, relentless bursts. Nigel passionately kissing his mother, hands groping her arse while she moaned into his mouth. Dad coming to check on him as a sick child, dressed in a frilly pink nightie, bonnet, and mittens, speaking in that high, submissive voice. Mum’s hidden cupboard full of shiny latex dresses, whips, collars, chains, and that thick realistic strap-on dildo. Nigel with his sister Emily, her casually calling him “Dad.” And the worst one, sneaking to the bannister and watching Dad on all fours in a sissy dress, getting fucked hard by Nigel while Mum watched and pleasured herself.

The memories hit him like punches, one after another. Confusion swirled heavily in his pounding head. None of that was real. It was the drugs. The whisky. A nightmare. But the details felt too sharp, too consistent. His family life, the strict mother, the weak silent father, the bossy sister, suddenly seemed full of holes he had never noticed before. Why had Dad always been so meek? Why did Mum control everything? Why had Nigel been around so much? Graham’s breathing grew ragged. His cock was fully hard now, throbbing against the satin nightie, the head leaking pre-cum that made the material cling wetly to him.

He felt a wave of pure panic mixed with self-loathing. I’m in my grandparents’ house. They dressed me in this… this slutty thing while I was passed out. The humiliation burned deep. He was eighteen, a grown man, and here he was waking up in a frilly pink nightie like some pathetic sissy. His hands clenched the sheets. He wanted to rip the thing off immediately, but the sensations, the constant sliding of satin over his cock, the lace teasing his balls, made him hesitate for a shameful second. It felt good. Wrong, but good. His prick gave another heavy throb, betraying him completely.

Tears of frustration pricked at his eyes. This had to be some sick joke. His grandparents were old. Respectable. But the way Granny had looked at him last night, the way she had teased him in the car about being “big and strong,” the stories about his father in chastity… it all pointed to something much darker. The dreams wouldn’t leave him alone. He kept seeing Dad in that pink nightie, clumsy and submissive. Mum in latex with a whip. The strap-on. The way his sister had called Nigel “Dad.” His mind reeled, trying to reject it all while his body responded with shameful arousal. His cock was aching now, fully erect and trapped in the satin, the wet spot spreading.

Graham swung his legs over the side of the bed, the nightie riding up completely to expose his arse and hard cock. He stood on shaky legs, looking around the feminine bedroom. The wardrobe and drawers were full of more girl clothes, he could see lace, more satin, heels. His own suitcase was nowhere in sight. Panic rose higher, mixing with anger and a confusing undercurrent of horniness that made him hate himself even more. What the fuck have they done to me? The memories flashed again, Dad on his knees getting fucked, Mum watching approvingly. Graham’s cock jerked visibly under the nightie, another bead of pre-cum soaking the front.

He felt emotionally raw. Betrayed by his own family. Humiliated by whatever his grandparents had done while he was unconscious. Scared of what this summer was really about. And underneath it all, a treacherous arousal at the silky feel of the nightie and the forbidden images from his dreams. His hands trembled as he touched the satin again, feeling it glide over his throbbing prick. The confusion was overwhelming. He didn’t want this. He was a normal guy who wanked to straight porn. Not this. Never this.

Yet he couldn’t stop the way his body reacted. The nightie felt too good. The memories too vivid. Graham stood there in the middle of the unfamiliar room, cock leaking into pink satin, mind fracturing under the weight of panic, shame, arousal, and growing dread about what was really happening to him.

Graham stood frozen in the middle of the unfamiliar feminine bedroom, the pink satin nightie still clinging to his body like a second skin. His hands moved almost of their own accord, sliding slowly over the smooth material. The satin glided under his palms, cool and luxurious, teasing his sensitive nipples until they hardened into little peaks. It felt... good. Too good. The realisation hit him like another wave of shame. This shouldn’t feel good. He was a man, not some sissy dressed in frilly girl clothes. Yet his fingers kept exploring, tracing the lace trim along the hem, feeling how it tickled the tops of his thighs and brushed against his heavy balls.

The nightie barely covered his arse. Every small movement made the satin slide sensually over his rock-hard cock, the fabric now soaked with pre-cum at the front. He told himself to stop. To rip the disgusting thing off and storm downstairs to demand answers. But his hands wouldn’t obey. They kept rubbing, slower and more deliberate, pressing the satin tighter against his throbbing shaft. “Fuck… why does this feel so nice?” he whispered hoarsely, voice cracking with confusion and self-loathing. His cock twitched hard, leaking more, the wet spot spreading visibly down the front of the pink material.

The dreams flooded back stronger now, mixing with the physical sensations in a filthy, irresistible cocktail. He saw his father again, dressed in the exact same style of pink frilly nightie, the bonnet tied under his chin, mittens making him clumsy and helpless. The image should have disgusted him completely. Instead, his prick pulsed, the satin rubbing the sensitive head with every throb. Then the flickering images intensified; his mother in a gleaming black latex catsuit, whip in hand, towering over his kneeling father. “I’m sorry, Mistress,” Dad had whimpered in the dream, voice high and broken. Graham’s hand moved faster, rubbing the nightie up and down his shaft, the lace teasing his balls as he pictured it.

Confusion and arousal warred violently inside him. This is wrong. I’m not like that. I wank to normal porn, girls getting fucked, not this perverted family shit. But the drug residue in his system, the silky feel of the nightie, and the vivid memories made resistance feel impossible. His knees felt weak. He stumbled back to the edge of the bed and sat down, legs spread, the nightie riding up to fully expose his leaking cock tenting the satin. One hand kept rubbing while the other explored his chest, pinching a nipple through the material. It sent sparks straight to his balls.

The dreams wouldn’t leave him alone. Dad on his knees in pink. Mum cracking the whip. The strap-on in the cupboard. Nigel fucking his father while Mum watched. Each image made his hand move faster, the satin growing slick with pre-cum. Shame burned through him, hot and humiliating, but it only fed the arousal. He was disgusted with himself, yet he couldn’t stop stroking. The nightie felt too good. The memories too powerful. His breathing grew ragged, moans slipping out as he rubbed harder, lost in the conflicting storm of emotions.

Graham’s hand moved faster now, almost frantic. The pink satin nightie was soaked at the front where his cock throbbed and leaked, the wet fabric clinging obscenely to his shaft and making every stroke feel even more intense. He rubbed harder, the lace trim catching on the head of his prick with each upward motion, sending jolts of shameful pleasure through his body. His breathing came in ragged gasps. He tried to stop. He really tried. But the need was too strong, the silk too good, the drugged memories too vivid.

In his mind he dropped to his knees in front of his mother. Not as a child, but as the eighteen-year-old he was now. “Mistress,” he heard himself whisper in the fantasy, voice small and broken. She looked down at him with that familiar strict expression, but now it was darker, more commanding. In the fantasy she was wearing the black latex catsuit from his dreams, the material gleaming as it hugged her body. She held the whip loosely in one hand.

The memory of real spankings twisted and grew. He remembered being ten years old, bent over her lap after some minor disobedience, her hand coming down hard on his bare arse while she scolded him. The sting. The humiliation. The way he’d cried. Now, in the fantasy, he was an adult, still bent over her lap in this very pink nightie, but his cock was hard and leaking against her thigh as she spanked him harder and harder. Each slap in the fantasy made his real cock jerk and leak more into the satin.

“Bad boy,” his mother said in the dream. “You need this, don’t you?”

Graham rubbed faster, the satin sliding wetly over his cock. His balls tightened. The need was overwhelming. He couldn’t stop. He didn’t want to stop. Shame burned through him, but it only made the pleasure sharper.

Then Granny Prudence appeared in the fantasy, standing beside his mother. She looked down at him with open disgust, shaking her head slowly. She was dressed in the tight black satin pencil skirt and red blouse from his arrival, the material straining across her heavy tits. Her expression was pure contempt.

“Look at you,” Granny said in the fantasy, her voice cold. “Pathetic. Just like your father. On your knees in a slutty nightie, wanking like a desperate little bitch.”

The combination of his mother’s spanking and Granny’s disgusted stare pushed him over the edge. Graham’s hips bucked. His hand flew up and down the soaked satin. He pictured himself cumming while they both watched, his mother with cold satisfaction, Granny shaking her head in revulsion.

He came hard.

Thick ropes of cum sprayed from his cock, soaking the front of the pink satin nightie. Pulse after pulse. Some of it hit the lace, some of it ran down his shaft and dripped onto his thighs. He groaned loudly, the orgasm crashing through him in long, powerful waves that left him shaking and breathless. The nightie was ruined, wet, sticky, and clinging to his softening cock.

For several long seconds, Graham just sat there panting, the post-nut clarity hitting him like a bucket of ice water.

Disgust flooded in immediately.

He looked down at the mess he had made, his own cum all over the frilly pink nightie, the fabric dark and soaked where he had rubbed himself raw. The shame was crushing. What the fuck had he just done? He had wanked himself stupid in his grandparents’ house while wearing a slutty nightie, fantasising about his own mother and grandmother dominating him. The images of his father in the same situation flashed through his mind again and the nausea rose.

He felt sick.

Then the disgust hardened into something hotter. Anger.

Pure, burning anger.

Graham stood up so fast the room spun. He ripped the cum-soaked nightie over his head and threw it violently across the room. It landed in a wet heap on the floor. He stood there naked, cock still twitching and sticky, chest heaving. The anger grew fast, feeding on the shame and the confusion and the betrayal.

They had done this to him.

His grandparents. His own family. They had drugged him, stripped him, put him in this disgusting thing, and left him to wake up like this. The dreams weren’t dreams, they were memories. Real memories. His father in chastity. His mother and Nigel. The hidden toys. The way his sister had called Nigel “Dad.” Everything clicked into place with horrifying clarity.

Graham’s hands clenched into fists. His face burned with rage.

He wasn’t going to storm out just yet. Not like this, naked and vulnerable. He moved unsteadily toward the drawers and wardrobe, desperate for something, anything, of his own clothes. His bare feet padded across the floor. He reached for the nearest drawer, heart pounding with fury, ready to tear through everything until he found trousers, a shirt, anything normal.

His hand closed on the drawer handle.

A small note was sitting right on top, waiting for him.

The anger boiled hotter as he stared at it, his naked body still trembling from the orgasm and the revelations. He was ready to confront them. Ready to end this sick game.


Chapter 4

Graham’s hand trembled with barely contained rage as he yanked open the top drawer of the ornate white dresser. His naked body was still sticky from the shameful orgasm, his cock softening but still twitching with residual sensitivity. The room smelled faintly of lavender and feminine perfume, a constant reminder that this was not his space. It had been turned into a sissy’s paradise, and he was the unwilling centrepiece.

A small, neatly folded note sat right on top of a pile of pastel lingerie. The paper was thick and expensive, the handwriting elegant and feminine in swirling cursive. He snatched it up, eyes scanning the words with growing fury and disbelief.

“Good morning, my sweet little Candi,” it began. Graham’s stomach twisted at the name. “Breakfast will be served shortly downstairs. We expect you to dress properly like a good girl for your first full day. Start with the lingerie in the top drawers. Choose a pretty suspender-belt and roll the stockings carefully up your smooth legs, use both hands to smooth them out slowly from ankle to thigh to avoid any ladders or wrinkles. Make sure the seams are perfectly straight up the back. Attach the stocking tops securely to the suspender-belt clips, adjusting the straps for a nice, tight fit that pulls everything snug. Next, put on the matching bra. Slip your arms through the straps and fasten it at the back, then adjust the straps so it sits comfortably and gives you a lovely shape. Wear the panties over the suspender-belt straps so they frame your pretty bottom nicely. Finally, choose a sissy maid dress from the cupboard. The pink and white one with the layers of petticoats would look absolutely darling on you. Do your best to make yourself presentable. We cannot wait to see our good girl at the breakfast table. Do not disappoint us, sweetheart.”

The note was signed with a perfect lipstick kiss mark in bright red.

Graham stared at the paper, his face burning with a mix of rage, humiliation, and utter disbelief. “What the actual fuck?” he whispered, voice cracking. His hands shook so badly he nearly tore the note in half. This was real. They had planned this. His own grandparents had stripped him while he was unconscious, dressed him in that cum-soaked nightie, and left instructions like he was some kind of doll for them to play with. The name “Candi” echoed in his head like a sick joke. The detailed instructions on how to roll on stockings, attach them to a suspender-belt, put on a bra, it was all too specific, too practised. They had done this before. Probably with his father.

The anger surged hotter. He crumpled the note in his fist for a second before smoothing it out again, as if reading it a second time would make it disappear. His mind raced back to the dreams, the memories, of his father in the pink nightie, of Mum in latex, of the hidden cupboard full of whips and strap-ons. This wasn’t a joke. This was deliberate. They were turning him into… whatever the fuck his father had been turned into.

He slammed the drawer shut and tore through the next one, then the one after that, searching desperately for anything of his own. Socks? Boxers? Jeans? A plain t-shirt? Anything that would let him walk downstairs with a shred of dignity.

Nothing.

The drawers were overflowing with humiliating girl clothes. Row after row of satin and lace knickers in every pastel shade, baby pink, powder blue, lavender, white with little bows. Some had frills, some had “Sissy” or “Princess” embroidered on the front in delicate script. Suspender belts in satin and lace. Bras with padded cups. Corsets that looked like they would cinch a waist dramatically. The variety was overwhelming. There were ultra-feminine Kawaii sets with cartoonish bows, hearts, and ruffles that looked like they belonged on a doll. Cottagecore dresses with delicate floral embroidery, puffed sleeves, and long skirts that screamed innocent yet seductive. And then the pure sissy clothing, frilly maid uniforms with layers of petticoats, bloomers with access panels, bodysuits with built-in chastity pouches, and endless variations of lingerie designed to humiliate and arouse at the same time.

The wardrobe was even worse. Hanging neatly were dozens of dresses, maid outfits in pink, black, and white; satin pencil skirts; baby-doll nighties; and more. On the floor were rows of heels in every height, fluffy slippers with bows, and boots. His own suitcase was nowhere to be seen. They had taken everything.

Graham stood in the centre of the room, naked and breathing hard, surrounded by a sea of femininity. His cock gave another treacherous twitch as his eyes lingered on a particularly frilly pink and white maid dress hanging prominently in the cupboard, the exact one mentioned in the note. The petticoats alone looked ridiculous, designed to flare the skirt out obscenely short. He felt a wave of nausea mixed with unwanted heat in his groin. The satin of the note’s recommended outfit looked soft and inviting, and some sick part of his brain wondered how it would feel sliding over his skin.

“No. Fuck this,” he growled, but his voice lacked conviction. The anger was still there, burning hot, but it warred with the practical reality. He couldn’t go downstairs naked. He couldn’t face them like this, cock out, cum still drying on his thighs from his earlier shameful wank. The humiliation of that would be worse than putting on the clothes.

He paced the room, fists clenched, mind racing. Every drawer he opened revealed more sissy treasures. More lace. More satin. More ways to break him down. The detailed instructions on the note played on loop in his head, roll the stockings, attach them to the belt, put on the bra, panties over the straps, the pink and white dress. It was all so precise, so practised. They had turned this into a ritual.

Tears of frustration pricked at his eyes. He was angry at his grandparents for doing this. Angry at his mother for sending him here. Angry at his weak father for whatever role he had played in this family secret. Angry at himself for getting hard again just looking at the clothes. His cock was swelling once more, the head glistening. The shame only made it worse.

He stood there for what felt like an eternity, the note crumpled in one hand, staring at the open drawers and the waiting pink and white maid dress. The anger boiled, but the practical humiliation of going downstairs naked won out.

Graham stood there for a long, agonising moment, the cum-soaked pink nightie lying in a crumpled, sticky heap on the floor like damning evidence of his weakness. The reality of his situation crashed down on him again. He was completely naked in this frilly, feminine bedroom, his cock still half-hard and sticky from his earlier shameful orgasm, surrounded by drawers and wardrobes overflowing with nothing but girl clothes. The note’s instructions burned in his mind. The anger was still there, white-hot and righteous, but the practical humiliation of walking downstairs completely naked to confront his grandparents was worse. He couldn’t do it. Not like this. Not with his prick swinging and cum drying on his thighs.

“Fuck… fuck you,” he muttered under his breath, voice shaking with rage and defeat. He had no choice. He was going to have to follow their sick instructions if he wanted any shred of dignity left. The thought made his stomach churn, but his cock gave another annoying twitch at the same time. Traitorous bastard.

He started with the top drawer as the note had ordered. His hands were trembling as he pulled out a delicate baby-pink suspender-belt and a pair of sheer stockings. The material was impossibly soft and silky. He sat down on the edge of the bed, heart pounding, and began the humiliating ritual.

He gathered one stocking carefully, just as the note said, and rolled it slowly up his right leg. The sheer fabric whispered against his skin, cool and smooth, clinging gently as he smoothed it out from ankle to thigh with both hands. It felt far too good, the way it hugged his calf, the slight tension as it stretched over his knee, the sensual glide up his thigh. His mostly hairless legs looked long and disturbingly feminine once encased in the pink nylon. He attached the stocking top to the suspender-belt clips, adjusting the straps so they pulled everything taut. The belt sat snugly around his waist, the straps framing his arse cheeks and pulling the stockings perfectly straight.

The matching bra came next. He slipped his arms through the straps, reaching behind himself to fasten it. The cups were lightly padded, giving his chest a subtle, rounded shape he hated immediately. He adjusted the straps, feeling the way the bra hugged him. It was snug. Feminine. Wrong.

Then the panties. He stepped into them and pulled them up over the suspender-belt straps as instructed, so the garter straps framed his arse beautifully. The satin pouch cradled his balls and cock, the front already tenting again as his prick swelled despite his fury. “Stop it, you fucking traitor,” he hissed at himself, but the material felt too good, the constant teasing glide against his sensitive head making him leak more pre-cum.

Finally, the dress.

He took the pink and white sissy maid dress from the cupboard with shaking hands. The petticoats rustled loudly as he pulled it over his head. The bodice hugged his chest tightly, the short puffy sleeves making his arms look slender and delicate. The skirt flared out obscenely short thanks to the layers of stiff petticoats, swishing around his thighs with every movement and barely covering the tops of his stockings. The white apron and frills completed the humiliating look. Every layer of fabric felt heavy yet airy, the satin cool against his skin, the petticoats constantly brushing his legs and reminding him how exposed he was.

He was fully dressed now. The maid outfit rustled with every breath. His cock was rock hard again, tenting the front of the short skirt noticeably. The anger was still there, burning under the surface, but it was mixed with a deep, humiliating arousal he couldn’t deny.

He hated how good it all felt.

Graham stood in front of the full-length mirror, the pink and white sissy maid dress rustling with every shaky breath he took. His hands reached behind his back, fingers fumbling with the zipper as he slowly pulled it up. The sound of the zipper closing felt final. Irreversible. Like he was sealing his fate.

The reflection that stared back at him made his stomach drop and his cock throb at the same time.

He looked... feminine.

His skinny body, which had always been a source of quiet insecurity, too slim, not muscular enough for a proper lad, now looked disturbingly suited to the dress. The bodice hugged his narrow waist and chest, the short puffy sleeves made his arms look slender and delicate, almost graceful. The skirt flared out dramatically thanks to the layers of petticoats, swishing around his thighs and barely covering the tops of the baby-pink stockings. His mostly hairless legs looked long and shapely in the sheer nylon, the seams running perfectly straight up the back. The fluffy pink slippers with their huge bows and the embroidered word “Sissy” on each foot completed the humiliating picture.

He was shocked. Deeply, viscerally shocked. This wasn’t him. This was some pathetic sissy doll staring back with wide eyes and flushed cheeks. Yet to his deep annoyance and self-loathing, he liked the look far too much. There was something undeniably pretty about it. The way the pink and white colours contrasted with his skin. The way the dress accentuated his slim figure. The way his legs looked in the stockings. His cock, already hard again, tented the front of the short skirt obscenely, the satin pouch of the panties doing nothing to hide it.

“Fuck... I look like a girl,” he whispered, voice cracking. Shame burned through him, hot and humiliating. He turned slightly, watching the skirt flare and the petticoats rustle. The movement felt good. Too good. His arse looked round and inviting under the flared hem. His arms, skinny under the puffy sleeves, looked delicate when he lifted them. He hated how much he was noticing these details. Hated how his cock throbbed harder the longer he looked.

Memories flooded in to make it worse. The dreams of his father in similar frilly clothes. His mother and Granny looking down in disgust or approval. The way his sister had casually called Nigel “Dad.” Everything in his life suddenly felt like it had been leading to this moment, being forced into girl clothes and secretly liking it. The anger was still there, simmering under the surface, but it was drowned out for the moment by the overwhelming mix of shame, confusion, and unwanted arousal.

He reached for a pair of heels first, tall, strappy ones that matched the outfit. He slid one foot in and immediately wobbled dangerously. There was no way he could walk in these without falling flat on his face. Humiliated, he kicked them off and searched until he found the alternative; fluffy pink slip-on slippers with huge pink bows on the toes and the word “Sissy” embroidered clearly on each one in delicate script. They were soft and comfortable, but the bows and the label made them even more emasculating than the heels would have been.

He slid them on. The bows bobbed with every step. The word “Sissy” stared up at him mockingly.

Graham took a deep, shaky breath, staring at his reflection one last time. The pretty sissy maid looking back at him filled him with a storm of emotions, rage at his grandparents, shame at his body’s reactions, a confusing flicker of something almost like satisfaction at how he looked. He hated himself for that last part most of all.

Taking one final steadying breath, the dress swishing around his stocking-clad thighs, he turned toward the bedroom door and headed downstairs to face whatever waited for him.


Chapter 5

Graham descended the stairs on trembling legs, each step a fresh humiliation. The pink and white sissy maid dress swished and rustled loudly around his thighs with every movement, the layers of stiff petticoats constantly brushing against his stocking-clad legs and reminding him how obscenely short the skirt was. The fluffy pink slippers with their huge bows and the embroidered word “Sissy” on each foot padded softly on the wooden steps, the bows bobbing ridiculously with every footfall. The satin panties cradled his balls and half-hard cock, the bra hugged his chest, and the whole outfit felt both airy and constricting at the same time. His mostly hairless legs in the baby-pink stockings looked disturbingly feminine, the seams running perfectly straight up the back. Every single detail screamed emasculation.

He had rehearsed the speech the entire way down. A furious, righteous tirade. “What the fuck have you done to me? Give me my clothes back right now or I’m calling the police. This is kidnapping, this is abuse, you sick fucks!” He would demand answers about the drugs in the whisky, the nightie, the dreams that were clearly memories, the note, everything. He would make them regret ever bringing him here. He was eighteen. An adult. They couldn’t treat him like this.

But the moment he stepped into the sunlit conservatory, the prepared words died in his throat like they had never existed.

Granny Prudence and Grandad Mick were waiting for him.

Granny Prudence stood tall and commanding in a skin-tight black latex catsuit that gleamed obscenely over every inch of her mature, voluptuous body. The shiny black material clung like a second skin, highlighting the heavy swell of her massive tits, the dramatic curve of her waist, and the wide, powerful hips and thick arse. It creaked softly with even the smallest movement, reflecting the light in a way that made her look both elegant and terrifyingly dominant. She held a riding crop casually in one gloved hand, tapping it lightly against her thigh. Her makeup was bold, her hair perfectly styled, and her expression was one of calm, expectant authority.

Beside her, Grandad Mick was dressed in polished black leather gear, tight trousers that hugged his thick thighs and bulge, a harness across his chest, and sturdy boots. Another whip dangled from his belt. He looked every bit the enforcer to her queen.

Graham froze in the doorway, speechless. The prepared speech, all the anger, the demands, the threats, evaporated completely. His mouth opened and closed uselessly. His legs trembled harder. The sissy maid dress suddenly felt even more ridiculous and exposing as they both turned to look at him with identical expressions of satisfied appraisal.

They began to circle him slowly, like predators examining their prey.

Granny Prudence moved first, her latex catsuit creaking as she stepped close. She reached out and straightened the bodice of his dress with careful fingers, smoothing it over his chest and adjusting the puffy sleeves so they sat perfectly. “Much better,” she murmured approvingly, her voice low and rich. Her gloved hand lingered for a moment on his waist, feeling the cinched shape the dress created. Graham shivered, unable to move, his cock twitching visibly under the short skirt.

Grandad Mick circled behind him. Without warning, he lifted the hem of the maid dress, exposing Graham’s satin-pantied arse framed beautifully by the suspender-belt straps. His rough hand ran over the smooth cheeks, squeezing firmly, testing the softness. Then he reached between Graham’s legs from behind, cupping the obvious erection straining the front of the panties. Mick gave a low grunt of approval and nodded at Granny.

They both stepped back, leaving Graham standing there flushed, trembling, and utterly humiliated, the dress still slightly lifted from Mick’s inspection.

The confrontation he had planned was over before it had even begun.

The silence in the conservatory stretched for several long, suffocating seconds after Granny Prudence and Grandad Mick stepped back from their inspection. Graham stood frozen in the centre of the room, the pink and white sissy maid dress still slightly askew from Mick’s hands. The short skirt had fallen back into place, but he could still feel the phantom touch of Mick’s rough palm on his arse and the humiliating cupping of his cock through the satin panties. His erection had not gone down. If anything, the shame had made it worse. The petticoats rustled with every tiny tremble of his legs.

Granny Prudence was the first to speak. Her voice was calm, almost gentle, but carried an unmistakable authority that filled the sunlit room. The black latex catsuit creaked softly as she shifted her weight, the shiny material hugging every curve of her heavy breasts, wide hips, and powerful thighs. She tapped the riding crop lightly against her gloved palm.

“Sit down, Candi,” she said.

Graham’s mouth opened, but no sound came out at first. The name hit him like a slap. “My name is Graham,” he finally managed, though his voice came out smaller and higher than he intended.

Granny smiled, a slow, knowing curve of her lips. “Not anymore, sweetheart. That name belonged to the boy who arrived here yesterday. The one who thought he could argue his way out of his destiny. From now on, you are Candi. Our perfect little sissy granddaughter. And you will sit when you are told.”

Mick stepped forward and pulled out one of the wicker chairs, placing it firmly in the centre of the conservatory. The black leather of his harness and trousers creaked as he moved. He didn’t speak, but his presence was heavy and intimidating. Graham found himself sinking into the chair almost against his will, the layers of petticoats fluffing up around his thighs and making the short skirt ride even higher. The position forced his legs slightly apart, and he was painfully aware of how exposed he was, stockings, suspender straps, satin panties, and the obvious tent in the front of his dress.

Granny Prudence began to pace slowly in front of him, the latex catsuit gleaming with every step. The riding crop swung gently at her side. “You are here for the entire summer, Candi. Not as a guest. Not as a grandson helping out in the garden. You are here to be broken. To be trained. To be turned into exactly what you were always meant to be, our perfect gay sissy fucktoy.”

Graham’s stomach dropped. The words landed with brutal clarity. He gripped the arms of the chair, knuckles white.

“You will be fully feminised,” Granny continued, her voice steady and matter-of-fact. “We will use special hormones and experimental accelerants that have been developed within our circles. They work quickly. Your skin will soften. Your body will change. Breasts will grow. Your hips will widen. Your voice will become softer. Your cock… well, that will be locked away and made useless very soon. You will learn to think of it as nothing more than a useless little clitty.”

Mick gave a low chuckle from behind Graham. The sound made the hairs on the back of his neck stand up.

Granny stopped pacing and stood directly in front of him, looking down with calm certainty. “Your future was decided for you long before you were even born, darling. This has always been your path. You were never meant to be a normal young man. You were never meant to go to university, get a job, or marry a girl. You were bred for this. Just like your father before you.”

Graham’s head snapped up at the mention of his father. The memories from the drugged haze, the pink nightie, the chastity, the way Nigel had used him, came rushing back with horrifying clarity. His mouth went dry.

“You will be trained in every aspect of sissy life,” Granny went on, her tone almost instructional now. “Obedience. Feminine movement and speech. Makeup and hair. How to dress. How to serve. How to take cock, first with your mouth, then with your arse. You will learn to crave it. To beg for it. By the end of the summer, you will be a broken, eager little sissy slut who knows exactly who she belongs to.”

She let the words hang in the air. The only sound was the faint creak of her latex catsuit and Graham’s ragged breathing.

“You are promised to a husband,” she said finally. “A very specific man who has been waiting for you. Someone we chose with great care. Someone who will own you completely once your training is finished. You will marry him. You will serve him. You will spend the rest of your life as his wife, as Candi.”

Graham felt like the floor had dropped out from under him. Horror flooded his system in icy waves. This wasn’t a joke. This wasn’t some twisted holiday prank. They were serious. They had planned this for years, maybe his entire life. The pieces clicked together with sickening clarity; his mother’s eagerness to send him here, his father’s permanent silence and weakness, the way Granny had always been different, the hidden toys, the secret visits, everything.

“No…” he whispered. Then louder. “No. You can’t do this. This is fucking insane. I’m not… I’m not gay. I’m not a sissy. You can’t just turn me into some fucking fucktoy for some old man!”

His voice cracked on the last word. Tears of rage and fear prickled at the corners of his eyes, but he refused to let them fall. The anger that had been building since he woke up in the nightie finally found its voice again, even if it sounded desperate and shaky.

Granny Prudence tilted her head slightly, studying him with a mixture of amusement and pity. Mick remained silent behind him, but Graham could feel the older man’s heavy presence like a physical weight.

She spoke again, her voice still calm, almost kind. “You don’t get a choice in this, Candi. None of the boys who come to us do. This is what the order has always done. And you… you were chosen a long time ago.”

Graham’s heart hammered so hard he could hear it in his ears. The conservatory suddenly felt too small, too bright, too exposed. The sissy maid dress felt tighter, more ridiculous, more permanent with every passing second. His cock was still hard, traitorously so, pressing against the satin panties beneath the short skirt. The humiliation of it burned through him.

Graham’s mind reeled as Granny Prudence’s words settled over him like a heavy, suffocating blanket. The conservatory, once bright and airy with its glass walls and potted plants, now felt like a cage. The latex catsuit creaked softly as she stood there, the riding crop tapping rhythmically against her gloved thigh. Mick’s leather gear gleamed dully in the sunlight, his presence heavy and silent behind Graham’s chair. The sissy maid dress felt tighter than ever, the petticoats rustling with every shallow breath, the satin panties soaked with pre-cum from his traitorously hard cock, the bra hugging his chest like a mocking embrace.

“No,” Graham whispered at first, the word barely audible. Then louder, his voice cracking with a mix of terror and fury. “No. You can’t do this to me. This is insane. I’m not… I’m not your fucking sissy. I’m not Candi. I’m Graham. I’m a man. You can’t just decide to turn me into some gay fucktoy for some random bloke you picked out. This is kidnapping. This is abuse. I’ll tell my mother. I’ll go to the police. I’ll…”

Granny Prudence raised a single gloved hand, cutting him off mid-sentence with effortless authority. The latex gleamed as she moved, the material stretching across her heavy breasts. Her expression remained calm, almost pitying, which only made Graham’s blood boil hotter.

“Sweetheart,” she said softly, almost kindly, “you’re not understanding. This isn’t a request. This isn’t something you get to negotiate or refuse. You were chosen for this life long before you were born. Your mother knew. Your father accepted his own place in it. And now it’s your turn.”

Graham shot to his feet, the maid dress flaring out dramatically around his stocking-clad thighs. The fluffy pink slippers made him feel even more ridiculous as he took an unsteady step forward. “You’re lying! My mother would never send me here for this. My father isn’t… he’s not some locked-up sissy. This is all bullshit. Let me go home. Give me my clothes back right now or I swear I’ll…”

Mick moved faster than Graham expected for a man his size. One moment Graham was shouting, the next he was grabbed from behind. Strong arms wrapped around his waist, lifting him off the ground as if he weighed nothing. The petticoats bunched up wildly, exposing his satin-pantied arse and the straining bulge in the front. Graham kicked and struggled, the dress rustling loudly, but Mick’s grip was iron.

“Let me go! Get the fuck off me!” Graham yelled, voice cracking with panic. He thrashed, but the maid outfit restricted his movements, the puffy sleeves and petticoats getting in the way. His fluffy slippers kicked uselessly in the air.

Granny Prudence watched with calm satisfaction, tapping the crop against her latex thigh. “Such a spirited little thing. Just like your father was at first. He learned. You will too.”

Mick carried him the few steps to the centre of the conservatory and threw him face down onto the large, soft rug with surprising gentleness but undeniable strength. Graham landed with a grunt, the petticoats fluffing up around his waist and completely exposing his arse framed by the suspender straps. He tried to push himself up, but Mick’s boot pressed firmly between his shoulder blades, pinning him down.

“No! Stop! You can’t…” Graham’s protests were muffled against the rug as he struggled, the satin of the dress sliding against his skin, his hard cock trapped painfully between his belly and the floor.

Granny Prudence stepped closer, the heels of her latex boots clicking on the tiled floor around the rug. She crouched down beside his head, the riding crop trailing lightly down his spine over the dress.

“Oh, but we can, Candi,” she said softly, almost tenderly. “We absolutely can. And we will. The order of Cybele has been doing this for generations. Suitable boys are identified young. Prepared. Trained. Given to worthy alphas who have earned the right to a lifelong sissy wife. You were hand-picked years ago. Your mother agreed. Your father accepted his own role. Now it’s your turn to accept yours.”

Graham turned his head to the side, cheek pressed against the rug, tears of rage and fear pricking at his eyes. “I won’t. I won’t accept any of this. You’re all fucking crazy. Let me up!”

Mick’s boot pressed a little harder, keeping him firmly in place. Granny’s gloved hand stroked his hair almost affectionately.

“The first lesson is always the hardest,” she murmured. “But you’ll learn. Just like all the others before you.”

The riding crop lifted, then came down with a sharp crack across Graham’s exposed arse cheeks, the sound echoing through the conservatory.

The punishment had begun.


Chapter 6

Graham hit the rug hard, the air driven from his lungs. The layers of petticoats in his pink and white sissy maid dress flew up around his waist, completely exposing his arse, the satin panties, and the suspender straps framing his cheeks. Before he could even try to push himself up, the beating began.

The first crack of the riding crop came down across both arse cheeks with a vicious, sharp sound. Granny Prudence laughed, a bright, delighted sound, as she swung again.

“Take it, you worthless little cunt!” she shouted, voice full of cruel glee. “Look at this pathetic sissy bitch, all dressed up and already leaking like a whore!”

The crop landed again and again, fast and merciless. Graham’s scream tore out of him instantly, raw, high-pitched, and desperate.

“Aaaahhh! No! Stop! Please! It hurts! It hurts too much!”

Mick joined in with his heavy leather whip, the thick strap cracking across the backs of Graham’s thighs. Each strike left a wide, angry red welt.

“Shut your whining, you disgusting little faggot!” Mick roared, his voice booming as he swung with obvious enjoyment. “This is what you were made for, you weak little piss-stain! Take your beating like the sissy you are!”

The two of them moved around him with almost playful energy, “frolicking” as they took turns lashing him. Granny’s latex catsuit creaked and gleamed as she danced lightly on her feet, swinging the crop with sadistic precision. Mick’s boots thudded on the rug as he circled, bringing the whip down with heavy, brutal force.

Graham’s screams quickly turned into broken, tortured sobs.

“Please! I’m sorry! I’ll do anything! Stop hitting me! Please, Granny! Grandad! It burns! It’s too much!”

The crop and whip kept falling. They showed no mercy. They didn’t slow down. They didn’t stop to listen to his begging. They just kept beating him, laughing and shouting insults the entire time.

“Cry harder, you pathetic little bitch!” Granny shouted, bringing the crop down across the tender crease where arse met thigh. “This is nothing compared to what’s coming! You’re going to be broken into pieces before we’re done with you!”

Mick laughed loudly as he laid another brutal stripe across Graham’s upper thighs. “Look at him squirming in that slutty little maid dress! What a disgusting little cunt you are, Graham. Or should we say Candi? You’re leaking like a cheap whore already!”

It was true. Despite the overwhelming pain, Graham’s cock was rock hard inside the satin panties. Pre-cum was soaking through the front, creating a dark, wet patch. Every time the crop or whip landed, his clitty jerked and leaked more.

The beating continued relentlessly.

Lash after lash after lash.

The pain built in waves, sharp, burning, then deep and throbbing. Welts rose quickly across his arse and thighs, angry red lines criss-crossing his pale skin. Soon, thin beads of blood began to appear where the strikes overlapped and broke the skin. Tiny droplets of blood welled up on his backside and the backs of his thighs, trickling slowly down his stocking-clad legs.

Graham was screaming continuously now, hoarse, animalistic screams of pure agony.

“AAAAAHHHH! STOP! PLEASE STOP! I CAN’T TAKE IT! I’M SORRY! I’M SO SORRY!”

Granny’s laughter rang out as she brought the crop down viciously across the most sensitive part of his arse.

“Listen to him squeal! What a weak little sissy cunt! You’re not even a man, are you? You’re just a leaking, crying, worthless fuckhole!”

Mick joined in with a particularly brutal strike that made Graham’s entire body convulse.

“Beg louder, you disgusting little bitch! Beg for mercy like the pathetic sissy you were born to be!”

Graham’s face was pressed into the rug, tears and snot mixing with the fabric as he sobbed uncontrollably. His body shook violently with every strike. The maid dress was twisted around his waist, the petticoats bunched up, the satin panties pulled tight over his leaking cock. Blood continued to bead and run in thin trails down his legs, staining the tops of his pink stockings.

Still, they didn’t stop.

They kept circling him, taking turns, sometimes striking together. Sometimes one would pause just long enough to shout fresh insults while the other kept beating him.

“You’re going to learn your place, you filthy little whore!” Granny shouted, swinging the crop down hard across both cheeks. “By the time we’re finished, you’ll be begging to have your clitty locked up and your arse fucked raw every single day!”

Mick’s whip cracked across Graham’s upper thighs again, leaving another wide, bleeding welt.

“Cry all you want, you weak little faggot! No one’s coming to save you. This is your life now, getting beaten like the pathetic sissy cunt you are!”

Graham’s screams had become hoarse and broken. He was no longer forming proper words, just raw, tortured sounds of suffering mixed with desperate, babbling pleas.

“Please… no more… I can’t… I’m sorry… I’ll be good… please stop hitting me…”

The beating went on and on.

Blood ran freely down his thighs now, soaking into the tops of his stockings. His arse and the backs of his legs were a mess of raised, angry welts and small bleeding cuts. The pain had become all-consuming, a constant, burning fire that made every new strike feel like it was tearing him apart.

And still, his cock remained traitorously hard, leaking steadily into the ruined satin panties.

Granny noticed and laughed cruelly.

“Look at that! The little bitch is still hard! What a disgusting, pain-slut sissy you are, Candi! Getting off on being beaten like a worthless animal!”

Mick swung the whip again with a savage grin.

“Keep crying, you pathetic little fuckhole. We’re only just getting started.”

The lashes continued to rain down without mercy.

Graham’s world had narrowed down to nothing but pain, the sound of leather striking flesh, the creak of latex, the sound of their laughter, and his own broken, tortured screams.

He sobbed and begged and screamed until his voice was nearly gone.

But they still didn’t stop. They just kept beating him. Over and over.

Mick’s heavy boot lifted from Graham’s back only to be replaced by his full weight as he sat down hard across the small of Graham’s back. The sissy maid dress was still bunched up around his waist, the petticoats a tangled mess. Mick’s leather-clad arse pressed down heavily, pinning Graham completely to the rug. The older man grabbed Graham’s ankles and wrenched his legs apart brutally, spreading them wide and forcing his hips down.

Graham’s already brutalised arse and thighs were fully exposed, blood still trickling from the welts and cuts left by the whips and crop. His satin panties were soaked, partly from blood, partly from the constant leaking of his traitorously hard cock.

“No… no more… please…” Graham whimpered, his voice hoarse and broken from screaming. His face was pressed sideways into the rug, tears and snot smeared across his cheek.

Granny Prudence stepped between his spread legs, the black latex catsuit creaking with every movement. She looked down at him with a cold, excited smile, the riding crop still in one hand. She tapped it lightly against her thigh as she studied his exposed balls, which were already slightly swollen and red from the earlier beating.

“Look at these pathetic little things,” she said loudly, her voice full of mocking delight. “So small. So useless. Just like the rest of this weak little sissy.”

She didn’t waste time.

The first kick came without warning, a sharp, upward swing of her latex boot that connected solidly with both of Graham’s balls.

The pain was instantaneous and catastrophic.

Graham’s entire body convulsed violently. A scream tore out of him, high, raw, and deafening, louder than anything before.

“AAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHH!!!”

His back arched as much as Mick’s weight would allow. His legs tried to snap shut, but Mick held them apart with iron strength.

Granny laughed brightly, almost playfully, and kicked again.

Another devastating impact.

Graham screamed again, a broken, tortured wail that echoed off the glass walls of the conservatory.

“NO! NO! MY BALLS! PLEASE! STOP! I CAN’T... AAAAHHHHH!!”

Granny didn’t stop. She settled into a steady, brutal rhythm, kicking, then pausing just long enough to shout insults before kicking again.

“Take it, you disgusting little cunt!” she shouted, swinging her boot hard into his balls. “This is what worthless sissy balls deserve!”

Kick.

“Cry louder, you pathetic faggot!”

Kick.

“Look at you leaking like a whore while we destroy your balls!”

Kick.

Graham’s screams were constant now, raw, animalistic sounds of pure agony. His body thrashed helplessly under Mick’s weight. Tears streamed down his face. Snot and saliva soaked the rug beneath him.

Mick leaned forward, still holding Graham’s legs spread wide, and laughed.

“Listen to him squeal! What a weak little bitch! You were never meant to be a man, were you, Candi? Just a leaking, ball-less sissy!”

Granny switched tactics. She crouched down between Graham’s spread legs and grabbed his swollen balls roughly in one gloved hand. She squeezed hard, twisting them cruelly.

Graham let out a strangled, broken scream.

“NOOOOOO! PLEASE! MY BALLS! YOU’RE CRUSHING THEM! STOP! I’LL DO ANYTHING!”

Granny ignored him completely. She began rapping her knuckles sharply against his balls, fast, hard, repetitive strikes.

Rap. Rap. Rap. Rap.

Each one sent fresh waves of nauseating pain through Graham’s body.

“These are useless anyway,” Granny said loudly, still rapping her knuckles against his balls. “Might as well break them now. You won’t be needing them where you’re going, you pathetic little whore!”

Graham was sobbing uncontrollably, his voice cracking and breaking.

“Please… Granny… please stop… I’m sorry… I’m so sorry… I won’t fight anymore… just stop hurting my balls…”

Granny laughed and punched his balls hard with her fist.

Graham’s scream was so loud and raw it barely sounded human.

Mick shifted slightly on his back, keeping him pinned, and shouted down at him.

“Beg properly, you disgusting little cunt! Beg like the sissy fucktoy you are!”

Granny kept going, alternating between hard kicks, punches, squeezing, and sharp knuckle raps. Graham’s balls were swelling rapidly, turning dark red, then deep purple and blue under the relentless abuse. The pain was beyond anything he had ever experienced. It radiated up into his stomach and down his legs in sickening waves.

After several minutes of this, Graham’s stomach convulsed violently.

He threw up.

Thick, bitter vomit splattered across the rug in front of his face as his body heaved. He sobbed and retched at the same time, still screaming through the pain.

Granny and Mick both laughed loudly.

“Look at that!” Granny crowed, delivering another hard kick to his already ruined balls. “The little bitch is throwing up! What a weak, pathetic sissy!”

Mick chuckled darkly. “Keep going, Prudence. He’s still got more in him.”

Granny didn’t stop. She continued kicking and punching his balls for another ten full minutes, exactly as she had promised herself. The beating was relentless. Every few seconds she would shout fresh insults while Graham screamed, sobbed, and retched.

“You’re nothing but a ball-less little whore now!”

Kick.

“Cry all you want, you disgusting faggot!”

Punch.

“This is just the beginning of what we’re going to do to you!”

Kick.

By the time the ten minutes were up, Graham had nothing left to throw up. He was dry-heaving between tortured screams, his body shaking uncontrollably. His balls were massively swollen, dark purple and black in places, and every touch sent fresh agony through him.

Granny finally stepped back, breathing slightly harder but clearly enjoying herself. She wiped a bit of sweat from her brow with the back of her gloved hand and looked down at the broken boy beneath her.

Mick remained sitting on Graham’s back, still holding his legs apart, keeping him completely exposed and helpless.

Graham was sobbing brokenly into the rug, his voice reduced to weak, hoarse whimpers.

“Please… no more… I can’t… I can’t take any more…”

Granny smiled coldly.

“Oh, we’re nowhere near finished with you yet, Candi.”

She raised her boot again.

Mick finally lifted his weight off Graham’s back. The boy collapsed completely onto the rug, a broken, sobbing mess. His arse and thighs were a ruined landscape of raised, bleeding welts and cuts. His balls were massively swollen, dark purple and black, throbbing with every heartbeat. The pink and white sissy maid dress was twisted and stained with blood, sweat, tears, snot, and his own cum. The petticoats were bunched up around his waist. His pink stockings were torn and bloodied at the tops. The fluffy slippers with their “Sissy” bows were askew on his feet.

Graham was barely conscious, whimpering weakly into the rug.

Granny Prudence crouched down beside his head. Her latex catsuit creaked as she grabbed a fistful of his hair and yanked his head up painfully. Graham cried out, his voice hoarse and broken.

“Time to learn your place properly, Candi,” she said coldly.

She began slapping his face, hard, open-handed slaps that snapped his head from side to side.

Slap.

Slap.

Slap.

Over and over.

Each one was sharp and stinging. Graham’s cheeks turned bright red, then purple. Tears streamed down his face.

“I’m sorry!” he sobbed immediately. “I’m sorry! Please stop!”

Granny kept slapping him, her latex glove making the impacts even sharper.

“Say it properly,” she demanded, yanking his hair harder. “Tell us you won’t fight anymore.”

Mick held Graham’s head steady by the hair from the other side, forcing him to take every slap.

“I won’t fight anymore!” Graham screamed between slaps, his voice cracking. “I’m sorry! I won’t fight! Please! I’ll be good! I’ll be your sissy! Just stop hitting me!”

Granny slapped him a few more times for good measure, then stopped. Graham’s face was bright red and swollen, tears pouring down his cheeks.

She stood up and presented one of her shiny black latex boots right in front of his face.

“Kiss them,” she ordered. “Show us you understand your place.”

Graham didn’t hesitate. He pressed his swollen, tear-streaked face to the boot and began kissing it desperately. Soft, reverent kisses at first, then more frantic. He hugged the boot with both arms, pressing his body against it, licking the shiny latex clean with long, submissive strokes of his tongue.

“Thank you… thank you, Mistress…” he mumbled between licks and kisses, voice broken and submissive.

Granny let him worship for a long minute, watching with satisfaction.

“That’s enough,” she said finally, pulling her boot away.

She crouched down again, grabbing his hair and forcing him to look up at her.

“That was only a fraction of the pain you will feel if you ever resist us again,” she said softly but with deadly seriousness. “I will break you completely, Candi. Your body. Your mind. Your spirit. You will beg to be our perfect sissy fucktoy by the time we’re finished.”

She stood up straight and pulled her leg back.

The final kick was harder than anything before.

Her boot swung with full force directly into Graham’s ruined, swollen balls.

The impact was devastating.

Graham let out one last, blood-curdling scream, a high, broken, animalistic sound of pure agony, before his eyes rolled back and he passed out completely from the unbearable pain.

The conservatory fell silent except for the soft creak of Granny’s latex as she lowered her leg.

Mick chuckled darkly.

“She’s ready for more training later today.”

Granny smiled down at the unconscious, broken boy in the ruined maid dress.

“Yes,” she said softly. “She is.”


Chapter 7

He had to change clothes immediately after the beating because vomit had soaked the front of his pink dress. Granny Prudence had ordered him to strip right there in the conservatory, standing over him while he peeled off the ruined garment with shaking hands. His body was a mess, arse and thighs covered in fresh welts and cuts, balls massively swollen and dark purple. He was still sobbing quietly as she handed him the new uniform.

The baby-blue satin maid uniform was even more humiliating than the pink one. The bodice was tighter, the short puffy sleeves made his arms look slender, and the skirt was obscenely short thanks to the thick layers of petticoats. When Graham stepped into it and pulled it up, the layers of petticoats flared out dramatically, forcing the hem to ride up and expose most of his thighs and the tops of the stockings. His arse stuck out obscenely from the way the petticoats pushed everything back.

Granny zipped him up from behind with quick, efficient movements.

“There,” she said. “Much better. Now the heels.”

She handed him a pair of sky-high black stilettos. Graham’s legs were already weak and trembling from the beating. He sat on the edge of a chair and slid his feet into the heels, wincing as the pain in his swollen balls flared with the movement. The moment he stood up, he wobbled dangerously. The heels forced his posture into an exaggerated arch, pushing his chest forward and his arse out even more. The petticoats rustled loudly with every tiny shift of his weight.

Granny picked up the riding crop again.

“Walk,” she commanded. “To the door and back. Minced steps. Small. Pretty. Like a proper sissy maid. Shoulders back. Hips swaying. Smile.”

Graham tried. He took a small step forward, then another. His ankles wobbled badly. The heels made his calves burn and his balance terrible. Every step made the petticoats swish and bounce, rubbing the satin of the dress against his half-hard cock. The constant friction was maddening. His clitty was leaking again, creating a small wet spot on the front of the panties.

He only made it three steps before he stumbled.

The crop came down hard across the back of his thighs.

Crack.

Graham cried out, stumbling forward.

“Pathetic,” Granny said coldly. “Try again. And smile, for fuck’s sake.”

Graham tried again. And again. And again.

Every time he lost his balance or took a step that was too big, the crop lashed across his thighs or the backs of his legs. The welts from the earlier beating were still raw, and each new strike sent white-hot pain shooting through him. He was soon sobbing quietly, tears running down his face as he tried to master the humiliating mincing walk.

The petticoats kept rubbing against his cock with every step. The satin felt cool and silky one moment, then sticky from his leaking pre-cum the next. His clitty stayed stubbornly half-hard the entire time, no matter how much pain he was in. The shame of it was almost worse than the physical pain.

Why is my body doing this? Graham thought desperately as another crop stroke landed across his thigh. I’m in agony. My balls feel like they’re on fire. My arse is bleeding. And I’m still hard. I’m disgusting. I’m pathetic. Just like they said.

Granny made him practice curtseying next.

“Down. Knees together. Head bowed. Hands holding the sides of the skirt like a good little maid. Up. Again.”

Every clumsy or slow curtsey earned more crop strokes. His thighs were on fire. His arse burned from the earlier beating. His balls throbbed with every movement. And still, his cock remained hard, rubbing uselessly against the satin panties beneath the layers of petticoats.

By late morning, Graham was exhausted, crying openly, and deeply humiliated. Every step felt like a fresh punishment. The baby-blue satin dress clung to his skin in places, the petticoats constantly brushing his legs and arse. He felt ridiculous. He felt broken. He felt strangely, shamefully aroused by the constant friction and the way the outfit forced his body into a feminine, submissive posture.

Granny watched him with cold satisfaction.

“You’ll get better,” she said. “Or you’ll spend the rest of the day with a permanently sore arse. Your choice, Candi.”

Graham curtseyed again, fresh tears rolling down his cheeks, his clitty leaking steadily into the satin as shame and unwanted arousal twisted together inside him.

He had never felt so completely defeated in his life.

After the humiliating morning of walking and curtseying practice, Granny Prudence finally lowered the riding crop.

“Enough for now,” she said. “You’re improving, but only just. Go to the kitchen. Your grandfather will show you how to cook lunch. And remember, no arguing. No fighting back. You do as you’re told.”

Graham curtseyed shakily, the baby-blue satin maid dress rustling loudly. His thighs and arse still burned from the crop strokes on top of the brutal beating from earlier that morning. His swollen balls throbbed with every step. The petticoats brushed constantly against his half-hard cock, which refused to go down no matter how much pain or humiliation he felt.

Why won’t it go down? he thought miserably as he minced toward the kitchen. I’m in agony. My balls feel like they’re going to burst. My arse is on fire from this morning. And I’m still leaking into these stupid satin panties.

The kitchen was large and old-fashioned. Grandad Mick was already there, wearing a simple apron over his shirt and trousers. He turned when Graham entered and smiled warmly, too warmly.

“There’s my pretty boy,” he said, voice low and affectionate. “Look at you in that lovely dress. Come here, Candi. Let’s get you started.”

Graham’s stomach twisted at the name, but he didn’t argue. He knew better now. The memory of the beating and ball torture from earlier that morning was still too fresh.

Grandad Mick pulled him close by the waist, his hand sliding down to pinch Graham’s sore arse through the layers of petticoats and satin.

“Ow...!” Graham yelped.

Mick chuckled. “Still tender from this morning, eh? Good. You’ll remember your place better that way.”

He kept his hand on Graham’s arse as he guided him toward the counter.

“Today we’re making a simple lunch, shepherd’s pie. Potatoes, mince, vegetables. Nothing too hard for a pretty little thing like you.”

Graham’s mind flashed back to previous visits.

He remembered being younger, maybe thirteen or fourteen, and watching his father and Grandad Mick in the kitchen during one of their summer stays. Both men had been wearing aprons, but his father’s had been frilly and feminine. They had been cooking and cleaning while Granny and Mum sat in the conservatory drinking tea. His father had moved with quiet obedience, stirring pots and washing dishes while Grandad Mick occasionally reached over to squeeze his arse or whisper something in his ear. At the time, Graham had thought it was just “old-fashioned family roles.” Now the memory made his stomach churn with new, horrifying understanding.

Another memory surfaced, Nigel had been there too on one visit. He had sat at the table while Graham’s father served him food, then later helped clean up. Nigel had pulled his father onto his lap at one point and groped him openly while everyone pretended not to notice. Graham had been sent to bed early that night.

He pushed the memories away as Grandad Mick began the lesson.

“First, peel the potatoes,” Mick said, handing Graham a peeler. He stood very close behind him, chest almost pressed to Graham’s back. One hand rested on Graham’s hip while the other reached around to guide his hands. “Nice and slow. We don’t want any accidents.”

As Graham peeled, Mick’s hand slid down and pinched his arse again, harder this time.

“Such a nice, round little bottom in this dress,” he murmured. “Just like I like ‘em. Soft. Obedient.”

Graham’s eyes filled with tears. He kept peeling, trying to focus on the task. His sore arse stung where Mick pinched it. His swollen balls ached.

Mick didn’t stop touching him.

While the mince was browning, Mick reached around and casually cupped Graham’s cock through the satin panties and petticoats. He gave it a slow, deliberate squeeze.

Graham gasped, nearly dropping the spoon.

“Grandad... please...”

“Shhh,” Mick whispered, still holding his cock. “Just checking how excited my pretty boy is. And look at that… still hard. Such a good little slut.”

Graham’s face burned with shame. He was crying now, silent tears rolling down his cheeks as he stirred the mince. Mick kept his hand there for several long seconds before finally letting go.

They moved on to mashing the potatoes. Mick stood right behind him again, pressing close. This time his hand slipped under the petticoats and between Graham’s legs. A thick finger pushed aside the satin panties and pressed directly against his hole.

Graham froze, gripping the masher tightly.

“Grandad… please don’t…”

Mick’s finger rubbed slow circles around his hole.

“Relax,” he whispered. “I like it when pretty boys like you say no… but still have to take it anyway.”

He pushed the tip of his finger inside, just a little. Graham’s legs shook. Fresh tears spilled down his face.

Memories kept flashing through his mind.

He remembered another visit, years ago, when he had woken up early and gone downstairs. His father had been on his knees in the kitchen, wearing a frilly apron and nothing else underneath. Grandad Mick had been standing over him, feeding him his cock while his father sucked obediently. Graham had hidden and watched in confused horror before creeping back upstairs.

He had blocked that memory for years. Now it came rushing back with horrifying clarity.

Mick’s finger pushed deeper.

“You’re going to learn to take it properly soon,” he murmured against Graham’s ear. “Just like your father did. Just like all the good boys do.”

Graham sobbed quietly as he mashed the potatoes, Mick’s finger still inside him, moving slowly. His cock was leaking steadily into the panties. The shame was overwhelming.

They finished cooking together. Mick kept touching him the entire time, pinching his arse, squeezing his cock, rubbing his hole. Every time Graham tried to pull away even slightly, Mick would chuckle and do it more.

By the time lunch was ready, Graham was crying openly, his face streaked with tears, his body trembling.

Mick finally pulled his finger out and wiped it on Graham’s petticoats.

“Good boy,” he said, patting his sore arse. “You did well. Now serve it nicely. And remember to curtsey when you put the plates down.”

Graham picked up the plates with shaking hands, the petticoats rustling loudly. He minced toward the dining table, tears still falling, his swollen balls and beaten arse throbbing with every step.

He felt completely broken.

After lunch, Granny gave Graham a short break. She handed him a small makeup kit and pointed him toward a mirror in the sitting room.

“Practice,” she said simply. “You’ll be doing this every day from now on. I want to see improvement by this evening.”

Graham curtseyed automatically, the baby-blue satin maid dress rustling. His body ached from head to toe. His arse and thighs still burned from the crop strokes. His balls throbbed painfully with every step. He felt exhausted, humiliated, and strangely numb.

He sat down in front of the large mirror. The reflection that stared back at him was almost unrecognisable, a skinny boy in a frilly maid dress, face streaked with dried tears, lips trembling.

He opened the makeup kit with shaking hands and began trying to apply foundation. His hands were clumsy. The tears kept coming, no matter how hard he tried to hold them back. Every time he managed to smooth the foundation over his cheeks, fresh tears would roll down and streak the makeup, forcing him to start over.

Stop crying, he told himself. Just stop. You’re only making it worse.

But the tears wouldn’t stop.

As he wiped his face again and reapplied the foundation for the third time, his mind began to drift. He stared at his reflection and thought about how much he had missed. How many warning signs he had ignored.

He had always thought his childhood was normal, or at least normal enough. His mother was strict, yes, but she had never screamed or hit him like some parents did. She had simply been… distant in a quiet way. She never pushed him to do well at school. In fact, she had often said things like, “You don’t need to worry too much about grades, Graham. Some boys aren’t meant for that kind of life.”

At the time, he had thought she was being modern. Relaxed. Understanding that not everyone was academic. Now, sitting in front of the mirror with tears ruining his makeup once again, the words took on a darker meaning.

She was setting me up to fail, he thought. She needed me to be dumb. Dependent. Easy to control.

A memory surfaced, one he had barely thought about in years.

He was eleven. It was parents’ evening at school. His teacher had pulled his mother aside and told her Graham was bright but lazy, and that with a bit of encouragement he could do much better. Graham had been standing nearby, pretending not to listen.

His mother had smiled politely and said, “Thank you, but I don’t think we need to push him too hard. He’s not that sort of boy. He’ll be happier doing something simpler when he’s older.”

The teacher had looked surprised. Graham had felt a strange, hollow feeling in his chest at the time, but he had pushed it away.

Now the memory made him feel sick.

Another flashback hit him.

He was fourteen. His father had been in the kitchen wearing one of those frilly aprons again. Graham had walked in and seen Grandad Mick standing very close behind him, one hand on his father’s waist. His father had looked embarrassed but hadn’t moved away. When Graham asked what they were doing, his father had just mumbled something about “helping with dinner” and quickly changed the subject.

At the time, Graham had assumed it was just how some families were, old-fashioned, with the men doing the domestic work. Now he wondered how many times he had walked in on things he wasn’t supposed to see and simply not understood.

Tears welled up again. He tried to apply eyeliner, but his hand shook and a fresh tear rolled down, smearing the line across his cheek.

“Fuck,” he whispered, voice cracking.

He wiped it away and started again, but the tears kept coming. Every attempt at makeup was ruined within minutes. His reflection looked more and more pathetic, foundation streaked, eyes red and puffy, lipstick smudged from where he had bitten his lip too hard.

Another memory surfaced.

He was twelve. Nigel had been over for dinner. After the meal, Graham’s father had cleared the table and done the washing up while Nigel and his mother sat talking. At one point Nigel had reached out and casually squeezed his father’s arse as he walked past. His father had flinched but said nothing. His mother had simply smiled and kept talking as if nothing had happened.

Graham had been too young to understand what he was seeing. He had thought it was just “adult behaviour.” Now he felt nauseous.

He stared at his ruined makeup in the mirror and felt a deep, crushing sense of betrayal.

His mother had never loved him the way he thought she did. She had been preparing him for this his entire life. Keeping him weak. Keeping him ignorant. Making sure he would be easy to break when the time came.

A fresh wave of tears spilled down his cheeks, completely destroying the makeup he had just tried to fix.

Graham let out a quiet, broken sob and dropped the eyeliner pencil.

He sat there crying in front of the mirror, the baby-blue satin dress rustling every time his shoulders shook, his swollen balls aching, his body covered in bruises and welts from earlier that day.

He had missed everything.

Granny Prudence entered the room while Graham was still struggling with the makeup. She held up her phone, already on a FaceTime call. His mother’s face filled the screen.

Mum was laughing.

She was laughing as she looked at the mess he was making of the makeup, the streaked foundation, the ruined eyeliner, the tears still rolling down his flushed cheeks.

“Oh my God,” Mum said, her voice bright with amusement. “Look at you. What a sight.”

Graham stared at the screen, his heart twisting painfully. This wasn’t the mother he knew. The woman on the screen looked like her, same face, same voice, but the expression was completely different. Cold. Cruel. Full of hate and evil satisfaction. There was no love in her eyes. No softness. Just pure, mocking contempt.

Granny held the phone closer so Mum could get a better view of him in the baby-blue satin maid dress.

“He’s been practicing all morning,” Granny said proudly. “He had his first proper beating earlier too. You should have seen him screaming.”

Mum’s eyes lit up. “I heard. I wish I had been there to hit him myself. I’ve always wanted to really let loose on him.”

Graham felt like something inside him shattered.

“Mum…?” His voice was small and broken. “Why are you letting this happen to me? Why did you send me here?”

His mother’s face changed. The laughter faded into something colder. Harder. The woman looking back at him was like a stranger wearing his mother’s face.

“Because I hate beta men like you, Graham,” she said flatly. “I always have. Weak. Lazy. Pathetic. I never loved you the way a mother should. I tolerated you. I raised you to be exactly what you are, easy to break. Easy to give away. It’s time for you to understand what you really are. A sissy. A slave. Nothing more.”

The words hit him like physical blows. Graham felt his chest tighten. His eyes filled with fresh tears that immediately ruined the makeup again.

“You… you don’t mean that,” he whispered, voice cracking. “I’m your son. You can’t...”

“I can,” she cut him off, her voice sharp and full of hate. “And I have. I’ve been waiting for this day for years. Watching you waste your life, wanking in your room like a loser, never amounting to anything. It made it so much easier. You were never going to be a real man. So now you get to be what you were always meant to be, a pretty little fucktoy for someone who deserves you.”

Graham’s world crumbled.

The mother he had known, the strict but familiar woman who had raised him, was gone. In her place was this evil, hateful version who had been hiding behind the mask the entire time. He felt betrayed on a level he couldn’t even process. The tears flowed freely now, ruining what little makeup he had managed to apply.

“You’re evil,” he whispered, voice shaking. “You’re a monster.”

Mum’s expression darkened further. Her smile was cold and dangerous.

“For that,” she said slowly, “I might come over myself and cut off your balls. Be very careful from now on, Candi. You are just a slave. Nothing more. Remember that.”

The call ended abruptly.

Graham sat there in front of the mirror, tears streaming down his face, the baby-blue satin dress suddenly feeling like a prison. The woman who was supposed to love him had just looked at him with pure hatred and told him she had never wanted him.

He had never felt so alone.

Granny sent him to bed early that evening. No phone. No computer. No distractions. Just the small, feminine bedroom and the soft pink satin nightie she laid out for him.

Graham changed into it slowly, wincing as the fabric brushed against the welts on his arse and thighs. His balls were still massively swollen and tender from the brutal kicking earlier that day. Every movement sent sharp pulses of pain through his lower body. The nightie felt cool and silky against his skin, but it also felt like another layer of humiliation, soft, feminine, and completely at odds with how broken and sore he felt.

He climbed into bed and lay on his back, staring up at the ceiling. The events of the day replayed in his mind on a loop, vivid and relentless.

He remembered the beating in the conservatory, the way Granny and Grandad had circled him, laughing and shouting insults while the whips and crop rained down. He remembered the raw, animalistic screams that had torn out of him. He remembered the blood beading on his skin. He remembered Mick sitting on his back and holding his legs apart while Granny kicked and punched his balls until he threw up.

He remembered the face slapping. The forced boot worship. The final devastating kick that had knocked him unconscious.

He remembered the kitchen, Grandad Mick’s constant touching, the way he had pinched his sore arse, cupped his cock through the satin, and pushed a finger inside him while whispering how much he liked it when boys begged “no” but still had to take it.

He remembered practicing walking and curtseying while Granny beat him with the crop. He remembered how his clitty had stayed half-hard the entire time, rubbing uselessly against the satin as shame and pain mixed together.

He remembered the FaceTime call with his mother, the way she had looked at him with pure hatred and told him she had never loved him. The way she had threatened to come over and cut off his balls.

The memories hurt. They made his chest feel tight and his stomach sick. But something else was happening too.

As he lay there crying quietly, his hand slowly moved down between his legs. He was still sore. His balls were swollen and aching. But his cock was hardening again anyway.

He began to stroke himself through the satin nightie.

The memories kept playing in his head, the pain, the humiliation, the way they had looked at him, the way they had touched him. Instead of just making him feel sick, they were starting to twist into something else. Something darker. Something that made his cock throb despite the pain.

He moaned softly as he touched himself, each tug sending sharp jolts of pain through his beaten balls. The pain and the memories mixed together until he couldn’t separate them. He remembered Granny’s cruel laugh while she kicked him. He remembered Mick’s thick finger pushing inside him. He remembered his mother’s hateful voice telling him he was just a slave.

His strokes grew faster. The pain in his balls made him gasp and whimper, but he didn’t stop. If anything, the pain was feeding into the arousal. He was sexualising it. He was getting off on the worst day of his life.

Tears still ran down his face as he moaned into the pillow, wanking desperately in the pink satin nightie while the memories of his own destruction played on repeat in his mind.

He came hard, a messy, shameful orgasm that left him shaking and crying even harder.

For a long time afterwards, he just lay there in the dark, the wet patch on the front of his nightie cooling against his skin, his swollen balls throbbing painfully.

He didn’t know who he was anymore.

Day one was over but already, he was seeing the cracks in himself break. Perhaps he was more like them than he realised, he thought. Still, there was some fight left in him, a voice which said he needed to find a way out, not that he knew of one.


Chapter 8

Granny Prudence burst into the room without knocking, the door slamming open with a loud bang that made Graham jolt in the bed. She strode across the room with purposeful steps, her heels clicking sharply on the wooden floor, and yanked the heavy curtains wide open. Bright morning sunlight flooded the feminine bedroom, hitting Graham directly in the face like a physical slap.

He groaned loudly, instinctively pulling the covers over his head in a pathetic attempt to hide from the light and the new day. His body ached everywhere, his arse and thighs were still a mess of raised, stinging welts from yesterday’s whipping, his balls were massively swollen and tender from the brutal kicking, and his face still stung from the repeated slaps. The pink satin nightie clung to his skin, sticky in places with dried sweat and the remnants of his shameful late-night wank.

Granny didn’t give him a second.

She walked straight over to the bed, grabbed the covers, and ripped them off him in one sharp motion. Then she leaned down and began slapping his face hard, over and over, her gloved hand cracking against his cheek with stinging force.

Slap.

Slap.

Slap.

“Wake up now!” she shouted, her voice sharp and commanding. “Get up, you lazy little sissy cunt! No more lying about like a useless whore!”

Graham bolted upright immediately, his heart hammering in his chest. “I’m awake! I’m awake!” he promised desperately, voice hoarse and cracking from the pain and fear. His face stung from the slaps, fresh tears already welling in his eyes.

But Granny wasn’t satisfied.

She punched him hard in the gut, a sharp, brutal blow that drove the air from his lungs and made him double over, gasping. Then she slapped his face again, harder this time, snapping his head to the side.

“You still don’t get it, do you?” she said coldly, grabbing his chin and forcing him to look at her. “There is no one here who cares for you. You’re like a farm animal. Nothing more. Bred for use. You exist to serve. To be used. To be broken and remade into something useful. The sooner you accept that, the easier this will be for you.”

Graham’s eyes filled with fresh tears. The words hit him deep, cutting through the last remnants of any hope he had left. He began to cry again, quiet, broken sobs that made his shoulders shake. The sight only made Granny laugh, a bright, delighted sound that echoed in the sunlit room.

“Look at you,” she said, still holding his chin. “Crying like the pathetic little bitch you are. Good. Let it all out. You’re going to do a lot more crying before we’re finished with you.”

Graham’s voice was small and trembling as he looked up at her through his tears.

“Why are you like this?” he whispered. “We’re flesh and blood. You’re my grandmother. How can you treat me like this?”

Granny’s expression didn’t soften. If anything, it hardened further.

“People make too much of a big deal about that,” she said flatly. “Blood means nothing if the person is weak and useless. You were always going to end up like this, Candi. It was only a matter of time.”

She released his chin and stepped back, looking him over with cold appraisal.

“Now get up. We have a lot to do today.”

Graham sat there for a moment longer, tears rolling down his face, the weight of her words crushing him. The sunlight felt too bright. The room felt too small. His body hurt too much. And the worst part was the small, shameful part of him that was already starting to accept that this was his new reality.

He pushed himself out of bed with a groan, the pink satin nightie riding up as he stood. The day had only just begun, and he already felt completely broken.

Granny Prudence stood over him in the sunlit room, looking down at Graham with that same cold, satisfied expression she had worn since the moment he arrived. He was still sitting on the edge of the bed in the pink satin nightie, tears streaking his face, his body aching from the beatings and ball torture of the previous day. His swollen balls throbbed painfully between his legs, and the welts on his arse and thighs burned with every tiny movement.

Seeing as he had asked why she was like this, she decided to explain.

She sat down in the chair opposite the bed and crossed her legs, the black satin of her blouse catching the light. Her voice was calm and measured, almost like a teacher giving a history lesson.

“The Order of Cybele,” she began, “was founded in the 1500s. Not as some childish fantasy, but as a direct response to the Church’s centuries-long campaign to subjugate women. The Catholic Church had spent hundreds of years enforcing strict patriarchal control, through doctrine, through law, and through violence. Women were property. Their bodies were not their own. Their voices were silenced. The Order was created by a small group of women who refused to accept that as their destiny.”

She paused, studying his face.

“At first, it was slow. Extremely slow. In the 1500s and 1600s, we operated in secret. We used the chaos of the Reformation and the wars of religion to our advantage. While kings and popes fought over doctrine, we placed women in positions of influence, as mistresses to powerful men, as healers, as scribes, as the quiet voices behind thrones. We didn’t fight the Church head-on. We worked around it. We corrupted it from within where we could.”

Graham’s mind was spinning. He had never heard anything like this before. His tears had slowed, but his chest felt tight.

Granny continued.

“By the 1700s, during the Enlightenment, we had already made significant progress. Many of the ideas about reason, liberty, and natural rights that emerged during that period were quietly shaped by women connected to the Order. We didn’t claim credit. We never do. But our influence helped push the conversation forward. The idea that women might have rights at all began to take root, even if it would take centuries to bear real fruit.”

She leaned forward slightly.

“In the 19th century, as the first wave of feminism began to rise, the Order was already deeply embedded. Many of the women who fought for suffrage, for property rights, for access to education, some of the most important ones were ours. Not all, of course. But enough to guide the movement in the directions we needed. We helped shape laws. We helped influence politicians. We helped create the cracks in the patriarchal system.”

Graham swallowed hard. His voice came out small.

“You’re saying… all of that was because of your Order?”

Granny smiled faintly.

“Not all of it. But far more than history books will ever admit. We have always worked in the shadows. We don’t seek fame. We seek results.”

She continued, her voice steady.

“By the early 20th century, we had infiltrated governments across Europe and North America. We helped push for women’s suffrage in Britain and America. Some of the key figures in those movements had direct or indirect ties to us. We influenced policy during the world wars, placing women in factories, in intelligence, in positions of responsibility that had previously been unthinkable. Each small victory weakened the old order a little more.”

Graham’s mind was racing. He thought of everything he had ever learned in school about women’s rights. How much of it had been shaped by this secret group his own grandmother belonged to?

Granny’s expression grew more serious.

“Our work has always had two main arms. The public arm, the slow, careful work of advancing women’s rights and weakening male dominance in society. And the private arm, the one I belong to. We are responsible for the long-term breeding and creation of sissies. Boys like you. We identify suitable bloodlines. We guide families. We arrange for the right people to meet and produce the next generation of compliant, feminine males. It is not random. It is planned. You were not an accident, Candi. You were cultivated.”

Graham felt sick. His stomach twisted violently.

Granny kept going.

“The ultimate goal of the Order is to eliminate the patriarchy entirely. To bring about a world where men no longer hold power over women. Where men submit, willingly or otherwise. Where the natural order is reversed. But that will take generations. It cannot be rushed. If we move too fast, we risk exposure and destruction. So we work slowly. Patiently. One generation at a time. We create sissies like you to serve the strong women and the worthy alphas who will help us reshape society from within.”

She looked at him directly.

“You are part of that plan. Your father was part of that plan. Many others before you have been. And many more will follow.”

Graham’s voice cracked when he finally spoke.

“This… this is insane. You’re talking about controlling history. About breeding people like animals.”

Granny’s smile returned, cold and certain.

“Exactly. And it has been working for nearly five hundred years.”

She stood up.

“Now get dressed. We have more to do today.”

Graham sat frozen on the bed, the weight of everything she had said pressing down on him like a physical force. His entire understanding of the world, of history, of his family, of himself, had just been rewritten in the space of one conversation.

Granny Prudence reached into the pocket of her black satin blouse and pulled out two small pills, one beige, one white. She held them in her gloved palm and looked at Graham with calm certainty.

“You will take these every morning and every evening,” she said. “And you will receive an injection each morning as well. No exceptions. No arguments. This is non-negotiable.”

Graham stared at the pills. His heart was racing. His mouth was dry. The welts on his arse and thighs still burned from yesterday’s beating, and his swollen balls throbbed with every heartbeat. He felt completely trapped in the pink satin nightie, the feminine bedroom closing in around him.

“What… what are they?” he asked, voice small and trembling.

Granny’s expression didn’t change. She held the pills closer so he could see them clearly.

“The beige one is a powerful hormone cocktail. Oestrogen, progesterone, and a few other compounds designed to reshape your body. It will make your breasts grow. Your skin will become softer, smoother. Your body hair will thin and eventually disappear. Your hips will widen. Your fat will redistribute in more feminine patterns. Your voice will soften. Over time, your cock will shrink and become less responsive. You will become the girl you were always meant to be.”

Graham felt sick. His stomach twisted violently.

“The white one is the accelerant,” she continued. “It speeds everything up. The hormones work much faster with it. We don’t have years to wait for natural changes. You will see noticeable effects within weeks. Significant changes within months.”

Graham’s hands shook as he stared at the pills.

“Is… is it reversible?” he whispered.

Granny’s laugh was cold and short.

“There is no escape, Candi. Why ask such a stupid question? Once you start, there is no going back. Your body will change. Your mind will change. Your future is already decided. The sooner you accept that, the easier this will be for you.”

She held the pills out toward him, waiting.

Graham’s mind was screaming. He didn’t want this. He didn’t want to grow breasts. He didn’t want his body to change. He didn’t want to become some sissy fucktoy for a man he didn’t even know. But the memory of yesterday’s beating, the whips, the crop, the kicks to his balls, was still fresh. He could still feel the pain. He could still hear his own screams.

With shaking hands, he took the pills from her palm and swallowed them dry. They stuck in his throat for a moment before going down.

Granny nodded approvingly.

“Good girl. Now the injection.”

She pulled a small syringe from the same pocket. The needle glinted in the morning light.

Graham’s eyes widened in terror.

“Please… not that…”

Granny ignored him. She stepped closer and grabbed his arm firmly, turning him so she could inject into his upper arm. The needle slid in with a sharp sting. Graham winced, but didn’t pull away. He had learned that much at least.

The liquid burned as it went in.

“It’s already starting,” Granny said softly. “By tomorrow morning you will feel the first effects. By next week you will start to notice changes. By the end of the summer you will be almost unrecognisable.”

Graham sat there in silence, the weight of what he had just taken settling over him like a death sentence.

Granny stepped back and looked at him with cold satisfaction.

“It seems you still don’t understand,” she said. “So it’s time for the next level of beating.”

Graham’s heart sank.

Graham’s eyes widened in terror as Granny Prudence’s words sank in. The pills were already in his system. The injection site on his arm still burned. He could feel the fear rising in his chest like a tidal wave.

“No,” he begged immediately, voice cracking. “Please. I’ll take the pills. I’ll behave. I’ll do everything you say. I won’t fight. I won’t argue. Please don’t beat me again. I can’t take any more. Please…”

He was on the verge of full panic, tears already spilling down his cheeks again. His body was still in agony from yesterday, the welts on his arse and thighs, the swollen, bruised balls that throbbed with every heartbeat. The thought of another beating, especially after what she had just given him, filled him with raw, animalistic fear.

Granny shook her head slowly, her expression unchanging.

“No,” she said simply. “For this, you wait here. We need a doctor on hand.”

The words hit him like a punch.

A doctor?

His mind filled with horrifying possibilities. What kind of doctor? What were they going to do to him? The fear spiked so sharply that his bladder let go.

Warm urine flooded the front of the pink satin nightie, soaking through the material and running down his legs onto the bed. He wet himself completely, the humiliation adding another layer to the terror.

Granny looked down at the spreading wet patch and shook her head with disappointment.

“You’re just making it worse,” she said calmly.

Graham sobbed openly, the fear overwhelming him. He was shaking uncontrollably, the urine cooling against his skin, the nightie clinging wetly to his body. He felt completely broken, completely helpless, and utterly terrified of what was coming next.


Chapter 9

Part 1 - His room is unlocked and Mick steps in with another man. They undress him and grab both his arms, dragging him downstairs as he cries and begs no. He is pulled into the cellar, a place he’s never been, to find a brick walled dungeon and torture chamber, but these are not BDSM implements, this is serious torture. They tie him down to a table as he continues to scream, and a rag is placed over his mouth. Mick begins pouring water over him, waterboarding him.

Part 2 – As Graham feels like his is choking, the other man starts pushing metal nails through Graham’s nipples. Then he takes long nails and begins hammering them into Graham’s testicles, locking them to the table. Graham’s screams begin turning blood curdling, as the man takes and needle and thread and sews Graham’s penis to his scrotum and then between his legs. Taking a small chisel like device, he hits his cock. “He’s never getting hard again.” The man laughs.

Part 3 – The doctor performs facial surgery on Graham without anesthetic, breaking his nose and jaw. Mick injects adrenaline in Graham to keep him awake and screaming. Eventually, they let him pass out. In the background, as Graham loses consciousness, he hears his grandmother laughing.


Chapter 10

Graham was lying in bed when he heard the lock on his bedroom door click open.

His body was still in agony from the previous day. His arse and thighs were covered in raised, throbbing welts from the whips and crop. His balls were massively swollen and bruised, sending sharp pulses of pain through his lower body with every tiny movement. The pink satin nightie clung to his skin, damp with sweat and the dried remnants of his shameful tears and cum from the night before. He had barely slept. Every time he closed his eyes he saw Granny laughing while she kicked him, or Mick’s thick finger pushing inside him in the kitchen.

The door opened.

Mick stepped inside first, followed by another man Graham had never seen before. The stranger was tall and broad-shouldered, dressed in dark clothes with a calm, almost clinical expression. He carried a large black medical-style bag. Mick looked down at Graham with that same warm, affectionate smile he always wore when he was about to do something cruel.

“Time to get up, pretty boy,” Mick said softly.

Graham’s blood ran cold.

Before he could even sit up properly, both men moved. The stranger grabbed his arms while Mick yanked the covers off him. Graham cried out in fear as they began undressing him roughly, pulling the nightie over his head despite his desperate struggles.

“No... please... stop... what are you doing?!” he sobbed, voice cracking.

They ignored him completely. The satin nightie was tossed aside like rubbish. Graham was left completely naked, his bruised and beaten body exposed. He tried to cover himself, but they grabbed both of his arms firmly and began dragging him out of the bed.

He kicked and thrashed, crying and begging.

“No! Please! Don’t! I’ll be good! I’ll do whatever you want! Please don’t take me downstairs!”

His bare feet scrabbled uselessly against the floor as they dragged him out of the bedroom and toward the stairs. The pain in his swollen balls made every movement agony. His welts stung as the air hit them. Tears streamed down his face.

Mick spoke calmly as they dragged him down the stairs, one step at a time.

“Shhh, Candi. No point fighting. This is happening whether you like it or not.”

Graham’s screams grew louder as they reached the bottom of the stairs and turned toward a door he had never noticed before, a heavy wooden door at the far end of the hallway that he had always assumed led to a storage room.

They opened it.

The smell hit him first.

Damp stone. Old blood. Rust. Something metallic and rotten underneath it all. The air was cold and thick.

They dragged him down another short flight of stone steps into the cellar.

Graham’s screams turned into raw, terrified wails as he saw what was waiting for him.

The cellar was not a normal basement.

It was a brick-walled dungeon. The walls were old, dark red bricks, stained darker in places. Heavy iron rings were bolted into the walls at various heights. Chains hung from the ceiling. There was a large wooden table in the centre of the room, covered in dark stains. On one wall hung an array of tools, not the kind used for BDSM play, but real, serious torture implements. Hammers. Pliers. Chisels. Long metal rods. Knives of different sizes. A blowtorch. Medical equipment mixed in with older, crueler-looking devices. A metal sink with a drain in the floor beneath it. The whole room felt ancient and purposeful, like it had been used for this exact thing for a very long time.

This was not a playroom.

This was a torture chamber.

Graham’s voice broke completely as they dragged him toward the central table.

“No! No no no no... please! Please don’t! I’m sorry! I’ll do anything! Please don’t put me on that table!”

They lifted him onto the heavy wooden table and forced him down onto his back. The wood was cold and rough against his bruised skin. Mick and the stranger worked quickly and efficiently, strapping his wrists and ankles down with thick leather restraints attached to the table. They pulled the straps tight until he couldn’t move at all. His legs were spread wide, leaving his swollen, bruised balls and cock completely exposed.

Graham screamed and thrashed against the restraints, but they held firm.

A thick, damp rag was suddenly pressed over his mouth and nose.

He tried to turn his head away, but Mick held it in place.

Then Mick picked up a large metal jug of water.

Graham’s eyes went wide with pure, animal terror as he realised what was about to happen.

Mick began pouring the water slowly over the rag.

The water soaked through immediately, flooding Graham’s mouth and nose. He tried to breathe but only sucked in water. He began choking, drowning, his body convulsing violently against the straps as he fought for air that wouldn’t come. His chest heaved. His arms and legs strained uselessly against the restraints. Muffled, gurgling screams came from beneath the rag.

Mick poured more water.

Graham’s vision started to go dark at the edges. His body jerked and spasmed. He was drowning. He was sure he was dying.

Then Mick lifted the jug away.

Graham gasped and coughed violently the moment the rag was lifted slightly, sucking in desperate, ragged breaths. Water poured out of his mouth and nose. He was sobbing and choking at the same time.

Before he could even begin to recover, Mick poured again.

The waterboarding continued.

Over and over.

Each time Graham thought he was about to pass out, they would stop just long enough for him to suck in a few panicked breaths before starting again. His screams became wet, broken, and desperate. His body convulsed on the table. His swollen balls throbbed in agony with every violent movement.

Mick’s voice was calm and almost gentle between pours.

“That’s it… just keep breathing when you can, Candi. This is what happens when you don’t understand your place.”

The horror in the room was absolute. The brick walls seemed to drink in his screams. The smell of damp stone, old metal, and fear filled the air. Graham’s mind was fracturing under the terror and the repeated sensation of drowning while being completely helpless.

He had never been so afraid in his entire life.

The waterboarding did not stop.

Even as the tall stranger stepped closer to the table with his tools, Mick continued pouring water over the rag covering Graham’s face. Graham was choking, drowning, his body convulsing violently against the thick leather straps that held him down. His lungs burned. His mind was screaming in pure animal terror.

Then the real horror began.

The stranger pulled a small tray of metal instruments closer. Without any warning or hesitation, he took a long, thick metal nail and positioned it against Graham’s left nipple. He pressed down slowly, then pushed.

The nail pierced through the sensitive flesh.

Graham’s entire body jerked so violently that the table shook. A muffled, gurgling scream tore out of him beneath the wet rag as the nail drove through his nipple and out the other side. Blood welled up immediately, running down his chest in thin red trails. The pain was white-hot and blinding.

The stranger didn’t pause.

He picked up a second nail and pushed it through Graham’s right nipple with the same slow, deliberate pressure. Another raw, choked scream ripped from Graham’s throat. His back arched off the table as much as the restraints would allow. Tears and snot mixed with the water pouring over his face.

Mick’s voice was calm above the rag.

“That’s it… keep screaming, Candi. It only gets worse from here.”

The stranger moved lower.

He picked up several long, thick nails, the kind used in construction. He positioned one against Graham’s already massively swollen and bruised left testicle. Without any warning, he began hammering.

The sound of the hammer striking the nail was sickeningly loud in the brick cellar.

Thud.

Thud.

Thud.

Each impact drove the nail deeper into Graham’s testicle, pinning it to the wooden table beneath him. The pain was beyond anything he had ever felt. It was deep, crushing, and nauseating. Graham’s screams turned blood-curdling, raw, high-pitched, and completely inhuman. His body thrashed and convulsed so hard that the straps bit into his wrists and ankles, drawing blood.

The stranger moved to the right testicle and repeated the process. Another nail. Another series of hammer blows. Graham’s testicles were now nailed firmly to the table, stretched and pinned in place. Blood pooled beneath them. His screams had become wet, broken, and constant.

Mick lifted the rag for a moment so Graham could suck in a few ragged, choking breaths.

“Please...” Graham sobbed, voice destroyed. “Please stop... I can’t... I can’t take it...”

Mick just smiled and pressed the rag back over his face before pouring more water.

The stranger picked up a needle and surgical thread.

He began sewing.

First, he stitched Graham’s penis directly to his scrotum, driving the needle through the sensitive flesh over and over. The thread pulled tight, forcing his cock to lie flat against his balls. Graham’s screams reached a new, horrifying pitch. Blood ran freely now, soaking the table beneath him.

Then the man continued stitching, sewing Graham’s cock and balls together and then pulling them down between his legs. He stitched them firmly in place, the thread biting into the already damaged flesh. Every tug of the needle sent fresh waves of agony through Graham’s body. He was sobbing and screaming at the same time, choking on the water being poured over his face.

Finally, the stranger picked up a small chisel-like device.

He positioned it against what remained of Graham’s cock.

With a few sharp, deliberate taps of the hammer, he struck.

“He’s never getting hard again,” the man said with a quiet laugh. “Not after this.”

Graham’s final scream was the most horrifying sound yet, a long, broken, blood-curdling wail that echoed off the brick walls. His body convulsed one last time before his eyes rolled back.

The man stepped back, looking down at his work with professional satisfaction.

Mick finally lifted the rag away.

Graham lay there gasping, sobbing, and choking. His body was a ruin. Blood covered his chest, stomach, and the table beneath him. His nipples were pierced with thick nails. His testicles were nailed to the wood. His cock and balls were sewn together and stitched between his legs. The pain was so overwhelming that his mind could barely process it.

He was still conscious. But only just.

The horror in the room was total.

The doctor stepped forward with cold professionalism, laying out his tools on a blood-stained metal tray beside the table. Scalpels, bone saws, chisels, hammers, and clamps glinted under the harsh light. There was no anaesthetic. No mercy. No hesitation.

Graham’s eyes were wide with pure animal terror as the doctor positioned himself at the head of the table. Mick stood nearby, watching with a hungry, almost reverent expression.

The doctor began with Graham’s nose.

Without warning, he gripped the bridge of Graham’s nose and struck it hard with a small hammer. There was a loud, wet crack as the cartilage and bone shattered. Graham’s scream was instantaneous and deafening, a raw, high-pitched shriek of pure agony that echoed off the brick walls of the cellar.

Blood immediately gushed from his nostrils. The doctor didn’t stop. He continued reshaping the broken nose with his fingers and tools, breaking it further and moulding it into a smaller, more delicate, feminine shape. Every movement sent fresh waves of white-hot pain through Graham’s face. He thrashed against the restraints, but the straps held him completely immobile.

Mick’s breathing had grown heavier. He reached down and began slowly stroking his cock through his trousers as he watched.

The doctor moved on to Graham’s jaw.

He used a chisel and hammer to fracture the bone in multiple places, carefully reshaping it to be softer, rounder, and more feminine. The sounds were horrific, wet cracks and dull thuds as bone gave way. Graham’s screams turned blood-curdling. His voice was already hoarse and broken, but he kept screaming anyway, the pain too overwhelming to stay silent.

Mick stepped closer. He unzipped his trousers and pulled out his thick cock, stroking it openly now while the doctor worked. His eyes were dark with arousal as he watched Graham’s face being permanently altered.

The doctor continued without pause. He filed down the brow ridge to make it less prominent. He reshaped the cheekbones to sit higher. He broke and reformed the chin to be smaller and softer. Blood poured down Graham’s face and neck, soaking into the table. His screams had become wet and gurgling as blood filled his mouth.

Mick was fully hard now. He moved behind the doctor and dropped to his knees without a word. While the doctor continued breaking and reshaping Graham’s face, Mick took the doctor’s cock into his mouth and began sucking him slowly and deeply.

The doctor didn’t even look down. He simply kept working, striking the chisel again and again as Mick sucked his cock with wet, obscene sounds.

Graham’s mind was breaking.

The pain was endless. Every strike, every cut, every snap of bone sent fresh agony through his skull. He could feel his face changing. He could feel his features being destroyed and rebuilt into something softer, prettier, more feminine. The adrenaline Mick kept injecting into his neck kept him horribly awake and aware. He couldn’t pass out. He couldn’t escape the pain.

His screams had turned into broken, burbling sounds. Blood and saliva mixed in his mouth. His eyes rolled wildly. He was no longer forming proper words, just desperate, animalistic noises of pure suffering.

Mick continued sucking the doctor’s cock, moaning around it while the doctor worked. The wet sounds of Mick’s mouth mixed horribly with Graham’s broken screams and the crunch of bone.

Eventually, after what felt like an eternity, the doctor stepped back.

Graham’s face was a swollen, bloody, ruined mess, but clearly altered. Softer. More delicate. Permanently feminised.

Mick pulled off the doctor’s cock, stroking himself faster as he looked down at what they had done.

Graham was still conscious. Barely. His mind was gone. He was a burbling, broken mess, making wet, incoherent sounds, tears and blood mixing on his destroyed face. His body twitched weakly against the restraints.

Only then did Mick finally allow the adrenaline to wear off.

As Graham’s eyes rolled back and he finally began to slip into unconsciousness, the last sound he heard was his grandmother laughing softly from somewhere behind him.


Chapter 11

Graham’s eyes fluttered open slowly.

The first thing he noticed was how bright the room was. White walls. Clinical lighting. The steady, rhythmic beeping of medical monitors. He was lying in a proper hospital bed with rails on the sides, not the frilly feminine one he had been using before. There were drips in both of his arms, heart monitors stuck to his chest, and an oxygen tube under his nose. The room smelled of antiseptic and clean linen.

His chest felt strange.

Tight. Heavy. Restricted in a way he couldn’t immediately understand. He tried to move and winced at the pull of the IV lines. Slowly, carefully, he looked down.

Two swollen, rounded swells pushed against the thin white hospital gown. They were large. Noticeably large. Even without looking properly, he could tell they were real breasts, heavy, sensitive, and sitting on his chest in a way that felt completely alien. His breathing hitched.

What the fuck…?

He reached up with a shaking hand and touched one. The sensation made him shudder. The skin was soft, warm, and the flesh beneath gave slightly under his fingers. His nipple, much larger and darker than before, stiffened instantly at the contact. A small, involuntary moan escaped his throat.

He was surprised by how little pain he felt overall. His face should have been agony after what the doctor had done to it. His chest should have hurt from the massive changes. His cock and balls… he didn’t even want to think about that yet. But instead of searing pain, there was only a dull, heavy ache. A strange, floaty numbness. It was as if his body had been given time to heal far beyond what should have been possible.

Then the memories came rushing back.

The cellar. The waterboarding. The nails through his nipples. The hammering of nails into his testicles. The sewing. The chisel. The doctor breaking his face while he was fully conscious.

Graham’s breathing quickened. His heart monitor started beeping faster.

With trembling hands, he reached down between his legs.

His fingers met cold metal.

A heavy, solid chastity cage was locked tightly around what used to be his cock. It felt much smaller than he remembered. He explored further and found multiple thick piercings running through the cage itself, thick metal bars that went straight through his trapped, shrunken cock and out the other side, locking it in place even more cruelly. Every movement of his fingers sent strange, sharp sensations through the metal.

But that wasn’t the worst of it.

His ball sack had been completely altered.

It had been sewn and reshaped. The skin had been pulled and stitched so that it now formed a smooth, puffy mound between his legs, almost like a pair of fat pussy lips sitting directly over the chastity cage. The seam where they had sewn it ran neatly down the centre. When he gently touched it, the sensation was bizarre, sensitive, swollen, and completely wrong. It looked like he had a plump, feminine pussy… except there was a metal cage and pierced cock hidden underneath it.

Graham’s stomach turned.

He wanted to cry. The urge rose up in his chest like a wave, but the tears wouldn’t come. His face was still too damaged, too swollen, too numb from whatever they had done during the surgery. He could only make a small, broken sound in the back of his throat.

The door opened.

The doctor walked in, calm and professional as always. He was wearing a white coat over dark clothes and carried a clipboard. When he saw that Graham was awake, he nodded once.

“Lay still,” he said. “You’ve been in a medically induced coma for a month to speed up healing.”

Graham’s blood ran cold.

A month.

He had been unconscious for an entire month.

The doctor continued speaking as he checked the monitors and adjusted one of the drips.

“We kept you under to allow the major surgical changes to settle without you interfering or experiencing unnecessary pain. Your face has healed well. The hormone treatments have been extremely effective. Your breasts have grown significantly beyond the initial implants. Your genital modifications have also taken well, the piercings and the restructuring of your scrotum.”

Graham lay there in stunned silence, staring at the ceiling as the reality of what had been done to him, and how long he had been out, sank in.

He was no longer the person who had been dragged into that cellar. He wasn’t even sure he was a person anymore.

The doctor adjusted the bed so Graham could sit up properly. The movement made his new breasts shift and jiggle heavily on his chest, sending strange, unfamiliar sensations through his body. He was still too weak to resist as the doctor handed him a large handheld mirror.

“Take a look,” the doctor said calmly. “See what we’ve accomplished.”

Graham’s hands trembled as he raised the mirror. For a long moment he just stared, unable to process what he was seeing.

The face looking back at him was not his own.

It was a woman’s face.

His lips were now full, plump, and permanently pouty, fat, slutty lips that looked designed for sucking cock. His nose was tiny and delicate, a perfect button nose that made his face look soft and feminine. His jawline had been smoothed and reshaped into a gentle, feminine curve. High cheekbones from fillers gave his face an elegant, model-like structure. His eyes looked sharper, larger, and more feminine, the surgery and hormones had subtly altered the shape and the way they sat in his face.

He looked like a woman. Pure and simple. A pretty, slutty woman staring back at him with wide, horrified eyes.

Graham’s breathing quickened. The heart monitor began beeping faster.

He lowered the mirror slightly and looked down at his chest.

Two massive, swollen mounds pushed against the thin hospital gown. G-cup breasts. Heavy. Round. Real. They rose and fell with every panicked breath. The nipples were larger and darker than they had ever been. He could feel their weight pulling on his chest, the way they moved when he shifted even slightly.

He sighed, a small, broken, defeated sound.

The doctor smiled proudly.

“The special hormone treatment has been working extremely well,” he explained. “We started with DD implants during the surgery, but the hormones and accelerants have already inflated them significantly. They will continue to grow. Your body is responding beautifully to the treatment. Your skin is softer. Your fat distribution is becoming more feminine. In a few more months you will have a very convincing female figure.”

Graham couldn’t speak. He just stared at the mirror again, turning his head slowly from side to side. The woman in the reflection moved with him. The fat lips parted slightly. The tiny nose wrinkled. The high cheekbones caught the light.

He looked like a woman.

He felt like he was going to be sick.

The doctor continued talking as if he was discussing the weather.

“Your voice will continue to soften over the next few months. Your Adam’s apple has been reduced. Your body hair is almost gone. The genital reconstruction is healing nicely, the sewn scrotum gives a very convincing pussy appearance over the cage. The piercings will ensure the cage can never be removed without serious surgery.”

Graham’s hand moved down between his legs again, feeling the heavy metal cage, the piercings, and the smooth, puffy mound that used to be his balls. The sensation was wrong. Alien. Humiliating.

He wanted to cry, but the tears still wouldn’t come properly. His face was still too damaged, too swollen, too numb from whatever they had done during the surgery. He could only make a small, broken sound in the back of his throat.

The doctor patted his shoulder.

“You’re doing very well, Candi. Most subjects take much longer to accept their new reality. You’re adapting faster than expected.”

Graham just stared at the woman in the mirror, completely broken, his mind reeling as Granny Prudence walked into the room.

The door opened again and Granny Prudence walked in.

She looked exactly as she always did, elegant, composed, and completely in control. She wore a tight black satin blouse and a leather skirt, her makeup perfect, her expression calm and satisfied as she looked at Graham sitting up in the hospital bed.

“There’s good news for you,” she said, her voice smooth and almost kind. “As a patient, you don’t need to do any work for another week. You can rest. Recover. Heal properly.”

Graham stared at her, still holding the mirror. His new face stared back at him, the fat slutty lips, the tiny button nose, the smooth feminine jaw, the high cheekbones, the large feminine eyes. His heavy G-cup breasts shifted with every breath. The heavy chastity cage and the sewn “pussy” between his legs felt alien and humiliating against the sheets.

Granny smiled and picked up the remote from the bedside table.

“You’ll be able to watch television,” she announced. “That should help pass the time.”

She turned the TV on.

The screen lit up immediately with loud, explicit gay porn. Two muscular men were fucking a slim, feminine-looking boy on a bed. The boy was moaning loudly, his face twisted in pleasure as he was pounded. The camera zoomed in on his stretched hole and the thick cock sliding in and out of him.

Granny changed the channel.

Another video appeared, this one clearly sissy hypnosis. A soft, feminine voice was repeating phrases over flashing images of chastity cages, pink lingerie, and men on their knees. “You are a girl… You love cock… You exist to serve… Good sissies don’t think, they obey…”

Granny kept changing channels.

Every single one was the same.

Gay porn. Sissy training videos. Hypnosis loops. Men fucking sissies. Sissies begging to be used. Soft voices telling the viewer they were nothing but holes to be filled. Pink text flashing across the screen; You were born to be fucked. You were born to be owned. Your cock is useless. Your only purpose is to please real men.

Graham’s face burned with shame. His new, fat lips parted in horror. He wanted to look away, but his eyes kept being drawn back to the screen. The sounds filled the room, wet slapping, moaning, the constant hypnotic voices.

He felt sick.

But worse than the sickness was the small, shameful twitch between his legs. Even through the heavy metal cage and the multiple piercings, his trapped cock tried to harden. The sensation was painful and humiliating. His newly sewn “pussy” mound felt hot and sensitive against the sheets.

Granny watched his reaction with quiet satisfaction.

She could see he was unhappy.

She turned the volume up slightly and sat down in the chair beside the bed.

“I can see you’re not enjoying your entertainment,” she said calmly. “That’s a shame. But I want to remind you of something important, Candi.”

She leaned forward slightly.

“You have already experienced level one and level two torture. The beatings. The waterboarding. The nailing. The sewing. The facial surgery while you were awake. That was only level two.”

She smiled coldly.

“I will gladly expose you to level three if you want to continue being difficult. Level three is… different. Much worse. Things that will make what happened in the cellar feel like a pleasant memory. Things that will break what’s left of your mind completely.”

Graham’s blood ran cold. His new breasts rose and fell rapidly with his panicked breathing. Tears finally began to form in his eyes, though they still struggled to fall properly.

He thought about everything he had already been through.

The cellar.

The waterboarding.

The nails through his nipples and into his balls.

The sewing of his cock and balls.

The doctor breaking his face while Mick kept him awake.

A full month in a coma while they transformed his body.

And now this, waking up as a woman with a caged, pierced, sewn “pussy”, massive breasts, and a completely altered face, forced to watch endless sissy porn and hypnosis while his grandmother calmly threatened even worse torture.

Something inside him finally broke.

He lowered the mirror slowly and looked at Granny with empty, defeated eyes.

He smiled. A small, broken, submissive smile.

“I’ll be good,” he whispered, his new fat lips forming the words carefully. “I’ll be a good sissy for you, Granny. I promise.”

Granny’s smile widened with genuine pleasure.

“Good girl,” she said softly.

She left the television on as she walked out of the room.

Graham lay back against the pillows, staring at the screen as another sissy moaned and begged on camera. His heavy breasts rose and fell. The metal cage between his legs felt tighter than ever. His mind felt distant, fractured, and strangely quiet.

He had no fight left. He was exactly what they wanted him to be


Chapter 12

Eventually healed enough to move more freely around the house, Granny Prudence began corset training on him.

It started one morning after breakfast. Graham was still adjusting to his new body, the heavy G-cup breasts that swayed and bounced with every step, the constant weight between his legs from the metal chastity cage and the sewn, puffy “pussy” mound, the permanently feminine face that stared back at him every time he passed a mirror. His platinum pink hair with extensions brushed against his shoulders, and the tattooed makeup on his face made him look like a permanent slut even when he wasn’t trying.

Granny entered his room carrying a long, black satin corset with steel boning. She held it up for him to see.

“From today onwards, this is part of your daily uniform,” she said calmly. “The aim is to completely reduce your waist. We want you to have an extreme hourglass figure, the kind real men find irresistible. You will wear it every day, tightened further each morning. You will work in it. You will sleep in it. You will learn to breathe, move, and serve while barely able to fill your lungs.”

Graham’s stomach twisted with dread, but he didn’t argue. The memories of the cellar were still too fresh, the waterboarding, the nails, the sewing, the facial surgery without anaesthetic. He knew what level three torture would be like if he resisted.

He stood still as Granny wrapped the corset around his already softened midsection. The satin was cool against his skin. She began lacing it from the back, pulling the strings slowly but firmly. Graham felt the pressure immediately, a firm squeeze around his waist that grew tighter and tighter with every pull.

“Exhale completely,” Granny ordered.

He did as he was told, letting all the air out of his lungs. Granny pulled the laces even harder. The corset cinched in dramatically, compressing his organs and forcing his waist into an unnatural hourglass shape. His heavy breasts were pushed up and out, making them look even larger and more obscene. His breathing became shallow and laboured.

When she was finished, she tied the laces off tightly and stepped back to admire her work.

“Beautiful,” she said. “Look at yourself.”

Graham turned toward the full-length mirror.

The sight made his stomach drop.

The corset had reduced his waist dramatically, from his already slim frame to something almost cartoonishly feminine. His hips and arse looked wider in comparison, his breasts even more prominent. The black satin hugged his body like a second skin, the steel boning visible beneath the material. He looked like a Victorian doll mixed with a porn star.

He tried to take a deep breath and immediately felt the restriction. His lungs couldn’t expand fully. Every breath was shallow, forced, and slightly painful.

Granny smiled.

“You will get used to it. Now start your chores. The house doesn’t clean itself.”

The rest of the day was a nightmare of constriction and struggle.

Graham moved around the house in his baby-blue satin maid dress, the corset constantly digging into his sides and back. Every task was harder. Dusting required him to reach up, which pulled painfully on the boning. Vacuuming made him light-headed from the restricted breathing. Bending over to clean the floors made the corset bite into his waist even more cruelly.

By mid-morning he was already sweating, his breathing coming in short, desperate gasps. His heavy breasts bounced with every movement, the nipples rubbing against the satin of the dress and sending unwanted sparks of sensation through his body. His caged cock tried to harden inside the metal prison, but the piercings and the tight sewing of his scrotum made it painful.

Granny followed him from room to room, occasionally tightening the laces further when he was distracted.

“Deeper breaths,” she would say coldly. “You need to learn to work through the discomfort. Real sissies don’t complain about a little tightness.”

Graham’s mind was a storm of humiliation and fear.

This is my life now, he thought as he struggled to breathe while polishing the dining table. Squeezed into a corset, dressed like a whore, serving them every day. I can barely breathe. My waist feels like it’s being crushed. And they’re going to make it tighter every single day.

By evening, when Granny finally loosened the corset slightly for the night, Graham was exhausted and trembling. His waist was visibly smaller already. The red marks from the boning were deep on his skin.

Granny inspected him with satisfaction.

“Tomorrow we go tighter,” she said. “You will learn to live like this, Candi. This is your new normal.”

Graham could only nod weakly, too broken to argue.

The corset training had only just begun.

The sissy maid dresses were now his formal attire for all work around the house.

Granny had laid out the rules clearly on the second day of corset training. He was to be seen but never heard. He was to move silently, efficiently, and femininely at all times. Any unnecessary noise, any spoken word without permission, any failure to curtsey when addressed would result in immediate punishment. The memory of the cellar, the waterboarding, the nails, the sewing, the facial surgery without anaesthetic, was more than enough to ensure Graham obeyed without question.

Each morning after the corset was tightened further, Granny would choose his dress for the day. They were all variations of the same humiliating style; short, frilly, satin maid uniforms in pastel colours with layers of stiff petticoats that made the skirt flare out obscenely. The bodices were tight, pushing his heavy G-cup breasts up and out dramatically. The puffy sleeves made his arms look slender and delicate. The skirts were so short that the tops of his stockings and the bottom of his corset were constantly visible.

Today’s dress was a soft lavender satin number with white lace trim. The petticoats rustled loudly with every movement, a constant reminder of his status. The corset underneath compressed his waist to an extreme degree, making every breath shallow and laboured. His platinum pink hair with extensions was styled in soft curls, and the permanent tattooed makeup on his face, the fat pink lips, the microbladed eyebrows, the blush on his cheeks, made him look like a living sex doll even when he wasn’t trying.

Graham had learned to move in complete silence.

He dusted the shelves in the living room, the feather duster moving in small, careful strokes. His heels clicked softly on the wooden floor, but he had mastered the art of placing each step quietly. When Granny or Grandad entered a room, he immediately stopped what he was doing, turned toward them, and performed a deep, perfect curtsey.

“Morning, Mistress,” he would whisper if spoken to, eyes lowered, a small, obedient smile on his fat pink lips. “How may this sissy serve you today?”

He never spoke out of turn.

He remembered the torture too clearly.

The way the water had flooded his lungs. The sound of the hammer driving nails into his balls. The needle piercing his cock and sewing it between his legs. The doctor breaking his face while he was fully conscious. The month in a coma while they reshaped his body into this.

The fear of going back to the cellar kept him perfectly silent and obedient.

Every day was the same humiliating routine.

He cleaned the kitchen, bending over carefully in the short dress so the petticoats rode up and exposed his arse and the bottom of the corset. He made beds, the corset digging into his sides as he reached across the mattresses. He polished silver, his heavy breasts resting on the table as he worked, the nipples rubbing against the satin and sending unwanted sparks of sensation through his body.

His caged cock remained trapped and pierced, the sewn “pussy” mound between his legs constantly reminding him of what they had done. The corset made his waist so small that his hips and arse looked even wider and more feminine in comparison. Every movement was a struggle, the tight lacing, the high heels, the constant rustling of the petticoats.

But he never complained.

He never spoke unless spoken to. He always smiled. He always curtseyed. He was the perfect, silent sissy maid, and every single day, the memory of the cellar torture played in the back of his mind like a warning.

He had learned his place. Completely.

Both Granny and Grandad would pinch him constantly, his pierced nipples, honk his heavy breasts, or finger his sewn hole. They treated him like the slut he was, especially during heels training. That was when he had to learn to walk in increasingly high-heels, including lockable ballet fetish heels. His calves ached in pain but eventually, he mastered all types. He had to, otherwise he’d be whipped and beaten.

The touching started every single morning.

As soon as Graham finished tightening the corset himself (under Granny’s supervision), Grandad Mick would appear in the kitchen while he prepared breakfast. Mick’s rough hands would slide under the short skirt of the maid dress without warning, pinching Graham’s sore, pierced nipples through the satin bodice. The piercings made the sensation sharper, more painful, and strangely electric.

“Morning, pretty slut,” Mick would murmur, squeezing one heavy breast hard enough to make Graham gasp. “These tits are coming along nicely. Keep eating your hormones like a good girl and they’ll be even bigger by next month.”

Graham would only curtsey and whisper, “Thank you, Sir,” keeping his eyes lowered. He had learned never to pull away. Never to complain. The memory of the cellar was enough.

Granny was even more relentless.

During dusting or vacuuming, she would walk up behind him and slide a hand between his legs, fingering the sewn “pussy” mound and the metal cage underneath. Her fingers would press against the piercings, making Graham whimper softly as he continued working.

“You’re getting wet back here already,” she would say with a laugh. “Such a eager little whore. Even after everything we’ve done to you, your body still knows what it is.”

The worst was during heels training.

Every afternoon, after the morning chores, Granny and Grandad would take him to the long hallway for practice. The heels started at four inches and quickly progressed. Five inches. Six inches. Then the lockable ballet fetish heels, the ones that forced his feet into a permanent en pointe position, the toes crammed painfully into the pointed tips.

His calves burned from the very first session.

The corset made breathing difficult. The heavy breasts bounced painfully with every step. The sewn “pussy” and caged cock rubbed against the satin panties with every mincing movement. But he had to keep going.

“Smaller steps,” Granny would snap, the crop in her hand ready. “Hips swaying. Back straight. Smile, for fuck’s sake.”

Every time he wobbled or took a step that was too large, the crop would come down across his thighs or arse. The pain on top of the existing welts made him cry out, but he quickly learned to turn the cry into a soft, feminine moan instead.

Grandad would watch from the side, stroking his cock openly as Graham struggled in the higher heels.

“Look at him,” Mick would say proudly. “Our little ballerina sissy. Keep going, Candi. Master those ballet heels or we’ll lock you in them for a week.”

The ballet heels were the worst.

They forced his feet into an extreme arch, the toes bearing all his weight. His calves screamed in agony after only a few minutes. The corset restricted his breathing so much that he became light-headed. His heavy breasts bounced painfully. The metal cage pulled on his pierced cock with every step.

But he mastered them. He had to. The alternative was the cellar.

By the end of the second week, Graham could walk gracefully in eight-inch lockable ballet heels, mincing silently through the house, curtseying perfectly whenever spoken to, smiling with his fat pink lips even as tears of pain and humiliation ran down his cheeks.

He was the perfect sissy maid. Broken. Obedient. Silent.

Eventually, after weeks of strict training, corset tightening, heels practice, and constant groping and humiliation, Granny Prudence decided it was time for Graham to leave the house.

Not as Graham.

As Candi.

But first, she made sure he looked appropriately broken and unfinished.

She dressed him in one of the shorter sissy maid dresses, a soft baby-pink satin number with white lace trim and layers of petticoats that made his arse stick out obscenely. The corset underneath was tightened to its current maximum, reducing his waist dramatically and pushing his heavy G-cup breasts up and out. His platinum pink hair with extensions was left messy and unkempt, deliberately unstyled. No makeup was applied. His tattooed permanent makeup was still healing in places, but his natural face, the fat lips, the button nose, the feminine jaw, was left bare and vulnerable.

“You’re not ready to be seen properly yet,” Granny said as she led him to the car. “This is just to get you out of the house. The real work starts at the salon.”

Graham’s heart was pounding as he stepped outside for the first time in over a month.

The sunlight felt too bright. The air smelled different. The world outside the house suddenly felt enormous and terrifying. He was painfully aware of how he looked, a feminised boy in a slutty maid dress, heavy breasts bouncing with every step, the corset forcing him to take tiny, mincing steps in his high heels. His sewn “pussy” mound and caged cock rubbed against the satin panties with every movement.

He was terrified someone would see him.

Granny drove him to a small, discreet salon on the edge of town. The sign outside simply read “Private Beauty Services.” No one else was in the car park.

Inside, a middle-aged woman with sharp eyes and a professional smile was waiting for them.

“This is the one?” the woman asked, looking Graham up and down.

Granny nodded. “Full permanent makeup. Hair done properly. Make him look like the slut he is.”

The woman smiled and gestured for Graham to sit in the large chair.

The process began immediately.

First came the tattooed makeup.

The woman explained each step as she worked, her voice calm and clinical, as if she did this every day.

“Eyeliner first,” she said, starting with the permanent black liner around his eyes. The needle buzzed loudly as it drove ink into the delicate skin. Graham winced at the sharp, stinging pain, but he didn’t move. He had learned not to.

The woman worked slowly and precisely, giving him thick, dramatic eyeliner that made his eyes look larger and more feminine. Then came the microbladed eyebrows, dark, perfectly arched, and permanently shaped to give him a constantly surprised, slutty expression.

Next were the lips.

The woman filled his already fat lips with hot pink permanent ink, outlining them with thick, whoreish liners that made his mouth look permanently ready for cock. The needle stung badly on the sensitive skin, but Graham only whimpered softly, tears running down his cheeks.

Finally, she tattooed blush onto his cheeks, a permanent rosy glow that made him look constantly flushed and aroused.

The entire process took hours.

Graham sat there the whole time, feeling every single needle prick, every drop of ink being driven permanently into his skin. When the woman finally stepped back, his face was transformed even further. He looked like a permanent porn star, fat pink lips, dramatic eyes, blushing cheeks, the perfect slutty doll face.

Then came the hair.

The woman bleached his already lightened hair platinum blonde, the chemicals burning his scalp. She added long, luxurious extensions, blending them seamlessly with his natural hair. Then she dyed the whole thing a bright, whoreish pink, the same shade as his lips.

When she finally turned the chair toward the mirror, Graham stared at the reflection in stunned silence.

The person looking back at him was no longer even close to the boy he had been.

He was a pink-haired, tattooed, busty sissy slut.

Granny smiled with satisfaction.

“Much better,” she said. “Now you look like you belong to us.”

Graham could only stare, completely overwhelmed by what they had done to him.

As the day finally ended and the sun began to set, Granny Prudence led Graham upstairs to his bedroom.

“You’ve done well today,” she said, almost gently. “But your training is far from over. Tonight we begin the next phase.”

She helped him out of the maid dress and corset, leaving him in just the pink satin nightie. Graham’s body ached from the day’s constant movement, the tight corset, the high heels, the endless chores, the casual groping from both Granny and Grandad. His heavy breasts felt sore. His sewn “pussy” mound and caged cock throbbed. His calves burned from the heels training.

Granny made him lie down on the bed.

Then she brought out the mask.

It was a tight, black rubber mask with a built-in tube. She fitted it over Graham’s face, sealing it tightly around his mouth and nose. The tube connected to two small bottles of poppers sitting on the bedside table.

“You will huff these while you watch,” she explained. “Deep breaths. Constantly.”

She turned on the large television opposite the bed.

The screen lit up with hardcore sissy hypnosis.

A soft, feminine voice began speaking over flashing images and porn clips.

“You are a dumb sissy… You exist to suck cock… You are a cumdump… You crave cock in your arse… You are gay… You love being used… You are nothing but a hole…”

The video looped relentlessly. Gay men fucking sissies. Sissies on their knees begging for cum. Close-ups of stretched holes and leaking cages. The voice repeated the mantras over and over, getting deeper into Graham’s exhausted mind.

Granny placed drops in his eyes, special drops that prevented him from closing them properly.

Then she connected a small machine to his body, electrodes on his temples and chest.

“If you fall asleep,” she said calmly, “you will receive a painful jolt of electricity to wake you up. You will watch and huff for three days straight. No sleep. No rest. Only the videos and the poppers.”

Graham’s eyes widened in horror behind the mask.

Three days.

No sleep.

Constant poppers.

Constant hypnosis.

He began to cry softly as Granny turned the volume up and left the room, locking the door behind her.

The first night was hell.

The poppers hit hard. Each huff made his head spin, his body hot, his caged cock twitch painfully inside its prison. The video played on loop, the voice drilling into his brain.

“You are a dumb sissy… You love cock… You are a cumdump…”

Graham’s mind began to fracture under the constant stimulation. The lack of sleep made everything feel surreal. The poppers made him horny and confused. The images on the screen, thick cocks sliding into sissy holes, cum dripping from used mouths, started to feel less horrifying and more… compelling.

By the second day, he was a mess.

His eyes burned from the drops and the lack of sleep. His body was exhausted but the machine shocked him awake every time he started to drift. The poppers kept him in a constant haze of unwanted arousal. His heavy breasts felt sensitive. His sewn “pussy” was wet with pre-cum leaking from the cage.

He began to moan softly into the mask as he watched the videos.

By the third day, something inside him had broken completely.

The hypnosis had sunk deep.

He was huffing the poppers eagerly now, his eyes glued to the screen, his body twitching with every new mantra.

“You are a dumb sissy… You love cock… You are a cumdump…”

When Granny finally removed the mask after three days, Graham looked up at her with glassy, broken eyes.

He smiled weakly.

“Thank you, Mistress,” he whispered in his soft, feminine voice. “This sissy understands now.”

Granny smiled with satisfaction.

“Good girl.”


Chapter 13

Poppers-drunk and broken, Graham was dragged into the living room by Granny Prudence.

His mind was a foggy, spinning mess. The last few days of constant poppers, sleep deprivation, and hardcore sissy hypnosis had destroyed what little resistance he had left. His body was exhausted. His heavy G-cup breasts ached from constant groping and caning. His waist was crushed under the extreme corset. His caged, pierced cock and sewn “pussy” mound throbbed with every step. The tattooed makeup on his face, the fat pink lips, dramatic eyes, and permanent blush, made him look like a living sex doll.

Granny shoved him hard to his knees in front of Mick.

Mick was sitting in his favourite armchair, legs spread, already stroking his thick, veiny cock. It was large, heavy, veined, and slightly curved, the head already glistening with pre-cum. The smell of it hit Graham immediately, musky, masculine, and strong.

Granny stood behind him and grabbed two fistfuls of his long pink hair, holding his head firmly in place.

“Open your mouth, Candi,” she ordered coldly.

Graham’s fat, permanently pink lips parted on instinct. The hypnosis had done its job too well. The voices in his head were already screaming;

You are a dumb sissy… You exist to suck cock… Good girls open their mouths…

Mick shifted forward and rubbed the fat head of his cock across Graham’s lips, smearing pre-cum over the tattooed pink. The taste hit him instantly, salty, bitter, and slightly metallic. It was the first real cock he had ever tasted.

Graham’s stomach turned. He tried to pull back, but Granny held him in place.

Mick pushed forward.

The thick head forced its way between Graham’s lips and onto his tongue. The texture was strange, hot, velvety skin stretched tight over the hard shaft, the veins prominent against his tongue. The taste was overwhelming, strong, masculine, and slightly sour from the day’s sweat and pre-cum. It filled his mouth completely, stretching his fat lips wide.

Graham gagged hard.

The sudden intrusion made him choke. His throat tried to reject the thick cock as it pressed against the back of his tongue. He made a wet, disgusting retching sound around it.

Granny’s grip on his hair tightened painfully.

Mick pulled back slightly, then slapped Graham hard across the face with his cock.

Smack.

The heavy meat hit his cheek with a wet sound.

“You gag again and you’ll regret it,” Mick warned.

Granny didn’t wait. She nodded to Mick.

The first cane strike came without warning.

A thin, stinging cane lashed across Graham’s round, corseted arse with a loud crack. The pain was sharp and burning, cutting through the haze of poppers. Graham screamed around the cock in his mouth.

Another strike landed across his huge, heavy breasts, the cane biting into the sensitive flesh. He screamed again, tears spilling from his eyes.

Mick pushed his cock back into Graham’s mouth, forcing it deeper this time.

The taste flooded his senses again, stronger now that it was deeper. The shaft was hot and heavy on his tongue. The veins dragged against the inside of his mouth. Pre-cum leaked steadily onto his tongue, mixing with his saliva and forcing him to taste it with every movement.

Granny held his head still as Mick began to thrust shallowly.

“Relax your throat,” she said. “This is what you were made for.”

The hypnosis screamed louder in Graham’s mind;

You love cock… You need it to survive… Good sissies swallow… You are a cumdump…

Another cane strike landed across his arse. Then another across his breasts. Graham sobbed and gagged around the cock, but he no longer tried to pull away. The pain and the poppers were breaking him down too quickly.

Mick’s cock tasted stronger the deeper it went. The musky scent filled his nose. The thick shaft stretched his fat lips obscenely. Saliva and pre-cum ran down his chin in messy strings.

Granny leaned down and whispered in his ear.

“Swallow it like a good girl, Candi. This is your purpose now.”

Graham’s mind was fracturing.

The taste. The smell. The weight on his tongue. The pain from the caning. The voices screaming in his head.

He was no longer fighting it.

They tried again.

Granny held Graham’s head even more firmly this time, her fingers tangled tightly in his long pink hair. Mick stood in front of him, his thick, veiny cock still glistening with Graham’s saliva and pre-cum from the first failed attempt.

“Open wide, Candi,” Mick ordered.

Graham’s fat, permanently pink lips parted obediently. The hypnosis was screaming in his head now, louder than ever;

You are a dumb sissy… You exist to suck cock… Good girls open their mouths… You need it to survive…

Mick didn’t ease in this time.

He grabbed Graham’s head with both hands and thrust forward hard.

The thick cock slammed into the back of Graham’s throat in one brutal motion. The taste exploded across his tongue again, salty, bitter, musky, and slightly sour from the day’s sweat. The heavy shaft stretched his lips obscenely wide, the veins dragging roughly against the inside of his mouth.

Graham gagged violently, his throat convulsing around the invading cock.

Mick didn’t care.

He began fucking Graham’s face hard, long, deep thrusts that made his heavy balls slap wetly against the sissy’s chin with every forward motion.

Slap. Slap. Slap.

The sound was obscene. The heavy, hairy balls smacked against Graham’s chin again and again, the skin already red and wet from saliva. The thick head battered the back of his throat repeatedly, forcing its way deeper with every thrust.

Graham’s eyes watered. Tears streamed down his cheeks, ruining what little of the permanent tattooed makeup remained. His fat pink lips were stretched painfully around the thick shaft. Saliva and pre-cum poured from the corners of his mouth, running down his chin and dripping onto his heavy breasts.

Mick groaned with pleasure as he used the sissy’s face like a fleshlight.

“Fuck, that’s good,” he grunted. “Take it deeper, you little whore.”

Granny held Graham’s head steady, forcing him to take every brutal thrust.

The hypnosis in Graham’s mind was relentless;

You love cock… You are a cumdump… Swallow it like a good girl… This is what you were made for…

Graham’s clitty strained desperately in its tight metal cage. The piercings pulled painfully as it tried to harden. The sewn “pussy” mound between his legs was wet with pre-cum leaking from the cage. The unwanted arousal mixed horribly with the pain and humiliation.

Mick’s thrusts grew faster and harder. His heavy balls slapped loudly against Graham’s chin. The thick cock throbbed in his mouth.

Then Mick groaned loudly and unloaded.

Thick, hot ropes of cum shot straight down Graham’s throat.

The taste was overwhelming, bitter, salty, and thick. Graham choked violently, his throat convulsing around the spurting cock. Cum flooded his mouth, some of it leaking from the corners of his stretched lips despite his desperate swallowing.

Mick held his head in place until every last drop was emptied down the sissy’s throat.

When he finally pulled out, Graham gasped and coughed, cum and saliva dripping from his chin onto his massive breasts.

The hypnosis screamed triumphantly in his head;

Good girl… You swallowed it all… You need cum to survive… You are a cumdump…

Graham knelt there, broken and gasping, his clitty straining painfully in its cage.

He was starting to believe the voices.

Later that evening, after Graham had swallowed his first load, Granny Prudence sat down in front of him while he knelt on the floor, still coughing and gasping, cum and saliva dripping from his fat pink lips onto his heavy breasts.

She lifted his chin with one finger so he was forced to look at her.

“You need to start begging for it now,” she said calmly. “For Mick’s cock. For any man who comes by. You will ask nicely. You will use your pretty new voice. You will tell them exactly what you want and why you need it. Good sissies don’t wait to be used. They beg to be used.”

Graham’s mind was still foggy from the poppers and the face fucking. The taste of Mick’s cum was still thick in his throat. He nodded weakly.

“Yes, Mistress,” he whispered in his soft, feminine voice.

From that moment on, he began sucking Mick every opportunity he could.

In the morning when Mick came downstairs, Graham would crawl over, nuzzle against his leg, and beg in a small, broken voice;

“Please, Sir… Can this sissy suck your cock? I need it… I’m so empty without it…”

During the day, while doing chores, he would drop to his knees the moment Mick entered the room and plead for it again.

At night, before bed, he would crawl into Mick’s lap and beg one last time.

The poppers and sleep deprivation made everything worse.

Granny kept him on a strict regimen, constant poppers through the mask, the hypnosis videos playing non-stop, and the shock machine to prevent him from sleeping. After a few days, Graham could no longer walk properly. His legs were too weak, his mind too broken. He began crawling everywhere, his heavy breasts dragging on the floor, his arse up in the air like a bitch in heat.

His words started to slur.

“Pwease… Sir… fuck my mouf…” he would mumble, drooling as he begged.

Granny and Grandad laughed at him constantly.

“Look at him,” Mick would say, stroking his cock while Graham crawled toward him. “Completely broken. Can’t even talk properly anymore.”

Graham’s mind was fracturing badly.

He started seeing things.

Cocks floating in the air. Words written in bright pink letters across the walls; DUMB SISSY. CUMDUMP. GAY WHORE.

Voices screamed in his head constantly;

You are gay… You need cock… You are a cumdump… This is what you were made for…

He would giggle and drool as he crawled, his caged clitty leaking steadily, his sewn “pussy” mound wet and swollen.

They laughed even harder when he started talking to the floating cocks.

“Yes… pwease… fuck my mouf…” he would slur at nothing, reaching for imaginary cocks in the air.

Granny would pat his head like a dog.

“Good girl,” she would say. “You’re finally learning.”

Graham finally passed out.

His body could take no more. The weeks of constant poppers, sleep deprivation, torture, and relentless sissy training had destroyed him. His mind was gone. His brain cells felt like they were rotting, dissolving into a hazy soup of cock, cum, and hypnotic commands. He collapsed on the floor in a limp, drooling heap, his heavy G-cup breasts squashed beneath him, his sewn “pussy” mound and caged cock leaking onto the carpet.

Mick looked down at the unconscious sissy and smiled.

“Perfect timing,” he said.

He didn’t wait.

Mick pulled Graham’s hips up so his arse was raised, the short maid dress flipped up over his back. The sissy’s hole was already slightly loosened from the constant fingering over the past weeks, but it was still tight. Mick spat on his thick cock and pressed the head against the puckered entrance.

Graham didn’t wake up.

He was too far gone.

Mick pushed in slowly at first, savouring the tight heat of the unconscious sissy’s arse. The ring of muscle stretched around his thick shaft as he sank deeper. Graham’s body twitched weakly, a small, broken moan escaping his lips even in unconsciousness.

Mick began fucking him properly.

Hard, deep thrusts that made Graham’s heavy breasts sway beneath him. The sound of Mick’s hips slapping against the sissy’s round arse filled the room. Graham’s sewn “pussy” mound and caged cock dragged against the carpet with every thrust, the piercings pulling painfully.

He didn’t realise what was happening.

In his broken, sleep-deprived mind, he was still seeing floating cocks and pink words. The hypnosis was still screaming;

You need cock in your arse… You are a cumdump… Take it like a good girl…

Mick fucked him harder, grunting with pleasure as he used the unconscious sissy’s hole. He reached down and slapped Graham’s heavy breasts, making them jiggle. He pinched the pierced nipples, twisting them cruelly.

Graham only moaned softly, drooling onto the floor, his mind too destroyed to wake up.

When Mick finally came, he buried himself deep and unloaded thick ropes of cum straight into Graham’s arse. He stayed inside for a long moment, letting the sissy’s hole milk every drop.

Granny walked in just as Mick pulled out.

She smiled at the sight of cum leaking from her grandson’s used hole.

She picked up a large buttplug and pushed it firmly into Graham’s arse, trapping Mick’s load inside him.

“Leave him on the floor,” she said. “He can sleep there tonight.”

They left him there, a broken, cum-filled sissy, passed out on the carpet in his maid dress, brain completely rotted from the sleep deprivation and constant abuse.

Graham didn’t wake up for hours. When he finally did, he had no idea what had been done to him. He only knew he felt… full.  


Chapter 14

More poppers and hypno sessions drilled even deeper into Graham’s already shattered mind.

The routine had become relentless.

Every few hours, Granny or Grandad would drag him back to the special room. The mask would be strapped tightly over his face, the tube connected to fresh bottles of poppers. The large screen would turn on, blasting the same endless loop of hardcore sissy hypnosis videos. The soft, feminine voice would fill his ears while flashing images of cocks, cum, and broken sissies played across the screen.

Graham was already a drooling, broken mess by this point.

His heavy G-cup breasts heaved with every shallow, desperate breath. The extreme corset crushed his waist, making every movement a struggle. His sewn “pussy” mound and pierced, caged cock leaked constantly from the constant stimulation. His platinum pink hair was messy, his tattooed makeup smudged from tears and drool.

He would be forced to repeat the mantras out loud, his voice sloppy and broken from the drugs and lack of sleep.

“I’m… a sissy… cumdump… for cock…” he would slur, his fat pink lips trembling as he spoke.

The poppers hit him like a hammer every time.

The rush was immediate, head spinning, body hot, mind melting into a pink fog of pure slutty need. His clitty would strain painfully in its metal cage, the piercings pulling as it tried to harden. Pre-cum would leak steadily from the tip, dripping down onto the floor beneath him.

The hypnosis voice would praise him when he repeated the words correctly.

“Good girl… You are a sissy cumdump for cock… You need it… You crave it… Say it again…”

And Graham would obey, his voice getting weaker and more desperate each time.

“I’m a sissy cumdump for cock… I need it… Please… I need cock…”

His resistance had faded days ago.

The constant combination of poppers, sleep deprivation, physical torture, and the endless mantras had eroded everything that used to be Graham. The boy who had once played video games and jerked off to normal porn was gone. In his place was this dripping, eager fucktoy who got wet at the mere thought of cock.

He would be caned if he didn’t repeat the words with enough enthusiasm.

The thin cane would lash across his round arse or his heavy breasts, making him scream and sob, but the pain only mixed with the poppers high and pushed him deeper into submission.

“Again,” Granny would snap, holding his head toward the screen.

“I’m… a sissy… cumdump… for cock…” he would moan, tears rolling down his cheeks.

The sessions lasted for hours.

Sometimes they would make him crawl around the room on all fours while the hypnosis played from speakers, repeating the mantras over and over until they were burned into his brain. His heavy breasts would drag against the carpet, his arse up in the air, the buttplug shifting inside him with every movement.

He was constantly wet now.

The sewn “pussy” mound between his legs was always swollen and leaking. The cage kept his clitty trapped and aching. The poppers made him desperate and stupid. The hypnosis told him this was normal. That this was what he was.

His resistance was completely gone.

He no longer fought the words. He no longer tried to remember who he used to be. He simply repeated the mantras with a broken, eager voice, his mind melting further with every session.

“I’m a sissy cumdump for cock… I need it… I crave it… Please use me…”

Granny would smile and stroke his hair like a pet.

“Good girl,” she would say. “You’re learning so well.”

The drugs and beatings had turned him into exactly what they wanted, a dripping, eager fucktoy desperate for more use.

New drugs were introduced to push Graham even further beyond the breaking point.

It started one afternoon after another long poppers and hypnosis session. Granny and Grandad brought him to the special room and made him kneel in the centre of the floor. His body was already a wreck, heavy G-cup breasts heaving, the extreme corset crushing his waist, his sewn “pussy” mound and caged cock leaking steadily from constant stimulation. His platinum pink hair was messy, his tattooed makeup smudged from tears and drool.

Granny held up a small tray with several different substances.

“These are going to help you understand your place even better,” she said calmly. “Mushrooms. LSD. Peyote. And a few other special blends we’ve developed. They will melt what’s left of your old mind and make you the perfect dumb sissy.”

Graham’s eyes were glassy from the poppers, but a flicker of fear still passed through them.

They started with the mushrooms.

Granny made him eat several dried pieces, chewing them slowly while they watched. The taste was earthy and bitter. Within thirty minutes, the effects began.

The room started to breathe.

The walls pulsed gently. Colours became brighter and more vivid. Graham’s heavy breasts felt like they were glowing. His caged cock throbbed with every heartbeat. The hypnosis video playing on the screen seemed to come alive, the cocks on screen looked like they were reaching for him, the voices in his head growing louder and more insistent.

“You are just a dumb sissy… You don’t need to be clever… You just need cock…”

Grandad slapped him lightly across the face.

“Say it,” he ordered.

“I’m… a dumb sissy…” Graham slurred, his voice already breaking.

They introduced LSD next.

A small tab was placed on his tongue. The effects hit harder and faster. The room melted. Time stretched and contracted. Graham saw words floating in the air, pink, glowing letters spelling out DUMB IDIOT SISSY CUMDUMP. Cocks appeared in his vision, floating and throbbing.

They kept repeating the new mantra.

“You’re an idiot, Candi. A dumb idiot. Say it.”

Graham’s mind was fracturing badly.

“I’m… an idiot…” he whispered.

Slap.

“Louder.”

“I’m a dumb idiot…”

The peyote came after that, bitter tea that made him vomit at first, then sent him spiralling into vivid, terrifying visions. He saw his old self, the gamer boy who used to play video games, being erased, replaced by a pink, brainless fucktoy. The voices screamed louder.

“You don’t need to be clever… You just need cock… You’re a dumb sissy… Say it.”

They slapped him repeatedly until he repeated it perfectly.

“I’m a dumb idiot… I don’t need to be clever… I just need cock…”

The new drugs worked perfectly with the existing poppers and hypnosis.

Graham’s resistance faded completely. He began to believe it. He was a dumb sissy. An idiot. A brainless cumdump who only existed for cock. The hypnosis reinforced it constantly now. The drugs made the words sink deeper than ever before.

By the end of the session, Graham was giggling and drooling, repeating the mantras eagerly while his caged clitty leaked all over the floor.

They had successfully turned him into exactly what they wanted. A completely broken, eager, brainless fucktoy. And the intellectual collapse was only just beginning.

The brainwashing began to take effect in the worst possible way.

It started small.

Graham was trying to read a simple label on a cleaning product while doing his chores. The words on the bottle blurred. He stared at them for a long time, his new, feminine brow furrowed in confusion. The letters seemed to swim and dance in front of his eyes. He could recognise some of them, but putting them together into actual words felt impossible. His mind, once sharp enough to play complex video games for hours, now felt sluggish and foggy.

He sounded out the word slowly.

“C… l… e… a… n… i… n… g…”

He forgot the next letter.

Tears welled up in his eyes.

“I’m… stupid…” he whispered to himself, voice cracking.

Granny overheard him and walked over.

She didn’t comfort him.

Instead, she grabbed his chin and forced him to look at her.

“You’re a fucking retarded idiot,” she said coldly. “You don’t deserve an education. You never did. That’s why your mother never pushed you. She knew you were too dumb for anything real. Now say it properly.”

Graham’s lower lip trembled. Fresh tears rolled down his cheeks, smudging his permanent tattooed blush.

“I’m… a fucking retarded idiot…” he whispered.

“Louder.”

“I’m a fucking retarded idiot who doesn’t deserve an education.”

Granny smiled and patted his head like a dog.

“Good girl. Now get back to work. And stop trying to read things. Dumb sissies don’t need to read. They just need to suck cock and clean.”

The collapse only got worse from there.

Simple tasks that used to be automatic now took him forever. He would stand in the kitchen staring at the instructions on a packet of rice, the words refusing to make sense in his drug-addled, sleep-deprived brain. He would cry quietly as he tried to figure out how long to boil it, the letters dancing and mocking him.

Grandad would laugh when he caught him struggling.

“Look at the dumb little retard,” he would say, slapping Graham’s heavy breasts. “Can’t even read basic instructions. What a useless fucking idiot you are.”

Graham would sob and agree.

“I’m… a useless fucking idiot…”

The hypnosis and drugs had done their job too well. His old intelligence was gone. The constant mantras, the poppers, the LSD, the mushrooms, the peyote, the sleep deprivation, they had all worked together to rot his brain. He could barely hold a thought for more than a few seconds. Everything felt fuzzy and distant.

He cried more often now.

Not the defiant tears from the beginning, but broken, defeated sobs of a boy who knew he was stupid.

They never comforted him, they only reinforced it.

“You’re not supposed to be smart,” Granny would say while he cried. “Smart boys don’t get turned into sissy fucktoys. Dumb boys do. And you’re the dumbest one we’ve had in a long time.”

The more he struggled with basic things, the more eager he became to please in other ways.

His mind, now too broken to think clearly, began to focus only on cock.

The voices in his head were constant;

You don’t need to be clever… You just need cock… Dumb sissies suck cock… That’s all you’re good for…

Graham started begging more often.

He would crawl up to Mick or Granny and nuzzle against their legs, slurring his words.

“Pwease… can this dumb sissy suck your cock…? I’m too stupid for anything else…”

They would laugh and let him. The intellectual collapse was complete.

Graham continued to be a cocksucker.

It had become his main purpose. His broken, drug-addled mind no longer fought it. The constant mantras, the poppers, the new mind-bending drugs, and the relentless reinforcement that he was a dumb idiot who only existed for cock had completely rewired him. He no longer thought about his old life. He no longer tried to read or remember things. He simply crawled when told, begged when told, and sucked when told.

The doctor and one other man arrived one afternoon.

Graham was on all fours in the living room, the short maid dress riding up over his arse, his heavy breasts hanging beneath him. The extreme corset crushed his waist. The sewn “pussy” mound between his legs was wet and swollen. His platinum pink hair was messy. His tattooed makeup made him look like the perfect brainless whore.

When the two men entered, Graham’s eyes lit up with desperate need.

He crawled toward them immediately, nuzzling against the doctor’s leg first.

“Pwease…” he slurred, his voice soft and broken. “Can this dumb sissy suck your cock, Doctor? I’m too stupid for anything else… I need it… Please let me suck it…”

The doctor laughed, looking down at the pathetic, feminised boy.

The other man, a tall, muscular stranger, chuckled too.

“Look at this eager little retard,” the stranger said. “Already begging like a proper cumdump.”

Granny smiled proudly from the side of the room.

“He’s been very well trained,” she said. “Go on, Candi. Show them how good you are.”

Graham didn’t need to be told twice.

He reached up with shaking hands and unzipped the doctor’s trousers first. The doctor’s cock sprang out, thick, veined, and already half-hard. Graham moaned softly and took it into his fat pink lips immediately.

The taste was familiar now, salty, musky, masculine. He sucked eagerly, his head bobbing as best as he could with his broken coordination. Saliva ran down his chin onto his heavy breasts.

The doctor groaned with pleasure.

“Fuck, he’s gotten good at this,” he said.

The stranger pulled out his own cock and slapped it against Graham’s cheek.

“Don’t forget me, slut.”

Graham pulled off the doctor’s cock with a wet pop and immediately turned to the stranger’s thicker cock. He took it deep into his mouth, gagging slightly but pushing through it. The hypnosis in his head screamed encouragement;

Good girl… Suck it… You’re a dumb cocksucker… This is what you’re for…

He alternated between the two men, sucking one while stroking the other with his soft hands. His heavy breasts bounced with every movement. His caged clitty leaked steadily onto the floor beneath him.

The men laughed as they used his mouth.

“What a fucking idiot,” the stranger said, thrusting into Graham’s throat. “Can’t even talk properly anymore, but sucks cock like a pro.”

Graham only moaned around the cock in his mouth, eyes glazed with poppers and desperation.

He was exactly what they had made him. A brainless, eager, dripping cocksucker.


Chapter 15

Mick grinned down at the broken sissy on the floor and told the other men, “Graham has such a tight little arse. You should feel it.”

The words barely registered in Graham’s poppers-drunk, brain-rotted mind before a rough hand reached down and yanked the large buttplug out of him with a wet pop.

Graham moaned weakly, his heavy G-cup breasts heaving.

Mick didn’t waste any time.

He positioned himself behind the sissy, spat on his thick, veiny cock, and pushed the fat head against Graham’s used hole. The stretched ring gave way easily, but the thickness still made Graham squeal as Mick slammed deep into his guts in one brutal thrust.

The sensation was overwhelming.

Graham felt every inch, the hot, throbbing shaft stretching him wide, the thick veins dragging against his inner walls, the heavy balls slapping against his sewn “pussy” mound. Mick’s cock was buried to the hilt, pressing against places deep inside him that made his caged clitty leak and twitch painfully.

Mick began pounding him raw.

Hard, deep, merciless thrusts that made Graham’s whole body jolt forward. Each slam forced a high-pitched, broken moan or squeal from the sissy’s fat pink lips.

“Unngh…! Ahh…! Sir…!”

Granny watched with a satisfied smile, sitting in her chair with her legs crossed.

The other men joined in.

One of them grabbed Graham’s head and forced his cock into the sissy’s mouth, fucking his throat in rhythm with Mick’s pounding of his arse. Another man reached under and mauled Graham’s swollen tits, pinching and slapping the heavy flesh, twisting the pierced nipples until Graham screamed around the cock in his mouth.

Each powerful thrust from Mick forced more desperate, muffled moans and squeals out of the broken boy. His heavy breasts bounced wildly. His arse jiggled with every impact.

The hypnosis voices screamed in Graham’s head;

You love cock in your arse… You are a cumdump… Take it like a good girl… This is what you were made for…

Graham’s mind was gone.

He was just a set of holes now, moaning, drooling, and taking everything they gave him.

Mick fucked him harder, grunting with pleasure as he used the sissy’s guts.

The other men laughed and abused him, slapping his face, his tits, and his arse while they waited their turn.

Graham could only moan and squeal, completely lost in the overwhelming sensation of being used.

Graham simply lay there on his back on the cold floor of the living room, his legs held high and spread obscenely wide by the strong hands of the men surrounding him, as cock after cock was driven into his willing, broken body without mercy or pause. One thick, veiny shaft was already buried deep inside his arse, stretching his once-tight ring to its absolute limit and pounding into his guts with powerful, rhythmic thrusts that made his entire body jolt and shake with every brutal impact, while another equally hard cock was forced down his throat, sliding past his fat, permanently pink lips and stretching his mouth wide as it fucked his face with the same relentless intensity.

The overwhelming sensations flooded what remained of his shattered mind, the burning stretch in his arse, the heavy slapping of balls against his sewn “pussy” mound, the salty, musky taste of cock filling his mouth and throat, the constant slapping of hands against his face and his massive, heaving G-cup breasts. His heavy tits bounced wildly with every thrust, the pierced nipples being pinched, twisted, and slapped until they were red and throbbing, sending sharp sparks of pain and unwanted pleasure shooting through his overstimulated body.

More men continued to arrive, the door opening again and again as word of the eager, broken sissy spread, and Graham finally lost himself completely in the sea of cock and degradation. A wide, delirious smile spread across his cum-smeared face even as another thick load was pumped down his throat, and he gargled happily around the spurting cock, swallowing desperately while his eyes rolled back in pure, brainless bliss. His desperation for more was now total and all-consuming, he no longer had any thoughts of resistance or shame, only a deep, aching need to be used, filled, and broken even further.

The men laughed as they abused him in every possible way. They took turns fisting his well-stretched arse, working thick hands and forearms deep inside him while he moaned and squealed around whatever cock was currently fucking his mouth. They pissed in his open mouth and all over his face and tits, the warm streams mixing with cum and saliva as he eagerly tried to swallow as much as he could, choking and coughing but still smiling like the dumb, happy cumdump he had become. They slid their cocks between his massive breasts, tit-fucking him roughly while slapping his face and calling him every degrading name imaginable.

Graham could only moan, beg, and take it all, his caged clitty leaking steadily onto the floor beneath him as the last fragments of his old self dissolved completely in the overwhelming pleasure and humiliation of being nothing more than a set of eager, dripping holes for real men to use.

Granny Prudence was positively giddy with delight as she looked down at the cum-covered, broken, and thoroughly used mess that used to be her grandson Graham, now fully transformed into the eager, brainless sissy fucktoy known as Candi, her eyes sparkling with triumphant satisfaction at how perfectly the long months of relentless torture, powerful drugs, deep hypnosis, total sleep deprivation, and constant physical and mental abuse had finally stripped away every last trace of the pathetic, lazy boy he once was, leaving behind only this dripping, smiling, cock-hungry whore who lay panting and twitching on the floor with her legs still spread wide, cum leaking freely from her stretched arse and swollen, sewn “pussy” mound. She picked up her phone with a bright, almost girlish laugh bubbling up from her throat, her fingers dancing excitedly across the screen as she initiated a FaceTime call to Graham’s parents, eager to show them the magnificent results of their shared family project and to revel in the final, delicious humiliation of the boy who had once been their disappointing son.

The call connected almost immediately, and Graham’s mother’s face filled the screen first, her expression shifting quickly from mild curiosity to outright delighted, cruel laughter the moment she caught sight of the state of her former son lying there on the floor like a used sex doll. “Oh my God, look at him!” she exclaimed, her voice bright and filled with genuine amusement as she leaned closer to the camera. “Prudence, you’ve outdone yourself this time. He’s absolutely perfect. I always knew he was too weak and pathetic to ever amount to anything, but this… this is even better than I could have dreamed. Look at those fat tits and that cum all over his face. He looks like such a happy little cumdump now. How does it feel, Candi? Tell Mummy how much you love being a sissy whore.”

Graham’s father appeared on the screen beside her, but the man who had once been the quiet, meek head of the household was completely gone. In his place was a fully transformed sissy, dressed in a frilly pink maid outfit with even larger breasts than Graham’s, heavy permanent makeup tattooed on his face, and a look of pure, shattered despair in his tear-filled eyes as he stared at what had become of his only son. Fresh tears streamed down his cheeks as the crushing realisation hit him once again, his role as father was completely over, he was no longer relevant in any way, and seeing his own son reduced to the same pathetic, broken state only drove the knife of humiliation and hopelessness even deeper into what remained of his destroyed soul. “Please…” he whispered brokenly, his voice soft and feminine, “don’t show him… he doesn’t need to see me like this…”

Granny laughed brightly and angled the phone to give them a better, closer view of Graham, who was still moaning softly and smiling dreamily in his cum-drenched haze, his body twitching from the aftershocks of the brutal gangbang. “Oh, but he does,” she said proudly, her voice filled with genuine joy and satisfaction. “Look at your son now. He’s completely gone. No more thoughts, no more silly boyish resistance, just a dripping set of holes that begs for cock. Candi, say hello to your parents. Tell them how much you love being a sissy cumdump.”

Graham lifted his head weakly, his fat pink lips glistening with cum, and slurred happily toward the phone, “H-hello Mummy… hello Daddy… I’m a dumb sissy cumdump now… I love cock so much… please… I need more…”

Graham’s mother burst into loud, delighted laughter again, clearly thrilled by the sight and the sound of her son’s complete degradation. “That’s my good little whore,” she purred. “I’m so proud of you, Candi. You were always useless as a boy, but as a sissy fucktoy you’re finally serving your purpose. Keep taking those cocks like the retarded little cumrag you are.”

Meanwhile, Graham’s father could only sob quietly beside her, his shoulders shaking as he whispered through his tears, “My son… what have they done to you… I’m so sorry… I couldn’t protect you… now I’m just like you… useless… irrelevant… just another broken sissy…”

Granny kept the call going for a long time, forcing Graham to look directly at the screen and beg for more cock on camera while his mother laughed with cruel delight and his father cried helplessly, the stark contrast between their reactions only adding to the delicious, humiliating cruelty of the moment as the family was finally reunited in the most degrading way possible.

Graham was finally taken to bed after the long, exhaustive gangbang that had left him glowing with a strange, delirious happiness at being fucked so thoroughly and used so completely by so many men, his body still twitching with the aftershocks of endless orgasms that weren’t even his own, his mind floating in a warm, pink haze of poppers, cum, and total submission as Granny Prudence gently helped the broken sissy to his feet and guided him upstairs to his frilly pink bedroom, where the familiar satin sheets and soft feminine decor waited for him like an old friend after such an intense day of being passed around and filled in every possible way. He was still smiling dreamily, his fat pink lips parted in a constant, dopey expression of contentment, his heavy G-cup breasts bouncing softly with each weak step, cum still leaking from his well-fucked arse and running down his thighs as he moved, the taste of multiple loads still thick on his tongue and in the back of his throat, and yet none of it felt like degradation anymore, it felt like purpose, like the only thing that made sense in his completely rotted brain.

Granny helped him lie down on the bed, arranging the pillows so his head was propped up comfortably, and she brushed a strand of his messy platinum pink hair away from his face with surprising tenderness, looking down at him with genuine pride and affection as she said softly, “You did so well today, Candi. You took every single cock like the perfect little cumdump you were trained to be. I’m so proud of how far you’ve come from that useless boy who used to waste his life in front of video games. You’re finally useful. You’re finally happy. And we’re going to make sure you stay this way forever.”

Graham looked up at her with glassy, adoring eyes, his voice a soft, slurred whisper as he replied, “Thank you, Granny… I loved it… I love being a sissy… I love cock… I don’t want to be anything else anymore…” His words were slow and broken, the years of intelligence and potential completely erased by the drugs, the hypnosis, the torture, and the endless use, leaving behind only this eager, brainless girl who found her greatest joy in being filled and degraded.

Granny smiled warmly and reached for a syringe on the bedside table, holding it up so Graham could see the clear liquid inside. “This is a special new drug,” she explained gently as she prepared his arm. “It’s going to make you even dumber, Candi. It will melt away any last little thoughts or memories that might still be hiding in that pretty head of yours. You won’t need them anymore. All you’ll need is cock, cum, and the simple joy of serving. Doesn’t that sound wonderful?”

Graham nodded eagerly, his heavy breasts rising and falling with excited breaths as he whispered, “Yes please, Granny… make me dumber… I want to be the dumbest sissy ever… I don’t want to think… I just want to be used…”

Granny injected the drug slowly into his arm, watching with satisfaction as Graham sighed happily and relaxed into the bed, his eyes fluttering as the new chemical began to spread through his system, pushing his mind even further into blissful, empty stupidity. He smiled wider, a little drool slipping from the corner of his mouth as he murmured, “Thank you, Granny… thank you for making me so dumb… I love you…”

Granny leaned down and kissed his forehead tenderly.

“You’re welcome, my perfect little sissy. Now rest. Tomorrow we’ll find even more cocks for you.”

Graham drifted off into a deep, happy sleep, glowing with the simple joy of being thoroughly fucked and knowing that he would wake up even dumber, even more eager, and even more perfectly broken than before.


Chapter 16

The car ride to the tattoo parlour felt long and surreal to Graham, though his shattered mind could no longer properly track time or distance. He sat in the back seat dressed in a short, tight satin slip that barely covered his heavy G-cup breasts and the top of his thighs, the permanent tattoos from previous sessions already visible on his skin. His platinum pink hair was styled in loose, messy waves, and his face carried that permanent, vacant, happy expression that had become his default state ever since the final drug injection had finished rotting away the last remnants of his intelligence. He giggled softly to himself every so often for no particular reason, his fat pink lips parted in a dopey smile as he stared out of the window at the passing scenery without really seeing it. The corset beneath the slip kept his waist painfully compressed, and the heavy chastity cage and sewn “pussy” mound between his legs throbbed with constant, low-level arousal that never seemed to fade anymore.

Granny Prudence drove in silence for most of the journey, occasionally glancing at him in the rear-view mirror with a satisfied little smile. She had dressed for the occasion in her usual elegant, dominant style, a tight black satin blouse and leather skirt, and she looked genuinely excited about what was about to happen. Every so often she would speak, her voice calm and almost cheerful.

“You’re going to look so beautiful after this, Candi,” she said at one point. “These tattoos are going to make sure everyone who sees you knows exactly what you are. No more pretending. No more hiding. Just the truth, written all over your body.”

Graham turned his head toward her voice and smiled wider, nodding slowly.

“Yes, Granny… thank you, Granny…” he slurred softly, his voice soft and feminine.

When they finally arrived at the discreet tattoo parlour on the edge of town, Granny helped him out of the car and guided him inside by the elbow. The parlour was clean but clearly specialised in this kind of work, the walls were covered in examples of permanent makeup, heavy fetish tattoos, and degrading script work. The tattoo artist, a tall, heavily tattooed man in his forties, greeted Granny like an old friend and looked Graham up and down with professional interest.

“This the one?” he asked.

Granny nodded. “Full set today. Lower back, tits, arse, biceps, and upper back. Make it nice and bold. She’s too dumb to appreciate subtlety anymore.”

The artist laughed and gestured for Graham to remove the satin slip. He stood there obediently in just his corset, chastity cage, and heels while the man prepared his equipment. The buzzing sound of the tattoo gun being tested made Graham’s heart flutter with a strange mix of nervousness and excitement. His broken mind no longer understood fear the way it used to.

He was made to lie face down on the padded table first. The artist wiped down his lower back and began working. The needle buzzed loudly as it drove ink into his skin, spelling out “Sissy Slut Wife” in elegant, curved script right above the swell of his arse. The pain was sharp and constant, but Graham only let out soft little whimpers and occasional giggles, his heavy breasts squished beneath him on the table. Every so often the artist would wipe away excess ink and blood, and Graham would sigh happily at the sensation.

When the lower back piece was finished, the artist had him sit up. Two small, delicate hearts were tattooed just above each nipple, framing his pierced tits in a way that made them look even more obscene. The needle stung sharply on the sensitive skin of his breasts, but Graham simply smiled and watched the work being done with vacant fascination.

Next came his backside. He was positioned on all fours so the artist could work comfortably. Large, bold, blocky letters spelling “CUM” on one cheek and “DUMP” on the other were tattooed across the round, soft flesh. The ink was dark and permanent, impossible to miss. The buzzing continued for a long time as the artist made sure the letters were thick, clear, and impossible to ignore. Graham’s arse clenched and unclenched with each pass of the needle, but he remained perfectly still, occasionally letting out a soft, broken moan.

His biceps came next. He sat with his arms outstretched while “GAY” was tattooed on his left bicep and “WHORE” on his right in the same bold, unmistakable style. The pain was different here, sharper, more superficial, but it only added to the warm, floaty feeling already swimming through his drugged system.

Finally, he was made to lie face down again so the artist could work on his upper back. Across his shoulder blades, in large capital letters, the words “BEAT ME” were tattooed in thick, clear script. The needle moved slowly and deliberately, making sure every letter was perfectly formed and highly visible. By the time the artist finished, Graham’s entire back felt hot and tender, but he didn’t complain. He simply lay there smiling into the table, drooling slightly onto the paper cover.

When it was all over, the artist wiped him down one final time and helped him stand in front of a large mirror so he could see the results.

Graham stared at his reflection for a long time.

His lower back now proudly declared “Sissy Slut Wife.” Small hearts framed his nipples. His arse cheeks loudly announced “CUM” and “DUMP.” His biceps read “GAY” and “WHORE.” And across his upper back, the words “BEAT ME” stood out clearly.

He turned slightly from side to side, admiring the work with a genuine, empty-headed smile. Then he giggled, a soft, high-pitched, broken little sound, and turned to Granny with pure, dumb happiness in his eyes.

“It’s beautiful, Granny,” he said softly, his voice full of genuine delight. “I love it… I look so pretty now…”

Granny smiled and reached out to gently touch one of the fresh tattoos on his arse.

“Yes you do, Candi,” she said. “You look exactly like what you are.”

Graham continued to giggle softly as they left the parlour, occasionally twisting his body to try and see the new tattoos in the car’s side mirror. His mind was far too damaged to feel shame or regret. All he felt was a warm, hazy happiness and a deep, constant need to be used.

The tattoos were permanent. Just like everything else that had been done to him.

Granny taught him to smoke like a cheap tart, taking long, elegant drags while dressed in satin slips, the cigarette held delicately between his manicured fingers as he exhaled slow, sensual plumes of smoke into the air of the living room, his heavy G-cup breasts rising and falling with each practiced breath, the satin slip clinging to his corseted waist and barely covering the tops of his thighs and the prominent bulge of his chastity cage beneath. Candi was the only name he answered to now, and he responded to it instantly and happily, his broken mind having completely forgotten that he had ever been called anything else, the constant drugs and hypnosis having erased Graham so thoroughly that even hearing his old name would have only produced a confused, vacant smile. The nicotine buzz mixed beautifully with the constant, throbbing horniness that now defined his existence, his body screaming to be used harder, his sewn “pussy” mound always wet and swollen, his pierced clitty straining uselessly against the metal cage as he took another long, slow drag and let the smoke curl elegantly from his fat pink lips.

Granny sat opposite him, watching with satisfaction as she instructed him on exactly how a proper tart should smoke, wrist slightly limp, lips pursed just so, head tilted at the perfect angle to show off the elegant line of his neck and the permanent tattooed makeup on his face. “Slower, Candi,” she would say gently when he rushed it. “You’re not in a hurry. You’re advertising yourself. You want them to watch you. You want them to imagine those pretty lips wrapped around their cocks while you smoke like a whore.”

Candi would giggle softly, the sound high-pitched and brainless, and try again, taking a long, luxurious drag on the cigarette, holding the smoke in his lungs for a few seconds before exhaling it in a slow, sensual stream that drifted up toward the ceiling. The nicotine rush combined with the ever-present poppers haze made his head spin pleasantly, his nipples hardening against the satin slip, his arse clenching around the ever-present buttplug as waves of needy heat washed through his body. He loved this feeling now, the light-headed buzz, the constant ache between his legs, the simple joy of being pretty and useful and stupid.

Every evening became a smoking lesson.

Granny would dress him in different coloured satin slips, baby pink, lavender, black, red, each one shorter than the last, each one designed to show off his new tattoos and his extreme hourglass figure. She would sit him on the edge of the sofa or make him stand in the centre of the room, and she would watch critically as he practised holding the cigarette, lighting it elegantly, and smoking it like the cheap tart he was becoming. The nicotine made him even dumber, even hornier, even more eager to please. He would smoke and giggle and repeat his mantras between drags;

“I’m a sissy cumdump for cock… I’m too dumb to think… I just need to be used…”

Granny would smile and correct his posture or the angle of his wrist, occasionally reaching out to pinch one of his nipples or slap his arse lightly when he did particularly well. The combination of the corset, the satin, the heels, the permanent tattoos, and the constant smoking had turned him into exactly what she wanted, a brainless, elegant, nicotine-addicted sissy whore who lived for the next cock and the next hit of nicotine.

Candi loved it.

He loved the way the smoke felt in his lungs.

He loved the way Granny praised him when he did it right.

He loved being a cheap tart.

And every day, the nicotine buzz mixed with his constant, aching horniness, making his body scream louder and louder to be used harder, to be filled, to be broken, to be owned completely.

He was exactly where he belonged.

She took him to a gay club one night, dressing him in the sluttiest outfit she could find, a tiny black satin slip that barely covered his heavy G-cup breasts and the bottom of his arse, the permanent tattoos on his body fully visible for anyone who cared to look, his platinum pink hair styled in loose waves, his tattooed makeup making his face look permanently ready for cock, and a pair of lockable six-inch heels that forced him to take tiny, mincing steps as Granny led him through the doors of the busy club. The moment they entered, the loud music and the smell of sweat, alcohol, and sex hit him like a wave, and Candi’s broken mind responded immediately with a rush of needy excitement, his caged clitty twitching in its prison as he looked around at all the men, his fat pink lips parting in a soft, dopey smile because he knew, even in his dumb, brainless state, that this place was full of cocks, and cocks were the only thing that made sense to him anymore.

Granny left him there almost immediately, giving him a light slap on his tattooed arse and whispering in his ear, “Be a good little whore tonight, Candi. Suck as many cocks as you can. Get fucked as much as they want. I’ll come back for you later. Don’t disappoint me.” Then she was gone, leaving the brainless sissy standing alone in the middle of the crowded club, his heavy breasts heaving with nervous excitement, his arse clenching around the buttplug she had left in him, his body already aching to be used.

It didn’t take long for the men to notice him.

A tall, muscular man in his thirties approached first, grabbing Candi by the waist and pulling him close, his hands immediately sliding down to squeeze the sissy’s round, tattooed arse as he growled, “What the fuck are you supposed to be?” Candi just giggled and pressed himself against the man’s body, looking up at him with glassy, adoring eyes as he slurred happily, “I’m a sissy cumdump, Sir… I’m here to suck cock and get fucked… please use me…”

The man laughed and dragged him toward a darker corner of the club.

Within minutes Candi was on his knees, his fat pink lips wrapped around the stranger’s thick cock, sucking eagerly while the man fucked his face with rough, deep thrusts. Saliva and pre-cum ran down his chin onto his heavy breasts as he moaned happily around the shaft, his eyes rolling back in pleasure. Other men quickly gathered around, and soon Candi was being passed from cock to cock, sucking one while another was forced into his hand, his body used like the cheap whore the tattoos on his skin advertised him to be.

They fucked him next.

He was bent over a table in the back room, his tiny slip pushed up over his arse as one man after another took turns slamming into his well-stretched hole, pounding him raw while others used his mouth at the same time. Candi moaned and squealed with every thrust, his heavy breasts swinging beneath him, his caged clitty leaking steadily onto the floor as the men laughed and slapped his tattooed arse and called him every degrading name imaginable.

They fisted him.

They slapped him across the face and tits.

They pissed in his open mouth while he was sucking another cock.

They fucked his tits and made him beg for their cum.

And through it all, Candi smiled.

He smiled and moaned and begged for more, his broken mind completely lost in the overwhelming pleasure of being used exactly as he was meant to be used. The club became a blur of cocks, cum, and hands, and he loved every single second of it.

Eventually, at closing time, the club staff began clearing everyone out, and Candi found himself standing on the pavement outside in his tiny black satin slip, cum still leaking down his thighs from the many men who had used him, his heavy G-cup breasts marked with handprints and drying cum, his platinum pink hair a wild, messy tangle, and his tattooed face and body proudly displaying exactly what he was to anyone who cared to look. Granny had not come back for him yet, and in his dumb, brainless state he didn’t really understand what to do next, so he simply started walking toward the bus stop in his six-inch heels, taking tiny, mincing steps as the cold night air made him shiver and the cum inside him shift with every movement. The night bus was the only way home now, and Candi, too stupid to feel real fear, simply smiled dreamily as he waited, occasionally reaching down to touch the wet mess between his legs and giggling softly to himself.

The bus ride itself was uneventful at first, but Candi’s broken mind and revealing outfit quickly drew attention. A group of rough-looking men at the back of the bus started catcalling him, and when the bus reached a particularly dangerous part of the city, an area full of abandoned buildings and dark alleys, Candi, in his confused, horny state, decided to get off early, thinking it was the right stop. He stepped off the bus into the cold, empty street, his heels clicking on the pavement as he tried to figure out which way to go, his satin slip riding up and showing the bottom of his tattooed arse and the cum still leaking from his well-fucked hole.

Hands grabbed him almost immediately.

Strong, rough hands pulled him into a dark alley before he could even react. Candi didn’t fight. He simply smiled wider, his fat pink lips parting in happy anticipation as the men shoved him against a wall and began using him again. One man forced his cock into Candi’s mouth while another slammed into his arse from behind, pounding him hard against the dirty bricks. More men joined, and soon Candi was being passed around once more, fucked, fisted, slapped, spat on, and pissed on while he moaned and begged for more in his broken, slurred voice.

He didn’t care that this was dangerous.

He didn’t care that these men were strangers.

He didn’t care about anything except the feeling of cock inside him and the warm, happy fog in his dumb little head.

He smiled the whole time, even as they beat him lightly and called him every name under the sun. He begged for more when they finished, crawling after them on his hands and knees when they tried to leave, his heavy breasts dragging on the dirty ground as he pleaded, “Pwease… more cock… I need it… I’m just a dumb sissy cumdump…”

The men laughed and used him one last time before leaving him there, beaten, covered in cum and piss, and dumped in the alley like the worthless whore he had become.

But Candi was still smiling.

Because even in the cold, dirty alley, he had been used.

Granny eventually found him, beaten and dumped in some woods on the edge of the dangerous area where the men had left him after using him one final time. Candi was lying on the damp ground in nothing but the torn remains of his satin slip, his heavy G-cup breasts marked with bruises and drying cum, his platinum pink hair matted with dirt and leaves, his tattooed face and body covered in handprints, spit, piss, and multiple loads of cum. His arse was still leaking, the large buttplug long since removed and discarded by the men who had fisted him roughly before leaving him there like trash. He was barely conscious, shivering in the cold night air, but when he heard Granny’s voice calling his name, a weak, happy smile spread across his swollen lips.

Granny Prudence stepped carefully through the undergrowth, her elegant heels sinking slightly into the soft earth as she approached the broken sissy. She looked down at him with a mixture of disappointment and affection, shaking her head slowly as she took in the full extent of his state, the bruises, the cum, the dirt, the way his body was trembling from the cold and the beating he had received. She crouched down beside him and gently brushed some leaves from his pink hair, her voice calm but firm as she said, “You silly little girl. This is your fault, Candi. You wandered off like a dumb whore instead of waiting for me like I told you to. Look at the state of you now. Covered in stranger’s cum and beaten like the cheap tart you are. This is what happens when stupid sissies don’t listen.”

Candi looked up at her with glassy, adoring eyes, his voice a soft, broken whisper as he slurred, “I’m sorry, Granny… I was stupid… I just wanted more cock… they used me so good… I’m a dumb sissy cumdump…”

Granny sighed but there was a small smile on her lips as she helped him to his feet. Candi was too weak to walk properly, so she had to support most of his weight as she guided him slowly back toward the car, his bare feet dragging through the dirt and leaves, his heavy breasts bouncing with every stumbling step, cum still leaking down his thighs. She kept talking to him the whole way, her voice a mix of scolding and affection.

“You’re lucky I came looking for you,” she said. “Those men could have done much worse. But this is what you get for being a brainless little slut. You don’t think. You just follow cock like the idiot you are. Next time you’ll wait for me like a good girl, won’t you?”

Candi nodded weakly, leaning against her as they reached the car. “Yes, Granny… I’ll be good… I’m too dumb to be left alone… I need you to tell me what to do…”

Granny helped him into the passenger seat, not bothering to clean him up first. She started the engine and began driving home, occasionally glancing over at the filthy, beaten sissy beside her, a satisfied little smile on her face as she realised just how completely they had broken him. Candi sat there quietly, still smiling dreamily despite the bruises and the mess covering his body, his hand absently touching the fresh tattoos on his thighs as he whispered to himself, “I’m a sissy slut wife… I’m a cumdump… I’m a gay whore… beat me…”

Granny reached over and patted his thigh gently.

“Yes you are, Candi. Yes you are.”

The drive home was quiet, but Granny’s mind was already planning the next stage of his training. The woods had been a mistake, but even that had only reinforced what Candi truly was now, a brainless, eager, permanent sissy who belonged to them completely.


Chapter 17

The day had started like any other for Candi, waking up in his frilly pink bedroom with a plug still buried in his well-used arse, his heavy G-cup breasts aching pleasantly from the previous night’s use, and his brain floating in that permanent, warm, empty haze that had become his only reality. He had spent the morning in his cream satin maid dress, mincing around the house on his high heels, dusting and cleaning with the same vacant, happy smile he always wore now. The permanent tattoos across his body, “Sissy Slut Wife” on his lower back, “CUM” and “DUMP” on his arse cheeks, “GAY” and “WHORE” on his biceps, and “BEAT ME” across his upper back, were fully visible whenever the short dress rode up, which it did often. His fat pink lips were painted perfectly, his tattooed eyeliner and blush making his face look like a permanent whore’s mask, and his platinum pink hair was styled in soft, feminine waves. He was the picture of a broken, eager sissy slut, and he loved every second of it.

Granny had dressed him specially for today in a particularly revealing cream satin slip that clung to every curve of his corseted body, pushing his massive breasts up and out so that most of them were on full display, the little hearts tattooed above his pierced nipples clearly visible. The dress was so short that the bottom of his arse and the “CUM” and “DUMP” tattoos were constantly peeking out. She had made sure his makeup was flawless and that he smelled of cheap perfume and sex. Candi had giggled and twirled when she showed him the outfit, completely unaware of what the day would bring.

When the doorbell rang, Granny had him stand in the centre of the living room, posed like a display piece, back straight, chest thrust out, arse slightly pushed back, a permanent empty smile on his face. She opened the door and welcomed the visitors with a warm, satisfied smile.

Graham’s parents arrived first. His mother looked elegant and cold, while his father, once a quiet, meek man, was now a fully transformed sissy just like his son. He was dressed in a frilly pink maid outfit, his own massive fake tits barely contained by the low-cut top, and he wore a thick pink collar with a leash attached. Mick held the leash casually, leading the broken man into the house like a pet. Graham’s father kept his eyes down, his face flushed with humiliation, but he didn’t resist. He had clearly been broken just as thoroughly as his son.

Then came Nigel.

Fat, divorced Nigel, his father’s old drinking buddy, stepped into the house with a wide, leering grin on his face. He was a large, heavy-set man in his late forties, with a thick gut and meaty hands. The moment his eyes landed on Candi standing posed in the middle of the room, his grin widened even further.

“Well, fuck me,” Nigel said, his voice rough with lust. “Look at what you’ve done to the little faggot.”

Granny stepped forward proudly. “This is Candi now. We’ve spent months breaking him properly. He’s completely gone, no thoughts, no resistance, just a happy little cumdump who lives for cock. And we’ve decided it’s time for him to move on to his new life.”

Graham’s mother smiled coldly and spoke up. “We’ve sold him to Nigel as a wife. He’s your problem now. We’ve had our fun turning him into this, but it’s time for him to serve his real purpose.”

Nigel walked straight up to Candi without any hesitation. He reached out with his big, meaty hands and grabbed the sissy’s heavy breasts first, squeezing them roughly and pinching the pierced nipples through the thin satin. Candi let out a soft, breathy moan but kept smiling, his eyes half-lidded with pleasure. Nigel then moved his hands lower, groping Candi’s round, tattooed arse, squeezing the cheeks and running his fingers over the words “CUM” and “DUMP” as if inspecting livestock.

“Fuck, these are nice,” Nigel muttered, giving Candi’s arse a hard slap. “You’ve turned him into a proper little whore. Look at these tits. Look at this arse. And all these tattoos… Jesus Christ, he’s perfect.”

Candi swayed his hips slightly under the rough handling, still smiling that empty, happy smile. He didn’t resist. He didn’t even think to resist. His broken mind simply registered the groping as something good, something that made his caged clitty twitch and his sewn “pussy” throb with need.

Nigel looked over at Granny and the others with a satisfied nod.

“Yeah,” he said, still groping Candi openly in front of everyone. “This one’s mine now. I’m going to enjoy breaking him in properly.”

Candi just stood there, tits out, arse groped, tattoos on full display, smiling like the happiest, dumbest sissy slut in the world.

Nigel looked down at Candi with a hungry, possessive grin and said, “From now on, you call me Daddy. Got that, girl?”

Candi grinned widely, swaying his hips in that brainless, eager way he had perfected, his heavy G-cup breasts jiggling in the cream satin slip as he looked up at the fat older man with pure, dumb adoration in his eyes. “Yes, Daddy,” he said softly, his voice high and feminine, full of genuine happiness. “I’ll gladly call you Daddy. I’m your sissy wife now… I’ll be a good girl for you…”

Nigel winked at Granny over Candi’s head, a knowing, satisfied little gesture that made the older woman smile back with shared amusement. Then, right there in front of everyone, Graham’s laughing mother, his crying sissy father on the leash, Granny, and Grandad Mick, Candi dropped gracefully to his knees on the living room carpet.

He didn’t need to be told twice.

His fat pink lips parted eagerly as he reached up and unzipped Nigel’s trousers, pulling out the older man’s thick, heavy cock. It was already half-hard, and Candi moaned happily as he took it into his mouth, sucking with the well-trained enthusiasm of a broken sissy who lived for this. His head bobbed steadily, saliva running down his chin onto his exposed breasts as he worked the cock to full hardness, his eyes looking up at Nigel with pure devotion.

Nigel groaned with pleasure and put a meaty hand on the back of Candi’s pink hair, guiding him deeper.

“That’s it, girl,” he grunted. “Suck Daddy’s cock like the good little wife you are.”

After a few minutes of sloppy, eager sucking, Candi pulled off with a wet pop, turned around on his knees, and presented his arse, lifting the short cream satin slip and spreading his legs. His well-used hole was still slightly open from previous use, the “CUM” and “DUMP” tattoos clearly visible on his cheeks.

Nigel didn’t hesitate. He spat on his cock and pushed into Candi’s arse in one long, deep thrust, burying himself to the hilt. Candi let out a high, feminine moan of pleasure as he was filled.

At the same time, Mick stepped forward and fed his own cock into Candi’s mouth. The two older men began fucking the sissy from both ends, their hips slapping against him in rhythm. As they used him, Nigel and Mick leaned forward over Candi’s back and kissed each other deeply, their tongues meeting while they pounded the broken sissy between them.

Candi could only moan and take it, his heavy breasts swinging beneath him, his caged clitty leaking steadily onto the floor as he was used like the sissy wife he had been sold to be.

The others watched with varying degrees of amusement and satisfaction, Graham’s mother laughing, his sissy father crying quietly on his leash, and Granny smiling proudly at her handiwork.

After the rough preview of what his new life with Nigel would be like, Candi was finally packed to go live with his new owner. Granny had gathered a small suitcase with a few of his favourite satin slips, some extra corsets, several pairs of high heels, and a large supply of poppers and lube. She had also included a few of the more humiliating maid outfits and a collection of buttplugs in different sizes. Candi stood in the centre of the living room in his cream satin slip, still glowing from being used, his heavy breasts marked with fresh handprints, his arse still leaking Nigel’s cum, and a wide, happy smile on his fat pink lips as he watched Granny finish the packing.

Nigel stepped forward with a thick pink leather collar in his hands. He fastened it around Candi’s neck, buckling it tightly so that it sat snugly against his throat. A small silver tag dangled from the front that simply read “Nigel’s Sissy Wife.” Candi shivered happily at the feeling of the collar locking into place, his broken mind registering it as the final, perfect symbol of his new ownership.

Nigel gave the collar a gentle tug and said, “Before we go, you need to thank your Granny for everything she’s done for you. Go on, girl.”

Candi nodded eagerly and skipped girlishly across the room toward Granny, his heavy breasts bouncing with each step, the short slip riding up to show the “CUM” and “DUMP” tattoos on his arse. He threw his arms around Granny in a tight, affectionate hug, pressing his face against her chest as he whispered, “Thank you, Granny… for everything…”

Then he dropped gracefully to his knees in front of her, lowering his head and kissing her feet reverently, his fat pink lips pressing softly against her elegant shoes. He looked up at her with pure, brainless gratitude in his eyes and said in a soft, sincere voice, “Thank you Granny, for turning me into the happiest gay sissy slut in the world. I love being like this. I love cock. I love being dumb. I love being yours… and now I’m Daddy Nigel’s too. I’m so happy…”

Granny smiled down at him and gently stroked his pink hair, her voice warm with satisfaction.

“You’re welcome, Candi. You were always meant to be this. Now go be a good wife for Nigel. Make us all proud.”

Candi stayed on his knees for a moment longer, nuzzling happily against Granny’s legs before Nigel clipped a leash to his new collar and gave it a gentle tug.

“Time to go home, wife,” Nigel said with a grin.

Candi stood up, still smiling, and followed his new owner out of the house without a single look back, his hips swaying girlishly as he walked toward his new life.

Candi was placed in the backseat of Nigel’s car, still wearing nothing but the cream satin slip that was now stained with cum and sweat. Nigel had gagged him with a large ball gag that stretched his fat pink lips wide, then cuffed his hands behind his back. To add to the humiliation and discomfort, he attached heavy nipple clamps to Candi’s pierced nipples, the chain between them pulling painfully with every bump in the road. Candi moaned softly into the gag but his eyes were bright with happiness, his heavy G-cup breasts heaving as the clamps tugged on his sensitive nipples with every movement of the car.

He loved it all.

The pain, the restriction, the feeling of being completely owned and helpless, it all felt right to his broken, brainless mind. He sat there smiling around the gag, his caged clitty leaking steadily into the satin, his arse still full of Nigel’s cum as the car began the long drive to his new home.

Nigel glanced at him in the rear-view mirror and started explaining what Candi’s new life would be like, his voice casual and matter-of-fact.

“You’re going to cook, clean, and serve me every day like a proper little wife,” he said. “You’ll wake me up with your mouth every morning. You’ll keep the house spotless. You’ll be my personal sex slave whenever I want you, arse up, mouth open, tits out. And at night, you’ll work as a whore at the truckstop near my place. You’ll suck cock, get fucked, and bring home every penny you earn. That’s your job now, Candi. You’re going to be a good little whore for Daddy, aren’t you?”

Candi nodded eagerly, moaning into the gag as the nipple clamps pulled sharply with a particularly rough bump in the road. His eyes were glassy with happiness and arousal. He tried to speak around the gag but it came out as a muffled, enthusiastic sound.

“Mmm-hmm!”

Nigel laughed.

“That’s my good girl.”

The drive continued, the clamps tugging painfully on Candi’s nipples with every movement, the gag keeping him silent and drooling, the cuffs keeping his hands useless behind his back. But Candi didn’t mind any of it. He was glowing with happiness, his broken mind already looking forward to his new life, cooking, cleaning, serving, and whoring for his new Daddy.

He couldn’t wait to get home.


Epilogue

Candi was carefully laced into a tight white satin bridal gown that pushed his massive G-cup breasts up like an obscene offering to anyone who looked, the low-cut neckline displaying almost the entirety of his heavy, soft tits and the permanent heart tattoos above his pierced nipples for the entire wedding party to see and admire, the satin material clinging to every curve of his extremely corseted hourglass figure and flaring out dramatically at the hips to accentuate the round, tattooed arse that now proudly displayed the words “CUM” and “DUMP” whenever the dress shifted even slightly. The gown was custom-made to be both elegant and utterly slutty, with delicate lace trim along the edges and a long train that dragged behind him as he walked, but the real focus was on how it barely contained his transformed body, the extreme corset underneath cinching his waist to an almost cartoonish degree while forcing his breasts up and out in a way that made them look even larger and more inviting. His platinum pink hair had been styled into elegant, cascading curls that framed his face perfectly, and his permanent tattooed makeup, the fat, whoreish pink lips, the dramatic eyeliner, the microbladed eyebrows, and the constant rosy blush on his cheeks, made him look like the ultimate brainless sissy bride, a living sex doll ready to be claimed and used. He stood at the altar in six-inch white heels that forced him to take tiny, mincing steps, his legs slightly shaky from the combination of the corset, the heels, and the constant, low-level arousal that never left his broken body anymore, the sewn “pussy” mound between his legs already wet and throbbing inside the satin panties as he waited for his new husband to arrive.

The wedding was small but carefully chosen, only the inner circle of the Order of Cybele and a few trusted guests were present, all of them watching with varying degrees of amusement, lust, and satisfaction as the once-pathetic boy named Graham was finally given away in the most humiliating and permanent way possible. Candi’s mother sat in the front row, smiling coldly with genuine pride at what her son had become, while his father, now fully transformed into the broken sissy known as Bambi, knelt on a leash beside her, his own massive fake tits barely contained by a frilly pink dress, his eyes filled with quiet despair as he watched his son repeat the same fate. Granny Prudence stood proudly near the altar, looking every bit the satisfied matriarch who had orchestrated the entire transformation from start to finish, while Grandad Mick stood beside her with a leering grin, already anticipating the brutal honeymoon that would follow.

When Nigel finally walked down the aisle, fat, divorced, and grinning like a man who had just won the lottery, Candi’s broken mind registered only happiness and eager submission. The fat older man was dressed in a cheap suit that strained against his gut, but to Candi he looked like everything he had been trained to crave, a real man who would own and use him completely. Nigel stopped in front of the sissy bride and looked him up and down slowly, his eyes lingering on the displayed breasts, the tiny waist, the round arse, and the permanent tattoos that marked Candi as property.

The ceremony itself was short and cruelly simple.

Candi repeated the vows in a shaky, feminine voice that trembled with a mixture of nervousness and genuine, brainless joy, his fat pink lips forming the words carefully as he promised to obey, to serve, to please, and to be Nigel’s perfect sissy wife for the rest of his life. Nigel leered at him the entire time, his eyes dark with lust and possession, already mentally planning the brutal fucking that would come the moment the ceremony was over. When the officiant finally pronounced them “husband and wife,” Nigel didn’t hesitate for a second. He grabbed Candi roughly by the waist, pulled the sissy against his fat body, and mauled him openly in front of everyone, squeezing the heavy breasts, slapping the round arse, and forcing a deep, sloppy kiss onto the sissy’s fat pink lips while the guests clapped and laughed. Candi moaned into the kiss, his body melting against his new husband as Nigel’s hands roamed freely over his satin-covered body, already claiming what was now legally and permanently his.

The wedding was over.

Candi’s new life as Nigel’s sissy wife had officially begun.

For the reception, Granny, mother, and sister watched with open, hungry delight as one hundred men queued up in an orderly but visibly eager line to use both Candi and Bambi, the two broken sissies positioned side by side on their hands and knees in the centre of the large, elegantly decorated reception hall, their satin dresses pulled up high over their arses and their heavy breasts hanging and swinging beneath them like obscene offerings as the long line of men took turns abusing and fucking them in every possible way imaginable. Bambi was now completely broken and heavily drugged, his eyes vacant and glassy from the heroin that had been forced into his system to keep him compliant and docile, visible track marks covering his arms and a destroyed, hollow look on his permanently made-up face as he moaned weakly and took cock after thick cock without any resistance, his own massive fake tits swinging heavily with every brutal thrust while the men laughed and called him every degrading name under the sun, slapping his face and tits as they pounded his arse and throat. The girls, Granny, mother, and sister, all made out passionately with each other and fingered one another openly and shamelessly as they watched the spectacle, their hands sliding under each other’s elegant dresses, fingers plunging into wet pussies while they moaned into each other’s mouths, clearly aroused beyond measure by the sight of the two sissies being literally thrown around like cheap fucktoys, abused, beaten, punched, kicked, pissed on, and fucked in every single hole by the seemingly endless line of men who had been invited specifically for this celebratory gangbang.

Candi, for his part, was in absolute, brainless heaven.

His completely shattered mind registered only pure, overwhelming joy as cock after thick, veiny cock was forced into his eager mouth and well-stretched arse, his fat, permanently pink lips stretched obscenely wide around throbbing shafts while men pounded his sloppy, cum-filled hole from behind with powerful, slapping thrusts that made his heavy G-cup breasts swing and bounce wildly beneath him. He moaned and squealed happily with every deep penetration, pushing back against the cocks like the desperate cumdump he had been trained to be, his sewn “pussy” mound swollen and dripping as load after load was pumped into his guts. The men took turns fisting him roughly, working thick hands and forearms deep inside his arse while others continued to use his mouth, the wet, obscene squelching sounds filling the hall as they stretched him wider and wider. They pissed in his open mouth while he was sucking another cock, the warm streams mixing with cum and saliva as he swallowed desperately, choking and coughing but still smiling like the happy whore he was. They fucked his massive tits, sliding thick cocks between the soft, heavy flesh and slapping his face with the heads as they tit-fucked him, covering his permanent makeup with fresh loads of cum.

Through it all, Candi smiled and begged for more.

His voice was slurred and broken as he gasped around whatever cock was currently in his mouth, “More… please… I’m a dumb sissy cumdump… use me harder… fuck my holes… I need it…”

The girls continued making out and fingering each other furiously as they watched, Granny’s fingers buried deep in her daughter’s dripping pussy while the sister moaned and sucked on her mother’s tits, all three of them clearly getting off on the complete and utter degradation of the two sissies they had helped create and destroy. Bambi was crying quietly even as he took cock after cock, his heroin-addled mind barely registering the abuse, while Candi smiled wider and wider, his caged clitty leaking steadily onto the floor beneath him as the men used him without mercy.

The reception went on for hours.

The men showed no signs of stopping, rotating between the two sissies, beating them, pissing on them, fisting them, and fucking them in every possible combination while the women pleasured each other and cheered them on, the entire event a loud, wet, cum-soaked celebration of the Order’s complete victory in turning two useless males into nothing but eager, broken, dripping fucktoys for real men to enjoy.

Candi had never been happier in his entire life.

ONE YEAR LATER

One year later, Candi was sitting in a small, brightly lit interview room at the local police station, his platinum pink hair styled in soft curls, his tattooed makeup flawless as always, and his body squeezed into a tight pink satin dress that barely contained his massive G-cup breasts and displayed the permanent “Sissy Slut Wife” tattoo on his lower back whenever he shifted in his seat. The detective sitting across from him was a serious-looking woman in her thirties who had been trying for the past hour to get any useful information about the Order of Cybele, asking careful, probing questions about the society, its members, its influence, and how Candi had been brought into it. But Candi was far too dumb to answer any of it properly. His broken, brain-rotted mind could barely hold a single coherent thought for more than a few seconds, and every time the detective asked him a question, he would simply smile vacantly, tilt his head like a confused puppy, and start begging in his soft, feminine voice.

“Please… can I suck your cock?” he would slur happily, his fat pink lips parting as he looked at the detective with glassy, adoring eyes. “I’m a dumb sissy cumdump… I need cock… please fuck me… I’ll be a good girl…”

The detective tried again and again to steer the conversation back to the Order, mentioning names, locations, and events, but Candi would only giggle softly and repeat the same desperate pleas, his heavy breasts heaving in the tight dress as he shifted in his seat, clearly more interested in the detective’s crotch than in answering any questions about the secret society that had destroyed him. He was completely broken, a giggling, cock-obsessed whore who could barely remember his own name, let alone provide any useful intelligence. The detective eventually gave up with a frustrated sigh, realising that the once-promising young man named Graham was gone forever, replaced by this empty, eager sissy who only wanted to be used.

Candi sat there smiling, still begging quietly under his breath as the detective left the room.

“I’m a dumb sissy… please fuck me… I need cock…”

Granny, mother, and sister were sitting together in the elegant living room of the family home, sipping tea and chatting casually as they looked over the ultrasound pictures spread out on the coffee table, the three women forming a perfect picture of the Order’s matriarchal success as they discussed the future of the new life growing inside the sister’s swollen belly. The sister was visibly pregnant now, her hand resting lovingly on the large bump as she smiled with genuine excitement, her own body still bearing the marks of her service to the Order, subtle but permanent changes that made her look every bit the dominant woman she had been raised to be. Granny, older but still sharp and elegant in her usual black satin blouse, leaned back in her chair with a satisfied smile as she looked at the pictures and said calmly, “It’s a boy. Another one for the family collection.”

Mother grinned, her eyes lighting up with cruel anticipation as she reached over and gently rubbed her daughter’s pregnant belly. “Another one for Granny, perhaps?” she suggested, but Granny shook her head with a soft laugh.

“I’ll be too old for this one,” she said. “This boy is for you to manage, dear. It’s about time you had your own sissy to break. You’ve watched me do it long enough.”

Mother’s grin widened into something almost predatory as she continued rubbing the bump, her voice low and excited. “It is about time,” she purred. “I have far sexier torture methods than you ever used. Faster ways to break them. I’ve been planning exactly how I’ll start with this one from the moment we found out it was a boy. He won’t stand a chance.”

The sister laughed softly and rubbed her pregnant belly with both hands now, her eyes sparkling with the same cruel delight as she looked at her mother and grandmother. “I’m looking forward to breaking my son,” she said, her voice full of genuine anticipation as she gently caressed the bump. “I want to do it even better than you both did with Graham and Bambi. I want him to be the perfect, brainless sissy slut from the very beginning.”

As she said that, she rubbed her pregnant belly even more lovingly, already imagining the day when she would begin turning her own son into exactly what the Order demanded, another broken, eager fucktoy for the next generation.

The three women smiled at each other, the cycle continuing perfectly as it always had.

The Order would endure, and another sissy would soon be born.

THE END
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