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Chapter 1: Curves Begin

Week ten at the Institute marked a turning point I didn't see coming.

"Time for curves," Dr. Lyra announced, her cheerful voice cutting through my morning haze. She stood in my doorway, white lab coat hanging open over a black lace bra that left little to imagination. Her dark eyes sparkled behind those black-frame glasses. "Ready for your next evolution?"

My stomach tightened. "What do you mean?"

She stepped inside, clipboard in hand, that perpetual smile on her lips. "Breasts, sweetie. A-cups to start. Nothing too dramatic, but enough to make a real difference." She snapped on a latex glove—that familiar sound that always meant something was about to change. "You've been doing so well with everything else. This is the natural next step."

I touched my flat chest through the thin pink crop top I'd been sleeping in. Breasts. Real breasts.

"Is it... permanent?" My voice cracked slightly.

Dr. Lyra giggled, that cheerful sound that somehow made everything seem less terrifying. "Technically reversible for five hundred dollars. But honey..." She tilted her head, studying me. "Why would you want to? You're going to love them."

My caged clitty twitched in its blue plastic prison. The idea terrified me. And excited me. The conflict twisted in my gut.

"I... I don't know."

"Eva." She sat on my bed, crossing her legs. The movement made her own ample curves shift beneath the lab coat. "You've already come so far. Pigtails, makeup, the cage, services you provide... This just makes the outside match what's already happening inside." Her fingers found my chin, tilting my face up. "Besides, clients are going to go crazy for them. Think of the tips."

Money. Always money. My debt hung over everything—still ninety-seven thousand to go.

"How long does it take?"

"The injections? Five minutes. The growth?" She smiled wider. "Hours. You'll feel it happening. By tonight, you'll have a proper A-cup. Maybe a full A if you respond well."

I swallowed hard. Looked at myself in the mirror across from my bed. Pigtails framing my face, glossy lips, the small jeweled plug base visible when I shifted my hips. I already looked like a girl. Mostly.

"Okay." The word came out barely above a whisper.

Dr. Lyra's smile turned radiant. "Wonderful! Strip off that top and lie down. Let's make you beautiful."

My hands shook as I pulled the crop top over my head, careful not to mess up my pigtails. The cool air hit my nipples—already darker, more sensitive from the hormone supplements I'd been taking. I lay back on the bed, heart hammering.

Dr. Lyra leaned over me, and I caught her scent—something clinical mixed with expensive perfume. Her pendant dangled between us, nestled in her cleavage.

"Deep breath," she cooed.

The first injection burned. A sharp sting near my left nipple that made me gasp. Then another. And another. She worked methodically, giggling softly as she circled my chest with the needle.

"Good girl. Almost done."

Six injections total. When she finished, my chest throbbed with a dull ache.

"Now the fun part." She pressed her palm flat against my sternum. "You're going to feel warmth spreading. That's the serum activating your dormant breast tissue. Don't panic—it's supposed to feel intense."

She wasn't kidding.

Within minutes, heat bloomed across my chest like someone had pressed hot stones against my skin. I squirmed, my fingers gripping the sheets.

"It hurts—"

"Shh. It's working." Dr. Lyra stroked my hair, still smiling. "The discomfort means growth. Just breathe through it."

The heat intensified. Spread. My nipples started tingling—no, burning—with sensation. I arched my back involuntarily.

"There we go," Dr. Lyra purred, watching my chest with scientific fascination. "See? Already swelling."

I lifted my head to look.

Holy shit.

My flat chest was... not flat. Small mounds were rising, flesh expanding before my eyes. The skin stretched, pulled, grew taut over new tissue forming underneath.

"Oh my God—"

"Beautiful." Dr. Lyra traced one finger around my swelling nipple, making me gasp. "You're responding perfectly. I'd say you'll be a full A-cup, maybe even pushing A-plus by dinnertime."

The sensation was unlike anything I'd experienced. Not quite pain, not quite pleasure—something stranger. Like my body was being remade at the cellular level. Which, I supposed, it was.

My nipples darkened further, jutting up from the growing mounds. Each breath made them brush against... something. Breast tissue. Real breast tissue.

"I can feel them," I whispered, amazed.

"Of course you can." Dr. Lyra's hand cupped my left breast—my breast!—and squeezed gently. The sensation shot straight to my caged clitty. "These are real. All yours. And so much more sensitive than flat pec muscles." She pinched my nipple, making me cry out. "See?"

She was right. The sensitivity was off the charts. Her touch sent electricity through me.

"I'll leave you to adjust," she said, standing and adjusting her lab coat. "Take it easy today. They'll be tender. But definitely come look at yourself in the mirror once they're done growing—you're going to love what you see."

She left me lying there, hands hovering over my swelling chest, not quite daring to touch yet.



By mid-afternoon, I couldn't stop staring.

The mirror in my room reflected someone I barely recognized. The pigtails I'd gotten used to. The glossy pink lips were familiar now. The pink cage between my legs was just part of my daily reality.

But the breasts.

I cupped them—a full handful each—and watched them jiggle in the mirror. Real breasts. A-cups, just like Dr. Lyra promised, maybe even a bit bigger. They sat high and firm on my chest, nipples pointing slightly upward. When I turned sideways, I had an actual profile now. A curve.

I was shaped like a girl.

The realization made my throat tight. This wasn't dress-up anymore. Wasn't playing pretend. These tits were real, growing from my own body, and everyone would see them. There was no hiding this level of feminization.

My caged clitty strained uselessly, leaking against the plastic.

"Fuck," I whispered, watching myself bounce slightly on my toes. The jiggle was hypnotic. "I have tits."

A knock at my door made me jump.

"Eva?" Scarlett's voice. "Client just booked. Twenty minutes. Apparently word's already spreading about your new assets."

My new assets. Of course.

My stomach fluttered—nerves mixed with something else. Anticipation? I grabbed a pink lace bralette from my drawer, the first time I'd actually needed one. The fabric cupped my new breasts, supporting their weight. The sensation was strange and thrilling.

"Coming," I called out, pulling on matching panties and checking myself one more time.

I looked like a girl with tits now. No going back.



The client was a regular—Marcus, mid-forties, always polite, always tipped. He froze when I opened the door, his eyes dropping immediately to my chest.

"Holy shit," he breathed. "The rumors are true."

Heat crept up my neck. "Dr. Lyra did them this morning."

"Can I—?" He stepped inside, already reaching.

"That's what you're paying for," I said, trying to sound confident.

His hands cupped my breasts through the lacy bralette, fingers exploring the new curves. I gasped at the sensation—so much more intense than anything I'd felt when my chest was flat. Every touch seemed to connect directly to my caged clitty.

"Fuck, they're perfect," Marcus groaned, thumbs circling my nipples through the fabric. "Real, too. I can feel them."

"They're real," I confirmed, voice shaky. "All me."

He peeled the bralette up, exposing my breasts completely. His eyes widened at the sight—two perfect mounds, nipples hard and dark, sitting high on my chest. Without hesitation, he leaned down and took my left nipple in his mouth.

I cried out.

The sensation exploded through me—hot, wet, overwhelming. His tongue circled my nipple, teeth grazing gently, and I felt it everywhere. My knees went weak.

"Jesus—that's so sensitive—"

Marcus made a sound of approval around my nipple, his other hand kneading my right breast. The dual sensations made my head spin. My cage strained painfully, leaking already.

He switched sides, giving my right nipple the same treatment while his fingers pinched and rolled the left. I grabbed his shoulders for support, moaning openly now.

"On the bed," he ordered, voice rough with desire. "I need to see them bounce."

I climbed onto the bed on shaky legs, lying back. My breasts shifted with the movement—a sensation I'd never experienced before. They had weight. They moved.

Marcus stripped quickly, his seven-inch cock already rock hard. He positioned himself between my legs, hands immediately returning to my tits.

"These are fucking amazing," he muttered, squeezing them together. "Better than I imagined when I heard."

He lined up his cock with my hole—still plugged. I'd gotten used to wearing the small jeweled plug constantly now. He pulled it free with a wet pop, making me whimper, then pushed inside.

I gasped as he filled me. The familiar stretch, the fullness. But this time, as he started thrusting, his hands never left my breasts. He groped them, squeezed them, watched them jiggle with each thrust.

"Look at these fucking tits," he groaned, driving deeper. "You're not a boy anymore, are you? You're all girl now."

The words hit differently than they used to. With breasts bouncing on my chest, his cock pounding my ass, my useless clitty leaking in its cage—he was right. I looked like a girl. I felt like a girl being fucked.

"No," I moaned. "Not a boy. Not anymore."

"Damn right." He pinched my nipples hard, making me arch off the bed. "You're my little sissy slut with perfect tits."

The dirty talk, the rough treatment of my new sensitive breasts, the cock hitting my prostate—it all combined into overwhelming sensation. My cage leaked steadily, body trembling.

Marcus leaned down, his face buried between my breasts. He motorboated them—something impossible just hours ago—groaning against my skin. Then he was sucking my nipples again, alternating between them while he fucked me harder.

"Gonna cum on these tits," he panted. "Mark them. Show everyone who got to enjoy them first."

"Yes—please—" I didn't know what I was begging for anymore. Everything felt too good.

He pulled out suddenly, stroking his cock with one hand while the other kept playing with my breast. Three hard strokes and he came with a shout, hot cum splattering across my chest. Rope after rope painted my new tits, covering them in thick white fluid.

The sight—my breasts glazed with cum—combined with the degradation of being marked, pushed me over the edge. My cage spurted weakly as a sissygasm rolled through me, ass clenching on nothing, whole body shaking.

"Fuck yes," Marcus groaned, milking the last drops onto my nipple. "Look at you. Covered in cum, tits out, caged little clitty leaking. Perfect little sissy."

I lay there panting, his cum cooling on my breasts, the weight of them suddenly very real. This was my body now. These tits were mine.

Marcus caught his breath, then reached for his wallet. Along with the standard fifty, he added two twenties.

"For the tits," he said with a grin. "Best ninety dollars I ever spent. Tell Dr. Lyra she does incredible work."

After he left, I stood in front of the mirror again, my breasts still sticky with cum. I touched them gently, feeling the new weight, the sensitivity.

My reflection stared back—pigtails, glossy lips, cum-covered tits, caged clitty, plug back in place.

Eva. This was Eva now.

The thought terrified and thrilled me in equal measure. Dr. Lyra was right—I was never going to pay to reverse this. These breasts were mine to keep.

I smiled at my reflection, fingers tracing through the cum on my chest.

Maybe that wasn't such a bad thing.



By evening, Luna knocked on my door. Her pink hair caught the light as she bounced into my room, eyes immediately dropping to my chest.

"Oh my God!" She squealed, rushing forward. "You did it! You got tits!"

Before I could respond, she pulled me into a hug, our breasts pressing together. Hers were slightly bigger—B-cups—and the sensation of breast-to-breast contact made me gasp.

"They're so cute!" Luna pulled back, hands on my shoulders, examining me. "A nice full A-cup. Maybe A-plus. They suit you so well!"

"They're... real," I said, still processing it all. "Like, actually part of me now."

"I know, right?" She touched her own chest. "When I got mine, I couldn't stop playing with them for a week. They're so sensitive, especially at first." Her green eyes sparkled with mischief. "Have you played with them yet? Like, properly?"

My face heated. "I've been... touching them."

"But have you made yourself cum just from nipple play?" She bit her lip. "Because you totally can now. Want me to show you?"

My mouth went dry. Luna and I had become close over the past weeks—she'd been my guide through so much of this transformation. But this felt different.

"I... yeah. Show me."

Luna's smile turned wicked. She locked my door and pulled her crop top off, revealing her perky B-cups. "Sit on the bed. This is going to blow your mind."

I obeyed, heart racing. Luna knelt beside me and reached for my breasts with both hands.

"First," she said softly, "you need to learn they're not just for clients. These are yours. Your pleasure centers." Her fingers traced circles around my nipples, never quite touching them. "The anticipation builds the sensitivity."

I squirmed, watching her hands work. She was right—the teasing touch made my nipples ache to be touched.

"Then..." She pinched both nipples at once, rolling them between her fingers. "You give yourself what you need."

I moaned, back arching into her touch. The sensation shot straight to my caged clitty, making it strain and leak.

"See?" Luna giggled, continuing to play with my nipples. "Direct line to your cage. But if I do this long enough..." She leaned down, taking my left nipple in her mouth while her fingers worked the right.

Oh fuck.

Her tongue swirled, teeth grazing, sucking firmly. The combination of sensations—wet mouth on one side, skilled fingers on the other—built something deep in my core. Not quite like a regular orgasm, but close. Building.

"Luna—"

"Shh. Just feel it." She switched sides, giving my right nipple the same treatment. Her free hand slid down to press against my cage. "You're leaking so much. You're close, aren't you?"

"Yes—God yes—"

She doubled her efforts, sucking harder, pinching firmer. The pleasure built and built until—

I came.

Not from my cage. Not from anything touching my ass. Just from my nipples being played with. The orgasm rolled through me in waves, different from any other kind I'd experienced. My cage spurted a few pathetic drops, but the real pleasure came from my chest, radiating outward.

Luna pulled back, grinning triumphantly as I collapsed onto the bed, twitching.

"Told you," she said smugly. "Welcome to having tits, babe. You're going to love it here."

I stared at the ceiling, breasts heaving with my ragged breathing, and had to agree.

These tits were definitely going to change everything.


Chapter 2: Breast Obsession

Word spread fast at the Institute.

By the next morning, my schedule was packed. Scarlett knocked on my door before I'd even finished breakfast—a protein shake that tasted like vanilla chalk.

"You're popular today," she said, ice-blue eyes assessing my chest. Her platinum blonde hair was pulled back in a severe ponytail, and she wore her usual black leather corset that made her own impressive bust even more prominent. "Five clients already booked. All requesting 'the sissy with new tits.'"

I shifted uncomfortably, very aware of my breasts beneath the thin pink camisole I was wearing. They still felt foreign—wonderful, but foreign.

"Five?"

"Mm-hmm." Scarlett's red lips curved into a knowing smile. "Breasts sell, girl. Always have. You just unlocked a whole new revenue stream." She tapped her silver key necklace—the one holding my cage key. "First client's here in ten. Wear something that shows them off."

After she left, I rifled through my closet. Most of my clothes had been chosen for a flat chest. But there, hanging in the back, was a tight white crop top with a scooped neckline. I pulled it on and immediately understood why Scarlett had put it there.

My breasts pressed against the fabric, creating visible cleavage. The bottom hem sat just below my tits, leaving my midriff bare. Combined with a short pink skirt and my heels, I looked like every college guy's fantasy.

I looked like a busty girl.

The knock came right on schedule.



Client one was named David—tall, early thirties, wedding ring glinting on his finger. His eyes locked onto my chest the moment I opened the door.

"Jesus Christ," he breathed. "They weren't kidding."

"You like them?" I asked, channeling the confidence Luna had been teaching me. I did a little spin, letting him see how the crop top emphasized my new curves.

"Like? I'm fucking obsessed." He stepped inside, already unbuckling his belt. "I want to fuck those tits. Right now."

My stomach fluttered. A tittyfuck. I'd never done that before—couldn't have done it before. But now...

"Fifty for the session," I said, remembering the rates. "But if you want to finish on my face, that's an extra twenty."

"Deal." He pulled out seventy dollars, practically throwing it on my dresser. "Get on your knees. Leave the top on—I want to push it up myself."

I knelt on the carpet, my caged clitty already responding to his urgency. David's cock was average—maybe six inches—but fully hard, jutting from his open fly.

He stood over me, reaching down to grab the hem of my crop top. Slowly, teasingly, he rolled it up, exposing my breasts inch by inch. My nipples were already hard, dark pink peaks that jutted out from my A-cups.

"Perfect little tits," he muttered. His hands cupped them, thumbs rubbing over my nipples. "So perky. So fucking new."

The touch sent sparks through me. My nipples were even more sensitive today, probably still adjusting to their new nerve endings.

David positioned his cock between my breasts, pressing them together around his shaft. It was a strange sensation—his hot flesh trapped in my cleavage, my own soft tissue compressed against him.

"Push them together," he ordered.

I brought my hands up, pressing my breasts inward. My small hands could barely manage, but I squeezed as best I could, creating a tight channel for his cock.

"Fuck yes." David started thrusting, his cock sliding between my tits. The head peeked out at the top of my cleavage with each stroke. "Look up at me. Keep those pretty eyes on me while I fuck your tits."

I obeyed, maintaining eye contact while he used my breasts like a pussy. The friction felt strange—not quite sexual for me, but the psychological thrill of it made my cage leak. I was on my knees, tits wrapped around a man's cock, being used for his pleasure.

This was what these breasts were for. This was my purpose now.

"Stick out your tongue," David panted, thrusting faster. "Catch my cock when it comes up."

I extended my tongue, glossy with the lip gloss I'd applied earlier. Each thrust brought his cock-head close enough to tap my outstretched tongue, leaving traces of precum.

"Good girl. Such a good little titty slut." His grip on my shoulders tightened. "Gonna paint that pretty face. Gonna mark those new tits."

His rhythm got erratic. I squeezed my breasts tighter, watching his face contort with pleasure.

"Fuck—now—"

He pulled back just enough to aim. Hot cum splattered across my face—my cheek, my nose, my lips. More ropes followed, painting my chin and dripping down onto my breasts. He groaned with each spurt, milking every drop onto me.

When he finished, I was glazed. Cum dripped from my chin onto my tits, streaking down the curves he'd just fucked.

"Christ," David panted, tucking himself away. "That was worth every penny." He grabbed his phone. "Can I take a picture? Just your tits, not your face."

"Ten dollars extra," I said automatically, Scarlett's lessons kicking in.

He handed over a ten without hesitation. I posed, pushing my cum-covered breasts together, and he snapped several photos.

"You're going to be very popular," he said as he left.

He had no idea how right he was.



Client two arrived twenty minutes later, after I'd cleaned up and changed into a sheer black babydoll that did nothing to hide my breasts.

This client was older—fifties, maybe—with graying hair and intense eyes. He carried a small black bag.

"I'm Robert," he said, his voice cultured, almost professorial. "Scarlett mentioned you were... recently enhanced."

"This week," I confirmed, gesturing to my chest.

"Excellent. Fresh nerve endings." He set the bag on my bed and pulled out what looked like jewelry—metal clamps connected by a chain. "I'm interested in exploring pain and pleasure. Specifically, nipple torture. Are you amenable?"

My breath caught. Luna had warned me about these clients—the ones who liked to push boundaries.

"How much?" I asked.

"Standard rate plus a twenty-dollar tip for the intensity. I promise I won't damage anything permanently—I'm quite experienced."

Seventy total. That would put me closer to my quota for the week.

"Okay," I agreed. "But if I say stop, you stop."

"Of course." Robert smiled. "I'm not a monster. Just an enthusiast."

He guided me to sit on the bed, then gently lifted my babydoll over my head. My breasts sat exposed, nipples already tightening in the cool air and anticipation.

"Beautiful," he murmured, circling me slowly. "A-cups suit you. Not too much, not too little. And these nipples..." He pinched one suddenly, making me gasp. "Very responsive."

He released my nipple and picked up the clamps. They were metal, with rubber-coated tips and a delicate chain connecting them.

"These will hurt at first," Robert explained, his tone almost clinical. "But the pain transforms. You'll see."

He positioned the first clamp over my right nipple. The jaws bit down, pressure building until—

"Ah!" I yelped as it locked in place. Sharp pain radiated from my nipple.

"Breathe," Robert instructed. "Let your body adjust."

Before I could fully process the first clamp, he attached the second to my left nipple. Another spike of pain. The chain connecting them hung between my breasts, cool metal against my skin.

"How does it feel?" Robert asked.

"It hurts," I admitted, voice shaky.

"Good. That means the nerves are working." He tugged gently on the chain, pulling both nipples at once. The pain intensified, but something else came with it—a strange underlying pleasure. "Your body will start releasing endorphins soon. The pain will begin to feel... different."

He wasn't wrong.

As minutes passed, the sharp pain dulled to a throb. And with each throb, warmth spread through my chest, down to my caged clitty. My cage was straining now, leaking steadily.

"There we go," Robert said softly, noticing my arousal. "See? Pain and pleasure aren't opposites. They're dance partners."

He tugged the chain again, harder this time. I moaned—the sound surprising me. It had hurt, but I'd moaned.

"Let's test your limits," Robert said. He positioned me on hands and knees on the bed, ass in the air, chain dangling beneath me. Then he moved behind me, pulling the plug from my ass.

"I'm going to fuck you," he explained, "and with every thrust, these clamps are going to pull. The movement will torture your nipples constantly. Do you understand?"

I nodded, not trusting my voice.

His cock—thicker than average—pressed against my hole. He pushed in slowly, stretching me. Once fully seated, he reached under me and grasped the chain.

"Ready?"

He pulled the chain taut while he started thrusting.

Oh God.

Every stroke of his cock made the chain sway, tugging my clamped nipples. The dual sensation—fullness in my ass, pain-pleasure in my chest—overwhelmed me. I cried out with each thrust, unable to stay quiet.

"That's it," Robert groaned. "Feel it. Feel everything."

He fucked me harder, the chain pulling more violently. My nipples screamed with sensation—not just pain anymore, but electric pleasure that made my whole body sing. My cage leaked constantly, a puddle forming on the sheets beneath me.

"You're close, aren't you?" Robert asked, his voice strained. "Going to cum from nipple torture alone?"

"Yes—fuck—yes—"

He gave one sharp yank on the chain while slamming deep into my ass.

I came.

The orgasm ripped through me, starting from my tortured nipples and spreading everywhere. My ass clenched around his cock, my cage spurted weakly, and I screamed into the mattress.

Robert groaned, his own rhythm faltering. He came inside me, filling the condom, while I was still shaking through aftershocks.

When he pulled out, he carefully removed the clamps. Blood rushed back into my nipples and I whimpered—they were incredibly sensitive now, almost painful to touch.

"You did wonderfully," Robert said, massaging my breasts gently to help circulation. "Your nipples will be sore for a day or two, but that means they're becoming properly trained."

He left the seventy dollars on my dresser and his business card. "Call me if you want to explore more. I have other toys."

I lay on the bed after he left, breasts throbbing, ass full of his cum-soaked condom still inside me. My nipples looked red and swollen—evidence of what I'd just endured.

And I'd loved it.



Client three came in the evening. By then, my nipples were tender enough that even wearing a bra hurt. But the money was good, and Scarlett had emphasized this was a "premium" client willing to pay extra.

His name was Marcus—different from yesterday's Marcus—and he was huge. Six-foot-four, muscular, with hands that could palm a basketball. Or, as it turned out, my entire breast.

"Heard you just got these," he rumbled, staring openly at my chest. I'd put on a sports bra for support, though my tender nipples protested. "Real ones, right? Not implants?"

"Real," I confirmed. "Grown this week."

"Good. I like 'em real." He cracked his knuckles. "I'm gonna be rough. That okay? Paid double—hundred dollars."

A hundred. That was significantly above standard rates.

"How rough?"

"Rough enough you'll have bruises." His grin was predatory. "But Scarlett says you can take it. And I'll throw in another twenty if you let me take pictures of the damage after."

Bruises. On my brand new breasts.

The smart part of me screamed to refuse. But the practical part—the part that saw $120 and thought about my debt—spoke up instead.

"Okay. But you can't damage anything permanent."

"Deal."

Marcus stripped efficiently, revealing his muscular body and a thick eight-inch cock that was already hard. He grabbed me almost casually, tossing me onto the bed like I weighed nothing.

"Stay on your back," he ordered. "Want to watch these tits bounce."

He peeled off my sports bra, exposing my tender breasts. Without preamble, he grabbed both roughly, squeezing hard enough to make me gasp.

"Fuck, they're so soft," he groaned, kneading them like dough. His grip was almost painful—definitely painful on my sore nipples. "Perfect size to really get a handful."

He positioned himself between my legs, yanking my panties aside and removing my plug. His thick cock pressed against my hole.

"Here we go."

He slammed in.

I cried out—not from my ass, which was well-trained by now, but from the shock of it. Marcus didn't fuck gently. He pounded into me immediately, his hips pistoning hard enough to make my whole body jolt.

And my breasts bounced.

With every brutal thrust, my tits jumped and jiggled on my chest. Marcus watched them with hungry eyes, his hands groping, squeezing, pinching. He mauled my breasts without mercy, fingers digging deep into the soft tissue.

"Love watching these fucking tits bounce," he grunted. "Little sissy tits bouncing while I wreck your ass."

His grip tightened. Pain flared—real pain, not the pleasure-pain from earlier. He was leaving marks, I could feel it. His fingers pressed so hard I thought they might leave permanent dents.

But underneath the pain, my traitorous body responded. The rough treatment, the degradation, the sheer animal fucking—it all combined into overwhelming sensation. My cage strained and leaked, my ass squeezed his cock.

"You like this," Marcus observed, pinching both my nipples viciously. "You like being used rough."

"Yes," I gasped out. There was no point lying—my body was betraying me, responding to his brutality with arousal.

He released one breast to grab my throat—not choking, just holding—while the other hand kept mauling my chest. His cock slammed into my prostate repeatedly, his balls slapping against my ass.

"Gonna cum on these tits," he growled. "Gonna mark them up, inside and out."

His thrusts became erratic. He pulled out, stripping the condom off and stroking his cock over my chest. Three hard pulls and he came with a roar, cum erupting all over my breasts. Rope after thick rope covered them, pooling in my cleavage, dripping down the sides.

The warmth of his cum on my abused breasts pushed me over. My cage spurted as another sissygasm rolled through me, this one almost painful in its intensity.

Marcus milked the last drops onto my nipples, then sat back, admiring his work.

"Fuck. Look at that." He grabbed his phone. "Pictures?"

I nodded weakly, too exhausted to protest. He snapped several shots—my cum-covered breasts, the red marks from his fingers already darkening to bruises, my flushed face.

"You're a good little pain slut," he said, handing me $120 in cash. "I'll be back. Those tits are worth every penny."

After he left, I examined myself in the mirror.

My breasts were covered in cum and fingerprint bruises. Dark purple marks where he'd gripped too hard, red patches where he'd been rough. My nipples were swollen and tender, painful to even brush against my skin.

I looked used. Abused. Marked.

And I'd earned $120 from that session alone. Plus the seventy from the previous two clients.

$260 in one day.

Scarlett was right. Breasts sold. And mine were apparently worth premium prices.

I took a photo of my own—my bruised, cum-covered tits—and sent it to Luna.

Her response came immediately: OMG!!! Are you okay?

Tender, but fine, I typed back. Made $260 today.

WHAT. Okay the bruises are worth that! Welcome to having marketable tits, babe.

I stared at my reflection again. The bruises would fade in a few days. The marks would heal. But the money would stay, chipping away at my debt.

And next week, these same clients would probably book again. Maybe bring friends.

I touched my tender breast carefully, wincing at the soreness.

Worth it. Every bit of pain was worth the money, worth the progress toward freedom.

My tits weren't just part of my body anymore. They were assets.


Chapter 3: Breaking a Sweat

"You're going to the gym."

Scarlett's announcement came at breakfast, delivered in her matter-of-fact tone that brooked no argument. She stood in the common dining area where Luna and I were eating protein pancakes, her platinum hair gleaming under the fluorescent lights.

"The gym?" I asked, fork halfway to my mouth.

"The Institute gym. All sissies are required to maintain physical fitness." Her ice-blue eyes assessed me critically. "You've been here ten weeks. Time to start building flexibility, core strength, and stamina. Can't have you getting soft—well, not everywhere." She smirked, glancing at my breasts beneath my pink t-shirt.

Luna giggled beside me. "Oh, you're going to love Coach Morgan. She's... intense."

"She?" That surprised me. All the trainers I'd encountered so far had been women except for clients.

"He," Luna corrected, grin widening. "Trust me, you'll understand when you meet him."

Scarlett dropped a schedule on my tray. "Three sessions per week, starting today. Wear the gym outfit in your closet. Report to the fitness center at two." She clicked away on her heels, key necklace jingling.

I looked at Luna. "Is it bad?"

"Not bad. Just... intense. Coach Morgan pushes hard. And he's very hands-on with his training methods." Her green eyes sparkled with mischief. "Plus the communal showers are an experience. You'll see."



The gym outfit turned out to be a pink sports bra and matching high-waisted yoga pants—both form-fitting enough to leave little to imagination. The sports bra compressed my new breasts but couldn't hide them. And the yoga pants... they clung to my ass and showcased my plug's jeweled base through the fabric.

I felt exposed just walking through the Institute halls.

The fitness center was in the east wing—a space I'd never visited. When I pushed through the double doors, the smell of rubber mats and cleaning solution hit me. The gym was surprisingly well-equipped: treadmills, weight machines, yoga mats, flexibility equipment. And everywhere, mirrors. Huge wall-length mirrors that reflected every angle.

Five other sissies were already there, stretched or warming up. I recognized a couple from passing in the halls. All wore similar outfits—sports bras, tight shorts or yoga pants, most with visible plug jewelry. We looked like a bizarre aerobics class from some alternate reality.

"New meat!"

The voice boomed across the gym—deep, commanding, unmistakably male. I turned.

Coach Morgan was impossible to miss.

Six-foot-two of pure muscle, with massive shoulders and thick thighs that strained against his athletic shorts. His buzzcut was blonde going grey, and his steel-blue eyes pinned me with laser focus. A tight white tank top showcased arms that looked like they could bench-press a car.

And his shorts... Jesus. The bulge was obscene. Thick and heavy, outlined clearly against the grey fabric. It hung low, obviously well-endowed, and he adjusted it unconsciously as he approached.

"You must be Eva," he barked, looking me up and down. "Heard you just got tits. Let's see."

Heat flooded my face. "I—what?"

"Sports bra off. Need to assess your build." He snapped his fingers impatiently.

I glanced around. The other sissies were watching, some sympathetic, some amused. This was apparently normal.

With shaking hands, I peeled off my sports bra. My A-cups bounced free, nipples immediately hardening in the cooler gym air. Coach Morgan circled me slowly, like a drill sergeant inspecting a recruit.

"Good chest-to-shoulder ratio. Narrow build. Decent flexibility potential." He squeezed my bicep—his hand completely engulfed my arm. "Weak as hell though. We'll fix that." He moved behind me, and I felt his rough hands on my hips. "Turn around. Let me see the ass."

I rotated, face burning. His eyes dropped to my ass, visible through the thin yoga pants, plug jewel winking.

"Nice. Already plugged—good. You'll keep that in during workouts." He slapped my ass, hard enough to make me yelp. "Builds core control. Now get the bra back on and line up with the others. Time to see what you're made of."

I scrambled to pull my sports bra back on, joining the line of sissies. My ass stung from his slap, and my cage was already responding to his dominant energy.

"Listen up!" Coach Morgan's voice carried across the gym. "Sissies need three things: flexibility to take cock in any position, core strength to last through marathon sessions, and stamina to serve multiple clients without collapsing. That's what we build here." He flexed his pecs—they jumped impressively beneath his tank top—unconsciously showcasing his physique. "Today: yoga and flexibility work. You'll learn proper positions. Then core exercises. Then cardio."

He pointed at a sissy with short blonde hair. "Misty—demonstrate downward dog."

Misty moved to a mat and flowed into the pose—ass high in the air, back straight, plug clearly visible. The position was obscenely sexual.

"See that?" Coach Morgan walked around Misty, adjusting her form. "Perfect presentation. Ass up, back curved, stable base. This is a service position—clients love fucking you in downward dog because they can see everything." He slapped Misty's ass. "Good girl. Everyone, into position."

We all moved to mats. I copied the pose, feeling the stretch in my hamstrings and shoulders. My ass pointed up, plug on full display, breasts hanging toward the mat.

Coach Morgan walked between us, correcting forms with rough efficiency. When he reached me, his hands gripped my hips, tilting them higher.

"Arch more. Present that ass properly." His touch was impersonal but firm, adjusting me like a piece of equipment. "Your plug should be the focal point. Make someone want to pull it out and replace it with their cock."

I adjusted, arching my back more. The stretch intensified, and I felt every inch of the plug inside me.

"Better. Hold it. Two minutes."

Two minutes in downward dog felt like an eternity. My arms shook. My core burned. The plug seemed to grow heavier, more present. Around me, other sissies held the pose with varying degrees of success.

"Time. Next position—child's pose, ass up variant."

We flowed through position after position. Each one somehow more sexual than the last. Pigeon pose that opened the hips wide. Cobra that thrust the chest forward. Happy baby that spread legs embarrassingly open. Coach Morgan critiqued each one, his voice a constant bark of commands and corrections.

"Eva—hips wider! You need to be able to spread for clients who like viewing angles."

"Misty—chest down, ass higher! Make them want it."

"Luna—good depth, but don't forget to breathe. Can't pass out during service."

After thirty minutes, I was sweating and shaking. My muscles screamed. The plug felt like it had grown three sizes.

"Core work!" Coach Morgan commanded. "Planks. One minute. Go!"

We all dropped into plank position. My arms immediately protested—they were already exhausted from yoga. I held it, trembling, sweat dripping onto the mat.

"Sissies with weak cores can't take a pounding," Coach Morgan said, walking between us. "You need to hold position while a client rails you. Can't collapse halfway through—that's bad service." He stopped at my mat, squatting down to peer at me. His bulge hung heavy in his shorts, inches from my face. "Thirty seconds, Eva. Hold it."

I gritted my teeth, arms shaking violently. Twenty seconds. Ten. Five.

"Time! Rest thirty seconds. Again!"

We did three more rounds. By the end, I collapsed on the mat, gasping. My abs felt like they'd been shredded.

"Cardio next," Coach Morgan announced cheerfully. "Treadmills. Twenty minutes moderate pace. Let's see your stamina."

Oh God.

I hauled myself to a treadmill, legs like jelly. The other sissies were equally exhausted but moved with practiced discipline. This was routine for them.

I started the treadmill at a moderate jog. Immediately, I became aware of several things:

My breasts bouncing in the sports bra with each step. The constant jiggle was distracting and slightly arousing.

The plug shifting with each footfall, rubbing against my insides.

My reflection in the mirror—a busty sissy with pigtails, running in pink workout clothes, clearly plugged.

Coach Morgan prowled between the machines, watching us critically. When he passed behind me, I felt his eyes on my bouncing ass.

"Good rhythm, Eva. Keep it steady. Remember—clients want sissies who can last."

Twenty minutes felt like hours. By the end, I was drenched in sweat, my sports bra soaked, and my legs trembling. But I'd finished.

Coach Morgan called us to gather, hands on his hips. His tank top was wet with sweat too, clinging to his muscular chest. The outline of his thick cock was even more prominent now, and he adjusted it absently.

"Not bad for a first session. Eva—you've got potential but you need work. I'll expect improvement by next week." He glanced at the clock. "Hit the showers. You all stink."



The locker room was communal—one large space with benches, lockers, and an open shower area with multiple heads. No privacy walls, no curtains. Just open space where we'd all strip and wash.

I hesitated at the entrance. The other sissies moved confidently, peeling off their workout clothes without shame. Luna was already topless, her B-cups bouncing as she kicked off her shorts.

"Come on, Eva," she called. "You can't be shy now. We've all got the same equipment. Well, roughly." She giggled.

I moved to a bench and slowly stripped. Sports bra off—my breasts free and sticky with sweat. Yoga pants down—my caged clitty tiny against my body, plug still embedded in my ass.

Around me, five other sissies in various states of undress. Different body types, different breast sizes (one had C-cups already), different plug jewels. But all caged. All plugged. All feminized.

Misty, the blonde from the demonstration, caught my eye and smiled. "First time in the communal showers?"

"Yeah," I admitted.

"It gets easier. Just remember—we're all in the same boat. Nobody here judges." She pulled her plug out with a wet sound, setting it in her locker. "Plus, it normalizes being naked and plugged. Makes you more comfortable with your body."

I nodded, gathering my courage. This was part of the program. Part of becoming comfortable with who I was now.

I left my plug in—I wasn't brave enough to remove it in front of everyone yet—and walked naked into the shower area.

The water was hot and wonderful on my exhausted muscles. I stood under a showerhead, letting it cascade over my sweaty skin, washing away the workout grime. My breasts felt heavy under the water's pressure, nipples tingling.

Around me, other sissies showered. Casual conversation floated through the steam.

"Did you see? Eva's got new tits," someone said.

"They're cute. A nice full A-cup," another voice responded. "I'm getting B-cups next month. Saving up."

"The bruises though—who did that?"

"Marcus, probably. He's always rough."

They were talking about me like I wasn't there. Or maybe they just didn't care. This was normal conversation for them—comparing breast sizes, discussing clients, evaluating plug types.

Luna appeared beside me under the next showerhead, pink hair darkening under the spray.

"See? Not so bad," she said softly. "Just a bunch of sissies getting clean after a workout."

She was right. There was something strangely freeing about it. No hiding, no pretending. Just... being. Naked, caged, plugged, and somehow okay with it.

"Coach Morgan is intense," I said, soaping my body.

"Wait until he decides to 'reward' someone for good performance." Luna grinned. "He fucks like he trains—hard, fast, and completely focused. No foreplay, just bam-bam-done. It's actually kind of hot in a clinical way."

Before I could respond, Coach Morgan's voice boomed from the entrance.

"Towels in five minutes! Next session in twenty!"

We all jumped slightly. He'd been watching. Or could be watching. The lack of privacy extended even here.

I finished rinsing quickly, hyperaware that my naked body could be observed by anyone. My plug-filled ass, my caged clitty, my new breasts with their fading bruises—all on display.

This was my life now. Communal showers. Public nudity. Body modifications as casual conversation topics.

As I dried off, I caught my reflection in the full-length mirror by the lockers.

A busty sissy with pigtails, wet hair clinging to her face, little cage barely visible, plug still embedded. Surrounded by others just like her.

For the first time, I didn't look away.

This was Eva. This was me.

And somehow, in this bizarre communal space, that felt okay.



After changing back into regular clothes—a pink crop top and denim skirt—I left the gym sore but oddly energized.

Luna walked with me back to the residential wing. "How do you feel?"

"Exhausted. Exposed. Sore as hell." I paused. "But... not terrible?"

"That's the gym effect. Coach Morgan pushes you physically, but weirdly it makes you more comfortable mentally. Like, if you can do planks while plugged and then shower naked with five other sissies, client sessions feel less intimidating."

She had a point.

"Next session is Wednesday," Luna continued. "He'll probably introduce the vibrating plugs then. Those make the workout... interesting."

"Vibrating?"

Her grin was wicked. "You'll see. Just wait until you have to run a treadmill while buzzing. It's an experience."

I was still processing that image when Scarlett appeared in the hallway.

"Eva. Client in fifteen minutes. Same one from yesterday—Marcus, the rough one. He specifically requested you again." She looked me over. "Go shower quickly, put on the black lingerie, and be ready. He's paying double again."

My sore muscles protested the idea of more physical activity. But double rates...

"I'll be ready," I said.

Scarlett nodded and walked away.

Luna squeezed my shoulder. "At least you're already warmed up from the gym. Silver lining?"

I laughed despite myself. "Sure. Silver lining."

As I headed to my room, I realized something had shifted. The gym session, the communal showers, the casual nudity—it had normalized something. Made me feel less like an anomaly and more like part of a group.

We were all sissies here. All transformed. All serving.

And somehow, that made it easier to carry.

I showered quickly, applied fresh makeup, and slipped into the black lingerie Scarlett had specified. My breasts filled the lacy bra nicely now, and the garter belt made my legs look longer.

When Marcus arrived, his eyes lit up at the sight of me.

"Damn, you clean up nice after a workout," he growled.

As he pressed me onto the bed, hands already groping my bruised breasts, I found I could take his rough treatment better than yesterday. My core was stronger from the planks. My flexibility improved from yoga. My stamina boosted from cardio.

Coach Morgan's training was already paying off.

And as Marcus pounded into me, praising my "perfect little sissy body," I realized the gym wasn't just about fitness.

It was about becoming better at what I was—a professional service provider with breasts, a cage, and a growing sense of purpose.

My sore muscles would heal. My debt would shrink. And I would get stronger.


Chapter 4: Buzzing Control

"Wednesday means vibrators."

Luna's cheerful announcement greeted me at breakfast. She was already dressed in her pink gym outfit, looking far too energetic for seven in the morning.

"Vibrators?" I asked, though I suspected I knew what she meant.

"Vibrating plugs." She waggled her eyebrows. "Coach Morgan makes us wear them during the whole workout. Says it 'builds focus and self-control.'" She made air quotes. "Really it just makes everyone cum on the equipment. It's hilarious and horrifying at the same time."

My stomach did a flip. "Please tell me you're joking."

"Nope! You'll see. Just... don't wear panties under your yoga pants. Trust me on that one. Makes cleanup easier when you inevitably leak everywhere."



At the gym, Coach Morgan stood by a metal cart loaded with sleek black plugs in various sizes. Each had a wireless remote attached.

"Line up, sissies!" he barked. "Today we test your self-control. You'll wear these during the entire session." He held up one of the vibrating plugs—it looked similar to my regular one but with a smoother, more technical design. "They're controlled remotely. I decide when they turn on, how strong, how long. Your job is to complete your workout regardless of distraction."

My mouth went dry. The other sissies looked resigned—they'd done this before. I was the only one shifting nervously.

Coach Morgan's steel-blue eyes locked on me. "Eva. Since you're new, you get the training model. Smaller, less intense. Work your way up." He tossed me a plug and remote. "Bathroom's there. Replace your current plug. Two minutes."

In the bathroom, I pulled out my regular jeweled plug with trembling hands. The vibrating one slid in easily—I was well-trained by now. It felt different though. Heavier. More present. The knowledge that it could start buzzing at any moment made my cage twitch.

When I returned, the other sissies were lined up, all freshly plugged. Luna gave me a sympathetic smile.

"Remember," Coach Morgan said, pacing in front of us like a drill sergeant, "self-control is essential for service work. Clients don't want you cumming before they do. You need to hold your orgasms, serve through distraction, maintain composure even when you're desperate." He held up his remote—a small black device with multiple buttons. "Let's see how you do. Warm-up stretches. Begin!"

We moved into the first yoga position—downward dog. My ass pointed skyward, plug visible through my thin yoga pants. Everything felt normal for about thirty seconds.

Then the buzzing started.

"Oh—fuck—" I gasped as vibrations erupted inside me. The plug came alive, humming against my prostate with perfect, awful precision. My arms nearly buckled.

"Hold position!" Coach Morgan commanded. "This is level one. Basic vibration. If you can't handle this, you'll never handle a client who edges you for an hour."

Around me, the other sissies dealt with their own buzzing plugs. I could hear stifled moans, see bodies trembling. Luna's face was flushed, her arms shaking.

The vibration continued. Relentless. My cage strained immediately, pressing painfully against the plastic. Pre-cum leaked, soaking through my yoga pants.

"Thirty more seconds," Coach Morgan said, walking between us. When he passed behind me, I felt his eyes on my ass, on the way my body trembled. "Good control, Eva. Keep breathing."

I focused on breathing. In and out. Ignore the buzzing. Ignore the pressure building in my cage. Ignore the desperate need to move, to rub, to get friction.

"Time. Next position—plank!"

We transitioned to plank. My arms were already weak from holding downward dog while being vibrated. The buzzing continued, unrelenting.

"This teaches you to serve while uncomfortable," Coach Morgan explained, his voice infuriatingly calm. "A client might have you in an awkward position for twenty minutes. You don't get to complain. You don't get to stop. You hold. You serve. You endure."

My entire body shook. The vibrations seemed to intensify—or maybe I was just getting more sensitive. My cage leaked steadily now, a visible wet spot on my yoga pants.

"I can't—" someone whimpered. Misty, the blonde sissy. "I'm going to—"

"Then cum," Coach Morgan said flatly. "But don't break position. Weak sissies cum. Strong sissies hold."

Misty moaned, her whole body convulsing as she came right there in plank position. Her cage spurted, soaking through her shorts. But she held the plank, trembling violently.

"Good girl, Misty. Messy, but you held position. That's what matters."

Fuck. I was close too. So close. The vibrations were constant, perfect pressure on my prostate, and my cage was so tight it was almost painful.

"Time! Child's pose! Ass up!"

I collapsed into child's pose, forehead pressed to the mat, ass high in the air. The plug buzzed inside me, relentless. This position put all the pressure directly on it.

I wasn't going to make it.

"Please—" I gasped. "I can't—it's too much—"

"Then cum," Coach Morgan said, suddenly beside me. "Let it happen. But stay in position. Show me you can orgasm and still maintain form."

His permission broke something inside me. The orgasm hit like a freight train.

I screamed into the mat as my cage spurted weakly, cum leaking through the fabric of my yoga pants. Wave after wave of pleasure crashed through me, centered on that buzzing plug against my prostate. My ass clenched rhythmically, my whole body shook, but I kept my forehead down, ass up, just like he'd ordered.

"Good girl," Coach Morgan said approvingly. "You came but held position. That's acceptable. Now hold through the aftershocks."

The buzzing didn't stop. My oversensitive prostate screamed as the vibrations continued, pushing me through the orgasm into almost painful over-stimulation. I whimpered but held position.

"Excellent control, Eva. Time! Everyone up. Water break. Three minutes."

I collapsed on the mat, gasping. My yoga pants were soaked through with cum and sweat. Around me, at least three other sissies had similar wet spots. This was normal. This was just... part of training.

Luna crawled over, equally sweaty. "Told you. Everyone cums during vibrator days."

"How do you handle it?" I panted.

"You don't. You just accept it. Let it happen. Fight it and you'll just suffer more." She grinned despite her flushed face. "Plus Coach Morgan gives bonuses for good form during orgasms. Twenty bucks if you cum without breaking position."

Money. Of course.

"Time's up!" Coach Morgan barked. "Treadmills! Twenty minutes! Let's see your stamina!"

Oh no.



The treadmill was torture.

I started jogging at a moderate pace, my wet yoga pants chafing uncomfortably. My breasts bounced in the sports bra. My legs were jelly from the yoga.

And the plug was still buzzing.

"Level two," Coach Morgan announced, increasing the intensity on all our remotes.

The vibration doubled. I gasped mid-stride, nearly stumbling. My hands gripped the treadmill handles desperately.

"Keep pace!" Coach Morgan commanded. "No slowing down! This simulates a client who wants you to ride him while he uses a vibrator on you. You maintain rhythm regardless of sensation!"

I focused on the mirrors ahead. My reflection showed a desperate sissy—flushed face, bouncing tits, visible wet spot on her crotch, running awkwardly while clearly being vibrated. It was obscene.

Other sissies ran around me, all equally affected. The gym filled with sounds of pounding feet and stifled moans. This was insane.

Five minutes in, the pressure was unbearable. My second orgasm was building, even though I'd just come minutes ago.

"Can't stop—gonna cum again—" I gasped.

"Then cum," Coach Morgan said from behind me. "But keep running. Don't you dare stop that treadmill."

The orgasm built and built. My legs pumped mechanically, breasts bouncing, plug buzzing mercilessly. I was running toward an orgasm, literally, and couldn't stop.

"Oh God—oh fuck—yes—"

I came.

My cage spurted again, adding to the wet mess. My legs nearly gave out but I kept running, kept moving, even as pleasure exploded through me. The treadmill belt moved under my feet and I matched it, stumbling but not falling, cumming but not stopping.

"Excellent!" Coach Morgan called out. "That's what I want to see! Service through orgasm! Don't stop!"

But the vibration didn't stop either.

I ran through my orgasm and into the painful sensitivity after. Ran through the overstimu

lation. Ran while my body screamed at me to stop, to rest, to get away from the buzzing.

Ten minutes down. Ten to go.

Around me, other sissies were cumming too. Luna cried out, her body jerking but feet still moving. Misty came for a second time, tears streaming down her face but jaw set determinedly. This was a competition. Who could endure longest.

"Level three," Coach Morgan announced.

"What?! No—" several sissies protested simultaneously.

The buzzing tripled in intensity. I actually screamed.

My entire body was one hypersensitive nerve ending. The plug was a nuclear reactor against my prostate. My cage was a prison of need. My breasts ached from bouncing. My legs burned.

And I was still running.

"Five more minutes!" Coach Morgan called. "Push through! This is the test!"

I couldn't do it. Couldn't possibly—

But my legs kept moving. One foot in front of the other. Survival mode kicked in—just make it to the end. Just survive.

The third orgasm built impossibly fast. I'd never cum three times in twenty minutes before. Didn't know I could. But the relentless vibration gave me no choice.

"Cumming—again—" I sobbed. "Can't stop it—"

"Don't stop running!" Coach Morgan commanded.

I came while running. Came while six other sissies watched. Came while Coach Morgan observed critically. Came while tears streamed down my face from the overwhelming sensation.

My cage leaked pathetically—not much left to give. But the orgasm still rolled through me, weaker but still there, my body's desperate response to the torture of the vibrating plug.

"Two minutes!" Coach Morgan called.

I could do two minutes. Two minutes of running while cumming while being vibrated into oblivion. Just two more minutes.

Luna came beside me, her scream echoing through the gym. Then Misty. Then another sissy whose name I didn't know. We were all cumming, all running, all desperately trying to make it to the end.

"Time! Treadmills off! Plugs off!"

The sudden silence was almost as shocking as the buzzing had been. My plug went quiet. The treadmill stopped. I collapsed forward onto the handles, gasping like I'd run a marathon.

"Showers," Coach Morgan ordered. "And someone bring towels for the treadmills. Lots of towels."



In the shower, I couldn't stop shaking. The hot water felt incredible on my overworked muscles, but my ass was hypersensitive, my cage had rubbed me raw in places, and I'd just cum three times in front of everyone.

Luna appeared beside me, equally shaky. "You made it through your first vibrator day. Congrats."

"That was torture," I said weakly.

"Yeah. But also kind of hot?" She giggled, the sound slightly hysterical. "In a fucked up way. Like, we just came repeatedly on gym equipment. That's absurd."

She wasn't wrong. There was something perversely thrilling about it—the public nature, the forced endurance, the complete loss of control while maintaining form.

"Next week he cranks it to level four," Misty said from another showerhead. "That's when people really start breaking."

"There's a level four?!" I asked, horrified.

"Five, actually. But nobody's ever completed level five. Pretty sure it's just there to threaten us." Misty wrung out her blonde hair. "You did good for your first time though. Most newbies fall off the treadmill."

Small victories, I supposed.

After showering, I dried off and found Coach Morgan waiting by the lockers. He held a twenty-dollar bill.

"Good form during all three orgasms," he said bluntly. "You earned this. Most first-timers break position. You didn't." He handed me the money. "Your core strength is improving. Stamina's getting there. And your self-control under distraction is developing nicely."

I stared at the money. Twenty dollars for cumming three times in public while running on a treadmill.

"Thank you, Coach," I managed.

"Same time Friday. We'll do weights with the vibrators. See how you handle strength training while stimulated." He walked away, adjusting his massive bulge as he went.

Luna dressed beside me. "See? Told you there were bonuses. I made twenty too. Three orgasms, all held position."

I looked at the twenty in my hand. At my soaked gym clothes in a bag. At my reflection—a exhausted, used, thoroughly fucked sissy.

"This place is insane," I said.

"Yeah," Luna agreed cheerfully. "But the money's good. And honestly? After you survive vibrator day, client sessions feel easy. Like, oh, you want me to ride you for thirty minutes? That's nothing compared to running while buzzing at level three."

She had a point. As twisted as it was, Coach Morgan was right—this built self-control. Endurance. The ability to serve through extreme distraction.

I was becoming a better sex worker through the world's weirdest training program.

As I left the gym, still shaky but twenty dollars richer, I realized something else.

I'd survived.

Came three times publicly, been watched by everyone, endured torture-level vibration, and finished the workout.

If I could do that, I could handle pretty much any client the Institute threw at me.

My body was being pushed to its limits.

And somehow, I was meeting those limits.

Growing stronger.

Even if "stronger" meant "can cum on a treadmill without falling off."

Progress was progress.


Chapter 5: Bigger is Better

Week twelve, and I found myself standing in Dr. Lyra's lab again.

"You're back already?" she asked cheerfully, looking up from her clipboard. Her white lab coat hung open as usual, revealing a red lace bra today. "I thought you'd give the A-cups more time."

"I want bigger," I said, the words coming easier than I expected. "B-cups."

Two weeks with A-cups had taught me something—clients loved breasts. The bigger they were, the more attention they got. More attention meant better tips. Better tips meant faster debt reduction.

Also, if I was being honest with myself, I liked them. Liked how they felt, how they looked, how they moved. Going bigger felt natural. Felt right.

Dr. Lyra's smile widened. "Look at you, embracing your body. I'm proud." She snapped on latex gloves—that familiar sound. "B-cups it is. Same process as before, but stronger serum. You'll grow faster this time, maybe even overnight. Your tissue is already primed from the first round."

"How much?"

"Same rate—five hundred if you ever want to reverse it. But honey..." She gestured to my chest, currently covered in a pink tank top. "You've been making bank with those A-cups. B-cups will be even more profitable. Think of it as a business investment."

She wasn't wrong. Since getting breasts, my earnings had nearly doubled. Clients specifically requested "the sissy with tits." Some booked regular appointments just to play with them.

"Let's do it," I decided.

"Excellent. Strip and lie down. Let's make you even more beautiful."



The injection process was familiar this time. Six strategic shots around each breast—burning stings that I breathed through. Dr. Lyra worked efficiently, humming to herself.

"There," she said, placing the final injection. "All done. You should start feeling the warmth in about five minutes."

She was right. The heat came quickly, spreading across my chest like wildfire. My A-cups began to tingle, then burn with growing sensation.

"It's faster than last time," I gasped, watching my chest.

"Your tissue is already receptive. It knows what to do now." Dr. Lyra pressed her palm against my sternum, monitoring. "Just breathe through it. You're going to grow beautifully."

The heat intensified. My breasts started swelling—I could see it happening. Flesh expanding, skin stretching, tissue filling out. The A-cups I'd gotten used to were growing, pushing outward, becoming fuller, heavier.

"Oh God—"

"That's it," Dr. Lyra cooed, watching with scientific fascination. "Look at that response. You're going to be a full B-cup by morning, possibly B-plus."

My nipples darkened further, jutting out from the growing mounds. The sensation was intense—not quite pain, but overwhelming. Like my body was being remade in fast-forward.

"Can you feel them getting heavier?" Dr. Lyra asked.

"Yes," I breathed. They had real weight now, pulling on my chest. I cupped them experimentally and felt their increased mass. "They're so much bigger already."

"And they'll keep growing for the next twelve hours. By tomorrow morning, you'll need new bras." She squeezed my breast gently, testing. "Very nice. Firm but soft. Excellent quality tissue."

She said it so clinically, like I was a sculpture she was perfecting. And maybe I was.

"Rest here for an hour," Dr. Lyra instructed. "Let the initial growth stabilize. Then you can go. No strenuous activity tonight—your body needs energy for the development."

She left me lying there, topless, watching my breasts swell in the lab's bright lights. They were visibly larger already—not quite B-cups yet, but close. By morning, they'd be impossible to miss.

I touched them carefully, feeling the new weight, the increased sensitivity. My cage twitched—apparently my body found this arousing.

This was really happening. I was choosing to make myself more feminine, more busty, more like a girl.

And I wanted it.



By morning, the change was dramatic.

I stood in front of my mirror, topless, and stared at my reflection.

B-cups. Full, round B-cups sitting high on my chest. They were noticeably bigger than yesterday—I had actual cleavage now. When I moved, they bounced. When I cupped them, my hands were full.

I looked like a girl with real tits.

The proportions had shifted too. My narrow shoulders and slim waist made the breasts look even more prominent. I had curves now—an hourglass silhouette that looked unmistakably feminine.

"Holy shit," I whispered, turning sideways. The profile was incredible. My tits jutted out proudly, defying gravity with their youth and Dr. Lyra's expert engineering.

I bounced on my toes experimentally. They jiggled beautifully, heavy enough to have real movement but firm enough to stay perky.

My A-cup bras didn't fit anymore. The bands were too small, the cups overflowed. I needed new ones.

A knock at my door interrupted my inspection.

"Eva?" Scarlett's voice. "Client in ten. He requested you specifically when he heard about the upgrade. Premium rate—hundred and fifty."

$150. More than triple my standard rate.

"I'll be ready," I called back.

I dug through my drawer and found the only bra that might work—a stretchy sports bra that had been too big for my A-cups. It compressed my new B-cups but at least contained them. I pulled on a tight white tank top that showed off my cleavage, added a short skirt, and checked myself.

Busty sissy. That's what I looked like now.

The client would definitely get his money's worth.



His name was Richard—early forties, well-dressed, wedding ring glinting. He froze in my doorway, eyes dropping immediately to my chest.

"Jesus fucking Christ," he breathed. "They said you upgraded but... damn."

"You like them?" I asked, doing a little turn. My breasts bounced with the movement, catching his full attention.

"Like? I'm obsessed." He stepped inside, already unbuckling his belt. "Take off that top. I need to see them properly."

I peeled off the tank top slowly, making a show of it. When my breasts bounced free, his jaw literally dropped.

"They're perfect," he muttered, transfixed. "Real, too. I can tell. Implants don't move like that."

"All me," I confirmed, cupping them and offering them forward. "Grown just for you."

That broke his hesitation. He crossed the room in two strides and grabbed my breasts with both hands, squeezing, groping, exploring every inch. His touch was eager but not rough—more like a kid in a candy store.

"So soft," he groaned, thumbs circling my nipples. "So fucking perfect."

I gasped as he pinched my nipples. The sensation shot straight to my cage, making it strain painfully.

"On the bed," Richard ordered, voice thick with arousal. "Missionary. I want to watch these tits bounce while I fuck you."

I climbed onto the bed and lay back, legs spreading. My breasts settled on my chest with their new weight. Richard stripped quickly, revealing an average build and a seven-inch cock that was rock hard.

He positioned himself between my legs, removing my plug with practiced ease. Then he pressed into my hole—no foreplay, just straight to fucking. I was well-trained enough that I barely needed preparation anymore.

"Fuck yes," he groaned as he bottomed out. He placed his hands on either side of my head, positioning himself to watch my chest. "Now let's see them bounce."

He started thrusting. Hard, deep strokes that made my whole body jolt.

And my breasts bounced.

With every thrust, they jumped and jiggled on my chest. The weight made the movement dramatic—they actually had momentum now. Up and down, swaying side to side, hypnotic motion that Richard couldn't look away from.

"Oh my God," he panted, picking up speed. "Look at them go. Fuck, that's hot."

I watched his face—complete rapture, totally focused on my bouncing tits. This is what clients paid premium rates for. This visual, this show.

His rhythm got faster, more desperate. My breasts bounced harder, nipples hard and pointed, moving in waves with each thrust. I arched my back, pushing them up, giving him an even better view.

"Touch them," I gasped, getting into it. "Squeeze my tits while you fuck me."

Richard's hands flew to my breasts, grabbing them mid-bounce. He squeezed hard, using them for leverage as he pounded into me. The combination—his cock hitting my prostate, his hands mauling my tits—pushed me toward climax fast.

"You like my tits?" I moaned, playing the role. "Like watching them bounce?"

"Fuck yes—best tits I've ever seen—" He leaned down and took my nipple in his mouth, sucking hard while still thrusting.

The sensation overwhelmed me. I cried out, back arching, cage spurting weakly as a sissygasm crashed through me. My ass clenched around his cock, hole spasming.

"Shit—you're cumming—" Richard groaned, feeling my body's response. "That's so hot—fuck—"

He pulled out suddenly, jerking his cock over my chest. Three hard strokes and he came with a shout, cum erupting all over my breasts. Rope after rope painted my B-cups, covering them in thick white fluid.

"Yes," he groaned, milking the last drops onto my nipples. "Fucking perfect. Mark these beautiful tits."

I lay there gasping, his cum warm and heavy on my breasts. They rose and fell with my breathing, sticky and glazed.

Richard caught his breath, then reached for his phone. "Can I—?"

"Twenty extra," I said automatically.

He handed over the money without hesitation and snapped several photos—my cum-covered B-cups, my flushed face, the whole debauched scene.

"I'm booking you every week," he said, tucking his phone away. "These tits are worth every penny. When you go to C-cups, call me first."

After he left, I cleaned up and examined myself in the mirror again. My breasts were red from his groping, glazed with cum, nipples swollen from his sucking.

And they looked amazing.

$150 for one session. All because of bigger breasts.

Dr. Lyra was right—this was a business investment. And it was paying off immediately.



The rest of the day brought three more clients, all specifically requesting "the upgraded sissy." By evening, I'd earned $420—the most I'd ever made in a single day.

Luna knocked on my door around eight, her eyes immediately dropping to my chest.

"Oh my God!" She rushed over, hands hovering. "Can I touch? They're so much bigger!"

"Go ahead," I laughed.

She cupped my breasts, comparing them to her own B-cups. "We're almost the same size now! Tit twins!" Her green eyes sparkled with mischief. "How does it feel?"

"Heavy. Bouncy. Sensitive." I adjusted my new bra—I'd bought three from the Institute store using my earnings. "But good. Really good actually."

"And profitable, I bet. B-cups are the sweet spot—big enough to be impressive but not so big you need constant support." Luna released my breasts and flopped on my bed. "Did clients go crazy?"

"Four sessions today. All premium rates. I made over four hundred dollars."

"Damn!" Luna whistled. "You're going to be out of debt in no time at this rate."

That thought made me pause. When I'd first arrived at the Institute, escape had been my only thought. Get through this, pay the debt, leave.

But now...

I looked at my reflection again. My pigtails, my glossy lips, my B-cup breasts, my tiny cage barely visible under my skirt. This was Eva. This was me.

And the honest truth was—I didn't hate it anymore.

"You know," I said slowly, "I requested these. The B-cups. Dr. Lyra didn't suggest it. I asked for them."

Luna sat up, her expression softening. "Yeah?"

"Yeah. I wanted to be bigger. Wanted..." I struggled for words. "Wanted to look more like this. More like a girl."

"That's growth, babe." Luna smiled genuinely. "Embracing who you're becoming. It's scary but also kind of freeing, right?"

"Freeing. Yeah." That was it exactly. I'd stopped fighting what I was and started choosing it. "I think I might go to C-cups eventually."

"Girl, with the money you're making, you could get D-cups and a whole new wardrobe." Luna giggled. "But seriously, I'm proud of you. The Eva who showed up here ten weeks ago would never have chosen bigger breasts. But you did. That takes courage."

Was it courage? Or was it just acceptance?

Maybe it was both.

"Come on," Luna said, pulling me toward the door. "A few of us are hanging out in the common room. Movie night. Let's show off your new tits and relax."

As we walked to the common room—my new breasts bouncing with each step, Luna's arm linked through mine—I realized something else.

I had friends here. A routine. A body I was starting to like. Purpose, even if that purpose was sex work.

This wasn't just survival anymore.

This was becoming a life.

A strange, twisted, hyper-sexualized life. But mine.

And with B-cups bouncing on my chest and $420 in earnings for the day, I had to admit—it wasn't the worst life I could imagine.

Not anymore.


Chapter 6: Maid for Service

"You're expanding into domestic work."

Scarlett's announcement came during my morning check-in. She stood in my doorway looking immaculate as always—platinum hair gleaming, black leather corset cinched tight, thigh-high boots clicking against the floor. Her ice-blue eyes assessed me critically.

"Domestic work?" I asked, setting down my protein shake.

"The maid program. Clients love the fantasy—sissy in a French maid outfit, cleaning while available for... spontaneous use." Her red lips curved into a knowing smile. "You'll work common areas. Clean, dust, tidy up. If clients want you, they take you. Simple."

My stomach flipped. "Take me? Like, while I'm working?"

"Exactly. That's the appeal—casual accessibility." She held up a hanger with a black and white outfit. "Your uniform. Try it on."

The French maid costume was every cliché brought to life. Black dress with a white apron, obscenely short skirt that would barely cover my ass, white lace trim, and a built-in push-up design that would showcase my B-cups perfectly. The stockings were sheer black with white bows at the tops. And the heels—shiny black patent leather, five inches high.

But the most telling detail was the back.

The skirt had a hidden flap—a slit that could be lifted or opened, providing direct access to my plug without removing any clothing.

"Plug access," Scarlett explained, noticing my discovery. "Efficiency. Client can use you without the hassle of undressing. Just flip up the skirt, pull the plug, and you're ready."

She said it so casually. Like I was a vending machine.

"When do I start?" I asked, already knowing resistance was pointless.

"This afternoon. Two hours cleaning the VIP lounge. We'll see how it goes."



The outfit fit perfectly—which meant it fit obscenely.

I stared at my reflection, hardly recognizing myself. The black dress hugged my curves, pushing my B-cups up and together to create dramatic cleavage. The white apron tied in a cute bow at my back. The skirt flared out just enough to be flirty but barely covered the tops of my thigh-high stockings.

When I bent forward even slightly, the skirt rode up, exposing my panties and the jeweled base of my plug.

The heels added height and forced my hips to sway when I walked. Combined with my pigtails, full makeup, and the little white headpiece Scarlett had included, I looked like a porn parody of a French maid.

Which, I supposed, was exactly the point.

Luna knocked and walked in, stopping dead at the sight of me.

"Oh. My. God." Her green eyes went wide. "You're doing maid duty?"

"Starting today. VIP lounge."

She whistled low. "That's premium territory. Wealthy clients, lots of spontaneous bookings." Her pink hair bounced as she circled me. "You look incredible though. Very submissive housewife vibes. Clients are going to eat you alive."

"Is it bad? The maid thing?"

"Bad? No. Exhausting? Yes. You'll be bent over furniture constantly." She giggled. "But the tips are amazing. And honestly, there's something kind of hot about being used while you're trying to work. Makes you feel very... owned."

Owned. That word kept coming up more and more.

"Any advice?"

"Keep the duster in your hand even when you're being fucked. Clients love the 'trying to work' visual. And don't be surprised if they just grab you without asking—that's part of the maid program rules. They paid for access."



The VIP lounge was on the top floor—a luxury space with leather couches, a full bar, floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city, and original artwork on the walls. Soft jazz played from hidden speakers.

And six clients lounged throughout the space, drinks in hand, discussing business or sports.

All eyes turned when I entered with my cleaning supplies.

"Gentlemen," Scarlett announced, following me in, "this is Eva, your maid for the next two hours. She's here to tidy up and ensure your comfort. Feel free to... utilize her services as needed." Her key necklace jingled as she turned to me. "Eva, start with dusting the bar area. Remember your place."

"Yes, Miss Scarlett," I replied automatically.

She left, boot heels clicking. The door closed.

I was alone with six men.

For a long moment, nobody moved. They just watched me—my outfit, my curves, the way my heels made my ass sway as I walked to the bar. I felt their eyes like physical touches.

I picked up the feather duster and started working, hyper-aware of my exposed thighs, my barely-contained breasts, my vulnerable position.

"Gentlemen" turned out to be relative. Within five minutes, someone whistled.

"Damn, that's a view. Bend over more, sweetheart."

I bent further to dust a low shelf, and my skirt rode up completely, exposing my panties and plug. A murmur of appreciation rippled through the room.

"Is that a plug?" someone asked.

"Looks like it. See the jewel?"

"Can we...?"

"Scarlett said utilize her services. I think that counts."

Footsteps approached. A hand landed on my ass—bold, possessive. I froze mid-dust, my heart hammering.

"Keep cleaning," the voice said. Middle-aged, authoritative. "I just want to check something."

Fingers hooked into my panties, pulling them aside. Cool air hit my exposed hole. Then warmth—his finger circling the plug base, testing it.

"She's been trained well. Tight little plug." He tugged it, making me gasp. "And she reacts beautifully."

I tried to keep dusting. Tried to maintain composure. But his fingers were pulling the plug out slowly, twisting it, making me whimper.

"Please—" I started.

"Please what? Please stop? Or please fuck you?" His laugh was cruel but not mean. "Because I think I know which one you mean."

The plug pulled free. I felt empty immediately, hole clenching on air.

"Keep. Dusting," he ordered.

I returned to the shelf, bent over, ass presented, plug-less and vulnerable. Behind me, I heard the sound of a zipper.

Then his cock pressed against my hole.

No warning, no negotiation. Just penetration.

I cried out as he pushed inside—seven inches of hard flesh filling the emptiness the plug had left. My hands gripped the shelf, feather duster falling to the floor.

"There we go," he groaned, gripping my hips. "Perfect little maid pussy. Scarlett trained you well."

He started fucking me right there, bent over the bar, while five other men watched and sipped their drinks. The casualness of it was shocking—they discussed stock portfolios while one of them used me, like I was part of the furniture.

"How's the new acquisition treating you, James?" someone asked.

"Excellent fit. Tight. Responsive." James (apparently) thrust harder, making me moan. "Well worth the VIP membership."

They talked around me, through me, about me. I was an object. A service being provided. A maid who happened to have usable holes.

And my cage strained painfully, leaking steadily down my thighs.

James fucked me for maybe ten minutes—steady, efficient strokes. Not romantic, not even particularly rough. Just using me like a toy. When he came, he buried himself deep, filling the condom inside me, then pulled out and tucked himself away.

"Good girl," he said, patting my ass. "You can continue cleaning now."

He walked away, returning to his seat as if nothing had happened.

I stood there trembling, his cum-filled condom still inside me, and picked up the duster with shaking hands.

"Next," someone called out, laughing.



By the end of two hours, I'd been used four times.

Different clients, different styles. One bent me over the back of a couch while I tried to dust the coffee table. Another pressed me against the window and fucked me while I squealed about the visibility. A third made me kneel and suck him while I "cleaned" the carpet on my knees. The fourth pulled me onto his lap and bounced me on his cock while discussing quarterly earnings with a colleague.

Each one left money on the bar—twenties and fifties piling up as tips beyond their VIP membership fees.

When my two hours ended, Scarlett returned to find me straightening chairs with four condoms worth of cum inside me, makeup smudged, hair messy, legs trembling.

"How much?" she asked, eyeing the cash on the bar.

"Two hundred in tips," I said weakly. "Plus whatever they paid for the VIP session."

"Good. That's $200 toward your weekly quota, plus the clients paid $300 for the privilege of accessing maid services." She picked up the bills, counting them. "That's $500 total in two hours. Very efficient, Eva."

$500. In two hours of being casually fucked while trying to clean.

"Same time tomorrow," Scarlett continued. "Different lounge. Wear the outfit home—you'll need to practice walking in it."

She left me standing there in my maid outfit, stuffed with cum, legs aching from the heels, understanding dawning.

This was going to be regular rotation now. Another service to add to glory holes, room clients, gym sessions. Another way to earn, another way to serve.

Another way to be used.



Back in my room, I stripped carefully. The condoms had leaked—I could feel cum dripping down my thighs. My ass ached from being fucked four times in two hours with minimal rest between.

I examined the maid dress. The plug-access design was genius, I had to admit. Efficient. Purpose-built for fucking maids without disrupting their work.

A knock interrupted my thoughts.

Luna peeked in. "How was it?"

"Exhausting. Got fucked four times."

"Four?! In two hours?!" She stepped inside, eyes wide. "That's actually impressive. Most maids get maybe two or three their first shift."

"Is that... good?"

"It's great! Means you're desirable. Popular." She sat on my bed. "Also means you'll be working maid shifts regularly. Scarlett loves high performers."

I should've felt used. Degraded. Reduced to a walking fucktoy in a costume.

But instead, I felt proud.

$500 in two hours. Four clients who all wanted me enough to use me immediately. Tips that showed appreciation for my services.

I was good at this.

"You okay?" Luna asked, concern in her voice.

"Yeah. Actually... yeah, I am." I hung the maid dress carefully. "It was different from room clients. More casual. They just... took what they wanted."

"And you liked it," Luna observed, smiling. "The giving up control completely. Just being available."

She was right. There'd been something freeing about it—no negotiation, no performance anxiety. Just bend over and let them use me while I worked.

"Is that weird?" I asked.

"Babe, we're sissies in a feminization brothel. Nothing's weird anymore." She stood, pulling me into a hug. My breasts pressed against hers through my camisole. "You're doing great. Embracing more services, earning well, accepting your body. That's growth."

Growth. That was one word for it.

After Luna left, I showered, cleaning away the cum and sweat. When I finally collapsed into bed, my ass was still tender, my feet ached from heels, and my mind was spinning.

But my cage was content. My breasts felt natural. My body felt useful.

This was my life now—bouncing between glory holes, room clients, gym sessions, and now maid duty. Different flavors of the same service.

Different ways to be Eva.

And tomorrow, I'd put that dress back on and do it all over again.

Because the money was good. The attention was intoxicating.

And somewhere along the way, I'd stopped pretending I didn't want this.


Chapter 7: Missing Time

"I have a proposition for you."

Dr. Lyra appeared in my doorway Tuesday morning, clipboard tucked under her arm, that perpetual cheerful smile on her face. Her white lab coat hung open over a purple lace bra today, and her raven-black hair was pulled back in its usual sleek ponytail.

"Another modification?" I asked, instinctively touching my B-cup breasts. They were still new enough that I found myself checking they were real multiple times a day.

"Not exactly." She stepped inside, her heels clicking on my floor. "I'm conducting research into hypnotic conditioning and behavioral modification. I need test subjects. Pays fifty dollars per session, two sessions per week, completely voluntary."

Fifty dollars. That was glory hole money without the jaw ache.

"What kind of research?" I asked cautiously.

"Hypnosis, guided meditation, biofeedback monitoring." She waved her hand dismissively. "Nothing invasive. You'd wear a VR headset, listen to audio prompts, and I'd observe your responses. Very simple, very safe. And it counts toward your weekly quota."

"What's the catch?"

Dr. Lyra laughed, that giggly sound that always made everything seem less serious. "No catch, sweetie. Pure research. Though I should warn you—hypnosis can cause some memory gaps. You might not remember everything that happens during the session. Totally normal side effect."

Memory gaps. That sounded mildly concerning.

"But you'd have full consent ahead of time," she continued, sensing my hesitation. "You'd sign a research waiver, everything documented. If you ever wanted to stop, just say so. No pressure." She pulled out a paper. "Plus, think of it this way—two sessions per week is a hundred dollars. That's a quarter of your quota without any physical service work."

She had a point. My body was already dealing with gym sessions, maid duty, room clients, and gym sessions. Two hours per week sitting in a chair wearing a headset sounded easy by comparison.

"Okay," I agreed. "When's the first session?"

"Right now, if you're free. I have the lab set up."



Dr. Lyra's lab was in the medical wing—a sterile space with white walls, examination tables, and an array of equipment I couldn't identify. One corner had been set up with what looked like a comfortable reclining chair, surrounded by monitors and a complex computer setup.

"Sit," Dr. Lyra instructed, patting the chair. "Get comfortable. This will take about two hours."

I settled into the chair. It was surprisingly plush, tilting back at a comfortable angle. Dr. Lyra bustled around, attaching small sensors to my temples and wrists.

"These monitor your brain activity and heart rate," she explained. "Standard biofeedback. Now, before we start, I need verbal consent. Do you agree to participate in this hypnotic conditioning research session?"

"I agree," I said.

"Excellent." She snapped on a latex glove—that familiar sound—and made a note on her clipboard. Then she produced a sleek black VR headset. "This will display the visual component. Just relax, watch the screen, and listen to the audio. Let yourself drift. Don't fight the trance—that's the whole point."

She fitted the headset over my eyes, adjusting the straps carefully. Darkness filled my vision.

"Starting now," Dr. Lyra said, her voice already sounding distant. "Enjoy the journey."



The screen flickered to life.

A spiral. Black and white, rotating slowly, hypnotic in its simplicity. I stared at the center, unable to look away.

A voice began—soft, feminine, soothing. "Relax. Breathe deeply. Let your body sink into the chair. Feel every muscle releasing. Starting with your toes..."

The voice guided me through a progressive relaxation technique. My body obeyed, growing heavier, more relaxed. The spiral kept rotating, mesmerizing.

"Your mind is opening. Your resistance is melting. You trust me. You obey."

Some part of me recognized these as hypnotic suggestions, but I couldn't muster the energy to fight them. The spiral was so pretty. The voice so calming.

"When you hear the trigger word 'honey,' you will open your mouth. You will swallow. You will not question. Say 'yes' if you understand."

"Yes," I heard myself say, though I didn't remember deciding to speak.

"Good girl. So obedient. So perfect."

Time became strange. The spiral kept spinning. The voice continued—sometimes giving commands, sometimes just soothing words. I floated in a warm haze, consciousness drifting.

At some point, I was aware of my mouth opening. Something touched my lips—warm, soft. A command to swallow. I did, automatically, not thinking.

More time passed. Or maybe no time at all. Everything blurred together.

"On the count of three, you will wake. You will feel refreshed but will not remember the session details. One... two... three."



I gasped, eyes flying open as the headset was removed.

Dr. Lyra stood over me, smiling. "Welcome back. How do you feel?"

I blinked, disoriented. "I... what happened? How long was I under?"

"Two hours, as promised." She made notes on her clipboard. "Your responses were excellent. Very receptive to suggestion."

Two hours? It had felt like minutes. Or maybe days. I honestly couldn't tell.

"I don't remember anything," I said, confused. "Just the spiral and the voice."

"Normal for first-time subjects. Your conscious mind wasn't needed—I was working with your subconscious." She helped me sit up. "Any unusual sensations? Headache? Nausea?"

I took inventory of my body. Everything felt normal except...

My mouth tasted strange. Bitter-salty. Familiar but I couldn't place it.

"My mouth tastes weird," I said, running my tongue over my lips.

"Just saliva buildup. You had your mouth open for part of the session—natural response to deep trance." Dr. Lyra handed me a water bottle. "Drink this. You'll feel better."

I drank, but the taste lingered underneath. It wasn't just saliva. I'd tasted that flavor before.

It tasted like cum.

"Dr. Lyra," I said slowly, "did something... did I...?"

"Did you what, sweetie?" Her dark eyes were innocent behind her glasses, but something in her smile made me suspicious.

"My mouth tastes like cum."

"Does it?" She giggled, making another note. "That's fascinating. The mind is powerful—you might be experiencing phantom sensations from your regular work. The subconscious bleeding into physical perception."

That didn't sound right. The taste was too specific, too real. But Dr. Lyra just kept smiling cheerfully, giving no indication anything unusual had happened.

"Here's your payment," she said, handing me fifty dollars. "Same time Thursday? Two sessions per week gets you that hundred."

I took the money, still trying to shake off the disorientation. "Yeah. Thursday."

"Wonderful. You're an excellent subject, Eva. I think we're going to make great progress together."

As I left the lab, I kept running my tongue over my teeth, tasting that lingering flavor. It was definitely cum. I'd swallowed enough loads by now to recognize it instantly.

But how? When? I'd been unconscious, entranced, unaware.

Unless...

No. Dr. Lyra wouldn't do that. Would she?



Back in my room, I tried to shake off the weird feeling. The missing time bothered me more than the taste. Two hours gone, no memory, just a vague sense of floating and obeying commands.

What commands?

I touched my lips, remembering that phantom sensation of something warm and soft. Of swallowing.

My cage twitched.

Even the possibility that I'd swallowed cum while unconscious aroused me. What did that say about me?

Luna knocked and entered, taking one look at my face. "You okay? You look freaked."

"Dr. Lyra's research study. Hypnosis thing."

"Oh! You're doing that?" Luna bounced on her heels, interested. "I did a few sessions last month. It's trippy, right? The missing time?"

"You don't remember what happened either?"

"Nope. Just the spiral and waking up. Dr. Lyra said that's normal." Luna tilted her head. "Did your mouth taste weird after?"

My heart jumped. "Yes! Like cum. She said it was just saliva but—"

"—but it definitely tastes like cum," Luna finished, nodding knowingly. "Yeah. I thought the same thing. Asked other sissies who did the study. They all said the same."

"So what's she doing to us?"

Luna shrugged. "Who knows? But honestly? If she's feeding us cum while we're hypnotized, is that really the weirdest thing happening here?" She gestured around. "We're already sucking dick for money, getting fucked multiple times daily, and growing tits. Unconscious cum consumption is pretty mild compared to maid duty."

She wasn't wrong. My baseline for "weird" had shifted dramatically.

"Plus," Luna continued, "the fifty bucks is easy money. And it's kind of hot, in a fucked-up way. Like, the idea that I was being used and didn't even know it?" She flushed slightly. "That's a kink for some people."

"Is it a kink for you?" I asked.

"Maybe?" She grinned. "I don't know. But I went back for six sessions, so clearly I wasn't bothered enough to stop."

That was the thing, wasn't it? Even knowing something strange was happening, even suspecting I'd been fed cum while unconscious, I wasn't angry.

I was curious. Intrigued. Even aroused by the mystery of it.

What kind of person did that make me?

"Thursday I have another session," I said.

"Let me know if the taste is stronger next time. Maybe it escalates." Luna laughed. "Or maybe I'm making up conspiracy theories. Either way, fifty bucks is fifty bucks."

After she left, I lay on my bed, my mind turning over the experience.

Two hours gone. A taste in my mouth. Dr. Lyra's cheerful denial.

The rational part of my brain said to refuse the next session. To demand answers. To protect myself.

But the newer part—the Eva part—whispered something else.

What if I had been fed cum? What if men had used my mouth while I was entranced, and I'd swallowed without knowing?

The thought should have horrified me.

Instead, my cage leaked.



Thursday came faster than expected. I found myself back in Dr. Lyra's lab, settling into the reclining chair.

"Ready for session two?" she asked cheerfully, attaching the sensors.

"Dr. Lyra," I said before she could put the headset on, "I need to know. What happened during the last session? Really?"

She looked at me, head tilted, that smile never wavering. "You were hypnotized. I observed your responses. That's all. Why? Are you uncomfortable continuing?"

"My mouth tasted like cum. Luna's did too. Other sissies confirmed it."

"Phantom sensations, like I said. The power of suggestion." She held up the VR headset. "But if you're worried, we can stop. No pressure, Eva. This is voluntary."

I should have said yes, let's stop. Should have demanded the truth. Should have walked away.

But the fifty dollars. And the curiosity. And that traitorous arousal at the thought of being used while unconscious.

"Let's do it," I said.

Dr. Lyra's smile widened. "Excellent. You're such a good test subject."

She fitted the headset. Darkness descended.

"Starting now."

The spiral appeared. The voice began.

And once again, I drifted away, consciousness dissolving, surrendering to commands I wouldn't remember.

At some point—I couldn't say when—I felt my mouth open. Felt something press against my lips. Tasted salt and bitter. Swallowed.

The voice praised me. "Good girl. Swallow it all."

Was I dreaming? Was it real? I couldn't tell. The trance held me suspended between awareness and absence.

More time passed. Or didn't. Who could say?

"Three... two... one... wake."



I came back to myself with a gasp.

Dr. Lyra stood there, looking pleased. "Wonderful session. Even better responses than last time."

My mouth was full of that taste. Unmistakable now. Thick, bitter-salty, coating my tongue.

Cum. Definitely cum.

"I swallowed something," I said, my voice hoarse. "While I was under. I remember..."

"Do you?" Dr. Lyra's expression didn't change. "Memory fragments from trance states can be unreliable. The subconscious creates false experiences sometimes."

"It tastes like cum, Dr. Lyra. I know what cum tastes like."

She laughed, that cheerful giggle. "Of course you do, dear. You swallow multiple loads daily. Your taste memory is very developed. It makes sense your brain would conjure that familiar flavor during a relaxed state."

Her explanation sounded plausible. Almost. But something about her tone—too cheerful, too dismissive—made me certain she was lying.

"Next session Monday," she said, handing me fifty dollars. "You're making excellent progress. I'm very excited about the results."

I took the money, my mouth still heavy with the taste of what I was increasingly sure was cum.

"What are you testing, exactly?" I asked. "What's the research goal?"

Dr. Lyra's smile turned cryptic. "Behavioral conditioning. Examining how deep-trance states can modify preferences and cravings. Very cutting-edge stuff."

Modify cravings.

The words hung in the air between us.

"I'll see you Monday, Eva. Rest well."



Over the next few days, the taste lingered. Not constantly, but in quiet moments I'd catch it—that bitter-salt flavor at the back of my throat. A phantom sensation that refused to fade completely.

And my body responded to it.

Every time I tasted it, my mouth would water. My cage would twitch. A small voice in my head would whisper: more.

Friday night, during a maid shift, I serviced a client in the lounge. When he came in my mouth, I swallowed automatically—and the taste was familiar. Comforting, even. Like coming home.

"Good girl," the client said, patting my head. "You really love cum, don't you?"

"Yes," I admitted. And meant it.

Saturday morning, I passed Luna in the hallway. She took one look at my face.

"You did another session," she said.

"Thursday. How did you know?"

"You have that look. Confused, aroused, tasting something." She pulled me aside. "It gets stronger, Eva. The taste. The craving. By my sixth session, I was..." She paused, seeming to choose words carefully. "Let's just say Dr. Lyra's research works. Whatever she's conditioning us toward, it's effective."

"What happened to you?" I pressed.

Luna bit her lip. "I started craving cum. Like, really craving it. Not just as part of work, but needing it. Biologically. When I'd go more than a day or two without swallowing a load, I'd get anxious, irritable. Mouth would water constantly."

"That's... that sounds like addiction."

"Yeah." Luna laughed, but it sounded forced. "Exactly like addiction. But Dr. Lyra says it's just heightened psychological preference from conditioning. Not physical dependency."

"Do you believe her?"

"Honestly? No. But also..." Luna touched her throat. "I kind of like it? Being addicted to cum is very on-brand for a sissy, you know? Makes the work feel natural instead of transactional. I don't have to pretend to enjoy swallowing anymore—I actually crave it."

The implications of that settled over me. Dr. Lyra was conditioning sissies to become addicted to cum through hypnotic sessions. Feeding us while unconscious, building dependency, modifying our brains.

And I'd just signed up for it.

I should have been terrified.

But my cage was straining again, leaking at the thought. The idea of being conditioned, of having my mind rewired to crave cock and cum—it aroused something deep inside me.

"Are you going to keep doing sessions?" Luna asked.

I thought about the fifty dollars. The ease of earning. The mystery of missing time. The lingering taste that made my mouth water.

"Yeah," I said. "I am."

"Then good luck, babe. And hey—if you do end up addicted to cum, at least you're in the right job for it." She winked and walked away, pink hair swishing.



Monday arrived. I found myself back in Dr. Lyra's lab, settling into the chair again.

"Session three," Dr. Lyra announced happily. "You're being such a good participant, Eva. The data is fascinating."

"Can I ask you something?" I said before she put the headset on.

"Of course."

"Are you feeding me cum while I'm hypnotized?"

Dr. Lyra's smile didn't falter. "What makes you think that?"

"The taste. Multiple sissies confirmed it. Luna said she developed a craving after six sessions. You're conditioning us."

For a long moment, Dr. Lyra just looked at me. Then she set down the headset and sat on the edge of my chair, her face close to mine. Her lab coat shifted, and I could see her nipples through the lace bra. She smelled like expensive perfume and latex.

"Would it matter?" she asked softly. "If I was? You've already swallowed dozens of loads consciously. Does it really make a difference if you do it unconsciously too?"

My mouth went dry. "That's not an answer."

"No, it's not." Her fingers traced my jaw. "But here's the truth, Eva. You're a sissy. You serve cock. You swallow cum. That's your purpose here. Whether you're awake or entranced, whether you remember or forget, the result is the same—cum goes down your throat, and you're one step closer to your quota."

"But I don't consent if I'm unconscious—"

"You consented when you signed the research waiver. You're consenting right now by being here." She leaned in, her breath warm against my ear. "And part of you wants this. Wants to be used even when you're unaware. Wants the mystery, the surrender, the loss of control. That's why you came back."

She was right. Fuck, she was right.

"The question is," Dr. Lyra continued, pulling back to look me in the eyes, "do you trust me? Trust that whatever I'm doing is part of your transformation? That I'm making you into something better, something you want to be?"

Did I trust her? She'd given me breasts I loved. Modifications that made me money. Treatments that felt good even when they shouldn't.

"I trust you," I whispered.

"Good." Dr. Lyra's smile turned radiant. She picked up the headset. "Then let's continue. Session three is going to be... intense."

She fitted the headset over my eyes.

Darkness.

"Starting now. Relax. Open your mind. Open your mouth."

The spiral appeared. The voice began.

And this time, when my mouth opened and I tasted that familiar bitter-salt flavor, some dim part of my consciousness recognized it fully.

Cum.

I was swallowing cum.

And I couldn't stop.

The voice praised me. "Good girl. Take it all. Swallow. This is what you're made for."

I swallowed. And swallowed. And swallowed.

Time dissolved. How many loads? How many men? I couldn't know, couldn't remember, couldn't resist.

Just the command to swallow, and my body's automatic obedience.

"Three... two... one... wake."



I came back to full consciousness with a jolt.

My stomach felt heavy. Full. My mouth was absolutely coated with that taste—no mistaking it now.

Dr. Lyra watched me with scientific fascination, making rapid notes on her clipboard.

"How do you feel?" she asked.

"Full," I managed. "My stomach... what did you..."

"Shh. Don't worry about details. Just tell me—how do you feel emotionally?"

I took inventory. Disoriented. Confused. Used.

And aroused. Deeply, thoroughly aroused.

My cage was leaking steadily, straining against the plastic. My nipples were hard beneath my crop top. My hole felt empty despite the plug, aching to be filled.

"Hungry," I admitted. "Weirdly... hungry."

"Hungry for?" Dr. Lyra prompted.

The answer came before I could stop it. "More."

Her smile was triumphant. "Excellent response. The conditioning is taking hold faster than expected." She handed me the fifty dollars and a bottle of water. "Drink. Rest. I'll see you Thursday for session four."

I took the money and water with shaking hands. As I walked back to my room, I could feel cum sitting heavy in my stomach. Could taste it coating every surface of my mouth despite drinking the entire bottle of water.

And underneath the confusion and violation, arousal pulsed steadily.

She was conditioning me. Feeding me while unconscious. Building a craving, a dependency, rewiring my brain to need cum.

I should have been furious. Should have reported her. Should have refused further sessions.

But Thursday, I'd be back in that chair.

Because fifty dollars was good money.

Because the mystery was intoxicating.

Because some sick part of me wanted to know how deep this went.

And because Luna was right—being addicted to cum was very on-brand for a sissy.

If that's what I was becoming—if that's what Dr. Lyra was making me—maybe it was just another step in the transformation.

Another way to become more Eva.

Even if Eva was a cum-addicted hypno-slut who didn't remember being used.

Maybe that was perfect.


Chapter 8: Unconscious Feast

Session three. Thursday arrived, and I found myself walking to Dr. Lyra's lab with a strange mix of dread and anticipation.

"Right on time," Dr. Lyra greeted me, her cheerful smile broader than usual. "Today's session is a bit different. We're testing deeper trance states, stronger conditioning protocols. You'll be under for longer—maybe three hours."

Three hours. Plenty of time for... whatever she was doing to me.

"Will I remember more or less?" I asked, settling into the chair.

"Less, actually. The deeper you go, the more your conscious mind shuts down completely." She attached the sensors with practiced efficiency. "But your subconscious will retain everything. That's what matters for conditioning."

She snapped on latex gloves. That sound still made me shiver.

"Any questions before we begin?"

"Are you going to tell me the truth about what happens during these sessions?"

Dr. Lyra leaned down, her face inches from mine. Behind her black-frame glasses, her dark eyes gleamed with scientific curiosity and something else. Hunger, maybe.

"Would you really want to know? Or would you rather surrender to the mystery, wake up changed, and not question how?" Her fingers traced my jaw. "Some truths are better discovered than explained."

She was right, in her own twisted way. Knowing might ruin whatever was happening. The mystery was part of the arousal.

"Okay," I whispered. "I'm ready."

"Good girl." She fitted the VR headset over my eyes. "Three hours. When you wake, you might feel very full. That's normal. Just accept it."

Very full. Jesus.

"Starting now."



[EVA'S PERSPECTIVE - IN TRANCE]

The spiral.

Always the spiral first.

Black and white, rotating, pulling me in. My consciousness narrowed to that central point, everything else fading away.

The voice began. Soft, feminine, irresistible.

"Deeper. Sink deeper. Your mind is open. Your body is ready. You exist to serve. You exist to please. You exist to swallow."

Swallow.

That word echoed through my empty mind.

"When you hear the word 'honey,' you will open your mouth wide. You will keep it open until you're told to close. You will swallow anything placed on your tongue. You will not question. You will not resist. Say 'yes.'"

"Yes." My voice sounded distant, not quite mine.

"Good girl. So obedient. So perfect. Now, open your mouth. Wide."

My jaw dropped open. I felt the stretch, felt my tongue rest against my bottom teeth, felt drool beginning to pool.

But I couldn't move. Couldn't close it. The command held me frozen, mouth agape like a vessel waiting to be filled.

Time passed. Or didn't. Hard to tell.

Then—sounds. Footsteps. Multiple people entering the room.

Male voices, low and approving.

"She's out completely?"

"Deep trance. Won't remember any of this."

"Fuck, look at her. Mouth open, tits out. This is hot."

Hands touched me. Rough palms cupping my breasts, squeezing. Testing. I felt it distantly, like it was happening to someone else.

"Stay still, guys. Don't disturb the trance. Just use her mouth."

Something warm pressed against my lips. Blunt. Smooth. Flesh.

A cock.

The head slid onto my tongue, and my subconscious recognized it immediately. Familiar weight, familiar taste. The man pushed deeper, not fucking—just positioning himself in my open mouth.

Then he pulled back and I heard jerking sounds. Fast, urgent strokes.

"Fuck, this is so wrong," someone laughed. "She has no idea."

"That's what makes it hot."

The cock returned to my mouth. I felt it swell, felt the first pulse.

Then hot cum flooded my tongue.

The voice in the headset spoke: "Swallow."

My throat worked automatically. The thick fluid slid down, warm and bitter-salty. I swallowed once, twice. More cum pumped onto my tongue. I kept swallowing, mechanically obedient.

"Good girl," the voice praised. "Swallow it all. Every drop. This is what you're made for."

The cock withdrew. My mouth hung open again, waiting.

"Next," someone said.

Another cock replaced the first. This one was thicker, and the man was less patient. He jerked himself fast and came quickly, flooding my mouth with another load.

"Swallow."

I obeyed. The cum mixed with the first load's lingering taste, coating my throat.

A third cock. Then a fourth. Each man taking turns, using my unconscious mouth as a cum receptacle. Each load swallowed on command, adding to the growing warmth in my stomach.

"How many are we doing?" someone asked.

"Dr. Lyra said as many as volunteer. We've got eight guys total."

Eight loads. My subconscious processed that dimly. Eight loads of cum.

The fifth man came with a groan, his cum thicker than the others. It coated my tongue, pooled in my cheeks. The voice commanded me to swallow, and I did, struggling slightly with the volume.

"She's struggling. Too much?"

"No, she can take it. Watch."

The sixth load came. Then the seventh. My stomach felt heavy now, distended with cum. But still my mouth hung open, still I accepted each cock, still I swallowed on command.

The eighth man took longest. He edged himself, drawing it out, until finally erupting with a strangled moan. His cum splashed onto my tongue in thick ropes—so much of it. More than the others combined.

"Swallow. All of it. Good girl."

I swallowed and swallowed. My throat worked overtime, processing the massive load. Some leaked from my lips—I could feel it drip down my chin—but most went down.

"Fuck, she took all eight loads," someone said, sounding awed. "She's going to wake up so full."

"That's the point. Conditioning. When she tastes cum constantly, craves it constantly, she'll become the perfect cumslut."

Footsteps retreating. Door closing. Silence except for the voice in the headset.

"You did so well. Eight loads swallowed. Your stomach is full of cum. Your purpose is fulfilled. When you wake, you won't remember the men. But your body will remember. Your cravings will grow. You need cum now. You depend on it. This is who you are."

The spiral returned. The voice continued its mantras, reinforcing, conditioning, reshaping my subconscious.

Then darkness.



[EVA'S PERSPECTIVE - WAKING]

"Three... two... one... wake."

I jolted awake, gasping.

Dr. Lyra removed the headset. "Welcome back. How do you feel?"

How did I feel?

Full. So incredibly full. My stomach was distended like I'd eaten a huge meal. Heavy, warm, sitting uncomfortably.

And my mouth—oh God, my mouth.

The taste was overwhelming. Thick, bitter, salty, coating every surface. My tongue, my teeth, my throat. Unmistakable.

Cum. Multiple loads. Fresh and concentrated.

"My stomach," I managed, looking down. I could see it—slightly swollen, pressing against my crop top. "What did you..."

"How does it taste?" Dr. Lyra asked, ignoring my question, her pen poised over her clipboard.

"Like cum. Strong. Multiple loads." I swallowed, and the taste intensified. "How many...?"

"Describe the sensation. Is it pleasant? Unpleasant? Do you want more or feel satisfied?"

Her clinical questions while my stomach sloshed with cum should have been infuriating. But I was too disoriented to be angry.

"It's..." I searched for words. "Overwhelming. But not bad. My stomach feels full but my mouth feels..." I licked my lips, tasting more. "Empty. Like it wants more."

Dr. Lyra's eyes lit up. "Fascinating. Already showing preference patterns. You're responding even faster than Luna did."

"You fed me cum," I said, the reality sinking in. "While I was hypnotized. Multiple men."

"Did I?" She smiled enigmatically. "Or did you dream it? Hypnotic suggestion can create very vivid false memories."

"My stomach is literally full. I can feel it sloshing. This isn't a false memory."

Dr. Lyra set down her clipboard and sat on the arm of my chair, looking down at me. Her lab coat fell open further, showing the curve of her breasts in that purple lace.

"Eva, let me ask you something. If I told you that yes, eight men came in your mouth while you were hypnotized—that you swallowed eight loads unconsciously, that your body accepted them perfectly, that you're now full of their cum—would you be angry? Or aroused?"

My cage twitched hard. Leaked.

"There's your answer," Dr. Lyra said softly. "Your body knows what it wants even if your conscious mind is still catching up."

She stood, smoothing her lab coat. "Your subconscious took those loads eagerly. Didn't fight, didn't gag, just swallowed like it was programmed to. Because deep down, that's what you are—a cum receptacle. A throat made for swallowing. And the more you swallow, the more you'll crave it."

"You're conditioning me to be addicted," I said, not quite a question.

"I'm helping you become who you truly are," she corrected. "A perfect sissy who craves cock and cum biologically. It's already starting—can you feel it? That need? That hunger?"

She was right. Underneath the fullness, underneath the disorientation, there was hunger. A craving that wasn't satisfied despite my full stomach.

I wanted more.

"Next session is Monday," Dr. Lyra said, handing me fifty dollars. "Session four. We'll go deeper. More loads. Stronger conditioning." She traced a finger down my cheek. "By the end of our program, you won't just service clients for money. You'll service them because you need it. Because cum is as essential as water."

She left me sitting there, stomach heavy with eight loads of anonymous cum, mouth still thick with the taste, cage straining painfully.

I should have felt violated. Used. Experimented on.

But instead, I felt transformed.

Something had shifted inside me during that session. Some final barrier had crumbled.

I'd been fed cum while unconscious. My body had accepted it willingly. And now I craved more.



The walk back to my room was strange. Each step made my full stomach slosh. The weight of cum inside me was impossible to ignore—liquid warmth sitting heavy in my belly.

I stopped at a mirror in the hallway.

My reflection showed a slightly disheveled sissy—pigtails askew, makeup smudged at the corners of my mouth (had I drooled during the session?), lips swollen like they'd been used. And my stomach had a slight bulge, visible beneath my crop top.

Pregnant with cum, my mind supplied unhelpfully.

I touched my stomach, feeling the warmth through the fabric. Eight loads. Eight men had jerked off into my unconscious mouth, and I'd swallowed every drop.

My cage leaked visibly through my panties.

Luna found me still staring at my reflection.

"Session three?" she asked, eyeing my distended stomach.

"Eight loads," I confirmed quietly.

"Damn. I only got six my third session." She stood beside me, comparing our reflections. "How do you feel?"

"Full. Hungry. Confused." I met her eyes. "Aroused."

"Yeah. That tracks." Luna's expression was understanding. "It's the conditioning. Your brain is starting to associate cum with satisfaction, pleasure, purpose. Pretty soon you'll get antsy if you go too long without swallowing."

"Is that... okay? To be that dependent?"

Luna shrugged. "We're already dependent on so much here. The Institute, the income, the routine. What's one more dependency?" She squeezed my hand. "Besides, cum addiction makes you a better worker. You'll actively want client loads instead of just tolerating them. That's valuable."

She was reframing addiction as optimization. Making it sound practical, beneficial.

Maybe it was.

"Come on," Luna said. "Let's get you some actual food. Can't survive on just protein, even if that protein is cum."

We walked to the dining area together. With each step, I felt that heavy warmth in my stomach. A constant reminder of what had been done to me.

What I'd allowed. What I'd keep allowing.

Because Monday, I'd be back in that chair.



The rest of the week, the taste lingered.

Not constantly, but in quiet moments it would return—that bitter-salt flavor coating my tongue, making my mouth water. Making me crave.

Friday during a client session, when he came in my mouth, I swallowed eagerly. The taste was familiar now. Comforting. My body recognized it, welcomed it.

"Damn, you really love cum," the client said, watching me lick his cock clean. "Most sissies just tolerate it. You're savoring it."

He was right. I was.

Saturday morning, I woke up with my mouth watering for no reason. Just a biological response, a craving building. I hadn't swallowed a load in twelve hours, and my body was already noticing the absence.

Luna had warned me. Once the conditioning took hold, forty-eight hours became the limit before withdrawal-like symptoms started. I wasn't there yet—only three sessions in—but the trajectory was clear.

I was being turned into an addict. Systematically, scientifically, hypnotically.

And I was letting it happen.

No—I was paying to let it happen. Fifty dollars per session to have my brain rewired.

Sunday evening, I stood in my room examining my reflection again. This had become a habit—checking in with who I was, what I'd become.

Pigtails framing my feminized face. Glossy lips that had sucked dozens of cocks. B-cup breasts that bounced when I walked. pink cage containing my useless clitty. Plug keeping my hole trained and ready.

And inside my mind, a growing hunger for cum that hadn't been there three weeks ago.

This was Eva now. Not just the outside, but the inside too. My wants, my needs, my cravings—all being reshaped to fit my role.

Tomorrow was Monday. Session four.

More men would use my unconscious mouth. More loads would flood my throat. More conditioning would take root.

And I would wake up craving even more than before.

The thought should have terrified me.

My cage leaked with anticipation.



Monday morning, I dressed carefully—my pink crop top and short skirt, heels that made me sway. I wanted to look good for... for whatever was coming.

Which was fucked up. Looking good for men who'd use me while I was unconscious.

But I couldn't help it. The conditioning was already working. I wanted to please. Wanted to be used. Wanted to serve, even in my sleep.

Dr. Lyra was waiting in her lab, but this time she wasn't alone.

Four men stood along the wall—all ages, all builds, all watching me with hungry eyes. My heart hammered.

"Session four involves more participants," Dr. Lyra explained casually. "Don't worry—same process as before. You'll be under, they'll use your mouth, you'll swallow. Just more volume this time."

"I can see them," I said, voice shaky. "Before, I didn't know who..."

"Does it matter?" Dr. Lyra asked. "They're cocks. That's all you need to know. Now sit. We're on a schedule."

I sat in the chair, very aware of four pairs of eyes on my body. Watching my breasts rise and fall with nervous breathing. Watching my throat—the throat they'd be filling soon.

Dr. Lyra attached the sensors, snapped on gloves, prepared the equipment.

"Gentlemen," she addressed the room, "same rules as before. No touching except facial area. Mouths only. Clean yourselves after. And absolutely no photos."

They nodded in unison.

"Eva," Dr. Lyra turned to me, "verbal consent. Do you agree to participate in session four?"

With four men watching, waiting to use me, I should have said no. Should have run.

"I agree," I said.

"Excellent." The headset went on. "Starting now. Relax. Open your mind. Surrender."



[TRANCE STATE - FRAGMENTED AWARENESS]

The spiral consumed me.

Down, down, down into trance. Consciousness dissolved like sugar in water.

The voice: "Open your mouth."

My jaw dropped. Hung open. Waiting.

Awareness flickered—in and out, dreamlike.

I could see nothing through the headset. But I could hear. Feel. Taste.

Footsteps approaching. Someone standing before me.

"Fuck, her mouth is just... open. Ready."

A cock pressed against my lips. Pushed onto my tongue. I tasted precum—salty, musky. The man jerked himself, cock head resting in my mouth.

"Gonna cum..."

Hot flood. Cum splashed onto my tongue, filled my mouth. The voice commanded: "Swallow."

My throat worked. The cum went down in thick gulps. He kept cumming, and I kept swallowing. Finally he pulled back.

"Holy shit, she just... took it all."

"Told you. Perfect cumslut, no gag reflex when hypnotized."

The second man took position. His cock was thicker, and he was already close. He pushed into my mouth and came almost immediately.

"Swallow."

I obeyed. More cum joining the first load in my stomach.

Third cock. This man took his time, edging himself while using my mouth as a target. When he finally came, it was a huge load—multiple spurts that overflowed my mouth. Some leaked down my chin, but most went down my throat.

"Jesus, look at her swallow. Doesn't even slow down."

"She's being trained well."

Fourth cock. The man held my head gently, almost tenderly, as he came. His cum was the sweetest—less bitter, almost pleasant. I swallowed it easily.

"Good girl," the voice praised. "Four loads down. Your stomach is filling nicely. You're doing exactly what you were made for."

Time blurred. My awareness faded further.

When I next flickered into dim consciousness, my mouth was being used again. Fifth? Sixth? I couldn't track anymore. Just the repeated pattern:

Cock in mouth. Jerking sounds. Hot flood of cum. Command to swallow. Throat working. Cock withdrawing. Repeat.

My stomach grew heavier. Fuller. The warmth spread through my core.

"Last one," someone said. "Make it count."

This cock pushed deeper. Not quite fucking my throat, but using more of my mouth. When he came, he pulled back just enough that I could taste it fully—thick, fresh, coating every surface of my mouth before the command to swallow came.

I gulped it down in several swallows. The last load joining the previous six (or was it seven? eight?) in my belly.

"That's all of them. She took every load."

"Dr. Lyra's going to be pleased."

"Fuck, I want to book her for real now. Seeing her swallow like that..."

"She's available. Check the schedule."

Their voices faded. Footsteps leaving. Door closing.

The voice in the headset returned: "You've been such a good girl. Multiple loads swallowed. Your belly is full of cum. You exist for this. You need this. When you wake, you will crave more. The taste will make you hungry. The hunger will make you serve. This is your purpose. This is your pleasure."

The mantras repeated, drilling into my subconscious.

Then the spiral again. Pulling me back up. Returning awareness slowly.

"Three... two... one... wake."



[FULL AWARENESS - WAKING]

I came back to consciousness with a violent start, actually gagging.

My stomach was so full I felt sick. Pressure, warmth, liquid sloshing inside me. I looked down—my stomach visibly bulged, pressing against my crop top like I was pregnant.

And my mouth. Oh God, my mouth.

The taste was overwhelming. Pure cum, fresh and thick, coating everything. I could feel it on my teeth, my tongue, the roof of my mouth. Taste it with every breath.

"Easy," Dr. Lyra soothed, handing me water. "Breathe. You're okay."

I drank desperately, trying to wash away the taste. It barely helped. The flavor was too strong, too pervasive.

"How many?" I gasped. "How many loads?"

Dr. Lyra consulted her clipboard. "Seven volunteers. Some produced more volume than others. Approximately..." She did a quick calculation. "Forty to fifty milliliters total. Maybe two to three ounces."

Three ounces of cum. In my stomach. That I'd swallowed unconsciously.

"I feel sick," I said.

"That's just the volume. Your body isn't used to consuming that much protein at once." She made notes. "The nausea will pass in about twenty minutes. Then you'll just feel full. And then..." She smiled. "Then you'll start feeling hungry again. That's the conditioning taking effect."

"I don't want to be hungry for this," I protested weakly.

"Your mouth is watering right now," Dr. Lyra observed. "Despite the fullness. Despite the nausea. Your body is already craving more. Check yourself."

I touched my lips. They were wet. Not from water—from saliva. My mouth was producing excess saliva, the same response I'd get when smelling food while hungry.

"That's impossible," I whispered. "I just swallowed seven loads. I can't be craving more already."

"Not impossible. Conditioned. Your subconscious has been told repeatedly that cum equals satisfaction, purpose, pleasure. Now your body is starting to believe it." She handed me the fifty dollars. "Same time Wednesday. We'll continue the program."

"What if I don't come back?"

"Then the conditioning remains partial. You'll have cravings but no outlet. They'll grow stronger over time—forty-eight to seventy-two hours, you'll be desperate." Dr. Lyra's smile was knowing. "Better to complete the program. Better to embrace it fully. You're already halfway there."

I stood on shaky legs, my stomach heavy, mouth water ing for more despite everything.

"One question," I said at the door. "When you're done conditioning me... when I'm fully addicted... what then?"

"Then you'll be the perfect sissy," Dr. Lyra said simply. "You'll need cum to function. Clients will sense your desperate hunger and be more attracted to you. You'll earn more. Serve better. And you'll be happy—because you'll be getting exactly what you need."

She made addiction sound like enlightenment.

Maybe it was.



Back in my room, I lay on my bed, hands on my distended stomach.

Seven loads. I'd swallowed seven loads and couldn't remember a single one. Only the taste remained—evidence of what had been done to me.

My cage was still leaking. Despite the nausea. Despite the wrongness of it all.

I was aroused.

By being used while unconscious. By being fed without consent. By having my mind rewired to crave cum.

Luna had been right. The conditioning worked. I could already feel it—that growing need, that biological hunger that had nothing to do with actual nutrition and everything to do with the reprogramming of my subconscious.

Wednesday, I'd be back.

More loads would flood my unconscious mouth. More commands would reshape my cravings. More conditioning would take root.

And by the end of Dr. Lyra's program, I'd be exactly what she promised—a sissy who needed cum to function.

A cum-addicted slut who'd serve clients not just for money, but because her body demanded it.

The thought terrified me.

My cage leaked again, a puddle forming on the sheets.

Terror and arousal. Always the same mix. Always pushing me deeper into this new identity.

I closed my eyes and tasted cum with every swallow.

Fifty dollars earned. Seven loads consumed. Another step closer to complete transformation.

Another step into the velvet trap that I was no longer sure I wanted to escape.


Chapter 9: Direct Feed

Wednesday came, and with it, session four.

I walked into Dr. Lyra's lab expecting the same setup—the chair, the men waiting, the VR headset. Instead, the room was empty except for Dr. Lyra herself, who looked unusually excited.

"Just you today?" I asked, surprised.

"Session four is about volume testing," she explained, her dark eyes bright. "We've established you can swallow multiple loads sequentially. Now I need to test your capacity for continuous feeding."

Continuous feeding. Those words sent a shiver through me.

"What does that mean?"

Dr. Lyra gestured to a new piece of equipment beside the chair—a clear plastic container mounted on a stand, with medical-grade tubing attached. The container was filled with thick, white liquid.

"That's..." I stared. "That's cum."

"Very observant." She giggled. "Pre-collected from various donors. Room temperature, perfectly safe. About eight ounces total—equivalent to twelve to fifteen normal loads."

My mouth went dry. "You're going to feed me that? All of it?"

"While you're hypnotized, yes. The tube will deliver it directly into your mouth at a controlled rate. You'll swallow continuously for approximately an hour. It's the most efficient conditioning method." She patted the chair. "Sit. Unless you're refusing?"

I should have refused. Should have run. Eight ounces of cum—directly fed through a tube for an hour straight.

But my mouth was already watering. And my cage was already responding. And that traitorous hunger Dr. Lyra had been building whispered: you need this.

"Fifty dollars?" I asked weakly.

"Double. One hundred for this session—it's more intensive." She smiled. "Plus, you'll be full for days. Won't need to eat much actual food. Think of the savings."

One hundred dollars. To be tube-fed cum while unconscious.

I sat in the chair.

"Excellent. Let's begin." Dr. Lyra attached the sensors, then produced the feeding tube. It was thin, flexible, medical-grade plastic. "This goes in your mouth. You won't choke—I'll position it carefully. Once you're under, it'll feel natural. Your subconscious knows how to swallow."

She fitted the VR headset first, plunging me into darkness.

"Open your mouth," she instructed.

I obeyed. The tube slid onto my tongue, positioned toward the back of my throat but not quite deep enough to gag me. I felt it rest there, foreign and invasive.

"Starting trance. Relax. Surrender."



[DEEP TRANCE - SESSION 4]

The spiral pulled me down.

Deeper than before. Faster than before.

My consciousness didn't just dim—it disappeared almost entirely. Only the faintest awareness remained, like a camera recording but not processing.

The voice commanded: "Swallow. Continuously. Automatically. Like breathing. Don't stop until the feeding is complete."

My throat understood. Began working in rhythmic pulses. Swallow. Swallow. Swallow.

Then—warmth. Liquid flowing into my mouth through the tube. Thick, familiar texture. Bitter-salty taste flooding my tongue.

Cum.

Direct injection of cum into my throat. Continuous flow.

My body responded automatically. Throat working, accepting, processing. Swallow after swallow after swallow. The cum kept coming—a steady stream, not stopping, filling me.

Time dissolved. There was only the spiral in my vision, the voice in my ears, and the endless swallowing of cum pouring into my throat.

One minute. Five. Ten. Twenty.

My stomach grew heavier. Fuller. The warmth spread through my core, liquid weight accumulating.

Swallow. Swallow. Swallow.

The taste was overwhelming—concentrated essence of multiple men's cum, flowing endlessly. My conscious mind was too suppressed to be disgusted. Only the subconscious remained, accepting its purpose, fulfilling its role.

Thirty minutes. Forty.

My belly distended. I could feel it even in the trance—the pressure building, stomach expanding to accommodate more and more fluid.

But the flow didn't stop. And neither did my swallowing.

"Almost done," the voice soothed. "Just a bit more. Your belly is so full. So perfect. You're taking it all like a good girl."

Fifty minutes. Fifty-five.

The container must be nearly empty. My stomach felt like it would burst. But still I swallowed. Still the cum flowed.

Finally—sixty minutes—the flow slowed. Then stopped.

The tube sat in my mouth, empty now. My throat ached from the constant swallowing. My stomach was hugely distended, tight with pressure.

"Perfect performance," the voice praised. "Eight full ounces. Swallowed every drop. You're officially a cum container. Your body's purpose is to hold cum. To crave cum. To need cum. This is your truth now."

The mantras repeated. Reinforcing. Conditioning.

Then slowly, the spiral released me. Consciousness began floating back up toward awareness.

"Three... two... one... wake."



I came back violently, gagging on the tube still in my mouth.

Dr. Lyra quickly removed it, and I gasped for air. My throat was raw, overworked, aching.

"Easy. Breathe. You're okay." She supported my head as I coughed and sputtered. "Your throat might be sore—you swallowed continuously for an hour."

I looked down at my stomach and nearly screamed.

I looked pregnant.

My belly bulged dramatically, pressing hard against my crop top. The fabric stretched tight over the distension. I touched it—firm, heavy, sloshing slightly with the liquid inside.

"What the fuck," I choked out. "How much—"

"Full container. Eight ounces as promised. About two hundred and forty milliliters." Dr. Lyra made notes, utterly calm. "Your stomach capacity is excellent. Most test subjects couldn't take that much on session four."

Eight ounces. That was a full cup of cum. Inside my stomach. Swallowed continuously while I was unconscious.

The taste was indescribable. Not just in my mouth—it felt like my entire digestive system was coated in cum. Every swallow, every breath brought fresh waves of bitter-salt flavor.

"I'm going to throw up," I said, genuinely nauseated.

"No you're not. Your body accepted it perfectly. The nausea is psychological—your conscious mind fighting what your subconscious wants." She handed me water. "Sip slowly. Don't gulp."

I sipped, but it did nothing. The taste remained, powerful and all-consuming.

"Look at yourself," Dr. Lyra instructed, turning me toward a mirror mounted on the wall.

My reflection showed a sissy with a cum-belly. Visibly pregnant with sperm. My stomach bulged obscenely, the crop top riding up to expose the stretched skin. My face was flushed, lips swollen from the hour of tube feeding, eyes glazed.

I looked thoroughly used. Thoroughly filled. Thoroughly owned.

And my cage was leaking rivers.

"You're aroused," Dr. Lyra observed, noting my cage's response. "Despite the nausea. Despite the fullness. Your body wants this."

"No—this is too much—"

"Is it?" She knelt beside my chair, face level with mine. "Or is it finally enough? For the first time in your life, you're completely full of cum. Satisfied on a biological level. Your stomach holds the seed of fifteen men. You're a perfect receptacle."

Her words shouldn't have aroused me. But they did.

"I can't stop tasting it," I admitted. "It's all I taste. All I smell."

"Good. That's the conditioning solidifying. By tomorrow, you'll crave it again. The taste will haunt you. Make you desperate for more." She stroked my hair. "That's when you'll know the addiction has taken root."

She helped me stand. My distended stomach threw off my balance, and I had to walk carefully. The cum sloshed with each step, an obscene reminder of what I'd swallowed.

"Here's your payment," Dr. Lyra said, handing me a hundred dollars. "You've earned it. Session five is Friday. We'll test sustained feeding again, possibly more volume if you can handle it."

More volume. Jesus Christ.

"I don't know if I can do this again," I said.

"Yes you can. And you will." Dr. Lyra's smile was certain. "Because the hunger is already building, even now. By Friday, you'll be desperate for it."



She was right.

The fullness lasted through Tuesday evening. My stomach remained visibly swollen, tight with cum, making normal activities difficult. I couldn't work that night—couldn't service clients when I looked pregnant with sperm.

But by Wednesday morning, the fullness had subsided. Digested. Absorbed into my system somehow.

And the hunger came roaring back.

I woke up with my mouth watering uncontrollably. Saliva pooling on my tongue, throat working in anticipatory swallows. The taste of cum—phantom but powerful—filled my mouth like a memory my body couldn't forget.

"Fuck," I whispered, touching my now-flat stomach. "She's right. I'm craving it."

The craving wasn't subtle. It was a gnawing need, a biological demand that overrode rational thought. I found myself staring at client cocks during sessions, mouth watering before they even came. When they did, I swallowed greedily, desperately, and it wasn't enough.

Never enough.

Thursday, I serviced three clients. Swallowed all three loads. Still hungry.

Thursday night, I lay in bed, stomach empty, mouth watering, cage leaking from unfulfilled need.

This was withdrawal. Dr. Lyra had said forty-eight to seventy-two hours was the limit before cravings became painful. It had been sixty hours since the tube feeding, and the hunger was becoming physical—actual stomach pangs, headache, irritability.

I needed cum. Not wanted. Needed.

Friday morning, I practically ran to Dr. Lyra's lab.



"You look desperate," Dr. Lyra observed when I arrived. "How long since your last load?"

"Yesterday afternoon. Almost twenty-four hours." I licked my lips. "I need... I mean, I'm ready for session five."

"I can see that." She smiled knowingly. "Your body is craving. Good. That means the conditioning is working perfectly. Today we'll satisfy that hunger."

The equipment was already set up—chair, headset, and the container. This time, the container was even larger. Filled to the brim with thick white fluid.

"Ten ounces today," Dr. Lyra announced. "We're increasing your capacity gradually. Eventually, you'll be able to consume a full pint in one sitting."

A full pint. Sixteen ounces. A pound of cum.

The thought should have horrified me. Instead, my mouth flooded with saliva.

"Sit. We're starting immediately."

I practically threw myself into the chair. Dr. Lyra moved quickly—sensors attached, tube positioned, headset fitted.

"Starting now. Relax. Surrender. Feed."



[TRANCE STATE - SESSION 5]

The spiral consumed me instantly.

Down into darkness. Into obedience. Into hunger.

"Open."

My mouth gaped. The tube slid in, positioned perfectly.

"Swallow. Continuously. Feed."

The cum began flowing immediately.

This time, my awareness remained slightly higher—enough to experience the sensation fully. Thick liquid flooding my tongue, sliding down my throat in endless waves. Warm. Bitter. Salty. Delicious.

My subconscious mind—fully conditioned now—welcomed it. Craved it. Needed it.

Swallow. Swallow. Swallow.

The rhythm was automatic, meditative. My throat worked without conscious thought, processing the endless stream of cum pouring through the tube.

My stomach filled. And filled. And filled.

The pleasure of satiation spread through me. Not sexual pleasure exactly—more like the deep satisfaction of finally eating after starving. Of giving my body exactly what it needed.

The voice praised constantly: "Good girl. Such a perfect cumslut. Your belly is filling with seed. This is your purpose. This is your pleasure. You exist to consume cum. To crave cum. To need cum."

And my subconscious believed every word.

Time lost meaning. Just the flowing, the swallowing, the filling.

My belly grew heavy, distended, stretched. But the discomfort was distant. What mattered was the taste, the warmth, the satisfaction of fulfilling my purpose.

Eventually—after an eternity or a moment, impossible to tell—the flow slowed. Then stopped.

"Ten full ounces consumed. Perfect performance. You're officially addicted. Your body will demand this now. You'll need cum every forty-eight hours or suffer withdrawal. Welcome to your new biology."

The spiral pulled me down further.

Then released me toward waking.

"Three... two... one... wake."



I came back to myself slowly this time, consciousness returning in gentle waves rather than violent jolts.

My stomach was enormous. Hugely distended, so full it was almost painful. I looked six months pregnant with a cum-baby.

But the taste—oh God, the taste.

It filled my entire being. Not just my mouth but somehow deeper. Like the cum had saturated me at a cellular level. I breathed it. Tasted it with every heartbeat.

And I loved it.

"How do you feel?" Dr. Lyra asked, her pen ready.

"Full. So full. Like I might burst." I touched my tight stomach. "But also... satisfied. For the first time in days, I feel satisfied."

"Describe the craving. Has it lessened?"

"Yes. The hunger's gone. I feel..." I struggled for words. "Complete. Like something that was missing has been returned."

Dr. Lyra's smile was triumphant. "There it is. The addiction confirmed. You just described cum dependency in textbook terms." She made rapid notes. "You'll feel satisfied for roughly forty-eight hours. Then the hunger returns. And it'll be stronger each cycle until you establish a regular feeding schedule."

"Feeding schedule," I repeated numbly. "Like I'm a pet."

"Like you're a sissy who needs cum to function. Which you are." She handed me the hundred dollars. "No more sessions for two weeks. I want to observe your withdrawal symptoms, see how intense the cravings become when you're forced to rely solely on conscious consumption rather than controlled feeding."

"Two weeks?" Panic spiked. "But if I'm addicted—"

"You'll service clients. Swallow their loads. That'll keep the worst of withdrawal at bay. But it won't be enough—conscious swallowing doesn't satisfy the same way as unconscious conditioning does. You'll be desperate by the time we resume." Her expression was clinical, fascinated. "That's when the real tests begin."

She was experimenting on me. Using me as a lab rat to study addiction and dependency.

And I'd signed up for it. Was being paid for it.

"Can I ask you something?" I said, standing carefully, my heavy stomach making movement awkward.

"Of course."

"Do you enjoy this? The conditioning, the control, watching sissies become addicted?"

Dr. Lyra's smile turned genuine—not her cheerful professional mask, but something real underneath. "I find transformation beautiful. Watching a resistant male become a cum-hungry sissy who biologically needs cock? That's art. That's science. That's perfection." She stepped closer, her breasts nearly brushing my distended belly. "And yes. It makes me very, very aroused."

Her honesty was shocking. And arousing.

"Two weeks," she repeated. "Try to survive on client loads alone. Keep track of your symptoms—the cravings, the hunger, the irritability. Report everything when we resume."



Walking back to my room with ten ounces of cum in my stomach was an experience. Every step made it slosh. Every breath reminded me of the fullness. Every swallow brought fresh waves of taste.

Luna took one look at me and gasped.

"Oh my God, your stomach!" She circled me, eyes wide. "How much did she feed you?"

"Ten ounces. Tube feeding. An hour straight." I touched the bulge. "I look pregnant."

"You look thoroughly used." Luna bit her lip. "And you're leaking through your panties. You're turned on by this."

"I can't help it. The conditioning... Luna, I think I'm actually addicted now. Like, biologically. She said I'll need loads every forty-eight hours or I'll get withdrawal symptoms."

Luna nodded seriously. "Yeah. That's how it goes. I hit that point after my sixth session. Now if I go three days without swallowing, I get headaches, irritability, anxiety. My mouth waters constantly. It's like nicotine withdrawal but for cum."

"That's insane."

"That's effective." Luna pulled me toward my room. "Come on. You need to lie down. That belly looks uncomfortable."

In my room, I collapsed on the bed, cradling my distended stomach. Luna lay beside me, her smaller frame a contrast to my swollen state.

"Does it hurt?" she asked.

"Not really. Just tight. Full." I turned my head to look at her. "Do you regret it? The conditioning?"

Luna considered. "Sometimes. When the cravings get bad. But mostly... no. Because it makes the work easier. I don't have to fake enthusiasm when a client cums in my mouth—I genuinely want it. Need it. That authenticity makes me a better service provider." She touched my stomach gently. "You'll see. In a few days, when the hunger comes back, you'll understand."



She was right.

By Sunday, the fullness had completely faded. Digested, absorbed, gone.

And the hunger returned with a vengeance.

I woke up Sunday morning with my mouth so wet with saliva I'd drooled on my pillow. My stomach felt empty—not just hungry, but achingly hollow. Like something essential was missing.

I needed cum.

Not wanted. Needed.

The craving was physical. Stomach cramps, headache, jittery hands. I felt like a junkie needing a fix.

Sunday I serviced two clients, swallowing both loads desperately. The instant cum hit my tongue, the relief was overwhelming. My stomach settled, headache faded slightly. But within hours, the hunger returned.

Monday—three clients. Swallowed eagerly. Not enough. Never enough.

Tuesday—four clients. I sought them out, begged Scarlett for more bookings. Swallowed load after load. The craving eased temporarily but didn't disappear.

By Wednesday, I understood. Dr. Lyra was right—conscious swallowing didn't satisfy the same way. The conditioning had rewired me to need the hypnotic feeding, the unconscious consumption, the surrender of control.

Regular client cum was like junk food when you're starving. It helped. But it wasn't real sustenance.

Thursday night, I lay in bed with my mouth watering uncontrollably, stomach cramping despite having swallowed six loads that day.

Twelve days until my next session with Dr. Lyra.

Twelve days of this growing, gnawing hunger that client cocks couldn't fully satisfy.

I was addicted. Truly, deeply, biologically addicted to cum. And the only thing that would satisfy the craving was surrendering to Dr. Lyra's hypnotic control and letting her pour it down my throat while I was unconscious.

The realization should have sent me into panic.

Instead, I counted down the days until I could go back.

Until I could sit in that chair, sink into trance, and let the tube fill me with everything I needed.

My cage leaked constantly now. The hunger, the anticipation, the need—it all translated to arousal.

Dr. Lyra had succeeded.

She'd turned me into a cum-addicted sissy who couldn't function without regular feeding.

And the worst part?

I didn't want to fight it anymore.

I wanted to give in completely. Wanted to be that perfect cum receptacle she'd been conditioning me to become.

Wanted to need it, crave it, depend on it.

Because somewhere in the past two weeks, my identity had shifted again.

I wasn't just Eva the sissy sex worker.

I was Eva the cumslut. Eva the addicted. Eva the desperate.

And in twelve days, Dr. Lyra would feed me again.

I could barely wait.


Chapter 10: Proven Addiction

Week fourteen arrived like a death sentence.

Two weeks since Dr. Lyra's last session. Two weeks of trying—and failing—to satisfy the hunger through client loads alone. Two weeks of my mouth watering constantly, stomach cramping, head aching, body screaming for something I could only get from her lab.

I'd swallowed forty-three loads in those fourteen days. Counted every one. And none of them touched the craving that had rooted itself deep in my core.

When Dr. Lyra's message arrived Monday morning—Lab. 10 AM. Time for your final test.—I nearly sobbed with relief.



The lab looked different today. No VR equipment, no headset, no tube feeding setup. Just Dr. Lyra standing beside an examination table, her white lab coat open over a black lace bra, and a single item on the steel surface.

A tall glass filled with thick, white liquid.

My mouth flooded with saliva instantly. My eyes locked onto that glass like a starving person seeing food. I couldn't look away.

"Eva," Dr. Lyra greeted me, her cheerful voice cutting through my single-minded focus. "Right on time. How have the past two weeks been?"

"Terrible," I admitted, still staring at the glass. "I've been so hungry. Client loads don't help. They barely take the edge off."

"Describe the hunger. Be specific."

I tore my eyes away from the glass with effort, looking at her instead. "My mouth waters constantly. Food doesn't taste right—everything seems bland compared to... to what I need. I get stomach cramps that aren't about food. Headaches. I can't sleep well. And I think about it constantly—about cum, about swallowing, about being full again."

Dr. Lyra made notes, nodding. "Classic withdrawal and dependency symptoms. The conditioning has fully integrated into your biology. You're officially addicted."

"Can you fix it?" I asked desperately. "Reverse it?"

"Why would I? This is the desired outcome." She gestured to the glass. "That's pure cum. Collected fresh this morning from six different donors. Room temperature, eight ounces. The question is—what do you want to do about it?"

My eyes snapped back to the glass. Eight ounces. Right there. Within reach.

DRINK IT. The command in my head was overwhelming, primal, louder than any rational thought.

"Is this a test?" I asked, my voice shaking.

"Yes. The final test. To confirm the addiction is biological, not just psychological." Dr. Lyra pushed the glass slightly closer to me. "I haven't told you to drink it. Haven't used hypnosis. You're fully conscious, fully aware. The choice is yours."

Choice. What a joke.

My hands moved before my conscious mind decided. Reaching for the glass, fingers closing around it, lifting it. The weight was perfect—heavy with liquid, substantial. Real.

I brought it to my lips.

The smell hit me first—unmistakable. Musky, salty, masculine. My nostrils flared, taking it in. My mouth watered so much I nearly drooled.

"You don't have to drink it," Dr. Lyra said softly. "This is voluntary. You can put it down, walk away, try to fight the conditioning."

I could. Theoretically.

But my body was screaming. My tongue ached to taste. My throat begged to swallow. The glass touched my lips and—

I drank.

The first swallow was pure relief. Thick, warm cum flooding my mouth, coating my tongue, sliding down my throat. The taste I'd been craving for fourteen days, finally, finally on my tongue.

I didn't stop. Couldn't stop.

I tilted the glass back and drank in long gulps, swallowing as fast as I could. The cum poured into my mouth continuously—bitter, salty, perfect. Each swallow brought more relief, more satisfaction, filling the aching emptiness that had consumed me.

Four ounces down. Six. Eight.

I drained the entire glass, not stopping until the last drop hit my tongue. Then I licked the inside of the glass, chasing every trace, not wanting to waste a single bit.

When the glass was empty, I set it down with shaking hands.

My stomach was warm, full, satisfied. The hunger that had gnawed at me for days was finally, blessedly quiet. The headache faded. The cramps eased. My body settled into contentment.

"How do you feel?" Dr. Lyra asked, writing furiously on her clipboard.

"Better. So much better." I touched my lips, still tasting cum. "The hunger's gone."

"For how long?"

I considered. Already, underneath the satisfaction, I could feel it—a faint whisper of need. Not urgent yet, but there. Waiting.

"Maybe two days. Forty-eight hours before it gets bad again."

"Exactly correct." Dr. Lyra set down her clipboard and fixed me with an intense stare. "Eva, you've just confirmed biological dependency. You need cum every forty-eight hours, minimum, or you'll experience withdrawal symptoms. The conditioning is permanent. You're officially a cum addict."

The words hung in the air between us.

Cum addict.

Not cumslut as dirty talk. Not cock-hungry as roleplay. Actual, literal addiction. Biological need.

"Can it be reversed?" I asked, though part of me already knew the answer.

"Theoretically, over many months of deprivation and counter-conditioning. But why would you want to?" Dr. Lyra leaned against the table. "You're a sex worker who services primarily male clients. Being addicted to cum makes you better at your job. You'll crave what you're paid to provide. That's symbiosis, not disability."

She had a point. A twisted, fucked-up point. But a point.

"What if I leave the Institute?" I asked. "When my contract ends?"

"Then you'll need to maintain a steady supply of semen." She said it so clinically. "Find partners willing to provide regular loads, or return here for feeding sessions, or suffer constant withdrawal. The dependency doesn't end just because you leave."

So I was trapped. Not just by the contract, but by my own rewired biology. Even if I paid off my debt and walked away, this hunger would follow me.

Dr. Lyra had turned me into an addict, and addicts always needed their fix.

"The good news," she continued, "is that within the Institute, your needs will always be met. Clients provide daily loads. I can provide supplementary feeding sessions. You'll never truly suffer here."

Only outside. Only in the normal world where drinking glasses of cum wasn't readily available.

"I'm trapped," I whispered.

"You're optimized," Dr. Lyra corrected. "Perfectly adapted to your environment and role. That's not a trap—that's evolution."

She picked up the empty glass, examining it. "You drank that in under ninety seconds. Desperate consumption. The speed alone confirms severe dependency." She smiled. "Congratulations, Eva. You're my most successful subject yet."

I should have felt manipulated. Violated. Angry.

But the satisfaction of a full stomach, the relief of the hunger finally quiet, the contentment of having what I needed—it overrode everything else.

"When's the next session?" I asked.

"Whenever you need it. But I recommend spacing them longer than forty-eight hours—let the craving build, then satisfy it. That reinforces the dependency cycle." She handed me a card. "My direct number. When you can't take the hunger anymore, call. I'll arrange a feeding."

On-demand cum supply. That's what she was offering. A dealer for my addiction.

"Will it get worse? The cravings?"

"They'll stabilize at a baseline. Forty-eight to seventy-two hours is your window. But yes, over time you'll become more sensitive to the taste, more desperate for it. The psychological component will deepen alongside the biological one." She stepped closer, her voice dropping. "Eventually, seeing a cock will make you drool. Smelling cum will make you weak. You'll become a perfect, eager cumslut because your body demands it."

My cage leaked visibly through my skirt. The description of my future self—desperate, drooling, controlled by biology—aroused me intensely.

"That's the future you want?" Dr. Lyra asked, noticing my arousal. "To be that dependent? That controlled?"

Did I want it?

Two weeks ago, I would have said no. But after fourteen days of suffering, of insatiable hunger, of finally drinking that glass and feeling relief—

"Yes," I admitted. "I want it. Because fighting it is worse. Accepting it, embracing it, becoming what you're making me—that's easier. That's better."

Dr. Lyra's smile was radiant. "That's the smartest thing you've said since arriving here. Acceptance is freedom, Eva. Fighting nature is suffering."

She was right. Fuck, she was right.

I was a sissy who needed cum to function. Fighting that truth had made me miserable. Accepting it brought relief.

"Thank you," I found myself saying. "For the conditioning. For making me into this."

"You're welcome, sweetie." Dr. Lyra kissed my forehead—maternal and clinical at once. "Now go service some clients. Get more cum in you. Build that dependency. Make it so strong you can't imagine life without it."



I left the lab feeling lighter than I had in days.

The hunger was quiet. My stomach was full. The taste of cum coated my mouth, and for once, I wasn't fighting it. I was savoring it.

Luna found me in the hallway and immediately knew.

"You had a session," she said.

"The glass test. I drank eight ounces consciously. Couldn't stop myself." I met her eyes. "She's right. I'm addicted."

"Welcome to the club." Luna linked her arm through mine. "It gets easier once you stop fighting. Just accept that you need loads regularly, and structure your life around it. I swallow at least three loads daily now—keeps the cravings manageable."

"Three loads. Every day."

"Minimum. Four or five is better. Six is ideal." She said it so matter-of-factly. "You'll figure out your baseline. Maybe you need more or less. Everyone's different."

We walked together, and I processed what she'd said. Three to six loads daily, every day, forever, just to avoid withdrawal.

I was a cum addict who needed regular fixes to function.

The old Evan would have been horrified.

But Eva—the person I was now—felt oddly calm about it.

This was my biology now. My new normal. Fighting it was pointless.

Better to embrace it. Better to become the perfect cumslut Dr. Lyra envisioned.

Better to need it.



That evening, I had a client session. When he came in my mouth, I swallowed gratefully, savoring every drop. He noticed the difference immediately.

"Damn, you really wanted that," he said, watching me lick his cock clean.

"I did," I admitted. "I needed it."

"Fuck, that's hot. A sissy who actually craves cum." He pulled out his wallet and added an extra twenty to his payment. "For enthusiasm. You're going places, Eva."

After he left, I counted the money and realized something.

Being addicted made me a better worker. My genuine hunger, my desperate swallowing, my obvious need—clients found it arousing. They tipped more. Booked more frequently.

Dr. Lyra was right. This wasn't a trap or a disability.

It was optimization.

I checked my reflection one more time. Pigtails, glossy lips still sticky with cum, B-cup breasts, pink cage, plug firmly in place.

And inside, a biological need for semen that would drive my actions forever.

This was Eva now. Completely. Truly.

A cum-addicted sissy who needed loads to survive.

And I was okay with that.

More than okay.

I was grateful.

Because the alternative—fighting, resisting, suffering through the hunger—was so much worse.

Acceptance was freedom. Addiction was purpose. And I had both.


Chapter 11: Leaking Surprise

"I have a new serum to test."

Dr. Lyra's announcement came during a routine check-in at her lab. Week fifteen, and I'd fallen into a comfortable rhythm—gym sessions, maid shifts, client bookings, and my growing dependency on cum that now required three to four loads daily just to feel normal.

"Another test?" I asked, eyeing her clipboard warily.

"Hormone optimizer," she explained cheerfully, already snapping on latex gloves. "Should enhance your breast sensitivity, possibly increase size slightly, improve overall feminization." She pulled out a syringe filled with pale blue liquid. "Single injection, takes effect within twenty-four hours. Standard rate—fifty dollars, plus you keep any increased earnings from enhanced assets."

My B-cups had been serving me well, but more sensitivity meant more client satisfaction meant better tips. And I'd learned by now that Dr. Lyra's modifications, while often surprising, always seemed to work in my favor financially.

"What are the side effects?" I asked.

"Possibly increased nipple sensitivity, slight breast swelling, enhanced arousal response." She gestured for me to lift my crop top. "Nothing you haven't already experienced. Very safe, thoroughly tested on other subjects."

I exposed my breasts. They'd become such a natural part of me that I barely felt self-conscious anymore.

Dr. Lyra administered the injection directly into the tissue around my left nipple. The sting was sharp but brief. Then the right side.

"There. All done." She made notes on her clipboard. "You should notice effects by tomorrow. Let me know if anything unusual happens—I'll be monitoring your progress."

"Define unusual," I said, pulling my top back down.

"Anything beyond what I described. But you'll be fine. You always respond perfectly to treatments." Her smile was warm. "Such a good test subject."



Twenty-four hours later, I had a client session.

His name was Greg—early thirties, average build, nice smile. A regular who booked me twice a month and always tipped well. He liked doggy style, preferred condoms, and usually lasted about fifteen minutes. Easy money.

"You look good," he said when I opened the door in my black lingerie. "Something different?"

"New hormone treatment yesterday. Dr. Lyra says it'll make me more sensitive."

"Nice. Let's test that out." He was already unbuckling his belt.

I bent over the bed, presenting my ass. Greg removed my plug efficiently—we'd done this routine enough times that we barely needed words. His cock pressed against my hole, and he pushed in with practiced ease.

"Fuck, you're always so ready," he groaned, gripping my hips. "Perfect little sissy ass."

He started thrusting steadily. The familiar rhythm, the pleasant stretch, the building pressure against my prostate. I moaned appropriately, knowing clients liked vocal responses.

Greg picked up speed, one hand reaching around to grasp my caged clitty through my panties. He liked feeling it strain uselessly while he fucked me.

"Gonna make you cum," he panted. "Want to feel you squeeze around my cock."

I was close already—my prostate was particularly sensitive today, probably from the hormone shot. Each thrust sent sparks through me, building toward that familiar sissygasm pressure.

"Yes—close—" I gasped, gripping the sheets.

Greg pounded harder, hitting my P-spot with perfect precision. The pressure peaked, and I felt my body tensing for orgasm.

Then my chest exploded.

Liquid sprayed from my nipples—hot, wet, forceful. It soaked into the sheets beneath me, spreading in visible patches. I felt it streaming from both breasts simultaneously, triggered by my orgasm.

"What the fuck?!" Greg pulled out abruptly, staring at the wet sheets. "Did you just—?"

I looked down, shocked. My breasts were leaking. No—spraying. Thin streams of white liquid still dripping from my hard nipples, soaking through my bra.

Milk.

My breasts were producing milk.

"Oh my God," I gasped, cupping my chest. The liquid was warm, coating my hands. "I don't—this hasn't happened before—"

Greg backed away, cock still hard, confusion on his face. "Are you... is that milk?"

"I think so?" My voice pitched high with panic. "The injection yesterday—she said hormone optimizer but—"

"You're lactating." Greg looked between my dripping breasts and his own erection, seemingly torn between arousal and concern. "That's... I mean, it's hot, but also what the fuck?"

Milk continued leaking, slower now but still present. My bra was soaked through, clinging to my breasts. The sheets had two large wet patches where the initial spray had hit.

"I need to report this to Dr. Lyra," I said, grabbing a towel to press against my chest. "I'm sorry—I didn't know this would happen—"

"It's not your fault." Greg was tucking himself away, the mood thoroughly killed. "But yeah, you should definitely tell her. That's... unusual." He left money on my dresser—the full fifty plus a twenty tip. "For the weirdness. Hope you're okay."

After he left, I stood in front of my mirror, towel pressed to my chest, watching milk seep through the fabric.

My breasts were lactating. Producing milk. Like I was pregnant or nursing.

But I wasn't. I was just a feminized sissy with B-cups who'd gotten an experimental injection.

What the fuck had Dr. Lyra done to me?



I practically ran to Dr. Lyra's lab, still wearing the wet bra, towel clutched to my chest.

She looked up when I burst in, and her eyes lit up with excitement.

"Eva! Perfect timing! I was hoping you'd come by today." She stood, approaching me with her clipboard. "Show me."

"Show you? Dr. Lyra, my breasts are leaking milk! During orgasm they sprayed everywhere! What was in that injection?"

"Lactation serum, obviously." She said it so casually, like this was completely normal. "Let me see. Remove the towel."

With shaking hands, I pulled the towel away. My bra was visibly soaked, milk staining the black fabric white in patches. My nipples were hard and swollen, still dripping.

Dr. Lyra made delighted sounds, immediately pulling out her phone to take photos. "Excellent! The serum worked better than expected! Look at that production!"

"This isn't excellent! I'm lactating! Like a cow!"

"Exactly like a cow. A beautiful, productive milk cow." She pulled tissues from a box and gently dabbed at my nipples, collecting samples of the milk. "This is incredible, Eva. Do you understand what this means?"

"That you turned me into a freak?"

"That you unlocked a very lucrative niche." She gestured for me to sit on the examination table. "Lactation fetish clients pay premium rates. Men who want to suck milk from a sissy's breasts—that's rare, exotic, highly sought after. You just became a specialty service provider."

I stared at her, processing. "You did this on purpose. The 'hormone optimizer' was actually lactation serum."

"Informed consent is relative." She smiled, unrepentant. "You agreed to hormone treatment. I gave you hormone treatment. The specific outcome was a medical surprise." She cupped my breast, squeezing gently. More milk leaked out, dripping onto her gloved hand. "Beautiful. You're producing well. Probably two to three ounces per day, maybe more once production stabilizes."

"Make it stop," I demanded. "Reverse it."

"Why would I? This is an enhancement, not a problem." She released my breast and held up her milk-wet glove. "Look at this. Fresh human milk from a sissy. Clients will pay double, triple even, for the chance to drink straight from your breast during service."

Double rates. Triple rates.

My financial instincts warred with my horror.

"It triggers during orgasm," I said. "I came and my breasts just... sprayed. Soaked everything."

"Perfect! Orgasm-triggered lactation is the ideal response. Clients will love that—they fuck you, you cum, your milk flows. It's like a reward for their prowess." She was making rapid notes. "How did the client react?"

"Confused. Aroused but confused. He left early."

"Amateur. True connoisseurs will appreciate the milk." She set down her clipboard and looked at me seriously. "Eva, I need you to trust me on this. Yes, I should have warned you. But this opens doors. Lactation clients are wealthy, generous, and loyal. If you embrace this, your earnings will skyrocket."

"And if I don't?"

"Then I can suppress the lactation with counter-hormones. It'll take a week, cost five hundred dollars, and you'll lose the opportunity." She tilted her head. "But I think you're smarter than that. You've learned that modifications lead to success. This is just another step."

I looked down at my wet, dripping breasts. At the milk staining my skin. At the evidence of how far my body had been altered from its original state.

Breasts that produced milk. Like livestock. Like a cow.

The degradation should have been overwhelming.

But Dr. Lyra was right—I'd learned to embrace modifications. Breasts had been terrifying at first, now they were my best asset. The cum addiction had seemed like a curse, now it made my work easier.

Maybe lactation would be the same.

"How much do these clients pay?" I asked.

Dr. Lyra's smile widened. "Starting rate is one hundred dollars per session. If they drink the milk, add another fifty. If they want to be fed while fucking you, up to two hundred. For extended nursing sessions..." She paused for effect. "Three hundred or more."

Three hundred dollars. For a single client who'd suck my tits and drink my milk.

"I'll keep it," I decided.

"Excellent choice." Dr. Lyra looked triumphant. "I'll add you to the lactation services roster. Clients who specifically request milk play will be directed to you. And Eva?" She squeezed my shoulder. "This makes you even more valuable. More unique. More mine."

That last word hung between us. More hers.

I was her creation now—breasts grown from her injections, cum addiction built by her conditioning, and now milk flowing from her serum. Every modification bound me tighter to her vision of what I should be.

"When will clients book?" I asked.

"I'll notify the roster today. Expect your first milk client by tomorrow." She handed me clean tissues. "Keep your bra off tonight—let your breasts adjust to producing. You might leak during sleep, so use towels. And masturbate if you want—test how much milk you produce during solo orgasms. Collect data."

She said it so clinically. Masturbate and measure my milk output. Like I was a science experiment.

Which, I supposed, I was.



Back in my room, I stripped completely and stood before my mirror.

My B-cups looked different now. Nipples darker, more swollen. When I squeezed gently, milk beaded at the tips. The sensation was strange—not painful, but definitely present. Like pressure being released.

I squeezed harder. A thin stream of milk shot out, splashing against the mirror. I watched it drip down the glass, white trails marking my reflection.

This was real. My breasts produced milk now.

I touched my nipple experimentally, and more leaked out. The sensation sent tingles through my chest, connecting somehow to my caged clitty. Everything was linked now—nipples to cage to ass to mouth. My whole body was one interconnected system of arousal and service.

Luna knocked and entered without waiting, seeing me topless and dripping.

"Oh shit," she said, eyes going wide. "You're lactating?"

"As of this morning. Dr. Lyra's hormone shot was actually lactation serum."

"Holy fuck." Luna approached slowly, staring at my chest. "Can I... can I try it?"

"Try it?"

"Taste your milk. I'm curious." Her pink hair fell forward as she leaned in. "If clients are going to drink it, I want to know what they're getting."

The request should have been weird. But this was Luna—my friend, my mentor, someone who'd shared far more intimate things with me.

"Okay," I agreed.

Luna knelt in front of me and took my left nipple in her mouth. She sucked gently, and I felt the pull—like my breast was being emptied. Milk flowed, and she swallowed, her eyes going wide.

"Mmm," she murmured around my nipple, sucking more firmly. "It's sweet. Like, actually sweet. Not gross at all."

The sensation of being nursed from was bizarre and arousing simultaneously. I felt my milk flowing into her mouth, felt her tongue working my nipple, felt my cage responding with desperate leaks.

Luna switched to my right breast, drinking from that one too. When she finally pulled back, her lips were wet with my milk.

"Clients are going to go crazy for that," she said definitively. "It's intimate, taboo, and tastes good. Plus watching a sissy leak milk while cumming?" She whistled. "Premium content. Dr. Lyra's right—you just unlocked a gold mine."

"I look like a cow," I said, touching my wet nipples.

"You look like a sexy milk maid." Luna corrected. "There's a difference. Own it, babe. This is another superpower, not a curse."

Maybe she was right. Every modification so far had seemed like a curse initially, then became an asset. Maybe lactation would follow the same pattern.

"Besides," Luna continued, grinning wickedly, "now we match even more. Both caged, both with B-cups, both cum-addicted... you're basically my twin."

"You don't lactate."

"Yet. But I've been thinking about requesting it. Seems fun. And profitable." She bounced on her heels, excited. "Oh! We should do a couples session! Offer double milk service—two lactating sissies for clients who want variety!"

The idea should have been ridiculous. But in the context of the Institute, it was actually smart business.

"Let me get used to having one milk-producing modification before I start planning couples sessions," I said dryly.

"Fair." Luna kissed my cheek. "But seriously, congrats. You're evolving beautifully. Dr. Lyra's creating a masterpiece."



That night, lying in bed, I masturbated experimentally.

My hand worked a vibrator in my ass while I played with my nipples, squeezing and pulling. As orgasm approached, I grabbed a measuring cup from my bathroom and held it under my right breast.

The orgasm hit, and milk sprayed.

Not a gentle leak—a forceful spray that filled the cup with white liquid. My left breast did the same, soaking the sheets I'd wisely covered with towels.

When the orgasm faded, I looked at the cup. Maybe two ounces of milk from one orgasm.

Dr. Lyra had been right about the production amount.

I stared at the cup of my own breast milk, still warm, slightly translucent. This had come from my body. My breasts had produced this.

I brought the cup to my lips and tasted it.

Sweet, slightly nutty, surprisingly pleasant. Not at all like cow's milk—richer, creamier, with a strange aftertaste that reminded me of...

Cum.

It tasted faintly like cum. Maybe because my diet consisted primarily of semen now, or maybe just coincidence. But the taste was there—that familiar bitter-salt undernote beneath the sweetness.

I drank the rest of the cup, my own milk sliding down my throat.

If clients were going to drink this, I needed to know what they'd taste.

And honestly? It wasn't bad. If anything, the sweetness helped offset the bitter cum-taste that seemed permanently settled on my tongue these days.

My breasts felt lighter after expressing the milk. Less pressure, more comfortable. Like they'd been full and needed emptying.

This was my biology now. Breasts that produced milk, especially during orgasm. Another way my body had been transformed to serve, to provide, to be used.

I touched my damp nipples and felt milk bead again. Always ready, always producing. A renewable resource.

Dr. Lyra had turned me into a milk cow. And somehow, I was okay with that.



My first lactation client booked the next day.

Scarlett appeared at my door with her typical efficiency. "VIP suite, two hours, milk service requested. Client specifically wants to nurse while you're being fucked. Pays two hundred."

Two hundred dollars. For two hours.

"I'm ready," I said, already stripping to put on the sheer white babydoll Scarlett handed me. "Any special instructions?"

"Let him lead. He's experienced with lactation play. Knows what he wants." Her ice-blue eyes assessed my chest. "Your breasts look fuller. Production must be good."

They were fuller. I could feel the weight, the slight ache of milk building up. I'd need to express soon or they'd leak on their own.

"Very good," I confirmed.

The VIP suite was luxury—king bed with silk sheets, mood lighting, a sitting area with leather furniture. And the client was exactly what I expected—older gentleman, distinguished silver hair, expensive suit being removed to reveal a fit body for his age.

"Eva," he greeted me warmly. "I'm Christopher. I've been waiting for a lactating service provider. They're rare."

"I just started producing," I admitted. "As of yesterday."

"Fresh milk. Even better." His eyes dropped to my chest, visible through the sheer babydoll. "May I?"

I nodded. He approached and gently lifted the fabric, exposing my breasts. His thumbs circled my nipples, and milk leaked in response.

"Beautiful," he breathed. "Full, responsive breasts. You're going to be very popular." He leaned down and took my nipple in his mouth, sucking firmly.

Milk flowed. I felt it being pulled from my breast, felt him swallowing, felt my body responding by producing more. The sensation was different from sexual stimulation—more nurturing, more giving. Like I was feeding him.

Christopher nursed for several minutes, switching between breasts, drinking steadily. When he finally pulled back, his lips were wet with my milk.

"Delicious. Sweet with an interesting undertone. You taste remarkable." He guided me to the bed. "Now let's see how you produce during orgasm. That's what I really paid for."

He positioned me on my back, legs spread. Removed my panties and plug. Then sank his eight-inch cock into my hole with practiced ease.

"I'm going to fuck you slowly," Christopher explained, starting a steady rhythm. "Draw it out. I want multiple orgasms, multiple milk productions. Show me what those breasts can do."

His cock worked my prostate methodically. Not hard or rough, just constant, perfect pressure. Building me toward orgasm with scientific precision.

"That's it," he coached. "Let it build. When you cum, I'll nurse again. Drink your milk fresh from the source."

The dual focus—his cock in my ass, his words promising to drink from my breasts—pushed me toward climax fast. My first orgasm hit within ten minutes.

Christopher immediately leaned down, mouth latching onto my nipple just as milk began spraying. He nursed through my orgasm, drinking the flow, groaning against my breast.

"Fuck yes," he mumbled around my nipple. "So warm. So fresh."

He didn't stop fucking. Kept thrusting through my orgasm, building toward the next one. When I came the second time, he was ready—mouth on my other breast, drinking the spray.

This continued for the full two hours. Christopher fucked me to orgasm after orgasm—five total—and nursed from my breasts after each one. By the end, my breasts felt empty, thoroughly drained. My ass was sore from the prolonged fucking. And I'd cum more times than I could track.

"Perfect," Christopher said, finally finishing himself. He came on my chest, cum mixing with the last traces of milk on my skin. "You're exactly what I've been looking for. I'll book weekly sessions. Same rate."

He left three hundred dollars—two hundred for the session plus a hundred-dollar tip.

$300 in two hours. My best single-client earning yet.

After he left, I lay in the wet sheets, breasts empty and tender, covered in cum and milk, and had to acknowledge the truth.

Dr. Lyra had been right again.

Lactation wasn't a curse. It was an upgrade.

Another way to serve, another way to earn, another modification that made me more valuable.

I was becoming a specialized service provider. Unique offerings that commanded premium rates.

Cum-addicted. Lactating. Feminized. Caged. Plugged.

Each modification built on the last, creating something clients couldn't find anywhere else.

I cleaned up slowly, watching milk and cum swirl together in the shower drain.

This was Eva now. Not just a sissy, but a milk-producing, cum-craving, fully-feminized service provider whose body existed to please others.

The thought should have been degrading.

My cage leaked with pride instead.

I was good at this. Valuable. Wanted.

And my breasts would keep producing, keep providing, keep making me money.

Just like Dr. Lyra planned.


Chapter 12: The Harvest

"Let's harvest that milk."

Dr. Lyra's message came three days after my lactation started. Week fifteen, and I'd already serviced two more milk clients—both generous tippers who'd loved nursing while fucking me. My breasts had adjusted to constant production, and I'd grown used to the pressure that built up between expressing sessions.

Come to lab 2PM. Bring appetite. -Dr. L

The cryptic message should have worried me, but by now I'd learned that Dr. Lyra's experiments, while shocking, usually ended profitably.



Lab wing, 2 PM sharp. When I entered, I stopped dead.

The center of the room held what could only be described as a machine. A sturdy metal frame with padded supports, clearly designed for someone to be positioned doggy-style over it. But what made my breath catch were the attachments: two clear breast pumps dangling from adjustable arms above the body area, and behind, a thick mechanical dildo mounted on a pneumatic piston.

"What is that?" I asked, though part of me already knew.

"Milk harvesting station," Dr. Lyra announced proudly, gesturing like a game show host. "Dual stimulation design—collects milk from breasts while providing prostate stimulation to trigger maximum production. I built it specifically for you."

For me. She'd engineered a machine to milk me like livestock.

"You want me to..." I gestured at the apparatus.

"Get in position, yes. We need to establish your baseline milk production during mechanically-induced orgasm." She was already snapping on latex gloves, her excitement palpable. "This will be the most intense orgasm you've ever experienced. The synchronization of breast suction and prostate stimulation creates a feedback loop that—well, you'll see."

My cage was already responding, pressing painfully against the plastic. The machine looked intimidating and arousing in equal measure.

"How long?" I asked.

"Thirty to forty-five minutes. Multiple orgasms. Full milk expression." She patted the padded supports. "Strip completely and get in position. Let me adjust everything for your dimensions."

I undressed slowly—crop top, skirt, bra, panties, until I stood naked except for my pink cage and jeweled plug. My B-cups felt heavy with milk that had been building all morning. My nipples were already hard, a drop of milk beading at each tip.

Dr. Lyra's eyes traveled over my body clinically. "Beautiful. Your breast fullness is perfect for harvesting. Now, up you go."

I climbed onto the machine. The padded supports held my torso at an angle—chest hanging down, ass elevated. My knees rested on cushioned pads, and my hands gripped bars for stability. The position was utterly exposed, utterly vulnerable.

Dr. Lyra adjusted the breast pumps, positioning the suction cups directly over my nipples. "These will seal and create vacuum pressure. Might be uncomfortable at first, but the sensation becomes pleasurable as milk flows."

She pressed the cups against my breasts. I felt them seal, creating suction immediately. My nipples were pulled into the cups, stretched, stimulated.

"Now for the back end." Dr. Lyra moved behind me, removing my plug with practiced efficiency. Cool lube dripped onto my hole, and then the mechanical dildo pressed against my entrance. It was thick—maybe seven inches, silicone, with a slight curve designed to hit my prostate. "This is locked into the machine's rhythm. It'll piston in and out, speed controlled by computer to maximize your orgasmic response. Ready?"

"I think so," I managed, my voice shaky.

"Excellent. Starting slow speed. Let's see what you can do."

She pressed a button on the control panel.

The machine came alive.

The breast pumps activated first—rhythmic suction that pulled at my nipples in pulsing waves. Pull, release, pull, release. Milk began flowing immediately, drawn from my breasts into clear tubes that led to collection bottles on the floor.

I gasped at the sensation. It was like being nursed from, but mechanical. Constant. Relentless.

Then the dildo started moving.

Slow at first—pushing into my hole, then withdrawing, then pushing in again. The curve hit my prostate perfectly, sparking pleasure with each stroke. Combined with the breast suction, it created a dual sensation that overwhelmed my senses.

"Oh God," I moaned, gripping the bars. "That's—fuck—"

"Just the beginning," Dr. Lyra said calmly. She stood beside me, clipboard in hand, watching my reactions with scientific fascination. "Your milk production is excellent. See?" She pointed to the collection bottles, already showing white fluid accumulating. "And your body is responding beautifully to the prostate stimulation."

The machine maintained its slow, steady rhythm. Suction pulling milk from my breasts. Dildo pumping my ass. Every thrust hit my P-spot, sending sparks of pleasure through me. My cage leaked steadily, pre-cum dripping onto the padding beneath me.

"Increasing speed to medium," Dr. Lyra announced.

The suction intensified. Stronger pulls, faster rhythm. My nipples were being milked more aggressively now, milk flowing in steady streams into the bottles.

And the dildo sped up. Faster strokes, harder impact against my prostate. The pleasure ramped dramatically.

"Ah—ah—fuck—" I couldn't form coherent words. My body was being stimulated from two sources simultaneously, the sensations building on each other, amplifying.

"Look at your milk production," Dr. Lyra said, making notes. "Already four ounces collected. Your breasts are responding to the orgasmic buildup by producing more. Fascinating."

I couldn't focus on her words. The machine was relentless—sucking, pumping, never stopping, never varying its perfect rhythm. My first orgasm was building fast, pressure mounting in my ass and chest simultaneously.

"I'm going to—" I gasped. "Going to cum—"

"Good. Let it happen. The machine will push you through multiple orgasms." Dr. Lyra's voice was clinical but excited. "That's when maximum milk production occurs."

The orgasm hit like a tsunami.

My cage spurted weakly, but the real pleasure came from my ass and breasts. The dildo hammered my prostate as I came, while the suction pulled hard at my nipples. Milk sprayed into the cups, filling the tubes, flooding the collection bottles. I screamed, my whole body convulsing in the restraints.

"Excellent!" Dr. Lyra praised. "Look at that flow! Easily six ounces from that orgasm alone!"

But the machine didn't stop.

The dildo kept pumping. The suction kept pulling. I was forced through my orgasm and into overstimulation, my hypersensitive prostate being pounded, my emptying breasts being milked for every last drop.

"Please—too much—" I sobbed, overwhelmed.

"You can take it. Breathe through it." Dr. Lyra adjusted the machine slightly. "Increasing to high speed. Let's see your maximum capacity."

"No—wait—"

The machine obeyed only her commands, not my begging.

The suction became almost painful—aggressive pulling that made my nipples ache. The dildo pounded faster, harder, hitting my P-spot with mechanical precision. No mercy, no rhythm change, just relentless stimulation designed to extract every possible ounce of milk and pleasure from my body.

My second orgasm built impossibly fast.

I couldn't resist it. Couldn't fight the machine. Could only endure as it fucked me and milked me toward another explosive release.

"Cumming—again—can't stop—" I wailed.

"Don't stop. Give me everything." Dr. Lyra's voice was breathless now. I caught a glimpse of her through my tears—she'd removed her glasses, was touching herself through her pencil skirt. She was aroused by watching me break on her machine.

The second orgasm shattered me.

Harder than the first. My cage spasmed uselessly while my ass clenched around the pistoning dildo. Milk sprayed from my breasts with even more force, flooding the tubes, overflowing the collection bottles. I screamed until my throat was raw, body jerking helplessly in the restraints.

And still the machine didn't stop.

"One more," Dr. Lyra commanded. "I want one more orgasm. Show me what you're capable of."

"Can't—please—no more—"

"Yes you can. Your body is a milk machine. A cum machine. An orgasm machine. You exist for this." She increased the speed even higher. "One more. For me."

The stimulation was agony and ecstasy combined. My oversensitive prostate screamed under the assault. My aching nipples burned from the aggressive suction. My cage strained so hard it was painful.

But the machine was perfect. Designed to break me. Engineered to extract maximum response.

The third orgasm built from somewhere deep inside me. Different from the first two—more intense, more consuming. Like my entire body was one orgasmic nerve.

"That's it—almost there—" Dr. Lyra encouraged. "Come for me. Milk for me. Be my perfect cow."

The word "cow" did it.

Something about the humiliation, the objectification, the reduction to livestock—it pushed me over the edge.

I came harder than I'd ever came in my life.

The orgasm wasn't centered in my cage or my ass or my breasts—it was everywhere. My whole body seized, every muscle contracting at once. My cage spurted pathetically while my ass clamped down on the dildo. And my breasts—

Milk exploded from them.

Not a spray but a gush. Thick streams flooding the suction cups, overflowing them, dripping down my chest. The bottles couldn't collect it all. It spilled onto the padding, onto the floor, everywhere.

I blacked out for a moment, consciousness flickering from the intensity.

When I came back, the machine had stopped. The sudden silence was shocking.

"Magnificent," Dr. Lyra breathed. She was flushed, breathing hard, clearly having cum herself at some point during my ordeal. "Eva, that was... you're incredible. Look at the milk you produced."

She helped me off the machine on shaky legs. My body felt like jelly, completely drained. I looked at the collection system.

Three bottles, all full. Milk everywhere—in the tubes, on the padding, dripping down my chest. Easily twelve ounces total, probably more counting what had spilled.

"You're a milk cow," Dr. Lyra said, the term no longer clinical but reverent. "A perfect, productive, beautiful milk cow. My best subject ever."

Milk cow. That's what I was now. Livestock producing for harvest.

The humiliation of it should have destroyed me.

Instead, I felt pride.

I'd produced that much milk. My body had done that. I was good at this, even at being a cow.

"How do you feel?" Dr. Lyra asked, supporting me as I swayed.

"Empty. Drained. Destroyed." I touched my tender breasts. "Amazing."

"That was your third orgasm—most intense orgasms reported from dual mechanical stimulation." She helped me sit on a chair. "You experienced what's called a 'full body orgasm'—every nerve firing at once. Very rare. Very special."

Special. That was one word for it.

"I want to do this regularly," I heard myself say. "The machine. Can I book sessions?"

Dr. Lyra's smile was triumphant. "I was hoping you'd ask. Fifty dollars per session, you keep all the milk produced for personal use or sale. Sessions available twice weekly maximum—your body needs recovery time."

Fifty dollars to be machine-milked and machine-fucked. To experience that soul-destroying pleasure again.

"Sign me up," I said without hesitation.

"Perfect. Wednesdays and Saturdays, if you want both slots." She handed me a robe. "Rest for an hour before you work. Your body needs to recover. And drink lots of water—milk production is dehydrating."



In the recovery room, Luna found me lying on a cot, wrapped in a robe, still trembling from aftershocks.

"I heard you screaming," she said, concerned. "What happened?"

"Milking machine. Dr. Lyra's new invention." I gestured weakly toward the lab. "It... Luna, it was the most intense thing I've ever experienced. I came three times and produced over twelve ounces of milk."

"Holy shit." Luna sat on the edge of the cot. "Three orgasms? From a machine?"

"Dual stimulation. Breasts and ass at the same time, perfect synchronization. My mind literally blanked out from pleasure." I laughed weakly. "And I already booked myself for regular sessions. Twice a week."

"You volunteered for more?" Luna's eyes were wide.

"I need to experience that again. Need it like I need cum." The comparison was apt—another addiction forming, another craving Dr. Lyra had successfully implanted. "It's not even about the money. It's about... feeling that again. Being milked while fucked, called a cow, producing so much..."

"You're getting off on the objectification," Luna observed.

"Yeah. I am." I met her eyes. "That's fucked up, right?"

"Babe, we're cum-addicted sissies with tits who work as prostitutes. Nothing's fucked up anymore. It's all just varying degrees of kinky." She squeezed my hand. "If being machine-milked and called a cow makes you happy, embrace it. That's your kink now."

My kink. Being treated like livestock. Producing milk for harvest. Mechanical fucking and milking until I broke.

She was right—I should embrace it.

"Dr. Lyra created me," I said softly. "My breasts, my addiction, my lactation, everything. I'm her masterpiece."

"And you're beautiful," Luna added. "Weird, but beautiful. That's what matters."



That night, lying in bed with my tender breasts and sore ass, I reflected on how far I'd come.

Fourteen weeks ago, I was Evan. Flat-chested, male-identifying, terrified of cock, fighting every change.

Now I was Eva. B-cup breasts that produced milk. Cum-addicted mouth that needed loads every two days. Trained ass that took cock easily. Blue-caged clitty that was functionally irrelevant. And a growing list of services I provided—maid work, milk sessions, glory holes, room clients, gym performances, hypnotic feeding.

I'd been transformed into a multi-function sex worker whose body existed to serve and provide.

And tomorrow, I'd go back to that machine. Let it milk me and fuck me until I came hard enough to black out. Let Dr. Lyra harvest my production, call me her cow, reinforce my objectification.

Because that's what I was now.

Not just a sissy. A cow.

A productive, valuable, specialty livestock.

The thought made my cage leak.

Tomorrow couldn't come fast enough.



But I didn't have to wait until tomorrow.

Dr. Lyra appeared in my doorway that evening, her lab coat swishing. "I've been reviewing your data from today's session. Your recovery time is remarkable—faster than any subject I've tested. I think you could handle another session tonight."

My body ached everywhere. My breasts were tender from being milked. My ass was sore from the mechanical pounding.

And yet—

"How much?" I asked.

"Same rate. Fifty dollars. But this time..." Her smile turned mischievous. "I want to test lactation combined with your cum addiction. See if we can trigger both cravings simultaneously."

Both addictions at once. The thought made my mouth water and my sore nipples tingle.

"When?"

"One hour. That gives you time to eat, hydrate, rest slightly. Then back to the machine." She held up a small container. "I'll have fresh cum prepared for consumption during milking. Let's see how your body responds to being fed while being harvested."

Fed and harvested. Like actual livestock.

"I'll be there," I agreed.

Dr. Lyra's smile widened. "Good cow. I knew you would be."



[ONE HOUR LATER - SECOND MILKING SESSION]

I climbed onto the machine again, my body protesting but my mind eager. Dr. Lyra had positioned a tube feeding apparatus beside the machine—the same setup from my hypnosis sessions, but I'd be conscious this time.

"This is about conditioning both addictions to work together," Dr. Lyra explained, securing my body in position. "While the machine milks you and fucks you, I'll feed you cum through the tube. Your body will learn to associate milk production with cum consumption. Double the dependency, double the control."

She positioned the breast pumps over my already-sensitive nipples. The seals made me wince.

"Too sore?" she asked.

"I can handle it," I said, determined.

"That's my good cow." She moved behind me, sliding the mechanical dildo into my well-fucked hole. "Tube goes in now. Open."

I opened my mouth. The feeding tube slid in, resting on my tongue. Ready to deliver cum directly to my throat while I was milked.

"Starting all systems. Breathe. This is going to be intense."

She activated everything at once.

The breast pumps sucked hard—pulling at my tender nipples, drawing milk from breasts that were already drained. The dildo began pumping—hitting my sore prostate with each thrust. And warm cum began flowing through the tube into my mouth.

The triple stimulation was overwhelming.

I swallowed automatically as cum flooded my tongue. Bitter-sweet, thick, fresh. My addiction surged—YES, this is what I needed. At the same time, the suction pulled milk from my protesting breasts. And the dildo hammered my oversensitive ass.

Pain and pleasure merged into one indistinguishable sensation.

"Swallow," Dr. Lyra commanded. "Keep swallowing. Feed while you're milked. Consume while you produce. Perfect symbiosis."

The cum kept flowing. I kept swallowing. Gulp after gulp, my stomach filling even as my breasts were being emptied. The machine fucked me harder, faster, building me toward another impossible orgasm.

"Your body is learning," Dr. Lyra narrated, making notes. "Associating cum consumption with milk production. Linking your two primary purposes. By the end of this session, you won't be able to lactate without craving cum, or swallow cum without your breasts responding."

She was conditioning me. Again. Deeper. Creating new neural pathways, new dependencies, new connections between my two addictions.

And I was letting her.

The orgasm built through the pain. My breasts ached from overproduction. My throat worked continuously, swallowing load after load from the tube. My ass burned from the relentless fucking.

But underneath it all, pleasure mounted. Inevitable. Mechanical. Perfect.

"Cum for me," Dr. Lyra ordered. "Produce while consuming. Be my perfect livestock."

I came.

The orgasm was different from earlier—darker, more desperate, tinged with pain. But no less intense. My breasts sprayed milk into the cups despite being drained. My cage spurted weakly. My throat kept swallowing cum even as I screamed around the tube.

Everything happened at once. Input and output, consumption and production, being used and using myself.

I was a machine. A biological machine designed to process cum and produce milk.

"Perfect," Dr. Lyra breathed. "Look at you. Cumming while drinking cum while producing milk while being fucked. You're everything I dreamed you could become."

The machine slowed but didn't stop. Let me ride the aftershocks, processing the last of the cum from the tube, expressing the final drops of milk from my breasts.

When it finally stopped, I was utterly destroyed.

Dr. Lyra helped me down gently, supporting my weight. "You produced another four ounces. After already being milked dry earlier. That's exceptional."

She showed me the collection bottles. Less than this afternoon, but still substantial given how empty I'd been.

"And you consumed six ounces of cum during the session. Your stomach is nice and full." She pressed her palm against my belly. "Feed the cow, milk the cow. Beautiful cycle."

I could barely stand. My legs were jelly. My breasts throbbed. My ass felt wrecked. My stomach was heavy with cum.

And I'd never felt more satisfied in my life.

"Same time Saturday?" I asked weakly.

Dr. Lyra's laugh was delighted. "Absolutely. We'll increase the cum feeding to eight ounces next time. See if we can get you to five ounces of milk even when pre-drained."

More. Always more. Pushing me further, testing my limits, breaking and remaking me.

"I'll be here," I promised.

"I know you will. You're addicted to this now too. The machine, the milking, being my cow." She helped me into a robe. "You're collecting addictions like trading cards, Eva. Cum, cock, lactation, objectification. By the time I'm done, you'll be dependent on everything."

"Is that the goal?" I asked. "Make me completely dependent?"

"The goal is to make you perfectly happy in your role. And dependency ensures happiness—you'll never want to leave because everything you need is here." She kissed my forehead. "Go rest. Drink water. Come back Saturday ready to produce."



Walking back to my room, robe barely covering my naked, used body, I passed my reflection in a hallway mirror.

Messy pigtails. Smudged makeup. Swollen lips from the feeding tube. Visible wetness on my chest from leaked milk. Stomach slightly distended from the cum I'd swallowed.

I looked thoroughly used. Thoroughly owned. Thoroughly transformed.

Eva the milk cow. Eva the cum addict. Eva the machine-milked sissy.

And I'd volunteered for it. Requested more of it. Craved it.

Dr. Lyra was right—I was becoming perfectly happy in my role.

Because my role was becoming perfectly matched to what I needed.

Addiction was freedom. Dependency was satisfaction. Objectification was purpose.

And Saturday, I'd do it all again.

Forever, probably.

Because once you'd been machine-milked to earth-shattering orgasm while being tube-fed cum and called a cow—normal life seemed impossibly boring.

I was ruined for anything else.

Perfectly, completely, happily ruined.


Chapter 13: Deeper Capacity

The envelope arrived under my door Monday morning. Cream-colored, sealed with red wax—Mistress Veronica's signature style.

Eva Park. Session 2: Advanced Anal Capacity. Tuesday 3PM. Sissy Training Studio 7. Arrive empty and prepared. —MV

My stomach fluttered. I'd had my first serious stretching session with Mistress Veronica back in Book 1—an intense experience where she'd measured my depth at eight inches and given me a small plug. That had been months ago. Since then, I'd worn that small plug daily, upgraded to a slightly larger one from Scarlett, and continued my training.

Before breasts. Before lactation. Before gym training had strengthened my core and flexibility. Before hundreds more client sessions had trained my hole even further.

Time to see how much I'd improved.



Tuesday afternoon, I arrived at Studio 7 precisely at 3 PM. The room was done in deep reds with mirrors on every wall, a leather-padded bench in the center, and Mistress Veronica standing beside it like a statue.

She was stunning as always—chestnut waves framing her porcelain face, grey-blue eyes assessing me with cool authority. Her leather bustier showcased her statuesque figure, and her signature 12-inch red strap-on was visibly harnessed at her waist, jutting out proudly. Her opera-gloved hands rested on it unconsciously, stroking the shaft.

"Eva," she greeted me in her measured, aristocratic voice. "You're on time. Excellent. Strip completely."

I obeyed without hesitation, peeling off my clothes until I stood naked except for my pink cage and my current plug. My B-cup breasts sat heavy on my chest, nipples still slightly tender from yesterday's milking session.

Mistress Veronica circled me slowly, assessing. "Your body has changed significantly since our last session. Breasts, obviously. Lactating now, I've heard. But also your hips have widened, your posture has feminized." She tapped my plug with one finger. "And you've been wearing your training plug consistently. Good. That daily stretch prepares you for today's work."

"Yes, Mistress," I replied automatically.

"Last session, you reached eight inches with the ribbed training dildo. Today, we're testing if you can handle sustained depth with my strap-on." She gestured to the bench. "Doggy position. Present yourself."

I climbed onto the bench and positioned myself on hands and knees, ass elevated, back arched. The mirrors reflected my position from every angle—I could see my hanging breasts, my caged clitty, my plugged ass from multiple perspectives.

Mistress Veronica stood behind me, one gloved hand resting on my ass cheek. "My strap-on is twelve inches total, divided into four sections of three inches each. Today's goal: three full sections. Nine inches sustained for thirty minutes. If you succeed, you'll have proven your medium plug training is working and you're ready to begin preparing for large plugs."

Nine inches. One more than my previous record. And for thirty minutes, not just a quick measurement.

"I'm ready, Mistress," I said, trying to sound confident.

"We'll see." She pulled my plug free with a smooth motion. The removal created that familiar sense of loss. "You're nicely opened from daily plug wear. Let's see how well you've maintained your flexibility."

Cool lube dripped onto my hole, and her gloved fingers worked it inside. Two fingers, then three, scissoring to test my elasticity. I'd clearly improved—she could work three fingers easily, my hole accepting them without resistance.

"Excellent daily maintenance," she approved. "The constant plug wear has kept your capacity. Most sissies tighten up between sessions, but not you. You're properly trained."

Her praise made me glow.

She removed her fingers and positioned her massive red strap-on against my entrance. Even after everything, that first pressure of the thick head made my breath catch.

"Breathe. Push out slightly. Accept what's coming."

The first three-inch section slid in smoothly. My body remembered this, opened for it naturally.

"Section one. Easy. You've maintained your depth well." She pushed further. "Section two."

Six inches entered. My prostate lit up as the shaft rubbed past it. I moaned, gripping the bench.

"You took six inches without hesitation. Last time, you struggled here. Progress." She pushed deeper. "Section three begins. This is where we'll see your improvement."

Seven inches. Eight inches. The stretch intensified as she reached my previous limit. But my body didn't fight it—months of training, daily plug wear, regular client sessions had prepared me.

Nine inches sank home.

"There," Mistress Veronica said with satisfaction. "Nine inches. Three full sections. Deeper than you've ever managed. How does it feel?"

"Full," I gasped. "Really full. But not painful. I can take it."

"Good. Because now we test endurance." She began moving—long, slow strokes that used all nine inches. "Thirty minutes of sustained depth. This simulates an extended client session with a well-endowed man. You need to accommodate this comfortably, even learn to enjoy it."

She fucked me with steady, measured rhythm. Not rough, but constant. Relentless. Using her full length with each thrust, ensuring I felt every inch.

My breasts swayed beneath me. My cage leaked steadily. The mirrors showed my body being used, penetrated deeply, accepting nine inches over and over.

"This is your value," Mistress Veronica narrated, her voice calm despite the vigorous thrusting. "You can take depth. Maintain it. Even perform while impaled. Larger clients pay premium rates. BBC bulls seek sissies who can handle their full length. You're training to be that sissy."

Her words painted the future—huge cocks, monster sizes, clients who'd previously been too large for me. All now accessible because I could take nine inches for thirty minutes.

Ten minutes passed. Fifteen. Twenty.

The fucking continued, unrelenting. My ass was getting sore, my knees ached from the position, but I held firm. This was endurance training as much as capacity training.

"Twenty-five minutes," Mistress Veronica announced. "Almost there. You're doing beautifully. Your hole is gripping my strap-on perfectly—not too tight, not too loose. Properly trained."

Five more minutes of deep, complete strokes. My body was on fire, every nerve sensitized, teetering on the edge of orgasm but not quite there.

"Thirty minutes. Time." She held still, buried completely inside me. "You've succeeded. Nine inches for thirty minutes without breaking position, without safe-wording, without your hole tightening up. That's advanced capacity."

Relief and pride washed over me.

"Thank you, Mistress," I managed.

"You're not done yet." She pulled out slowly, and I felt every inch leaving me. "Now I test if you can handle rough use at this depth. Five minutes of hard fucking. Show me you can take it brutal."

Oh God.

She slammed back in without warning.

All nine inches at once, no gentle buildup. I screamed, body jolting forward. Then she pounded—hard, fast, brutal strokes that used her full length viciously.

"Take it!" she commanded. "This is what large clients do. They don't fuck gently. They use. They pound. You accommodate."

My mind blanked. This was different from the measured training—this was pure fucking, the kind that left marks. My breasts bounced wildly, my body shook, my hole was stretched and pounded without mercy.

"You love it," Mistress Veronica observed. "Your body is responding. Look at yourself in the mirror—look at how eagerly your hole takes me. You were made for this."

She was right. In the mirror, I could see my ass accepting every brutal thrust, my hole gripping her strap-on, my body meeting each stroke. I wasn't just enduring—I was participating.

"Cum from it," she ordered. "Show me deep rough fucking makes you orgasm."

The permission unleashed something. The brutal pounding, the degrading words, the nine inches destroying my ass—it all combined into overwhelming sensation.

I came screaming, my cage spurting weakly while my ass clenched rhythmically around the pistoning strap-on. The orgasm was violent, almost painful in its intensity.

Mistress Veronica fucked me through it, not stopping until I'd ridden every wave. Only when I collapsed forward, completely spent, did she withdraw.

"Exceptional," she said, not even breathing hard. "You took nine inches of brutal fucking and came from it. You've officially graduated from medium capacity training."

She walked around to face me, her red strap-on—glossy with lube and my ass juices—bobbing at eye level.

"Clean it."

I took the strap-on into my mouth without hesitation, tasting lube and my own ass, sucking it clean as payment for the training. Mistress Veronica watched with approval.

"Good girl. Perfect gratitude." She pulled the strap-on from my mouth when it was clean. "You've proven you can handle serious depth. That unlocks the medium plug tier." She walked to a cabinet and returned with a box. "This is your new plug. Two inches in diameter. Wear it daily from now on. In two weeks, we'll do session three—aim for all four sections. Ten inches. That will unlock large plugs at three inches."

Ten inches. The full length of her strap-on.

"Yes, Mistress. I'll be ready."

"I believe you will. You're progressing faster than most sissies." She stroked her red strap-on affectionately. "By the time I'm done with you, you'll take anyone comfortably. Even the largest BBC bulls won't intimidate you."



Back in my room, I opened the box and examined my new plug. Two inches in diameter—significantly larger than the small plug I'd been wearing. The jeweled base was pink, matching my cage.

I lubed it carefully and pressed it against my sore hole. The stretch was intense after being fucked for so long, but my well-trained ass accepted it eventually. When it finally seated, the fullness was pronounced—much more present than my previous plug.

I examined myself in the mirror. New medium plug visible between my cheeks, marking my progress. I could now take nine inches of sustained rough fucking, and this daily plug would maintain that capacity.

Luna knocked and entered, immediately noticing something different about me.

"You have that 'just got seriously fucked' look," she observed. "Stretching session?"

"Session two. Took nine inches for thirty minutes, then five minutes of brutal pounding." I shifted, feeling my sore hole. "Mistress Veronica says I'm ready to start training for large plugs."

"Nine inches! That's serious depth. You're officially mid-tier capacity now." Luna bounced excitedly. "That means you can take BBC clients, size kings, the really hung guys. Your booking options just expanded."

She was right. Being able to handle nine inches comfortably meant larger clients were now accessible. Bigger cocks meant better pay.

"When do you upgrade to the large plug?" Luna asked.

"Two more weeks. Session three aims for ten inches—all four sections of Mistress Veronica's strap-on. If I can take that, I get the 3-inch large plug."

"Three inches is serious territory. That's constantly-gaping size. But the clients who specifically request sissies with large plugs pay insane money." Luna's eyes were calculating. "Two, three hundred per session minimum."

Always the financial angle. But she wasn't wrong.

My body was an investment. Each training session, each proven capacity, each unlocked size tier increased its value.

"I'll get there," I said confidently. "I've come this far. What's one more inch?"

"That's the spirit." Luna grinned. "Eva the ambitious, always reaching for the next size."

She meant it as a joke, but it was true.

I wanted to be able to take the largest cocks. Wanted to be the sissy who could handle anything. Wanted to unlock every tier, every service level, every possible revenue stream.

Starting with proving I could take ten full inches in two weeks.

My ass was sore now, but it would heal. Train. Strengthen.

And then I'd be back on Mistress Veronica's bench, taking her full twelve-inch strap-on like the properly-trained sissy I was becoming.

One inch at a time. One milestone at a time.

Until nothing was too big. Nothing was too much. Nothing was beyond my capacity.

That was the goal. That was the training.

And I was determined to achieve it.


Chapter 14: Busty Evolution

Week sixteen. Four weeks since I'd gotten B-cups, and they'd served me incredibly well. Premium clients, milk fetishists, breast worship sessions—my chest had become my most profitable asset.

But I wanted more.

I stood in Dr. Lyra's lab, looking at the mirror she'd positioned beside the examination table. My B-cups looked good—perky, proportional, feminine. But not dramatic. Not eye-catching from across a room.

"C-cups," I said decisively. "I want to be busty."

Dr. Lyra's eyes lit up behind her black-frame glasses. "Embracing your curves, I see. C-cups are a significant jump from B. Heavy, require constant support, very visible. Are you sure?"

"I'm sure." I cupped my current breasts. "These have been great, but clients keep asking if I can go bigger. I want to give them what they're requesting."

"Smart business decision." She snapped on latex gloves. "C-cups it is. Same injection process, but stronger serum. Overnight growth, probably full C by morning. Maybe even C-plus if you respond well."

She pulled out the familiar syringes. "Five hundred dollars if you ever want to reverse. But we both know you won't."

"I won't," I agreed. These breasts were staying. Growing bigger was just the natural progression.



The injections burned as always. Six strategic shots per breast, the serum spreading through existing tissue, triggering new growth. My nipples darkened further under her touch, already preparing for increased milk production.

"There," Dr. Lyra said, finishing the left side. "By tomorrow, you'll be stacked. Clients are going to lose their minds."

"Will the lactation increase too?"

"Probably. More breast tissue means more milk-producing glands. You might double your current output." She made notes on her clipboard. "I'll want to test you on the milking machine again once the growth completes. See what those big tits can produce."

The familiar heat started spreading across my chest. Faster than the B-cup transition—my body knew this process now, responded eagerly to the growth stimulus.

"Go rest," Dr. Lyra instructed. "No clients tonight. Let your body focus all energy on growth. By morning, you'll be a different girl."



I woke up at 3 AM unable to breathe comfortably.

My chest felt like someone had strapped weights to it. Rolling onto my stomach was impossible—my breasts pressed into the mattress with actual substantial mass. I had to sleep on my back or side now.

I stumbled to the bathroom mirror, flipping on the light.

Holy fuck.

C-cups. Full, heavy C-cups sat on my chest, maybe even C-plus like Dr. Lyra predicted. They were dramatically larger than yesterday—I had actual cleavage without pushing them together, actual weight that pulled on my chest, actual bounce when I moved.

I looked like a pornstar.

The thought hit me as I stared at my reflection. With my pigtails, glossy lips, full makeup, and these huge tits—I looked like I belonged in adult films. Professional sex worker territory. Way past "cute sissy" into "bombshell bimbo."

My nipples were dark and prominent, jutting from the centers of my substantial breasts. When I squeezed gently, milk leaked immediately—more than usual. Dr. Lyra had been right about increased production.

I cupped my new breasts, feeling their weight. They filled my hands and spilled over, heavy and soft and real. When I released them, they bounced—actually bounced with momentum. The sensation was intoxicating.

I couldn't hide these. Even in baggy clothes, these curves would be visible. I was unmistakably feminine now, curves that screamed "woman" to anyone who looked.

My caged clitty responded predictably, straining and leaking. Apparently my body approved of looking like a pornstar.

By morning, I'd tried on every bra I owned. None fit. All were too small in the cups, bands straining to contain my new size. I'd need to buy entirely new bras—probably custom-fitted ones given how specialized my needs were.

Luna knocked and walked in just as I was struggling with a sports bra that refused to close.

She stopped dead, jaw dropping. "Holy fucking shit, Eva. Those are massive!"

"C-cups. Got them yesterday afternoon." I gave up on the sports bra, letting my breasts bounce free. "None of my bras fit anymore."

Luna circled me slowly, eyes wide. "You look... I mean, you look like a completely different person. Those are pornstar tits. Professional-grade curves." She reached out hesitantly. "Can I...?"

"Go ahead."

She cupped one of my breasts with both hands. "It's so heavy. And soft. How does your back feel?"

"Achy. The weight is real." I rotated my shoulders, feeling the pull. "But worth it. I look amazing."

"You do," Luna agreed, releasing my breast and watching it bounce back into place. "Clients are going to throw money at you. C-cups with lactation? That's elite territory."



My first C-cup client booked that same morning.

His name was Thomas—late forties, wealthy based on his designer watch, and apparently a breast connoisseur. He'd specifically requested "the sissy with new large breasts and milk."

When I opened the door in a sheer pink babydoll that barely contained my C-cups, his face went slack.

"Jesus Christ," he breathed. "The photos don't do them justice."

"You like them?" I asked, doing a slow turn. My breasts swayed heavily with the movement.

"Like? I'm obsessed. How big are they?"

"C-cups. Just grew overnight."

"Perfect size. Big enough to be impressive, not so big they lose shape." He stepped inside, hands already reaching. "And they're real? Not implants?"

"All me," I confirmed.

His hands cupped my breasts through the babydoll, testing their weight. "Fucking hell. These are spectacular." He pulled the babydoll up, exposing them completely. "And you lactate?"

"During orgasm, yes."

"I need to experience that." He guided me to the bed. "Lie back. I want full access to these beauties."

I lay back, my breasts settling heavily on my chest. They looked even bigger from this angle—two substantial mounds that demanded attention. Thomas knelt beside me, face level with my chest, and just stared for a moment.

"Perfection," he murmured. Then he dove in.

His mouth latched onto my left nipple, sucking hard. His other hand kneaded my right breast, fingers sinking into the soft flesh. The dual stimulation sent electricity straight to my cage.

"Mmm, I can taste it," he said between sucks. "Little bits of milk. Sweet."

He motorboated me—buried his face between my breasts, shaking his head, making appreciative sounds. The sensation was bizarre and arousing—my heavy tits engulfing his face, smothering him in breast flesh.

"Fuck yes," he groaned, coming up for air. "That's what I wanted. Can't do that with small tits."

He returned to sucking, alternating between breasts, worshipping them with mouth and hands. His cock was rock-hard in his pants, straining to be freed.

"Get inside me," I urged, my cage leaking steadily. "Fuck me while you play with my tits."

Thomas stripped quickly, revealing an average seven-inch cock. He positioned himself between my legs, removed my plug, and pushed inside with one smooth stroke.

"Oh fuck, that's good," he groaned, immediately reaching for my breasts. "Tight ass, huge tits. Perfect combination."

He fucked me missionary style, hands never leaving my chest. He squeezed, groped, pinched my nipples, watched my breasts bounce with each thrust. His fixation was absolute—he couldn't take his eyes off my C-cups.

"These are incredible," he panted, leaning down to suck my nipple while still thrusting. "Best tits I've ever seen on a sissy. Most of you girls get implants—yours are natural. So much better."

The compliment made me glow with pride. My breasts were better because they were real. Because Dr. Lyra had grown them properly, not just inserted bags of silicone.

"Make me cum," I moaned. "Want to show you the milk."

"Yes. Fucking yes." Thomas pounded harder, still mauling my breasts. "Spray for me. Show me what those tits do."

The orgasm built fast. My prostate was stimulated perfectly, my breasts were being worshipped, and the psychological thrill of showing off my new size pushed me toward climax.

"Close—so close—" I gasped.

"Cum. Let me see." Thomas positioned his mouth over my left nipple, ready to catch.

I came.

My cage spurted weakly as the sissygasm rolled through me. And my breasts responded—milk spraying forcefully from both nipples. Thomas caught the left stream in his mouth, drinking eagerly, while the right sprayed across my chest.

"Oh fuck," he moaned around my nipple, swallowing my milk. "That's so hot. Keep cumming. Keep producing."

The orgasm seemed to trigger endless milk production. Stream after stream, more than I'd ever produced before. Thomas drank from one breast while the other soaked everything.

When my orgasm finally faded, Thomas pulled back, his face wet with milk, eyes glazed with lust.

"That was the hottest thing I've ever seen," he said, voice rough. He pulled out, stripped off his condom, and jerked himself over my milk-soaked chest. "Gonna add my cum to your milk. Mark these perfect fucking tits."

Three hard strokes and he came, thick ropes spattering across my breasts. His cum mixed with my milk, white on white, coating my C-cups in fluids.

He collapsed beside me, breathing hard. "Two hundred," he gasped. "That was worth two hundred."

He left $200 on my dresser—fifty more than the standard premium rate. Worth it for the milk show and my new size.

After he left, I lay in the wet sheets, breasts coated in milk and cum, and had to smile.

C-cups were definitely the right choice.



Over the next week, my bookings exploded.

Word spread fast about my upgrade. "Big-titted milk sissy" became my designation. Clients specifically requested me for breast worship sessions, milk drinking, tit-fucking that was actually possible now with my larger size.

My earnings jumped to $700-800 per week, well above my $400 quota.

But the physical reality of C-cups was exhausting.

My back ached constantly from the weight. I had to wear bras all the time—the bounce was too much without support. Even walking required adjustment—I had to be conscious of my chest, of doorways, of how far my breasts extended from my body.

And the milk production had tripled. My breasts filled faster, needed expressing more frequently. I leaked through bras if I went too long between milking sessions or orgasms. Wet spots on my shirts became common.

Luna helped me shop for new bras—proper support ones designed for large breasts. We spent two hours at the Institute's clothing shop, trying different styles.

"These are serious tits now," Luna said, helping me adjust a black lace bra. "You're going to need sports bras for gym, regular bras for client work, and sleep bras for night. The weight doesn't take breaks."

She was right. My breasts were a constant presence now, impossible to ignore. But they were also my main attraction, my specialty, my brand.

I was the busty milk sissy. That was my niche.

And it was incredibly profitable.



Friday night, a client requested an extended milk session—three hours of continuous nursing while I was fucked by multiple men. The rate was $500.

I agreed immediately.

The session was in a VIP suite, set up like a nursing station. Comfortable chair for me, rotation of five men who'd paid to participate. The rules were simple: I'd sit, they'd nurse from my breasts and fuck my ass in turns, I'd produce until empty.

By the end of three hours, I'd been fucked by all five men twice each, produced over sixteen ounces of milk total, and cum six times from the constant stimulation.

I earned $500, plus tips brought it to $650.

One session. One evening. More than my entire first week's earnings.

C-cups weren't just big breasts. They were a financial breakthrough.



Saturday morning, I stood in front of my mirror, examining my new body.

C-cup breasts that dominated my silhouette. Narrow waist. Widening hips. Caged clitty barely visible. Medium plug keeping me constantly aware of my trained hole. Full makeup, pigtails, heels.

I looked like a pornstar. A bimbo. A fuck doll.

The old Evan would have been horrified. Would have seen this as the ultimate degradation—huge fake-looking tits (even though they were real), body modified for male pleasure, reduced to a sex object.

But Eva—the person I'd become—felt only pride.

These breasts were mine. I'd chosen them. They made me beautiful, desirable, profitable. They proved I was good at this life, good at being a sissy, good at providing pleasure.

I couldn't imagine being flat-chested again. Couldn't imagine losing these curves, going back to a masculine chest.

These tits were permanent in every way that mattered. Not just because reversing them would cost money, but because they were part of my identity now.

I was Eva the busty sissy. Eva with big tits and milk production. Eva who clients paid premium rates just to touch.

The transformation was complete in another way—I didn't just look like a girl. I looked like a woman. Curves that belonged on a grown female, not an ambiguous androgynous body.

I was unmistakably feminine now.

And that felt right.

"You look happy," Luna observed from my doorway. I hadn't heard her arrive.

"I am," I admitted. "Is that weird? Being happy about having huge tits as a sissy?"

"It's perfect. You found what works for you. That's all that matters." She joined me at the mirror, both of us reflected. Her B-cups and my C-cups, both caged, both feminized. "We're both exactly what we're supposed to be."

She was right.

This was who I was supposed to be. Big-titted, milk-producing, cum-addicted, constantly plugged, perfectly feminized.

Eva in her final form.

Well, almost final. There was still D-cups waiting in the future. Still larger plugs. Still deeper training.

But for now, C-cups felt perfect.

Heavy, bouncing, milky perfect.


Chapter 15: VIP Service

Week seventeen. Saturday evening. The VIP lounge assignment.

Scarlett handed me the French maid outfit with a smirk that promised trouble. "Special booking tonight. Five gentlemen in the VIP lounge. They want entertainment while they conduct business."

The outfit was obscene even by Institute standards. Black satin with white lace trim, the skirt barely covered my ass. White thigh-highs with lace tops. The bodice pushed my C-cups together, creating pornographic cleavage. And most importantly—a discreet flap in the back for plug access.

"Entertainment?" I asked, already knowing the answer.

"You're the maid. Clean, serve drinks, look pretty. If they decide they want more..." Scarlett's ice-blue eyes glittered. "You accommodate. All of them. Rate is three hundred for the evening, regardless of what happens."

Three hundred. Six times my original weekly quota. For one shift.

"Understood."

"Good girl. They're high-value clients—politicians, businessmen. Treat them well." She adjusted my headpiece. "And Eva? They paid extra for the milk show. So if things escalate, make sure they know about your special talent."

My nipples tightened at the thought. Five men. My lactating C-cups. This was going to be intense.



The VIP lounge was all dark wood and leather, cigar smoke hanging in the air. Five men sat scattered around the room—some on the plush couches, others at the bar. All of them looked wealthy. Expensive suits, Rolexes, the confidence that came with power.

They barely glanced at me when I entered with my cleaning supplies.

"Gentlemen," I said in my practiced feminine voice, "I'm Eva, your maid for the evening. Please let me know if you need anything."

A few nods. One man—silver-haired, maybe fifty—waved vaguely toward the bar. "Scotch. Neat."

I served drinks, dusted surfaces, played the part. Their conversation continued as if I wasn't there—business mergers, stock portfolios, political maneuvering. I was furniture to them. A pretty piece of background scenery.

But I felt their eyes tracking me when I bent over to dust low shelves. Watched them watch my ass, my legs, my breasts straining against the tight bodice.

An hour passed. Drinks refilled. The conversation grew looser, more relaxed. More focused on leisure than business.

"Anyone notice the help?" one asked—younger, maybe late thirties, dark hair and sharp features. He gestured to me with his glass. "That's not just any maid."

"Institute specialty," another replied—heavyset, bald, rings on every finger. "Premium entertainment package."

"Those tits are real?"

I kept dusting, pretending not to hear. But my face heated.

"Hey, sweetheart." Silver-hair snapped his fingers. "Come here."

I approached, heart pounding. "Yes, sir?"

"Turn around. Slowly."

I obeyed, doing a slow rotation while five sets of eyes examined me like a piece of art.

"Fuck me," the dark-haired one breathed. "She's perfect. Look at that ass."

"And the tits," bald man added. "Premium grade."

Silver-hair reached out, his hand cupping my breast through the satin. I gasped at the sudden contact but didn't pull away. His thumb found my nipple, circling it through the fabric.

"Real," he confirmed. "And already hard. I think our maid likes being appreciated."

My cage twitched. He wasn't wrong.

"Marcus," silver-hair said to the dark-haired man, "you were complaining about stress. Maybe our entertainment here could help with that."

Marcus grinned. "I could use some stress relief."

"Well then." Silver-hair released my breast. "What do you say, boys? Should we put her to proper use?"

A chorus of agreement.

My stomach fluttered. This was it. Five men. All of them about to use me.

"On your knees, sweetheart," silver-hair ordered. "Let's see what that pretty mouth can do."

I knelt on the plush carpet, my short skirt riding up to expose my panties and the jeweled plug base. Silver-hair stood, unzipping his pants to reveal a thick seven-inch cock, already hardening.

"Open."

I parted my glossy lips, tongue extended. He pushed inside with a groan, his cock filling my mouth. I'd given hundreds of blowjobs by now—my technique was practiced, automatic. I sucked, swirled my tongue, took him deeper.

"Christ, she knows what she's doing," silver-hair grunted.

The other four watched, drinks in hand, as I serviced their companion. Some had pulled out their own cocks, stroking slowly while they observed.

Silver-hair grabbed my pigtails—everyone knew they were perfect handles—and started fucking my face. Not gentle. Deep strokes that made me gag, mascara starting to run.

"That's it. Take it all, you little sissy slut."

He held my head down, his cock buried in my throat, my nose pressed against his groin. I couldn't breathe, tears streaming, throat convulsing around him.

Then he pulled out, letting me gasp for air.

"Who's next?" he asked casually, stepping aside.

Marcus took his place immediately. His cock was thicker, maybe eight inches, veiny and aggressive. He slapped it against my cum-and-drool-slicked lips.

"Suck it, maid. Show me why they pay premium for you."

I took him into my mouth, working his thick shaft. He was rougher than silver-hair, hands gripping my head, fucking my throat without mercy. Spit ran down my chin, my makeup was destroyed, but I kept sucking.

"Fuck, this mouth is incredible," Marcus groaned. "Better than my wife's by miles."

That got laughs from the others.

He pulled out, cock glistening. "Someone else want this throat? I'm saving my load for that ass."

The bald man stepped up. His cock was shorter but very thick—barely six inches but as wide as my wrist. Stretching my jaw to accommodate him was a struggle.

"That's it, struggle on it," he chuckled, pressing deeper. "Love watching pretty boys choke on cock."

He face-fucked me for several minutes, enjoying my gagging sounds, before pulling out and letting the next man take over.

Client four was lean, athletic, maybe early forties. His cock was long—nine inches easily—and curved slightly. He pushed it deep, hitting the back of my throat with every thrust.

"God damn," he panted. "This is what three hundred gets you? Worth every penny."

Finally, client five—the youngest, probably early thirties, with a perfectly average cock. But his enthusiasm made up for any lack of size. He gripped my pigtails and pistoned into my mouth frantically.

"Gonna cum—where do you want it?" he gasped.

"Save it," silver-hair said. "We're doing this properly. Everyone gets her ass. One by one. We're going to fill that sissy pussy until it's overflowing."

Oh God.

Five creampies. They were going to turn me into a cum dump.

My caged clitty leaked at the thought.



They bent me over the coffee table, my maid skirt flipped up, panties pulled aside. My 2-inch plug was clearly visible, the jeweled base winking in the light.

"Look at that," Marcus said appreciatively. "Already plugged. She stays ready for cock."

He pulled the plug free. Even after months of wear, the removal left me feeling empty. Needing.

"Who goes first?" bald man asked.

"I will," silver-hair declared. "I'm paying the most. I get first crack at that hole."

He positioned himself behind me, his thick seven inches pressing against my entrance. With one smooth thrust, he pushed inside.

I moaned, hands gripping the table edge. After the plug, his cock filled me perfectly. Not too big, not too small. Just right for stretching me open.

"Fuck, she's tight," he groaned, starting to thrust. "All that plug training and she's still tight as hell."

The other four watched, stroking their cocks, commenting on the show.

"Look at those tits bounce."

"Her cage is leaking everywhere."

"Can't wait for my turn."

Silver-hair fucked me steadily, using the table for leverage. His hands gripped my hips, pulling me back onto his cock. The angle hit my prostate perfectly, making my cage strain and drip.

"Here it comes," he warned. "Taking my load, sissy."

He slammed deep and held, groaning as his cock pulsed inside me. I felt the warmth flooding my hole—the first of five loads. He pulled out slowly, and I felt his cum start to leak.

"Don't let it drip out," he ordered. "Clench tight. Keep it inside for the next guy."

I squeezed my hole shut, trying to hold his cum in. It was an impossible task—gravity and biology worked against me. I felt it seeping out anyway, warm trails running down my balls.

Marcus took position next.

His thicker cock stretched me more. I gasped as he pushed inside, stirring silver-hair's cum deeper into me.

"Oh fuck," Marcus groaned. "She's so wet inside. Feels amazing." He grabbed my tits through the bodice, groping roughly. "These are incredible. Real milk tits on a sissy. That's rare."

He fucked me harder than silver-hair, his thick cock pounding my hole. Each thrust made wet squelching sounds—cum and lube mixing, creating obscene acoustics.

"Look at her," he called to the others. "Taking cock like she was born for it. This sissy loves being fucked."

He wasn't wrong. My body had learned to crave this—the fullness, the submission, the degradation of being used.

Marcus lasted longer than silver-hair. He used me thoroughly, changing angles, testing my limits. When he finally came, it was with a roar, flooding my hole with what felt like a massive load.

"Fuck yes," he panted, pulling out. "That was worth the membership fee alone."

Two loads in me. Three more to go.

Bald man's thick short cock felt different—stretching my entrance wide, not reaching as deep but filling me in a unique way.

"Tight little hole," he grunted, fucking me with short, powerful strokes. "Gonna breed you good, sissy. Add my cum to the mix."

He came fast, groaning and gripping my ass cheeks hard enough to leave marks. Another load. My hole was getting sloppy now, overflowing with three men's cum.

Client four—the one with the long, curved cock—made me cry out when he entered. His length reached deeper than anyone so far, hitting spots that made stars burst behind my eyes.

"She likes that," he observed, angling his curved cock to abuse my prostate. "Look at her cage. Leaking like a faucet."

He fucked me skillfully, clearly experienced. Each thrust hit my sweet spot, building pressure in my core. My C-cup breasts swayed beneath me, nipples dragging against the lace bodice.

"Gonna make you cum," he promised. "Gonna fuck a sissygasm out of you while you're full of our cum."

He delivered on that promise.

His cock hammered my prostate relentlessly, the three loads inside me sloshing with each thrust, the degradation of being used by multiple men overwhelming my senses. The pressure built and built until—

I came.

My cage spurted weakly, the sissygasm rolling through me in waves. My ass clenched rhythmically around his cock, milking him. He groaned and added his load to the others, filling me even more.

But he wasn't done. He kept fucking me through my orgasm, prolonging it, making me sob with overstimulation.

When he finally pulled out, cum flooded from my gaping hole. Four loads' worth, running down my thighs, soaking my stockings.

"Beautiful," he said with satisfaction.

The youngest client took his position last.

By now, my hole was completely ruined. Stretched, sopping, overflowing with cum. His average cock slid inside with almost no resistance.

"So fucking sloppy," he groaned. "All that cum in there. I'm fucking your cummy hole, sissy. How's that feel?"

"Good," I gasped out. "So good."

He fucked the mixed loads deeper into me, adding to the mess. When he came—the fifth and final load—I felt it flooding in with the others, my hole completely packed with five men's cum.

He pulled out and stepped back, admiring his work.

I collapsed over the table, unable to hold myself up anymore. Cum poured from my gaped hole, creating a puddle on the expensive carpet. My breasts heaved as I panted, completely wrecked.

"Fuck," Marcus said, staring. "Look at that. Five loads leaking out. That's a proper gangbang."

"Three hundred well spent," silver-hair agreed. "Same time next month?"

They were already discussing booking me again, as if I was a reservation they wanted to secure.

One of them—client four, I think—touched my back gently. "You okay, sweetheart?"

I managed a nod. Exhausted, used, dripping, but okay.

"She did great," silver-hair said. "Here." He pulled out his wallet and added several bills to the original payment. "Tips. You earned them."

After they left, I lay there for several minutes, gathering strength. Finally, I struggled upright. My legs shook. Cum still leaked from my hole, running down my thighs with every step.

I gathered my cleaning supplies with mechanical motions, my mind blank. Five men. Five loads. All in one night.

The walk back to my room was humiliating. Cum dripped constantly, leaving a trail. Other staff and clients saw me—the destroyed maid clearly fresh from a gangbang. Some smirked. Others looked envious. None helped.



Luna found me in my room twenty minutes later, sitting on towels, still leaking.

"Oh my God," she breathed. "Eva, what happened?"

"Maid shift. VIP lounge. Five men." The words came out flat. "They all came inside."

Luna's eyes widened. "Five? All in your ass?"

I nodded.

"That's..." She sat beside me carefully. "How do you feel?"

I thought about it. Physically? Exhausted, sore, violated. Mentally?

"Accomplished," I said finally. "I took five men. Served them all. Earned three hundred plus tips. Made them happy."

"You're in shock," Luna decided. "Come on. Shower. I'll help."

She guided me to the bathroom, supporting my weight. Under the hot water, she gently cleaned me, washing the cum from my thighs, my ass, everywhere it had spread.

"You're incredible," she said softly. "Most sissies couldn't handle a five-man gangbang. But you did it."

"Is that a good thing?" I asked, voice small.

"It means you're elite now. Capable of handling group bookings. That's where the real money is." She shampooed my hair carefully, working around my pigtails. "You just unlocked a whole new revenue tier."

Always the financial angle. But she was probably right.

After the shower, she helped me into clean panties and tucked me into bed.

"Sleep," Luna ordered. "Your hole needs recovery time. No clients tomorrow—I'll tell Scarlett you're on rest."

"Thanks," I mumbled, already drifting.

My last thought before sleep claimed me was a calculation: three hundred base plus eighty in tips. Three hundred and eighty dollars for one evening.

That was more than most people's weekly earnings.

My ass throbbed, sore and stretched. But my bank account was healthier.

And next month, they wanted to book again.

Five men. Five loads. Regular clients now.

I'd become exactly what the Institute wanted—a premium service sissy who could handle anything. Multiple partners, group use, public degradation. All of it.

The transformation was complete. I was a professional cumdump, and I was starting to take pride in that title.


Chapter 16: Ghost from the Past

Week seventeen. Tuesday afternoon. I'd just finished with a regular client when Scarlett knocked.

"New booking," she said, checking her tablet. "Some college kid paying premium. Requested 'the busty sissy with C-cups.' Seems eager." She smirked. "Probably saving up his allowance for this."

I laughed, touching up my makeup. College guys were usually easy—quick to finish, easily impressed, and they tipped well if you made them feel like studs.

"When?"

"Twenty minutes. Wear something slutty. He specifically asked for 'pornstar vibes.'"

I chose a pink crop top that barely contained my C-cups, a tiny white skirt that showed the bottom curve of my ass, and white thigh-highs. The whole outfit screamed "fuck me." My pigtails were freshly brushed, my glossy lips perfect, my cage tucked neatly under my panties.

I looked like a living porn fantasy.

The knock came precisely on time.

I opened the door with my practiced sultry smile. "Hey there, I'm—"

The words died in my throat.

Derek Morrison stood in my doorway. Derek fucking Morrison from Computer Science 201. Derek who'd made my life hell for two semesters. Derek who'd "accidentally" spilled coffee on my laptop, who'd mocked my grades, who'd called me "virgin loser" in front of entire classes.

Derek who clearly didn't recognize me. Yet.

His eyes were locked on my tits, traveling slowly down my body, a cocky grin spreading across his face. "Holy shit," he breathed. "Even better than the photos."

My heart hammered. I should say something. Tell Scarlett I couldn't do this. Make an excuse.

But Derek was already stepping inside, pulling out his wallet. "How much for the hour? Want to make sure I have enough."

"F-fifty," I stammered, my practiced femininity cracking slightly.

"Perfect." He peeled off the bills, tossing them on my dresser. Then he turned, really looking at me for the first time.

His grin faltered. His eyes narrowed. "Wait. You look familiar. Do I know you from—"

Recognition hit him like a freight train.

His jaw dropped. His face went through several emotions in rapid succession—confusion, shock, disbelief, and finally, cruel delight.

"Holy fucking shit." He stepped closer, staring. "Evan? Evan Park? Is that you?"

My stomach dropped to my feet.

"No, I—"

"It is!" He circled me slowly, taking in every detail. "Holy shit, it's actually you. Evan Park. The quiet little computer nerd." His laugh was harsh. "What the fuck happened to you?"

I couldn't speak. Couldn't breathe. This was my worst nightmare—someone from my old life seeing me like this.

"Those are real tits," Derek said, reaching out to grab one through my crop top. I flinched but didn't pull away. "You grew actual tits. And you're wearing..." His hand traveled down, flipping up my skirt to expose my panties. "Panties. A cage. Holy shit."

He pulled his phone from his pocket, snapping photos before I could react.

"No—don't—"

"Don't what?" His grin turned vicious. "Don't document that Evan Park, the guy who thought he was too good to party with us, is now a sissy whore with tits? This is fucking gold."

Tears stung my eyes. "Please. Don't show anyone."

"Oh, I'm definitely showing people." He grabbed my chin, forcing me to look at him. "Everyone from CS is going to see this. Everyone. Tyler, John, Professor Chen—fuck, I'm posting this everywhere."

"Derek, please—"

"It's not Derek to you, sissy. It's Sir." He shoved me toward the bed. "I paid fifty dollars. I'm getting my money's worth. And you're going to do exactly what I say, or those photos go viral right fucking now."

My legs shook. I sat on the bed, trapped. He had all the power.

Derek pulled off his tight t-shirt, revealing his gym-bro body—developed chest, visible abs, tribal tattoo on his shoulder. He flexed unconsciously, preening. Then his jeans came off, revealing his cock—7.5 inches, thick, already hard.

"Never thought I'd fuck a dude," he said, stroking himself. "But you're not really a dude anymore, are you? You're a sissy slut with tits." He positioned his phone on my dresser, angling it to capture the bed. "And I'm going to film every second of this."

"No cameras," I whispered. "That's against—"

"Against what? Institute rules?" He laughed. "Babe, I paid premium. I can do whatever I want. And what I want is proof that I fucked Evan Park's sissy ass."

He grabbed my pigtails—everyone used them as handles—and pulled me to the edge of the bed. His cock pressed against my glossy lips.

"Open."

I parted my lips, and he shoved inside without ceremony. His cock hit the back of my throat immediately, making me gag. He didn't care. He held my head in place and started fucking my face brutally.

"That's it, choke on it," he grunted. "Bet you never thought you'd be sucking my dick, did you? Fucking loser nerd turned cock-sucking sissy."

Tears ran down my face, ruining my makeup. Spit drooled from my chin. He used my throat like a pussy, pounding deep, his balls slapping my chin.

"Look at the camera," he ordered. "Want everyone to see your face while you suck cock."

I had no choice. I looked at the phone, at the red recording light, knowing my humiliation was being documented. My old classmates would see this. My professors. Everyone.

But underneath the shame, my traitorous cage twitched. The degradation, the power imbalance, being forced—it was hitting some dark button inside me.

Derek noticed. "Oh fuck, you're getting hard." He pulled out of my mouth, slapping his wet cock against my face. "You like this. You actually like being treated like a whore."

"No—"

"Yes." He grabbed the front of my crop top and yanked, exposing my C-cups. "Look at these tits. You grew these for men to use. That's what you are now—a set of holes and tits for men to fuck."

He pushed me back on the bed, positioning himself between my legs. My skirt was already bunched around my waist. He pulled my panties aside and yanked out my plug with zero gentleness.

"Pre-stretched and everything," he mocked. "Ready to take cock. Professional slut."

His cock pressed against my entrance. No lube. No preparation. Just rough, immediate penetration.

I cried out as he pushed inside. The stretch burned—he was thick and going in dry.

"Shut up and take it," Derek growled. He grabbed my throat—not choking, just holding—and started fucking me hard. "This is what happens to little nerds who think they're better than everyone. They become sissy sluts who take cock for money."

His thrusts were punishing. Aggressive. Designed to hurt and humiliate. His free hand mauled my breasts, squeezing painfully, pinching my nipples hard enough to make me yelp.

"These tits are fucking weird," he panted, but he couldn't stop touching them. "Real tits on a guy. What kind of fucked up shit did you do to yourself?"

"Not a guy anymore," I gasped out between thrusts.

"Damn right you're not." He released my throat to grab my cage, shaking it mockingly. "What is this, two inches? Pathetic. You don't even have a real dick anymore."

The degradation should have broken me. Should have made me feel worthless.

Instead, my cage leaked. My body responded to his brutal fucking, his cruel words, his complete domination.

Derek saw it. His eyes widened with realization. "You're leaking. You're getting off on this." He laughed harshly. "Holy shit, you actually like being degraded. You're a pain slut."

"No—"

"Yes." He flipped me over onto my stomach, grabbing my pigtails to arch my back. "Let's give the camera a better angle."

He pounded into me from behind, using my pigtails as reins. Each thrust drove deep, hitting my prostate. My C-cups swayed beneath me, and I heard them slapping against my torso.

"Fucking look at you," Derek panted. "Face-down, ass-up, taking dick like you were born for it. This is your purpose now. Getting fucked. That Computer Science degree? Worthless. All that studying? Pointless. You're just a cum dump."

His words pushed me closer to the edge. The psychological component of being dominated by my former bully, being filmed, being exposed—it all combined into overwhelming sensation.

"I'm going to cum on your face," Derek announced. "Want everyone to see you covered in my load. Proof that I owned you."

He pulled out and flipped me over roughly. I was on my back, pigtails spread around my head, tits heaving, cage straining.

Derek straddled my chest, his cock between my breasts. "Push them together."

I obeyed, pressing my C-cups around his shaft. He fucked my tits briefly, getting off on the visual, then moved up to position his cock over my face.

"Open your mouth. Stick out your tongue. Look at the camera."

I did all of it. Shamefully, eagerly.

He jerked himself with fast, rough strokes. "Here it comes. Smile for the camera, sissy."

His cock pulsed. The first rope of cum hit my forehead. The second painted across my nose and cheek. The third and fourth splattered across my open mouth and tongue. He milked every drop onto my face, covering me in thick white streaks.

"Fuck yes," he groaned. "Look at that. Evan Park, covered in my cum. This is perfect."

He grabbed his phone, zooming in on my cum-covered face. I lay there, glazed and humiliated, while he documented my degradation.

"Swallow what's in your mouth," he ordered.

I closed my mouth and swallowed his cum. The taste was familiar now—bitter, salty, thick. I'd swallowed hundreds of loads. One more didn't matter.

Except it did. Because it was Derek's. Because he had power over me.

"Good girl," he mocked. He took several more photos, then got dressed. "This has been the best fifty dollars I've ever spent. Way better than I imagined when I booked a 'busty sissy.'"

He picked up his phone, scrolling through the photos and video. "These are going in the CS group chat tonight. Everyone's going to know what happened to Evan Park."

"Please don't," I whispered, my voice breaking.

"Oh, I'm definitely sharing." He headed for the door, then paused. "You know what's funny? Part of me is actually turned on by this. Like, it's fucked up, but seeing you like this..." He shook his head. "Anyway. This was fun. I'll book you again. Maybe bring Tyler and John next time. They'd fucking love this."

He left, taking my dignity with him.

I lay on the bed, cum drying on my face, and started to cry.



Twenty minutes later, Luna found me in the shower, scrubbing my skin raw.

"Eva? What happened? Your door was open, you looked—" She gasped. "Are you crying?"

"College," I choked out. "Someone from college. He recognized me. Filmed everything. Going to show everyone."

"Oh fuck." Luna pulled me out of the shower, wrapping me in a towel. "Who?"

"Derek Morrison. Bully. Made my life hell before. Now he has proof of... of this." I gestured to my body. "Photos. Video. My face covered in his cum."

Luna's expression hardened. "That fucking asshole. Did Scarlett approve filming?"

"I don't know. He said he paid premium."

"Premium doesn't include revenge porn." She grabbed her phone. "I'm telling Scarlett. This is actionable."

"No—don't. It'll make it worse. He'll just post everything immediately."

Luna hesitated, then put her phone down. "Okay. Okay, let's think. So he has evidence. What can he actually do with it?"

"Ruin my life. Show everyone from school. Professor Chen, classmates, everyone I knew. They'll all know what I became."

"Eva." Luna grabbed my shoulders. "Listen to me. You're out as a sissy. You work at an Institute. Anyone who knows where you are probably already suspects. Photos just confirm it."

"It's different seeing it. Seeing me with cum on my face, tits out, being used."

"I know." She pulled me into a hug. "I know it is. But you're not powerless. You're profitable. You're popular. You have clients who value you. Derek is just one asshole with a grudge."

But he was an asshole with evidence. With power.

I pulled away, staring at my reflection. Even with my face scrubbed clean, I could still see it—the sissy with tits, the professional cumdump, the fallen Computer Science student who'd become a whore.

"What if he's right?" I whispered. "What if this is all I'm good for now? Getting fucked. Being degraded."

"Stop." Luna turned me to face her. "Derek gets off on cruelty. That's his kink. You didn't ask to run into him. This isn't your fault."

But it felt like my fault. Felt like I'd brought this on myself by becoming what I'd become.

My phone buzzed. A notification.

Derek had tagged me in the CS 201 group chat. No text. Just three photos—me with his cock in my mouth, me with my tits out getting fucked, and me covered in his cum.

The responses started immediately.

"Holy shit is that Evan?"

"No fucking way"

"DUDE WHAT THE FUCK"

"Did you really fuck him? her? it?"

"This can't be real"

"Bro those are real tits though"

I watched my old life explode in real-time. Everyone seeing. Everyone knowing.

Luna read over my shoulder. "Fuck. Okay. This is bad. But Eva..." She tilted my chin up. "This doesn't change who you are. You're still you. You're still valuable. You're still—"

My phone buzzed again. A direct message from Derek.

"That was fun, sissy. Same time next week? I'll bring friends. Don't worry—I'll pay for all three of us. See you then."

Luna read it and her jaw clenched. "He wants to book again. Bring his friends. Make it worse."

"And I can't refuse," I said numbly. "Contract doesn't allow refusals based on client identity."

"Fuck the contract. We'll figure something out." Luna pulled me close again. "You're not alone in this. I'm here. We'll handle Derek. Together."

But even her warmth couldn't stop the cold spreading through my chest.

Derek had won. He'd found my new life, documented it, exposed it, and was planning to do it again.

And the worst part—the part that made me hate myself—was that despite everything, despite the humiliation and fear and shame...

My cage had leaked the entire time. My body had responded. Some dark part of me had gotten off on being dominated by my bully, on being exposed, on being degraded.

I was exactly what he'd called me.

A sissy slut who actually liked being treated like a whore.

That realization hurt worse than anything else.


Chapter 17: Tender Moments

I didn't sleep that night.

Every time I closed my eyes, I saw Derek's face. His cruel grin. The red recording light on his phone. The CS group chat exploding with messages about me.

By 3 AM, I was sitting on my bed, knees pulled to my chest, trying to breathe through the panic. My C-cups pressed against my thighs—a constant reminder of how far I'd come from being Evan Park, Computer Science student.

A soft knock at my door.

"Eva?" Luna's voice, gentle. "I saw your light on. Can I come in?"

"Yeah."

She entered wearing an oversized pink t-shirt and shorts, her pink hair tousled from sleep. But her green eyes were alert, worried.

"Couldn't sleep either," she admitted, sitting beside me on the bed. "Been thinking about what happened. About Derek."

"Don't." My voice cracked. "I can't talk about it anymore."

"Okay. We don't have to talk." Luna pulled back my covers. "Lie down. Let me just... be here."

I stretched out on the bed, and Luna curled up beside me. Not sexual. Just present. Her small body tucked against mine, her head resting on my shoulder, one arm draped across my stomach.

"You're shaking," she murmured.

I was. My whole body trembled with anxiety, adrenaline crash, shame spiral.

"He's going to come back," I whispered. "Next week. With his friends Tyler and John. They're all going to use me, film it, laugh about how Evan Park became their sissy slut."

"We'll figure something out."

"There's nothing to figure out. Contract doesn't allow refusals. He paid premium. I have to service him." A sob escaped. "And the worst part is... I got wet. My cage leaked the entire time. I came from being degraded by my bully."

Luna was quiet for a moment. Then: "That doesn't mean you wanted it."

"My body responded."

"Bodies do that. Doesn't mean your mind consented. Doesn't mean you're broken." She squeezed me tighter. "You're not what Derek says you are."

"What am I, then?"

"You're Eva. My friend. Someone who's survived six months here, who's thrived despite impossible circumstances. Someone who grew real tits because she wanted to, who learned to love her cage, who found strength in submission." Luna lifted her head to look at me. "Derek is just one asshole from your past. He doesn't define you."

Tears leaked from my eyes. "I miss being Evan sometimes. Before all this. Before I knew I could become this."

"Do you really? Or do you miss not having to face hard truths about yourself?"

The question hit like a punch.

Did I miss being Evan? The shy, lonely, closeted boy who jerked off to feminization porn but never admitted it? Who wore plain clothes and lived a plain life and pretended he didn't crave exactly what he'd become?

"I don't know," I admitted.

"That's okay. You don't have to know." Luna shifted, propping herself up on one elbow. "But I know this—you're happier now than you were then. More yourself, even if that self is scary sometimes."

"How do you know I was unhappy before?"

"Because I was too. Before I came here." Her fingers traced patterns on my stomach. "I tried being a normal guy for twenty years. Hated every second. Then I found the Institute, got my tits, got my cage, and suddenly... I was me. Really me."

"But you wanted this. I was tricked."

"Were you?" Luna's green eyes held mine. "Contract trap, yeah. But everything after? Every mod, every choice to keep going? That was you, Eva. You chose to become this."

She was right. Dr. Lyra had always given me an out. Five hundred dollars to reverse any mod. I'd never taken it.

Because I liked my breasts. Liked my cage. Liked the person I'd become, even when I hated admitting it.

"Derek can't take that away," Luna continued. "He can expose you, humiliate you, show everyone who you've become. But that just means they'll know the truth—that you're fucking beautiful now. That you found your courage."

"That's not courage. That's just... survival."

"Same thing sometimes." Luna leaned down, pressing a kiss to my forehead. "You survived Derek once when he bullied you. You'll survive him again."

"I don't feel strong enough."

"You don't have to be strong all the time. That's what I'm here for." She pulled my covers over both of us. "Let me be strong for you tonight."

I turned into her embrace, burying my face in her neck. She smelled like strawberries—her signature body spray. Sweet and comforting.

"Thank you," I whispered.

"Always." Her hand stroked my hair, carefully avoiding my pigtails. "We're sisters in this, Eva. Every sissy who makes it here, who survives the Institute, who finds herself despite everything—we're family."

The word settled something in my chest. Family. Not biological, not chosen initially, but real nonetheless.

We lay like that for long minutes, just breathing together. My anxiety slowly unwound. The shaking stopped.

Luna's hand drifted lower, fingertips tracing the curve of my breast through my thin sleep shirt.

"Can I...?" she asked softly.

"Yeah. Please."

She pushed my shirt up, exposing my C-cups. In the low light, my nipples were dark peaks against pale skin.

"You have the prettiest tits," Luna murmured, cupping one gently. "I remember when you were flat. Seeing you grow into these—it's been beautiful."

Her touch wasn't sexual. Or wasn't just sexual. It was tender. Appreciative. She explored my breast like she was memorizing every curve.

"Does it hurt?" she asked. "After what Derek did?"

He'd been rough. Mauling my breasts, pinching too hard, leaving marks.

"A little," I admitted.

"Let me make it better." Luna leaned down, pressing soft kisses across my breast. Not on my nipple—around it. Gentle, healing touches.

The contrast to Derek's brutal handling made my throat tight. This was how I wanted to be touched. With care. With affection.

"Luna..."

"Shh. Let me take care of you." She moved to my other breast, the same gentle treatment. Kisses and soft touches. "You deserve to be worshipped, not abused."

Her mouth finally found my nipple, sucking gently. The sensation bloomed—pleasure without pain, arousal without fear. My cage responded, filling and straining, but the pressure felt different now. Not desperate. Just... present.

Luna switched breasts, giving them equal attention. Her small hands kneaded softly, her tongue circled my nipples, her lips pulled just enough to send sparks through me.

"Better?" she murmured.

"Better."

She kissed her way down my stomach, fingers hooking into the waistband of my panties. "Can I?"

I nodded.

Luna pulled my panties down, exposing my caged clitty—still in its blue plastic prison, as always. But instead of mocking it like Derek had, Luna smiled.

"So pretty," she said. "I love your cage. Love that we match."

She did. Her pink cage was the same style, same size. We were both permanently denied, both feminized, both sissies who'd found beauty in limitation.

Luna pulled out my plug next—slowly, carefully. The 2-inch medium plug slid free, and I felt the familiar emptiness.

"I'm going to make love to you," Luna said, reaching for her nightstand drawer. "Not fuck you. Not use you. Make love. Okay?"

Tears prickled my eyes again. "Okay."

She pulled out her strap-on—not large, maybe six inches, comfortable. She harnessed it quickly, the practiced motion of someone who'd done this hundreds of times.

Then she retrieved lube and took her time preparing me. Her fingers worked the slick gel inside, scissoring gently, making sure I was ready. Not rushed. Not rough. Tender.

"Ready?" she asked, positioning herself.

"Yes."

Luna pushed inside slowly. So slowly. Each inch was deliberate, giving me time to adjust, to feel her filling me. When she was fully seated, she paused, just letting us exist together.

"Okay?" she whispered.

"Perfect."

She started moving—long, slow strokes that focused on connection rather than just friction. Her eyes stayed locked on mine. One hand interlaced with mine. The other cupped my face.

"You're beautiful," she breathed. "Every part of you. Your tits, your cage, your trained hole, your pretty face. All of it."

The affirmations washed over me. This was what I needed. Not degradation. Not humiliation. Just acceptance. Love, even.

"Luna..."

"I've got you." She kissed me—our first real kiss. Lips soft, tongue gentle, breath mingling. We kissed while she made love to me, her strap-on moving steadily inside me, hitting my prostate with perfect rhythm.

The pleasure built differently than with clients. No shame attached. No fear. Just warmth spreading through me, connection deepening with each thrust.

"Touch your breasts," Luna instructed softly. "Show me how you like it."

I cupped my C-cups, thumbs circling my nipples. The dual stimulation—her cock in my ass, my hands on my tits—created a feedback loop of sensation.

"That's so hot," Luna panted, watching me touch myself. "You're so fucking sexy, Eva. I love watching you pleasure yourself."

Her words were dirty but felt safe. Arousing without degrading. This was dirty talk between equals, not master and slave.

The orgasm approached slowly. No rushing, no forcing. Just natural buildup.

"Close," I gasped.

"Me too." Luna's rhythm picked up slightly. "Come with me. Let go."

Her next thrust hit perfectly. The pressure in my core exploded.

I came, my cage spurting weakly while my ass clenched rhythmically around her strap-on. The orgasm rolled through me in gentle waves—pleasure without violence.

Luna cried out, her own orgasm triggered by watching mine. She held deep inside me, trembling, both of us suspended in shared climax.

When it faded, she didn't pull out immediately. She stayed, lowering herself onto me, our breasts pressing together, our caged clitties touching through the strap-on harness.

"I love you," Luna whispered against my ear.

My breath caught. "What?"

"I love you. Not as a client. Not as a fellow sissy. As Eva. As the person you are." She pulled back to look at me. "I know that's heavy. And maybe too soon. But after what happened with Derek, I needed you to know—someone loves you exactly as you are."

Tears spilled over. "I love you too."

Luna's smile was radiant. She kissed me again, deeper this time. A promise.

When she finally pulled out, she didn't reinsert my plug immediately. Instead, she lay beside me, both of us naked except our cages, and just held me.

"Derek comes back next week," I said quietly.

"I know."

"With his friends."

"I know."

"And I'm going to have to service all three of them."

"I know." Luna's hand found mine. "But after, you come back here. To me. And I'll remind you who you really are."

"What if I forget? What if Derek's voice gets louder than yours?"

"Then I'll keep reminding you. Every day if I have to." She squeezed my hand. "You're not alone in this anymore, Eva. Whatever happens with Derek, with anyone—you have me."

The words settled into my chest, solid and real. I had someone. Not just a fellow sissy, not just a friend. Someone who loved me. Someone who saw past the degradation and humiliation to the person underneath.

"Stay tonight?" I asked.

"Wasn't planning on leaving." Luna pulled the covers over us both. "We'll deal with Derek when he comes. But tonight, you're safe. You're loved. You're enough."

I pressed closer to her, our cages clicking together softly.

Maybe Derek would destroy me next week. Maybe his friends would too. Maybe the photos would ruin whatever reputation I had left.

But tonight, in Luna's arms, I was just Eva. Just a girl with her girlfriend, both of them caged and feminized and finding love in an impossible place.

That was enough.

For now, that was more than enough.



I woke to Luna tracing patterns on my back.

"Morning," she murmured. "How do you feel?"

I took inventory. Physically? My ass was pleasantly sore from gentle fucking. My breasts felt tender but good. My cage was snug and comfortable.

Emotionally? Still scared about Derek. Still anxious about next week.

But not alone.

"Better," I said honestly. "Still scared. But better."

"Good." Luna kissed my shoulder. "Want breakfast? I'll steal us croissants from the staff kitchen."

"You're a troublemaker."

"You love it."

She was right. I did.

Luna got dressed, pulling on her shorts and t-shirt. "I'll be back in ten. Don't spiral while I'm gone."

"No promises."

She stuck out her tongue and left.

I lay in bed, staring at the ceiling. My phone sat on the nightstand, probably full of notifications I didn't want to see. Comments on Derek's photos. Messages from former classmates. Maybe even emails from professors.

I should check. Face reality.

But not yet.

For now, I just wanted to exist in the afterglow of Luna's love. In the safety she'd created. In the knowledge that whatever happened next week, I wasn't facing it alone.

Derek could take my dignity. Could expose my transformation. Could humiliate me in front of his friends.

But he couldn't take this. Couldn't take Luna. Couldn't take the person I'd become when she held me.

That was mine, and maybe that was enough to survive whatever came next.


Chapter 18: Maximum Capacity

Week nineteen. Two weeks since my last stretching session with Mistress Veronica. Two weeks of wearing my 2-inch medium plug faithfully, training my hole constantly, preparing for this moment.

The cream envelope under my door carried the familiar red wax seal.

Eva Park. Session 3: Maximum Capacity Achievement. Thursday 3PM. Sissy Training Studio 7. Goal: Complete depth. Four sections. Ten inches total. Final graduation. —MV

My stomach fluttered with anticipation and nerves. Ten inches. The full length of Mistress Veronica's massive red strap-on. If I could take all of it, I'd graduate from the stretching program. I'd unlock the 3-inch large plugs. I'd officially be capable of handling anyone, any size.

This was everything I'd been training for.



Thursday arrived too quickly. I showed up at Studio 7 at exactly 3 PM, freshly showered, empty, and as prepared as I could be.

Mistress Veronica stood beside the leather bench, looking elegant and terrifying as always. Her chestnut waves framed her porcelain face perfectly. Her grey-blue eyes assessed me with that cool, commanding gaze. The leather bustier showcased her statuesque figure, and her signature 12-inch red strap-on jutted proudly from her hips—all four ribbed sections visible, measuring my challenge.

"Eva," she greeted me. "Final session. Are you ready to graduate?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"Strip."

I removed my clothes efficiently, standing naked except for my cage and plug. My C-cups sat heavy on my chest—they'd grown since our last session. My body had changed in so many ways.

Mistress Veronica circled me slowly, her opera-gloved hands trailing across my skin. "Significant changes. Larger breasts. Your hips have widened further. Your posture is entirely feminine now." She tapped my plug. "And you've been wearing this faithfully?"

"Every day, Mistress. I only remove it for clients and cleaning."

"Good. That constant stretch should have maintained your capacity." She gestured to the bench. "Position yourself. We begin immediately."

I climbed onto the bench, assuming the familiar doggy position. Hands flat, back arched, ass elevated and presented. The mirrors surrounding us reflected my submission from every angle—my hanging breasts, my caged clitty, my plugged hole ready for training.

Mistress Veronica stood behind me, one gloved hand on my ass cheek. "Last session, you took nine inches for thirty minutes, then endured five minutes of brutal fucking. Today's challenge is more severe. You'll take all ten inches—all four sections of my strap-on—and maintain that depth for forty-five minutes. Then I'll test your limit with ten minutes of maximum-intensity fucking."

Forty-five minutes at full depth. My ass clenched involuntarily.

"If you succeed," she continued, "you graduate. You'll earn the right to wear large plugs. You'll be certified for extreme-size clients. You'll officially be an elite-capacity sissy." Her fingers traced the base of my plug. "If you fail—if you safe-word or can't maintain depth—we repeat this session next month. Understood?"

"Yes, Mistress. I won't fail."

"We'll see." She pulled my plug free with a smooth motion. The familiar emptiness made me whimper. "You've come so far, Eva. From virgin to this. I'm proud of your progress."

The praise warmed me.

She drizzled cool lube onto my hole, working it inside with practiced fingers. Three fingers slid in easily—my daily plug wear had kept me open and flexible. She scissored them, testing.

"Excellent elasticity. Your hole remembers its training." She withdrew her fingers and positioned her massive red strap-on against my entrance. "Breathe. Relax. Accept your limit."

The first section pushed inside. Easy. My body knew this depth, welcomed it.

"Section one. Good." She pushed deeper. "Section two."

Six inches. Still comfortable. My prostate responded, sending pleasure signals through my cage.

"Section three."

Nine inches. My previous record. The stretch intensified, but I could handle it. Months of training had prepared me.

"And... section four."

She pushed deeper. Deeper than I'd ever taken. Past my established limit into new territory. The stretch became intense—bordering on painful. My hole protested, muscles tensing involuntarily.

"Relax," Mistress Veronica commanded. "Breathe through it. Your body can accommodate this."

I forced myself to breathe, to release the tension. Inch by inch, she worked deeper. Stretching me beyond what I thought possible.

Then—finally—I felt her hips press against my ass.

"There," Mistress Veronica said with satisfaction. "Ten inches. All four sections. Fully seated."

I gasped, overwhelmed by the fullness. I was completely impaled, stretched to maximum capacity, every inch of her strap-on buried inside me.

"How does it feel?" she asked.

"So full," I panted. "So stretched. I can feel every inch."

"Good. Now we test endurance." She gripped my hips firmly. "Forty-five minutes begins now. I'll be moving—slow, steady strokes using all ten inches. You must maintain acceptance. No safe-wording. No begging me to stop."

She started fucking me.

Long, complete strokes. Pulling back until only the head remained, then pushing forward until all ten inches filled me again. Over and over. A relentless rhythm that used my entire depth.

My breasts swayed beneath me with each thrust. My cage strained and leaked. The mirrors showed my body being used completely, stretched to its absolute limit.

"This is what elite capacity means," Mistress Veronica narrated, her voice calm despite the vigorous fucking. "Accommodating extreme length. Maintaining your hole for extended sessions. Even the largest clients—twelve, thirteen, fourteen inches—you'll be able to handle them now."

The psychological component added to the physical challenge. Imagining even bigger cocks than this. Imagining being stretched even further.

Five minutes passed. Ten. Fifteen.

The constant deep penetration was exhausting. My hole started to burn, muscles protesting the sustained stretch. But I held firm, refusing to break position, refusing to give up.

"Twenty minutes," Mistress Veronica announced. "Halfway. Your hole is gripping perfectly—you're not tightening up. Excellent control."

Her praise gave me strength. I focused on breathing, on accepting, on proving I could handle this.

Twenty-five minutes. Thirty. The burn intensified. My knees ached from holding position. My arms trembled. But I endured.

"Thirty-five minutes. Almost there." Her hands kneaded my ass cheeks. "You're doing beautifully, Eva. Most sissies can't handle even twenty minutes at ten inches. You're exceptional."

The validation pushed me through the pain. I was exceptional. I was succeeding where others failed.

"Forty minutes."

Just five more minutes. I could do this. I had to.

The final five minutes stretched endlessly. Every thrust felt deeper, fuller, more intense than the last. My body was pushed to its absolute limit—pain and pleasure mixed into something transcendent.

"Forty-five minutes. Time." Mistress Veronica held still, buried completely inside me. "You've succeeded, Eva. Ten inches for forty-five minutes without breaking. That's graduation-level performance."

Relief flooded through me. I'd done it.

"But we're not finished," she reminded me. "Now comes the brutality test. Ten minutes of maximum-intensity fucking. This tests if you can handle rough use at extreme depth. Are you ready?"

"Yes, Mistress," I gasped, though my body was already exhausted.

"Then brace yourself."

She pulled back and slammed forward.

The brutal pace began immediately. No gentle buildup. Just hard, fast, punishing strokes that used all ten inches viciously. She pounded my ass without mercy, her hips slamming into me with each thrust, her massive strap-on stretching and filling me completely.

I screamed into the leather bench, unable to stay quiet. The intensity was overwhelming—pleasure and pain indistinguishable, my mind blanking out everything except the sensation of being utterly destroyed.

"Take it!" Mistress Veronica commanded. "This is what large clients do. They don't fuck gently at extreme sizes. They use. They pound. You accommodate."

My breasts bounced wildly beneath me. My cage spurted pre-cum constantly. Tears streamed down my face—not from sadness, but from sheer overwhelming sensation.

"You love it," Mistress Veronica observed, her voice strained from exertion. "Look at yourself in the mirror—look at how eagerly your hole takes me. You were made for this."

She was right. Despite the brutality, despite the pain, my body responded. My hole clenched around her strap-on, pulling her deeper. My cage leaked steadily. I pushed back against her thrusts, meeting them.

"Cum from it," she ordered. "Show me ten inches of brutal fucking makes you orgasm."

The permission broke something inside me. The combination of extreme stretch, brutal pounding, and psychological submission pushed me over the edge.

I came screaming.

The sissygasm exploded through me—more intense than anything I'd experienced. My cage spurted weakly while my ass clenched rhythmically around all ten inches buried inside me. The orgasm seemed endless, wave after wave of pleasure radiating from my destroyed hole.

Mistress Veronica fucked me through it, maintaining her brutal pace, extending the orgasm until I collapsed forward, completely spent.

Only then did she stop. She held still, letting me feel the full depth one last time, then slowly withdrew.

The sensation of those ten inches sliding out left me gasping. When her strap-on finally pulled free, my hole gaped obscenely—stretched beyond recognition, empty and aching.

"Perfect," Mistress Veronica said, not even breathing hard. She walked around to face me, her red strap-on glistening with lube, and I stared at the thing that had just destroyed me. "Look at what you accomplished, Eva."

I lifted my head weakly, looking at myself in the mirror. My hole was visibly gaped, my body was covered in sweat, my makeup was destroyed, my breasts heaved with ragged breaths.

I looked thoroughly fucked. Completely used. Utterly stretched.

"Clean it," Mistress Veronica ordered, offering me her strap-on.

I took it into my mouth without hesitation, tasting lube and my own ass, sucking the massive length clean. The degradation of cleaning the tool that had just destroyed me was weirdly satisfying—payment for the training, gratitude for the lesson.

When the strap-on was clean, she pulled it from my mouth and unstrapped it, setting it aside.

"You've graduated," she announced formally. "Ten inches sustained. Ten minutes brutal. Orgasm achieved. You've proven maximum capacity." She retrieved a small black box from the counter. "This is yours now."

She opened it to reveal a large plug. Three inches in diameter at its widest point, tapering down to a manageable neck, with an even larger jeweled base than my current plug. The size was intimidating.

"This is a large plug," Mistress Veronica explained. "Three inches of constant stretch. It will keep you at elite capacity, ready for the biggest clients. You'll wear this daily now, just like you wore the medium." She handed me the box. "The medium plug was training. This large plug is maintenance. Congratulations, Eva. You're officially an elite-capacity sissy."

I stared at the massive plug, both terrified and thrilled. This would be inside me every day. Stretching me constantly. Keeping me ready for monster cocks.

"Thank you, Mistress," I managed.

"You earned it." She helped me sit up carefully—my hole was too sore to move quickly. "Rest today. Tomorrow, insert the large plug. Wear it for at least twelve hours daily. Within a week, your hole will adjust to the new size."

"And then?" I asked.

"Then you maintain. No further stretching needed unless you want to attempt extreme insertions—fisting, oversized toys, multiple penetrations." She stroked her red strap-on almost affectionately. "But for standard client work, even the most well-endowed men, you're prepared. My work with you is complete."

The finality hit me. This was my last official stretching session.

"Will I see you again?" I asked.

"Of course. I teach other classes. And I enjoy watching my success stories in action." Her grey-blue eyes warmed slightly. "You're one of my best graduates, Eva. I'm proud of what you've become."

The praise from this strict, elegant domme meant more than I expected. She'd guided my anal training from virgin to elite capacity. She'd been the one to unlock my ass's potential.

"I couldn't have done it without you," I said honestly.

"No, you couldn't. But you showed up, you endured, you pushed past limits. That took courage." She gestured to my gaping hole. "Now go rest. Let your body recover. Tomorrow begins your life as an elite-capacity sissy."



Walking back to my room was humiliating. My hole was so gaped I couldn't insert any plug yet—the large one was too big for my abused hole, and even the medium wouldn't stay in. I leaked lube with every step, leaving a trail, my destroyed ass unable to clench shut.

Other staff and sissies saw me. Some smirked knowingly. Others looked impressed. Everyone recognized the walk of someone who'd just taken extreme depth.

Luna was waiting in my room, having somehow known I'd need her.

"How was it?" she asked gently.

"Ten inches," I said, collapsing onto my bed on my stomach. "For forty-five minutes. Then ten minutes brutal. I graduated."

"Holy shit, Eva. That's incredible." She examined the large plug in the box. "And you earned this? Three inches? That's serious territory."

"I know." I turned my head to look at her. "My hole is destroyed. Can't even close right now."

"That's normal after extreme stretching. Want me to help you clean up?"

"Please."

Luna helped me to the shower, gently washing away the lube and sweat, carefully avoiding my sensitive, gaping hole. Under the warm water, my body started to relax.

"I'm proud of you," Luna said, shampooing my hair around my pigtails. "Completing Mistress Veronica's full stretching program is no joke. You're officially elite now."

"What does that mean, practically?"

"Means you can take premium bookings. Size kings. BBC clients who are too big for most sissies. Extreme requests. And most importantly—you charge more. Elite capacity commands elite rates."

Always the financial angle. But she was right. My body was an investment, and I'd just significantly upgraded its value.

After the shower, I lay on my bed while my hole slowly recovered. Within an hour, I could clench again—sore and tender, but functional.

"Ready to try the large plug?" Luna asked.

I nodded, nervous but determined.

She lubed it generously—the three-inch plug was massive compared to my previous medium. "This is going to be intense," she warned. "Even after ten inches, this plug is wider."

I positioned myself on hands and knees, and Luna carefully pressed the large plug against my entrance.

The stretch was immediate and intense. My hole, already exhausted from training, protested. But Luna worked patiently, applying steady pressure, letting my body adjust inch by inch.

When the widest point finally pushed inside, I gasped. The sensation was overwhelming—so much fuller than my medium plug, stretching my entrance wider than it had ever been stretched during rest.

The plug slid home, the neck seating properly, my hole clenching around it. The jeweled base pressed against me—larger, more substantial, impossible to ignore.

"How does it feel?" Luna asked.

I shifted experimentally. The large plug moved with me, filling me completely, a constant awareness of its presence.

"Huge," I admitted. "So much bigger than the medium. I can feel it constantly."

"That's the point. Keeps you stretched, ready for extreme sizes." Luna helped me stand. "Walk around. Get used to it."

I walked carefully around my room. Every step made me aware of the plug. The three-inch width created constant pressure, a fullness that bordered on uncomfortable but wasn't quite painful.

"This is my daily wear now," I said, still processing. "Three inches. Constantly."

"Welcome to elite capacity," Luna grinned. "Your ass is officially premium property."

I looked at myself in the mirror. Same pigtails, same makeup, same C-cup breasts, same caged clitty. But now with a visibly larger plug base showing when I bent or moved certain ways.

Elite capacity. Graduated. Able to take anyone, any size.

The training was complete. My hole was fully developed. I was everything the Institute wanted me to be.

And despite the soreness, despite the overwhelming fullness of my new plug, I felt proud.

I'd done it. I'd pushed past every limit, endured every session, graduated from Mistress Veronica's brutal training.

My ass could now take ten inches of sustained rough fucking. Could accommodate the largest clients. Could handle anything.

That was an accomplishment. A skill. A point of pride.

I was Eva, the elite-capacity sissy. And I'd earned every inch of that title.


Chapter 19: Size King

Week nineteen. Saturday evening. Three days after graduating from Mistress Veronica's stretching program, three days of wearing my new 3-inch large plug constantly.

My hole had adjusted to the massive plug surprisingly quickly—the constant stretch keeping me perpetually aware, perpetually ready.

Scarlett knocked on my door with that particular smile that meant either a very good booking or a very challenging one.

"Premium client," she announced, checking her tablet. "Specifically requested 'elite capacity sissy with large plug training.' Paying two hundred base, plus tips."

Two hundred. That was elite-tier rates.

"What's the catch?" I asked warily.

Scarlett's smile widened. "He's... substantial. Vince. Former basketball player. Six-foot-eight. And proportionally endowed."

My stomach fluttered. Proportionally endowed at six-eight meant...

"How big?"

"He listed twelve inches on his profile." Scarlett's ice-blue eyes gleamed. "This is exactly why you completed that stretching program. You're one of the few sissies here who can actually accommodate him."

Twelve inches. An entire foot of cock. The biggest I'd ever attempted.

My newly-graduated hole clenched around my large plug nervously. I'd taken ten inches from Mistress Veronica's strap-on, but a real cock—especially that thick and long—would be different.

"When?" I asked, trying to sound confident.

"Twenty minutes. Wear something that shows off your curves. He specifically requested 'busty and flexible.'" She paused at the door. "Eva? Don't be intimidated. Your training prepared you for this. Just remember to breathe and use your words if it's too much."

After she left, I stood in front of my mirror, assessing. My C-cups filled out a tight pink tank top that said "BABYGIRL" across the chest. A tiny white skirt barely covered my ass. White thigh-highs and heels completed the look. My pigtails were perfect, my makeup fresh, my glossy lips inviting.

I looked like a pornstar ready to take monster cock.

The thought made my caged clitty twitch.



The knock came precisely on time. I opened the door and had to crane my neck upward.

Vince was massive. Six-foot-eight of pure muscle—broad shoulders, defined chest visible through his tight t-shirt, arms thick as my thighs. His skin was deep brown, his head shaved, his features handsome and strong. He was maybe twenty-eight, in absolute peak physical condition.

And when his eyes dropped to my chest, his smile was warm and genuine.

"Eva?" His voice was deep, resonant. "Damn, photos don't do you justice. You're gorgeous."

"Thank you," I managed, trying not to be too obviously intimidated. "Come in."

He ducked slightly entering my room—door frames weren't built for his height. Once inside, he looked around, then back at me with that same warm smile.

"First time with someone my size?" he asked perceptively.

"Is it that obvious?"

"Little bit. But hey, no pressure. We go at your pace." He pulled out his wallet, counting bills. "Two hundred base, right? And I'll add another fifty for being patient with me."

He handed me two hundred and fifty dollars before anything happened. The gesture eased some of my anxiety—he was paying extra for patience, not demanding performance.

"Thank you," I said, setting the money on my dresser.

"Mind if I ask something?" Vince sat on my bed—the frame creaked under his weight. "How much can you actually take? Scarlett said you're elite capacity, but I don't want to hurt you."

His concern was surprisingly sweet for someone his size.

"I just graduated stretching training," I explained. "Took ten inches for forty-five minutes. I'm wearing a three-inch large plug right now."

"Okay, that's good. That's really good." He seemed relieved. "Most girls—uh, sissies—tap out around eight or nine inches. Having that extra capacity means we can actually make this work."

"How often do you..." I gestured vaguely at his crotch.

"Find someone who can take it all?" He laughed, deep and genuine. "Almost never. Usually I bottom out halfway and have to be super careful. It's frustrating as hell." His eyes met mine seriously. "So if you can actually take me—all of me—that would be fucking incredible."

The psychology clicked. This wasn't about dominating me with his size. He just wanted to experience being fully inside someone. To feel complete penetration instead of holding back.

"I'll try," I promised. "My training was specifically for this."

"Then let's take it slow and see what happens." Vince stood, pulling off his t-shirt to reveal his muscular torso. "Fair warning—everything's proportional."

He wasn't kidding.

When he dropped his jeans and boxer briefs, my jaw literally dropped.

His cock was the biggest I'd ever seen in person. Twelve inches at least, maybe more, and thick—thicker than my wrist. His balls hung heavy and huge, the size of large eggs. Even soft, he was massive. As he stroked himself a few times, blood flow made him swell even larger, his cock hardening into a dark, veiny, intimidating monster.

"Fuck," I breathed.

"Yeah, I know." He stroked his full length, showing it off. "Foot-long cock. Sounds great in theory, but finding partners is a nightmare. Most people see this and nope out."

"I'm not noping out," I said, trying to sound braver than I felt. "I trained for this."

Vince's smile was brilliant. "You have no idea how good that is to hear."

He approached me, his cock bobbing with each step—fully hard now, twelve inches of thick black cock pointing at me like a weapon. He cupped my face gently with one huge hand.

"We start slow," he said. "Lots of foreplay. Lots of lube. And if it's too much, you say so. Deal?"

"Deal."

He kissed me—surprisingly gentle for someone his size. His lips were soft, his tongue exploratory rather than demanding. One of his massive hands cupped my breast through my tank top, thumb circling my nipple.

"Love these tits," he murmured against my mouth. "Real ones on a sissy are rare. You're special."

His attention to my breasts continued—pulling up my tank top, playing with my C-cups, sucking my nipples until they were hard and sensitive. His huge hands made my breasts look smaller, but his touch was reverent rather than rough.

"Lie back," he instructed. "Let me prep you properly."

I lay on the bed, and Vince positioned himself between my legs. He pulled off my skirt and panties, exposing my caged clitty and the large plug base.

"Three inches, you said?" He examined the plug. "That's substantial. Good. You're going to need that stretch."

He pulled the plug free slowly—all three inches sliding out and leaving me empty. The sensation made me whimper.

"Easy," he soothed. He grabbed my bottle of lube and poured generously over my hole. "I'm going to prep you with my fingers first. Make sure you're really ready."

His fingers were as thick as some cocks. One slid inside easily—my large plug had kept me open. Two fingers stretched me nicely. Three fingers made me gasp.

"Good," Vince murmured, working his three thick fingers inside me. "You're taking these well. Opening up nicely." He angled his fingers, finding my prostate, rubbing it expertly. "There you go. Feel good?"

"Yes," I gasped. His fingers were hitting all the right spots, making my cage leak steadily.

"Get you nice and relaxed. Nice and ready." He added more lube, his fingers working me open. "You're going to need to be completely relaxed to take me. No tension."

He finger-fucked me for several minutes, systematically relaxing my hole, getting me aroused and pliant. By the time he withdrew his fingers, I was writhing, desperate for more.

"Ready to try?" he asked.

"Yes. Please."

Vince positioned himself between my legs, lifting them onto his massive shoulders. The position put my ass at the perfect angle, but also made me feel incredibly small—his huge frame looming over me, his twelve-inch cock pointing at my entrance.

"Remember, you control the pace," he said. "I'll push slowly. You tell me if it's too much."

He pressed the head of his cock against my hole.

The size difference was immediately apparent. Even just the head was larger than anything I'd taken. It pressed against my entrance, demanding entry, stretching me wider than my 3-inch plug.

"Breathe," Vince instructed. "Push out slightly. Let it in."

I forced myself to relax, to breathe, to accept. The head pushed inside with a pop that made me cry out.

"You okay?" Vince froze, concern clear on his face.

"Yes—just big—so big—"

"I know, baby. I know." He held still, letting me adjust to just his head. "Take your time. We got all night."

After a moment, my hole started to relax around his massive head. The initial burning stretch faded to manageable fullness.

"Okay," I gasped. "More."

He pushed slowly. Inch by agonizing inch, his thick cock stretched me wider and deeper than I'd ever been stretched. Four inches. Six inches. Eight inches.

"Halfway," Vince announced, his voice strained. "You're taking me so good. So fucking good."

Halfway meant six inches. I still had six more to go.

He pushed deeper. Nine inches. Ten inches. I'd reached my stretching-program limit, but his cock kept going. Eleven inches. The stretch was intense, bordering on painful, my hole screaming that this was too much.

"Almost," Vince groaned. "Just one more inch. Come on, baby, you can take it. You can take all of me."

He pushed the final inch inside.

I felt his balls press against my ass. All twelve inches. Completely seated. Fully inside me.

"Holy fuck," Vince breathed, his eyes wide. "You took it. You took all of me. All twelve inches."

His reaction made me feel proud despite the overwhelming fullness. I'd done what most couldn't. I'd accommodated his full length.

"How does it feel?" I gasped.

"Incredible. Fucking incredible." He pulled back slightly, then pushed forward again, testing. "I'm completely inside someone. No holding back. No stopping halfway. This is... fuck, this is amazing."

He started moving—slow, careful strokes that used most of his length. Not brutal, but thorough. Each thrust drove deep, reaching places I didn't know existed. The fullness was overwhelming, the stretch constant and intense.

My C-cups bounced with each thrust. My cage strained uselessly. The sensation of being completely filled, completely stretched, was unlike anything I'd experienced.

"You're so tight," Vince groaned, his strokes getting longer. "So fucking tight around me. Best hole I've ever had."

His huge hands gripped my thighs, holding me in place while he fucked me. His massive body moved with athletic grace, his twelve inches pumping in and out with increasing confidence.

"Harder," I heard myself beg. "Fuck me harder."

"You sure?" he asked, but his strokes were already deepening.

"Yes—please—need it—"

Vince unleashed. His athletic build powered thrust after thrust, his twelve inches pounding into me with real force now. The bed frame creaked dangerously. My body shook with each impact. The huge balls slapping against my ass with each thrust.

And I loved it.

The pain had transformed into pleasure. The overwhelming fullness became addictive. I wanted more, needed more, craved the feeling of being completely filled by this massive cock.

"Gonna make you cum," Vince panted, angling his thrusts to hit my prostate with every stroke. "Gonna fuck a sissygasm out of you."

His skill combined with his size was devastating. Each thrust hammered my prostate while stretching me completely. The dual sensation built pressure in my core.

"Close—so close—" I gasped.

"Cum for me," he commanded. "Cum on this big dick."

I came screaming.

The sissygasm exploded through me, my cage spurting weakly while my ass clenched rhythmically around all twelve inches buried inside me. The orgasm was violent, almost painful in its intensity.

"Fuck yes," Vince groaned, fucking me through it. "Squeeze that dick. Milk it."

But he didn't stop. He kept pounding, kept stretching, kept filling me completely. The orgasm seemed endless, extending with each thrust.

When it finally faded, I collapsed backward, boneless and spent.

"Round two," Vince announced, flipping me over onto my stomach.

Before I could protest, he pushed back inside from behind. Doggy position. His twelve inches felt even deeper this way, hitting new angles.

"You're taking it so perfect," he panted, gripping my hips. "Never had someone accommodate me like this. Never."

He fucked me from behind with abandon—long, complete strokes that showed off his full length. I watched in the mirror across from us—his huge muscular body towering over my smaller frame, his massive cock disappearing completely into my ass with each thrust.

The visual was pornographic. Obscene. Beautiful.

"Gonna cum again," I warned, feeling the pressure building impossibly fast.

"Do it. Cum again." Vince reached around, pressing against my caged clitty. "Cum from this big cock filling you up."

The second orgasm hit harder than the first. My vision whited out, body convulsing, hole clamping down on his twelve inches like a vise.

"Fuck—you're so tight when you cum—" Vince's rhythm faltered. "Gonna—gonna fill you up—"

His cock swelled inside me. Then pulsed.

The first shot of cum felt like a firehose. Hot and thick and volumous. His huge balls clearly produced massive loads. Shot after shot pumped into me, flooding my hole, filling me completely.

"Take it all," he groaned, still cumming. "Take all this nut."

So much cum. More than any client had ever produced. It flooded me, overflowed, leaked out around his cock still buried inside me. When he finally finished, he stayed seated, letting every drop drain into me.

"Fuck," he breathed, finally pulling out slowly.

The sensation of twelve inches withdrawing left me gasping. When he finally pulled free, my hole gaped obscenely—stretched wider than ever, cum pouring out in thick streams.

Vince stared at my destroyed hole with satisfaction. "That's the prettiest thing I've ever seen. You took all of me. Every fucking inch."

I lay there, unable to move, cum leaking steadily from my gaped ass. My large plug wouldn't even stay in right now—my hole was too stretched to grip anything.

"You okay?" Vince asked, concerned again despite having just destroyed me.

"Perfect," I managed. "That was... incredible."

"For me too." He grabbed tissues, helping clean me up gently. "Never had anyone take my full length and actually enjoy it. You're amazing."

He left four hundred dollars on my dresser—double what he'd already paid.

"Premium service," he explained at my shocked expression. "And I'm definitely booking again. That was the best sex of my life."

After he left, I lay in my bed, too exhausted to move, cum still leaking from my stretched hole.

Luna knocked and entered, taking one look at me and whistling low.

"BBC?" she asked.

"Twelve inches. All of it."

"Holy shit, Eva. That's size queen territory." She helped me sit up. "How was it?"

I thought about Vince—his patience, his skill, his genuine appreciation for someone who could take him completely.

"Incredible," I admitted. "Best client I've had. He actually cared about making it good for me too."

"That's rare with size kings." Luna examined my gaping hole. "Your plug isn't fitting back in tonight, is it?"

"Definitely not."

"That's okay. Let your hole rest. Tomorrow you can reinsert." She pulled my covers over me. "You just took twelve inches of BBC and loved it. That's an achievement."

She was right. I'd taken the biggest cock I'd ever seen, accommodated it completely, came twice, and earned four hundred dollars.

My training had paid off. My elite capacity had been tested and proven. I could handle size kings now, could accommodate massive cocks that most sissies couldn't.

And the addictive part? I wanted to do it again. Wanted to feel that full, that stretched, that completely dominated by sheer size.

Mistress Veronica's training had awakened something in me. A preference. A craving.

I was officially a size queen. And I was perfectly fine with that.


Chapter 20: Full Circle

Week twenty. Tuesday afternoon. The booking notification popped up with a name I recognized immediately.

Marcus Williams. The huge client from Book 1 who'd held me in a Full Nelson position and fucked me brutally. Six-foot-five, muscular, powerful. He'd stretched my limits back then—now nearly five months ago—making me scream into a pillow while suspended in his arms, completely helpless.

I remembered that session vividly. The initial terror. The overwhelming helplessness of being lifted and spread. The brutal fucking that had felt like too much, bordering on injury. How I'd barely been able to walk afterward.

But that was before. Before months of training. Before C-cups. Before elite capacity. Before I'd learned to love being dominated.

Scarlett confirmed the booking. "Marcus specifically requested you. Said he wanted to see how much you've improved."

"When?"

"Tomorrow, 7 PM. He's paying premium—one hundred fifty."

After she left, I stood in front of my mirror, examining the person I'd become. My C-cups sat heavy on my chest. My 3-inch large plug kept me constantly stretched. My pigtails framed a face that looked nothing like Evan Park anymore.

Marcus had fucked the old me—the barely-trained sissy who'd only been at the Institute a few weeks. Now he'd fuck the new me—elite capacity, milk-producing, fully feminized.

I wondered if he'd notice the difference.



Marcus arrived precisely at 7 PM, filling my doorway with his massive frame. He looked exactly as I remembered—six-five, heavily muscled, the kind of body built in gyms over years. His dark skin gleamed with health, his shaved head caught the light, and his eyes were sharp and assessing.

Those eyes roamed over me slowly, taking in every change.

"Damn," he breathed. "Scarlett wasn't exaggerating. You've transformed."

"You noticed?" I did a slow turn, letting him see everything. My C-cups in a tight crop top, my ass barely covered by a pink mini-skirt, my legs long and smooth in thigh-highs.

"Hard not to. Last time you were..." He gestured vaguely. "Smaller. Flatter. Scared."

"I was new."

"And now?" He stepped inside, his presence dominating the small space.

"Now I'm trained." I met his eyes confidently. "Elite capacity. Completed stretching program. I can handle anything."

Marcus's grin turned predatory. "That's what I want to hear. Because last time, I had to hold back. Didn't want to break you." He grabbed my chin, tilting my face up. "But if you're really trained now... I won't hold back this time."

My cage twitched at the threat-promise.

"I want you to try to break me," I said boldly. "I want to show you how much I've improved."

"Fuck, you've got confidence now too." He released my chin and pulled out one hundred fifty dollars, tossing it on my dresser. "Strip. Show me what's changed."

I peeled off my crop top slowly, revealing my C-cups. Marcus's eyes widened.

"Those are real?"

"All real. Grown naturally." I cupped them, showing their weight. "And they lactate when I cum."

"Jesus Christ." He reached out, cupping one breast, testing its weight. "These are incredible. Last time you were flat as a board."

I shimmied out of my skirt and panties next, revealing my caged clitty and the jeweled base of my large plug.

"Still caged," Marcus noted approvingly. "But bigger plug. What size?"

"Three inches. Large."

His eyebrows rose. "That's serious training. Last time you had what, the small one-inch?"

"Medium, two inches. But I've graduated since then. Took ten inches in my final stretching session."

"Ten inches?" Marcus whistled. "Okay, you're definitely not the same scared little sissy I fucked last year. You're a professional now."

"Exactly."

He stripped efficiently, revealing his muscular body and his thick eight-inch cock—already hardening as he looked at me. I remembered that cock. Remembered how it had felt in the Full Nelson position, hammering into me while I was helpless.

But I wasn't scared this time. I was excited.

"Same position as last time?" I asked, already knowing the answer.

"Same position. But harder. Faster. No holding back." He cracked his neck. "Show me this elite capacity."

Marcus sat on my bed, his muscular thighs spread. "Pull your plug out. Then come sit on my lap, facing away from me."

I pulled the large plug free—three inches sliding out and leaving me empty and ready. Then I positioned myself between his legs, my back to his chest, my ass hovering over his hard cock.

His huge arms wrapped around me from behind, hands gripping under my knees.

"Ready?" he asked.

"Yes."

He lifted me effortlessly—six-five and pure muscle made my small frame weightless in his grip. My legs spread wide, knees pulled up and apart, completely exposing my hole. My feet dangled in the air. I was suspended, spread, helpless.

The Full Nelson position. Complete vulnerability.

Last time, this position had terrified me. The helplessness. The exposure. The knowledge that I couldn't move, couldn't escape, could only endure whatever he did.

This time, it made my cage leak with anticipation.

Marcus lowered me slowly onto his cock. The thick eight inches pushed inside, stretching me, filling me. But compared to Vince's twelve inches, compared to Mistress Veronica's ten-inch training sessions, this was... manageable.

"Fuck, you're so much looser now," Marcus groaned. "Still tight, but I can actually slide in easy. Last time I had to force it."

"Told you. I'm trained now."

"Damn right you are." He seated me fully, his cock buried to the hilt. Then he started bouncing me.

His powerful arms lifted me and dropped me onto his cock with rhythmic force. I had no control—couldn't adjust the angle, couldn't slow down, couldn't do anything except take it. My body was his toy, suspended and spread for his use.

But instead of overwhelming me, it felt perfect.

"Harder," I gasped. "Bounce me harder."

"You want harder?" Marcus's grip tightened. "Last time you were crying, begging me to stop."

"I'm not last time. I'm better now. I'm trained." I threw my head back against his shoulder. "Fucking use me. Show me what you've got."

Marcus unleashed.

He bounced me violently on his cock, his powerful arms controlling my entire body. Each drop impaled me completely, his cock hitting deep, his balls slapping my ass. The force would have hurt the old me. The new me loved it.

My C-cups bounced wildly with each impact. My cage swung and leaked. The mirrors surrounding us showed the obscene display—my legs spread wide and pulled up, my hole stretched around his cock, my body suspended and helpless.

"Look at you," Marcus panted. "Taking it like a pro. Not crying. Not begging me to stop. Actually fucking enjoying it."

"Because I am," I moaned. "Love being helpless. Love being bounced on your cock like a toy."

"Fuck yes." He adjusted his grip, pulling my legs even wider, spreading me further. "That's what I wanted to hear. You're a real slut now, aren't you?"

"Yes! I'm a slut! I'm your toy!"

The words came naturally. No shame. No hesitation. Just truth.

Marcus fucked me harder, bouncing me faster, using my body ruthlessly. The helplessness was absolute—I couldn't move my legs, couldn't change position, couldn't do anything except take his cock and moan.

And I fucking loved it.

"Gonna make you cum," Marcus growled in my ear. "Gonna bounce you on this dick until you cream yourself like the sissy slut you are."

"Yes—please—make me cum—"

His angle shifted slightly, and suddenly his cock was hammering my prostate with every bounce. The pressure built impossibly fast—prostate stimulation combined with complete helplessness, his hands gripping me, his muscles flexing, his cock owning my hole.

"Cumming—I'm cumming—" I gasped.

"Do it. Spray for me."

The orgasm exploded through me. My cage spurted weakly while my ass clenched rhythmically around his cock. But Marcus didn't stop bouncing me. He kept fucking me through the orgasm, prolonging it, making me scream with overstimulation.

And my breasts responded.

Milk sprayed from my nipples—twin jets of white that arced forward, spattering the carpet. The lactation triggered by orgasm, my C-cups leaking everywhere while I was suspended and impaled.

"Holy shit!" Marcus stared at my spraying tits. "You weren't kidding about the milk. That's so fucking hot."

He bounced me harder, watching my breasts spray with each impact. Milk flew everywhere—my chest, the floor, soaking everything.

"More," he demanded. "Cum again. Make those tits spray more."

The overstimulation pushed me toward a second orgasm. His cock hadn't stopped, my prostate was being abused relentlessly, and the helplessness of being held and bounced like a toy combined into overwhelming sensation.

I came again, harder than the first time. More milk sprayed, my cage spurted again, and I screamed myself hoarse.

"Fuck—can't hold back—" Marcus's rhythm got erratic. "Gonna fill you up—"

His cock swelled inside me. Then pulsed.

Hot cum flooded my hole, filling me while I was still suspended. He bounced me through his orgasm, each drop impaling me on his pulsing cock, his seed pumping deep into my stretched hole.

When he finally stopped, we were both panting. He held me suspended for a moment longer, his cock still inside me, my hole full of his cum.

"Fuck," he breathed. "That was incredible. Way better than last time."

"Told you I'd improved."

He laughed, the sound rumbling through his chest into my back. "Improved is an understatement. Last time you could barely take it. This time you were begging for more." He lowered me carefully, his cock sliding free, cum immediately leaking from my well-used hole.

I stood on shaky legs, turning to face him. My breasts were slick with milk, my face flushed, my hole dripping his cum.

Marcus looked at me with genuine admiration. "You've transformed. That scared little sissy who could barely handle a Full Nelson is gone. You're a real slut now."

The old me would have been devastated by those words. The new me took them as the compliment they were meant to be.

"Thank you."

"I mean it. You're incredible." He pulled out his wallet again, adding another fifty to the payment. "For being exactly what I needed. For letting me actually let loose instead of holding back."

Two hundred total. Premium rates for premium performance.

After he left, I cleaned up the milk and cum, then examined myself in the mirror. The same position that had nearly broken me five months ago was now something I actively enjoyed. The helplessness that had terrified me was now arousing.

I'd transformed completely. Not just physically—breasts, cage, plug, feminine presentation—but mentally. The scared boy who'd signed that contract was gone. In his place was Eva, the professional sissy who begged to be bounced on cock while suspended and helpless.

Luna knocked and entered, taking in my disheveled state.

"Full Nelson?" she asked, recognizing the specific exhaustion that position caused.

"Same client from Book 1. He noticed how much I've changed."

"I bet he did." Luna sat beside me. "You've come a long way since those early days."

"I barely recognize that person," I admitted. "That scared kid who cried during rough sessions."

"You grew up. Grew into yourself." Luna squeezed my hand. "The Institute breaks some sissies. But you? You thrived."

She was right. Against all odds, against my initial resistance, I'd not just survived—I'd excelled. I'd become elite capacity. I'd grown real tits. I'd found genuine love with Luna. I'd discovered strengths I didn't know I had.

The contract had trapped me here. But the person I'd become was my choice.

And looking at my reflection—pigtails, makeup, C-cups, caged clitty, well-fucked hole—I couldn't help but feel proud.

This was me. Eva. The sissy slut who loved being suspended and bounced on cock. Who lactated when she came. Who could take twelve inches of BBC or ten inches of brutal training.

This was who I was meant to be, and I was just getting started.


Chapter 21: Communal Release

Week twenty-one. Friday afternoon. Gym day.

Coach Morgan's workout program had become routine—three times a week, I joined the other Institute sissies for flexibility training, core work, and stamina building. The gym was where we maintained our bodies, kept ourselves tight and toned for client work.

Today's session had been particularly intense. Split training, deep stretches, core exercises while wearing our plugs. By the end, I was covered in sweat, my muscles burning pleasantly, my C-cups heaving as I caught my breath.

"Hit the showers, ladies," Coach Morgan barked, his deep voice echoing through the gym. He stood at the front, arms crossed over his massive chest, his tight tank top soaked with sweat. "You've got fifteen minutes before the evening shift."

The locker room was connected to the gym—all white tile and chrome fixtures, communal showers along one wall, lockers lining the other. Five sissies filed in together, me and Luna included, all of us sweaty and exhausted.

"Fuck, that was brutal," Luna groaned, peeling off her sports bra. Her B-cups bounced free, nipples hard from exertion. "My legs are jelly."

"Coach is evil," agreed Jasmine, another regular—petite Asian sissy with A-cups and the longest black hair I'd seen. "Making us do splits while plugged? Sadistic."

"But effective," I admitted, stripping off my own sports bra. My C-cups were slick with sweat, heavy and sore. "My flexibility has tripled since I started."

We stripped efficiently—removing our workout clothes, our cages visible in all sizes (Luna and I both wore our standard cages, Jasmine had a tiny pink micro-cage, two others wore metal cages), our plug bases showing when we bent over. Everyone wore plugs during workouts—Coach Morgan's rule. "Keeps you aware of your purpose," he'd said on day one.

The communal showers were already running. No privacy walls, no curtains. Just six shower heads mounted on the wall, open space for all of us to wash together.

This had been awkward the first few times. Now it was normal. Just sissies cleaning up after a workout, bodies on display without shame.

I stepped under the hot spray next to Luna, letting the water soak my hair (carefully avoiding my pigtails), wash away the sweat and grime. Around me, the other sissies did the same—a collection of feminized bodies in various stages of development.

"Your tits got bigger again?" Jasmine asked, staring openly at my chest. "They were B-cups last month, right?"

"C-cups now," I confirmed, soaping my breasts. "Third growth."

"They're perfect," Luna said, reaching over to cup one. "Heavy but perky. Great shape."

Her casual touch was normal here. In the showers, we compared, complimented, helped each other wash hard-to-reach spots. The boundaries that existed with clients didn't apply among fellow sissies.

"Check out Amber's new cage," Jasmine called out, pointing at the redheaded sissy across from us.

Amber struck a pose, showing off the glittering cage between her legs. "Custom ordered. Swarovski crystals. Cost me a week's earnings but so worth it."

"Fabulous," Luna approved. "Makes my pink cage look basic."

"Your cage is cute," I assured her. "Matches your hair."

We continued showering, the conversation flowing easily. Someone complimented Jasmine's new ankle tattoo. Another sissy showed off her recently pierced nipples. Luna demonstrated her newly-perfected split (all the way down, plug visible).

"Plug check!" Amber announced, turning around and bending over. Her jeweled plug base—emerald green—winked in the fluorescent light. "Three inches. Just upgraded."

"Same!" I turned and bent over, showing my large plug. "Elite capacity club."

"Still working on two inches," Jasmine admitted, showing her medium plug base. "But I'm getting there."

"You'll upgrade soon," Luna encouraged. "Your hole can definitely handle three inches."

The plug comparison was routine. We all took pride in our capacity, our training, our ability to accommodate. It was a shared accomplishment, something to celebrate together.

The locker room door opened.

Coach Morgan walked in, and every sissy froze.

He was completely naked except for a towel around his neck. His muscular body was on full display—broad shoulders, defined chest, ridged abs, powerful thighs. And between those thighs hung the biggest cock I'd seen outside of Vince.

Nine inches soft. Thick as a beer can. His heavy balls swung with each step.

Every eye in the showers locked onto his cock.

"Don't mind me," Coach Morgan rumbled, walking to a locker. "Just need to grab something before you ladies monopolize the facilities."

But none of us could look away. His cock was mesmerizing—so much bigger than our caged clitties, so much more impressive than most clients. It swayed with his movements, the head clearly defined even soft.

"Holy shit," Jasmine whispered. "Is that thing even real?"

"All natural," Coach Morgan said without turning around, clearly aware of our stares. "Benefits of good genetics and testosterone."

He bent over to dig through his locker, his ass flexing, his balls visible from behind. Luna's hand found mine, squeezing. We were all thinking the same thing.

We wanted it.

Coach Morgan straightened, turning to face us with a knowing smile. The towel around his neck was his only covering, and he made no attempt to hide his impressive cock.

"See something you like, ladies?"

Five caged sissies nodded in unison.

His smile widened. "Well, I do have some time before my next training session." He stroked his cock casually, making it swell slightly. "Who wants extra credit?"

Every hand shot up.

"Eager students." Coach Morgan's cock continued hardening, growing from nine inches soft to what looked like eleven or twelve inches fully erect. "All right. Form a line by the benches. Present position. I'll take you one at a time."

We scrambled out of the showers, dripping wet, racing to the benches that ran between the locker rows. Luna got there first, bending over one bench with her ass presented. I took position at the next bench. Jasmine, Amber, and the others lined up at the remaining benches.

Five sissies, bent over, asses presented, plugs visible. Waiting to be fucked by Coach Morgan's massive cock.

"That's what I like to see," Coach Morgan said, approaching Luna first. "Good form. Back arched. Holes ready." He pulled her plug free, tossing it aside. "Let's see how flexible you really are, Luna."

He pushed inside her with one smooth thrust. Luna gasped, fingers gripping the bench, as Coach Morgan's huge cock filled her completely.

"Nice and tight," he grunted, starting to fuck her with efficient strokes. "All that training paying off."

The rest of us watched, transfixed. Luna's face showed pleasure-pain, her B-cups swaying beneath her, her caged clitty dripping. Coach Morgan used her hole with practiced ease, his powerful body driving forward repeatedly.

"That's it. Take that dick. Show your classmates how a good sissy handles cock."

Luna moaned, pushing back against his thrusts. Her flexibility training was evident—she arched deeper, angled better, accommodated him perfectly.

Coach Morgan fucked her for maybe three minutes—long enough to establish dominance, not long enough to finish—then pulled out suddenly.

"Next," he announced, moving to me.

My plug was yanked free before I could breathe. Then his thick cock pressed against my hole.

"Let's test that elite capacity," Coach Morgan said, pushing inside.

I gasped as his massive girth stretched me. Even with my large plug training, he felt huge—thicker than anyone except maybe Vince, and much more aggressive in his entry.

"Good," he approved, starting to fuck me. "Your hole's properly trained. No resistance. Takes dick like a champ."

His praise made me glow with pride even as his cock destroyed me. Each thrust was powerful, decisive, showing off his athletic control. He wasn't making love—he was demonstrating technique, showing the other sissies what proper fucking looked like.

"Watch her tits bounce," Coach Morgan instructed the others. "See how her body responds. That's what good training produces."

I caught glimpses of the others watching me—Luna already finger

ing herself, Jasmine with wide eyes, everyone transfixed by the sight of me being fucked by Coach's monster cock.

Then he pulled out of me too, moving to Jasmine.

"Your turn, small fry."

Jasmine whimpered as his cock pushed into her—she was the tightest of us, her medium plug barely enough preparation for his size. But Coach Morgan was patient, working his girth inside gradually, stretching her carefully.

"Breathe. Relax. Accept it."

He gave her the same treatment—three minutes of competent fucking, showing her body what it could handle—then moved to Amber.

And so it went. Coach Morgan worked down the line, fucking each of us in turn, his stamina seemingly endless. By the time he'd been through all five sissies once, we were all dripping with need, our holes stretched and desperate, our cages leaking puddles.

"Round two," he announced. "But this time, I want a show. I want to see you sluts getting off on being watched."

He returned to Luna, pounding into her harder this time. "Play with yourself. Make yourself cum while I fuck you."

Luna reached back, fingers finding her cage, rubbing desperately. Within a minute, she was moaning loudly, her body shaking with a sissygasm while Coach Morgan's cock continued its assault.

"Beautiful," he praised. "See that, ladies? That's what I want from all of you."

He moved to me next. This time, his fucking was brutal—no holding back, just raw power driving his cock deep repeatedly.

"Touch your tits," he ordered. "Make those fat tits bounce for everyone."

I cupped my C-cups, squeezing my nipples while he pounded me. The dual stimulation—his cock in my ass, my hands on my breasts, the knowledge that four other sissies were watching—pushed me toward orgasm fast.

"Cumming—gonna cum—" I gasped.

"Do it. Spray for us."

I came hard, my cage spurting while my ass clenched around his cock. And my breasts responded—milk spraying from my nipples, shooting forward to splatter on the locker room floor.

"Holy fuck," Jasmine breathed. "She's lactating."

"Told you these tits were special," Coach Morgan grunted, still fucking me through my orgasm. "Nothing like a lactating sissy."

He moved through the line again, fucking each sissy to orgasm. Jasmine came screaming. Amber squirted from her cage. Everyone orgasmed while being watched by the others, our collective arousal feeding off itself.

By the third round, it had devolved into an orgy.

Coach Morgan was fucking Amber when Luna crawled under the bench, her tongue finding my hole. I gasped, still recovering from my second orgasm, as she licked my stretched entrance, cleaning Coach's precum from my hole.

Jasmine joined in, her mouth finding Luna's hole, creating a chain. The other two sissies were kissing, groping each other's breasts, fingers exploring cages and holes.

Coach Morgan watched with satisfaction, his cock still pumping into Amber. "There it is. That's team bonding. That's what I like to see."

When he finally came—buried deep in Jasmine's ass, his third load of the session—we were all tangled together. A pile of feminized bodies, caged clitties pressed against each other, hands and mouths everywhere, shared pleasure and exhaustion.

Coach Morgan stood over us, his massive cock still impressive even after cumming three times. "Good workout, ladies. Same time next week?"

We could only moan in agreement.

After he left, we lay there for several minutes, too satisfied to move. Eventually, Luna giggled.

"Best gym session ever."

"We should get extra credit for that," Amber agreed.

"Pretty sure we just did," I said, feeling cum leak from my well-used hole.

We eventually helped each other to the showers again, washing away the cum and sweat and fluids. The mood was light, playful. We'd shared something—not just Coach Morgan's cock, but the experience of communal pleasure.

This was what the Institute created. Not just individual sissies serving clients, but a community. A family of feminized people who understood each other, supported each other, fucked each other without shame.

As I reinserted my large plug and dressed in clean clothes, I caught Luna's eye in the mirror. She smiled, and I smiled back.

This was home. These were my people. This gym, this locker room, these sissies who'd just been fucked alongside me—they were my community.

And that felt right.

The gym had stopped being just about fitness weeks ago. It was where we bonded, where we compared our transformations, where we sometimes got lucky enough to be used by Coach Morgan's massive cock.

It was another part of my life that had transformed from obligation into pleasure.

Just like everything else at the Institute.

I was changing. Not just my body—though that was undeniable—but my perspective. What had started as survival had become participation. What had felt like imprisonment now felt like belonging.

I was Eva. Elite capacity sissy. Luna's girlfriend. Coach Morgan's eager student. Member of the Institute community.

And I was exactly where I was supposed to be.


Chapter 22: Documented Degradation

Week twenty. The week I'd been dreading since Derek's first visit.

Scarlett appeared at my door Tuesday afternoon with her tablet and an expression that told me this wasn't going to be pleasant.

"Derek Morrison booked again," she said without preamble. "For tomorrow evening. And he's bringing two friends."

My stomach dropped. "Friends?"

"Tyler Chen and John Matthews." She consulted her notes. "Same college, same Computer Science program. They specifically requested you by name—or rather, they requested 'that sissy slut Evan.'"

Tyler and John. Derek's constant companions at school. The ones who'd laughed when Derek spilled coffee on my laptop. Who'd called me "virgin loser" in the cafeteria. Who'd been copied on Derek's photos when he'd exposed me to the entire CS department.

"I can't," I whispered. "Three of them. They all know who I was. It's too much."

Scarlett's ice-blue eyes were unsympathetic. "Contract clause seventeen: workers may not refuse service based on client identity, prior relationship, or personal discomfort. Derek and his friends paid premium group rate—two hundred fifty dollars. You service all three."

"Scarlett, please—"

"Eva." Her voice was sharp. "They paid. You serve. That's how this works. If you refuse, I'll assign you to butt-wall duty for a month." She paused, letting that sink in. The butt-wall was the ultimate punishment—restrained with only your ass through a hole, available for anyone to use, twelve-hour shifts. "Is that what you want?"

"No," I admitted miserably.

"Good. Tomorrow, 7 PM. Wear something revealing. They specifically requested 'slutty college girl.'" She turned to leave, then paused. "Eva? They're going to be cruel. Prepare yourself."

After she left, I collapsed on my bed. Three of them. All of them had seen Derek's photos and videos. All of them knew exactly what I'd become.

And they were going to document everything.

Luna found me an hour later, still curled in bed.

"Heard about tomorrow," she said softly, climbing in beside me. "Derek and his friends."

"I can't do it."

"You can. And you will. Because you're stronger than you think." She wrapped her arms around me. "They're just boys. Mean boys, yeah. But you've survived worse. You survived five-man gangbangs, twelve-inch BBC, Derek's first visit. You can survive this."

"They're going to film it. Post it everywhere. Everyone from school will see."

"They already saw Derek's photos. The damage is done." Luna kissed my temple. "Nothing they film tomorrow changes what people already know. You're out as a sissy. This is just... confirmation."

I wanted to believe her. But the thought of Tyler and John—the whole package of my college humiliation—seeing me like this made me want to disappear.



Wednesday, 7 PM. The knock came right on time.

I opened the door wearing what Scarlett had demanded—a too-tight white tank top that said "DADDY'S GIRL" across my C-cups, a pink plaid mini-skirt that barely covered my ass, white knee socks, and heels. My pigtails were perfect. My makeup was heavy. I looked like a pornographic schoolgirl fantasy.

I looked exactly like what they wanted to see.

Derek stood in the center, flanked by Tyler and John. All three were dressed casually—jeans and t-shirts—and all three stared at me with predatory grins.

Tyler was lean and Asian, about five-nine, with stylish black hair and sharp features. John was broader, maybe six feet, blonde and athletic. Both were conventionally attractive. Both had bullied me mercilessly at school.

"Holy fucking shit," Tyler breathed, eyes roaming over my body. "Derek wasn't exaggerating. Evan Park grew tits."

"Real ones too," Derek added proudly, like he'd been the one to give them to me. "And they lactate when she cums."

"No fucking way," John said. "We have to see that."

They filed inside, and I closed the door behind them with shaking hands. Three former classmates. Three witnesses to my complete degradation.

Derek pulled out his phone immediately, setting it up on my dresser with a clear view of the bed. A professional tripod—he'd come prepared.

"Before we start," Tyler said, circling me slowly, "I want to say—this is the best thing that ever happened to you, Evan. At school, you were nothing. A boring little nerd who'd never get laid. Now look at you—hot body, dick-sucking lips, dressed like a slut. This is an upgrade."

The words were meant to humiliate, but there was a twisted logic to them. Evan Park had been invisible, lonely, sexless. Eva got fucked constantly, earned money, had a girlfriend, had a body men desired.

"Say thank you," Derek ordered. "Thank Tyler for the compliment."

"Thank you," I whispered.

"Louder. Look at the camera."

I turned to face the phone. "Thank you, Tyler. For saying my transformation is an upgrade."

"Much better." Derek pulled out two hundred fifty dollars, tossing it on my dresser. "Now, the rules. We're filming everything. We're going to fuck you, degrade you, use you however we want. And you're going to love it. You're going to moan and beg like the slut you've become. Got it?"

"Yes."

"Yes, what?"

"Yes, Sir."

"Good girl." Derek gestured to his friends. "Tyler, John—you first. Show her what we do to college sluts who forget their place."

Tyler and John approached me from either side. Tyler grabbed my tank top and yanked it up, exposing my C-cups. "Look at these tits. Fucking incredible. How much did these cost?"

"They're natural," I said. "Hormone injections."

"So you willingly grew tits." John cupped one breast roughly, squeezing. "You chose to look like this. To be a girl."

"Yes."

"Say it. Say what you chose."

"I chose to grow breasts. I chose to look like a girl." The words came easier than I expected.

"Damn right you did." John's other hand flipped up my skirt, exposing my panties and caged clitty. "And you chose this cage too. Chose to lock away that pathetic little dick."

Tyler laughed. "Holy shit, it's tiny. What is that, two inches?"

"If that," Derek supplied from his position filming. "She got an injection that was supposed to make her dick bigger, but she's such a sissy it backfired and shrank it instead."

That wasn't entirely true, but I didn't correct him.

"So you're permanently caged with a micro-dick," Tyler summarized, "and you have real tits. You're basically a girl now. Just with a useless nub instead of a pussy."

"Yes," I admitted.

"Perfect." John pushed me toward the bed. "On your knees. We're going to show you what happens to girls who try to be smart in our classes."

I knelt on the carpet, facing the three of them. They stood in a semi-circle, pulling out their cocks. All three were hard—Derek's 7.5 inches I recognized, Tyler's was maybe 7 inches and curved, John's was thick and 8 inches. All pointed at my face.

"Open," Derek ordered.

I parted my glossy lips, tongue extended.

Derek pushed inside first, his familiar thickness filling my mouth. But then Tyler stepped closer, his cock pressing against my lips alongside Derek's.

"Take both," Tyler said. "Open wider."

I stretched my jaw, trying to accommodate two cocks at once. It was almost impossible—my mouth wasn't designed for this. But they forced in anyway, Derek and Tyler's cocks fighting for space, stretching my lips painfully wide.

"Look at that," John said, filming with his own phone now too. "Two dicks in her mouth at once. This is going on PornHub. 'Nerdy Asian Sissy Takes Multiple Cocks.'"

I could barely breathe with two cocks in my mouth. Couldn't close my lips. Could only kneel there, jaw aching, drool running down my chin, while they laughed.

"My turn," John said.

Tyler pulled out, but John took his place. Now it was Derek and John's cocks filling my mouth, even thicker together, stretching me even more.

They took turns—two at once, switching positions, making me service combinations of them. Sometimes one would fuck my throat while the other rubbed his balls on my face. Sometimes both would just rest their cocks on my tongue, making me taste them.

"This is going everywhere," Tyler announced, filming close-up. "CS department group chat. Our fraternity page. Maybe even LinkedIn. 'Former classmate's new career.'"

The threat should have devastated me. Instead, my cage leaked.

"She's getting wet from this," Derek noticed. "Look at her cage. Dripping. She actually likes being humiliated."

"Fucking slut," Tyler said, but it sounded almost admiring.

They continued the assault on my mouth—two cocks, three cocks when John tried to push his balls in alongside Derek's cock. My jaw was destroyed. My throat was sore. Makeup ran down my face in streaks. Drool covered my chin and chest.

But I kept taking it. Kept servicing all three. Because this was what I did now. This was who I was.

"Ready for the money shot?" Derek asked his friends.

"Fuck yeah," Tyler agreed. "Let's paint this slut."

All three stepped back, jerking their cocks rapidly while I knelt before them. I knew what was coming. Knew they wanted me covered.

"Tongue out," Derek ordered. "Look at the camera. Smile."

I extended my tongue, tilted my face up, and smiled—a degraded, broken smile that showed them exactly how thoroughly they'd won.

Tyler came first, his cum splattering across my forehead and cheek. John followed immediately, thick ropes painting my nose and lips. Derek finished last, aiming for my tongue and chin, coating me completely.

Three loads. All over my face. Dripping from my chin onto my exposed breasts.

"Perfect," Tyler breathed, filming my cum-covered face. "Say hi to everyone at school, Evan."

"Hi everyone," I slurred through the cum. "This is what I do now."

"And what are you?" Derek prompted.

"I'm a sissy slut. A cumdump. A professional whore."

"That's right. And you love it, don't you?"

The honest answer surprised me. "Yes. I love it."

Because I did. Despite the humiliation. Despite knowing this would be posted everywhere. Some part of me loved being used, degraded, covered in cum.

Derek zoomed in on my face. "There you have it, folks. Evan Park, Computer Science student, now Eva Park, cum-covered sissy. Subscribe to our OnlyFans for more."

They were going to monetize my degradation. Upload this professionally. Make money off my humiliation.

And my cage was leaking puddles onto the floor.



After they left—after they'd taken dozens more photos, filmed me cleaning their cocks with my mouth, made me pose with cum still on my face—I sat on my bed and stared at nothing.

The videos would be online by morning. Everyone would see. Tyler had said PornHub, Derek mentioned OnlyFans, John had posted clips to Twitter already ("College slut serves three bros—thread!").

My complete exposure was inevitable.

Luna knocked softly, entering with a warm washcloth.

"Let's clean you up," she said gently, wiping the cum from my face.

"They filmed everything. They're posting it everywhere."

"I know."

"Everyone will see. Everyone from school. Professors. Former classmates. Everyone will know exactly what I've become."

"Yes," Luna said simply. "They will. And then what?"

"What do you mean?"

"After everyone knows. After the videos go viral. After you're fully exposed as a sissy prostitute. Then what?" She cupped my face. "You'll still be you. Still Eva. Still my girlfriend. Still here at the Institute. Nothing actually changes."

"Everything changes—"

"Does it?" Luna challenged. "You already work here. You already service clients. You already have C-cups and a cage and a plug. The only thing that changes is other people knowing about it. But you're not living for other people anymore. You're living for you."

Her words cut through my spiral.

She was right. What Derek and his friends documented was true. I was a sissy. I did serve clients. I was feminized and caged and thoroughly trained.

Being exposed didn't change the reality. It just made it public.

"I'm proud of what I've become," I said quietly, realizing it as I spoke. "Not ashamed. Proud."

"There it is." Luna kissed my forehead. "Let them post their videos. Let the world see. You're Eva. You're amazing. And you're mine."

That night, the videos did go viral. Derek's OnlyFans gained thousands of subscribers. Tyler's Twitter thread got tens of thousands of retweets. John's PornHub upload hit the front page of their amateur section.

"College Nerd Turned Sissy Slut" was trending.

And mixed in with the cruelty and mockery in the comments were dozens—hundreds—of messages saying variations of "she's hot though," "wish she'd service me," "actually living her truth," and "transition goals honestly."

My exposure had backfired on Derek. Instead of just humiliating me, he'd advertised my services.

By morning, I had twenty-seven booking requests from people who'd seen the videos.

Scarlett forwarded them all with a note: Premium rates. You're famous now. Charge accordingly.

Luna was right. Nothing had actually changed except now I had customers I'd never have reached before.

Derek had tried to destroy me.

Instead, he'd made me more successful.

The irony wasn't lost on me.


Chapter 23: Power Reversal

Week twenty-one. Friday afternoon. Scarlett appeared at my door with an unusual expression—something between amusement and satisfaction.

"I have an interesting proposition for you," she said, stepping inside and closing the door behind her.

"Okay?" I said warily. Scarlett's "propositions" were rarely simple.

"Derek Morrison owes the Institute fifteen hundred dollars."

My attention sharpened immediately. "What?"

"He's been booking premium services. Multiple girls, extended sessions, special requests. Put it all on his credit card, but his payment bounced. Twice. His account is now in collections." Scarlett's ice-blue eyes gleamed. "Institute policy: when clients can't pay, we offer... alternative arrangements."

My heart pounded. "What kind of arrangements?"

"We allow other clients or staff to collect the debt through services rendered." She pulled out her tablet, showing me Derek's account. "Your name came up as someone who might have... particular interest in collecting."

The implication hit me like a freight train. "You want me to make Derek pay? How?"

Scarlett's smile was predatory. "However you want, Eva. He's a debtor. That puts him in a very different power position than a paying client." She tilted her head. "Did you know Institute policy allows debt collection through reversal services? We restrain the debtor, and the collector... extracts payment however they see fit. Within consensual boundaries, of course."

My mind raced. Derek. Restrained. Unable to refuse. At my mercy.

The revenge fantasy I didn't know I had suddenly bloomed in vivid detail.

"You're saying... I could make him serve me?"

"Exactly. If you're interested, we can schedule it for tonight. He's already been informed that his debt requires alternative repayment. He's not happy about it, but he signed the waiver." She showed me a document—Derek's signature at the bottom, agreeing to "alternative debt resolution through consensual reversal services."

"He agreed to this?"

"Reluctantly. But bankruptcy or legal action were his alternatives. This is actually his lightest option." Scarlett leaned against my dresser. "So, Eva. Do you want to collect Derek's debt? Do you want to make your bully serve you for once?"

The word "yes" came out before I could think. "Yes. Absolutely yes."

"Good. I'll have him brought to Dungeon Room Three at 8 PM. Fully restrained, completely at your disposal. One hour. Make it count."

After she left, I stood in shock. This was happening. Derek—who'd humiliated me, exposed me, used me—was about to experience the other side.

Luna knocked and entered, immediately sensing my energy. "What happened?"

"Derek owes the Institute money. Can't pay. So I get to collect." I turned to her, eyes wide. "I get to dominate him, Luna. Make him serve me. Reverse everything he did."

Luna's grin was wicked. "Oh, this is going to be therapeutic as hell."



Dungeon Room Three was exactly what it sounded like—black walls, red mood lighting, restraint equipment everywhere. And in the center, tied to a bondage chair, was Derek.

He was stripped to his boxer briefs, wrists restrained to the chair arms, ankles strapped to the legs. A leather collar around his neck. His muscular body was on full display—the gym-bro physique he was so proud of, now completely helpless.

His face when he saw me enter was priceless. Shock, then recognition, then horror.

"No. No fucking way." He strained against the restraints. "Not you. Anyone but you."

"Hello, Derek." I circled him slowly, savoring his helplessness. I'd dressed for the occasion—leather corset pushing my C-cups up, short skirt, thigh-high boots with heels. I looked like a dominatrix. Felt like one too. "Apparently you forgot to pay your bills."

"This is bullshit. I paid—"

"Your credit card bounced. Twice. You owe fifteen hundred dollars." I stopped in front of him. "And I'm here to collect."

"Scarlett said someone would collect, but she didn't say it would be you." Derek's bravado cracked slightly. "Come on, Evan. Eva. Whatever. We can work something out."

"We are working something out. I'm going to use your mouth. Just like you used mine." I ran one finger down his chest. "How does it feel, Derek? Being helpless? Knowing you have to do whatever I say?"

"Fuck you."

"No. Fuck you." I grabbed his jaw, forcing him to look at me. "You filmed me. Exposed me. Humiliated me to everyone we knew. Now it's your turn."

I pulled a small remote from my corset—Scarlett had given it to me. "This controls the chair. It can recline, rotate, adjust height. Very versatile." I pressed a button.

The chair tilted backward slightly, forcing Derek into a more vulnerable position. Another button lowered him until he was at waist height.

"Perfect," I murmured. "Right at cock-sucking level. Appropriate, don't you think?"

"I'm not sucking your dick. No fucking way."

"First of all, this isn't a dick anymore. It's a clitty." I flipped up my skirt, showing my pink cage. My 2-inch nub was barely visible inside. "Second, you don't have a choice. You signed the waiver. You consent to alternative debt resolution."

"I didn't consent to sucking cock!"

"Technically a clitty. And technically, you consented to whatever the debt collector requires." I pressed the remote again, bringing him even lower. "Open your mouth, Derek."

"No."

I called out, "Scarlett? Can you remind Derek of the consequences of non-compliance?"

Scarlett's voice came through a speaker—she was watching on cameras. "Derek Morrison, refusal to participate in debt resolution will result in immediate legal action, criminal charges for fraud, and blacklisting from all Institute services. Your choice."

Derek's face went through several emotions. Finally, he slumped in defeat. "Fine. But this is fucked up."

"Says the guy who filmed himself and two friends face-fucking a crying sissy." I removed my cage carefully—Scarlett had given me the key for this special occasion. My tiny clitty emerged, barely two inches even when I was aroused.

And despite everything—despite the revenge fantasy, despite the power reversal—I was aroused. My clitty was hard, all two inches of it.

"Look at that," Derek sneered. "Pathetic. That's not even worth sucking."

"Then it should be easy for you." I stepped closer, pressing my clitty against his closed lips. "Open. Or Scarlett calls the police."

Derek's lips parted reluctantly.

I pushed inside.

The sensation was strange—I'd been caged for so long, any stimulation to my clitty felt overwhelming. But more than the physical sensation was the psychological one. Derek Morrison—my bully, my tormentor—had my clitty in his mouth.

"Suck it," I ordered, trying to sound authoritative.

Derek's mouth moved slightly, barely any suction. He was complying minimally, just enough to avoid consequences.

"I said suck it." I grabbed his hair—the same way he'd grabbed mine. "Like you meant it. Show me what you forced me to learn."

Something in my tone must have convinced him this was real. His suction increased. His tongue moved against my clitty, inexperienced but present.

The sensation was incredible. Months without any direct stimulation meant every touch felt electric. And the psychology—Derek servicing me, even reluctantly—made it even more intense.

"That's better," I panted, my grip tightening in his hair. "See? You can follow instructions when properly motivated."

I started moving my hips, fucking his mouth with shallow thrusts. My tiny clitty didn't reach far, but the friction of his lips, the warmth of his mouth, was enough.

"Remember when you face-fucked me?" I asked, voice breathy. "Remember when you filmed it? Posted it everywhere? Called me a slut while I choked on your cock?"

Derek made a muffled sound—not quite protest, not quite agreement.

"This is what that felt like," I said quietly. "Helpless. Used. Documented."

I pulled back, letting him breathe. His face was flushed, eyes conflicted.

"You know what?" I stepped away, re-caging my clitty. "I could make you finish this. Make you taste my cum. Film it and post it just like you did to me."

Derek stared at me, waiting for the revenge he deserved.

"But I'm not going to." I adjusted my corset. "Because unlike you, I'm not actually cruel. I just wanted you to understand—to feel what I felt."

"What?" His voice was rough from having my clitty in his mouth.

"Your debt is paid. The Institute accepts my testimony that you've learned your lesson." I moved to the restraints, unbuckling them. "You're free to go."

Derek's wrists came free. He rubbed them, staring at me in confusion. "That's it? You're letting me go?"

"I'm showing you mercy. Something you never showed me." I met his eyes. "But Derek? Don't come back. Don't book me again. Don't film me. We're done. This is the end of it."

He stood slowly, grabbing his clothes from the chair. For a moment, he just looked at me—really looked. Not at my tits or my cage, but at my face.

"You've changed," he said quietly.

"I've grown. There's a difference."

"I..." He struggled with something. "Tyler and John. The videos we posted. That was fucked up. I know it was fucked up."

"Yes. It was."

"I don't know if sorry means anything, but..." He pulled on his jeans. "You didn't deserve that. The filming, the exposure. That was cruel."

An apology. From Derek Morrison. I hadn't expected that.

"Thank you," I said carefully. "Apology accepted."

"We're deleting the videos," he said. "And the OnlyFans account. Keeping the money we already made, but nothing new. Tyler agreed. John too." He finished dressing, not quite meeting my eyes. "For what it's worth... you do look happy now. Happier than at school. So maybe Tyler was right. Maybe this is better for you."

After he left, I stood alone in the dungeon room, processing what had just happened.

I'd had Derek completely at my mercy. Could have degraded him. Humiliated him. Filmed him sucking my clitty and posted it everywhere.

But I'd chosen mercy instead.

Because revenge, I realized, wasn't about making him suffer. It was about showing him I was bigger than his cruelty. Better than his bullying.

I was Eva. I had C-cups and a cage and elite capacity. I was a successful sissy who'd found love and community and purpose.

Derek's opinion didn't matter anymore. His power over me was gone.

That was the real victory.



Luna was waiting outside the dungeon room, leaning against the wall.

"How'd it go?" she asked.

"I let him go."

Her eyebrows rose. "You... let him go? Without making him finish?"

"I made my point. He apologized. They're deleting the videos. That's enough."

Luna studied me for a long moment, then smiled. "You're better than me. I would have made him swallow."

"I thought about it. But..." I shrugged. "Revenge is boring. Moving on is more satisfying."

"Look at you, being mature and shit." Luna took my hand. "I'm proud of you. That took real strength."

We walked back to my room together, and I felt lighter than I had in weeks. Derek was handled. The threat was neutralized. The videos would come down.

And most importantly, I'd proven to myself that I was in control of my choices. I could have been cruel. Could have degraded him the way he degraded me.

But I chose better.

That choice, more than anything else, proved I wasn't just a victim of circumstance. I was an active participant in my life. Making decisions. Setting boundaries. Choosing mercy when I could have chosen cruelty.

I was Eva. And Eva was stronger than Derek Morrison's bullying could ever break.

That felt like winning.


Chapter 24: Ultimate Degradation

Week twenty-one. Saturday morning. Scarlett appeared at my door earlier than usual, her expression unreadable.

"Derek's debt situation," she began without preamble. "While you showed admirable restraint last night, the Institute still needs to recover the fifteen hundred he owes."

My stomach sank. "I thought his debt was resolved?"

"Partially. You provided... educational services. But monetary debt requires monetary compensation or service equivalent." Her ice-blue eyes studied me. "Since he can't pay, and you're connected to his case, Institute policy requires you to cover his outstanding debt through additional service."

"What? That's not fair—"

"Life rarely is." Scarlett's tone was matter-of-fact. "You chose to release him early. That was your decision. But the debt remains. Someone has to pay."

"How much service are we talking about?"

"One day. Staff bathroom duty." She paused. "As a urinal."

The word hung in the air like a bomb.

"A... urinal?"

"Restrained in position. Staff members use the facilities. You... accommodate." Scarlett's expression didn't change. "It's extreme degradation, yes. But it's also worth fifteen hundred in debt credit. One day of service covers Derek's entire debt."

My mind reeled. Urinal duty was punishment level—something threatened but rarely enacted. And she was asking me to volunteer for it.

"Do I have a choice?"

"Of course. You can refuse. Derek's debt goes to collections, legal gets involved, he potentially faces criminal charges." Scarlett leaned against my doorframe. "Or you can take one day of extreme service, clear his debt, and move on. Your choice."

Neither option was good. But having Derek face criminal charges because I'd shown him mercy felt wrong. And one day—just one day—versus potential legal chaos...

"When?" I asked quietly.

"Today. Noon to midnight. Twelve hours." Scarlett's expression softened slightly. "Eva, I'm not forcing you. This is genuinely optional. But I thought you might prefer a clean resolution."

I thought about Derek's face last night. His hesitant apology. The promise to delete the videos.

"Okay," I said finally. "I'll do it."



The staff bathroom was on the third floor, rarely used by clients—mostly Institute employees on breaks. Scarlett led me there at 11:45 AM, carrying a duffel bag of equipment.

The bathroom was standard—three stalls, two urinals, sinks. But modifications had been made. One urinal had been fitted with a custom restraint system—metal frame, padded supports, strategic openings.

"How this works," Scarlett explained, her voice clinical. "You'll be positioned here—" she indicated the restraint system "—with your head and upper body accessible from the urinal side. Staff will use the facilities as normal. Your mouth will be... available. For whatever they need."

My throat went dry. "Whatever they need?"

"Some will just piss. Some may want more. Blowjobs, cum deposits, whatever. You accommodate." She set down the duffel bag. "You can refuse actual sexual service—that's not required. But the urinal aspect is mandatory for the full twelve hours."

"I can refuse sex but not... being pissed on?"

"Correct. The debt service is specifically urinal duty. Anything beyond that is negotiable in the moment." Scarlett pulled out the restraint equipment. "Strip. Let's get you positioned."

I undressed slowly, my hands shaking. This was extreme even by Institute standards. But I'd agreed. One day. Twelve hours. For Derek's debt.

For my mercy last night.

Scarlett helped me into position. The restraints held me kneeling, upper body tilted forward into the urinal alcove, head at the perfect height. My arms were strapped to support bars. My legs were spread and secured. A padded rest supported my torso but left my breasts hanging free.

My ass was exposed behind me, plug visible. My face was positioned directly in front of the urinal bowl, inches away from where streams would flow.

"There," Scarlett said, checking the restraints. "Secure but not painful. You can maintain this for hours." She positioned a water bottle with a straw within reach of my mouth. "Stay hydrated. I'll check on you periodically."

"Scarlett..." My voice was small. "Is this... am I really doing this?"

"Yes. But remember—you chose this. You can safe-word any time. Say 'red' and I'll release you immediately. Derek's debt goes to collections, but you're free." Her hand touched my shoulder. "But if you complete the full twelve hours, you'll have proven something important. That you can endure anything. That no degradation breaks you."

She left before I could respond.

I knelt there alone, staring at white porcelain inches from my face, waiting for the first staff member to arrive.



The first one came at 12:15 PM.

I heard the bathroom door open, footsteps approaching. A man's voice humming something. The footsteps stopped at my urinal.

"Oh fuck," he said, surprise clear. "Scarlett wasn't kidding. There's actually a sissy in here."

I couldn't see him—my position only gave me a view of the urinal itself. But I heard his zipper, heard fabric shifting.

"This is the strangest thing I've seen here," he muttered. "And I've seen some shit."

His cock appeared—soft, maybe five inches—positioned over the urinal. Over me.

"Uh, you good?" he asked awkwardly. "This is consensual, right? Scarlett said it was but—"

"It's consensual," I confirmed, voice shaky. "I'm here voluntarily."

"Okay. Weird, but okay. Well... here goes, I guess."

His stream started. Warm piss splashed into the urinal, the sound echoing off porcelain. Some splashed up, hitting my face. I flinched, gasping.

"Shit, sorry!" He angled away slightly. "Didn't mean to—"

"It's fine," I said, though it wasn't. "Just... continue."

He finished, shook off, tucked himself away. "You're a trooper. That's dedication."

After he left, I knelt in the aftermath. Drops of piss on my face. The smell overwhelming at close range. My cage surprisingly hard despite—or maybe because of—the degradation.

This was going to be a long twelve hours.



By 3 PM, I'd lost count of how many staff members had used the urinal.

Most just pissed—quickly, awkwardly, apologizing when splash hit me. A few were crueler, deliberately aiming to spray my face, laughing at my gasps.

One woman—a domme I recognized from training sessions—stood over me and pissed directly on my face while calling me degrading names. The warm stream soaked my hair, ran down my cheeks, dripped onto my breasts. I kept my mouth closed, but the humiliation was total.

"Good urinal," she'd said with satisfaction. "Know your place."

By 5 PM, the smell was unbearable. I reeked of piss. My face was perpetually damp. My hair was soaked. The water bottle Scarlett had left was my only salvation—clean water to wash the taste from my mouth between uses.

Then things escalated.

A male staff member approached the urinal, but instead of just pissing, his cock was hard.

"Scarlett said extras were negotiable," he said, his hard seven-incher pointing at my face. "You up for a blowjob? I'll piss after."

The choice was mine. I could refuse. But my mouth had been a receptacle for piss all day. Adding cum seemed almost... cleaner.

"Okay," I agreed.

His cock pushed into my mouth. I sucked mechanically, my skills automatic after months of practice. He came in about three minutes, filling my mouth with cum. I swallowed—the familiar taste almost welcome after hours of urine.

Then he pissed in the urinal, some splashing my cum-coated lips.

"Thanks, urinal," he said cheerfully, tucking himself away.

After that, several more staff members requested blowjobs. Some pissed first, then wanted to cum in my mouth. Others came first, then pissed. The order varied, but the result was the same—I serviced them, accommodated them, swallowed everything they gave me.

By 8 PM, I was exhausted. Soaked. Degraded beyond anything I'd experienced. My jaw ached from blowjobs. My face was crusty with dried piss. My breasts hung heavy, untouched except for when they got splashed accidentally.

But I'd survived. And somehow, underneath the revulsion, underneath the humiliation...

My cage was hard. Had been hard for hours.

The degradation was arousing me. The complete objectification—being reduced to a toilet, a cum dump, a collection of holes for staff to use—was hitting some dark psychological trigger.

I was getting off on being treated like a urinal.

The realization should have horrified me. Instead, it explained everything. Why I'd thrived at the Institute despite the degradation. Why rough clients made me wetter than gentle ones. Why humiliation scenes leaked my cage more than vanilla sex.

I was wired for this. My psychology craved degradation. Needed it.

At 9 PM, someone approached but didn't use the urinal. Instead, footsteps moved behind me.

"Scarlett said I could use the back end too," a male voice said. "That cool?"

"Yes," I said automatically.

My plug was pulled free. A cock—thick and aggressive—pushed into my hole. He fucked me while I was restrained, bent over the urinal, my face inches from piss-stained porcelain.

The rough use combined with my degraded state pushed me toward orgasm. My cage strained, leaked, throbbed with need.

"Gonna cum in this toilet hole," he grunted, pounding harder.

The degrading description—calling my ass a "toilet hole"—made my cage spurt pre-cum.

He came inside me, flooding my hole with cum. Then, still inside me, he pissed.

The sensation was bizarre and horrifying. Warm piss flooding my ass, mixing with his cum, filling me from the inside. When he pulled out, both fluids poured from my hole, running down my legs.

"Fuck, that was hot," he said. "Best piss I've had in years."

After he left, I knelt in the mess—piss and cum dripping from my hole, my face damp, my body thoroughly used and degraded.

And I came.

Without anyone touching me. Without any stimulation beyond the overwhelming degradation. My cage spurted weakly, my ass clenched on nothing, and a sissygasm rolled through me purely from psychological stimulus.

I came from being a urinal.

The realization broke something in me. Or maybe fixed something. I didn't know anymore.



Midnight finally arrived. Scarlett appeared to release me from the restraints.

"Twelve hours complete," she said, unbuckling the straps. "You did it, Eva. Derek's debt is paid in full."

I collapsed to the floor, unable to stand immediately. My legs were numb from kneeling. My body ached. I was covered in piss, cum, and shame.

Scarlett helped me to a utility shower in the corner of the bathroom, turning on the hot water.

"Clean up. Take your time. Then rest tomorrow. You've earned it."

Under the spray, I scrubbed my skin raw, trying to wash away the smell, the memory, the knowledge of what I'd become.

But even clean, even back in my room, even tucked into fresh sheets with Luna holding me...

I couldn't stop thinking about it.

Couldn't stop remembering how I'd orgasmed from pure degradation.

"You okay?" Luna asked softly.

"I came," I whispered. "From being a urinal. I came without being touched."

"That's..." Luna paused. "That's okay. Degradation is a kink. Your kink, apparently."

"Is it wrong? To get off on being treated like that?"

"It's not wrong if it's consensual. You chose to be there. You chose to stay." She kissed my temple. "Some people need degradation to feel pleasure. You're one of them. That's not bad. That's just... you."

I pressed closer to her. "Derek's debt is paid. It's over. I never have to see him again."

"Never," Luna confirmed. "He's banned from booking you specifically. Scarlett added it to your profile. He can't come back."

Relief washed over me. The Derek chapter was finally closed. His debt was paid through my sacrifice. His power was neutralized.

And I'd learned something fundamental about myself in the process.

I was a degradation slut. The ultimate humiliation activated something deep in my psychology. I didn't just tolerate extreme degradation—I orgasmed from it.

That knowledge would shape everything going forward. Every booking, every service, every choice.

I wasn't just a sissy. I was a sissy who needed degradation to feel complete.

And somehow, that felt like freedom.


Chapter 25: Farm Opportunity

Week twenty-two. Monday afternoon. Dr. Lyra summoned me to her lab with an unusual note: "Exciting opportunity—bring questions."

I arrived to find her practically bouncing with enthusiasm, her white lab coat swishing as she gestured me inside.

"Eva! Perfect timing. Sit, sit." She patted the examination table. "I have the most interesting proposition for you."

I climbed onto the table warily. Dr. Lyra's "interesting propositions" ranged from mildly kinky to completely life-changing. "What kind of proposition?"

"You're lactating beautifully with your C-cups. Consistent production, good volume, sweet taste based on client feedback." She checked her clipboard. "Your milk production is actually in the top percentile for sissies—most trans girls who lactate produce maybe an ounce per session. You're producing three to four ounces during your milking machine sessions."

"Okay?" I said, unsure where this was going.

"Well, I have a friend who runs a specialty farm. About an hour outside the city. Boutique operation catering to very wealthy clientele who enjoy..." She paused, choosing words carefully. "Human milk. Fresh, organic, hormone-free. Extremely expensive, extremely exclusive."

My stomach fluttered. "A farm?"

"A hucow farm, technically. Women—and the occasional well-producing trans girl or sissy—work as livestock. They're milked, cared for, treated like prize dairy cattle. It's intensive roleplay meets actual milk production." Dr. Lyra's eyes sparkled. "And the pay is excellent. One hundred dollars per session, minimum four hours. Most girls do Saturday shifts."

One hundred dollars for four hours. That was twenty-five dollars an hour—premium rates for what sounded like... being treated like a cow.

"What would I have to do?" I asked carefully.

"Exactly what it sounds like. You'd be positioned in a stall, milked by machine or hand, treated as livestock. The fantasy is complete immersion—you'd moo instead of speak, eat from bowls, be bred if clients request it." She giggled at my expression. "I know it sounds extreme. But my friend Hayes runs a very professional operation. All safety protocols, all consensual, all extremely profitable for the girls who participate."

"Bred?" That word snagged my attention.

"Some clients pay extra to 'breed the cows.' Essentially penetrative sex while you're in position. Farmer Hayes handles most breeding personally, but sometimes clients want the experience." Dr. Lyra leaned forward. "But here's the best part—sissies almost never qualify for hucow work. The farm is usually exclusively biological females who can produce significant milk volume. But your lactation is so good, Hayes agreed to let you try a session. If you produce well and maintain the livestock roleplay, you'd be the farm's first sissy cow."

Pride swelled unexpectedly in my chest. Good enough to qualify for something usually exclusive. Special enough to break their standard casting.

"One hundred dollars per session?" I confirmed.

"Minimum. If you're breeding during the shift, it can go higher. Some Saturdays, girls leave with two hundred, even three hundred depending on volume and services." Dr. Lyra pulled out a brochure—actually a brochure, with glossy photos of a pastoral farm. "Hayes runs it like a legitimate dairy operation, just... with human cows. Very discreet clientele. Politicians, executives, wealthy fetishists. They pay premium for the experience."

I studied the brochure. Photos of a red barn, green pastures, what looked like modified stalls. One photo showed a woman on all fours in a stall, milking cups attached to her breasts, a blissful expression on her face.

"What's the catch?" I asked. "This sounds too good to be true."

"The catch is the roleplay intensity. You'd be livestock for the full shift. No speaking—only mooing. You'd eat and drink from bowls. You'd urinate and defecate in the stall if needed—though Hayes provides discreet facilities." She giggled at my expression. "I know, I know. It's extreme. But the clients are paying for complete immersion. They want to believe you're actually a cow."

The degradation angle hit me immediately. After the urinal experience, after learning I orgasmed from extreme objectification, this seemed almost logical. Being treated like livestock was just the next level.

"When could I try?" I heard myself ask.

Dr. Lyra's smile widened. "This Saturday. Hayes has an opening. Four-hour shift, noon to 4 PM. One hundred dollars guaranteed, plus tips and breeding fees if applicable." She handed me the brochure. "Think about it. Let me know by Wednesday if you want to try."



That evening, Luna and I lay in bed discussing the farm offer.

"Hucow work," she said thoughtfully. "That's serious objectification. Like, next-level dehumanization."

"I know."

"But you're considering it."

"The money's good. And after the urinal shift..." I trailed off.

"After the urinal shift, you learned you get off on extreme degradation," Luna finished. "So being treated like a literal farm animal sounds appealing."

She wasn't wrong.

"Is that crazy?" I asked.

"It's niche. But not crazy." Luna rolled onto her side, facing me. "Plenty of people have hucow kinks. Animal roleplay is a whole category. And if you're lactating anyway, why not monetize it in new ways?"

"You think I should do it?"

"I think you should try one session. See how it feels. If you hate it, you never go back. If you love it..." She shrugged. "Then you've found another revenue stream that aligns with your kinks."

I thought about it. Being on all fours in a stall. Milking cups on my breasts. Mooing instead of speaking. Being bred like livestock.

My cage twitched.

"I'm going to try it," I decided. "One session. See what happens."

"That's my girl." Luna kissed me softly. "Just promise me one thing—if it's too much, if you feel unsafe, you leave immediately. Don't push past real limits for money."

"I promise."



Wednesday morning, I informed Dr. Lyra of my decision.

"Excellent!" She clapped her hands together. "I'll call Hayes. He'll be thrilled—he's wanted a sissy cow for years but never found one who could produce enough." She started typing on her phone. "Saturday, noon. I'll arrange transport. The Institute van will drive you out and pick you up."

"What should I bring?"

"Nothing. Hayes provides everything—the stall, the equipment, the feeding. You just bring yourself and your milk production." She giggled. "Oh, and Eva? Try not to eat too much Friday night. Being a cow means eating what you're fed, when you're fed. Best to arrive hungry."



Saturday morning arrived too quickly. The Institute van picked me up at 11 AM—me, dressed in simple clothes (they'd be removed anyway), my stomach nervous but excited.

The drive took an hour, city giving way to suburbs giving way to rural farmland. Finally, we turned onto a long dirt road leading to a red barn surrounded by pastures.

From the outside, it looked like any small farm. But I knew what happened inside those stalls. Knew what I was about to become.

The van parked, and a man emerged from the barn. Farmer Hayes, I presumed.

He was older—maybe fifty—with grey-brown hair shaggy and unkempt, sun-damaged skin, and the build of someone who worked with his hands. He wore blue overalls with an unusual modification—the crotch was cut out, exposing his cock and balls completely.

His cock hung soft but substantial—maybe eight inches even flaccid—and his balls were huge, hanging low and heavy. He seemed completely comfortable with his exposure, like wearing overalls with his genitals out was normal farm attire.

"You must be Eva," he said in a deep country drawl, offering a hand. "Hayes. Welcome to my farm."

I shook his rough, calloused hand. "Thank you for having me."

"Dr. Lyra speaks highly of your production." His eyes dropped to my C-cups. "And I can see why. Those are good milk tits. Let's see if they perform as well as she claims."

He led me into the barn.

Inside was more sterile than I expected—clean stalls lining each side, medical-grade milking equipment, temperature controlled. And in several stalls, women on all fours—breasts hanging heavy, milking cups attached, some with noticeable pregnancy bellies, all completely naked and clearly in the middle of being milked.

None of them spoke. A few mooed softly.

"These are my girls," Hayes said proudly. "Best milk cows in three counties. They work Saturdays and Sundays, eight-hour shifts, produce premium product for my clients."

"They're all... willing?" I asked, watching one woman's breasts being rhythmically suctioned, milk flowing through tubes.

"Contract workers, just like you. They love the work—something about the animal headspace, the simplicity of being livestock." He stopped at an empty stall. "This'll be yours. Four hours today. If you produce well and maintain character, I'll invite you back for regular shifts."

The stall was clean but basic. Padded mat for knees, built-in bowls for food and water, milking equipment mounted on the wall, and restraint points if needed.

"Rules are simple," Hayes explained. "No talking. Only moo. You're a cow, and cows don't speak human. You'll be fed, watered, milked. If clients want to breed you, I'll negotiate that separately—you can refuse any breeding you don't want. Otherwise, you just exist as livestock for four hours."

He pulled out a contract—single page, straightforward terms. One hundred dollars for four hours. Optional breeding services at fifty dollars per session. All standard health and safety protocols.

I signed.

"Good cow," Hayes said, the words somehow natural in his drawl. "Strip down. Leave your clothes in the locker by the entrance. You won't need them."

I stripped in the barn aisle, very aware of the other cows watching. My C-cups bounced free. My cage and large plug were visible when I bent to remove my panties.

"Caged," Hayes observed. "That's fine. Lots of cows have unusual anatomy. You'll fit right in." He gestured to the stall. "In position. On all fours. Head down, ass up."

I climbed into the stall and assumed the position. Hands and knees on the padded mat, back arched, breasts hanging heavy. The position was degrading and animalistic. Perfect for what this was.

Hayes knelt beside me, examining my breasts with professional detachment. "Good nipple size. Dark and prominent. Should interface well with the cups." He attached the first suction cup—a clear dome that sealed around my areola and nipple. Then the second.

The machine activated with a low hum.

Suction pulled at my nipples rhythmically. Pull, release, pull, release. The sensation was intense—more powerful than when I leaked naturally during orgasms, mechanically extracting milk from my breasts.

"There we go," Hayes said with satisfaction. "Already flowing. You're a natural." He patted my head like I was an actual cow. "Good girl. Stay in position. Just let the machine work. I'll check on you in an hour."

He left me there.

I knelt in my stall, milking cups sucking at my breasts, completely naked, completely exposed, pretending to be a cow.

And weirdly... it felt right.

The simplicity of it. No thinking. No decisions. Just existing as livestock, producing milk, serving a purpose.

My cage started to harden.

Maybe Luna was right. Maybe I did have a kink for extreme objectification.

Because being treated like a cow—completely dehumanized, reduced to milk production—was making me wet.

This was going to be an interesting four hours.


Chapter 26: Livestock

The inside of the barn was warmer than I expected, climate-controlled to keep the cows comfortable. Hayes led me past several occupied stalls, and I tried not to stare at the women on all fours—some with huge pregnant bellies, some with breasts that hung low and heavy, all of them positioned like animals, milking cups attached, soft mooing sounds echoing off the walls.

None of them looked at me. They were deep in their roles, completely immersed in being livestock.

"This is your stall," Hayes said, stopping at an empty space. Clean hay on the floor, padded supports for knees and hands, bowls built into the wall at ground level, and the milking equipment waiting. "Strip everything. Cows don't wear clothes, jewelry, or human accessories."

I removed my simple dress, my bra, my panties. Stood naked except for my cage and plug.

"Cage stays," Hayes decided, examining it. "Part of your anatomy. But the plug comes out. You'll be bred today—got a client specifically requested the new sissy cow."

My stomach fluttered. "Bred?"

"Yep. You agreed to optional breeding in the contract. Client's paying extra fifty. That okay with you?"

Fifty dollars plus the base hundred. And I'd be fucked while pretending to be a cow. The degradation appealed to something dark in me.

"Yes," I agreed. "That's okay."

"Good cow." Hayes pulled my large plug free, examining my hole. "Nice and stretched. You'll take breeding well." He patted my ass like I was actually livestock. "Into position. Hands and knees, facing the back wall. Head down."

I climbed into the stall and assumed the position. The hay was soft under my knees, the padding helped, but the position itself was submissive and animalistic. My breasts hung heavy beneath me. My ass was elevated and exposed. I was presenting like an animal in heat.

Hayes moved around to my front, attaching the milking cups to my nipples. The suction activated, and I gasped as my milk began flowing.

"There we go. Producing immediately. Good cow." He moved behind me, and I felt something press against my ass. His fingers—thick and rough—pushed inside, testing. "Stretched well. You'll accommodate breeding fine."

Then came something unexpected. He guided my head down into a bowl attached to the wall. The bowl was filled with... milk. Human milk, slightly warm, with a strange sweet-earthy taste.

"Drink," Hayes ordered. "Cows drink milk. Keep drinking until the bowl's empty. Then I'll refill with water."

I lowered my head and lapped at the milk like an animal. No hands. No dignity. Just tongue lapping at liquid, slurping messily, milk dripping from my chin.

The degradation was complete.

"Good cow," Hayes praised, patting my ass again. "You're taking to this naturally. Most new cows struggle with the animal behavior. You're embracing it."

He wasn't wrong. Something about this position, this treatment, this complete objectification—it quieted the constant anxiety in my head. I wasn't Eva, the sissy with debt and problems and history. I was just... a cow. Simple. Animal. Purposeful.

"From now until end of shift," Hayes instructed, "you only moo. No human words. If you need something, moo. If you're in pain, loud distress moo. Otherwise, quiet cattle sounds. Understand?"

"Yes—" I started, then stopped. "Moo."

"Perfect." He stood, satisfied. "Your breeding will happen in about an hour. Client's arriving at one. Until then, just be milked and fed. Be a good cow."

He left me there.

I knelt in my stall, milking machine rhythmically sucking at my breasts, head in the bowl lapping milk, ass exposed and empty. The position forced me into the role. I couldn't maintain human dignity like this. Could only exist as livestock.

And my cage was rock hard.



An hour passed. The milking cups had filled two small bottles with my milk—maybe four ounces total. More than I usually produced in a session. Something about the sustained mechanical suction and the complete objectification was improving my output.

Hayes returned, accompanied by a well-dressed man in his fifties—silver hair, expensive casual wear, the bearing of someone with money.

"This is the new cow?" the client asked, examining me. "The sissy Dr. Lyra mentioned?"

"Yep. Eva. Good producer, well-trained hole, fully committed to the roleplay." Hayes patted my ass. "She's been in position for an hour without breaking character. Moos on command."

"Impressive." The client circled my stall. "Those breasts are quite substantial for a trans girl."

"C-cups, all natural hormone growth. Lactating nicely too." Hayes showed him my filled bottles. "Four ounces in an hour. That's premium production."

"I'll take her. One breeding session."

Hayes nodded. "Standard rules. Breeding lasts until you finish. You can be as rough or gentle as you want, but no permanent harm. Cow stays in position throughout."

"Understood." The client started undressing, revealing a fit body for his age and an average seven-inch cock.

Hayes positioned himself near my head. "I'll keep her calm during breeding. Sometimes new cows panic when mounted."

But I wasn't panicking. I was eager.

The client moved behind me, his hands gripping my hips. His cock pressed against my entrance—no plug to remove, just empty hole ready to accept.

"Good breeding cow," he murmured, pushing inside with one smooth stroke.

I mooed.

The sound came naturally, instinctively. Not a human moan but an animal sound. Acknowledging penetration the way a cow would.

"Perfect," the client groaned, starting to thrust. "She's really committing to the fantasy. This is incredible."

Hayes knelt beside my head, his exposed cock—still soft but impressive—hanging at eye level. "You're doing good, cow. Just take the breeding. That's what you're here for."

The client fucked me steadily, his grip firm on my hips, using my hole with mechanical efficiency. He wasn't making love. He was breeding livestock. And I was accepting it, my body accommodating him automatically, my mind slipping further into the animal headspace.

I mooed with each thrust. The sounds were embarrassing, degrading, but somehow right. I was a cow being bred. Cows mooed. That's what this was.

"Gonna fill this cow up," the client panted, his thrusts getting harder. "Breed her deep."

His cock swelled inside me. Then pulsed.

Hot cum flooded my hole—the client's load pumping deep, filling me like I was actually being bred. He held deep, groaning, making sure every drop went inside.

When he pulled out, cum leaked from my hole immediately. Hayes caught it with his hand, pushing it back inside.

"Waste not," he said simply. "Breeding cum stays in."

The client dressed, looking satisfied. "That was therapeutic. I'll book again next month."

After he left, Hayes examined my cum-filled hole. "Good cow. Took breeding well. Kept the seed inside." He pushed my large plug back in, sealing the cum inside me. "Rest now. More milking in an hour."



The afternoon continued in the same pattern. Every hour, Hayes checked my milk production, emptied the bottles, refilled my water bowl. I drank like an animal, ate the grain-like mixture he put in my food bowl (some kind of protein supplement that tasted awful but I consumed it because cows didn't complain about food).

Around 3 PM, I needed to pee desperately. I'd been drinking constantly, and my bladder was full to bursting.

But there was no bathroom. No facility. Just the stall.

I mooed desperately, trying to communicate the need.

Hayes appeared. "Need to piss, cow?"

"Moo!"

"Then piss. Right there in your stall. Cows don't use toilets."

The instruction was clear. I was supposed to urinate right here, on all fours, like an animal.

The humiliation was staggering. But my bladder wouldn't wait. Couldn't wait.

I released.

Warm piss flowed from me, splashing onto the hay beneath me, soaking my knees. The sound was obscene, the smell immediate, the degradation complete.

I'd just pissed in a stall like livestock.

Hayes watched with professional detachment. "Good cow. Much better to go when you need to than hold it and get uncomfortable." He spread fresh hay over the wet spot. "All cows do it. Nothing to be ashamed of."

But I was ashamed. And aroused. My cage was harder than ever, straining against the plastic.

Pissing in a stall like an animal had made me horny.

What was wrong with me?



At 3:30 PM, Hayes returned with someone else. Not a client—another worker, maybe. Younger, muscular, with a knowing smirk.

"Jake here is learning the breeding technique," Hayes explained. "Mind if he practices on our cow?"

I mooed agreement—what else could I do?

Jake moved behind me, his cock already hard—thick and maybe eight inches. "She really stays in position?"

"Won't move. Won't complain. Just takes the breeding." Hayes patted my ass. "Go ahead. Breed the cow."

Jake pulled my plug free and pushed inside without ceremony. His cock was thicker than the client's, stretching me more, but my elite training accommodated him easily.

"Fuck, she's tight," Jake groaned. "Even with the plug training."

"That's good genetics and proper maintenance," Hayes said proudly, like discussing actual livestock. "This cow's hole is premium quality. Well-trained, elastic, self-lubricating."

They discussed me like I wasn't there. Like I was actually just an animal. And the objectification pushed my arousal higher.

Jake fucked me hard and fast—no finesse, just rough animal fucking. His hands gripped my hips bruisingly, his cock pounded deep, his balls slapped against my cage with each thrust.

"Gonna breed her," he announced.

"Do it. Fill the cow up."

Jake slammed deep and came, groaning loudly. Another load flooded my hole, mixing with the previous client's cum still sealed inside by my plug.

When he pulled out, Hayes immediately reinserted my plug. "Keep all that seed in. Good breeding cow retains."

Two loads now churned inside me, held in by my plug. The knowledge—that I was full of cum, that it was being kept inside me like actual breeding—made my cage leak steadily.



By 4 PM, my milk production had reached six bottles. Twelve ounces total. My breasts ached from the constant suction, but the rhythmic pulling had become almost meditative.

Hayes detached the cups finally, examining my nipples. "Good production. Better than expected for a first session." He milked each breast by hand, squeezing out the last drops. "You're approved for regular shifts if you want them. Saturdays, same time, same rate. Plus breeding fees if applicable."

He helped me stand—my legs were shaky from four hours on all fours. My knees were indented from the padding, my back was sore from the arched position, but I'd survived.

More than survived. I'd thrived.

"How do you feel?" Hayes asked, his tone more human now that the session was ending.

"Good," I admitted honestly. "That was... intense. But good."

"Most cows feel that way after their first shift. Something about the animal headspace—very meditative. Simplifies everything." He handed me a towel. "Clean up in the utility shower, then get dressed. Van'll be here in twenty minutes."

The shower was basic but functional. I washed away the hay, the sweat, the evidence of being livestock. But I kept the plug in—Hayes said the breeding cum should stay inside until tonight, "to let it settle."

When I dressed and emerged, Hayes handed me an envelope. "One hundred base plus fifty breeding fee. Plus twenty tip because you're a natural. First-session bonus."

One hundred seventy dollars. For four hours of being a cow.

"Thank you," I said.

"Thank you. You're the first sissy cow I've had who really committed. Most can't handle the animal behavior—they break character, start talking, ruin the immersion." His weathered face showed genuine appreciation. "You were perfect. Mooing, drinking from bowls, even pissed in your stall like real livestock. That's dedication."

The praise for degrading myself should have felt wrong. Instead, it felt like validation.

"I'll see you next Saturday," I heard myself say. "Same time?"

Hayes's grin was genuine. "Same time. I'll have you booked already."



In the van ride back, I sat carefully, feeling the cum still sealed inside me by my plug, my breasts tender from hours of milking, my mind drifting in the strange peaceful aftermath of livestock headspace.

Luna was waiting in my room when I returned.

"How was it?" she asked immediately.

"I mooed for four hours straight. Drank from bowls. Pissed in a stall. Got bred twice. Produced twelve ounces of milk." I collapsed on my bed. "And I fucking loved it."

Luna's eyes widened. "You loved it?"

"Something about being livestock—not thinking, not talking, just existing as an animal—it quieted everything. No anxiety. No debt pressure. No identity crisis. Just... moo. Eat. Be milked. Be bred." I turned to look at her. "Does that make me crazy?"

"It makes you someone who found a kink that works for them." Luna lay beside me. "And hey, one hundred seventy for four hours? That's excellent money."

Always the financial angle. But she was right.

"I'm going back next Saturday. Hayes already booked me."

"Then you found your side hustle." Luna kissed my shoulder. "Eva the hucow. I love it."

I smiled, feeling the cum still warm inside me, my plug holding it in place. Two loads from two different men, sealed inside me like actual breeding.

The degradation should have broken me. Being treated like livestock, being bred like an animal, being reduced to milk production and breeding stock.

Instead, it had freed me.

For four hours, I hadn't been Eva Park with crushing debt and complicated history. I'd been a cow. Simple. Purposeful. Valuable for what my body could produce.

And I wanted to go back. Wanted to moo again, wanted to be milked again, wanted to be bred again. Wanted that animal headspace where nothing existed except basic instincts and simple pleasures.

The Institute had transformed me in so many ways. Breasts. Cage. Elite capacity. Degradation kink. And now this—livestock mentality. The ability to shut off my humanity temporarily and exist as pure animal.

That was freedom in its own twisted way.

As I drifted off to sleep beside Luna, my last thought was a simple one:

I couldn't wait for next Saturday. Couldn't wait to be a cow again.

To moo and be milked and be bred and exist in that perfect simple animal state.

I'd found something I didn't know I was missing. A role that fit perfectly.

Eva the sissy. Eva the cumdump. Eva the milk cow.

All of them me. All of them true. All of them exactly what I'd become.

And I'd never been happier.



Monday morning, the message arrived via the Institute's internal system.

Eva Park. Report to Director Blackwell's office. 2 PM today. Mandatory attendance.

My stomach fluttered. Director Blackwell—the cold, corporate man who ran the entire Institute—never summoned sissies personally. Scarlett handled all day-to-day operations. If he wanted to see me, it was important.

Potentially life-changing important.

Luna helped me choose my outfit—professional but sexy. Black pencil skirt, white blouse that showcased my C-cups but wasn't too revealing, heels. My pigtails stayed, my makeup was polished, my cage and plug were standard daily wear.

"You'll be fine," Luna assured me. "He probably wants to congratulate you on your earnings. You've been exceeding quotas consistently."

But her voice didn't sound convinced.



Director Blackwell's office was on the top floor—mahogany everything, leather chairs, floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city. He sat behind an enormous desk, silver-haired and imposing in his three-piece grey suit.

"Eva Park," he greeted me without warmth. "Sit."

I perched on the edge of the leather chair facing his desk, hands folded in my lap, trying not to fidget.

"Your performance over the past six months has been... exceptional," he began, tapping a pen against a folder—presumably mine. "Started as reluctant. Became proficient. Now you're one of our top earners. C-cup breasts. Lactation specialist. Elite capacity. Degradation specialist. Farm cow. Quite the resume."

"Thank you, Director."

"Your current debt status—" he consulted the folder "—is eighty-five thousand dollars remaining on your original student loans. Plus approximately thirty-five hundred in Institute charges for modifications and equipment. Total: eighty-eight thousand, five hundred."

The number sat heavy in the air. Still so far to go.

"At your current earning rate, you'd clear this debt in approximately eighteen months. Then your contract releases, and you're free to go." His grey eyes fixed on me. "But I have an alternative proposition."

My heart hammered. "What kind of proposition?"

"Contract clause forty-seven: Performance bonuses for advanced certification." He pulled out a document, sliding it across the desk. "Complete D-cup transformation, full feminization protocol including voice modification, and qualification for elite escort tier..." He paused. "We'll reduce your remaining debt by fifty thousand dollars immediately."

Fifty thousand. That would leave less than forty thousand total.

"But it requires permanent modifications," Director Blackwell continued. "D-cups can't be reversed easily. Voice feminization is permanent. Elite tier involves extreme services that may push your current boundaries. This would be committing to deeper transformation."

Permanent. That word echoed through my mind.

But I'd already committed, hadn't I? I loved my C-cups. I'd requested every growth. I'd embraced lactation, degradation, livestock treatment. What was one more step?

And fifty thousand dollars of debt erased...

"How permanent?" I asked.

"D-cups require surgical implants behind the hormone-grown tissue to maintain volume. Voice modification uses hormone throat spray applied daily for two months—your vocal cords will physically change. Elite tier involves contracts with high-value clients who expect... comprehensive availability."

"Comprehensive?"

"Overnight sessions. Multi-day bookings. Travel potentially. You'd be representing the Institute's premiere offerings." His expression didn't change. "But the debt reduction is significant. Fifty thousand dollars for approximately two months of additional transformation protocols."

I thought about my current body. C-cups that I couldn't imagine losing. A cage I'd grown comfortable with. Elite capacity I was proud of. Degradation kinks I'd accepted.

What was adding D-cups and a feminine voice? Just more of the same trajectory.

"What would I need to do?" I asked.

Director Blackwell's lips curved into something that almost resembled a smile. "That means you're interested?"

I took a breath. Thought about my debt. Thought about Luna. Thought about the person I'd become over six months.

"Yes, Director. I'm interested. What do I need to do?"
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