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Chapter 1

The late autumn rain tapped against the window of their cramped flat like impatient fingers, each drop a tiny, relentless reminder of the life Alex had known for eighteen years. The room was small, the kind of place where the walls seemed to press in on you if you stood still for too long, a suffocating box that amplified every creak and sigh of the old building. The air smelled of damp plaster that had absorbed decades of London's persistent drizzle, cheap air freshener that masked but never truly eliminated the underlying mustiness of neglect, and the faint metallic tang of the radiator that hissed and clanked as it struggled to keep the chill at bay, its uneven warmth leaving patches of cold that seeped into the bones.

Alex sat on the edge of his narrow bed, his short, skinny frame hunched over as if trying to disappear into himself, his fingers picking at the frayed edge of the duvet cover with a nervous energy born from years of uncertainty. His dark hair, always a little too long and falling in soft, unkempt waves that brushed his forehead, fell into his eyes, and he pushed it back with a nervous gesture, his pale, almost translucent skin flushed with anxiety that made him appear even more delicate and vulnerable than his eighteen years suggested.

At eighteen, Alex was a boy who had never quite grown into the robust frame expected of young men his age. He was slight and slender, with narrow shoulders, a slim waist, and limbs that seemed almost too long for his small stature, giving him an androgynous, almost ethereal quality that had always set him apart. His features were soft and fine-boned – high cheekbones, full lips, and large, expressive dark eyes that dominated his narrow face and seemed to absorb the world's cruelties with quiet resignation. His body was frail, as if the world had forgotten to finish building him, leaving him with a softness that invited both pity and, in darker moments, the kind of attention he preferred to avoid. He had spent his life in this cramped space, navigating the challenges of a single-parent household where money was always tight and opportunities as scarce as warmth in winter, finding solace in books and quiet hobbies rather than the rough camaraderie of peers who towered over him and mocked his frailty.

His mother, Sarah, stood by the window, her silhouette framed by the grey light filtering through the thin curtains that did little to block the relentless patter of the rain or the cold that crept in from the unforgiving streets outside.

She was a woman who had spent her life fighting, against poverty that clung to them like a persistent shadow, against exhaustion that etched deep lines into her face far too early, against the world’s insistence on breaking her spirit and her resolve to provide even a modest life for her only son. But now, her shoulders were slumped under the weight of yet another impossible decision, her hands twisting the hem of her worn cardigan as if she could wring some kind of solution or absolution from the frayed fabric, her knuckles white with the strain of holding everything together.

She turned to face him, her face drawn with fatigue and worry but her voice steady, the way it always was when she was trying to keep things together for his sake, masking the cracks that threatened to split her wide open with every parseing crisis.

‘Alex, love, we need to talk.’ The words landed softly but carried the heavy finality of a verdict, hanging in the damp air between them like the raindrops clinging to the glarse.

Alex looked up, his wide, dark eyes, too big for his narrow face, flicking over her face with the practiced skill of someone who had learned to read the subtlest shifts in expression as a means of survival. He had always been able to read her, to sense the storm before it broke, their bond a fragile lifeline forged in shared hardship where silence often spoke louder than words. But today, her expression was carefully blank, like a door locked from the inside, hiding whatever turmoil or resolution lay behind it.

‘What’s wrong?’ he asked, his voice soft, almost a whisper, laced with the tremor of a boy who had grown accustomed to bad news arriving in gentle packages. He had always been small for his age, his body frail, as if the world had forgotten to finish building him, a constant physical reminder of his vulnerability in a world that rewarded strength and size.

His mind raced with possibilities – another lost job, mounting debts, the endless cycle of barely scraping by that had defined their existence – each one tightening the knot of dread in his stomach.

Sarah sat down beside him on the bed, the springs groaning under her weight as if protesting the additional burden of this conversation on top of all the others. She took his hand in hers, her fingers calloused and rough from years of scrubbing floors in sterile offices long after dark, waiting tables in greasy spoons during the day, doing whatever it took to put food on the table and keep a roof – however leaky – over their heads.

‘I’ve been thinking, love. Things are… well, they’re not easy right now. You know that.’ Alex nodded silently, his throat constricting. He knew all too well. The letters from the bank arriving with alarming regularity, their red stamps like accusatory eyes; the way she’d been skipping meals to ensure he had enough to eat, her own plate often left with scraps or nothing at all; the way she’d sold her wedding ring last month without a word, her finger now bare and the small gold band vanished into some pawnbroker's dusty display.

‘I’ve arranged for you to stay with your grandparents for a bit. Just for a few months, until I sort things out.’

The revelation hit him like a physical blow, sending a wave of nausea through his small frame. Alex’s stomach twisted violently. His grandparents? He barely remembered them, their images blurred by time and the haze of childhood into little more than impressions. His mother’s parents had lived abroad for as long as he could recall, Spain, maybe? Or was it Portugal? The details had always been vague, overshadowed by the more immediate battles of their daily survival in this cramped flat.

He had a vague memory of a large, shadowy house with high ceilings and furniture that made him feel even smaller, of a woman with silver-streaked hair pulled into an elegant style and a voice like warm honey – soothing yet with an undercurrent of authority – of a man who loomed over everything like a storm cloud, tall and imposing with a presence that filled rooms and commanded silence.

But that was years ago, when he was a child, before the communication dwindled and the visits became distant memories.

‘But… what about school? My exams?’ he stammered, his voice cracking slightly with the panic that surged through him.

The thought of leaving the only life he’d ever known, even temporarily, sent a jolt of panic through him like electricity. School was his refuge, the structured routine where his small size didn't matter as much and where his sharp mind could earn him respect and a pathway to a different future. Sarah squeezed his hand, her grip firm yet comforting.

‘I’ve spoken to your head of year. They’ll send your work over, and you can keep up with your studies from there. It’s only for a little while, Alex. Just until I get back on my feet financially. And it’ll be good for you, love. Fresh air, a change of scene, maybe even some proper meals and the stability that I can't provide right now. Grandma Elena will take good care of you.’ She smiled, but it didn’t reach her eyes, which remained clouded with a complex mix of love, exhaustion, guilt, and perhaps a flicker of something else – relief at the prospect of easing the burden for a while, or apprehension about what this arrangement truly entailed.

There was something else there, something she wasn’t saying. A flicker of guilt, maybe. Or relief.

Alex could feel the unspoken words hanging between them, the way her gaze avoided his for a moment, hinting at family secrets or past grievances that made this decision more than just a temporary fix.

Alex swallowed hard, the lump in his throat threatening to choke off his words. He wanted to argue, to dig in his heels and refuse, to plead for another solution no matter how desperate. But his mother’s face was set in that way it always was when she’d made up her mind, the lines around her mouth and eyes deepening into an expression of unyielding determination born from necessity and love. And besides, what choice did he had?

She was all he had in this world – his protector, his provider, his emotional anchor since the vague absence of his father had left them to face the world alone. If she said this was the way it had to be, then it was, no matter how much it terrified him.

‘Okay,’ he said quietly, his voice small and resigned. ‘But… what if I don’t like it there? What if they’re strict or... I don’t know, different?’

The question revealed his deepest fears of the unknown, of being thrust into a world where he might not belong or might be reshaped against his will. Sarah’s grip tightened, just for a second, a silent communication of rearseurance mixed with her own inner conflict.

‘You’ll be fine, love. They’re family. And family… family looks after each other, even when times are hard and choices are difficult.’ She stood up, brushing her hands on her jeans as if to rid herself of the weight of the conversation and the guilt that clung to it like the persistent damp in the air. ‘Now, go pack a bag. Just the essentials. You’re flying out tomorrow.’

His breath caught sharply. Tomorrow? The word echoed in his skull, too loud, too final, too abrupt. He opened his mouth to protest, to beg for more time to process and prepare, but the look on her face stopped him cold – a blend of exhaustion, resolve, and a mother's fierce protectiveness that he knew all too well from years of watching her battle the odds.

She was already moving, already mentally checking off the next task, the next problem to solve, her mind leaping ahead to the practicalities of arrangements and how to make the meagre resources stretch. That was how she survived, by not stopping, not even for a second, denying herself the luxury of hesitation or regret. So he nodded, his throat tight with unshed tears, and turned to his wardrobe, pulling out his smallest suitcase with hands that trembled just a little.

As he began sorting through his belongings – the few clothes that fit his small frame, a handful of beloved books, and personal items that held the essence of his quiet life – each choice felt like a small farewell, a packing away of the boy he was in preparation for whatever awaited across the sea.

The next morning was a blur of last-minute packing, a tearful goodbye to the flat that had been their home for as long as he could remember, its walls holding the ghosts of their shared struggles and small joys, and a taxi ride to the airport that felt like a funeral procession through the grey, rain-slicked streets.

The terminal was a maze of noise and light, the air thick with the scent of perfume from duty-free counters, fast food from crowded stalls, and the underlying tang of disinfected floors that attempted to erase the traces of countless journeys.

Alex clutched his backpack to his chest like a shield against the overwhelming chaos, his eyes darting around as if he expected the walls to close in on him at any moment, his small frame feeling utterly dwarfed by the vast space and the indifferent crowds surging past. Sarah walked beside him, her arm slung over his shoulders, her grip almost painfully tight as if she could anchor him there through sheer physical force.

‘You’ll be fine, love,’ she repeated, as much to herself as to him, her voice a steady chant against the rising tide of her own emotions. ‘Grandma’s excited to see you. And Grandpa… well, he’s looking forward to having you around.’

Alex nodded, but his stomach churned with acid fear. He didn’t remember his grandfather at all. Only the stories his mother had told him, how Victor had been a man of few words, a man who liked things done his way, strict and unyielding in his expectations of order and obedience. A man who had spent the last decade in prison for something Sarah refused to discuss, something dark and unspoken that had cast a long, ominous shadow over the family name and made her eyes harden whenever the subject even threatened to arise.

The mystery of it all gnawed at him, conjuring images of a stern, perhaps harsh figure who might view his fragility not as something to nurture but as a flaw to be corrected or a weakness to be exploited.

They reached the security checkpoint, and Sarah pulled him into a crushing hug, her face buried in his hair, her body trembling with the effort of containing her emotions. He could feel her breath, warm and shaky, against his temple, the familiar scent of her simple soap mixed with the underlying tiredness that no amount of effort could fully conceal.

‘I love you, Alex,’ she whispered, her voice thick with unshed tears. ‘Be good for them, okay? Do as you’re told. And call me when you land.’

The words were both a tender farewell and a subtle directive, a reminder of the obedience expected in this new chapter.

Alex clung to her, his fingers digging into the fabric of her coat, his small frame pressed against hers as if trying to absorb her strength one last time. He wanted to beg her to change her mind, to tell her he couldn’t do this, that he was too scared and too unprepared for the unknown that loomed ahead. But the words stuck in his throat like the lump that had formed there since the conversation in the flat.

Instead, he just nodded against her shoulder, his eyes burning with tears he could no longer hold back. She pulled back, cupping his face in her hands, her thumbs brushing away the tears he hadn’t even realised were falling, her touch gentle yet resolute. ‘I’ll see you soon, love. I promise.’

Then, with one last squeeze of his hand, she stepped back and watched as he was swallowed by the crowd, her figure growing smaller and smaller until she was just another face in the sea of strangers, her brave smile the last image he carried with him.

Alex didn’t look back. He couldn’t. If he did, he knew he’d run to her, and then what? She’d only have to send him away again, and the pain of that rejection would be too much to bear. So he kept his eyes forward, his backpack slung over his shoulder like an anchor, and followed the signs toward his gate, each step feeling like a march toward an irreversible fate.

The security checks felt invasive and final, the questions and scans a last bureaucratic hurdle before crossing into a new reality.

As he boarded the plane, the weight of what was happening settled over him like a shroud, heavy, suffocating, and inescapable. He was leaving everything he knew behind. His mother, his home, his life in the cramped flat with its familiar smells, sounds, and the small rituals that had sustained them through hard times. And for what? A few months with strangers who might as well have been ghosts for all he remembered of them, people whose lives had long since diverged from his own in ways he could not yet understand.

The cabin was cold and impersonal, the seats cramped in a way that reminded him of his own smallness, the low hum of conversations around him a distant backdrop to his internal turmoil. He found his seat and settled in, his slender frame almost lost in the space, his mind replaying the events of the past day and the months leading up to it like a relentless loop.

The engines roared to life, and as the plane began to taxi, Alex pressed his forehead against the cool glarse of the window, watching the terminal shrink away into the distance, the rain-streaked landscape giving way to clouds and the unknown horizon beyond.

He didn’t know it yet, but he was leaving more than just a place behind. He was leaving Alex behind – the quiet, fragile, androgynous boy who had navigated the edges of a harsh world with careful steps and hidden depths. And the boy who would step off that plane in a few hours would be someone else entirely, shaped by forces and expectations he could not yet imagine, in a house where the rules of his old life would cease to apply and a new, darker chapter would begin.


Chapter 2

The house loomed before him like something out of a gothic nightmare, all towering stone and ivy-choked walls, the windows dark and watchful as a predator’s eyes. The drive from the airport had been long, the roads narrowing from smooth highways to winding, potholed lanes that cut through dense forests. The trees here were ancient, their branches twisting together overhead like the fingers of a giant’s hand, blocking out the sunlight and casting the world below into a perpetual twilight. The air smelled of damp earth, pine, and something else, something sharp and metallic, like the scent of a storm before it breaks.

Alex shifted uneasily in the backseat, his small frame aching from the cramped flight and the even more cramped car. Jet lag fogged his mind, but the growing dread cut through it sharper than any caffeine could.

The forest felt alive, watching, the kind of place where screams might go unheard for miles. He thought of his mother’s cramped flat, the steady patter of rain against familiar windows, the way she’d hugged him like she was trying to pour all her love into one last moment. Here, the isolation was absolute, no streetlights, no distant traffic, just the oppressive weight of nature reclaiming everything. His pale skin prickled with goosebumps, his skinny limbs feeling even frailer against the vast scale of the wilderness and the looming stone ahead.

What had she sent him to? Family, she’d said. But families didn’t live in houses that looked like they fed on the lost.

The car rolled to a stop in front of the heavy iron gates, their surface rusted with age and twisted into shapes that looked almost like grasping hands. Alex’s breath caught in his throat as he stared up at the house, its ivy-choked walls seeming to pulse with a life of their own in the perpetual twilight of the forest.

The drive had felt endless, each pothole jarring his small body, the ancient trees closing in like a living cage. No signs of neighbours, no distant lights, just this isolated estate, swallowed by wilderness. His fingers dug deeper into the worn leather seat, knuckles white. Mom’s words replayed in a loop; they’re family. Family looks after each other. But the house didn’t look like a place that offered comfort or care. It looked like a place that took, took your freedom, your sense of self, maybe even your will.

The air here was cooler, carrying the scent of woodsmoke from some unseen chimney and something wilder, untamed, like the metallic edge of fear itself.

Alex stepped out on shaky legs, his skinny frame unsteady after the long flight and the winding roads that had twisted his sense of direction. The driver was already climbing back into the car without a word, his job done, leaving Alex utterly alone with whatever waited inside those dark windows. His backpack felt heavier than it should, a meagre collection of his old life that suddenly seemed inadequate.

He glanced back at the receding taillights as the car pulled away, a pang of abandonment slicing through him. There was no going back now. The front door swung open before he could even reach the porch steps, and the contrast between Elena’s warm greeting and the house’s ominous presence only deepened the knot of tension in his gut. This wasn’t a fresh start. This was a surrender.

Elena. His grandmother. She was shorter than he remembered, her body soft and rounded with age, but there was a strength in her stance, a quiet authority that made it clear she was the one who truly ran things here. Her hair was a cascade of silver and dark streaks, pulled back into a loose bun, and her eyes, sharp, intelligent, the colour of storm clouds, locked onto him with an intensity that made his breath catch.

‘Alex!’ she exclaimed, her voice rich and melodic, the faintest trace of an accent lingering in her words. ‘Look at you! All grown up!’ She descended the steps quickly, her skirts swishing around her legs, and pulled him into an embrace so tight it squeezed the air from his lungs. He stiffened for a moment, unused to such open affection, but then he melted into it, his face pressing into the soft fabric of her blouse. She smelled of lavender and cinnamon, of warmth and safety. For the first time since leaving home, Alex felt a flicker of something like hope.

‘Grandma,’ he murmured, his voice muffled against her shoulder.

She pulled back, her hands cupping his face, her thumbs brushing his cheeks. ‘Oh, my sweet boy,’ she said, her voice soft. ‘You’re even more handsome than I remembered.’ She kissed his forehead, then each cheek, before stepping back to arm’s length, her eyes drinking him in. ‘Come inside. You must be exhausted after your journey.’

Alex followed her up the steps on unsteady legs, his backpack a familiar weight that now felt like an anchor in this strange new world. Victor stood in the doorway like a sentinel, his arms still crossed over that broad chest, his expression as unreadable as the stone walls around them.

As Alex parseed him, the older man’s hand shot out with startling speed, calloused fingers gripping Alex’s slender shoulder with a strength that made him flinch and stumble slightly.

‘Welcome home, boy,’ Victor rumbled, his voice like gravel underfoot, deep and final.

There was no warmth in it, no affection,  just a statement of fact, a claim: You are here now. This is your place.

Alex’s heart skipped, the touch lingering a moment too long before releasing, leaving a phantom pressure on his delicate frame. Elena’s embrace had felt like a lifeline, her lavender-and-cinnamon scent wrapping him in a momentary illusion of safety, her soft body a contrast to the hard edges of this place. But even as he’d melted into it, his face pressing into her blouse, a part of him had remained alert, hyper-aware of Victor’s dark eyes watching from the shadows of the porch.

The house itself seemed to breathe around them, the vast entrance hall with its high ceilings and stern portraits exuding an ancient, watchful presence.  Those painted ancestors’ eyes followed him, judging the small, pale boy with the too-long hair and fragile build.

Was he welcome, or was he prey?

Elena’s kisses on his forehead and cheeks had been affectionate, almost maternal, but there was a possessiveness in the way her hands cupped his face, in the sharpness of her storm-cloud eyes as they drank him in.

‘You’re even more handsome than I remembered,’ she’d said, and Alex had felt a flush of something, pride? Embarrarsement? Fear, perhaps, at being appraised like that.

For the first time since leaving home, a flicker of hope had sparked, but it was already flickering out under the weight of Victor’s silent appraisal and the house’s oppressive atmosphere.

As they moved inside, Elena’s hand on his back guiding him like a shepherd with a lost lamb, Alex couldn’t shake the feeling that he was being led not just into a home, but into something deeper, something that would change him in ways he couldn’t yet understand.

His mother’s words echoed again, ‘Family looks after each other’, but here, ‘looking after’ seemed to carry hidden terms, unspoken expectations that made his stomach churn with unease.

The kitchen was a warm, bustling heart of the house, the kind of place where you could imagine generations of meals being prepared, of laughter and stories shared over steaming pots. A long wooden table dominated the centre, its surface scarred by years of use, and a cast-iron stove stood against one wall, its surface blackened by time.

Elena ushered Alex to a chair, then set about preparing a meal with the efficiency of someone who had done it a thousand times before. Victor pulled out the chair beside Alex and sat down heavily, his thigh pressing against Alex’s with deliberate weight.

The boy shifted uncomfortably, trying to create space, but Victor didn’t move. Instead, his hand settled on Alex’s knee, his fingers splayed possessively over the fabric of his jeans, the calluses rough against the denim.

‘So, Alex,’ Victor said, his voice low and gravelly, ‘tell me about yourself. What do you like? What do you not like?’ His thumb traced idle circles on Alex’s knee, the pressure firm, unyielding, sending unwanted sparks up the boy’s leg. Alex’s skin prickled, a strange, uncomfortable heat spreading up his thigh despite the chill in his bones.

He glanced at Elena, but she was busy at the stove, her back to them, humming softly to herself as if this was all perfectly normal. ‘I, uh… I like reading,’ Alex said, his voice stuttering slightly, the words catching in his dry throat. ‘And music. I play guitar a bit.’

Victor’s lips curled, not quite a smile, more a predator’s approval. ‘Guitar, huh? Maybe you’ll play for us sometime.’ His hand slid a little higher, his fingers pressing into the soft flesh of Alex’s inner thigh, testing the give of the muscle, the warmth beneath.

Alex froze, his breath hitching audibly. This was wrong. This was very wrong. His small body tensed, heart hammering so loud he was sure they could hear it. But before he could pull away or speak, Elena turned around, a plate of food in her hands.

Alex’s face burned hotter with every parseing minute, the flush creeping down his neck and making his pale skin feel feverish under the kitchen’s warm light. He wanted to push the hand away, to stand up and scream, to do something, anything, to break the spell of this wrongness. But the words stuck in his throat, the protest dying before it could form, choked by fear and a confusing undercurrent of shame.

What would he even say? Grandpa, stop touching me like that? It sounded ridiculous, childish, something a little kid would whine. And besides, Victor wasn’t hurting him. Not really. It was just… wrong. So very wrong. Yet as the older man’s fingers explored with growing boldness, tracing the inseam of his jeans and pressing against the sensitive skin of his inner thigh, Alex felt a traitorous heat building between his legs. His small, slender body betrayed him, a growing hardness that made him want to curl up and disappear. He shifted subtly in his chair, trying to angle away, to create even an inch of distance, but Victor’s grip only tightened, a silent command to stay put. His heart pounded like a trapped bird, sweat beading on his forehead despite the cool air.

He risked another glance at Elena, hoping for a lifeline, but she was humming softly at the stove, her back turned as if this intimate invasion was as ordinary as serving stew.

Did she know? Did she approve? The thought sent a fresh wave of nausea through him.

‘Eat up, my love,’ she’d said earlier with that affectionate ruffle of his hair, her fingers lingering a beat too long.

Now, as Victor’s hand slid even bolder beneath the table, Alex stared down at the rich stew, the comforting aromas now cloying and nauseating. The food turned to ash in his mouth with each forced bite. His stomach twisted tighter, a knot of unease and unwanted arousal coiling with every second.

Victor’s low rumbles of conversation, probing questions about school, friends, his ‘soft’ hobbies, felt like tests, each answer noted and filed away for some unknown purpose.

Alex’s mind flashed to his mother’s face, her exhausted smile as she’d sent him away. ‘Be good for them,’ she’d whispered. Was this being good? Allowing this? The minutes dragged like hours, the tension thickening the air until Alex could barely breathe. By the time Elena began clearing plates, Victor’s touch had grown so possessive, so intimate, that Alex’s entire body thrummed with a humiliating mix of fear, confusion, and a spark he refused to name. He felt small, fragile, and utterly powerless, like the little boy his frail frame suggested, not the eighteen-year-old he was supposed to be.

Alex’s muscles locked tighter with every parseing second.

Home. The word felt like a lie, a cruel joke in this cavern of shadows where the fire’s flickering light danced like mocking spirits across the heavy curtains and worn furniture. Victor’s arm was like an iron band around his shoulders, pulling him inexorably closer until Alex’s head rested against the older man’s broad chest. He could hear the steady, powerful thump-thump of Victor’s heartbeat, a rhythm that seemed to demand submission, while the faint scent of sweat, tobacco, and something darker, perhaps the metallic tang from the house itself, clung to the man’s clothes and invaded Alex’s senses.

It was intimate. Far too intimate for a grandfather and grandson. Alex’s small frame felt dwarfed, his delicate bones and soft skin a stark contrast to Victor’s corded muscle and unyielding presence. His mind raced with a chaotic storm of thoughts: Mom’s promises of safety, the way Victor had gripped his shoulder like claiming property, the house’s portraits with their judging eyes.

This couldn’t be normal. Grandpas didn’t hold boys like this, didn’t stroke their backs in slow, firm circles that sent shivers of unwanted awareness through his body.

Yet a traitorous warmth pooled low in his belly as Victor’s hand continued its possessive path, dipping lower toward the waistband of his jeans. ‘You’ll get used to it,’ Victor murmured, his voice a dark purr that vibrated through Alex’s skull. ‘We’ll take good care of you here, Alex. Better than that mother of yours ever could.’

The casual cruelty of the insult sliced deep, igniting a spark of anger in Alex’s chest, how dare he speak of her like that? But the spark died quickly, smothered by the overwhelming reality of his position: trapped, small, and utterly alone. Victor’s other hand settled on his knee again, fingers pressing in just enough to make Alex gasp softly, a reminder of who held the power. ‘You’ll see,’ Victor continued, his breath hot against Alex’s ear. ‘This is where you belong. We’ll shape you right, boy. Make you into something proper.’

His breath caught again, his face burning with shame as he felt his body responding despite the horror clawing at his mind. Was this what family meant here? Submission wrapped in care? He wanted to push away, to scream, to run back into the forest and take his chances with the dark. But his limbs felt leaden, his voice stolen. All he could do was sit there, small and trembling, as the fire crackled and the shadows lengthened.

Elena entered the room just then, a tray of tea in her hands. She set it down on the coffee table, then settled herself into the armchair opposite them, her knitting basket beside her. She picked up her needles, the clicks and clacks filling the silence as she began to work. ‘So, Alex,’ she said, her voice warm, ‘tell us more about yourself. We want to get to know you.’

Alex opened his mouth to speak, but Victor’s hand on his knee tightened, a silent warning. Be careful what you say.

‘I, uh… I don’t know what to say,’ Alex admitted, his voice small. ‘I’m just… me, I guess.’

Elena smiled, but there was a sharpness in her eyes, a calculation. ‘Well, we’ll have to change that, won’t we? A boy your age should have ambitions. Dreams.’ She glanced at Victor, then back at Alex, her gaze lingering on the way his body tensed against the older man’s. ‘And it seems you’ve already found a place here. With Grandpa.’

Alex’s face burned. He wanted to deny it, to push away from Victor and insist that this, whatever this was, wasn’t happening. But the words died in his throat. Instead, he just nodded, his fingers digging into the fabric of his jeans as Victor’s hand slid a little higher, his thumb brushing against the growing bulge in Alex’s pants.

Elena’s smile widened, her eyes gleaming in the firelight. ‘Good boy,’ she murmured, before turning her attention back to her knitting.

Alex sat there, trapped between the two of them, his heart pounding, his mind racing. This wasn’t right. This wasn’t normal. But as the minutes ticked by, as Victor’s hand grew bolder and Elena’s silence grew heavier, he began to wonder if maybe, just maybe, this was what family was supposed to feel like.


Chapter 3

The fire had burned low, the embers glowing like dying stars in the hearth, casting flickering shadows that danced across the walls like the fingers of some great, unseen hand reaching out to claim what was its. The sitting room was bathed in a soft, golden light that barely penetrated the deep corners, where the darkness seemed to pool and watch.

Alex sat pressed against Victor’s side on the worn leather sofa, his small, skinny frame tense and trembling, his breath coming in shallow, uneven gasps. The older man’s arm was draped heavily around his shoulders, possessive and unyielding, his thick fingers tracing idle patterns on Alex’s pale skin through the thin fabric of his T-shirt.

Every brush of those calloused digits sent jolts through him, discomfort twisting with a darker, shameful heat he refused to acknowledge. Victor’s body was marseive beside him, broad shoulders and corded muscles evident even under his faded shirt, his iron-grey hair cropped short, scars mapping his face and forearms like badges of a violent past. Alex felt tiny, fragile, his androgynous features, high cheekbones, full lips, wide dark eyes too large for his narrow face, flushed with anxiety under the firelight. His dark hair fell into his eyes, and he pushed it back nervously, exposing the delicate line of his throat.

Elena sat in her armchair opposite, her knitting needles clicking softly in a rhythmic counterpoint to the crackling fire and the tinny dialogue from the old black-and-white film on the television.

The programme was forgotten, its shadows flickering across her silver-streaked hair pulled into a loose bun, her rounded, soft body exuding a deceptive warmth. But her eyes, sharp, intelligent, the colour of storm clouds, flicked between the screen and the pair on the sofa with a quiet, knowing smile that sent chills down Alex’s spine. She knew. She approved.

The air smelled of beeswax polish, woodsmoke, and the faint metallic tang that seemed to permeate the entire house, like blood on a blade or the promise of something darker to come. Alex’s attention was fixed on the weight of Victor’s arm, the heat radiating from his grandfather’s body, the way his own breath hitched every time those rough fingers brushed a little too close to the waistband of his jeans, dipping teasingly lower. His pale skin prickled with goosebumps despite the room’s warmth, his skinny limbs feeling even more vulnerable, his small cock already stirring traitorously against his will.

‘You’re comfortable, boy?’ Victor rumbled, his voice a low growl vibrating through Alex’s chest, hot breath ghosting over his ear.

Alex nodded stiffly, but his muscles were coiled tight like a spring, fingers digging into his own thin thighs hard enough to leave marks. Comfortable wasn’t the word. Trapped. Confused. Terrified of what the night might bring in this isolated house where family meant something twisted and possessive.

Victor chuckled darkly, the sound thick with knowing. ‘You’re lying. I can feel how tense you are, how your little body shakes.’ His hand slid from Alex’s shoulder down to his waist, fingers pressing into the soft, yielding flesh just above his belt, kneading possessively. ‘But you’ll learn. In time, you’ll learn to relax with Grandpa. To crave it.’

His breath caught sharply, a whimper escaping despite himself. He wanted to pull away, to put distance between them, but Victor’s grip was iron. And where would he go? This was their house. Their rules. The firelight caught the hunger in Victor’s dark eyes as they raked over Alex’s delicate frame, lingering on the bulge forming in his jeans.

Elena set her knitting aside and stood, stretching her arms above her head with a soft sigh that made her full breasts strain against her blouse. ‘I’m going to turn in, my loves,’ she said, voice warm like honey but laced with something sharper. ‘You two should get some rest as well. It’s been a long day for our sweet Alex.’

She crossed the room, her skirts swishing, and pressed a soft kiss to the top of Alex’s head, fingers lingering in his dark hair, stroking like one might a pet.

‘Sleep well, my sweet boy. Tomorrow, we’ll start making this place feel like home. We’ll have such fun dressing you up proper.’

Alex swallowed hard, the word ‘home’ feeling like a noose. But he nodded, throat tight. ‘Goodnight, Grandma.’

Elena smiled, then turned her gaze to Victor, a silent communication parseing between them, a warning not to push too far too fast, or perhaps permission. ‘Don’t keep him up too late, dear. He’s had a long journey.’

Victor only grunted, his hand tightening on Alex’s waist. ‘I’ll be up soon, love.’

Elena nodded and left, the door clicking shut behind her like the sealing of a tomb.

The moment she was gone, the air thickened, shadows deepening, tension coiling like a living thing. Victor’s fingers traced the hem of Alex’s T-shirt, then slid beneath it without warning, his calloused palm rough against Alex’s bare, flat stomach, thumb brushing the sensitive skin just below his navel.

Alex stiffened, breath coming in short, sharp gasps. ‘Grandpa, I...’

‘Shhh,’ Victor murmured, breath warm and whiskey-scented against Alex’s temple. ‘No need to talk, boy. Just feel. Feel how your body responds to me.’ His hand slid higher, palm pressing flat against Alex’s chest, thumb circling a nipple until it tightened into a hard peak, sending sparks straight to Alex’s groin. Alex’s small body trembled, pale skin flushing pink in the firelight, his skinny arms wrapping around himself instinctively.

‘Take off your shirt,’ Victor commanded suddenly, voice low and absolute, no room for refusal. ‘You’ll be more comfortable without it. Let Grandpa see what’s his.’

Alex’s head snapped up, eyes wide with panic. ‘What? No, I, ’

Victor’s other hand settled on Alex’s knee, sliding up the inside of his thigh with deliberate slowness, fingers pressing hard enough to bruise the soft flesh. ‘You heard me, boy. Take. It. Off.’ His gaze was dark, unreadable, hungry, eyes drinking in Alex’s androgynous beauty, the delicate lines of his face, the way his full lips parted in fear. Alex’s heart pounded like a drum, fear and unwanted arousal warring in his veins. He wanted to refuse, to stand and run, but the look in Victor’s eyes, cruel, possessive, brooked no argument.

With trembling hands, Alex reached for the hem of his T-shirt and pulled it over his head, the cool air raising goosebumps across his pale, hairless chest. His nipples were already stiff from the touch and the chill, his skinny torso exposed, ribs faintly visible, stomach soft and flat. Victor’s breath hitched, a low approving growl rumbling in his chest.

‘There’s a good boy. So pretty. Look at that soft skin.’ His rough hand immediately slid up Alex’s stomach, palm hot and possessive, fingers splaying over the boy’s chest, pinching a nipple hard enough to make Alex gasp and arch. ‘Now the jeans. Underpants too. Strip for Grandpa. I want to see all of you.’

Alex’s stomach twisted with shame, tears pricking his eyes. ‘Grandpa, please, I don’t...’

Victor’s grip on his thigh tightened painfully, fingers digging in. ‘I said, take them off. Unless you’d rather I do it for you, and I won’t be gentle.’ The threat hung heavy.

Alex’s hands shook as he fumbled with the button of his jeans, pushing the denim down his narrow hips with humiliating slowness. He stepped out of them, standing in just his boxers, his small, pale legs trembling, the outline of his half-hard cock visible against the fabric. He hesitated, thumbs hooked in the waistband, face burning crimson.

‘All of it,’ Victor ordered, eyes gleaming in the firelight. Alex pushed the boxers down too, stepping out, completely naked. The cool air hit his exposed skin, his small, slender cock already stiffening traitorously, balls tight, pale arse cheeks clenching. His body was androgynous perfection in the shadows: delicate shoulders, narrow waist, soft thighs, nipples pink and erect, cock small but throbbing, a bead of precum already glistening at the tip. Victor’s gaze raked over him hungrily, dark and appraising.

‘Beautiful. Such a pretty little thing. Come here, boy.’ He patted his thick thigh. ‘Under the blanket. You’ll be warmer... and I can take better care of you.’

Alex’s legs felt like lead as he approached, Victor grabbing his wrist and yanking him down onto his lap, bare skin pressing against the rough fabric of Victor’s trousers. The older man’s hand settled on his back, fingers tracing the line of his spine possessively, then lower, cupping one small arse cheek and squeezing.

‘That’s it. Get comfortable.’ Victor reached for the thick woollen blanket and pulled it over them, the fabric rough against Alex’s naked body. Under the cover, Victor’s hand slid down between Alex’s legs, calloused fingers wrapping around his small, leaking cock, giving it a slow, experimental stroke from base to tip, thumb smearing the precum over the sensitive head.

Alex gasped, back arching, body trembling violently. ‘No... please, Grandpa, this is wrong...’ But his hips bucked involuntarily into the touch, his cock throbbing in Victor’s firm grip.

Victor chuckled darkly, breath hot against Alex’s ear. ‘Liar. Your body doesn’t lie, you pretty little sissy. You like Grandpa’s big hand on your tiny cock.’ His strokes grew deliberate, slow and twisting, the rough skin contrasting with the slick precum making obscene wet sounds under the blanket.

Alex’s face burned with shame, tears spilling down his cheeks as his body betrayed him, cock swelling fully, balls drawing up, nipples aching.

Victor’s other hand roamed: pinching and twisting a nipple, then sliding lower to tease the cleft of Alex’s arse, finger pressing against his tight hole without entering, just circling.

‘You’re going to be mine, boy. My good little girl. We’ll dress you in pretty things, lace panties, skirts that show off this soft arse. Train you to take what I give.’

The words were dark, graphic, sinking into Alex’s mind like poison as Victor’s hand pumped faster, fist tight around the small shaft, twisting on the upstroke, thumb pressing the slit. Alex moaned brokenly, hips thrusting despite himself, cock leaking steadily, the pleasure overwhelming the fear.

‘That’s it, cum for Grandpa. Show me how much you need this.’ Victor’s voice was a growl, strokes rougher now, faster, the blanket tenting with their movements. Alex’s orgasm hit like a wave, body shuddering, cock pulsing, thick ropes of cum shooting over Victor’s fingers, splattering his own stomach and the blanket in hot, shameful spurts. He cried out, a mix of sob and moan, tears streaming, small body convulsing as Victor milked every drop, thumb rubbing the sensitive head through the aftershocks.

Victor let out a satisfied chuckle, continuing to stroke through the orgasm until Alex was spent and twitching, cum cooling on his pale skin. ‘Good boy. Such a pretty cum for Grandpa.’ He pulled the blanket back slightly, firelight illuminating Alex’s flushed, trembling form, skin glistening with sweat and semen, cock softening but still leaking, nipples red from abuse, eyes glarsey with shame and unwanted pleasure. ‘Look at you. All messy and marked. Mine.’ Victor wiped his hand on Alex’s stomach, then forced his chin up, making their eyes meet. ‘You’re mine now, Alex. To touch, to train, to turn into my perfect little girl. And you’re going to learn to love it, or at least to beg for it.’

His hand settled on Alex’s waist, possessive, as he pulled the boy closer, straddling his lap fully, bare arse against the hard bulge in Victor’s pants. ‘Now, let’s get you cleaned up... and then we’ll see how well you can use that pretty mouth. Or maybe I’ll bend you over and show you what real family feels like.’

Alex’s heart pounded, mind racing with horror and a sick fascination, body still humming from the release. He wanted to run, to scream, but as Victor’s hands roamed his naked form, gripping his arse, stroking his back, he knew with cold certainty; he wasn’t going anywhere. The darkness of the house had claimed him, and the night was only beginning.


Chapter 4

Alex woke to the grey light of dawn filtering through the heavy curtains of his new room, the air thick with the scent of old wood and something faintly floral, like the remnants of Elena’s perfume lingering in the stillness. His body ached, muscles sore from the tension of the night before, his skin still sensitive and marked where Victor’s rough hands had claimed him, faint bruises blooming on his pale thighs and wrists, his nipples tender from the pinching.

He lay there for a long moment, eyes fixed on the ceiling’s ornate plasterwork, his mind racing as the memories of the previous evening played on a relentless loop: the firelight flickering over his naked body as Victor stripped him, the calloused grip around his small cock, the way his hips had bucked involuntarily, the hot rush of shame as he came in thick, shameful spurts all over his grandfather’s fingers.

His face burned even now, the humiliation fresh and raw. He felt dirty, used, his androgynous frame, slender limbs, soft skin, the slight swell of his arse, betrayed by its own responses. The lace of the panties he’d been forced into last night still clung to him from the dressing, though he’d tried to remove them in the dark; now they were a constant, humiliating reminder, the fabric wedged between his cheeks, chafing his hole with every tiny movement.

A quiet knock at the door made him jump, heart slamming against his ribs. ‘Alex?’ Elena’s voice was soft, muffled by the wood, but there was an edge to it, a knowing warmth that set his nerves alight. ‘Sweetheart, are you awake? Breakfast is ready.’

Alex swallowed hard, his throat dry and raw from suppressed sobs. ‘Y-yes,’ he stammered, voice hoarse and cracking. He sat up quickly, pulling the heavy duvet up to his chest as if it could hide the shame burning beneath his skin, the way his cock twitched traitorously at the memory of Victor’s touch.

The door creaked open, and Elena stepped inside, a tray balanced in her hands. She was already dressed for the day in a flowing sundress that hugged her soft, rounded curves, her silver-streaked hair neatly combed into a bun, lips painted a soft pink. She smiled when she saw him, but her eyes, sharp, intelligent, the colour of storm clouds, were arseessing, flicking over the rumpled sheets and his flushed face with a quiet calculation. ‘I brought you some breakfast,’ she said, setting the tray on the bedside table with a clink: toast with jam, scrambled eggs, a steaming cup of tea. ‘You must be starving after last night.’

Alex’s stomach twisted violently. He was hungry, the long flight and emotional turmoil had left him hollow, but the thought of food made bile rise in his throat. He nodded anyway, forcing a small, trembling smile. ‘Thank you, Grandma.’

Elena sat on the edge of the bed, the mattress dipping under her weight, her hand resting lightly on his knee through the covers. Her touch was gentle but firm, fingers warm and lingering. ‘How did you sleep, my love?’ she asked, voice honey-sweet but probing.

Alex’s face burned hotter. How did he sleep? Like a boy who had been molested by his grandfather, stripped naked, jerked off until he came sobbing in shame. Like someone whose body had betrayed him completely. He opened his mouth, then closed it, words sticking like tar. ‘Fine,’ he muttered, gaze fixed on his pale hands clutching the duvet.

Elena’s fingers tightened slightly on his knee, squeezing in a way that felt possessive. ‘You’re quiet this morning,’ she said, gentle but unyielding. ‘Is something wrong? Did Victor… upset you?’ Alex’s heart pounded. He wanted to tell her everything, the stripping, the handjob under the blanket, the way Victor had called him 'pretty little thing' and promised more. But the words felt too big, too impossible. How could he explain?

‘I just… I miss my mum,’ he said instead, voice small and cracking.

Elena’s expression softened, but there was a sharpness in her eyes, a flicker of something darker. She reached out, brushing a strand of dark hair from his forehead, her touch lingering on his cheek. ‘Of course you do, sweetheart,’ she murmured. ‘But you’ll see her soon. And in the meantime, you have us. Victor can be… intense, but he means well. He just sees something special in you, Alex. Something he wants to nurture.’ Special? The word made Alex’s skin crawl. He wasn’t special; he was used, dirty, his small cock half-hard even now from the unwanted memories. Elena seemed to sense his discomfort. She squeezed his knee again, then stood, skirts swishing.

‘Eat your breakfast, my love,’ she said, voice warm but firm. ‘And then come downstairs when you’re ready. We’ll spend the day getting you settled in. Victor has some… plans for you.’ She paused at the door, hand on the frame, smile soft but knowing. ‘And Alex? Try to relax. You’re home now. And we take care of our own, very thoroughly.’

The door clicked shut, leaving Alex alone with his racing thoughts, the weight of betrayal pressing down like a physical force. He stared at the tray, toast, jam, tea, but his appetite had vanished. Instead, he grabbed his phone from the bedside table, fingers trembling as he unlocked it, thumb hovering over his mother’s name. He needed her voice. Needed her to fix this nightmare.

He pressed call, the phone ringing once, twice, before Sarah picked up. ‘Alex?’ Her voice was warm, familiar, and something in his chest loosened just a little. ‘Sweetheart, are you okay? Did you land safely?’

The dam broke. ‘Mum,’ he choked out, voice breaking. ‘Mum, I need to come home. Please. I don’t… I don’t like it here.’ There was a pause, heavy and tired.

‘Alex, love…’

‘Mum, please,’ he begged, eyes burning with tears. ‘Something’s wrong. Grandpa, he touched me last night. He… he made me strip. He touched my… my cock, and he… he made me cum. It was wrong, Mum. He’s doing things to me.’ Another pause, longer.

When Sarah spoke, her voice was carefully controlled, but tension pulled it taut. ‘Alex, listen to me. You’re eighteen. You’re a man now. And men don’t overreact to a little affection from family.’

Alex’s breath stuttered violently. ‘Overreact? He molested me!’

‘It was just a bit of fun, love,’ Sarah continued, gentle but unyielding. ‘Grandpa’s a good man. He’d never hurt you. Family looks after each other, remember? Victor’s just… showing you care in his way. Be good for them. Keep your head down. Stop making a fuss.’

Alex’s hands trembled, the phone slipping. ‘But Mum, ’

‘I have to go, love,’ she said, voice final. ‘I’ll call in a few days. Be good and do as you are told. Don’t fight them. Remember, daddy knows best’ The line went dead. Alex sat frozen, the silence deafening, a physical blow. His mother had dismissed him. Told him he was overreacting. Betrayal burned hot in his chest, mixing with shame and fear. He doubled over, silent sobs shaking his small frame, tears soaking the duvet.

Eventually, the tears slowed, leaving him hollow and empty. He wiped his face, skin raw, eyes stinging. He had to get out. Now. He stood shakily, legs unsteady, grabbed his backpack, shoving the phone inside. Police. Embassy. Anyone. He’d tell them. They’d help. He moved to the door, hand on the knob, when a quiet click froze him. The lock turning. His blood ran cold.

The door swung open, Victor filling the frame with his broad, imposing presence, iron-grey hair, scarred face, massive shoulders, eyes dark and knowing with a smirk at the corners.

‘Going somewhere, boy?’ Alex stepped back, back pressing to the wall.

‘I… I just need some air.’ Victor’s smirk deepened.

‘Air? Or were you planning on running?’ Alex’s heart pounded.

‘I wasn’t…’

Victor stepped in, door shutting with finality, body crowding Alex against the wall. ‘Liar. You’re mine now. And you’re not going anywhere.’ His hand settled on Alex’s waist, fingers digging into the soft flesh through the thin shirt. ‘Now, let’s get you dressed properly. Grandma’s waiting downstairs. And we can’t have you looking like a boy, can we?’

Alex’s stomach twisted as Victor turned to the wardrobe, pulling open the doors to reveal the frilly, feminine clothes; lace, silk, pink fabrics that made his skin crawl. Victor pulled out delicate sheer panties, holding them up. ‘These will suit you better. Put them on.’

Alex shook his head, eyes wide. ‘No. I can’t…’

Victor’s expression darkened, voice a low dangerous growl. ‘You can. And you will.’ He grabbed Alex’s wrist in an iron grip. ‘Unless you’d rather I put them on for you.’ Alex’s heart raced. No choice, his mother wouldn’t help, police wouldn’t believe him, he was trapped.

With trembling hands, he stepped into the panties, pulling them up his pale, skinny legs. The lace hugged his hips, cupping his small cock and balls, the sheer fabric wedging between his arse cheeks, rubbing his tight hole with every movement.

Victor watched, eyes dark with satisfaction. ‘Good boy. Now the bra.’ He held out the matching lace bra, cups small and delicate. Alex fumbled it on, the straps digging into his shoulders, the lace pressing against his flat chest and sensitive nipples. Victor’s smirk deepened.

‘Beautiful. Now the dress.’ He held out a short frilly pink dress, hem barely covering the arse. Alex stammered, ‘I can’t wear that, people will see…’

‘People will see a pretty girl,’ Victor cut in sharply. ‘And that’s exactly what you are now. Put. It. On.’ Alex obeyed, the fabric clinging to his slight frame, exposing his thighs. Victor adjusted the straps, fingers lingering, thumb brushing a nipple through the lace. ‘Perfect. Stockings next.’ He handed over sheer lace-topped stockings and frilly knee-high socks. Alex rolled them up his legs, the lace biting into his thighs, then slipped on the pink ballet flats Victor offered.

Victor’s hands settled on Alex’s shoulders, turning him toward the full-length mirror. ‘Look at yourself. A proper little girl.’ Alex stared, breath hitching: the dress short and frilly, clinging to his androgynous body, stockings hugging his pale legs, socks peeking out, shoes dainty. His dark hair fell softly, face flushed, eyes wide with horror. His cock twitched in the panties despite the shame, beginning to swell.

Victor’s breath hot against his ear. ‘You’re beautiful. And you’re mine.’ His hands slid down, fingers tracing the hem, then slipping beneath, rough against bare skin. He pushed the panties aside, thick fingers probing between Alex’s arse cheeks, circling the tight pink hole before pushing one inside without warning. Alex gasped, body jerking, the intrusion burning and stretching his virgin entrance.

‘Grandpa, please…’ Victor chuckled darkly. ‘Shh. You’re so tight, boy. So perfect for this.’ He pumped the finger slowly, then added a second, scissoring, pushing deeper, knuckles pressing against the rim as Alex whimpered, tears stinging. ‘See how you open for me? Such a good little sissy.’ He worked the fingers in and out, twisting, finding that spot inside that made Alex’s knees buckle, cock leaking into the panties. The molestation was brazen, clinical yet hungry.

Victor withdrew his fingers abruptly, leaving Alex empty and trembling, then pushed him down to his knees with a firm hand on his shoulder. ‘Open your mouth, girl.’ He unzipped his trousers, pulling out his thick, veined cock, already hard, heavy, the head flushed and leaking precum.

Alex’s eyes widened in terror. ‘No, please…’

Victor grabbed a fistful of his hair, yanking his head back. ‘Open.’ He pushed the cock past Alex’s lips, just a few times, slow, deep thrusts that filled his mouth, the taste salty and musky, the shaft stretching his jaw, head bumping the back of his throat. Alex gagged, tears spilling, but Victor held him, thrusting once, twice, three times with deliberate slowness before pulling out. ‘Good girl. Suck it like you mean it.’

The act was utterly brazen, done right there in the bedroom with the door unlocked, as if Elena could walk in at any moment. Victor tucked himself away with a smirk. ‘Now, downstairs. Grandma’s waiting. And she’ll love seeing how well you’re learning.’

Alex stood on shaky legs, the panties damp with precum, fingers still aching from the stretch, mouth tasting of cock. They descended the stairs, the frilly dress swishing, Victor’s hand possessively on his lower back.

In the kitchen, Elena was at the table, sipping tea, her eyes lighting up at the sight of Alex. ‘Oh, look at you, sweetheart! Victor, you’ve done wonders already.’ Victor pulled Alex onto his lap at the table, right in front of her, one hand sliding under the short dress, fingers pushing back inside Alex’s hole without preamble, brazen, two thick digits thrusting in and out as Elena watched with a approving smile.

‘He’s taking it so well,’ she said, voice warm. ‘Such a quick learner.’

Victor chuckled, then unzipped again, pulling out his cock and guiding it to Alex’s lips. ‘Suck, boy. Just a few times. Show Grandma how obedient you are.’ Alex, face burning with humiliation, opened his mouth as Victor pushed in, once, twice, three slow thrusts, while Elena nodded, sipping her tea. ‘Perfect. He’ll be such a good little girl for us.’ Alex’s mind reeled, trapped, molested openly, the darkness of his new ‘home’ closing in completely.

He continued to use the crying boy’s mouth until with a pop, cum flooded his mouth. Alex spluttered as he tried to swallow it all.

As Victor finally let him stand, wiping his cock on Alex’s frilly dress, the boy sat there trembling on his lap, the panties soaked, hole throbbing from the fingers still inside him, mouth raw.

Elena reached over, stroking his hair. ‘Eat your breakfast now, dear. We have a long day ahead, more lessons, more pretty things to try on.’ Victor’s hand stayed under the dress, fingers idly toying with Alex’s entrance.

‘You’re home, boy. And we take care of our own. Very, very thoroughly.’ Alex stared at the plate, tears pricking again, his small body on display in the feminine outfit, the brazen acts seared into his mind. There was no escape. No help coming. Only the deepening darkness of what they planned for him.


Chapter 5

The kitchen was warm, the air thick with the scent of baking bread and the rich aroma of coffee, but the atmosphere shifted the moment Alex stepped inside in his frilly pink dress, sheer stockings, and delicate panties. Elena stood at the counter, her back to the door, her hands busy with a bowl of dough. She turned as they entered, her eyes lighting up with a warmth that made Alex’s stomach twist with guilt.

‘There you are, my love,’ she said, her voice soft. ‘I was beginning to...’ Her words died in her throat as she took in the sight of Alex. Her eyes widened, just for a second, before a slow, knowing smile spread across her face. ‘Oh,’ she murmured, her voice thick with satisfaction. ‘Oh, Alex. Look at you. Victor, you’ve outdone yourself.’

Alex’s face burned crimson. He wanted to hide, to disappear into the floor. But Victor’s hand was on his back, his grip firm and possessive, pushing him forward into the light.

‘He’s a natural, isn’t he?’ Victor said, his voice a dark purr. ‘Took to it like he was born to it. Look how pretty he is in his little dress.’

Elena’s smile widened. She set down the bowl of dough, wiping her hands on her apron as she crossed the room toward them. ‘He’s gorgeous,’ she murmured, her fingers reaching out to brush a strand of dark hair from Alex’s forehead. Her touch was gentle, but her eyes were sharp, assessing, lingering on the way the short hem of the dress barely covered his lace-clad arse. ‘Turn around, sweetheart. Let Grandma see all of you.’

Alex inhaled sharply. He wanted to refuse. Wanted to run. But Victor’s hand on his back tightened, a silent warning. Obey. With a quiet, humiliated whimper, Alex turned in a slow circle, his face burning hotter with every second. The dress swished around his legs, the lace of the panties digging into his soft skin, riding up slightly to expose the pale curve of his arse cheeks. He could feel Elena’s gaze on him like a physical touch, her eyes tracing every inch of his exposed, feminised body; the delicate straps of the bra visible at his shoulders, the way his small frame looked even slighter in the frilly outfit, his cock already half-hard and pressing traitorously against the sheer lace.

‘Perfect,’ Elena murmured, her voice thick with approval. ‘Absolutely perfect. Such a pretty little girl.’ She reached out, her fingers tracing the hem of the dress, then sliding beneath it, her touch cool and deliberate against his bare skin. Alex flinched, a quiet gasp escaping his lips as her hand cupped his arse through the panties, squeezing lightly. ‘And look at this,’ she said, her fingers brushing against the lace, feeling the damp spot where his cock had leaked precum. ‘Already so hard for us. Such a needy little thing.’

Alex’s face burned with shame. He was hard. His traitorous cock had swollen despite his fear, his horror, the lace of the panties hugging him tightly, the fabric now visibly damp. He wanted to die. Wanted to disappear. But Elena’s touch was insistent, her fingers tracing the outline of his small cock through the fabric, her grip tightening slightly until he whimpered. ‘Such a good boy,’ she murmured, her voice a dark purr. ‘But we’ll have to work on that attitude of yours, won’t we?’ Her gaze flicked to Victor, then back to Alex, her smile turning sharp, knowing. ‘Victor told me about your little outburst this morning. Calling your mother. Trying to run.’

Fear ran through Alex. ‘I... I just...’

‘No excuses,’ Elena cut in, her voice gentle but firm, her fingers giving his cock a firm squeeze through the panties. ‘You’re family now, Alex. And family obeys. You’ve been a very bad girl.’ She released him and turned to Victor. ‘I think our little girl needs a reminder of her place, don’t you?’

Victor’s smirk was dark and knowing. ‘I was thinking the same thing, love.’ He reached out, his hand closing around Alex’s wrist, his grip like iron. ‘Come here, boy. It’s time for your correction.’

Correction? The word made his stomach twist with dread. He tried to pull away, but Victor’s grip was unyielding, his fingers digging into Alex’s skin as he pulled him forward, toward the heavy wooden table in the centre of the kitchen.

‘No,’ Alex whispered, his voice breaking. ‘Please, I, I didn’t mean to...’

‘You did,’ Elena cut in, her voice sharp as she crossed the room to the counter, pulling open a drawer and retrieving a long, thin wooden spoon, the surface worn smooth with use. She held it up, the light glinting off the polished wood. ‘This is for bad girls. And right now, Alex, you’re being a very bad girl.’

Alex’s eyes widened, his breath coming in short, sharp gasps. He shook his head, his legs trembling as Victor lifted him effortlessly and deposited him face-down over his knee, the older man’s thick thighs like iron beneath his stomach.

The frilly dress rode up immediately, bunching around his waist, the cool air of the kitchen hitting his bare arse as Victor hooked his fingers into the lace panties and pulled them down just enough to expose his pale, smooth cheeks.

Alex let out a quiet, humiliated whimper, his face burning with shame as his small cock pressed against Victor’s thigh, already leaking. Elena stepped closer, her hand resting on Alex’s lower back, her touch gentle but possessive, holding him firmly in place.

‘You’ll count for us, sweetheart,’ she murmured, her voice soft but firm, laced with that grandmotherly warmth that made the cruelty worse. ‘And you’ll thank us after each one. Understood?’

Alex wanted to refuse. Wanted to scream. But the weight of Victor’s thigh beneath him, the press of Elena’s hand on his back, the inevitability of what was about to happen, stole the fight from him. He nodded, his voice a broken whisper.

‘Y-yes, Grandma.’ Elena’s smile was sharp, satisfied. ‘Good girl.’ She raised the spoon high, the wood glinting in the kitchen light, then brought it down with a sharp, resounding crack against Alex’s bare left arse cheek.

Pain exploded across his skin, white-hot and blinding, the impact sending a vivid red flush blooming instantly across his pale flesh. Alex screamed, his body jerking violently over Victor’s knee, his fingers digging into the fabric of Victor’s trousers as the sting radiated outward, the spoon leaving a perfect, angry red imprint that stood out sharply against his smooth skin.

‘ONE!’ he gasped, his voice breaking into a sob. ‘Thank you… for correcting me.’

His arse cheek quivered from the blow, the red mark already darkening, a faint welt rising. Elena didn’t pause long. She raised the spoon again and brought it down on the right cheek with another loud crack, the wood biting into the tender flesh and leaving a matching crimson welt. Alex cried out, his hips bucking involuntarily, his small cock rubbing against Victor’s thigh and leaking more precum into the fabric.

‘TWO! Thank you… for correcting me!’

The spanking continued in a steady rhythm, the spoon raining down across both cheeks, the upper thighs, and even the sensitive sit-spots where the skin was thinnest. Each impact produced a sharp, echoing crack that filled the kitchen, followed by Alex’s high-pitched cries and the visual of his pale arse rapidly turning a deep, mottled red, blotchy crimson patches spreading and overlapping, welts rising in raised lines, his skin flushing hot and tender under the relentless strikes.

His arse cheeks jiggled slightly with every blow, the flesh bouncing before settling into a throbbing, burning red that contrasted vividly with the lace bunched at his thighs and the frilly hem of his dress hiked up around his waist. Tears streamed down his face, his breath coming in ragged sobs, but his body betrayed him, his cock remained hard and leaking, the head peeking from the panties, a wet spot growing on Victor’s trousers.

Elena paused after a particularly hard series of strikes, her hand resting on Alex’s burning arse, fingers tracing the hot, raised welts with almost affectionate care. ‘Look at that pretty red,’ she murmured, her voice thick with approval. ‘Such a lovely colour on your little girl bottom, Alex. The spoon leaves such clear marks, see how it blooms?’ She gave one welt a light slap, making Alex whimper as fresh pain flared.

Victor’s hand settled on the small of his back, his touch possessive, his voice a low growl. ‘That’s it, girl. Take your punishment like a good girl.’ His fingers traced the curve of Alex’s arse, rough against the tender, punished skin, dipping between his cheeks to brush against his hole. ‘You’ll learn. And when you do… you’ll beg for this.’

The spanking resumed, Elena targeting the same spots to deepen the colour, becoming more intense, Alex’s arse now a uniform, fiery red, almost glowing in the kitchen light, with darker purple edges where the spoon had overlapped. Sweat beaded on his lower back, his legs kicking weakly, the stockings rubbing against Victor’s legs. His cries turned hoarse, body shuddering, but the pain blended with that dark, unwanted pleasure coiling in his belly, his cock throbbing painfully against the lace.

After what felt like dozens of strikes, Elena finally set the spoon aside, her hand smoothing over Alex’s blazing cheeks. ‘There now,’ she said sweetly. ‘All corrected. But I think our little girl needs more than just a spanking to learn her place, don’t you, Victor?’

Victor’s grip loosened slightly, and Elena helped Alex off his lap, guiding his shaking, dress-hiked form to stand between her legs as she sat on one of the heavy wooden kitchen chairs. She spread her legs wide, the fabric of her sundress riding up her thick thighs, revealing her bare, mature pussy, soft folds already glistening with arousal.

Alex’s eyes widened in horror and reluctant fascination as she took his hands and placed them on her knees. ‘Spread them for me, sweetheart,’ she murmured, her voice warm and commanding. ‘Grandma’s going to use that pretty mouth of yours now. You’ve been such a bad girl, but good girls make it up with their tongues.’ Alex whimpered, tears still streaking his face, his arse burning fiercely behind him, the red welts throbbing. But Elena’s hands were insistent, pushing his head down between her spread thighs. ‘Lick, Alex. Start slow, long, soft strokes like a good little girl.’

Victor moved behind him, his large hand resting on Alex’s lower back, hiking the dress up further and pulling the panties aside to expose his hole completely. As Alex’s tongue tentatively touched Elena’s wet folds, tasting her musky, slightly sour arousal, the soft hair and slick lips, Victor’s thick fingers pressed against his tender hole, still sore from previous use. Two fingers pushed in without preamble, stretching the tight ring and delving deep, curling to press against his prostate.

Alex moaned into Elena’s pussy, the vibration making her sigh in pleasure as she spread her legs wider, one hand gripping his hair to guide his mouth firmly against her clit. ‘That’s it, sweetheart,’ she cooed, rocking her hips slightly. ‘Lick Grandma’s pussy like you mean it. Suck on it. Show us you’re learning.’ Victor’s fingers pumped in and out steadily, scissoring and twisting, the wet sounds mixing with Alex’s muffled whimpers and Elena’s soft moans.

‘Look at him,’ Victor rumbled, his free hand reaching around to stroke Alex’s leaking cock through the panties. ‘Eating pussy while I finger his tight little hole. Such a perfect little slut for us.’ Elena’s thighs trembled around Alex’s head as his tongue worked, lapping at her entrance, sucking her clit into his mouth, the taste and scent overwhelming him. Her juices coated his chin and lips, and she held him there firmly, grinding against his face.

‘Good girl,’ she gasped, her voice breathy. ‘Deeper. Use your tongue inside me.’ Victor added a third finger, stretching Alex wider, thrusting harder, the pressure on his prostate sending unwanted sparks of pleasure through his body even as his arse cheeks burned from the spanking. Alex’s cock twitched and leaked steadily, his body caught between the pain, the humiliation, and the forced stimulation.

Elena came with a soft cry, her pussy pulsing against Alex’s tongue as she flooded his mouth with her release, holding his head in place until he swallowed. Victor’s fingers didn’t stop, continuing to work his hole, occasionally brushing his prostate to make Alex sob into her thigh.

‘There’s my good girl,’ Elena murmured, stroking his hair affectionately as she kept her legs spread. ‘Now clean me up nicely while Victor reminds you who owns that hole.’ The scene stretched on, Alex’s face buried between Elena’s legs, licking and sucking as ordered, while Victor’s fingers used him roughly from behind, the combination leaving Alex trembling, ashamed, and helplessly aroused in his ruined panties.

Victor finally withdrew his fingers with a wet sound, leaving Alex’s hole clenching emptily. Elena pulled him up gently by the hair, her face flushed and satisfied.

‘Such a good little licker,’ she praised, wiping his wet chin with her thumb and making him suck it clean. ‘Victor, I think he’s earned a little reward after all that. But remember, Alex, this is what happens when you’re bad. Next time, it’ll be worse.’

Alex stood there on shaky legs, his arse on fire, his hole aching, the taste of Elena still on his tongue, his own cock throbbing untouched in the damp lace. The spanking welts throbbed visibly, his pale skin marked in vivid red and pink.

Victor chuckled darkly, pulling him close. ‘We’re not done with you yet, girl. But for now… kitchen’s closed. Let’s get you cleaned up and ready for more lessons.’

The correction had left Alex broken and pliant, the visuals of his punished body and the acts he’d been forced to perform seared into his mind.


Chapter 6

The days that followed were a blur of humiliation, submission, and the slow, insidious rewiring of Alex’s mind. He woke each morning in the same room, the same frilly dresses and lace panties laid out for him on the bed like offerings, the same heavy sense of dread settling over him like a shroud. The fabric was always soft against his pale skin, the lace edging tickling his thighs as he stepped into the panties, the dress falling just short enough to make every movement feel exposed. But beneath the dread, beneath the shame that flushed his cheeks and made his small cock twitch traitorously, there was something else, something darker, something hungry that he tried desperately to ignore.

Victor and Elena had made it clear what was expected of him. He was to wear the clothes they chose for him without complaint, to sit on Victor’s lap when told, to accept his touches, his kisses, without protest. He was to serve them in all things, his body, his time, his obedience belonging to them. And in return… in return, they would take care of him.

Alex had tried to resist at first. Had tried to cling to the boy he’d been before he stepped off that plane, the one who had a mother and a life and boundaries. But the punishments were swift, brutal, and effective. A sharp word from Elena could cut deeper than any blade.

A firm hand from Victor could pin him in place with terrifying ease. A session over his grandfather’s knee, the spoon raining down on his bare ass until the skin bloomed red and tender, until he was sobbing, his body trembling, his voice breaking as he counted each strike, as he thanked them for correcting him.

And then there were the rewards. The gentle strokes of Elena’s fingers through his hair as she read to him by the fire, her voice soft and lulling. The way Victor’s hands would linger on his waist, his touch possessive and warm, as he praised Alex for being such a good girl. The way they both looked at him, their eyes dark with hunger, with pride, as he obeyed, as he submitted, his small frame folding into whatever they asked.

It was twisted. Wrong. But it was also… easier. Easier than fighting. Easier than thinking about his mother’s voice on the phone, dismissive and cold. Easier than remembering the plane ride and the life he’d left behind. And so, slowly, Alex began to stop resisting. Began to accept the lace against his skin, the way the dress made him feel small and delicate, the way their touches made his body respond even when his mind screamed.

He found himself seeking out Elena’s company more and more, drawn to her warmth, her kindness that felt like a lifeline in the storm. She would bake for him in the kitchen, her hands deft as she shaped dough, as she pulled sweet, buttery pastries from the oven and fed him pieces from her fingers, her eyes soft as she watched him eat. She would read to him in the evenings by the fire, her voice soft as she wove tales of princesses and castles, of love and adventure, one arm draped around his shoulders as he curled against her side in his frilly nightdress. And sometimes, when Victor wasn’t looking, she would pull Alex onto her lap, her arms wrapping around him, her touch gentle, maternal, her fingers stroking his hair and back in long, soothing lines.

‘You’re such a good girl for Grandma,’ she would murmur, her voice a warm purr against his ear. ‘Aren’t you, sweetheart?’ And Alex would nod, his face pressing into her shoulder, his body relaxing into her touch despite the lace panties cupping his small cock.

‘Yes, Grandma,’ he would whisper, his voice small but sincere, the words tasting like both surrender and safety.

It was in these moments that he felt safe. Protected. Like maybe, just maybe, Elena would save him from all of this. From Victor’s rough hands and dark eyes. From the dresses that made him feel like a doll. From the touching that left him hard and ashamed.

One afternoon, as the rain tapped against the windows and the fire crackled in the hearth, Alex curled up on the sofa beside Elena, his head resting in her lap. She was knitting, her needles clicking softly as she worked, her free hand resting on his shoulder. Alex sighed, his eyes half-closed, his body warm and content in a way it hadn’t been in… well, in forever. The frilly dress rode up slightly on his thighs, the lace of his panties visible, but Elena didn’t seem to mind. She just stroked his hair, her fingers gentle.

‘Grandma?’ he murmured, his voice soft and hesitant.

‘Yes, sweetheart?’ Alex hesitated, his fingers picking at the lace trim of his dress, twisting it nervously.

‘Do you… do you think I’m doing okay?’ Elena’s hand stilled on his shoulder.

‘What do you mean, my love?’ Alex swallowed hard, his throat tight.

‘I just… I don’t know if I’m…’ He trailed off, his face burning. Normal. Right. A boy. He couldn’t say the words, but Elena seemed to understand anyway. Her fingers tightened slightly on his shoulder, then slid down to cup his cheek, turning his face up to meet her gaze.

‘You’re doing wonderfully, Alex,’ she said, her voice warm but firm. ‘Better than I ever could have hoped. You’re exactly where you’re supposed to be.’

Alex wanted to believe her. Wanted to trust her. But the doubt lingered, a dark, gnawing thing in the pit of his stomach. ‘But…’ He hesitated, then forced the words out, his voice barely above a whisper. ‘But what about… what about him?’

Elena’s expression didn’t change, but her fingers tightened on his shoulder, just for a second, like a warning. ‘Victor?’ she asked, her voice careful, almost casual. ‘What about him, sweetheart?’

Alex’s face burned hotter, the shame flooding through him like hot water. He didn’t know how to explain it, the way Victor looked at him with those dark, hungry eyes, the way his hands lingered on his waist or slid under his dress, the way his touch made Alex’s skin prickle and his small cock swell in the lace panties in ways that felt wrong, shameful, undeniable.

‘He…’ Alex swallowed hard, his voice cracking. ‘He touches me. A lot. And… and I don’t always… I don’t know if I want him to.’ Elena was quiet for a long moment.

Then, she sighed, her breath warm against Alex’s hair as she pulled him closer into her lap. ‘Oh, my sweet girl,’ she murmured, her voice soft and understanding, like she was explaining something simple to a child. ‘Is that what’s bothering you?’ She shifted slightly, her hand sliding down to cup his cheek, her thumb brushing away a tear he hadn’t even realised was falling. ‘Victor loves you, Alex. In his own way. And… well, love isn’t always gentle, is it? It’s not always what we think it should be.’

Alex’s sighed, his mind reeling. Love? That wasn’t love. That was… wrong. But Elena’s voice was so sure, her touch so gentle, that he found himself nodding, his doubts quieting, just a little. ‘But…’ He hesitated, the words tumbling out before he could stop them. ‘But what if I don’t… what if I don’t like it? What if it hurts or… or feels bad?’

Elena’s smile was soft, knowing, her eyes dark with something Alex couldn’t quite name. ‘You will, sweetheart,’ she murmured. ‘In time, you will. Because that’s what family does. We stick together, Alex. All of us. Victor, me… and now you. We don’t turn our backs on each other. We don’t judge. We take care of our own, no matter what.’ She paused, her fingers tracing the line of his jaw, then sliding lower, to the lace trim of his dress. ‘Victor has needs, my love. Strong needs. And in this family, we don’t let those needs go unmet. We share them. We help each other. That’s how we’ve always done it. His father before him, and his grandfather before that. It’s our way. It’s what makes us strong. Outsiders wouldn’t understand, so we keep it inside. We protect each other. And you, sweet girl… you’re part of that now. Part of us. Your body, your softness, your pretty little ways, they’re gifts to this family. To Victor. To me.’

Alex’s stomach twisted at her words, a mix of horror and something else, something that made his cock twitch in his panties despite the fear. Family all stick together. The phrase echoed in his mind, twisting into something dark and binding.

‘But… what about me?’ he whispered, his voice small. ‘What if I don’t want to be… shared like that?’

Elena’s hand slid lower, her fingers tracing the lace of his panties through the dress, her touch light but insistent. ‘Oh, but you do, sweetheart,’ she whispered, her voice a dark purr. ‘Deep down, you do. Your body knows it even if your mind doesn’t yet. That’s why it responds. That’s why you get hard when he touches you, when I touch you. Because you’re meant for this. For us. And we’ll teach you to love it. To crave it. Because family doesn’t abandon each other. We embrace every part of each other. Even the parts that hurt. Even the parts that feel wrong at first.’ Her fingers hooked under the hem of his dress, pulling it up slowly, exposing the sheer lace panties that hugged his small, hardening cock. ‘See? Already getting so excited just talking about it. Such a good girl for Grandma.’

Alex’s breath came in short, sharp gasps, his body trembling as Elena’s hand slipped into his panties, her fingers wrapping around his cock with practiced ease. He wanted to pull away, to protest, but her words had wrapped around him like chains, the idea of family loyalty twisting his shame into something else.

‘Grandma, please…’ he gasped, his voice breaking as her thumb brushed over the head, smearing the bead of precum that had already formed.

‘Shhh,’ Elena murmured, her breath warm against his ear. ‘Just feel, sweetheart. Just let Grandma show you how good it can feel. Victor loves you in his way, but I can show you the gentle side. The loving side.’ Her other hand slid up, her fingers tracing the lace of his bra, her thumb brushing against his nipple through the fabric until it tightened into a hard peak. Alex gasped, his back arching, his cock throbbing in her grip.

‘You’re so sensitive,’ she whispered, her voice thick with approval. ‘So responsive. Look at how pretty you are, all flushed and hard for me.’ She pinched his nipple lightly, twisting just enough to make him cry out, his hips bucking into her hand. ‘That’s it, my sweet girl. Let it out. Let Grandma take care of you.’

Her strokes grew more insistent, her fingers gliding over his small cock with the lace of his panties pushed aside, the fabric rubbing against his balls as she pumped him. Alex’s mind spun, Elena’s words echoing, family sticks together, we share, we embrace every part. He hated how it made something in him ache, how his body responded to the idea of belonging, of being theirs.

Elena leaned down, her lips brushing his ear as she whispered, ‘Victor’s not the only one who needs you, you know. I need you too. Your soft skin, your pretty mouth, the way you look in these clothes. You’re our little secret. Our special girl. And we’ll keep you safe, as long as you keep us happy. That’s how it works. No one else understands. But we do. We stick together.’ Her hand moved faster, her other hand slipping under his bra to pinch and roll his nipple, sending sparks straight to his cock.

Alex moaned, low and helpless, his hips thrusting into her fist despite himself. Tears pricked at his eyes, but he couldn’t stop the pleasure building, the dark heat coiling tighter.

‘That’s it, sweetheart,’ Elena murmured, her voice a dark purr as she stroked him faster, her thumb swirling over the sensitive head. ‘Cum for Grandma. Show me how much you want to be part of this family.’ Alex’s body betrayed him completely. With a broken cry, he came, his small cock pulsing in her hand as thick ropes of cum spilled over her fingers, soaking the lace of his panties and the front of his dress. His back arched, his nipple throbbing from her pinch, his mind a storm of shame and release.

Elena chuckled softly, her hand continuing to stroke him through the aftershocks, milking every drop. ‘Good girl,’ she whispered, her voice thick with satisfaction. ‘Such a pretty girl for us.’ She pulled her hand free, wiping her fingers on his dress, then pulled him closer into her lap, cradling him against her chest. ‘See? It feels better when you let go. When you stop fighting what’s natural. Family sticks together, Alex. We take care of each other. Victor will have his needs met, and I’ll have mine. And you… you’ll have a place. A home. You’ll be our good girl, our special one. And one day, you’ll see how right it all is.’

Alex lay there trembling, his cum cooling on his skin, his ass still tender from previous punishments, his mind fracturing under the weight of her words and the afterglow. He wanted to pull away, to scream, but her arms were warm, her voice soothing, and the thought of being alone again, of his mother’s dismissal, of the outside world that didn’t understand, felt worse.

Slowly, he relaxed into her, his face pressing into her shoulder. ‘Yes, Grandma,’ he whispered, the words tasting like surrender. Something like acceptance. Something like the beginning of forever.

Elena stroked his hair, her voice soft and full of promise. ‘That’s my girl. We’ll have such wonderful times together. You’ll see. The family will grow around you, and you’ll be right at the centre. Victor’s touch, my touch… it’s all love. All for you. And you’ll learn to give it back, in every way we need. Because that’s what sticking together means. No secrets. No running. Just us. Forever.’ Alex closed his eyes, the fire crackling, the rain tapping, and let the words sink in.

The molestation had left him spent and messy, but her explanation wrapped around him like a blanket, twisted, dark, but binding. He was theirs now. And deep down, in the part of him that was starting to crave the lace and the touches, he wondered if maybe that wasn’t so bad after all.


Chapter 7

The house was quiet, the kind of quiet that pressed in on Alex’s ears, thick and heavy, like the air before a storm. Victor had gone out for some errand, some dark business that Elena had only alluded to with a knowing smile, and she had shooed Alex off to his room with a gentle pat on his frilly skirt and a promise of a 'special treat' later that night. Alex had obeyed without question, as he always did now, his body moving on autopilot, the lace of his panties chafing his raw skin with every step, the short dress swishing around his trembling thighs like a mocking whisper.

His mind was a fog of submission and lingering shame from the basement 'lessons' he’d been forced to endure in the days since that first night of horror. He climbed the stairs slowly, his ballet flats silent on the wood, his heart already racing with dread at what 'special treat' might mean. The house seemed to breathe around him, its walls thick with secrets, the portraits of stern ancestors watching with cold approval.

But as he reached the landing, a sound stopped him dead. A thud. Then another. And another. Muffled, rhythmic, like the beat of a distant, cruel drum echoing from the bowels of the earth. Alex froze, his hand gripping the banister so tightly his knuckles turned white. It was coming from below.

From the basement, the place he had been warned never to go, the place that haunted his nightmares. Curiosity gnawed at him like a living thing, dark and insistent, mixed with a sickening thrill he hated himself for feeling. He had never seen the basement door, but Victor’s casual mentions and Elena’s sweet warnings had painted it as a place of punishment, a place where 'bad boys' learned their place. Now, the sound drew him like a moth to flame.

He crept down the stairs, his bare feet (he’d kicked off the shoes in his room) silent on the worn wood, his heart pounding so hard it felt like it might burst from his chest. The sound grew louder, more distinct; a sharp thwack of something flexible striking flesh, followed by a quiet, pained gasp, then a low sob. It sounded like someone was being hurt, badly. His stomach twisted with fear, but his feet carried him forward anyway, past the hallway shadows, toward the half-hidden door at the end that he’d never noticed before. Heavy, wooden, scarred with deep gouges and faint, dried stains that looked suspiciously like blood. The thwack and the gasp came from behind it, rhythmic and relentless.

Alex’s fingers trembled as he reached for the handle. He shouldn’t do this. He knew he shouldn’t. Victor and Elena had made it clear; the basement was off-limits. But the curiosity was too strong, the need to know burning like acid in his veins. He turned the handle slowly, the old metal cold against his palm.

The door swung open with a quiet, ominous creak, revealing a set of narrow, stone steps descending into pitch blackness. The air that hit his face was cool, damp, and carried the scent of earth, mould, and something else, something metallic and coppery, like old blood mixed with sweat and fear. The sound was louder now, unmistakable: the crack of wood against skin, the sharp intake of breath, the quiet, broken whimper of agony.

Alex descended one step at a time, the stone cold and slimy beneath his bare soles, his frilly dress brushing the walls as if trying to pull him back. The basement was vast and low-ceilinged, the walls lined with rough stone that wept moisture. The air was thick with the scent of damp, age, and fear. A single bare bulb flickered overhead, casting long, shifting shadows across the room like accusing fingers. And in the centre, illuminated by the harsh yellow glow, was a scene straight from Alex’s darkest nightmares.

Elena stood in the middle of the room, her back to the stairs, her body clad in a long, elegant black dress that hugged her full curves like a second skin. In her hand was a thin, flexible cane, the polished wood glinting menacingly. And at her feet, bound spread-eagle to a heavy wooden X-shaped Saint Andrew’s cross, was a man. His naked body was a canvas of agony, covered in red welts, purple bruises, and thin lines of blood.

Alex inhaled in terror as recognition hit him like a blow. He knew that man. Uncle Rafael, Victor and Elena’s nephew, a man who had visited once when Alex was a child, bringing gifts and laughing loudly. But now, his face was gaunt and hollow, eyes wide and bloodshot with terror, body marked with fresh and old welts crisscrossing his back, thighs, and arse. He struggled weakly against the thick ropes and leather straps binding him to the frame, his cock limp and pathetic between his legs.

'Please,' Rafael gasped, his voice raw and broken, 'Please, Aunt Elena, I won’t do it again, I promise, just… just stop!' The cane whistled through the air and landed with a sickening crack across Rafael’s bare back. He screamed, a raw, animal sound that echoed off the stone walls, his body jerking violently, fresh blood welling from the new welt.

'You will do it again,' Elena said calmly, almost conversationally, as if discussing the weather. 'Because that’s what bad boys do, isn’t that right, Rafael? You’re a liar and a thief and a disgrace to this family.' Rafael sobbed, head hanging, tears and snot mixing with the blood on his face.

'Y-yes, Aunt Elena… I’m a bad boy. I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.' Elena’s lips curled into a smile, sharp and satisfied, her eyes glittering with dark pleasure. 'Good. Now let’s try this again. Properly this time.' She raised the cane high and brought it down again with a wet thwack against his already shredded arse, drawing another hoarse scream.

Alex’s hands flew to his mouth, his eyes wide with pure horror. He should run. Should scream for help. But his body was frozen, feet rooted to the spot as he watched Elena beat the man at her feet with methodical, almost loving precision. Each strike of the cane left a fresh red line, Rafael’s screams filling the basement like a symphony of pain.

Alex’s stomach twisted, nausea rising, but beneath it was that dark, shameful thrill he hated, the same one that had made his cock twitch in his panties during previous 'lessons.'

Elena paused, chest heaving slightly, and turned slowly. Her gaze swept the room and locked onto Alex’s horrified face. For a long moment, neither moved. Then her lips curled into a dark, knowing smile. 'Alex,' she murmured, voice soft and grandmotherly, 'There you are, sweetheart. I was wondering when you’d find us down here. Come in, don’t be shy.'

Alex inhaled in panic. He wanted to run, to hide, to erase what he’d seen. But his legs betrayed him, carrying him forward into the basement toward the woman who had just beaten a man bloody. Elena’s hand settled on his cheek, thumb brushing away a tear he hadn’t realized was falling. 'There’s my good girl,' she purred. 'I was hoping you’d come down. I have such a special treat for you tonight.' Her gaze flicked to Rafael, then back, smile turning sharp and hungry. 'You see, Rafael here has been a very bad boy. Disrespectful. Disobedient. Stealing from the family. And bad boys need to be taught a lesson… the hard way.'

Alex’s breath came in short, sharp gasps, eyes flicking between Elena and the broken man. 'W-what are you going to do?' he whispered, voice small and trembling.

Elena’s smile widened, sweet as poison. 'I’m going to let you decide, sweetheart. Do you want to watch… or do you want to help? Show Grandma how much you’ve learned.' Alex’s stomach twisted with ice. Help? The word made his blood run cold. But Elena’s eyes were dark, insistent, and he found himself nodding weakly, voice a broken whisper.

'I… I’ll help.' Elena laughed softly, dark and approving.

'Good girl.' She reached into a pocket and pulled out a second, thinner cane, pressing it into his shaking hands. 'Here you go, princess. Let’s see how good of a girl you can be for me.' Alex took it, the weight foreign and wrong.

Rafael’s eyes met his, pleading desperately. 'Please, Alex… don’t… I’m sorry…' But Alex raised the cane anyway, swinging it down across Rafael’s back with a crack. The man screamed, body jerking, and Alex let out a shocked gasp as a dark, shameful heat coiled in his belly.

Elena’s hand settled on his shoulder, squeezing proudly. 'Good girl. Again. Harder.' Alex obeyed, striking again and again, each blow sending jolts through him, his cock hardening traitorously in the lace panties as Rafael’s screams filled the air. Tears streamed down his face, but he didn’t stop. He couldn’t. Elena whispered encouragements; 'That’s it, sweetheart… make him pay… you’re such a pretty little sadist now.'

After what felt like an eternity, Elena took the cane from Alex’s trembling hand. 'That’s enough for Rafael tonight,' she said sweetly, untying the sobbing man and dragging his broken body away into a shadowed corner.

Then she turned back to Alex, her expression shifting to something colder. 'Now it’s your turn, my dear. You’ve disappointed us these last few days, hesitating, crying too much, not being grateful enough for what we’ve given you. Rafael has been down here for weeks. You’ll only be here for the night… but it’s going to be the worst pain you’ve ever felt in your life. Try to survive, sweetheart.' Before Alex could react, Elena moved with terrifying efficiency. She slammed him against the X-frame, bolting his wrists and ankles into heavy iron manacles anchored to the floor and ceiling, spreading him wide and helpless. Cold air kissed his exposed skin as she produced a pair of heavy shears and sliced through his frilly dress, panties, bra, and stockings in quick, brutal cuts, leaving him completely naked and vulnerable, his skinny, pale body on full humiliating display, small cock twitching in fear.

Elena began with the needles, holding up a thick bundle of long, surgical steel needles and smiling gently like she was offering tea. 'Let’s start slow, princess.' She pinched the thin skin of his inner thighs and pushed the first needle straight through, piercing muscle and emerging on the other side. Alex screamed, a high, broken sound. She worked methodically, pushing dozens more up both legs, across his flat stomach in a cruel pattern, over his chest, and finally into his sensitive nipples, twisting each viciously once embedded.

The needles protruded from his body like obscene metal quills; every shallow breath made them shift and burn with white-hot agony. Blood trickled in thin streams. 'Breathe through it, sweetheart,' she cooed, stroking his hair. 'Good girls don’t faint.'

Next came the knives. She selected a razor-sharp scalpel and dragged it lightly across his chest, leaving thin red lines that welled with blood. Then she pressed deeper, carving shallow, deliberate cuts along his ribs and abdomen in intricate, humiliating patterns, tiny sissy symbols and words like 'slut' and 'property.' Blood ran in warm rivulets down his torso and thighs. When he thrashed too hard, she slapped his face hard enough to rattle his teeth. 'Stay still, or I start cutting deeper.'

'Time for electricity, my dear,' Elena said cheerfully, wheeling over a car battery with jumper cables. Alex’s eyes bulged in pure terror. She clamped one cable to the head of his small cock and the other to his scrotum. The first jolt made his entire body convulse violently, every muscle locking as electricity seared through his most sensitive flesh. He screamed until his voice cracked, body arching against the chains. She increased the intensity, holding the connection longer each time, the smell of singed skin and ozone filling the air. His balls felt like they were boiling from the inside; he pissed himself involuntarily in a hot, shameful stream, which only made her laugh softly.

'Look at the little girl making a mess,' she whispered affectionately, increasing the voltage until he convulsed so hard the chains rattled. She removed the cables only when his cock was red, swollen, and leaking. Then came waterboarding. She strapped a board behind his head, tilting him back until he was nearly upside down.

Instead of water, she squatted directly over his face, her mature, wet pussy hovering above his open mouth. 'Open wide for Grandma.' She released a hot, acrid stream of piss directly into his nostrils and mouth while pressing a wet cloth over his face, forcing him to choke and gag, drowning in her urine as his lungs burned. She repeated it again and again, refilling the cloth, until he was sobbing, vomiting piss, and begging incoherently.

By now Alex was a broken, bleeding, piss-soaked mess, but Elena was far from finished. She lubed up her hand and forearm generously with something cold and stinging. 'You’re going to take all of me, princess.' She forced four fingers into his tight, virgin arse, then her whole fist, pushing deeper with brutal force. Alex howled as she fisted him savagely, her knuckles grinding against his prostate, stretching his hole obscenely wide.

She pumped her arm in and out, twisting, while her other hand twisted the needles still embedded in his nipples and slapped his tortured cock. The dual agony made his vision white out; when she finally pulled her fist free with a wet sound, his hole gaped, raw, red, and dripping blood-tinged lube.

The cock and ball torture was the worst of all. She tied his cock and balls tightly with thin cord until they swelled purple and painful. She attached heavy weights that pulled his sack downward painfully, then beat his bound genitals with a wooden paddle until they were bruised, swollen to twice their size, and bleeding. She slid a long, thin sounding rod deep into his urethra, twisting and thrusting it while squeezing his tortured balls in her fist until he screamed himself hoarse, begging for mercy that never came.

Throughout it all, Elena remained eerily calm and affectionate, whispering 'good girl,' 'almost done, princess,' and 'such a brave little girl' while she hurt him in ways no human should endure. When he passed out from the pain, she revived him with smelling salts or another vicious jolt from the battery, forcing him to stay conscious for every second.

Three hours later, Alex hung limp in the chains, his body a ruined canvas of blood, burns, bruises, puncture wounds, and gaping holes. His arse throbbed and gaped, his cock and balls were purple, swollen, and ruined, every breath agony from the cuts and needles still embedded. Elena finally unbolted him, catching his collapsing, piss- and blood-soaked body in her arms with motherly tenderness. She stroked his tear-streaked, matted hair.

'There, there. You survived, sweetheart. Now you understand what happens when you disappoint us. Tomorrow you’ll dress like the pretty little girl we know you can be… and you’ll serve Grandpa with a smile on your face and a plug in your ruined arse. Won’t you?' Alex could only whimper, too broken to do anything but nod weakly.

The sweet grandmother had shown her true, monstrous face. And there was no going back, only deeper into the horror.


Chapter 8

The days that followed the basement were a blur of pain, pleasure, and the slow, inexorable breaking of Alex’s mind. He woke each morning in his room, his body aching from the previous night’s punishments, his skin marked with bruises and welts, his cock hard despite the shame, despite the fear. And each morning, he dressed in the clothes laid out for him, the frilly dresses, the lace panties, the stockings and gloves and bonnets, his hands moving on autopilot, his mind a haze of exhaustion and acceptance.

The rules were simple. Obey. Serve. Pleased. And in return, he would be rewarded. With gentle touches. With kind words. With the dark, shameful pleasure that came from submitting, from breaking.

Victor and Elena had made it clear what was expected of him. He was to wear the clothes they chose for him without complaint. He was to sit on Victor’s lap when told, to accept his touches, his kisses, his cock, without protest. He was to serve them in all things, his body, his time, his obedience, belonging to them. And in return… in return, they would take care of him.

The punishments for disobedience were swift and brutal. A sharp word from Elena. A firm hand from Victor. A session over his grandfather’s knee, the spoon or the cane or the belt raining down on his bare arse until he was sobbing, his body trembling, his voice breaking as he counted, as he thanked them. And the rewards… the rewards were sweeter. The gentle strokes of Elena’s fingers through his hair as she read to him by the fire. The way Victor’s hands would linger on his waist, his touch possessive, as he praised Alex for being such a good girl. The way they both looked at him, their eyes dark with hunger, with pride, as he obeyed, as he submitted.

It was twisted. Wrong. But it was also… easier. Easier than fighting. Easier than thinking. And so, slowly, Alex began to accept. Began to crave.

His old life, his old self, felt like a dream, a distant, fading memory. He no longer thought of his mother, of the flat, of the boy he’d been before he stepped off that plane. That boy was gone. And the girl who had taken his place… she was happy.

She was home.

The first night he slept in their bed, it was by accident. Or so he told himself. He had been serving them late, fetching drinks, cleaning up after dinner, his body moving on autopilot as the hours ticked by. He had yawned, his eyes heavy with exhaustion, and Elena had smiled, her voice soft. ‘You’re tired, sweetheart,’ she had said. ‘Come to bed. You can sleep with us tonight.’

Alex had hesitated. Had wanted to refuse. But the look in her eyes had been gentle, insistent, and so he had obeyed, climbing beneath the covers, his body trembling as he settled between them, Victor’s heat at his back, Elena’s warmth at his front.

He had expected to lie awake, his mind racing, his body tense. But the exhaustion had been too much, the safety of their bodies, their scent, too comforting. And so, slowly, he had drifted off, his last thought a quiet, shameful wish that they would keep him. That they would never let him go.

He woke to the feel of hands on his body. Gentle at first, then insistent. Elena’s fingers tracing the lace of his panties, her touch cool against his skin. Victor’s hand on his waist, his grip possessive, his breath hot against Alex’s neck. ‘Morning, girl,’ Victor murmured, his voice a low growl. ‘Did you sleep well?’

He had. Better than he had in… well, in forever. But the feel of their hands on him, the intimacy of it, made his stomach twist with shame, with fear. ‘Y-yes,’ he whispered, his voice small.

‘Good,’ Elena murmured, her fingers tightening on his cock, which had already begun to swell despite his fear, his confusion. ‘Because today… today we’re going to teach you how to please us. Properly.’

Alex’s breath came in short, sharp gasps, his body trembling as Elena’s hand moved, her strokes slow, deliberate. Victor’s hand slid up, his fingers tracing the lace of Alex’s bra, his thumb brushing against his nipple through the fabric. Alex gasped, his back arching, his cock throbbing in Elena’s grip.

‘That’s it, sweetheart,’ Elena murmured, her voice a dark purr. ‘Let Grandma show you how good it can feel.’ Her other hand slid down, her fingers joining the first, her grip tightening as she began to stroke him in earnest, her touch rough, demanding. ‘You’re such a good girl for us,’ she whispered. ‘Aren’t you?’

Alex’s mind reeled. He wasn’t. He couldn’t be. But the pleasure was overwhelming, a dark, shameful heat coiling tight in his belly, and he found himself nodding, his voice a broken whisper. ‘Y-yes, Grandma.’

Victor chuckled, a dark, satisfied sound. ‘Good girl,’ he murmured, his hand sliding beneath the covers, his fingers tracing the curve of Alex’s arse, his touch rough against the tender, punished skin. ‘Now,’ he said, his voice a low growl, ‘let’s see how far you’re willing to go for us.’

Alex froze. He knew what they wanted. Knew what they expected. And the thought made his stomach twist with shame, with fear. But beneath the shame, beneath the fear, there was something else, a dark, hungry need, a heat coiling tight in his belly as Elena’s hands moved, as Victor’s touch burned.

Elena’s voice was a dark whisper in his ear. ‘Open your mouth, sweetheart,’ she murmured. ‘Let Grandpa show you how good it can feel.’

Alex obeyed.

Victor shifted behind him, his body pressing against Alex’s back, his heat, his strength, overwhelming. And then Alex felt it, the press of something hard, thick, against his lips. His eyes widened, his breath hitching, but before he could pull away, Victor’s hand was on the back of his head, his grip firm, unyielding.

‘That’s it, girl,’ Victor murmured, his voice a low growl. ‘Take it. All of it.’

Alex’s lips parted, his body trembling as Victor pushed forward, his cock sliding past Alex’s lips, filling his mouth, choking him. Alex gagged, his eyes watering, his hands flying to Victor’s thighs, his fingers digging into the rough fabric of his trousers. But Victor didn’t stop. He pushed deeper, his cock hitting the back of Alex’s throat, his grip on Alex’s head tightening as he began to fuck his mouth, his hips moving in slow, deep thrusts.

‘Good girl,’ Victor growled, his voice thick with approval. ‘Take it like a proper girl.’

Alex sobbed around the cock in his mouth, his body shaking, his mind a storm of shame and… pleasure. The taste was wrong, bitter, but the fullness, the control, the way Victor’s grip held him in place, the way his body responded despite his protest, sent a dark, shameful thrill coiling through him.

Elena’s hand never stopped moving, her strokes growing faster, more insistent, and Alex found himself pushing into her touch, his hips twitching, his cock aching, needing. The pleasure was overwhelming, a dark, shameful heat, and as Victor’s cock pulsed in his mouth, as thick ropes of cum spilled down his throat, he couldn’t stop the broken, humiliated moan that escaped his lips.

Victor pulled back with a satisfied groan, his cock glistening with Alex’s saliva, and Elena’s hand tightened on Alex’s cock, her strokes growing rougher, more demanding. ‘Cum for us, sweetheart,’ she murmured, her voice a dark purr. ‘Let Grandma see how good you can be.’

Alex’s body shuddered, his back arching, his cock throbbing in Elena’s grip as the orgasm tore through him, his vision whiting out, his voice breaking into a quiet, shameful whimper as thick ropes of cum spilled over Elena’s fingers, his dress, the sheets beneath him.

Elena let out a low, satisfied chuckle, her hand continuing to stroke him through his orgasm, drawing out every last shuddering gasp. ‘Good girl,’ she murmured, her voice thick with approval. ‘Such a pretty girl.’ She leaned in, pressing a soft kiss to Alex’s forehead, her touch gentle, possessive. ‘Now,’ she said, her voice a dark whisper, ‘let’s get you cleaned up. And then… we’ll see how far you’re willing to go for us next.’

Alex’s breath came in short, sharp gasps, his body trembling, his mind a storm of shame and… acceptance. He had liked it. Had needed it. And the thought made his stomach twist, his cock twitching in the lace of his panties despite his exhaustion, his fear.

Because he knew, with a sickening, inescapable certainty, that this was only the beginning.

The new rules were simple. Obey. Serve. Please. And Alex learned them quickly.

He woke each morning to the feel of hands on his body, Elena’s gentle, Victor’s possessive, their touches a dark, insistent reminder of his place. He dressed in the clothes they chose for him without complaint, the frilly dresses, the lace panties, the stockings and gloves and bonnets, his body moving on autopilot, his mind a haze of exhaustion and acceptance.

Breakfast was served in the kitchen, Alex perched on Victor’s lap, his body pressed against the older man’s crotch, his hands busy with a tray of toast, of jam, of coffee. Elena would watch, her eyes dark with pride, with hunger, as Victor’s hands roamed, as his touches grew bolder, his demands more insistent.

‘Pass the sugar, girl,’ Victor would growl, his hand settling on Alex’s thigh, his fingers pressing into the soft flesh beneath the lace of his dress. Alex would obey, his voice small, his face burning with shame. ‘Yes, Grandpa.’

‘Good girl,’ Victor would murmur, his grip tightening, his thumb brushing against the growing heat between Alex’s legs. ‘Such a pretty girl.’

And Alex would preen beneath the praise, his body relaxing into Victor’s touch, his cock swelling despite his shame, his fear.

The chores were next, dusting, sweeping, the endless, mindless tasks that kept the house running, that kept him busy. And through it all, the touches, the whispers, the dark, hungry looks that made his skin prickle, his body ache.

‘Bend over, sweetheart,’ Elena would murmur, her voice a dark purr as she handed him a duster, her eyes tracing the curve of his arse beneath the frills of his dress. Alex would obey, his face burning with shame as he presented himself, his body trembling as Elena’s hand settled on his back, her touch gentle, possessive. ‘Good girl,’ she would say, her voice thick with approval. ‘Now, clean.’

And Alex would clean, his body moving on autopilot, his mind a haze of pleasure, of shame, of the dark, hungry need that coiled tight in his belly.

The punishments were swift and brutal when he disobeyed, a sharp word, a firm hand, a session over Victor’s knee, the cane or the belt or the spoon raining down on his bare arse until he was sobbing, his body trembling, his voice breaking as he counted, as he thanked them. And the rewards… the rewards were sweeter. The gentle strokes of Elena’s fingers through his hair as she read to him by the fire. The way Victor’s hands would linger on his waist, his touch possessive, as he praised Alex for being such a good girl. The way they both looked at him, their eyes dark with hunger, with pride, as he obeyed, as he submitted.

The night Alex was taken for the first time, Elena had bathed Alex gently, almost lovingly, cleaning him, preparing him. She dressed him in a frilly pink babydoll nightie that barely covered his bruised arse. His balls still throbbed from earlier torture, and every movement sent sharp reminders through him.

‘Come along, princess,‘ she cooed, leading him by the hand upstairs to the master bedroom. Victor was already waiting, naked and stroking his thick, veiny 68-year-old cock. It was heavy and menacing, easily eight inches long with a wide, bulbous head.

‘Finally,‘ Victor growled, his eyes dark with hunger as he looked at his feminized grandson. ‘Get on the bed, little girl.‘

Alex hesitated for only a second. The memory of Elena’s punishment still fresh. He climbed onto the large bed on all fours, the short nightie riding up to expose his smooth, pale ass. Elena settled into a plush armchair right beside the bed, legs crossed elegantly, a warm smile on her face.

‘That’s it, sweetheart,‘ she encouraged softly. ‘Grandpa’s going to make you feel so good tonight. This is your first time, isn’t it? Be a good girl and open up for him.‘

Victor knelt behind Alex and spread his cheeks with rough hands. The boy’s hole was slightly puffy and slick from being fingered earlier, but terrifyingly tight for what was coming. Victor spat directly onto the wrinkled pink entrance and rubbed his fat cockhead up and down the cleft.

‘Relax, boy,‘ Victor grunted. ‘This little arse is mine now.‘

He pushed forward. The fat head pressed against Alex’s virgin hole, meeting fierce resistance. Alex whimpered, gripping the sheets.

‘It hurts… Grandpa, it’s too big…‘

‘Shhh,‘ Elena soothed from her chair. ‘Breathe, baby. Push out like you’re going potty. Grandpa needs to get inside that tight little arse. It’s going to feel so good once he’s all the way in.‘

Victor gripped Alex’s narrow hips and thrust harder. The head finally popped past the tight ring of muscle with a wet, obscene sound. Alex cried out sharply, his whole body tensing as the thick cock stretched him mercilessly. It felt like he was being split open.

‘Fuck, he’s so tight,‘ Victor groaned in pleasure, pausing with just the head inside. ‘Like a virgin cunt.‘

‘Halfway there, princess,‘ Elena said encouragingly, leaning forward. ‘Look at you taking Grandpa’s big cock. Such a brave girl. Keep pushing out… let him fill you up.‘

Victor didn’t wait long. He rocked his hips, feeding another thick inch into Alex’s clenching channel. The boy’s walls gripped him like a vice, hot and velvety. Alex sobbed into the pillow, tears streaming down his face as the burning stretch intensified. Inch by inch, Victor buried himself deeper until his heavy balls pressed against Alex’s smaller ones.

He was fully inside.

‘Oh god… I can feel it in my belly,‘ Alex whimpered, voice high and broken.

Elena clapped her hands lightly. ‘All the way in! What a good granddaughter you are. Grandpa’s cock is stretching that pretty hole so nicely. How does it feel, baby?‘

‘Full… it burns,‘ Alex gasped.

Victor began to move. Slow, deep strokes at first, pulling out until only the head remained inside, then sliding back in with a wet squelch. Each thrust made Alex’s body jolt forward. The pain was intense, but something else was building underneath it, a deep, shameful pressure against his prostate.

Elena’s voice stayed sweet and guiding. ‘That’s it, Victor. Fuck our little girl properly. She needs to learn her place. Harder now… she can take it, just like her mommy.‘

Victor’s pace increased. He started pounding Alex’s tight arse with long, powerful strokes, his hips slapping against the boy’s small cheeks. The room filled with the filthy sounds of skin-on-skin, Alex’s broken moans, and Victor’s grunts.

‘Fuck… so tight. This arse was made for cock,‘ Victor growled, reaching around to tug on Alex’s caged clit. ‘You’re getting hard in your cage, aren’t you, slut?‘

Alex could only moan helplessly. The pain was morphing into something darker, hotter. Every thrust dragged across his prostate, sending unwanted sparks of pleasure through his groin. His hole gradually loosened, accepting the thick invasion.

‘Yes, baby, yes!‘ Elena encouraged enthusiastically, one hand between her own thighs now. ‘Take Grandpa’s cock like a proper fucktoy. Look how your little arse is swallowing him. You’re doing so well. Moan louder for us, princess.‘

Victor grabbed Alex’s pigtails like reins and really started railing him. Hard, fast, brutal thrusts that made the bed creak. Alex’s cries turned into slutty, high-pitched whimpers as the pleasure overtook the pain.

‘Grandpa… oh fuck… deeper,‘ he gasped before he could stop himself.

Elena laughed delightedly. ‘Hear that, Victor? She’s starting to like it. Fuck her harder. Ruin that tight little arse for anyone else.‘

Victor obliged, pounding Alex mercilessly. The boy’s hole was now gaping slightly around the thick shaft on every outward pull, slick with spit and precum. Victor reached down and rubbed Alex’s swollen prostate with two fingers while still fucking him, overwhelming the boy with sensation.

Alex came first, hands-free, his caged cock twitching and leaking pathetically into the frilly fabric as his hole clenched rhythmically around Victor’s cock.

‘Good girl!‘ Elena praised warmly. ‘Cumming from your first arse-fucking. So perfect.‘

Victor roared and slammed in deep one final time. His heavy balls tightened as he unloaded rope after thick rope of hot cum straight into Alex’s guts, flooding his insides. He stayed buried deep, grinding slowly as he emptied himself completely.

When he finally pulled out, a torrent of cum poured from Alex’s ruined, gaping hole. The boy collapsed onto the bed, panting and trembling.

Elena stood up and kissed Alex’s sweaty forehead. ‘You did so well, sweetheart. Grandpa’s little fuckdoll now. Tomorrow we’ll do it again… and again.‘

Victor pulled Alex into the middle of the bed, spooning behind him, his softening cock nestled between the boy’s cum-smeared cheeks. Elena climbed in on the other side, stroking Alex’s hair.

‘Welcome to your new life, princess,‘ she whispered.

Alex, exhausted, sore, and strangely full, could only whimper softly as sleep took him, forever changed.

The sex was constant. Victor’s cock in his mouth, in his arse, his touches rough, demanding. Elena’s hands on his body, her voice a dark whisper in his ear as she trained him, as she broke him. ‘You’re such a good girl for us,’ she would murmur, her fingers tracing the lace of his panties, her grip tightening on his cock as Victor fucked him, as his body shuddered, as his mind broke. ‘Aren’t you, sweetheart?’

And Alex would nod, his voice a broken whisper. ‘Y-yes, Grandma.’

Because he was.

He was theirs.

The second time Victor took him fully, it was in the sitting room, the fire crackling in the hearth, the shadows stretching long and thin across the walls. Alex had been serving them tea, his body moving on autopilot, his mind a haze of exhaustion and acceptance. Victor had pulled him onto his lap, his hands roaming, his touches insistent, and Alex had melted into him, his body relaxing into Victor’s heat, his cock swelling in the lace of his panties.

‘You’re hard, girl,’ Victor had growled, his voice a low purr. ‘You want this, don’t you?’

Alex had nodded, his face burning with shame, with need. ‘Y-yes, Grandpa.’

Victor’s smirk had been dark, satisfied. ‘Good girl,’ he had murmured. ‘Now, let’s see how far you’re willing to go for me.’

Alex’s breath had hitched. He knew what Victor wanted. Knew what was expected. And the thought had made his stomach twist with shame, with fear. But beneath the shame, beneath the fear, there had been something else, a dark, hungry need, a heat coiling tight in his belly as Victor’s hands moved, as his touch burned.

Victor had shifted him, turning him, until Alex was on his hands and knees on the thick Persian rug, his dress riding up, the cool air of the room hitting his bare arse. His cock had twitched in the lace of his panties, his body trembling, his mind a storm of anticipation, of fear.

‘Please,’ he had whispered, his voice breaking. ‘Grandpa, I, I don’t...’

Victor’s hand had settled on the small of his back, his grip firm, unyielding. ‘You do,’ he had growled. ‘And you’re going to take it. Like a good girl.’

Alex had sobbed, his body shaking, his mind racing. But as Victor’s fingers had traced the curve of his arse, as his touch had grown rougher, more insistent, he had found himself pushing back, his body moving on instinct, his cock aching, needing.

And then he had felt it, the press of something hard, thick, against his entrance. His breath had hitched, his eyes widening, but before he could protest, Victor’s hand had been on his hip, his grip painful, his voice a low growl in Alex’s ear. ‘Relax, girl,’ he had murmured. ‘Let Grandpa in.’

Alex had obeyed.

The pain had been blinding, white-hot and searing, as Victor had pushed forward, his cock stretching Alex wide, tearing him open. Alex had screamed, his body jerking violently, his fingers digging into the fabric of the rug. But Victor hadn’t stopped. He had pushed deeper, his hips moving in slow, insistent thrusts, his grip on Alex’s hips bruising.

‘That’s it, girl,’ Victor had growled, his voice thick with approval. ‘Take it. All of it.’

And Alex had taken it. Had sobbed around the cock in his arse, his body shaking, his mind a storm of pain and… pleasure. The fullness, the control, the way Victor’s grip held him in place, the way his body responded despite his protest, had sent a dark, shameful thrill coiling through him.

Elena had watched from the armchair, her eyes dark with pride, with hunger, as Victor had fucked him, as Alex’s body had shuddered, as his mind had broken. ‘Such a good girl,’ she had murmured, her voice a dark purr. ‘Look at you, taking Grandpa’s cock like a proper girl.’

And Alex had cum, his body betraying him, his cock throbbing in the lace of his panties as the orgasm had torn through him, his vision whiting out, his voice breaking into a quiet, shameful whimper as thick ropes of cum had spilled over the rug beneath him.

Victor had groaned, his hips stuttering, his cock pulsing deep inside Alex as he filled him with his load, his grip on Alex’s hips tightening as he rode out his own orgasm. ‘Good girl,’ he had growled, his voice thick with satisfaction. ‘Such a tight girl.’

And as Victor had pulled out, as his cum had begun to drip from Alex’s well-used hole, Alex had collapsed onto the rug, his body trembling, his mind a storm of shame and… acceptance. Because he had liked it. Had needed it. And the thought had made his stomach twist, his cock twitching in the lace of his panties despite his exhaustion, his pain.

Elena had knelt beside him, her hand gentle on his back, her voice a dark whisper in his ear. ‘You did so well, sweetheart,’ she had murmured. ‘Grandma’s so proud of you.’ She had pressed a soft kiss to his forehead, her touch possessive, loving. ‘Now,’ she had said, her voice a dark purr, ‘let’s get you cleaned up. And then… we’ll see how far you’re willing to go for us next.’

Alex had nodded, his voice a broken whisper. ‘Y-yes, Grandma.’ Because he knew, with a sickening, inescapable certainty, that this was only the beginning. The new rules were absolute, and Alex lived by them.

He slept in their bed now, his body curled between them, Victor’s at his back, Elena’s warmth at his front. He wore the clothes they chose for him, the frilly dresses, the lace panties, the stockings and gloves and bonnets, his body moving on autopilot, his mind a haze of acceptance, of need. He served them in all things, his body, his time, his obedience, belonging to them. And in return… in return, they took care of him.

The punishments were swift and brutal when he disobeyed, a sharp word, a firm hand, a session over Victor’s knee, the cane or the belt or the spoon raining down on his bare arse until he was sobbing, his body trembling, his voice breaking as he counted, as he thanked them. And the rewards… the rewards were sweeter. The gentle strokes of Elena’s fingers through his hair as she read to him by the fire. The way Victor’s hands would linger on his waist, his touch possessive, as he praised Alex for being such a good girl. The way they both looked at him, their eyes dark with hunger, with pride, as he obeyed, as he submitted.

And the sex… the sex was constant. Victor’s cock in his mouth, in his arse, his touches rough, demanding. Elena’s hands on his body, her voice a dark whisper in his ear as she trained him, as she broke him. ‘You’re such a good girl for us,’ she would murmur, her fingers tracing the lace of his panties, her grip tightening on his cock as Victor fucked him, as his body shuddered, as his mind splintered. ‘Aren’t you, sweetheart?’

And Alex would nod, his voice a broken whisper. ‘Y-yes, Grandma.’

Because he was.

He was theirs.

And he was home.


Chapter 9

Weeks passed in a haze of submission, of pleasure, of the slow, inexorable breaking of Alex’s mind. He no longer thought of his old life, of the boy he’d been before he stepped off that plane. That boy was gone. And the girl who had taken his place… she was learning to be happy. She was learning to be home. The days fell into a rhythm, waking to the feel of hands on his body, dressing in the clothes they chose for him, serving them breakfast, cleaning the house, enduring the punishments, craving the rewards. And through it all, the sex, Victor’s cock in his mouth, in his arse, his touches rough, demanding; Elena’s hands on his body, her voice a dark whisper in his ear as she trained him, as she broke him.

He had learned to love it. To crave it. To need it. But somewhere deep inside, a tiny spark of hope remained, a fragile thing he nurtured in secret, the hope that one day, somehow, this would end.

And so, when the knock came at the door one afternoon, when Elena’s face lit up with a smile that made Alex’s stomach twist with dread, with fear, he didn’t know what to think. Didn’t know what to feel.

‘Alex, sweetheart,’ Elena had said, her voice soft but urgent. ‘Your mother’s here.’ Alex’s mouth dropped. His mother? Here? Now? His heart had leapt, a wild, desperate thing. This was it. This was his chance. His mother had come to save him. To take him away from this nightmare.

He had followed Elena to the door, his body trembling, his mind racing with possibilities. What if she saw through it? What if she took one look at him in his frilly dress, his lace panties, and knew? What if she swept him up and carried him out of here? And there she was, Sarah, his mother standing on the threshold, her face tired but smiling, her arms open wide.

‘Alex!’ she had cried, her voice breaking as she pulled him into a tight embrace. ‘Oh, my boy! Look at you!’

Alex froze in her arms. His mother’s embrace was strong, familiar, but it felt wrong now, foreign. He had wanted to melt into it, to sob and beg her to take him home. But something in her tone, in the way she held him, had stopped him. She didn’t sound horrified. She sounded… relieved.

‘Mum,’ he whispered, his voice small. ‘What, what are you doing here?’

Sarah pulled back, her eyes searching his face, her smile soft. ‘I came to see you, love. To make sure you’re settling in. Elena and Victor have been keeping me updated. They say you’ve been such a good girl for them.’

Alex’s stomach dropped. A good girl? In front of his mother? He searched her eyes, desperate for some sign that this was a rescue, that she was playing along for now. ‘Mum, please,’ he whispered urgently when Elena stepped away for a moment. ‘You have to help me. They’re… they’re doing things to me. Bad things. I need to come home.’

Sarah’s smile faltered, just for a second. Then, she had squeezed his hand, her voice low but firm. ‘Shh, love. You don’t want to get punished again do you? Alex, this is good for you. They told me how much you’ve changed. How much happier you seem.’ Alex stared at her, his hope cracking like thin ice. She knew. She knew, and she was okay with it?

The evening that followed was a slow, crushing descent from hope into despair. Sarah settled into the house like she belonged there, her laughter ringing through the halls as she chatted with Elena and Victor. She watched Alex with a distance that made his skin crawl. When Victor pulled Alex onto his lap after dinner, his hands roaming possessively over the lace of his dress, Sarah did not look away in horror.

Instead, she smiled, a small, approving thing. ‘He’s so much more relaxed here,’ she said to Elena. ‘You were right. This is what he needed. And he’s so sexy like that. Such a sexy girl.’ Alex wanted to scream. To beg. But the words had died in his throat as Victor’s fingers slipped under his skirt, teasing him in front of his own mother.

‘Isn’t he pretty?’ Victor murmured, his voice thick. Sarah nodded, her eyes bright. ‘He is. You’ve done wonders with him, I just wish I could’ve done it sooner.’

Later, when they were alone for a moment in the kitchen, Alex cornered her again, his voice desperate. ‘Mum, please. You don’t understand. Victor… he makes me do things. With both of them. It’s not right. I want to go home with you.’

Sarah sighed, her hand cupping his face. ‘Oh, Alex. I do understand. Better than you think. When I sent you here, I knew what they were. What they wanted. And I knew you’d be perfect for it. You’ve always been so… soft. So in need of guidance. They’re giving you that. And look at you. You’re thriving.’ Alex felt the world tilt. She sent him here knowing? On purpose?

‘You… you wanted this for me?’

Sarah’s smile was gentle, almost loving. ‘I wanted you to be happy. And to be useful. Family sticks together, Alex. We all have our roles. Yours is to be their good girl. And I’m proud of you for it.’

The deflation was total. The spark of hope that had flared so brightly upon her arrival was snuffed out, leaving only cold ash. His mother wasn’t here to save him. She was here to join them. To watch. To encourage. That night, as Victor bent him over the bed and took him roughly from behind, Sarah sat in the armchair, watching with a serene expression.

‘That’s it, love,’ she had said softly. ‘Take it like a good girl. Make Mummy proud.’

Alex sobbed into the sheets, his body betraying him even as his mind shattered. Elena stroked his hair, cooing, ‘See? Your mother understands now. We’re all a family. And families share everything.’

In the days that followed, Sarah’s presence made everything worse. She encouraged Victor to be rougher, to push Alex further. She helped Elena dress him in even more humiliating outfits, cooing about how cute he looked. She even participated, her hands on his body, her voice whispering encouragements as Alex serviced them both. ‘You’re doing so well, sweetheart. This is where you belong.’ Alex was left deflated, hollow, the last thread of resistance snapping. There was no way out. His mother had come, and with her arrival, the final door had closed. He was theirs. Completely. And she was theirs too. The transformation was absolute. The girl who had taken his place was all that remained, and she had no mother to save her. Only a family that had claimed her forever.

The nights were the hardest. Curled between them all now, his mother’s arm draped over him, Victor’s hand on his thigh, Elena’s breath in his ear. ‘We’re so proud of you, Alex,’

Sarah would whisper. ‘You’ve made us all so happy.’ And Alex would nod, his voice a broken whisper.

‘Y-yes, Mum.’ Because what else was there? Hope was a lie. Resistance was pain. Submission was the only path left. And as the days blurred into weeks, Alex learned to smile through the deflation, to accept the encouragement from the woman who should have been his saviour. His mother had come. And she had stayed. To make sure he never left again.

One night, after they had all bathed together and dressed in their special nightclothes, the four of them climbed into the large master bed. Alex lay in the centre wearing only a sheer pink babydoll and frilly white knickers that barely contained his caged clit. Sarah, still in her satin baby romper with the dummy clipped to the collar, had a hungry look in her eyes that no longer surprised him.

‘Everyone watch,’ Sarah said softly, her voice thick with excitement. ‘Mummy wants to play with her little girl tonight.’

Victor and Elena settled comfortably on either side, propped up against the pillows. Victor’s thick cock was already half-hard beneath his loose boxers, while Elena smiled sweetly, one hand idly stroking Alex’s pigtails.

Sarah pulled Alex onto his back and slowly slid his knickers down his smooth legs, exposing his small, caged cock and smooth, hairless hole. ‘Such a pretty little arse,’ she murmured. ‘Mummy’s going to open you right up.’

She reached for the large bottle of thick lube on the bedside table and poured a generous amount over her right hand, working it between her fingers until her whole palm glistened. Alex’s breath quickened as she pushed his knees up towards his chest, fully exposing him to the family.

‘Be a good girl and relax for Mummy,’ Sarah cooed, pressing two slick fingers against his pucker. She pushed them inside easily ,  his hole had been trained well over the past weeks ,  and began scissoring them, stretching him open. Alex let out a soft whimper, his hands clutching the sheets.

‘That’s it, Sarah,’ Elena encouraged gently. ‘Get her nice and loose. Our princess can take so much now.’

Victor nodded, his eyes fixed between Alex’s spread legs. ‘Go deeper, love. Let’s see how much Mummy’s fist stretches that tight cunt.’

Sarah added a third finger, then a fourth, pumping steadily. The wet, squelching sounds filled the room as she worked more lube inside him. Alex’s breathing grew ragged, his small body trembling. When she tucked her thumb in and began pressing her whole hand forward, he gasped sharply.

‘Mum… it’s too much…’ he whined.

‘Nonsense, baby,’ Sarah replied firmly, twisting her hand slowly as she pushed. ‘You took Grandpa’s cock and Elena’s beatings. You can take Mummy’s fist. Push out like a good girl.’

With steady pressure, her hand slipped past the tight ring. Alex cried out, his back arching as Sarah’s fist sank deeper into his arse. The stretch was enormous, far more intense than anything else he had taken. He felt impossibly full, her wrist disappearing between his cheeks.

‘Oh, look at that,’ Elena breathed happily, leaning closer. ‘Such a good girl swallowing Mummy’s whole hand. Doesn’t it look beautiful?’

Victor stroked his hardening cock openly now. ‘Fuck her with it, Sarah. Let her feel who owns that hole.’

Sarah began to move. She slid her fist in and out in long, deliberate strokes, rotating her wrist so her knuckles dragged against Alex’s prostate with every thrust. Alex’s whimpers quickly turned into loud, broken moans. His caged clit leaked steadily onto his belly as waves of unwanted pleasure crashed through him.

‘Listen to those pretty noises,’ Sarah praised, picking up speed. ‘Mummy’s little fuckdoll loves getting fisted, doesn’t she? Say it.’

‘Y-yes, Mum… I love it,’ Alex gasped, tears of overwhelming sensation rolling down his cheeks. The pressure was immense, the fullness obscene. Every time her fist withdrew slightly, his hole gaped hungrily around her wrist before she drove back in.

Elena reached down and gently played with one of Alex’s nipples. ‘You’re doing so well, sweetheart. Let Mummy ruin you. This is what good girls get.’

Sarah’s fist moved faster, deeper, punching against his insides with wet, filthy sounds. She curled her fingers inside him, pressing firmly on his prostate until Alex’s whole body shook. His moans grew louder, more desperate.

‘Please… Mum… I’m going to…’

‘Cum for us, princess,’ Sarah commanded, fisting him harder. ‘Cum with Mummy’s hand buried in your arse.’

Alex screamed as his orgasm hit. His caged cock twitched violently, spurting thin ropes of cum across his own belly and chest while his hole clenched rhythmically around Sarah’s invading fist. The pleasure was blinding.

Sarah kept her hand inside him through the aftershocks, gently pumping and stroking his walls until he was a sobbing, trembling mess. Only then did she slowly withdraw, leaving his hole gaping wide open, red and shiny with lube.

‘Beautiful,’ Victor growled approvingly.

Sarah leaned down and kissed Alex’s sweaty forehead, her own romper now damp between her legs. ‘Such a perfect little girl. Mummy loves you so much.’

Alex could only whimper softly as they pulled him close again, Victor’s cock now nestled against his leaking hole, Elena stroking his hair, and Sarah’s hand resting possessively on his cum-covered stomach.

In their warm, twisted embrace, there was no escape. Only this. Forever.


Chapter 10

The days that followed were a whirlwind of change, of adjustment, of the final, inevitable breaking of Alex’s mind and body. Sarah’s arrival had shattered the last fragile illusions he had clung to, but in their place, a dark, twisted acceptance had begun to bloom. She was different now, submissive, eager, her eyes gleaming with the same hunger that Victor and Elena had shown him from the start. She took to her new role as the ‘baby’ of the family with a natural ease that both horrified and fascinated Alex. Her body, small and delicate like his own, was soon adorned in the same frilly, humiliating outfits; satin rompers, lace-trimmed panties, and a dummy that she sucked on with a vacant, contented expression.

Alex watched as Victor claimed her openly, bending her over the kitchen table one morning while Elena and Alex prepared breakfast, Sarah’s moans muffled by the dummy as Victor’s cock stretched her, his hands spanking her ass red.

‘That’s it, baby,’ Victor growled, his voice thick with satisfaction.

‘Take Daddy’s cock like a good little girl.’ Sarah had whimpered around the dummy, her eyes rolling back in pleasure, and Alex had felt his own cock twitch traitorously in his panties.

Elena watched it all with a serene, proud smile, her hand resting possessively on Alex’s shoulder. ‘See, sweetheart? Your mother understands now. This is what our family does. We take care of each other’s needs. We break them down and rebuild them into something beautiful. Something useful.’

Alex had nodded numbly, his face burning, but inside, a small part of him was still reeling. His mother, the woman who had raised him, who had cried when he left for the grandparents’ house, was now a willing participant in this nightmare. She encouraged it. She praised it. And she seemed happier than he had ever seen her.

One evening, after Victor had finished using both of them, Sarah had pulled Alex aside into the sitting room while the others cleaned up. The fire crackled softly, casting long shadows across the walls. Sarah was still in her baby outfit, the dummy clipped to her romper, her face flushed and satisfied. She sat on the sofa and patted the spot beside her, inviting Alex to join.

‘Come here, love,’ she said softly, her voice carrying that same maternal warmth he remembered from childhood, but now twisted with something darker. ‘We need to talk.’ Alex obeyed, perching on the edge of the cushion, his frilly dress riding up his thighs, the lace of his panties visible. Sarah smiled, reaching out to brush a strand of hair from his face. ‘This… all of this… it’s not new to me, Alex. This was how I grew up.’

Alex stared at her, his breath catching. ‘What do you mean?’ Sarah’s eyes grew distant, lost in memory.

‘Victor is my father, sweetheart. Your grandfather. But this family… it’s always been like this. My grandmother, your great-grandmother, was just like Elena. Strict, loving in her own way, but she trained me from a young age. To serve. To submit. To be the family’s little girl. Victor’s dad, my great-grandfather, he was the one who took me first. He taught me everything. How to please a man. How to take pain and turn it into pleasure. And daddy helped. Helped me find peace in being owned.’ She paused, her hand resting on Alex’s knee, squeezing gently. ‘I thought I could escape it when I left home. I tried to have a normal life. But it never felt right. I was always empty, always craving what I’d lost. And then… when things got bad, when I couldn’t provide for you anymore, I reached out to them. They welcomed me back with open arms. And you… you were the perfect gift to seal the deal.’

Alex’s stomach twisted. ‘Wait… what do you mean, ‘seal the deal’? And Victor… he was arrested. You said it was for something bad. What happened?’ Sarah’s smile turned sad, almost nostalgic. ‘It was an accident, really. Victor was always careful. But Rafael, your uncle, he went to the police. Stupid really…my brother doing that, given everything. That’s why Victor spent time in prison, and that is why Rafael lives in the dungeon now, in torture. When I heard daddy was getting out, I knew it was time to come back. I missed him so much. And now… now we’re all together again. A real family.’ She leaned in closer, her voice dropping to a whisper. ‘And you, my sweet girl… you’re the glue. The one who brings us all together. Just like I was for them when I was your age.’

Alex felt sick, his mind reeling with the implications. His mother, is own mother, had been raised like this. Victor was her father. The man who had been fucking him, breaking him, was the same man who had broken her. And now Sarah was here, not to save him, but to continue the cycle. ‘But… why me? Why send me here if you knew?’

Sarah’s expression softened, but there was no regret in her eyes. ‘Because I love you, Alex. And I knew you needed this. You were always so fragile, so lost. Just like I was. They can give you what I couldn’t, a purpose. A place. And now that I’m here, we can be a family again. All of us.’ She pulled him into a hug, her body warm against his, but Alex felt cold inside. The hope he had once clung to, that maybe, just maybe, his mother’s arrival meant freedom, was gone. Replaced by a hollow, dawning horror.

The revelation hung over him like a cloud for days, but the family didn’t slow down. If anything, Sarah’s integration made everything more intense. She was the one who suggested new ‘games,’ new ways to push Alex further.

One night, after Victor had taken his fill of both of them, Sarah approached Alex with a wicked glint in her eye. ‘Come with me, sweetheart,’ she said, leading him to the bedroom. Elena and Victor watched from the doorway, amused and approving. Sarah had changed out of her baby clothes into something else, a tight black corset, thigh-high stockings, and a large, thick strap-on dildo harnessed between her legs. It was bigger than anything Alex had taken before, veined and realistic, glistening with lube. ‘Mommy’s going to fuck you now,’ she said softly, her voice a mix of maternal affection and raw lust. ‘Just like Victor used to fuck me when I was your age. You’ll love it. You’ll beg for it.’

Alex was bent over the bed, his dress hiked up, panties pulled aside, his hole still slick and stretched from Victor’s earlier use. Sarah positioned herself behind him, the head of the strap-on pressing against his entrance. She pushed in slowly at first, the massive girth stretching him wider than he thought possible. Alex cried out, his hands fisting the sheets, pain mixing with the familiar burn of intrusion.

‘Shhh, baby,’ Sarah cooed, one hand stroking his back while the other gripped his hip. ‘Breathe for Mommy. Take it all. You’re doing so well.’ She thrust deeper, inch by inch, until the dildo was buried to the hilt inside him. Alex sobbed, his body shaking, but Sarah didn’t stop. She began to fuck him in earnest, the strap-on slamming into him with rhythmic, brutal strokes. Each thrust hit something deep inside, sending sparks of unwanted pleasure through his body. His cock, trapped in the lace panties, leaked steadily, betraying him once again.

Sarah leaned over him as she fucked, her breath hot against his ear, her voice a seductive whisper between thrusts. ‘This is how it’s always been, Alex. Family sticking together. Victor taught me everything. How to take a cock. How to give one. How to break and be broken. And now it’s your turn.’ She thrust harder, the dildo grinding against his prostate, making him moan despite himself. ‘You feel that? That’s what real family feels like. No secrets. No running away.’

Alex’s mind was a haze of pain, pleasure, and the horrifying truths she had shared. But then Sarah slowed her pace, grinding deep inside him, and asked the question that shattered everything.

Sarah slowly withdrew her fist from Alex’s gaping, ruined hole with a wet pop, leaving him twitching and leaking lube onto the sheets. She sat back on her heels, breathing heavily, her satin baby romper pushed up around her waist. Her eyes were wild with lust as she reached behind herself and unbuckled the harness she had slipped on earlier, letting the thick dildo fall aside.

‘Enough of that,’ she murmured, her voice husky. ‘Mummy needs the real thing now.’

She crawled up Alex’s body, straddling his narrow hips. His small cock, still trapped in its pink chastity cage, had leaked copiously during the fisting. Sarah deftly unlocked the cage and freed him. Despite everything, his young cock hardened quickly in her hand, betraying him.

Victor and Elena watched with keen interest, Elena gently stroking Alex’s pigtails while Victor lazily pumped his own thick shaft.

Sarah positioned herself over her son’s cock, rubbing the leaking head against her wet, mature pussy lips. ‘Look at Mummy, baby,’ she whispered, lowering herself slowly. ‘Mummy’s going to ride you properly.’

Alex’s eyes widened in pure horror as the reality hit him.

‘Mum… no… please, not that…’ he gasped, trying weakly to push against her thighs, but his arms were heavy and useless after the earlier ordeal. Victor’s strong hand immediately pinned one of his wrists to the bed.

‘Shh, princess,’ Elena cooed sweetly. ‘Let your mother have what she needs.’

Sarah sank down onto him in one smooth motion, engulfing his entire cock in her hot, slick cunt. She moaned loudly, her head tilting back in pleasure. ‘Oh yes… that’s Mummy’s good boy.’

Alex whimpered, his body stiffening. This was his mother. The woman who was supposed to protect him. Now she was riding him bare, her inner walls gripping him tightly.

Sarah began to move, rolling her hips in deep, deliberate circles before bouncing on his cock. Her heavy breasts swayed beneath the satin romper as she rode him harder.

‘Please, Mum… you can’t…’ Alex begged, voice cracking with panic.

Sarah leaned forward, pinning his shoulders down as she fucked herself on him. Her face was flushed, eyes locked on his.

‘Cum inside Mummy, Alex,’ she begged, her voice turning desperate and breathy. ‘Please, baby. Fill me up. I’m not on any birth control. Not at all. I want you to knock me up. Give Mummy a baby.’

Alex’s heart hammered in terror. ‘Mum… no! You can’t mean that! Stop…’

But Sarah only rode him faster, her pussy clenching around his cock with every downward thrust. Wet, obscene sounds filled the room as she slammed herself onto him.

‘Be a good boy and cum deep inside me,’ she pleaded, grinding her clit against his pubic bone. ‘I need it. I’ve dreamed about this. Pump your seed into Mummy’s womb. Make me pregnant with your baby. Please, Alex… please cum for Mummy.’

Elena stroked Alex’s cheek tenderly. ‘It’s alright, sweetheart. Give your mother what she wants. It’s only natural.’

Victor chuckled darkly from the side. ‘Fill her up, boy. Make your mum swell with your child. That’s what good little girls do.’

Sarah was bouncing frantically now, her cunt swallowing his cock over and over. ‘Cum in me! Cum in me!’ she chanted, her voice breaking into moans. ‘I’m not protected… I could get pregnant right now. Do it, baby. Breed Mummy!’

The horror on Alex’s face was complete. This was beyond anything he had endured. Yet his body, trained by weeks of abuse and overstimulation, betrayed him. The tight, wet heat of his own mother’s pussy, the filthy words, the encouragement from his grandparents ,  it was too much.

With a broken, horrified cry, Alex came hard. His cock pulsed deep inside Sarah, pumping thick ropes of cum directly into her unprotected womb. Sarah moaned in triumph, grinding down hard to take every drop, her own orgasm crashing over her as she felt him filling her.

‘Good boy… good boy,’ she gasped, collapsing onto his chest and kissing him sloppily on the mouth. ‘Mummy’s going to have your baby. We’re going to be a proper family now.’

Alex lay there, staring at the ceiling in dazed horror, his cock still twitching inside his mother as the last of his cum leaked into her. Victor and Elena applauded softly, praising him for being such an obedient little girl.

‘Why would you do that?’ Alex asked, heart racing.

‘Did you not enjoy it?’ Sarah asked, kissing him passionately.

‘I…’ He frowned. ‘Oh God!’ He cried, pulling his mother to him, mashing his lips as she giggled.

‘Who do you think your father is, sweetheart?’ Sarah suddenly asked.

Alex froze, his body rigid His breath caught in his throat. Horror flooded him like ice water. His father? The man his mother had left the family for? The one who had supposedly abandoned them? Or… Victor? Rafael? Someone else in this twisted bloodline? The possibilities spun through his mind, each one more sickening than the last. Sarah chuckled softly, feeling his cock harden again, then Alex unfroze and pushed back inside her, his own accord this time. Sarah continued. ‘Think about it. Who else would have such a perfect little girl to pass on the family legacy to?’ Alex’s horror was absolute, his body trembling, tears streaming down his face as he realised he wanted to fill his own mother again. He was just as broken as her. He had no answers, only the dawning realization that his entire life had been a lie, orchestrated by this family from the very beginning.

Sarah fucked him through the revelation, her pace relentless, her words a dark lullaby. ‘You’re ours now, Alex. All of ours. And when you’re ready… maybe you’ll help us make more. Just like I did with you.’ Alex could only sob, his mind breaking under the weight of it all, the incestuous history, the manipulation, the way his body still responded with shameful arousal even as his soul recoiled. Sarah came with a soft moan, as she ground against him, her body shuddering in orgasm. Alex collapsed soon after, spent and shattered, cum leaking from his mother’s hole.

Sarah stroked his hair gently, her voice once again soft and loving. ‘There, there, baby. It’s all out now. No more secrets. Just family. Forever.’

Alex knew there was no escape. Not from them. Not from the truth. Not from the horror of who, and what, he really was. The family had claimed him completely, body and soul, and his mother’s words had sealed it. He was theirs.

Victor leaned over. ‘Give daddy a kiss,’ he smiled, and without hesitation, Alex smiled and wrapped his arms around him, pulling him down.

‘Fuck me daddy.’ He whispered.


Epilogue

The final transformation was seamless. Inevitable. Alex was theirs, completely, utterly. His mind, his body, his soul, all of it belonged to them. And in return, they gave him everything, love, belonging, the dark, hungry pleasure that came from submitting, from breaking, from being theirs.

The days fell into a rhythm, a dark, twisted dance that Alex loved, that he craved, that he needed. He woke each morning to the feel of hands on his body: Victor’s rough and possessive, squeezing his soft thighs and pulling his frilly nightdress up to expose his caged cock and smooth, hairless balls; Elena’s gentle but insistent, stroking his flat chest where small hormone-induced breasts were beginning to bud, pinching his sensitive nipples until he whimpered; Sarah’s, his mother’s, now fully sissified like him, her fingers tracing the lace of his panties before slipping inside to tease his tight, well-used hole.

He dressed in the clothes they chose for him, the frilly pink dresses that barely covered his ass, the sheer lace panties that hugged his caged clitty and left his cheeks exposed, the thigh-high stockings clipped to garter belts, the matching bras that framed his budding tits. His body moved on autopilot, his mind a haze of acceptance, of need. Breakfast was served in the kitchen, Alex perched on Victor’s lap, his body pressed against the older man’s heat, his hands busy with a tray of toast, of jam, of coffee.

Sarah would watch from her special chair, her dummy in her mouth, her eyes dark with pride, with hunger, as Victor’s hands roamed. Victor would push his fingers into Alex’s mouth, making him suck them wet, then slide them down to push aside the panties and finger his hole right there at the table.

“That’s it, girl,” Victor would growl, his voice thick. “Suck Daddy’s fingers while I stretch that pretty arse. You’re getting so loose for me.” Alex would moan around the fingers, his caged cock leaking into the lace, his hips rocking back as two thick digits pumped into him, scissoring, curling to hit his prostate.

Elena would smile from across the table, her hand on Sarah’s head, pushing the dummy deeper as she praised them both. “Such good girls. Look at you, taking it so well.”

The chores were next, dusting, sweeping, the endless, mindless tasks that kept the house running. Alex would bend over to dust the low shelves, his dress riding up, his panties on full display, and Victor or Elena would take advantage, Victor bending him over the table mid-chore, yanking the panties down and slamming his thick cock into Alex’s hole without warning, fucking him hard and fast while Alex’s body shook, his moans echoing.

“Take it, you little sissy slut,” Victor would grunt, one hand on Alex’s hip, the other reaching around to squeeze his caged cock. “Your arse was made for Daddy’s cock.”

Elena would watch, sometimes joining in by pushing her fingers into Alex’s mouth or making him lick her pussy while Victor used him. Sarah would often be on her knees nearby, sucking Victor’s balls or licking Elena’s clit as she waited her turn. The punishments were constant and graphic.

Sarah over Victor’s knee, her sissy romper pulled down, her smooth ass cheeks spread as he spanked her with a wooden paddle until they were bright red and welted, then making her thank him by kissing his cock. Alex over Elena’s lap, his dress hiked up, panties around his knees, the cane whistling through the air to crack across his tender skin, leaving vivid red stripes.

Each strike made him cry out, tears streaming, but his cock would strain in its cage, leaking. “Count them, princess,” Elena would say sweetly. “And thank Grandma for making you such a good girl.” The rewards were the sweetest part, being allowed to cum, though rarely from his clitty.

Sometimes Victor would let him ride his cock until he spilled hands-free, the orgasm ripping through him as cum dribbled from the cage. Other times, Elena would milk him with her fingers deep in his ass, or Sarah would suck him while Victor fucked her from behind.

And the sex… the sex was constant, raw, and unrelentingly graphic. Victor’s cock in Sarah’s mouth, stretching her lips wide as she gagged and drooled, his hands fisting her hair while he called her his baby slut. In her pussy, pounding her while she whimpered around her dummy.

Elena’s hands on Alex’s body, strapping on a thick dildo and pegging him until he sobbed, or making him eat her out for hours, his tongue buried in her wet folds while she held his head down. Sarah’s touches on them both, her small hands stroking Victor’s cock alongside Alex’s, or her mouth on Elena’s clit while Alex fucked her with his tongue.

The family fucked together often: Victor taking turns with both “girls,” filling their holes with load after load while Elena directed, sometimes fisting one while the other sucked. Alex learned to love the taste of cum, Victor’s thick and salty, Elena’s from her strap-on after pegging him, Sarah’s when she was allowed to squirt from being fucked.

They trained him to hold it in his ass, plug him up, and make him serve with it leaking down his thighs. Punishments for disobedience involved prolonged edging, denial, or worse, Victor making him watch while he fucked Sarah and Elena, denying Alex any touch until he begged properly.

It was perfect. It was home. The final piece clicked into place one evening, as the sun set. Alex was on his knees before Victor, sucking his cock while Sarah and Elena watched. Victor’s hand was on his head, pushing him down until he gagged on the thick shaft.

“You’re such a good girl for me, Alex,” he had growled. “Aren’t you?” Alex had nodded, pulling off with a wet pop, strings of spit and precum connecting his lips to the cock.

“Y-yes, Daddy.” Victor’s smile had been dark, satisfied.

“Good girl. Now, let’s see how far you’re willing to go for me tonight.” And Alex had smiled, his voice small but sure.

“As far as you want, Daddy. I’m yours.” The words had settled over him like a heavy, suffocating blanket. Yours. The truth of it had shattered the last remnants of his resistance. He was theirs. And they were his. And this was home.

Six months later, the transformation was complete. Alex was fully sissified, a living doll for the family. His hair had grown long and silky, styled in curls with ribbons and bows. Hormones had softened his skin, given him small, perky breasts that filled the cups of his lacy bras, and shrunk his cock to a tiny, useless clitty that stayed locked in a pink chastity cage most days.

His ass was plump and round from training, always plugged or freshly fucked. He wore the frilliest outfits; short pink dresses with petticoats that flared out, exposing his diaper or panties underneath; thigh-high stockings; Mary Jane shoes; and always a bonnet or headband. His face was made up, pink lips, rosy cheeks, long lashes, with permanent makeup touches for when they wanted him “natural.” He spoke in a soft, high voice, calling them Daddy, Grandma, Mommy. He moved with a sway, always eager to please.

Sarah had embraced it just as fully. She was sissy-dressed like her son, frilly baby rompers with snaps at the crotch for easy access, thick diapers that crinkled when she walked, a dummy clipped to her outfit, and a bonnet framing her face.

Her body was soft and submissive, her own clitty locked away, and her belly was now swollen and round with pregnancy, six months along, the curve prominent under the pastel fabric of her romper. Alex’s seed had taken, making her the perfect vessel for their twisted legacy. She waddled slightly, her hand often resting on the bump, a dreamy smile on her face as she sucked her dummy and served the others. The pregnancy had made her even more horny and needy; she craved being filled, her hormones making her beg for cock or strap-ons daily.

One lazy afternoon in the nursery-turned-family room, Alex and Sarah found themselves alone for a rare moment. Alex, in his pink satin dress with white lace trim, knee-high socks, and a bow in his hair, crawled over to where Sarah sat in her oversized crib-like chair. She was in a baby-blue romper, the snaps undone to let her swollen belly and full breasts spill out slightly, a frilly bonnet on her head and dummy in her mouth.

Alex climbed up beside her, his movements graceful and feminine, and pulled her into his arms. His small hands, nails painted pink, cradled her face as he leaned in, kissing her deeply, their glossy lips meeting with soft, wet sounds. Sarah moaned around the dummy, which Alex gently removed, letting it fall as their tongues tangled. The kiss was passionate, loving, filled with the dark acceptance of what they’d become, mother and son, both sissies, both owned.

Alex’s hand slid down to rest on Sarah’s swollen pregnant belly, feeling the firm curve, the life growing inside. He rubbed it gently, possessively, while they kissed again, slower this time, his other hand stroking her hair. “I love you, Mommy,” he whispered against her lips, his voice soft and high, full of genuine, twisted affection. “I love you so much. You’re so beautiful like this… all big and pregnant for you. For us.”

Sarah smiled, her eyes half-lidded with pleasure, one hand covering his on her belly. “I love you too, baby girl,” she murmured back. “My sweet sissy daughter. We’re both so lucky to be here, like this. Family sticks together… and now we’re making more.”

Alex kissed her again, deeper, his hand gently massaging her belly as they held each other, the room quiet except for their soft sounds.

In the background, Victor and Elena’s voices echoed from another room, but here, in this moment, it was just them, completely sissified, bonded in their shared submission and love. Alex felt no regret, only contentment. This was his life now. This was home. And with his mother pregnant, their family was growing in the most perverse, perfect way possible. He kissed her once more, whispering, “Forever, Mommy. I love you forever.”

The house was alive with their dark love. Alex and Sarah served as the perfect sissy pair, sometimes together, sometimes separately, always eager, always broken in the best way. Six months in, with Sarah’s belly growing and Alex’s transformation irreversible, there was no going back. Only forward, into more depravity, more submission, more of the family’s twisted happily ever after.

The end
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