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Chapter 1: D-Cup Decision

Week twenty-four. Two days after meeting with Director Blackwell.

His offer still echoed in my head: Complete D-cup transformation, full feminization protocol, elite escort tier… fifty thousand dollars of debt reduction.

I’d told him I was interested. Now I had to follow through.

I stood in Dr. Lyra’s lab mirror, examining my C-cup breasts one last time. They’d served me well—premium clients, milk fetish specialists, consistent earnings. But Director Blackwell’s deal required more. Required the final push into bombshell territory.

“Director Blackwell sent me,” I said to Dr. Lyra. “The advanced certification program. D-cups are the first step.”

Dr. Lyra looked up from her clipboard, a knowing smile spreading across her face. “Ah. So you accepted his offer.” She was dressed in her usual white lab coat—mostly unbuttoned, of course—with a black lace bra visible underneath. Her dark hair was pulled back in that sleek ponytail that always made her look both professional and impossibly sexy.

“The Director’s certification program is ambitious,” she said, setting down the clipboard. “D-cups, voice feminization, elite tier training. You understand these are permanent modifications?”

“He explained that,” I confirmed. “Fifty thousand dollars of debt reduction makes it worth it.”

“Smart girl. Always thinking financially.” Dr. Lyra circled me slowly. “D-cups are very heavy, Eva. We’re talking significant weight on your chest. Back pain is almost guaranteed, especially with your slim frame. And with the lactation serum still active…”

She trailed off, but I knew what she meant. My nipples leaked constantly now—during every orgasm, sometimes just from arousal. D-cups would produce even more milk.

“I’m committed to the program,” I said firmly.

My tiny pink cage pressed against my panties—the 2-inch nub that used to be my cock barely visible beneath the fabric. That shrinkage had happened just two weeks ago, the result of my failed attempt to reclaim masculinity. Now my clitty was useless, irrelevant. My breasts had become my primary sexual feature, the thing clients paid to see and touch.

And I wanted them bigger.

“You know this is permanent, right?” Dr. Lyra stepped closer, her heels clicking on the lab floor. “Director Blackwell’s program requires surgical augmentation behind the hormone tissue to maintain D-cup volume long-term. True permanence.”

“That’s what he said. Part of the deal.”

“And the voice modification starts next week. Daily hormone throat spray for eight weeks. Your vocal cords will physically change—you’ll sound like a woman permanently.” She studied my face. “This program transforms you completely, Eva. No going back.”

I wouldn’t go back. I hadn’t changed my mind about anything in months—not the cage, not the plug I wore constantly, not the lactation, not even my name. Eva. That’s who I was now.

“The Director is covering the costs?” I confirmed.

“As part of the debt reduction package, yes. You just need to complete each phase successfully.” Dr. Lyra smiled. “D-cups today. Voice training begins next week. Elite tier certification follows. Complete all three, and fifty thousand dollars vanishes from your debt.”

Fifty thousand. That would bring me down to under forty thousand total. Achievable. Escapable, even.

Or I could stay. That thought whispered through my mind more frequently these days.

“Let’s start with the breasts,” I said.

Dr. Lyra’s lips curved into that knowing smile. She loved watching us transform, loved being the architect of our new bodies. She snapped on a pair of latex gloves—that familiar sound that meant something was about to change.

“Strip to your waist and sit on the exam table.”

I pulled off my crop top, letting my C-cups bounce free. They were still sensitive from this morning’s milking session at the farm, the nipples darker pink than they used to be. Dr. Lyra circled me slowly, examining my chest from every angle.

“You’ve been taking good care of them,” she observed. “No stretch marks, nice shape. The lactation has actually improved the tissue quality.”

Her gloved fingers traced the curve of my breast, testing the weight. I shivered. Even clinical touches made me leak now—a hazard of the conditioning.

“This is going to hurt more than the C-cup injections,” she warned. “We’re adding a lot more tissue. I’ll give you something for the pain, but you’ll still feel it.”

“I can handle it.”

She prepared the injections—four large syringes filled with pale pink liquid. The hormone serum that would transform my chest overnight. While she worked, I watched her in the mirror. How many times had I sat in this lab? How many modifications had she made to my body?

Lip injections. A-cups. B-cups. C-cups. The lactation serum. Various hormone treatments to keep my skin soft and my ass round. Dr. Lyra had sculpted me into something Evan could never have imagined.

“Ready?” she asked, holding up the first syringe.

“Yes.”

The needle pierced the soft tissue of my right breast—deep, burning. I gasped, fingers gripping the edge of the exam table. Dr. Lyra worked methodically, injecting the serum in a circular pattern around my areola. By the fourth injection, tears were streaming down my face.

“Good girl,” she murmured. “Halfway done.”

She moved to my left breast. Four more injections. Four more sharp stabs of pain. But I didn’t flinch away, didn’t ask her to stop. This was what I wanted. What I needed.

When she finally withdrew the last needle, my breasts were already starting to feel… different. Fuller. Tighter. The serum was fast-acting, the accelerated version even more so.

“How long?” I asked, my voice shaky.

“You’ll notice growth within an hour. Full transformation by morning.” She disposed of the needles and removed her gloves. “I’m prescribing you pain medication and a heating pad. Your back is going to be sore tomorrow—your posture will need to adjust to the new weight.”

I nodded, still staring at my chest in the mirror. Already my C-cups looked slightly swollen, the skin stretched taut.

“Go rest,” Dr. Lyra said. “No clients tonight. Come back tomorrow morning for measurements and a check-up.”

“What about…” I gestured vaguely at my chest. “The milk?”

“That’s going to increase significantly. Bring extra pads. You might leak through everything tonight.”



I made it back to my room before the real discomfort started. By dinner time, my breasts felt like they were going to burst. Every breath made them swell more. I spent the evening lying on my back, heating pad across my chest, watching them grow.

It was bizarre. Surreal. My body changing in real-time, flesh expanding, skin stretching. By midnight, my C-cup bras were useless. The tissue had pushed beyond their capacity, spilling over the cups.

I couldn’t sleep. The weight was too strange, too new. My back ached. My nipples throbbed. And I was incredibly, impossibly horny.

The transformation was arousing in a way I hadn’t expected. Watching myself become more feminine, more of a bombshell—it made my caged clitty leak. I touched my new breasts carefully, feeling how heavy they were now, how sensitive. When I squeezed one, milk spurted out, soaking my fingers.

I brought them to my mouth, tasted the sweet warmth. My own milk. From my own massive tits.

“Fuck,” I whispered.

By morning, I couldn’t wait to see the final result. I stumbled to Dr. Lyra’s lab at eight AM, wearing nothing but a robe because none of my clothes fit anymore.

She measured me immediately. Circled my new breasts with her tape measure, wrote numbers on her clipboard, examined me with clinical fascination.

“Thirty-six D,” she announced. “Perfect symmetry. Excellent shape. How’s your back?”

“Sore,” I admitted.

“It’ll adjust. You’ll need to strengthen your core.” She cupped one breast, testing the weight again. “These are beautiful, Eva. You’re going to drive clients crazy.”

I looked at myself in the full-length mirror. My body had completely transformed—hourglass curves that belonged on a pornstar. Thirty-six D-24-36. My waist looked even smaller now, my hips even more pronounced. The tiny pink cage between my legs was almost comical, a forgotten remnant of masculinity dwarfed by my bombshell figure.

“I look…” I couldn’t finish the sentence.

“Like you were made for this,” Dr. Lyra said softly. “Like you were always meant to look like this.”

She was right. Evan was dead. Had been dead for months. This was Eva—curvy, caged, constantly lactating. A sissy slut with a body men paid hundreds of dollars to touch.

I loved it.



The first client booked me before I even left the lab. Word traveled fast at the Institute—Scarlett must have announced my upgrade to the regular clients. He arrived at my room by noon, a middle-aged businessman I’d serviced before. His eyes went wide when I opened the door in nothing but a lace bralette and panties.

“Holy shit,” he breathed.

“You like?” I turned slowly, letting him take in the full view.

“They’re… fuck, they’re huge.”

I led him inside, my new breasts bouncing with every step. The weight took getting used to—I had to adjust how I walked, how I moved. But the way his eyes tracked every jiggle made the discomfort worth it.

“Can I…” He reached out hesitantly.

“That’s why you’re here,” I purred.

His hands closed around my breasts immediately, squeezing, testing their weight. I moaned—they were so sensitive post-injection that even his gentle touch sent electricity through me. He lifted the bralette up and off, freeing my massive tits completely.

“Jesus Christ,” he muttered, staring at my dark pink nipples. “They’re perfect.”

He lowered his mouth to one, sucking hard. Milk sprayed immediately—I’d been so full all morning, desperate to be emptied. He groaned around my nipple, drinking greedily, his hands kneading my other breast.

My caged clitty twitched uselessly. All my pleasure came from my tits now, from my ass, from serving. The cage was just decoration—a reminder of what I’d given up.

“On the bed,” he ordered, voice rough with need.

I crawled onto the mattress, my breasts hanging heavy beneath me. He stripped quickly, his cock already hard and dripping. When he climbed on top of me, he positioned himself between my tits, pushing them together around his shaft.

“You ever tit-fuck someone before?” he asked.

“Not with D-cups,” I admitted.

He thrust slowly, his cock sliding through the valley between my breasts. The friction was different than I expected—warm, slippery with milk that was already leaking. I pressed my tits together harder, creating more pressure, and he groaned.

“Fuck yes. That’s it.”

He picked up speed, fucking my chest like it was a pussy. Every thrust made my breasts bounce, made more milk leak out, made my cage strain impossibly small beneath me. I stuck out my tongue and caught the tip of his cock on each upward stroke, tasting his pre-cum.

“Dirty little slut,” he panted. “You love this, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I moaned. “Use my tits. Fuck them hard.”

He did. His thrusts became brutal, his grip on my breasts almost painful. But the roughness pushed me higher, made my head spin. I was his toy, his fuckthing. Just a pair of massive tits for him to use however he wanted.

My nipples leaked constantly now, milk running down my chest, coating his cock, making everything wet and slick. The scent filled the room—sweet, musky, intoxicating.

“Gonna cum,” he warned. “Gonna paint these perfect fucking tits.”

“Do it,” I begged. “Cover me.”

He thrust twice more, then pulled back. Hot ropes of cum erupted from his cock, splashing across my breasts, my neck, my face. I opened my mouth, catching what I could, swallowing automatically. The taste mixed with my own milk on my tongue—salt and sweet, male and female, dominant and submissive.

He pumped himself through his orgasm, making sure every drop landed on my chest. When he finally finished, I was glazed—cum dripping down my tits, mixing with the milk that continued to leak from my sensitive nipples.

“Fuck,” he said, collapsing beside me. “That was incredible.”

I looked down at myself in the mirror across from my bed. My face was flushed, my lipstick smeared. Cum and milk coated my massive breasts, dripping down toward my stomach. My cage glistened with my own arousal, the tiny locked clitty leaking just from being used.

I looked like a pornstar. A cum-covered, milk-dripping, caged sissy pornstar.

“You’re worth every penny,” the client said, pulling out his wallet. He handed me two hundred dollars—double his usual rate.

After he left, I stood in front of my mirror for a long time, examining my new body. My D-cups hung heavy and perfect, still dripping milk. My waist curved sharply inward, my hips flared wide. The tiny cage barely registered between my thick thighs.

Evan could never have imagined this. Never would have believed this was possible—that a broke college kid could transform into a bombshell sissy with a body designed for sex.

But Eva knew. Eva had always known, from the moment Scarlett locked that first cage on. This was inevitable. This was destiny.

I cupped my massive breasts, felt their weight, watched milk leak between my fingers.

“Perfect,” I whispered to my reflection. “You’re finally perfect.”

My back ached. My nipples throbbed. I was exhausted from the overnight transformation.

But I’d never felt more beautiful.

I smiled at my reflection one more time, at this impossible beautiful stranger with massive tits and a caged clitty and absolutely no regrets. This was me now. And I was never going back.


Chapter 2: Penis Injection Offer

Two days after getting my D-cups, I was back in Dr. Lyra’s lab for a follow-up. My new breasts had settled beautifully—heavy, perfect spheres that drew every eye in the hallway. But they weren’t why I’d been summoned.

“I have a proposition for you,” Dr. Lyra said, closing the door behind me.

I settled into the exam chair, my massive tits straining against my new custom bra. “What kind of proposition?”

She pulled out a syringe filled with pale blue liquid. “An experimental treatment. Five hundred dollars, but…”

“But what?”

“It’s a gamble.” She set the syringe down and leaned against her desk. “This serum can either enhance or diminish your genital size, depending on your behavior over the following week.”

My heart stuttered. “Enhance?”

“If you engage in traditionally masculine sexual behavior—specifically, vaginal penetration with your penis—the serum will increase your size. Significantly.” She paused. “But if you engage in sissy behavior—receiving anal, performing oral, anything submissive—it will have the opposite effect.”

I stared at the syringe. “How much enhancement are we talking about?”

“If you succeed? We estimate two to three inches of growth. You could have a functional six or seven inch cock again.”

Six inches. Seven inches. A real cock, not the pathetic two-inch nub currently locked in my tiny pink cage. The possibility made my head spin.

“And if I fail?”

Dr. Lyra’s smile turned slightly wicked. “Significant shrinkage. Possibly down to an inch. Maybe less.”

“Jesus.”

“The serum requires male sexual behavior to trigger growth hormones,” she explained, tapping her clipboard. “Penetrative vaginal sex, specifically. You’d need to fuck at least three different people—with vaginas—over the course of the week. No condoms, full penetration, must maintain erection throughout. And absolutely no receiving anal or oral service during that time. One slip-up and the serum tips toward shrinkage instead.”

I processed this slowly. Three people with vaginas. In a place where most of the staff and clients had cocks. Where my entire identity for the past twenty-four weeks had been built around servicing men, around being penetrated, around having my throat used.

“Why are you offering this to me?” I asked.

“Scientific curiosity, mostly.” She removed her glasses, cleaning them on her lab coat. “I want to see if a fully conditioned sissy can revert to male sexual patterns, even temporarily. You’re an ideal test subject—you’ve been feminized extensively, but you’re not chemically castrated. Your testes still function, theoretically.”

“Theoretically.”

“Your body has been trained to respond to penetration, not to penetrate. Your arousal patterns have completely shifted. But the physical capability remains.” She replaced her glasses. “The question is: can your psychology override months of conditioning?”

I thought about my cage. About the last time I’d actually fucked someone—it must have been before the Institute. Before Evan became Eva. I couldn’t even remember what it felt like to be inside a woman.

“What are my options?” I asked. “For finding people with vaginas?”

“There are a few female staff members who might be willing to participate, for the right price. There’s also a trans woman in the medical wing—post-op, no cock. You could arrange sessions with her.” Dr. Lyra consulted her notes. “And there’s always the possibility of finding female clients, though they’re rare.”

Rare was an understatement. Ninety-nine percent of Institute clients were men looking for sissies. The occasional woman who showed up usually wanted to watch or dominate, not be fucked.

“The other challenge,” Dr. Lyra continued, “is that you’ll need to maintain an erection. Your cock hasn’t been hard in months—it’s been caged. Can you even get hard anymore?”

Good question. My cage had been on continuously since Week three, except for brief cleanings. My arousal had completely rewired—I got wet from my ass now, not from my clitty. The idea of achieving and maintaining an erection felt almost foreign.

“I don’t know,” I admitted.

“That’s part of the experiment.” She picked up the syringe again, holding it up to the light. “Five hundred dollars for the serum. The cage comes off for seven days. If you succeed—three different penetrative encounters before the week ends—you get a real cock again. If you fail…” She shrugged. “You’ll be even more of a sissy than you already are.”

The temptation was overwhelming. Six months ago, I would have given anything to reverse what had happened to me. To get my dick back, to be Evan again. But now?

Now I wasn’t sure what I wanted.

“What happens if I just… don’t try?” I asked. “If I take the injection but don’t have sex at all?”

“The serum requires hormonal stimulation one way or another. If you abstain completely, it defaults to whatever your body’s baseline arousal pattern is. Given your conditioning, that means it would probably shrink anyway.”

So my options were: try and possibly get my cock back, or don’t try and definitely lose more of it.

“How much time do I have to decide?”

“The offer expires tonight. The serum needs to be administered at the beginning of a weekly cycle for maximum effectiveness.”

Tonight. I looked at my reflection in the lab mirror—my massive D-cup tits, my slim waist, my wide hips. My pink-polished nails and long hair extensions. I looked like a pornstar, not like someone who could fuck women.

But part of me—some buried remnant of Evan—wanted to try. Wanted to prove that I could still be masculine, still be a man, even after everything.

“If I do this,” I said slowly, “what happens to my other obligations? My client schedule?”

“We’d suspend it for the week. You’d be free to focus entirely on the challenge. Quota obligations waived—though of course, you wouldn’t be earning either.”

A week without income. That meant dipping into my savings, falling behind on my debt payments. But if I succeeded…

If I succeeded, I could have my cock back. Could maybe even escape the Institute eventually, return to some semblance of normal life.

If I failed, I’d be deeper in the trap than ever.

“I’ll do it,” I heard myself say.

Dr. Lyra’s smile widened. “Excellent. Let’s get you prepared.”

She had me strip completely—the first time I’d been naked in her lab in months. Without clothes, my transformation was even more obvious. Huge tits, hairless body, thick thighs, and that tiny pink cage dangling uselessly between my legs.

“This might hurt,” she warned, producing a small key.

The cage came off with a series of clicks and pulls. My clitty—I couldn’t even call it a cock anymore—sprang free, a pathetic two inches of soft pink flesh. It looked even smaller without the cage, almost comically tiny beneath my massive breasts.

Dr. Lyra measured it clinically. “Two point three inches flaccid. Can you achieve erection?”

I tried. Concentrated on getting hard, on feeling anything resembling male arousal. After a minute of awkward silence, my clitty twitched slightly, growing to maybe three inches.

“Two point eight fully erect,” Dr. Lyra noted. “Significant reduction from your baseline of four point five inches six months ago.”

Almost half gone. The realization was sobering.

“The injection goes directly into the base,” she said, preparing the syringe.

I braced myself. The needle pierced the soft tissue above my clitty—sharp, burning pain that made me gasp. She depressed the plunger slowly, and I felt the serum spread through my groin, cool and strange.

“Done.” She withdrew the needle and applied a bandage. “The serum is now active. Seven days, starting now. Three vaginal penetrations with three different partners. No anal, no oral, no submissive acts.”

I looked down at my naked clitty. It looked vulnerable without the cage, exposed. Wrong, somehow.

“I’ve arranged a potential encounter for you,” Dr. Lyra said, checking her tablet. “One of our medical staff—Rebecca. She’s willing to help, for two hundred dollars.”

“Two hundred?”

“You’re asking someone to have sex with a sissy who hasn’t fucked anyone in half a year and might not even be able to get hard. It’s hazard pay.”

Fair enough. “When?”

“Tomorrow afternoon, if you want. I’ll send you her details.” Dr. Lyra handed me a soft cotton wrap to cover my groin. “In the meantime, no touching yourself. Don’t stimulate your penis or your ass. We need your hormone levels to reset as much as possible.”

I nodded, still staring at my exposed clitty. It felt bizarre not wearing the cage. Like I’d forgotten to put on pants.

“One more thing,” Dr. Lyra said. “This week is going to be psychologically difficult. Your body has been conditioned to crave submission, to need penetration. Resisting those urges while simultaneously trying to be dominant will create significant cognitive dissonance.”

“Meaning?”

“Meaning you’re probably going to be miserable. Horny, frustrated, and confused.” She smiled sympathetically. “But that’s the nature of the experiment. Can your mind override your conditioning?”

I left the lab with my cage in my pocket and my clitty wrapped in soft cotton. Walking through the Institute hallways felt surreal—I’d spent so long in lockup that freedom felt wrong. Every step reminded me of what was missing.

Back in my room, I examined myself in the mirror. My body was pure sissy—huge tits, tiny clitty, every curve designed to attract and serve. But for the next seven days, I had to somehow be masculine.

Had to fuck instead of being fucked.

Had to penetrate instead of being penetrated.

Had to resist every instinct that Scarlett, Dr. Lyra, and Mistress Veronica had drilled into me over six months.

My phone buzzed. A message from Dr. Lyra with Rebecca’s contact info and an appointment time: 2 PM tomorrow.

One down, two to go.

If I could even manage the first one.

I tried to jerk off that night—tried to feel something masculine, something normal. But my clitty barely responded to my touch. It had forgotten how to be a cock. The only arousal I felt came from muscle memory—from wanting something in my ass, wanting cock in my throat.

I fell asleep frustrated and confused, wondering if I’d made a terrible mistake.

But it was too late now. The serum was already working, already waiting to see which direction my body would go.

Seven days.

Three partners.

And a cock—either bigger or smaller—waiting at the end.



The next afternoon, I stood outside Rebecca’s apartment in the staff quarters, my heart hammering. I’d worn jeans and a t-shirt—the most masculine outfit I owned—but it still stretched obscenely over my D-cups. There was no hiding what I’d become.

I knocked.

Rebecca opened the door—a woman in her early thirties, fit, with shoulder-length dark hair. She looked me up and down, her expression unreadable.

“You must be Eva,” she said.

“Yeah.”

“Come in.”

Her apartment was neat, professional. Medical textbooks on the shelves, a few personal photos. She gestured to the couch and I sat, my massive tits bouncing with the movement.

“So,” she said, settling into an armchair across from me. “Dr. Lyra explained the situation. You need to fuck me to trigger some kind of experimental penis growth serum.”

“That’s… yeah, that’s about right.”

“Can you even get hard?”

“I don’t know,” I admitted. “I haven’t tried in months.”

Rebecca studied me for a long moment. “You don’t look like someone who fucks women. You look like a pornstar. A sissy pornstar.”

“I know.”

“But you’re paying me two hundred dollars, and I’m curious.” She stood, moving to the bedroom door. “Let’s see if this is even possible.”

I followed her into the bedroom, my stomach churning with anxiety. This was it. My first test.

And I had absolutely no idea if my body would cooperate.

Rebecca started undressing, revealing a toned, athletic body. Small breasts, flat stomach, strong thighs. She was beautiful—objectively, undeniably attractive.

But I felt nothing.

No surge of arousal, no hardening of my clitty. Just… nothing.

“Your turn,” she said, nodding at me.

I stripped off my clothes, revealing my sissy body in all its glory. Rebecca’s eyes widened at my tits, at the contrast between my huge chest and tiny exposed clitty.

“Jesus,” she muttered. “They really did a number on you.”

“Yeah.”

She lay back on the bed, legs spread. “Well? Aren’t you going to fuck me?”

I climbed onto the bed, positioning myself between her thighs. My clitty hung limp, useless. I tried touching her—running my hands over her body, kissing her neck, doing everything I could remember about foreplay.

Nothing.

“This isn’t working,” Rebecca said after five minutes.

“I know. I’m sorry.”

“Have you tried…?” She gestured vaguely at my crotch. “Jerking off?”

I tried. Stroked my limp clitty, tried to coax it to hardness. After another awkward minute, it finally twitched—growing from two inches to maybe three.

“That’s it?” Rebecca asked, staring.

“That’s all I’ve got.”

She sighed. “Look, I’ll be honest with you. That’s not going to work. Even if you manage to get inside me, you won’t be able to maintain penetration. You need at least four or five inches for this to even be physically possible.”

My heart sank. She was right. My clitty was too small, too pathetic. Even if I got harder, even if I somehow achieved full erection…

I couldn’t fuck her. Not really.

“I’m sorry,” I said, climbing off the bed. “This was a waste of your time.”

“Keep the money,” Rebecca said, surprisingly kind. “But honestly? You might want to rethink this whole experiment. Your body isn’t made for this anymore. You’re a sissy now, through and through.”

I got dressed and left, my face burning with humiliation.

One attempt down.

Zero successes.

And six days left to somehow accomplish the impossible.


Chapter 3: Failed Attempts

Day two of my experiment, and I was already desperate.

After the disaster with Rebecca, I’d spent the rest of the previous day trying to figure out my options. Dr. Lyra had given me a short list of potential partners—three female staff members, two post-op trans women, and a note that said “good luck finding female clients.”

I started with the staff members.

The first one—Angela from housekeeping—took one look at my massive tits and tiny clitty and laughed. “Honey, I don’t think that’s going to work for either of us.”

The second—a gym instructor named Sarah—was more polite about it. She let me into her apartment, let me try for twenty minutes. But my clitty stayed stubbornly soft, and even when I managed to coax it to three inches, it was nowhere near functional.

“I’m sorry,” she said, genuinely sympathetic. “But this isn’t going to happen. Your body just… it doesn’t work that way anymore.”

Strike two.

The third staff member didn’t even respond to my messages.

By day three, I was getting frantic. The serum was already working—I could feel it, a strange tingling in my groin. But which direction it was going, I had no idea.

I tried the trans women next. The first one—Michelle—met me in the medical wing common room. She was beautiful, post-op, everything technically in place for what I needed.

“So you need to fuck me to make your dick grow?” she asked, stirring her coffee.

“More or less.”

“And you can’t get hard.”

“Not really, no.”

She sighed. “Look, I’ll be honest with you. I’ve been where you are—trying to force my body to be something it isn’t. It doesn’t work. Your cock is gone, sweetie. Not physically, not yet, but mentally? You’re a sissy. That’s just who you are now.”

“I have to try,” I said.

“Why? What’s so important about having a dick?”

I didn’t have a good answer for that.

Michelle agreed to try anyway, out of pity more than anything else. We went to her room. She stripped. I stripped. My massive tits bounced free, dwarfing my tiny clitty. She lay back on the bed, legs spread, showing me her surgically constructed pussy.

And I felt… nothing.

No arousal. No desire. Just the distant thought that I should be turned on, that this should work.

It didn’t.

After thirty minutes of me trying and failing to even achieve a semi-erection, Michelle gently told me to go.

“You’re fighting something that’s already been decided,” she said as I left. “Your body knows what it wants. It wants cock, not pussy.”



Day four. Halfway through my week.

Zero successes.

I was starting to panic.

That night, I went to Luna’s room. She was my girlfriend, after all—maybe she could help somehow. But when I explained the situation, she just looked at me sadly.

“Eva, you know I can’t help you. I don’t have a pussy.”

“I know, I just… I don’t know what to do.”

She pulled me into a hug, my massive tits pressing against her smaller chest. We were both sissies, both caged—though my cage was off for the week. Two feminized bodies that had been designed to serve, not to dominate.

“Want to try together?” she offered. “Maybe if we both work on it…”

We tried. Kissed, touched, stroked each other’s clitties. Hers was still in her pink cage—three inches locked away. Mine hung free, exposed, equally small.

Neither of us got hard.

After twenty minutes, we gave up and just cuddled instead.

“I think the experiment is over,” Luna said softly. “You can’t fight six months of conditioning. Your body has been rewired.”

“There’s still three days left.”

“Eva…” She looked at me seriously. “What happens when the week ends and you haven’t succeeded? You know the serum will shrink you even more, right?”

I knew. I’d been trying not to think about it.

“Why did you even take the injection?” she asked. “You have a good life here. Great body, lots of clients, you’re making money. Why risk it?”

Why had I? Some stupid hope that I could go back? That I could reclaim what I’d lost?

But Luna was right. Evan was dead. Had been dead for months. Eva was all that remained—and Eva didn’t fuck women. Eva got fucked.



Day five.

I spent the morning in my room, staring at my reflection. My clitty looked even smaller than it had a few days ago—maybe that was paranoia, maybe it was real. The serum working, tipping toward shrinkage because I’d failed to provide the right hormonal triggers.

Around noon, there was a knock on my door.

A client.

Male. Probably in his forties, well-dressed. He looked me up and down, his eyes lingering on my massive tits.

“You’re Eva, right? The one with the new D-cups?”

“Yeah,” I said, my throat suddenly dry.

“I’ve been trying to book you all week. Your schedule’s been locked.” He stepped closer. “But I pulled some strings. Paid extra. I want an hour with you.”

I should have said no. Should have explained that I wasn’t working this week, that I was in the middle of an experiment.

But I didn’t.

Because the moment he stepped into my room, the moment I smelled his cologne and saw the bulge in his pants, my body reacted. My mouth watered. My ass clenched around nothing. Every nerve ending that had been conditioned over six months suddenly screamed: This is what you want. This is what you need.

“I… I can’t,” I said weakly. “I’m not supposed to—”

“Two hundred dollars,” he said. “Cash. For one hour.”

Two hundred dollars I desperately needed. Two hundred dollars that would go toward my debt, toward my mods, toward everything.

But more than that—God, more than that—I wanted it. Wanted him. Wanted to drop to my knees and worship his cock like I’d been trained to do.

“I can’t do anal,” I said, my resistance crumbling. “Or… or swallow.”

It was a pathetic compromise. The serum required me to avoid receiving oral or anal. But what if I just… gave a handjob? That wasn’t really breaking the rules, was it?

“Just a blowjob then,” he said, already unzipping his pants. “I’ve been dying to see if those new tits are real.”

His cock sprang free—thick, hard, beautiful. Eight inches of perfect male arousal. My mouth watered instantly. Three days of resisting my conditioning, three days of trying to be masculine, and it all evaporated at the sight of a real cock.

I dropped to my knees without thinking.

“Fuck, you’re eager,” he laughed. “They said you were the best.”

I wasn’t thinking about the experiment anymore. Wasn’t thinking about growth or shrinkage or any of it. All I could think about was the cock in front of me, the cock I needed in my mouth right now.

My puffy lips wrapped around his tip.

Salt. Musk. Male heat.

Home.

I moaned around his length, taking him deeper, my tongue working the way I’d been trained. Six months of practice, six months of conditioning—this was what my mouth was made for. Not words, not masculine assertion. This.

“Jesus,” he groaned, his hand tangling in my hair. “You’re incredible.”

I sucked harder, hollowed my cheeks, bobbed my head. Drool ran down my chin, tears pricked my eyes as I took him to the back of my throat. My massive tits bounced with every movement, my nipples hard and leaking milk into my bra.

This was who I was. Not someone who fucked women. Someone who sucked cock.

“Gonna cum,” he warned.

I should have pulled off. Should have at least finished with my hand, avoided swallowing. That was the one rule I’d managed to convince myself I could bend.

But when his cock pulsed, when hot cum flooded my mouth, I swallowed automatically.

Three. Four. Five thick spurts straight down my throat.

I swallowed every drop.

When I finally pulled off, gasping, cum and drool connecting my lips to his softening cock, reality crashed back in.

“Holy shit,” the client said, tucking himself away. “Worth every penny.”

He left the two hundred dollars on my dresser and walked out, satisfied.

I stayed on my knees, staring at myself in the mirror across the room. My face was flushed, my lipstick smeared, my massive tits heaving. My clitty—already tiny—seemed to have shrunk even more in the last few minutes.

The serum had its answer. I’d failed the challenge. Not because I couldn’t get hard, not because I couldn’t find women to fuck.

I’d failed because when given the choice between masculinity and submission, between growth and shrinkage, between being Evan and being Eva…

I’d chosen cock.



The rest of the week was a blur.

I stopped trying to find partners. Stopped pretending I could fuck women. Instead, I worked. Took clients. Sucked cock, got my tits worshipped, earned money.

Not anal—I still avoided that, clinging to some fragment of the rules. But everything else was fair game.

By day seven, I’d serviced eight different clients. My mouth had swallowed so much cum I’d stopped tasting it. My massive tits had been groped, sucked, fucked. I’d earned fourteen hundred dollars.

And my clitty looked smaller every morning. I could see it shrinking, feel it disappearing. The serum was working—just not the way I’d hoped.

Sunday morning would be the final assessment. Scarlett would return to re-cage me, to measure what was left.

I spent Saturday night alone, staring at my naked reflection. My exposed clitty hung limp and pathetic between my thick thighs, dwarfed by my massive D-cup tits. It looked like it belonged on a child, not an adult.

I’d failed. Failed to be masculine, failed to fuck women, failed to reclaim even a shred of what Evan had been.

But as I touched my shrunken clitty, as I felt how useless it had become, I felt something unexpected.

Relief.

The question had been answered. The possibility of going back, of escaping, of being male again—it was gone. Not because of the Institute, not because of my debt.

Because of me.

Because when given the chance to be masculine, I’d chosen to suck cock instead.

Luna was waiting outside my door. She took one look at my new cage and understood immediately.

“The experiment failed,” she said.

“Yeah.”

“How small?”

“Inch and a half.”

She whistled. “Wow. That’s… wow.”

“Yeah.”

She pulled me into a hug. “I’m sorry, Eva. I know you wanted it to work.”

“Did I though?” I pulled back, looking down at my new tiny cage. “I broke after three days. I couldn’t even resist for a week.”

“That’s not a failure,” Luna said gently. “That’s just who you are. Who we are. Sissies. Submissives. Girls who need cock.”

She was right. I knew she was right.

But part of me—some tiny, shrinking part—mourned what I’d lost. Not my dick. That had been gone for months. But the possibility. The hope. The idea that maybe, someday, I could escape this trap. That hope died this week. Died the moment I dropped to my knees and swallowed cum instead of trying to fuck a woman.


Chapter 4: Shrinkage Reveal

Sunday morning. Week twenty-five.

I woke to a knock on my door—sharp, authoritative. The sound that meant Scarlett was here.

“Open up, Eva,” her voice carried through the door. “Time’s up.”

I climbed out of bed, my massive D-cup tits bouncing heavily. My naked clitty hung exposed between my legs—smaller than it had been a week ago. Much smaller.

I opened the door.

Scarlett stood there in her usual black leather corset and thigh-high boots, platinum blonde hair swept back perfectly. Her ice-blue eyes traveled down my body, lingering on my exposed groin. A slow smile spread across her red-painted lips.

“Well, well,” she purred, stepping into my room. “Let’s see how your little experiment went.”

She circled me slowly, the click of her boot heels on the floor making my pulse quicken. Her presence always did this to me—made me feel small, owned, desperate to please.

“Strip completely,” she ordered. “I want to see everything.”

I was already naked except for a sleep bra. I unhooked it, letting my massive tits bounce free. Milk leaked from my nipples immediately—they were always sensitive in the morning, always ready to be emptied.

Scarlett examined me with clinical detachment. One manicured finger traced the curve of my breast, testing the weight.

“The D-cups look good,” she noted. “Very heavy. How’s your back?”

“Sore,” I admitted. “But I’m managing.”

“Good girl.” Her hand moved down, ghosting over my stomach, my hip, until her fingers wrapped around my exposed clitty.

I gasped.

“And this,” she said, her voice dripping with amusement. “This is what I’m really interested in.”

She squeezed gently, testing my length. My clitty twitched in her hand, trying uselessly to get hard. After a moment, it managed to swell slightly—from maybe one and a half inches to barely two.

“How big were you when I caged you?” she asked, even though she obviously knew the answer.

“Four and a half inches,” I whispered.

“And now?”

“Two inches. When hard.”

Scarlett laughed—a genuine, delighted sound that made my face burn with humiliation. “Two inches! Oh my God, Eva. You shrunk by more than half!”

She released my clitty and stepped back, still laughing. Her silver key necklace—the one that had held my old cage key—jangled against her leather-clad chest.

“You couldn’t even pretend to be male for one week,” she said, shaking her head. “Dr. Lyra said most sissies break within twenty-four hours, but I thought you might last longer. You seemed so determined.”

“I tried,” I said weakly.

“Did you? Because it looks to me like you gave up after three days and spent the rest of the week sucking cock.” She walked to my dresser, where I’d left a note documenting my week—dates, clients, services. She picked it up and scanned it. “Eight clients. All oral service. Fourteen hundred dollars earned.”

“I didn’t do anal,” I said. “I tried to follow at least some of the rules.”

“Oh, how noble.” Her tone was mocking. “You avoided anal but swallowed enough cum to shrink your dick by half. Very heroic, Eva.”

She was right, of course. I’d failed spectacularly. Failed to fuck women, failed to be masculine, failed to reclaim anything resembling male sexuality.

And the evidence hung between my legs—a pathetic nub that could barely be called a dick anymore.

“Turn around,” Scarlett ordered. “Bend over. Hands on the bed.”

I obeyed, presenting my ass to her. My 3-inch plug was still inside—I’d worn it all week, the one constant even during my “experiment.” She pulled it out slowly, making me gasp.

“This stayed in?” she asked.

“Yes, Miss Scarlett.”

“So you avoided getting fucked in the ass, but you kept yourself plugged and ready the entire time.” She pushed the plug back in, then slapped my ass hard. “You’re such a good sissy, Eva. Even when trying to be male, you kept your boy-pussy prepared.”

I moaned at the slap, at her words. She was right. I’d kept the plug in out of habit, out of comfort. Being filled was normal now. Being empty felt wrong.

“Stand up and face me,” she commanded.

I did. My massive tits bounced with the movement, milk leaking down my stomach. Scarlett reached into her leather corset and pulled out something small and pink—a cage even tinier than the one I’d worn before.

“This,” she announced, “is our micro-cage. Designed for sissies with severe shrinkage. Fits clitties under two and a half inches.”

She held it up, and my stomach dropped. It looked like jewelry, like a decorative ornament. The main tube was barely three inches long, with a diameter that seemed impossibly small.

“That’s not going to fit,” I said.

“Oh, it’ll fit. You’re small enough now.” She knelt in front of me, her face level with my groin. “This is what you wanted, isn’t it? Or at least, this is what your body wanted.”

She began installing the cage—base ring first, sliding it over my balls and behind my clitty. Then the tube, which she carefully guided my shrunken flesh into. It fit perfectly, wrapping around my nub with barely any extra space.

Click. Click. Click.

Three sounds, and my new cage was locked.

Scarlett stood, dangling the key in front of my face before tucking it into her cleavage. “There. Perfect sissy cock. This suits you so much better than that old cage.”

I looked down at myself. The tiny pink cage was barely visible beneath my massive tits. If I weren’t looking for it specifically, I might not even notice it was there. My clitty had become truly decorative—a little pink accessory between my thick thighs.

“How does it feel?” Scarlett asked.

“Light,” I said. “I can barely feel it.”

“That’s because there’s barely anything to cage.” She circled me again, admiring her handiwork. “Your clitty is useless now, Eva. Completely non-functional. Even if I unlocked you, you couldn’t fuck anyone. You couldn’t even jerk off properly.”

She was right. Two inches hard wasn’t enough for anything. I couldn’t penetrate, couldn’t generate real friction for masturbation. My clitty had become exactly what Scarlett called it—a clitty, not a cock. A vestigial nub of flesh that served no purpose except to mark what I’d lost.

“Are you disappointed?” she asked, studying my face.

Was I? I’d spent the week watching my dick shrink, knowing what was happening, knowing I was failing. By the end, I’d stopped even trying to succeed. I’d accepted the inevitable.

“No,” I said honestly. “Not really.”

“No?” She raised one perfectly sculpted eyebrow. “You’re not even a little sad that your dick is gone?”

“It was gone already,” I said. “This just made it official.”

Scarlett smiled—not mocking this time, but genuinely pleased. “Good answer. You’re learning.” She reached up and cupped my face, her leather glove cool against my skin. “You are a sissy, Eva. Not a man pretending to be a woman. Not a femboy who can go back. A sissy. Your body is designed for receiving pleasure, not giving it. Your mouth, your ass, your tits—these are your sexual organs now. That little pink cage between your legs is just decoration.”

Her words should have hurt. Should have made me angry, or sad, or desperate.

Instead, they made me wet.

Not from my clitty—that stayed completely limp in its tiny cage. But from my ass, which clenched around my plug. From my nipples, which leaked more milk. From somewhere deep in my sissy brain that had been rewired to find submission arousing.

“I can see you’re turned on,” Scarlett observed, noting my heavy breathing, my flushed face. “Isn’t that interesting? I just told you your dick is useless, and you got horny.”

“Yes, Miss Scarlett,” I whispered.

“Say it,” she ordered. “Say what you are.”

“I’m a sissy.”

“And what does that mean?”

“It means my clitty is useless. It means I exist to serve cock, not to have one.”

“Good girl.” She patted my cheek. “Now, let’s talk about what happens next. You’ve been off the client schedule for a week. You’ve lost income. But I’m willing to overlook that if you work hard this coming week.”

“How hard?”

“Double your usual quota. A thousand dollars instead of five hundred.” Her ice-blue eyes glittered. “Can you do that?”

A thousand dollars in one week. That meant at least ten clients, probably more. My schedule would be packed—morning, afternoon, evening. I’d be constantly working, constantly servicing.

“Yes, Miss Scarlett,” I said. “I can do that.”

“Excellent.” She turned to leave, her leather outfit creaking with the movement. At the door, she paused and looked back at me. “Oh, and Eva? I’m proud of you.”

“Proud?”

“You tried something, it didn’t work out, and you accepted it. That takes maturity.” She smiled. “Most sissies fight their nature for months, even years. You fought for three days and then surrendered gracefully. That’s growth.”

She left, her boot heels clicking down the hallway.

I stood alone in my room, staring at my reflection in the mirror. My D-cup tits dominated my silhouette—heavy, perfect spheres that were unmistakably feminine. My waist curved sharply inward, my hips flared wide. Between my thick thighs, the tiny pink cage was almost invisible.

I looked like a pornstar. A bimbo. A sissy slut designed entirely for sex.

And my clitty—what was left of it—was locked away in a cage so small it might as well not exist.

I should have felt devastated. Should have mourned the loss of my masculinity, the final death of Evan.

But mostly I just felt… relieved.

The question had been answered. The experiment was over. There would be no going back, no escape, no reclaiming of my old life.

This was who I was now. Eva. Caged, stacked, constantly leaking milk and pre-cum. A sissy whose only purpose was to be used, to be filled, to serve.

And I was okay with that.



Luna came over that afternoon. She took one look at my new micro-cage and whistled.

“Wow,” she said. “That’s… wow.”

“It’s smaller than yours,” I noted. Her pink cage was the same style I’d worn before—three inches, standard sissy issue.

“Yeah.” She knelt down, examining my crotch closely. “Can I touch it?”

“Go ahead.”

Her fingers traced the tiny pink plastic. “You can barely see it under your tits. If I didn’t know it was there, I might not notice.”

“That’s kind of the point, I think.”

She looked up at me, her bright green eyes sympathetic. “Are you okay? I know you wanted the experiment to work.”

“Did I though?” I sat on the bed, my massive tits bouncing heavily. “I think part of me wanted it to fail. Wanted an excuse to stop fighting.”

“And now you have one.”

“Yeah.” I touched my tiny cage, felt how insignificant it was. “It’s over. The possibility of being male again, of having a functional dick—it’s gone. Not because of Scarlett or Dr. Lyra or the Institute. Because of me.”

Luna climbed onto the bed next to me, her small body pressing against my larger one. We were both sissies, both caged, both transformed beyond recognition. But she’d chosen this. I’d been trapped into it.

Except… had I? Really?

I’d signed the contract willingly, even if I hadn’t understood what it meant. I’d accepted every modification, every cage, every training session. And when given the choice this week—when given a real chance to reclaim masculinity—I’d chosen cock instead.

Maybe I’d been choosing this all along.

“Want to take a bath together?” Luna asked. “Wash off the weird week?”

“Yeah,” I said. “That sounds perfect.”

We filled the tub with hot water and bubbles, then climbed in together. My massive tits floated on the surface, milk leaking into the bathwater. Luna giggled and poked one, making it bounce.

“You’re so busty now,” she said. “I’m jealous.”

“You could get bigger,” I pointed out. She was a B-cup—respectable, but not as dramatic as my D-cups.

“Maybe someday.” She leaned back against my chest, her pink hair tickling my nipples. “But for now, I like being your smaller girlfriend.”

Girlfriend. The word made me smile. We’d never officially said it before, but that’s what we were, wasn’t we? Two sissies in love, navigating life at the Institute together.

“I like having you as my girlfriend,” I said, wrapping my arms around her.

“Even with your useless clitty?”

“Especially with my useless clitty.”

We soaked in the tub for an hour, talking about nothing important. Luna told me about her week—the clients she’d seen, the new plug she’d bought, the way her favorite bull had fucked her on Thursday. I told her about my failed attempts to fuck women, about Rebecca’s pity, about the moment I’d given up and chosen cock.

“I’m glad you gave up,” Luna said softly. “You were miserable trying to be something you’re not.”

“Was I that obvious?”

“You looked stressed all week. Haunted, almost.” She turned in my arms, her small breasts pressing against my massive ones. “Now you look… peaceful.”

Peaceful. That was a good word for it. The war was over. The question had been answered. I could stop fighting and just… be.

Be Eva. Be a sissy. Be exactly what my body and mind had been shaped into over six months.

“Kiss me,” I said.

She did. Our lips met softly, her small frame molding against my larger one. Her caged clitty pressed against mine—two useless nubs that would never fuck anyone, trapped in their pink prisons.

But that was okay. We didn’t need our clitties. We had our mouths, our asses, our tits. We had each other.

And right now, in this moment, that was enough.

When we finally got out of the tub, Luna helped me towel off my massive tits, carefully drying around my leaking nipples. I returned the favor, running my hands over her small, perfect body.

“You’re working double quota this week, right?” she asked.

“Yeah. Scarlett’s punishment for the lost income.”

“Want help with that? I could join you for some doubles. Clients love seeing two sissies together.”

“Really?”

“Really.” She smiled. “We’re girlfriends, Eva. We support each other. Besides, watching you suck cock makes me horny.”

I laughed—the first genuine laugh I’d had in days. “You’re ridiculous.”

“I’m your ridiculous girlfriend with a sissy fetish,” she corrected.

We got dressed—or as dressed as sissies at the Institute ever got. Luna in a crop top and mini-skirt, me in a low-cut dress that barely contained my D-cups. Our tiny pink cages were invisible beneath our clothes.

Looking at ourselves in the mirror—two bombshell sissies with impossible curves and locked clitties—I realized something.

This was my life now. Not temporary. Not a phase. Not something to escape from.

This was just… life. My life.

Eva’s life.

And for the first time in weeks—maybe for the first time since signing that contract six months ago—I felt genuinely okay with that.

The experiment was over. The shrinkage was permanent. The cage was tiny and decorative.

But I was still here. Still breathing. Still beautiful in my own sissy way.

And I had Luna.

“Come on,” she said, taking my hand. “Let’s get dinner. I’m starving.”

We walked to the dining hall together, two caged sissies with massive tits and tiny clitties, completely at peace with what we’d become.


Chapter 5: Street Work Introduction

Week twenty-five, Friday night.

“You’re going to hate this,” Scarlett said, standing in my doorway with a wicked smile. “But you’ll do it anyway.”

I was already dressed for an evening client—low-cut dress that showed off my D-cups, six-inch heels, makeup perfect. My tiny pink cage was invisible beneath my panties.

“What am I doing?” I asked.

“Street work.” She stepped inside, carrying a garment bag. “We have elite clients who specifically request the ‘street slut’ experience. They want to feel like they’re picking up a cheap whore on a corner. So that’s exactly what you’re going to be.”

She unzipped the bag, revealing the most revealing outfit I’d seen yet. A micro-dress made of stretchy black fabric, barely covering my ass. Fishnet stockings. Thigh-high vinyl boots with seven-inch heels. A tiny leather jacket that wouldn’t cover anything.

“You can’t be serious,” I said.

“Dead serious. You’ll work a corner downtown, Friday nights, starting tonight.” She handed me the clothes. “Get changed. I’ll brief you while you dress.”

I pulled off my current outfit and started putting on the street wear. The micro-dress was so short that my ass was half-exposed, the curve of my cheeks visible. The fishnets had tears in them—intentionally, part of the look. The boots made me seven inches taller, forcing my massive tits to thrust forward.

“You’ll be working with Roxanne,” Scarlett continued. “She’s been doing street work for two years, knows all the rules. She’ll teach you the basics tonight.”

“What are the rules?”

“No getting in anyone’s car alone until you’ve been doing this for a month. Roxanne will supervise. Services are negotiated beforehand—no surprises. Standard rates: forty for a blowjob, sixty for anal. You keep half, Institute gets half.”

“Only forty dollars?”

“It’s street pricing, Eva. Volume over individual rates.” Scarlett examined me critically as I zipped up the boots. “You’ll probably service five or six guys tonight if you’re lucky. That’s at least two hundred for you, four hundred total for your quota.”

I looked at myself in the mirror. I looked exactly like a street prostitute—cheap, easy, available. My massive tits threatened to spill out of the micro-dress with every breath. The fishnets made my legs look endless. The boots and heels made me tower, made my ass pop.

I looked like I cost forty bucks.

“Come on,” Scarlett said. “Roxanne’s waiting downstairs.”



Roxanne was everything I expected from a street-wise escort—early thirties, platinum blonde (probably fake), dressed in

similar slut-wear to mine. But her eyes were sharp, intelligent. She looked me up and down when I approached.

“You must be Eva,” she said. “Scarlett told me about you. The newbie with the huge tits.”

“That’s me.”

“First time on the street?”

“First time doing anything outside the Institute.”

She whistled. “Okay, we’ll start slow. Come on, I’ll show you your corner.”

We took a car downtown—Roxanne driving, me in the passenger seat trying not to flash everyone who walked past. She pulled up to a street corner in what was clearly the red-light district. Other women were already working—some on corners, some walking, all dressed similarly to us.

“This is your spot,” Roxanne said, parking. “Friday and Saturday nights, eight PM to two AM. You stand here, you make eye contact with cars that slow down, you negotiate.”

“What if police come?”

“They don’t. This area has an… arrangement. As long as you’re smart about it, you’re fine.” She lit a cigarette, blowing smoke out the window. “Watch me first. I’ll take the next few clients, show you how it’s done.”

We got out of the car and stood on the corner. The night was cool but not cold. My massive tits were goosebumped, nipples visible through the thin dress. Roxanne stood beside me, one hip cocked, looking bored and available.

A car slowed—older sedan, middle-aged man driving. He rolled down his window.

“How much?” he called.

“Forty for head, sixty for ass,” Roxanne answered.

“I’ll take head.”

“Show me the money first.”

He pulled out two twenties, held them up. Roxanne walked to the car, took the money, then got in the passenger seat. The car pulled away, driving to a parking lot a block away.

“That’s it?” I asked when she returned fifteen minutes later, wiping her mouth.

“That’s it. Quick, simple, money in hand first.” She checked her phone. “Your turn. Next car that stops is yours.”

I didn’t have to wait long. A pickup truck slowed, driver looking mid-twenties, attractive in a rough way.

“You working?” he asked through the window.

My heart hammered. “Yeah. Forty for oral.”

“Get in.”

I looked at Roxanne. She nodded. I walked to the truck, my boots clicking on the pavement, my massive tits bouncing. The driver’s eyes were glued to my chest.

“Money first,” I said, holding out my hand.

He gave me two twenties. I climbed into the passenger seat, my micro-dress riding up, exposing my panties and the hint of my tiny pink cage beneath.

“Damn, you’re hot,” he said, driving to the same parking lot Roxanne had used. “Those tits real?”

“Real expensive,” I said, trying to sound confident and experienced.

He parked in a dark corner, killed the engine. “So, uh, how do you want to do this?”

I’d given hundreds of blowjobs. Literally hundreds. But something about doing it in a stranger’s truck on a street corner made my pulse race. This felt different—cheaper, more dangerous, more real.

“Unzip,” I said.

He did. His cock sprang out—seven inches, thick, already hard from looking at my tits. I leaned over the center console, my dress riding up my ass, and wrapped my puffy lips around his tip.

Salt. Musk. The taste of a stranger.

I sucked him expertly, using every trick I’d learned. Hollowed cheeks, tongue swirling, taking him deep. He groaned, his hand coming to the back of my head, fingers tangling in my hair.

“Fuck, you’re good at this,” he panted.

I bobbed faster, sloppier, letting drool run down his shaft. My massive tits pressed against the center console, bouncing with every movement. He couldn’t see my face well in the dark, but he could see my tits—and that was clearly enough for him.

“Gonna cum,” he warned.

I pulled back just enough to speak. “In my mouth. I swallow.”

He groaned and thrust up, his cock pulsing. Hot cum flooded my mouth—three, four, five thick spurts. I swallowed it all, milking him with my lips until he was completely empty.

“Jesus,” he breathed, collapsing back in his seat. “That was… Jesus.”

I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand and sat up, adjusting my dress. My lipstick was smeared, my hair messed up, but I’d earned my forty dollars.

“Thanks,” I said, climbing out of the truck.

“You work this corner often?”

“Every Friday,” I found myself saying.

“I’ll be back.”

He drove off. I walked back to my spot, my legs shaky in the tall boots. Roxanne was smoking another cigarette.

“How was it?” she asked.

“Quick,” I said. “Easier than I expected.”

“They usually are. Street clients want fast, cheap, anonymous. No foreplay, no conversation. Just service and done.”

I pulled out my compact, fixed my lipstick and hair. My mouth still tasted like cum—bitter and masculine. I should have felt degraded, should have hated this.

But my tiny cage was leaking into my panties. My nipples were hard. My ass clenched around my plug.

I’d just sucked a stranger’s cock in a truck for forty bucks, and I was turned on.

“Next one’s yours too,” Roxanne said. “I’ll take every third client tonight. You need to learn the rhythm.”



By midnight, I’d serviced four more clients.

Client two: Older businessman in a luxury sedan. He wanted me to keep my tits out while I sucked him, wanted to watch them bounce. I obliged, letting my massive D-cups hang free while I deep-throated him. He came on my tits, paid an extra ten bucks for the privilege.

Client three: Young guy, probably college age, nervous. His first time with a prostitute. I was gentle, made it good for him, swallowed his cum like it was nothing. He tipped twenty dollars, said I was amazing.

Client four: Rough trucker type with a thick cock and rougher demeanor. Face-fucked me until tears ran down my face, until drool and pre-cum coated my chin. Came down my throat without warning, without apology. I swallowed, took my forty bucks, got out.

Client five: Middle-aged guy who mostly just wanted to stare at my tits while I jerked him off. Quick and easy. Came on my cleavage, I wiped it off with tissues from his glove box.

Two hundred dollars earned. Five loads swallowed or worn. My makeup was completely destroyed by midnight, my lipstick smeared beyond repair, mascara running. My micro-dress had cum stains on the front. I looked exactly like what I was—a cheap street whore who’d been working all night.

“You’re a natural,” Roxanne said, genuinely impressed. “Most newbies can’t handle more than two clients their first night. You’re at five and barely slowing down.”

“Six months of practice,” I said, reapplying lipstick for the tenth time.

“Still. You’ve got the attitude for this. No hesitation, no drama. In, service, out, next.”

A car slowed—another client for me. I walked over, negotiated, got in. Another cock, another parking lot, another quick blowjob. This one lasted maybe three minutes—he was so turned on by my tits he came almost instantly. Easiest forty bucks of the night.

Six clients. Two hundred forty dollars. Half for me, half for the Institute.

“That’s enough for tonight,” Roxanne said when I returned. “You’ve proven you can handle it. Let’s go home.”

We drove back to the Institute, the city lights blurring past. My jaw ached. My throat was raw. My stomach was full of cum from six different strangers. I smelled like sex and cheap perfume and stranger’s crotches.

I should have felt disgusted. Should have hated every second.

But I’d made one hundred twenty dollars in four hours. And I’d been hard—well, as hard as my tiny caged clitty could get—the entire time.

“Same time next Friday?” Roxanne asked as we pulled up to the Institute.

“Yeah,” I said. “Same time.”



Back in my room, I stripped off the street clothes and examined myself in the mirror. My makeup was destroyed, my hair a mess. Dried cum flaked off my tits and chin. My fishnets were ripped in new places from kneeling in trucks and cars.

I looked used. Cheap. Like a forty-dollar whore.

Luna knocked and came in, taking one look at me and gasping. “Eva! Where have you been?”

“Street work,” I said, too tired to sugarcoat it. “Scarlett’s new assignment.”

“Street work? Like actual—”

“Yeah. Actual street prostitution. Forty bucks a blowjob.”

Luna processed this. “How many?”

“Six.”

“Six strange men? In one night?”

“Six in four hours.” I started wiping off the dried cum with makeup wipes. “It was… different. Faster. Cheaper. But easier in some ways. No pretense, no seduction. Just service and move on.”

Luna sat on my bed, watching me clean up. “Are you okay?”

“I don’t know.” I looked at my reflection again—at Eva, the street prostitute with massive tits and a tiny caged clitty. “I thought I’d hate it. Thought it would be the worst thing Scarlett could make me do. But…”

“But what?”

“But I liked it.” I turned to face her. “I liked the speed, the efficiency. I liked being cheap and easy and used. I liked earning money fast and moving on. I liked… I liked being a forty-dollar slut.”

Luna came over and hugged me from behind, her small body pressing against my larger one. “You’re not a slut. You’re a sex worker doing her job.”

“What’s the difference?”

“The difference is you’re getting paid and you’re safe.” She kissed my shoulder. “You’re working your quota, paying your debt, surviving. That’s not shameful. That’s smart.”

Maybe she was right. Maybe there was no shame in this. I’d already accepted being a sissy, accepted my cage, accepted serving clients at the Institute. Street work was just another form of service.

Just faster. Cheaper. More anonymous.

“Want to take a shower with me?” I asked. “I need to wash off six strangers’ cum.”

“Of course.”

We showered together, Luna helping me scrub away the night. Under the hot water, with my girlfriend’s hands washing my massive tits and my tiny caged clitty, the degradation of street work washed away too.

It was just work. Just another way to earn money. Just another service I provided.

No different than the glory holes, or the room clients, or the farm visits.

Just faster.

“You’re working street again next Friday?” Luna asked as we toweled off.

“Yeah. Roxanne says I’m a natural.”

“Do you want company? I could work the street with you.”

“You’d do that?”

“We’re girlfriends, Eva. And forty bucks a blowjob adds up fast. Plus…” She grinned. “It sounds kind of exciting. Dangerous. The opposite of boring Institute routine.”

I laughed. “You have a kink for street prostitution?”

“I have a kink for you. If you’re doing it, I want to do it too.”

We climbed into bed together, our clean bodies intertwined. My massive tits pressed against her small ones, our tiny cages touching through our panties.

“I worked the street tonight,” I whispered into the darkness.

“I know.”

“I sucked six stranger’s cocks in four hours for forty dollars each.”

“I know.”

“And I’m going to do it again next Friday.”

“I know.” Luna kissed me softly. “And you’ll do it well. Because you’re good at this, Eva. You’re good at being a sissy, at serving, at earning. You’re good at surviving.”

She was right.

I was good at this. Not just competent—actually good. Six months ago, Evan could never have imagined standing on a street corner, getting into strangers’ cars, sucking cock for forty bucks.

But Eva could. Eva did. And Eva would again.

Because this was my life now. Not just the Institute, not just the clients, not just the modifications.

All of it. The whole thing. Street corners and glory holes, farms and elite dungeons, micro-cages and massive tits.

This was Eva’s life.

And I was starting to accept—maybe even embrace—every part of it.

I fell asleep next to Luna, my jaw still sore, my stomach still full of stranger’s cum, my tiny cage leaking contentedly into my clean panties.


Chapter 6: Alley Fuck

Week twenty-six, Friday night.

My second week working the street corner, and I already felt like a veteran. The micro-dress, the fishnets, the seven-inch boots—they’d become my uniform. Roxanne stood beside me, smoking a cigarette, both of us scanning passing cars with practiced boredom.

“You’re getting good at this,” she said, exhaling smoke. “Most newbies take a month to lose the nervous look. You look like you’ve been doing this for years.”

“Six months of training,” I said. “Different location, same job.”

A car slowed—older sedan, guy in his thirties driving. He rolled down the window, eyes immediately going to my massive D-cup tits that threatened to spill out of my dress.

“How much for head?” he called.

“Forty,” I answered automatically.

“How much for the whole thing?”

I hesitated. Roxanne and I had talked about this—full service meant anal, meant higher pay, meant more risk. But also faster money.

“Sixty,” I said.

“Deal. Get in.”

I looked at Roxanne. She nodded—I’d been cleared for full service after proving I could handle the BJ clients. I walked to the car, my boots clicking on the pavement, and climbed into the passenger seat.

“Money first,” I said.

He handed me three twenties. I pocketed them and expected him to drive to the usual parking lot.

Instead, he pulled into an alley half a block away—dark, narrow, lined with dumpsters. My heart rate spiked.

“Here?” I asked.

“Here. Get out.”

I climbed out of the car, my heels unsteady on the broken pavement. The alley smelled like garbage and piss, the city sounds muffled by the buildings on either side. This wasn’t the controlled environment of the Institute or even the semi-safe parking lot. This was real street prostitution—dangerous, exposed, cheap.

“Turn around,” he ordered. “Hands on the dumpster.”

I did, my palms pressing against the cold metal. My micro-dress rode up immediately, exposing my ass, my fishnets, my tiny pink cage barely visible beneath my panties.

He pulled my panties down roughly, not bothering to remove them completely—just yanking them to mid-thigh. His hands gripped my ass cheeks, spreading them.

“Fuck, you’re already plugged,” he muttered, finding my 3-inch plug.

“Always,” I said, my voice shaky.

He pulled the plug out in one quick motion, making me gasp. Then I felt the blunt head of his cock pressing against my empty hole—no lube except whatever spit he’d used.

“Wait, do you have—”

He thrust inside.

No condom. No prep. Just his bare cock forcing into my ass in a dirty alley while I bent over a dumpster.

“Fuck!” I cried out, my fingers scrabbling against the metal.

“Shut up,” he grunted, gripping my hips hard enough to bruise. “You’re paid for. Take it.”

He fucked me standing, his hips slamming into my ass with brutal efficiency. No romance, no seduction, no pretense. Just a john using a forty-dollar street whore exactly how he wanted.

My massive tits bounced with each thrust, threatening to spill completely out of my dress. My tiny cage swung uselessly between my legs, my shrunken clitty completely irrelevant. All my pleasure came from my ass—from being stretched, filled, used.

“Tight little slut,” he panted, picking up speed. “How many cocks you take tonight?”

“You’re… the first,” I managed.

“Good. Gonna fill this pussy up.”

He pounded me harder, the wet slap of flesh on flesh echoing in the alley. Anyone could walk past, could see me bent over getting fucked. The risk made my head spin, made my tiny cage leak.

“Gonna cum,” he warned.

“Inside,” I heard myself say. “Fill me up.”

He thrust deep and held, his cock pulsing. Hot cum flooded my ass—thick, abundant, marking me as used. He groaned through his orgasm, his fingers digging into my hips.

When he finally pulled out, cum immediately started leaking down my thighs. He tucked himself away, zipped up.

“Good whore,” he said casually. “Might see you again.”

He got in his car and drove off, leaving me bent over the dumpster with cum dripping down my legs, my plug lying on the dirty ground, my panties still around my thighs.

I should have felt degraded. Should have felt violated.

Instead, my tiny cage was straining, leaking. I’d just been fucked raw in an alley for sixty bucks and I was turned on.

I pulled up my panties—letting the cum soak into them, not bothering to clean up. Picked up my plug and reinserted it, trapping the stranger’s load inside me. Adjusted my dress and walked back to my corner on shaky legs.

Roxanne took one look at me and knew. “Alley?”

“Yeah.”

“How was it?”

“Fast.” I could feel cum leaking into my panties, warm and thick. “Really fast. Five minutes, sixty bucks.”

“Told you. Alley fucks are quick money if you can handle them.” She checked her phone. “You okay to keep working?”

I should have said no. Should have gone home, cleaned up, processed what just happened.

“I’m fine,” I said.



An hour later, another car stopped. Different guy, same request.

“Sixty for full service?”

“Yeah.”

“Let’s go.”

Same alley. Same dumpster. Same position—hands on cold metal, dress hiked up, panties yanked down.

This client was rougher. Bigger cock, harder thrusts, nastier mouth.

“Fucking street slut,” he growled, one hand in my hair, pulling my head back. “This is what you’re good for, huh? Getting fucked in alleys?”

“Yes,” I moaned. Because it was true. This was what I was good for now.

He fucked me harder than the first guy, his cock stretching me, his balls slapping against my taint. My massive tits bounced with each brutal thrust, milk starting to leak from my sensitive nipples.

“Look at these fucking tits,” he said, reaching around to maul my chest through my dress. “Huge cow udders on a sissy slut.”

He groped me roughly, pinching my nipples until I cried out. Milk soaked through my dress, staining the fabric. I was leaking from both ends—milk from my tits, pre-cum from my caged clitty, the first guy’s cum from my ass.

“Gonna breed this pussy,” he grunted. “Gonna fill you up with another load.”

“Yes,” I begged. “Cum in me. Use me.”

He slammed deep and held, his cock throbbing. More cum flooding my already-full ass, mixing with the first load. When he pulled out, the combination of both clients’ cum poured down my thighs in thick rivulets.

“Messy whore,” he laughed, smacking my ass hard enough to leave a handprint. “Go clean yourself up.”

He paid—three twenties—and left.

I stood in the alley, cum dripping down my legs, my fishnets stained, my dress soaked with milk. Two loads in an hour. One hundred twenty dollars earned. My ass gaped slightly, struggling to hold the massive amount of cum even with my plug back in.

I walked back to my corner, not bothering to hide the cum running down my thighs. Let everyone see. Let them know exactly what I was—a cheap street whore who got fucked in alleys.

Roxanne’s eyes widened when she saw me. “Jesus, Eva. You’re a mess.”

“Two clients,” I said. “Two loads. One twenty.”

“In an hour? Fuck, you’re efficient.” She handed me tissues from her purse. “At least wipe down your legs before the next one. You’re scaring off the vanilla clients.”

I cleaned up as best I could, but there was no hiding what I’d been doing. My dress was stained with milk and probably cum. My fishnets were torn in new places. My makeup was smeared. I smelled like sex and stranger’s sweat and dirty alleys.

I looked exactly like what I was.

And when the next car slowed, when the driver looked at me and saw a clearly-used whore still standing on her corner, still available…

“How much?” he asked.

“Sixty for everything.”

“You’re already fucking covered in cum.”

“Yeah. You’ll be the third.”

He grinned. “Even better. Get in.”



By two AM, I’d serviced five alley clients.

Five different cocks. Five loads of cum. Three hundred dollars earned.

Roxanne drove me back to the Institute, both of us silent. I was beyond exhausted—my jaw ached from the car BJs I’d done earlier, my ass was raw from five rough fucks, my legs trembled in my boots.

But I’d made three hundred dollars in six hours. Fifty dollars an hour. And I’d barely stopped working.

“You found your rhythm,” Roxanne said as we pulled up. “Most street girls stick to BJs. You went straight to alley fucks.”

“Faster money,” I said, my voice hoarse.

“Also more dangerous. Those men don’t wear condoms. Don’t give a shit about you. Just want a quick fuck and gone.”

“I know.”

“And you’re okay with that?”

I thought about it. About standing in dirty alleys, bent over dumpsters, getting raw-dogged by strangers who paid sixty bucks for the privilege. About cum leaking down my thighs while I walked back to work for the next client.

“Yeah,” I said. “I’m okay with it.”



Back in my room, I stripped off the street clothes and examined the damage. My fishnets were ruined—tears everywhere from kneeling, from rough hands. My micro-dress had permanent cum and milk stains. My boots had scuff marks from the alley pavement.

But in my purse: three hundred dollars cash.

I showered for thirty minutes, washing away five strangers’ cum, scrubbing my skin until it was red. The hot water soothed my sore muscles, my aching ass, my bruised hips.

Luna knocked and came in while I was still in the shower. She pulled back the curtain, took one look at me, and climbed in without asking.

“Rough night?” she asked, grabbing the soap.

“Made three hundred dollars,” I said.

“Doing what?”

“Alley fucks. Sixty bucks each. Five clients.”

Luna’s eyes widened. “Five? In one night?”

“In six hours.”

She was quiet for a moment, washing my back gently. Her small hands soothed over my bruised skin, finding the spots where rough fingers had gripped too hard.

“Are you okay?” she asked softly.

“I don’t know.” I turned to face her. “I got fucked raw by five strangers in an alley for sixty dollars each. No condoms. Cum leaking everywhere. People could have seen. It was dirty and dangerous and cheap.”

“And?”

“And I liked it.” I laughed, slightly hysterical. “I fucking liked it, Luna. I got home and counted my money and all I could think was ‘I can make three hundred every Friday doing this.’ What the fuck is wrong with me?”

“Nothing’s wrong with you,” Luna said firmly. She cupped my face, making me look at her. “You found something that works. Something efficient. Something that pays well and doesn’t require the Institute taking half.”

“I’m a forty-dollar alley whore.”

“You’re a sex worker who found a lucrative niche.” She kissed me softly. “There’s no shame in that.”

Maybe she was right. Maybe there was no difference between getting fucked in an Institute room for a hundred dollars and getting fucked in an alley for sixty. Same act, different venue, different price point.

Just business. Just work.

We finished showering together, Luna’s gentle hands washing away the last traces of the night. Under the hot water, wrapped in my girlfriend’s arms, the shame and degradation washed away too.

It was just work. Just another way to earn money, pay down debt, survive.

No different than the glory holes, the room clients, the farm visits, the maid service.

Just faster. Cheaper. More public.

But still just work.

We climbed into bed together, our clean bodies intertwined. My massive tits pressed against her smaller chest, our tiny cages touching through our panties.

“Three hundred dollars,” Luna murmured. “That’s impressive.”

“Think I should do it again next Friday?”

“Do you want to?”

I thought about it. About the danger, the degradation, the raw fucking in dirty alleys. About the cum, the rough hands, the men who saw me as nothing more than a convenient hole.

About the three hundred dollars I’d earned in six hours.

“Yeah,” I said. “I want to.”

“Then do it.” She kissed my shoulder. “Just be safe. Roxanne knows what she’s doing. Listen to her.”

“I will.”

We fell asleep like that—two sissy girlfriends who’d both accepted what they were, what they did, what they’d become.

The next morning, I woke up sore but satisfied. My ass ached, my hips had bruises, my throat was raw.

But in my purse: three hundred dollars.

I counted it again, just to be sure. Fifteen twenty-dollar bills. Earned five at a time, sixty dollars per fuck, five strangers in dirty alleys.

Street prostitution. Alley fucking. The lowest form of sex work.

And I was good at it.

And next Friday, I’d do it again.


Chapter 7: Porn Studio Intro

Week twenty-seven, Tuesday afternoon.

I was in the Institute common area, waiting for my next client, when a man I didn’t recognize approached me. He was in his late thirties, dressed all in black—black jeans, black t-shirt, black leather jacket. His dark hair was pulled back in a ponytail, and he had the confident air of someone who belonged here despite being a stranger.

“Eva Park?” he asked.

“Yeah?” I stood, my massive D-cup tits bouncing in my crop top. “Do I have an appointment with you?”

“Not yet.” He extended his hand. “Jax Stone. I’m a director.”

“Director?” I shook his hand cautiously. “What kind of director?”

“The kind that makes very explicit content for very large audiences.” He smiled. “I’ve been scouting talent at the Institute for a while now. Scarlett told me about you—said you’d be perfect for what I do.”

Porn. He was talking about porn.

“I’m not interested in—”

“Five hundred dollars per scene,” he said. “Professional lighting, multiple cameras, edited and uploaded to premium sites. Your face will be blurred if you want, or shown if you’re comfortable with exposure. Residual income if the videos perform well.”

Five hundred dollars. Per scene. I’d have to fuck five clients at the Institute to make that much, or eight street clients in alleys.

“What kind of scenes?” I asked.

“Solo, partnered, group—whatever you’re comfortable with. I shoot everything from vanilla to extreme, but it’s all professional. Contracts, testing, safety protocols.” He pulled out a business card. “Think about it. I’m

offering you a first shoot—solo masturbation, fully clothed to start if you want. See if you like performing for camera. If not, you walk away five hundred dollars richer. If you do like it, we discuss more work.”

I took the card. It had a phone number and an address—a studio across town.

“How did you hear about me specifically?” I asked.

“Your street work made some noise. Word travels in this industry—the hot new sissy with massive tits doing alley fucks for sixty bucks. That kind of thing gets noticed.” He looked me up and down appraisingly. “You have the look I need. Bombshell body, tiny cage, that mix of innocent and slutty. Very marketable.”

“I’m not innocent.”

“But you look like you could be. That’s what sells.” He gestured to his card. “Think about it. Call me if you’re interested. First shoot can be as soon as tomorrow if you want.”

He left, and I stared at the card in my hand.

Porn. Professional porn. Not amateur filming like Derek had done, but actual studio-quality content uploaded to major sites.

Five hundred dollars per scene.

I thought about my street work—five fucks for three hundred dollars, dirty alleys, cum-stained fishnets. I thought about my Institute clients—fifty to a hundred dollars each, depending on service. I thought about my debt, still crushing despite months of work.

Five hundred dollars for one scene.

I called the number.



Wednesday morning, I stood outside a warehouse-style building in an industrial district. The address matched Jax’s card. A plain exterior, no signs, just a number on the door.

I knocked.

Jax opened it, smiling. “Eva. You came.”

“You said five hundred.”

“I did. Come in, let me show you the setup.”

Inside, the warehouse was transformed into a professional studio. Multiple rooms set up as different scenes—a bedroom, a living room, what looked like a dungeon, an office. Professional lighting rigs everywhere. Multiple cameras on tripods. A control room with monitors and editing equipment.

“This is impressive,” I said.

“I’ve been doing this for ten years. Started amateur, went professional five years ago. Now I work with about twenty regular performers, shoot two to three times a week, upload daily.” He led me to the bedroom set. “Your first scene will be here. Solo performance, you can wear whatever you want, and I need you to masturbate on camera until you cum.”

“That’s it?”

“That’s it. We’ll do multiple angles, maybe fifteen to twenty minutes of footage that I’ll edit down to ten minutes of final video. You show off your body, show off your tits, play with your cage, use a toy if you want.” He gestured to a basket of sex toys in the corner. “All standard silicone, fully sanitized. You pick what you’re comfortable with.”

I looked at the bed—king-sized, clean white sheets, multiple pillows. Professional lighting overhead and from the sides. Three cameras set up at different angles.

“What about my face?” I asked.

“Your call. I can blur it in post-production, or show it. The unblurred versions get more views, more residuals, but it’s your choice.”

“Show it,” I said. “I’m already famous from Derek’s video apparently.”

Jax grinned. “That’s the spirit. Okay, let’s get started. You can change in the bathroom—there’s a robe if you want, or just come out in whatever you’re comfortable performing in.”

I went to the bathroom and looked at myself in the mirror. I’d worn a simple outfit—crop top, short skirt, heels. Underneath, a lace bra and matching panties with my tiny pink cage barely visible.

This was it. My first professional porn shoot.

I stripped down to my lingerie, checked my makeup, and walked back to the bedroom set.

Jax had the cameras rolling. “Perfect. You look incredible. Just get comfortable on the bed and we’ll start.”

I climbed onto the bed, my massive D-cup tits threatening to spill out of my bra. The white sheets contrasted with my lingerie, making everything pop. I could see myself on the monitors—three different angles, all showing my bombshell body.

“Okay, Eva,” Jax said from behind the cameras. “This is your scene. No script, no directions. Just show the audience what you like, what turns you on, what makes you cum. Pretend you’re alone in your room, performing for yourself. Can you do that?”

“Yeah.”

“Great. Rolling in three, two, one… action.”

I started slow. Ran my hands over my body, feeling my curves through the lingerie. My massive tits, my slim waist, my thick thighs. I could see myself on the monitors—looked like a pornstar, moved like a pornstar.

Maybe I was a pornstar now.

I unhooked my bra, letting my D-cups bounce free. My nipples were already hard, already leaking a little milk. I cupped them, squeezed them, milk leaking between my fingers.

“Beautiful,” Jax murmured. “Keep going.”

I pinched my nipples, making them leak more. Milk ran down my stomach, soaking into my panties. I moaned—not fake, genuinely aroused. Being watched, being filmed, knowing thousands of people would see this… it made my tiny cage strain.

I slid off my panties, revealing my micro-cage. On camera it looked even tinier—a little pink decoration between my thick thighs, barely noticeable beneath my massive tits.

“Show it off,” Jax said. “Let them see how tiny it is.”

I spread my legs, giving the cameras a clear view. My shrunken clitty locked in its micro-cage, completely useless. Two inches max when hard, barely visible when soft.

“This is what happens to sissies,” I said to the camera, surprising myself. “This is what happens when you choose cock over pussy.”

“Good, good,” Jax encouraged. “Keep talking.”

I reached for the toy basket, pulled out an eight-inch dildo. Realistic, thick, exactly the kind of cock I craved.

“My clitty doesn’t work anymore,” I continued, addressing the camera directly. “So I use my pussy instead.”

I brought the dildo to my mouth, sucked it slowly, showing off my puffy lips and trained throat. Took it deep, gagged slightly, pulled back with drool connecting my lips to the tip.

“Fuck, that’s hot,” Jax said. “Now the other end.”

I positioned myself on my hands and knees, ass toward the main camera. Reached back and pulled out my plug, showing my open hole. Then slowly, deliberately, I pushed the dildo inside.

Eight inches of thick silicone stretching me, filling me. I moaned into the bed, my massive tits swaying beneath me. Started fucking myself with it, slow at first, then faster.

“Talk to the camera,” Jax instructed. “Tell them how it feels.”

“Feels so good,” I moaned. “My pussy is so hungry. Need to be filled. Need cock inside me.”

I fucked myself harder, the dildo hitting my prostate with every thrust. My tiny cage leaked constantly now, pre-cum dripping onto the white sheets.

“Show me your face when you cum,” Jax said. “I want to see that sissygasm.”

I flipped onto my back, legs spread, dildo still buried inside me. Started pumping it faster, harder, one hand on the toy, the other groping my massive tit. Milk leaked everywhere, my cage strained, my face flushed.

“Gonna cum,” I panted. “Gonna cum from my pussy.”

“Do it,” Jax urged. “Cum for the camera.”

The orgasm hit like a freight train. My back arched off the bed, my legs trembled, and weak spurts leaked from my caged clitty while I screamed. A hands-free sissygasm, filmed in HD from three angles.

I collapsed on the bed, the dildo still inside me, chest heaving. Milk and pre-cum soaked the sheets. I looked completely fucked.

“Perfect,” Jax said, stopping the cameras. “That was incredible. Natural performer, amazing body, genuine orgasm. You’re going to be huge.”

I lay there, processing what I’d just done. I’d masturbated on camera, talked dirty to an imaginary audience, came while being filmed.

And I’d loved every second.



After I cleaned up and got dressed, Jax handed me five hundred dollars cash.

“The video will be edited and uploaded tomorrow,” he said. “It’ll go on three premium sites, probably get fifty thousand views in the first week. If it performs well, you’ll get residuals—about ten bucks per thousand views after the first fifty k.”

“So I could make more than five hundred?”

“If it goes viral? Way more. My top performer made three thousand on a single video last month.” He pulled out a contract. “This gives me rights to the footage, you keep the performance fee plus residuals, and you agree to do more shoots if the first one does well. Interested?”

I read through the contract. Standard stuff—I was a performer, he was the producer, all content was consensual and I was over eighteen. Residuals split 60/40 in his favor after the initial fee.

I signed.

“Excellent. I’ll call you tomorrow with the view count. If it’s doing well, I’d like to book you for a group scene Thursday—five performers, gangbang style, thousand dollars plus residuals.”

“A thousand?”

“You’d be the star. Everyone else is just supporting cast.” He grinned. “Think about it. You’re naturally talented at this, Eva. You could make real money in porn.”

I left the studio with five hundred dollars cash and a signed contract making me a professional pornstar.

On the drive back to the Institute, I thought about what had just happened. I’d performed sex acts on camera for money. Those videos would be uploaded, would be public, would have my face and body on display for anyone to see.

Derek’s video had been humiliating, invasive, a weapon he used against me.

But this? This was me choosing to be filmed. Choosing to perform. Choosing to profit from my body, my transformation, my sexuality.

This was empowering.



Back at the Institute, Luna was waiting in my room.

“How was it?” she asked immediately.

“I just shot a solo masturbation video for five hundred dollars,” I said, pulling out the cash. “And I have a gangbang scene booked for tomorrow for a thousand.”

Her eyes widened. “A thousand dollars? For one scene?”

“For one scene.” I sat next to her on the bed. “Luna, I think I just found my new side hustle.”

“Porn?”

“Professional porn. Edited, uploaded to premium sites, residual income if it goes viral. Jax said his top performer made three thousand on a single video.”

Luna was quiet for a moment. “Are you sure about this? Once it’s out there, it’s out there forever.”

“I’m already out there. Derek made sure of that. My college friends have seen me get gangbanged. I work street corners in fishnets. I’m famous as the Institute sissy with massive tits.” I showed her the contract. “This is just me taking control of that fame. Profiting from it instead of being victimized by it.”

She read the contract, then looked at me seriously. “If you’re doing this, I want to do it with you.”

“What?”

“The gangbang scene. Book me too. We could do a couples scene, or be in the gangbang together. I want to be part of this.” She smiled. “We’re girlfriends. We should do porn together.”

I laughed—slightly hysterical, but genuine. “You want us to be pornstar girlfriends?”

“Why not? We’re already sissy girlfriends who work at a brothel and do street prostitution. Might as well add pornstars to the resume.”

She had a point. We’d already crossed every line, already accepted every aspect of this life. Adding professional porn to the mix was barely a step further.

“Okay,” I said. “I’ll call Jax tomorrow and tell him I want to book you too. We’ll do the gangbang together.”

“Perfect.” She kissed me softly. “Let’s be pornstars, Eva. Let’s be famous sissy sluts together.”

We made love that afternoon—tender, romantic, our caged clitties pressing together, our bodies intertwined. This was different from the rough fucks I did for money. This was us. Eva and Luna. Two sissies in love.

Tomorrow we’d be pornstars getting gangbanged on camera.

But today, we were just girlfriends.



That night, I couldn’t sleep. I kept thinking about the shoot, about the cameras, about the thousands of people who would see me.

Derek’s video had embarrassed me because I’d had no control over it.

But Jax’s video? I’d controlled every aspect. I’d chosen what to wear, how to perform, what to say. I’d signed the contract willingly. I’d taken the money eagerly.

This wasn’t exploitation. This was entrepreneurship.

I was a pornstar now. A professional sex worker in multiple formats—brothel, street, and screen.

And for the first time since signing that Institute contract six months ago, I felt like I was in control of my own commodification.

My body was my product. My sexuality was my brand. My transformation was my selling point, and I’d give them a show.


Chapter 8: Group Scene Filming

Thursday morning, Week twenty-seven.

I stood outside Jax’s studio, nervous but excited. He’d called me the day before, after my solo video had exploded in popularity.

“The numbers are insane,” he’d said. “Two million views in three days. You’re a star, Eva. I want to capitalize on that. Group scene, Thursday. Five performers. Five hundred dollar booking fee plus residuals. This will be your star vehicle.”

Now I was here, ready for the biggest shoot of my career.

Jax opened the door, grinning. “Eva! My star performer. Ready to make some magic?”

“Ready to make five hundred dollars,” I said.

He laughed. “That too. Come on in.”

The bedroom set was different than my solo shoot—the bed was bigger, the lighting more dramatic, and there were more cameras. Five angles instead of three.

“This is a full production,” Jax explained. “Five male performers—I’ve already screened them, all tested clean, all professionals. They’re in the green room getting ready. The scene will run about two hours of filming, edited down to thirty minutes final video.”

“What’s the scenario?” I asked.

“College Sissy Gangbang,” he said, showing me the title card he’d already designed. “You’re a college sissy who comes home to find five guys waiting. They take turns on you, ending with a massive creampie finale and close-ups of your gaping hole.”

It was exactly what I’d expected, but hearing it stated so bluntly made it real.

“Any limits?” Jax asked. “Things you won’t do?”

“No watersports,” I said. “No scat. No blood.”

“Easy. I don’t shoot that stuff anyway.” He checked his clipboard. “You’re okay with multiple partners? With DP if it happens organically?”

“Yes.”

“Great. Go get into your outfit—there’s a schoolgirl setup in the wardrobe room. Something that says ‘college’ without looking underage. Then we’ll bring in the guys and start rolling.”



Twenty minutes later, I was dressed in a slutty “college” outfit—a crop top with a plaid micro-skirt, heels, and my cage visible if you looked close enough.

The five male performers entered the set. All of them were attractive, fit, various ethnicities. All of them were obviously chosen for cock size—even through their clothes, I could see they were packing.

Jax introduced them: Marcus (black, tall, probably ten inches), Derek—different Derek, not my bully—(white, muscular, eight inches), Javier (Latino, hung), Tyler (black, massive), and Chris (white, thick).

They looked at me like I was meat. Like I was exactly what I was—a paid performer about to get gangbanged on camera.

“Positions everyone,” Jax called. “Eva, you’re on the bed. Guys, you’re standing around it. I want to start with kissing and groping, then we’ll move to oral rotation, then penetration. Follow the energy—if something works, keep doing it. I’ll call out if I need specific shots.”

The cameras rolled.

“Action!”



The five men surrounded the bed immediately. Hands everywhere—groping my tits, my ass, stroking my cage through my clothes. Marcus kissed me roughly while someone else—Tyler maybe—sucked on my nipples through my top.

They stripped me quickly. My crop top pulled off, my massive D-cups spilling out. Someone groaned. “Fuck, those tits.”

My skirt yanked up, my panties torn off. My tiny micro-cage exposed.

“Tiny little clitty,” Marcus laughed, flicking my cage. “Perfect sissy.”

They pushed me onto my back, legs spread. One of them—Chris—buried his face between my thighs, licking around my cage, tongue probing my ass.

“Get them ready,” Jax called. “I want sloppy.”

Clothes came off the men. Five cocks sprang free—all huge, all hard, all pointed at us.

Marcus’s was the biggest, a solid ten inches of thick black meat. Tyler’s was almost as big, maybe nine inches. The other three were eight or more. A lineup of alpha cocks about to demolish two tiny caged sissies.

“Suck,” Marcus ordered, grabbing my hair.

I opened my mouth, and he pushed inside. His cock stretched my lips wide, hit the back of my throat immediately. I gagged but kept going, relaxing my throat the way I’d been trained.

Next to me, Luna was sucking Javier, her small hands gripping his shaft. She was moaning around his cock, clearly enjoying herself.

“Rotation!” Jax called. “I want everyone to get a taste.”

I sucked all five cocks in sequence—each different in size and shape, each leaving a different taste. By the time I’d completed the circuit, my jaw ached and my lips were swollen. Drool and pre-cum covered my face, my massive tits.

“Penetration!” Jax called. “Eva, you’re the star.”

Marcus flipped me onto my back, pulled out my plug, and positioned himself at my entrance. His huge cock pressed against my hole—bigger than anything I’d taken on film before.

“Ready, sissy?” he asked.

“Fuck me,” I begged.

He pushed inside—thick, stretching, filling. I cried out as ten inches of BBC spread me open, hit depths I’d forgotten existed. He started fucking immediately, no warm-up, just brutal pounding.

The cameras captured everything. My face contorting in pleasure, my massive tits bouncing wildly, my tiny cage swinging uselessly, my hole stretched obscenely around his thick shaft.

“That’s it,” Jax said from behind the cameras. “Show me those tits bounce.”

Marcus gripped my tits, using them as leverage to fuck me harder. Milk sprayed with every squeeze, soaking both of us. He laughed, licking my nipples, drinking my milk while his cock destroyed my ass.

“Gonna fill this sissy pussy,” he grunted.

“Yes,” I moaned. “Breed me. Fill me up.”

He slammed deep and held, his cock pulsing. Hot cum flooded my ass—the first load of five. When he pulled out, Jax moved in with a camera for a close-up of cum leaking from my gaping hole.

“Beautiful,” he said. “Next!”

Derek—the performer, not my bully—took Marcus’s place. He flipped me onto my stomach, positioned me doggy-style, and thrust in. His eight-inch cock felt smaller after Marcus, but he made up for it with enthusiasm, pounding me fast and hard.

“Cum in her,” Jax directed. “I want to see it drip.”

Derek groaned and filled me with his second load. More cum flooding my already-full hole, mixing with Marcus’s seed. When he pulled out, the combination leaked out in thick white streams.

“Tyler, you’re up,” Jax said.

Tyler was massive—nine inches at least, thick as my wrist. He didn’t flip me over, just pulled my ass up higher while I stayed face-down, and forced his way inside.

“Fuck!” I screamed into the sheets. “Too big!”

“Take it, slut,” he growled, not slowing. “You’re made for this.”

He fucked me brutally, his massive cock stretching me beyond comfort. But pain turned to pleasure quickly—my ass had been trained for this, conditioned to find fullness satisfying. By the time he came, I was moaning uncontrollably, my tiny cage leaking puddles onto the sheets.

Three loads. Three different cocks. My hole was gaping, struggling to hold all the cum.

“Continue with Eva,” Jax called. “Javier and Chris, you’re next. I want five loads total.”

Javier went first—missionary position, looking into my eyes as he fucked me. “You’re beautiful,” he said, which was oddly sweet for a gangbang. He came inside me, adding his load to the three already there.

Finally, Chris. He wanted me in reverse cowgirl, riding him while facing the cameras. I climbed on, guided his thick cock into my destroyed hole, and started bouncing. My massive tits swayed for the camera, milk leaking, my tiny cage flopping uselessly.

“Look at that sissy ride,” Jax narrated for the video. “Huge tits, tiny cage, hole full of cum.”

Chris gripped my ass, helping me bounce faster. “Gonna add another load to that mess.”

“Please,” I moaned. “Fill me up. I want all five loads.”

He thrust up hard and came, his fifth load joining the four already inside me. When I lifted off his cock, cum poured out—thick, white, abundant. A combination of five different men’s seed, flooding from my gaping hole.

Jax moved in with the camera, getting extreme close-ups. “Show me that gape, Eva. Show the audience your destroyed sissy pussy.”

I spread my ass cheeks, showing the camera my stretched, cum-leaking hole. It gaped obscenely, unable to close properly, five loads dripping out in steady streams.

“Perfect,” Jax breathed. “And Luna—same thing.”

Luna presented her ass to the camera, equally destroyed, equally full. Two sissies, ten loads total, both gaping and leaking.

“Bukkake finale!” Jax called. “Kneel, guys finish on your face.”

All five of them stood in a semi-circle around me as I knelt. They stroked their cocks, aiming at my face.

“Open your mouth,” Marcus ordered. “Tongue out.”

I obeyed. Knelt there like a good sissy, tongue extended, waiting for more cum.

They came almost simultaneously. Five cocks erupting, hot cum splattering across my face, my tits, my hair. I was glazed—absolutely covered in thick white ropes. I could barely see, could barely breathe through the cum coating my face.

“Keep your position,” Jax said, filming close-ups of my destroyed, cum-covered face. “Perfect. Beautiful. Exactly what I wanted.”

“Cut!” he finally called.



After cleanup—which took thirty minutes and two showers—Jax handed me five hundred dollars cash.

“That was incredible,” he said. “Some of the best gangbang footage I’ve shot in years. Natural performer, genuine reactions, perfect body for this.”

“When does it upload?” I asked.

“Tomorrow morning. I’ll send you the link. It’ll be titled ‘College Sissy Destroyed by Five Bulls’ or something similar. Very niche, but that niche is hungry.”

I left the studio walking carefully. I’d just been fucked by five men, had taken five loads, had been bukkaked on camera.

And I’d made five hundred dollars.

“That was intense,” I muttered to myself in the car.

But it had been more than intense. It had been… fun. Degrading, exhausting, intense—but fun. Like I was performing, not just servicing.

Five hundred for two hours of work. Compare that to street work—six hours for three hundred. Or Institute clients—hours of work for similar amounts.

Porn was the most efficient income stream I’d found yet.

“Jax said if the video does well, he’ll book me for more,” I thought aloud.

Good. Because I wanted to do more.

“Exactly.” That was it—the difference between porn and prostitution. In porn, we were performers. There was an audience, a script (sort of), a purpose beyond just making the client cum. It felt more like art than work.

Dirty, explicit, degrading art. But art nonetheless.



Back at the Institute, I spent the rest of the day recovering. My ass was wrecked, my jaw ached, my throat was raw. But in my purse: five hundred dollars.

That evening, Scarlett summoned me to her office.

“I heard about the porn shoot,” she said, leaning against her desk, arms crossed over her leather corset. “Professional filming, five performers, five hundred dollars.”

“Yes, Miss Scarlett.”

“And you didn’t ask my permission first.”

Oh shit. I’d forgotten—technically, Scarlett controlled my schedule, my activities, everything.

“I’m sorry, Miss Scarlett. I should have—”

“No, no.” She waved a hand. “I’m not angry. I’m impressed. You found a new revenue stream, negotiated your own rates, and brought in five hundred dollars in one shoot.” She smiled. “That’s initiative. That’s exactly the kind of entrepreneurial spirit we want in our girls.”

I relaxed slightly. “So I can keep doing it?”

“Absolutely. In fact, I want you to do it as often as possible. Porn residuals count toward your quota, and anything you bring in above your base quota, you keep seventy percent of instead of fifty.” She pulled out a calculator. “If that video goes viral like your director thinks it will, you could make serious money. Enough to actually dent your debt.”

My debt. I’d almost forgotten about it in the rush of new work. I was still at eighty-five thousand dollars remaining—barely making a dent despite months of work.

“How much would I need to make to clear my debt?” I asked.

“In residuals alone? Impossible. But combined with your other work—Institute clients, street work, farm visits, porn shoots—if you maintain your current pace, you could clear it in another eighteen months.”

Eighteen months. A year and a half. I’d already done six months. That meant two more years total.

Two more years of this life.

The thought should have been depressing. But instead, I felt… okay with it. Maybe even excited. Two more years of being Eva, of perfecting my craft, of earning and saving and eventually buying my freedom.

Or…

“What if I didn’t want to leave?” I heard myself ask.

Scarlett’s eyebrows rose. “Didn’t want to leave?”

“What if, when my debt is paid, I want to stay? Keep working here?”

“We’d have to renegotiate your contract. Convert it from debt-work to employee status. Different terms, different quota structure, but…” She studied me carefully. “Is that something you’re actually considering?”

“I don’t know. Maybe.”

“Well.” Scarlett smiled slowly. “If you want to discuss permanent arrangements after your contract ends, I’m sure Director Blackwell would be interested. We prefer to keep our best performers.”

Permanent arrangements. The words hung in the air between us.

“For now,” Scarlett continued, “focus on your work. The porn, the street work, the Institute clients. Build your brand, make your money, pay down that debt. The future will sort itself out.”

“Yes, Miss Scarlett.”

“And Eva?” She stepped closer, her ice-blue eyes intense. “I’m proud of you. Six months ago, you were a terrified college boy begging to leave. Now you’re negotiating porn contracts and asking about staying. That’s growth.”



That night, I lay in bed alone, too sore to do much besides rest.

The question lingered in my mind: Scarlett had asked about staying permanently. About renegotiating terms if I wanted to stay as an employee instead of debt-worker.

Six months ago, I would have said no. Would have counted down the days until freedom. But now I didn’t know what I’d do out there. I couldn’t go back to being Evan. Couldn’t get a normal job with these tits and this cage. Couldn’t pretend to be anything but what I am.

Being Eva made me happy. Working here, doing porn, serving clients—it wasn’t the life I’d planned, but it was the life I had. And I was good at it.

Maybe staying wasn’t such a crazy idea after all.


Chapter 9: Online Fame

Week twenty-eight, Monday morning.

My phone buzzed with a text message that made my blood run cold.

Derek: You’re trending on PornHub, slut. #3 in sissy category. Everyone from college is watching. You’re famous. 😂

My heart stopped. I stared at the message, my massive tits rising and falling with panicked breaths.

Famous. Trending. Everyone from college.

Luna was in the shower. I was alone with my phone and my terror.

With shaking fingers, I opened PornHub on my browser. Searched for my name—“Eva Park sissy.”

The results loaded.

“College Sissy Couple Destroyed by Five Bulls” - 2.1M views - Uploaded 3 days ago

Two million views. In three days.

I clicked on it. The thumbnail showed me and Luna side-by-side, faces covered in cum, mouths open, looking absolutely destroyed. The view counter ticked up even as I watched—2,104,538… 2,104,612… 2,104,759…

Growing by hundreds every few seconds.

I scrolled to the comments section. Hundreds of them, thousands maybe.

“Hottest sissy I’ve ever seen. Those tits are incredible.”

“The one with the huge rack is perfect. Anyone know how to book her?”

“I’d pay anything to fuck that blonde one. Body is insane.”

“Watched this five times already. They take those cocks like champions.”

“The tiny cages kill me. Love seeing useless sissy clits.”

“Anyone else notice they’re girlfriends? The way they look at each other… so hot.”

I kept scrolling. Most comments were positive—horny, crude, but positive. Men praising my body, my performance, my willingness to be destroyed on camera.

A few were from people who recognized me.

“Pretty sure that’s Evan Park from State University. Always knew that twink was a faggot.”

“DUDE that’s the kid from my CS class! He disappeared last semester! Guess we know why 😂”

“If you went to State and knew Evan, watch this. It’s him. 100% him. Those tits don’t hide his face.”

My stomach churned. They knew. People from college knew. Had seen me. Had watched me get gangbanged by five men. Had seen my massive tits and tiny cage and gaping cum-filled hole.

Everyone knew.

My phone buzzed again. Another text from Derek.

Derek: The group chat is LOSING IT. Everyone’s sharing the link. You’re literally a pornstar now. How does it feel knowing your whole college has seen you take five loads in the ass? 😂😂😂

I should have been devastated. Should have been humiliated beyond recovery. Should have wanted to disappear, to die, to somehow undo what had been done.

But as I stared at that view counter—now at 2,106,000 and still climbing—I felt something else.

Power.

Two million people had watched me. Two million people had seen Eva—not Evan, but Eva—in all her sissy glory. Huge tits, tiny cage, taking massive cocks like a professional.

And they loved it.

The comments weren’t hateful. They weren’t mocking. They were… horny. Appreciative. Men jerking off to my body, my performance, my submission.

I was famous.

I opened my messages, typed a response to Derek.

Eva: Feels pretty good actually. Thanks for the free marketing. 💋

I blocked his number before he could respond.



Luna came out of the shower, toweling off her pink hair. She took one look at my face and knew something was wrong.

“What happened?” she asked.

“The video went viral. Two million views in three days.”

Her eyes widened. “Two million?”

“People from college recognized me. Derek’s telling everyone. There’s a group chat sharing the link.” I showed her my phone—the video, the comments, the view counter still climbing.

She read for a minute, then looked up at me. “How do you feel?”

“I don’t know.” I set down the phone. “Six months ago, this would have destroyed me. Would have been my worst nightmare—everyone from my old life seeing me like this.”

“And now?”

“Now…” I thought about it. “Now I kind of don’t give a fuck. Yeah, they saw me. So what? I’m a pornstar. I made a thousand dollars from that shoot. Those two million views will probably generate thousands more in residuals. And the comments are mostly positive—men want to fuck me, want to book me, want more content.”

Luna smiled slowly. “So you’re okay with being famous?”

“I think I am.” I pulled up the video again, watching myself on screen getting fucked by Marcus’s huge cock. I looked incredible—my massive tits bouncing, my face contorted in genuine pleasure, my body designed for this.

“You know what this means, right?” Luna asked.

“What?”

“More people will recognize you. On the street, at the Institute, everywhere. You’ll be that pornstar sissy. The one from the viral video.”

“Good,” I said, surprising myself. “Let them recognize me. Let them know exactly what I am. I’m done hiding.”

My phone buzzed with a call. Jax.

“Eva!” he said when I answered. “Have you seen the numbers?”

“Two million views.”

“Two point three million now. It’s blowing up. Already the top sissy video this week, trending in gangbang and amateur categories. This is huge.”

“What does that mean for us?”

“Residuals. With these numbers, you and Luna are looking at another two, maybe three thousand dollars each over the next month. Plus, I’m getting booking requests. People want to hire you directly—high-paying private clients who saw the video and want the real thing.”

Three thousand dollars. From one video. That was more than I made in a month of Institute work.

“I want to shoot more,” I said immediately.

“Music to my ears. I’ve got three scenarios lined up—solo lactation fetish video, anal training with multiple toys, and a ten-person gangbang if you’re up for it.”

Ten people. The outline had mentioned that—the biggest gangbang of my career.

“How much for the ten-person scene?”

“Fifteen hundred dollars plus residuals. It’ll be your star vehicle—feature length, high production value, premium upload.”

Fifteen hundred dollars for one shoot.

“I’m in,” I said. “Luna too, if you want her.”

“Absolutely. Couple dynamic worked great. I’ll book you both for next week—Wednesday evening, four-hour shoot. Can you handle that?”

Four hours of filming. Ten performers. Probably twenty or more loads.

“Yeah,” I said. “We can handle it.”



That afternoon, I made the mistake of checking my old college social media.

My Instagram had exploded. Hundreds of DMs, most from college classmates I barely remembered.

“Holy shit Evan is that really you?”

“Dude you look amazing. Are you trans now?”

“Can I book you? Seriously. Name your price.”

“Those tits are fucking incredible. Natural?”

“I always thought you were cute but WOW. You’re a goddess.”

Some were cruel, calling me a faggot or a freak. But most were… interested. Curious. Aroused.

My follower count had jumped from two hundred to five thousand overnight. People were sharing my porn, tagging me, commenting on old photos comparing before-and-after.

“Holy shit,” I muttered.

Luna looked over my shoulder. “You’re Instagram famous now too.”

“This is insane.”

“Post something,” she suggested. “Own it. If they’re going to talk about you anyway, control the narrative.”

She was right. I opened Instagram, took a selfie—me and Luna together, our massive size difference obvious, both of us with our tongues out playfully. Captioned it: “Yes it’s me. Yes I’m a sissy now. Yes those are real. And yes, I’m available for bookings through @VelvetInstituteOfficial 💋”

I posted it.

Within minutes, it had a hundred likes. Then five hundred. Then a thousand.

The comments poured in.

“QUEEN SHIT”

“Gorgeous! Both of you!”

“Living your truth! 💕”

“How much to book you?”

“Can’t wait for your next video”

“You’re my new favorite pornstar”

Famous. I was genuinely famous. Not Institute-famous or street-famous. Internet-famous. Pornstar-famous.

Two million people had watched me get gangbanged. Thousands more were discovering me every hour. My Instagram was blowing up. Men were asking to book me.

Six months ago, Evan would have been horrified.

But Eva?

Eva was aroused.

“This is good for business,” Luna said practically. “More exposure means more bookings, higher rates, better clients.”

She was right. Fame was currency in sex work. The more people knew my name, my face, my body—the more I could charge.

“We should do more shoots this week,” I said, already planning. “Capitalize on the momentum. Get more content out while we’re trending.”

“Look at you,” Luna teased. “Little businesswoman. Pornstar entrepreneur.”

“I’m monetizing my degradation,” I said. “Might as well be smart about it.”

My phone kept buzzing. More DMs, more comments, more followers. The view count on the gangbang video had passed 2.5 million.

I was trending. I was famous. I was a pornstar.

And somewhere in the chaos of notifications and exposure and viral fame, I realized something important.

This didn’t feel like exploitation anymore. Didn’t feel like being used or trapped or victimized.

This felt like winning.

Derek thought he’d humiliate me by exposing me to our college. But all he’d done was give me free marketing. Now those same people who’d ignored Evan were throwing money at Eva, begging to book her, worshipping her transformation.

The bullies who’d made Evan’s life hell were now jerking off to Eva’s videos.

The classmates who’d never noticed me were now following my Instagram, commenting on my posts, sharing my content.

I wasn’t the victim anymore.

I was the star.



By the end of the day, the gangbang video had hit three million views. Jax called with updated residual projections—five thousand dollars minimum, possibly more if it kept trending.

Five thousand dollars from one video.

Combined with my street work, my Institute clients, my farm visits—I was on track to make fifteen thousand this month. More than I’d made in the previous three months combined.

Fame was profitable.

“You know what this means,” Luna said that night as we lay in bed.

“What?”

“You’ll never be anonymous again. Anywhere you go, someone might recognize you. From porn, from Instagram, from trending. You’re a public figure now.”

“Is that bad?”

“Not bad. Just… permanent. You can’t undo being a pornstar. Can’t take back those videos or that exposure.”

I thought about that. About being recognized everywhere, about living the rest of my life as “that sissy pornstar.” About never being able to be normal again, to blend in, to hide.

“Good,” I said finally.

“Good?”

“Yeah. Good. I don’t want to hide. Don’t want to be normal. Normal people don’t make fifteen thousand a month. Normal people don’t have two million people wanting to fuck them.”

I pulled up my Instagram, looked at my growing follower count—now at seven thousand. Posted another selfie—me in my micro-dress, massive tits barely contained, caption: “Friday night street work. Come find me. 💋”

It got five hundred likes in five minutes.

“You’re really leaning into this,” Luna observed.

“Why fight it? Everyone knows now. Everyone’s seen. Might as well profit from it.” I showed her the numbers. “With the residuals from this video plus my normal work, I’ll pay off another ten thousand dollars of debt this month.”

“That’s huge.”

“That’s porn money.” I kissed her. “We’re pornstars now, babe. Might as well act like it.”

We fell asleep to notification sounds—my phone constantly buzzing with new followers, new comments, new DMs from potential clients.

Eva the Pornstar. Eva the Viral Sensation. Eva the Instagram Sissy.

Two million views and counting.

Five thousand Instagram followers and growing.

Fifteen thousand dollars projected for the month.


Chapter 10: Elite Client Tier

Week twenty-eight, Wednesday morning.

I was summoned to Director Blackwell’s office—a rare occurrence that always meant something significant. I’d only met him twice before: once when signing my original contract, once during a mid-program review.

His office was on the top floor of the Institute, all mahogany and leather and expensive everything. Floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city. A massive desk that probably cost more than my entire debt.

Director Blackwell sat behind it, looking exactly as I remembered—mid-forties, salt-and-pepper hair slicked back, cold grey eyes, three-piece suit that screamed money. He steepled his fingers as I entered, his expression unreadable.

“Eva Park,” he said. “Sit.”

I sat in the leather chair across from him, my massive D-cups straining against my dress. Even in his presence, I couldn’t hide what I’d become.

“Your performance metrics are impressive,” he continued, sliding a folder across the desk. “Six months in, you’re exceeding quota consistently. Street work integration successful. Porn residuals exceeding projections. You’ve become one of our top earners.”

I opened the folder. Charts, graphs, numbers. My weekly income tracked over months, my debt reduction pace, my client satisfaction ratings. It looked like a corporate performance review.

Which, I supposed, it was.

“Thank you, Director.”

“This has caught the attention of our elite tier clientele,” he said. “Men who pay premium rates for premium experiences. They’ve requested you specifically.”

“Elite tier?”

“Our highest-paying clients. Senators, CEOs, celebrities, international businessmen. Men who value discretion, luxury, and exceptional service.” He pulled out another document. “Standard elite bookings start at one thousand dollars per session. Overnight sessions can reach five thousand. Special requests can go even higher.”

One thousand dollars. For one client. That was more than I made in a week of combined work.

“What kind of… special requests?” I asked cautiously.

“Nothing beyond your current scope. But executed in luxury settings—penthouses, private jets, exclusive hotels. The clients expect elegance alongside explicit service.” He slid the document toward me. “I’m offering you elite tier access. Your first booking is tonight.”

Tonight. My hands trembled slightly as I picked up the paper.

Client: Senator Richard Kane
Duration: 3 hours
Location: Presidential suite, Grand Luxe Hotel
Services Requested: Full service, lactation play, overnight option
Payment: $1,000 base, $3,000 if overnight accepted
Special Notes: Champagne service, formal dress required, driver provided

“Victor Jackson has specific interests,” Director Blackwell continued. “He has a lactation fetish and prefers missionary position for intimacy. He’s a regular client, books our top girls monthly. Professional, courteous, generous tipper.”

“And he requested me specifically?”

“He saw your viral video. Was impressed by your… assets.” His eyes flicked briefly to my massive tits. “He’s willing to pay premium rates for an evening with you.”

Three thousand dollars if I stayed overnight. That was more money than I’d ever made from a single client. More than a week of street work. More than two porn shoots.

“I’ll do it,” I said.

“Excellent. A car will pick you up at seven PM. Wear something elegant—we’re lending you a designer dress for the occasion. The Institute takes twenty percent of elite bookings instead of our usual fifty percent. You’ll clear eight hundred from the base rate, twenty-four hundred if you stay overnight.”

Twenty-four hundred dollars in my pocket. From one client. One night.

“Any other instructions?” I asked.

“Be yourself. Be Eva. That’s what he’s paying for.” Director Blackwell stood, signaling the meeting was over. “Congratulations on your promotion. You’ve earned this.”



At six PM, I stood in my room wearing the most expensive thing I’d ever had on my body.

The dress was midnight blue, designer label, probably worth thousands. It hugged my curves perfectly—plunging neckline showcasing my massive tits, high slit showing leg, open back. Paired with six-inch stilettos and diamond earrings (borrowed from the Institute’s collection).

I looked like a high-class escort. Which, I supposed, I now was.

Luna helped with my makeup—dramatic but elegant, smoky eyes and red lips. My hair was styled in soft waves down my back. My nails were freshly done, long acrylics painted deep red to match my lipstick.

“You look incredible,” Luna breathed. “Like a movie star.”

“I feel ridiculous,” I admitted. “This dress costs more than I make in a month.”

“You’re worth it.” She adjusted my neckline, making sure my tits sat perfectly. “Twenty-four hundred dollars if you stay overnight. That’s huge, Eva.”

“If he wants me to stay.”

“He’ll want you to stay.”

A text arrived: Car is waiting.

Luna kissed me at the door. “Good luck. Text me when you’re done.”

“I will.”



The car was a black town car with a professional driver who didn’t even blink at my appearance. We drove across the city to the Grand Luxe—one of those hotels that cost a thousand dollars a night just for a basic room.

The driver escorted me through a private entrance, directly to the presidential suite on the top floor. He knocked once, then left.

The door opened.

Senator Richard Kane was exactly as I’d imagined from Director Blackwell’s description. Mid-fifties, silver hair perfectly styled, expensive suit that fit like it was tailored (which it probably was). Handsome in that distinguished older-man way. His grey eyes swept over me appreciatively.

“Eva,” he said, his voice deep and cultured. “You’re even more beautiful in person. Please, come in.”

The suite was massive—living room, bedroom, bathroom bigger than my entire Institute quarters. Floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city lights. A bottle of champagne chilling in an ice bucket.

“Would you like a drink?” he asked.

“Yes, please.”

He poured two glasses, handed me one. We sat on the couch—expensive leather, stupid comfortable. He didn’t immediately try to touch me, didn’t rush. Just looked at me like I was a person, not a purchase.

“I saw your video,” he said. “The gangbang. You have remarkable… presence on camera.”

“Thank you, Senator.”

“Please, call me Richard.” He sipped his champagne. “I’ve been a client of the Velvet Institute for three years now. I’ve met many exceptional women there. But you’re special.”

“Special how?”

“You’re not just going through the motions. When I watched you perform, I saw genuine pleasure. Genuine transformation. You weren’t acting—you were being yourself.” He set down his glass. “That authenticity is rare. And incredibly arousing.”

I wasn’t sure how to respond to that. It was almost… respectful? Like he saw me as a person who happened to be a sex worker, not just a body to use.

“I have a specific request,” Richard continued. “I’d like to book you for the full evening—not just three hours, but overnight. I’ll pay the three thousand for your time, plus a tip if the experience exceeds expectations.”

Three thousand dollars. Plus a tip.

“What would an overnight entail?” I asked.

“Dinner first. We’ll order room service, talk, get to know each other. Then…” He gestured toward the bedroom. “Then I’d like to experience what those videos promised. Your body, your submission, your… lactation.”

“You want to drink my milk.”

“Very much.” He didn’t look embarrassed about it. “I’ve always found lactation incredibly erotic. And your breasts are… stunning.”

His directness was refreshing after months of clients who either avoided eye contact or treated me like garbage. Richard Kane looked at me like I was an expensive luxury he was privileged to enjoy.

“Okay,” I said. “Overnight. But I need to text my girlfriend so she knows I’m safe.”

“Of course. I’ll give you privacy for that.”

I texted Luna quickly: Staying overnight. He seems nice. Elite escort life is weird. Will have 2400 in pocket tomorrow morning. Love you. 💋

Her response was immediate: GET THAT MONEY BABE! Be safe. Love you too! 💕



Dinner was surreal.

We ordered room service—filet mignon, lobster, sides I couldn’t even pronounce. Richard asked me about my life, my transformation, how I’d ended up at the Institute. I told him the truth—or most of it. The debt, the desperation, the contract I’d signed without understanding.

“And now?” he asked. “Are you happy?”

“I don’t know if happy is the right word,” I said honestly. “But I’m… content. I’m good at this. And I have Luna.”

“Your girlfriend. I saw her in the video too. You two have nice chemistry.”

“We’ve been together for months. She’s the best thing that happened to me at the Institute.”

“Love in unexpected places,” Richard mused. “There’s something beautiful about that.”

We finished dinner. Richard poured more champagne. The tension was building now—we both knew what came next. But he wasn’t rushing, wasn’t pawing at me. Just letting the evening unfold naturally.

“I should tell you,” he said finally, “I’m not particularly… rough. I prefer intimacy to domination. Missionary position, eye contact, connection. Is that acceptable?”

“That’s fine,” I said. “Most clients want rough. Intimate will be… different.”

“Good different?”

“I think so.”

He stood, offered his hand. “Shall we?”

I took his hand and let him lead me to the bedroom.



The bedroom was even more luxurious than the living area. California king bed with silk sheets, more champagne chilling beside it, soft lighting that made everything look romantic rather than clinical.

Richard turned to face me. “May I undress you?”

No client had ever asked permission before. They just took, used, owned. But Richard was different.

“Yes,” I said.

He unzipped my dress slowly, letting it pool at my feet. Underneath I wore matching lingerie—lace bra and panties in midnight blue, my tiny cage barely visible beneath the sheer fabric. He took his time looking at me, his gaze appreciative rather than hungry.

“You’re extraordinary,” he murmured.

He undressed himself—suit, shirt, shoes, until he stood in just his boxer briefs. His body was fit for his age, well-maintained. When he slid off his underwear, his cock sprang free—eight inches, respectable girth, already hardening as he looked at me.

“May I?” He gestured to my bra.

“Yes.”

He unhooked it, and my massive D-cups bounced free. His breath caught. He reached out slowly, cupping them reverently, testing their weight.

“Beautiful,” he whispered. “May I taste?”

“Please.”

He lowered his mouth to my nipple and sucked gently. Milk sprayed immediately—I was always full, always ready. He groaned against my breast, drinking deeply, his hands kneading my flesh.

“God,” he breathed between swallows. “Sweet. So sweet.”

He moved to my other breast, sucking harder now, more eager. His cock pressed against my thigh, fully hard, hot and thick. Milk leaked from both nipples, soaking both of us, but he didn’t stop drinking.

“Bed,” he finally said, pulling back. “I need to be inside you.”

We moved to the bed—silk sheets cool against my skin. Richard positioned me on my back, legs spread, a pillow under my hips. He grabbed lube from the nightstand (expensive brand, probably fifty bucks a bottle) and prepared me thoroughly.

“I want to see your face when I enter you,” he said, coating his cock. “Want to watch your expression.”

He pressed his tip against my hole—I’d removed my plug before coming, knowing I’d need to be ready. Eight inches of thick cock pushed inside slowly, carefully, watching my face the entire time.

I gasped. Moaned. Let him see exactly how it felt.

“You’re so tight,” he groaned, bottoming out inside me. “So perfect.”

He started fucking me missionary—long, deep strokes. Not brutal like most clients, not quick like street johns. Intimate. Almost romantic. His eyes stayed locked on mine, his hands roaming my body, finding every curve.

“Your breasts,” he panted. “Can I—?”

“Yes,” I moaned. “Drink from me.”

He leaned down while still fucking me, his mouth finding my nipple. Sucked hard while his cock pounded my ass. The dual stimulation made my head spin—filled from below, emptied from above, milk and pleasure mixing into something overwhelming.

“You’re incredible,” he groaned around my nipple. “Taking me so well. Giving me everything.”

His cock hit my prostate perfectly with every thrust. My tiny cage leaked uselessly, my shrunken clitty completely irrelevant. All my pleasure came from being fucked, being drunk from, being used—but gently, respectfully, intimately.

“Richard,” I moaned. “I’m close.”

“Cum for me,” he urged, releasing my nipple. “I want to feel you cum while I’m inside you.”

He reached between us, his fingers finding my cage, stroking it gently—not enough to get me hard, just enough to remind me how small it was, how useless.

The humiliation mixed with the pleasure pushed me over the edge. I came hard, my ass clenching around his cock, my cage leaking weak spurts onto my stomach while I screamed.

“Yes,” Richard groaned. “Fuck, yes.”

He thrust deeper, faster. “Gonna cum. Where do you want it?”

“Inside,” I begged. “Fill me up.”

He slammed deep and held, his cock pulsing. Hot cum flooded my ass—thick, abundant, marking me as thoroughly fucked. He groaned through his orgasm, his face buried in my neck, his weight pressing me into the silk sheets.

When he finally softened and pulled out, cum leaked immediately. He collapsed beside me, breathing hard.

“That was…” He searched for words. “Perfect. Thank you.”

“Thank you for the three thousand dollars,” I said, slightly dazed.

He laughed. “Worth every penny.” He pulled me against him, my massive tits pressing against his chest. “Will you stay the night? I’ll pay the full rate.”

“Yes.”

“Good.” He kissed my forehead. “Let’s shower, then sleep. I’d like to go again in the morning if you’re amenable.”

“Amenable” was a weird word for “willing to fuck again,” but I nodded.



The shower was the size of my Institute room. Multiple showerheads, heated floors, expensive soaps and oils. Richard washed me carefully, his hands gentle on my body, reverent around my massive tits.

“How did you end up with breasts like these?” he asked, soaping them gently.

“Injections over several months. A-cups, then B-cups, then C-cups, then D-cups. Each one cost five hundred dollars.”

“Worth every penny of your debt.” He rinsed the soap off, watching milk leak with the water. “Do they always leak?”

“Constantly. More when I’m aroused or nursing. Less when I’ve been milked recently.”

“Fascinating.” His cock was hardening again. “May I milk you? Not sexually, just… collect some?”

“If you want.”

He found a clean glass in the bathroom, positioned me leaning over the sink, and hand-milked my breasts like I was at the farm. Steady squeezes, rhythmic pressure. Milk squirted into the glass—thick, sweet, warm.

When the glass was half-full, he stopped. Brought it to his lips and drank.

“Delicious,” he said, his eyes slightly glazed. “Better than I imagined.”

“You have a serious lactation kink,” I observed.

“Guilty.” He set down the glass and pulled me close. “There’s something primal about it. About drinking from a beautiful woman’s breasts, tasting what her body produces. It’s intimate in a way regular sex isn’t.”

I understood. It was the same reason farm visits felt different than regular clients—there was something about being objectified as livestock, as milk-producer, that hit differently than just being a hole.

We dried off and climbed into bed. The sheets were fresh—room service had changed them while we showered. Richard pulled me against him, spooning, his arms around my waist.

“Sleep,” he murmured. “We have all night.”

I fell asleep in a luxury hotel bed, wrapped in a senator’s arms, three thousand dollars richer, feeling more like an actual escort than a trapped sissy.



Morning came with sunrise through the floor-to-ceiling windows. I woke to Richard’s mouth on my nipples again, drinking my morning milk, his cock hard against my ass.

“Good morning,” he said, pulling back. “I couldn’t resist. You were leaking onto the sheets.”

I was always full in the morning. My tits ached until they were emptied—either by a client or by hand.

“Want to fuck me again?” I asked.

“Please.”

This time he took me from behind—spooning position, one arm under my neck, one hand cupping my breast. His cock slid inside my still-loose hole easily, and he fucked me slowly, leisurely, drinking from my tit while thrusting.

“This is heaven,” he groaned. “Your ass, your milk, your body. Perfect.”

He came inside me again—the second load, mixing with last night’s dried cum. When he pulled out, he pressed my plug back in, trapping his seed inside me.

“A gift,” he said. “Carry me with you today.”

It was oddly romantic. Possessive, but sweet. Like he wanted to mark me as his, at least temporarily.



By nine AM, I was back in the car, still wearing the evening gown, three thousand dollars richer. The driver took me to the Institute, where Luna was waiting anxiously in my room.

“How was it?” she asked immediately.

“I made three thousand dollars in one night,” I said, pulling out the cash. “And he was… nice.”

“Nice?”

“Polite. Gentle. Asked permission before touching me. Paid me to sleep next to him.” I kicked off the stilettos, my feet aching. “It was the weirdest client experience I’ve ever had.”

“That’s elite tier work,” Luna said. “They’re paying for the girlfriend experience, not just the sex. They want to feel special, wanted. It’s more emotional labor than physical.”

“I can do emotional labor for three thousand a night.”

She laughed. “I bet. Are you doing more elite bookings?”

“Director Blackwell said this was my first. If it went well, I’d get more requests.”

My phone buzzed—a message from Director Blackwell.

Director Blackwell: Victor Jackson rated your service 10/10 and requested to book you monthly. I’m adding you to the elite roster. Expect 2-3 luxury bookings per month.

Two or three elite bookings monthly. Six to nine thousand dollars, just from luxury clients. Combined with everything else—street work, porn, regular Institute clients, farm visits—I was looking at making fifteen to twenty thousand a month.

That kind of money could clear my debt in less than a year.

Or…

It could let me live comfortably while working at the Institute indefinitely.

The choice was starting to form in my mind. Not yet—my contract didn’t end for another fourteen weeks. But the question was there: what did I want?

To leave? To be free?

Or to stay? To keep being Eva, keep earning, keep living this life I’d built?

I didn’t have an answer yet.

But for the first time, I was seriously considering staying.



That afternoon, I counted my money. Three thousand from Victor Jackson. Five hundred from residuals on my videos. Four hundred from this week’s Institute clients. Two hundred from street work last Friday.

Four thousand one hundred dollars in one week.

I’d never seen that much money at once. Ever.

Luna watched me count it, her eyes wide. “You’re rich.”

“I’m not rich. I still have eighty thousand in debt.”

“But at this rate, you could pay it off in a year. Maybe less if the porn residuals keep coming.”

A year. Just one more year of this life, and I’d be free. Could walk away, reverse my mods, go back to being… what? Evan? That person didn’t exist anymore.

“What would you do if you paid off your debt?” Luna asked.

“I don’t know.” I looked at the cash spread across my bed. “Six months ago, I would have run. Would have gotten as far from the Institute as possible, tried to rebuild my life.”

“And now?”

“Now I don’t know what life outside looks like. I’ve been Eva longer than I was ever really Evan. This is my normal—clients, quota, modifications, cage. I don’t know how to be anything else.”

Luna took my hand. “You don’t have to decide now. You have fourteen more weeks on your contract. Anything could happen.”

She was right. Fourteen weeks. Three and a half months. A lot could change.

But as I looked at the money, at my reflection in the mirror—massive tits, tiny cage, body designed for sex—I wondered if anything would really change.

Or if Eva was exactly who I’d be at the end of those fourteen weeks.

And maybe forever after.

And three thousand dollars richer.


Chapter 11: Castration Temptation

Week twenty-nine, Tuesday afternoon.

I had a client booking labeled simply “Returning Regular - Special Request.” When I opened my door, I recognized her immediately—the castrated trans woman from my early days at the Institute. She’d been one of my first clients back in Book 1, memorable because of her unique body.

“Eva,” she said, smiling. “You’ve changed.”

“A lot,” I agreed, gesturing at my massive D-cups. “Come in.”

Her name was Sophia, I remembered now. Mid-thirties, elegant, beautiful in a sophisticated way. She wore a simple dress that showed off her feminine figure—real breasts from years of hormones, curves that came from genuine transition rather than forced feminization.

“I wanted to see you again,” she said, settling onto my bed. “Heard you’d gone all the way—full breasts, shrunken clitty, the works. I was curious how you’d adapted.”

“Adapted fine,” I said, sitting next to her. “Better than fine, actually.”

“I can tell.” Her eyes traveled over my body. “You look happy. Confident. That’s rare in newly transitioned girls.”

“I’m not really transitioned,” I corrected. “I’m a sissy. It’s different.”

“Is it?” She tilted her head. “You have breasts, a useless clitty, you present as female, you sleep with men. How is that different from being trans?”

I didn’t have a good answer.

“May I show you something?” Sophia asked.

“Sure.”

She stood and lifted her dress, pulling down her panties. Her body was completely feminine except for one detail—she had a cock, maybe six inches, but where her balls should have been, there was just smooth skin. An empty scrotum, surgically flattened.

“I had my orchiectomy two years ago,” she explained. “Best decision I ever made.”

I stared at her empty scrotum, fascinated and disturbed in equal measure. “Doesn’t it… I mean, can you still…?”

“Cum? Yes. The prostate still works. I just don’t produce semen anymore.” She stroked her cock, which was starting to harden. “No more testosterone either. My body is fully feminized now—softer skin, more feminine fat distribution, easier to maintain my figure. And the mental clarity… I can’t describe it. Like a fog lifted.”

“But it’s permanent,” I said.

“That’s the point. No going back. No more male hormones fighting against who I am.” She sat back down, her cock now fully hard, her empty scrotum surreal. “I wanted you to see. Because I know Dr. Lyra has probably mentioned it.”

She had. Multiple times. Each time with more enthusiasm, more scientific reasoning for why removing my balls made sense.

“She brings it up every few weeks,” I admitted.

“And what do you say?”

“That I’m not ready.”

“But you’re tempted.”

I was. God, I was. Every time Dr. Lyra explained the benefits—permanent testosterone suppression, easier feminization, no more fighting against male biology—part of me wanted it.

“I’m scared,” I said honestly. “My clitty is useless already. What’s the point of keeping my balls?”

“Exactly.” Sophia smiled. “That’s the question I asked myself. And I couldn’t find a good answer. So I did it.”

“Do you regret it?”

“Never. Not once.” She reached for my hand. “I came here today because I wanted to offer you something. Experience. Let me show you what it’s like, what your body could feel like without those vestigial organs pulling you back toward masculinity.”

“How?”

“Worship my cock. My empty scrotum. Let me show you that castration doesn’t mean the end of sexuality—it means the beginning of full feminization.”

It was the strangest proposition I’d received. But I was curious. Genuinely curious.

“Okay,” I said.



Sophia lay back on my bed, her dress hiked up, her hard cock standing at attention. I knelt between her legs, examining her body up close.

Her cock looked normal—maybe slightly smaller than before hormones, but functional. Her empty scrotum was smooth, seamless, like her balls had never existed. The skin was soft, wrinkled slightly where the flesh had been pulled tight and sewn.

“Touch it,” she encouraged. “Don’t be afraid.”

I traced my fingers over her empty scrotum. It felt strange—knowing something should be there but wasn’t. Like a phantom limb in reverse.

“How does it feel when I touch there?” I asked.

“Good, actually. Still sensitive. The nerves are all still there, just… no balls to protect.” She shivered as my fingers explored. “Kiss it. Show me you’re not afraid.”

I leaned down and pressed my lips to her empty scrotum. The skin was warm, soft. I kissed gently, then licked—tasting her, tasting the absence of what should have been there.

“That’s it,” Sophia moaned. “Just like that.”

I continued worshipping her missing balls, my tongue tracing where they used to hang, my lips pressing against the smooth skin. Her cock throbbed above my face, fully hard despite having no testosterone production.

“See?” she gasped. “Still works. Still feels good. Just… cleaner. Simpler.”

I moved to her cock, wrapping my puffy lips around her tip. She tasted different than male clients—sweeter, cleaner, less musky. No ball-smell, no sweat from a scrotum. Just skin and cock.

I sucked her slowly, one hand still caressing her empty scrotum. She moaned, her hips bucking slightly, her cock pulsing on my tongue.

“Gonna cum,” she warned.

I pulled back. “Show me. I want to see.”

She stroked herself rapidly, her empty scrotum pulling tight with her approaching orgasm. When she came, her cock pulsed—but nothing came out. No semen, no fluid. Just the contractions, the pleasure, the release.

Dry orgasm. Pure prostate stimulation.

“That’s what it’s like,” she panted, collapsing back. “All the pleasure, none of the mess. My body doesn’t make cum anymore. Just produces pleasure.”

I stared at her spent cock, her empty scrotum, her satisfied expression.

“You’re really not missing them?” I asked.

“Not even a little.” She pulled me up to lie beside her. “Eva, listen. Your balls serve no purpose anymore. Your clitty is locked permanently, shrunk to nothing. Your body is feminized—massive tits, slim waist, wide hips. The only thing keeping you partially male is those two organs you can’t even access through your cage.”

“Luna says I shouldn’t do it.”

“Luna still has hers. She’s more attached to the idea of her genitals than you are. But you? You’re further along the path. You’ve already accepted that your clitty is useless. Castration would just make that official.”

She was right. My tiny cage barely registered between my thick thighs. When I looked in the mirror, I saw breasts first, then everything else. My clitty was an afterthought.

“Think about it,” Sophia said, getting dressed. “Talk to Dr. Lyra. But remember—keeping your balls won’t make you more male. You’re already a sissy. This would just make you a better sissy.”

She left me with fifty dollars—payment for the session—and a head full of thoughts I couldn’t shake.



That evening, I found myself in Dr. Lyra’s lab without really planning to go there.

She looked up from her paperwork, her black-frame glasses catching the light. “Eva. What brings you here?”

“I had a client today. Castrated trans woman. She showed me her empty scrotum, explained the benefits.”

Dr. Lyra set down her pen, giving me her full attention. “And you’re interested.”

“I’m curious.”

“Curious enough to schedule the procedure?”

“No. Maybe. I don’t know.” I sat in her exam chair. “Tell me again. All of it. What it would mean.”

She smiled—the expression of a scientist who’d been waiting for this question. “Orchiectomy. Surgical removal of both testicles. Local anesthesia, thirty-minute procedure, minimal scarring. Recovery time: one week.”

“And after?”

“No more testosterone production. Your body would be entirely estrogen-dominant. Softer skin, better breast development, more feminine fat distribution, clearer mind.” She pulled out a diagram. “Your clitty would stay the same size—it’s already fully atrophied. But you’d never have to worry about unwanted masculinity creeping back.”

“What about orgasms?”

“Dry orgasms, like Sophia’s. The prostate still functions perfectly. You’d cum from anal stimulation, but produce no semen. It’s actually cleaner.”

“And it’s permanent.”

“Completely. Once they’re gone, they’re gone. No reversing it.” She leaned forward. “But Eva, tell me honestly—do you ever use your balls? Do they serve any function in your life?”

I thought about it. When was the last time I’d even thought about my balls? They were locked away, inaccessible, irrelevant. I didn’t produce sperm that mattered. Didn’t have any masculine function left.

“No,” I admitted.

“Then what’s the point of keeping them?”

“I don’t know.”

“I’ll tell you what I think,” Dr. Lyra said. “I think you’re holding onto them because they’re the last piece of Evan. The last physical reminder that you were once male. And removing them would mean fully accepting that Eva is all that’s left.”

She was right. That’s exactly what scared me.

“How much would it cost?” I asked.

“Two thousand for the procedure. But I’d waive the cost if you let me document it for research. Before and after measurements, psychological assessments, hormonal tracking.”

Free castration in exchange for being a lab rat. It was almost tempting.

“I need to think about it,” I said.

“Of course. This isn’t a decision to make lightly.” She handed me a brochure—actual literature about orchiectomy, like I was considering elective surgery at a normal hospital. “Read this. Talk to Luna. Talk to Scarlett. But remember—you have fourteen weeks left on your contract. If you want this done before your contract ends, you need to decide soon.”



That night, I lay in bed with Luna, the brochure on my nightstand.

“Sophia showed you her empty scrotum,” Luna said. It wasn’t a question.

“Yeah.”

“And now you’re thinking about it.”

“Yeah.”

She was quiet for a long moment. “I don’t want you to do it.”

“Why not?”

“Because it’s permanent. Because once you do it, you can never go back. Because…” She rolled over to face me. “Because I’m scared you’ll regret it.”

“My balls don’t do anything,” I said. “My clitty is useless. What am I going back to?”

“I don’t know. But having the option feels important. Even if you never use it.”

“The option is already gone, Luna. I can’t get hard. Can’t fuck anyone. My clitty shrunk to two inches and it’s locked in a cage so small I forget it’s there. Whether I keep my balls or not doesn’t change any of that.”

“It changes you psychologically. Right now, you’re a feminized male. If you get castrated, you’re… something else. Not fully trans, not fully male. Just… empty.”

Empty. That word stuck with me.

“What if empty is better?” I asked. “What if having nothing down there is better than having useless vestigial organs?”

“Then you should do it. But not yet. Not while you’re still under contract, still figuring things out. Wait until you’re free, until you can make the choice without pressure.”

She had a point. I was still trapped by my contract, still influenced by Scarlett and Dr. Lyra and the Institute. Any choice I made here might not be fully mine.

“Okay,” I said. “Not yet. But… I’m not saying never.”

“Fair enough.” She kissed me softly. “I just want you to be sure. Because I love you. All of you. Even your useless balls.”

I laughed despite myself. “You love my useless balls?”

“They’re part of you. Even if they don’t work.” She reached down, touched my tiny cage through my panties. “This whole package—tits, clitty, balls, all of it—this is my girlfriend. I don’t want her to change unless she’s absolutely sure.”

We made love that night—gentle, romantic, Luna topping me with her strap-on while I moaned into her pillow. She was right that my balls were part of me, even if they were locked away and forgotten.

But Sophia was also right that they served no purpose.

The question sat in my mind, unanswered: what was I holding onto? And why?



The next morning, I found the brochure on my nightstand and read it properly.

The benefits were clear: no more testosterone, easier feminization, cleaner orgasms, permanent commitment to femininity.

The risks were equally clear: irreversible, potential complications, psychological adjustment required.

At the bottom of the brochure was a note in Dr. Lyra’s handwriting: “When you’re ready, I’m here. No pressure. Just know that the option exists. -Dr. L”

I folded the brochure and put it in my drawer.

Not yet.

But maybe someday.

Maybe when my contract ended and I had to decide who I wanted to be permanently.

Maybe when the choice between Eva and Evan was final.

Maybe then, removing the last physical evidence of my old self would make sense.

But for now, I’d keep my balls.

Even if they were useless.

Even if they served no purpose.

Even if they were just holding space for a past that was already dead.


Chapter 12: Farm Regularity

Week thirty, Saturday morning.

The van pulled up to Farmer Hayes’s property at eight AM sharp. I’d made this trip twice before, but this time felt different. Not scary or new—just routine. Like going to work at any other job.

Roxanne drove—she did farm runs every Saturday, dropping off sissies and picking them up at the end of the day. Three of us in the van today: me, a sissy named Cherry I’d seen around the Institute, and a newer girl who looked terrified.

“First time?” I asked the new girl.

She nodded, unable to speak.

“It’s not that bad,” I said. “Just remember—you’re a cow. Moo when spoken to, don’t talk, let them milk you and breed you. Eight hours, one hundred dollars, and you get to be completely objectified. Some people pay for that experience.”

Cherry laughed. “Eva’s a farm veteran now. This is her third visit, right?”

“Third regular visit. Lost count of special bookings.” I adjusted my tits in my crop top—I’d dressed comfortable for the farm, knowing it would all come off anyway. “Farmer Hayes likes me. Says I produce good milk.”

“The D-cups help,” Cherry said enviously. She was a B-cup, still impressive but not as dramatic.

We pulled up to the farm—rural property, big red barn, the smell of hay and earth. Farmer Hayes emerged from the barn in his signature blue overalls with the crotch cut open, his massive cock and huge balls hanging exposed in the morning air.

“Girls,” he greeted us. “Come on in. Got fresh stalls ready.”



Inside the barn, six stalls were set up—padded floors, milking equipment, feeding troughs. Three were already occupied by women on all fours, breasts being mechanically milked, making those animal sounds that marked farm work.

“Strip,” Farmer Hayes ordered. “Everything off. You’re cows now, not people.”

I stripped without hesitation—clothes folded neatly, plug removed and set aside, tiny cage staying on because Farmer Hayes liked the visual. My massive D-cups hung heavy and full, ready to be emptied.

Cherry and the new girl stripped too. We were led to adjacent stalls—me in my usual spot (number three), Cherry next to me (number four), new girl in number five.

“Position,” Farmer Hayes commanded.

I got on all fours automatically, back arched, ass up, tits hanging down toward the milking cups. This was my third time—I knew the routine.

Farmer Hayes attached the suction cups to my nipples—one, two, click, secure. The machine activated with a rhythmic whoosh-whoosh sound. Suction pulled at my nipples, drawing milk in steady streams. The sensation was intense, almost orgasmic, making my tiny cage leak immediately.

“Good cow,” Farmer Hayes muttered, patting my ass. “Always produce well.”

He moved to the other girls, getting them set up. The new girl was crying softly, overwhelmed. Cherry was already moaning, clearly enjoying herself.

I focused on the milking sensation—pull, release, pull, release. My breasts emptied slowly into the collection bottles. Farmer Hayes had told me before that my milk sold well—rich, sweet, from a young healthy sissy. High demand.

After twenty minutes of milking, Farmer Hayes returned to my stall. I heard his heavy breathing, felt his rough hands on my hips.

“Time for breeding,” he said.

His cock pressed against my empty hole—eight inches of soft-hard thickness that always felt surreal. Looked soft but was hard inside, the strange texture that all the farm cows talked about. He pushed inside slowly, stretching me, filling me completely.

“Moo for me, cow,” he ordered.

“Moooo,” I moaned, the sound coming naturally now.

He started fucking—long, deep strokes. Not fast, not brutal. Mechanical, efficient, like he was literally breeding livestock. His huge balls slapped against my taint with every thrust, the milking machine still pulling at my nipples.

The dual stimulation was overwhelming. Emptied from above, filled from below, reduced to pure animal function. No thoughts, no identity, just cow. Just livestock being milked and bred.

“That’s it,” Farmer Hayes grunted. “Take that seed, cow. Gonna breed you good.”

“Moooo,” I responded, my ass clenching around his thick cock.

He fucked for thirty minutes—long, steady, tireless. The man had stamina that defied his age. Eventually I felt his cock pulse, felt warm cum flooding my hole. Not dramatic, not with groaning or announcements. Just quiet breeding, depositing seed, moving on.

He pulled out, leaving me full. Moved to Cherry’s stall. I heard her moo as he entered her.



The day continued in cycles: milk, breed, rest, repeat.

Farmer Hayes bred me twice more—once around noon, once mid-afternoon. Each time the same mechanical efficiency, the same animal sounds, the same cum flooding my hole.

Between breedings, I was just milked. The machine ran for hours, draining my massive tits into bottles that would be sold to wealthy clients who paid premium for sissy milk.

By mid-afternoon, my knees ached from being on all fours. My jaw ached from mooing. My hole was loose and sloppy from three loads of cum. My tits were tender from constant suction.

But I’d also reached a strange mental space. The farm-space Luna had told me about. Where you stopped being human and just… were. Just existed as cow. No thoughts, no stress, no identity. Just moo. Just produce. Just be used.

It was almost meditative.

Around three PM, Farmer Hayes brought feeding time. Not human food—just bowls of thick protein shake and collected milk from other cows. He set the bowl in front of me, and I drank without hands, face down in the bowl like an animal.

The milk tasted sweet, warm. From another cow—maybe Cherry, maybe the new girl, maybe one of the regulars. We all drank from each other, all shared our produce.

Somewhere in the barn, one of the cows peed. Didn’t ask permission, didn’t go to a bathroom. Just released right there in her stall. Farmer Hayes didn’t care—that’s what cows do.

An hour later, I needed to pee too. I’d been holding it, but the pressure was too much. I checked—Farmer Hayes was in another stall, breeding someone else.

I released. Peed right there in my stall, on all fours, while the milking machine still pulled at my nipples.

Warm piss pooled beneath me, soaking my knees. I should have been mortified—should have felt degraded beyond recovery.

Instead, I felt… relief. Physical relief from emptying my bladder, mental relief from crossing another threshold. I’d just pissed myself like an animal in a stall, and it was fine. Expected, even.

I was a cow. Cows pee in stalls.

“Moo,” I said softly to myself.



By six PM, the milking stopped. Farmer Hayes went stall to stall, removing equipment, checking his cows.

“Good day,” he said, patting my head. “Three breedings, six bottles of milk, no complaints. You’re a regular now.”

He helped me stand—my legs shaky after ten hours on all fours. My knees were raw, my tits were sore, my hole gaped from three thick loads. I smelled like animal—hay, piss, cum, milk.

He handed me a hundred dollars cash. “See you next Saturday.”

“Yes, Farmer,” I said—the first human words I’d spoken in ten hours.

Cherry and I helped the new girl stand. She was crying again, overwhelmed by what she’d experienced. Cherry and I just smiled at each other—veterans now, understanding something she’d learn eventually.

The farm wasn’t degrading. It was freeing.

Free from identity, from thought, from being human. Just cow. Just livestock. Just function.



In the van back to the Institute, the new girl couldn’t stop talking.

“That was insane. I peed in the stall. I mooed. I drank from a bowl. I got fucked like an animal.”

“Welcome to farm work,” Cherry said. “It’s weird at first.”

“Are you going back?”

“Every Saturday,” Cherry and I said in unison.

The new girl stared at us. “Why? It’s degrading. It’s humiliating. It’s—”

“Peaceful,” I finished. “Once you stop fighting it, once you accept being a cow, it’s actually peaceful. No decisions, no stress. Just be.”

She didn’t understand yet. But she would. Everyone who visited the farm enough times eventually understood.

Back at the Institute, I showered for forty minutes, scrubbing away the hay and piss and cum. Luna joined me halfway through, her small hands washing my back.

“How was the farm?” she asked.

“Good. Made my milk quota, got bred three times, peed in my stall.” I said it casually, like it was normal.

“You peed in the stall?”

“Yeah. Had to go, couldn’t ask. So I just… went.”

Luna was quiet for a moment. “Does that bother you?”

“Not anymore. It bothered me the first time, back in Book 2. But now?” I shrugged. “I’m a cow when I’m there. Cows pee in stalls. That’s just how it works.”

“You’re going back next Saturday?”

“Every Saturday.” I rinsed milk residue from my nipples. “It’s part of my routine now. Street work Fridays, farm work Saturdays. Regular schedule.”

“You’ve normalized it.”

“I’ve normalized all of it. Street corners, farms, elite hotels, porn studios. It’s all just work. Different venues, different rates, same basic service.” I turned to face her. “Is that bad?”

“No.” She kissed me softly. “It’s adaptation. Survival. You’re good at it.”

We finished showering and climbed into bed early—both exhausted from our respective days. Luna had worked Institute clients all day while I’d been at the farm. Two different types of sex work, but both equally valid.

“Hundred dollars for ten hours,” I said, counting my farm money. “That’s terrible hourly rate compared to elite clients.”

“But it’s consistent. And you don’t have to do emotional labor. Just be a cow.”

“Just be a cow,” I repeated, liking how simple that sounded.

We fell asleep early, our clean bodies intertwined, our caged clitties pressing together through our panties.


Chapter 13: Gym Orgy

Week thirty-one, Thursday afternoon.

“Special training session today,” Coach Morgan announced to the gym full of sissies. “Flexibility competition. Winner gets a prize.”

I was already mid-workout, sweaty in my sports bra and tiny shorts, my massive D-cups bouncing with every movement. My 3-inch plug was in as always—I’d graduated to working out while plugged months ago. It felt normal now, natural.

Five of us lined up: me, Luna, Cherry from the farm, and two sissies I didn’t know well. Coach Morgan stood before us in his usual tight tank top, his massive frame and obvious bulge impossible to ignore.

“We’re testing splits today,” he said. “Full split, hold for thirty seconds. Best form wins.”

“What’s the prize?” Cherry asked.

Coach Morgan grinned—predatory, knowing. “Me and three of my staff will gangbang the winner right here on the gym floor. Filmed for Institute promotional material. You’ll be famous.”

My heart stuttered. A gangbang with Coach Morgan—the man every sissy at the Institute fantasized about. His nine-inch thick cock was legendary.

“Everyone ready?” Coach asked.

We nodded.

“Eva, you’re first.”

I stepped forward, my massive tits bouncing. I’d been practicing flexibility for months as part of the gym program—splits, backbends, pretzel positions. My body was more bendy than it had ever been.

I lowered myself slowly into a full split—legs extended perfectly to either side, my pussy (ass) pressing flat against the gym mat. My massive tits hung forward, milk starting to leak from the exertion.

“Hold,” Coach commanded, starting his timer.

Thirty seconds. I held perfectly still, breathing through the stretch. My thick thighs trembled slightly but stayed extended. Around me, other gym members watched—sissies and staff, everyone pausing their workouts to observe.

“Time. Excellent form, Eva.” Coach helped me stand. “Next.”

Luna went next—she managed a split but couldn’t hold it as clean. Her smaller body wasn’t as flexible. Cherry had good form but broke at twenty seconds. The other two sissies couldn’t even achieve full splits.

“Eva wins,” Coach announced. “Best flexibility, perfect hold. Your prize awaits.”

He gestured to three other gym staff members I recognized—Marcus (black, huge), Steve (white, muscular), and Javier (Latino, hung). The same Marcus and Javier from my porn shoot, plus Steve from other sessions.

Four men. Four huge cocks. All of them looking at me like I was meat.

“Center mat,” Coach ordered. “On your back.”

Someone rolled out a camera on a tripod—this was being filmed for real. Institute promotional material meant this would be shown to potential clients, used in marketing, distributed widely.

I lay on the gym mat, my massive tits spilling to either side, my tiny caged clitty barely visible. All around us, other sissies and staff gathered to watch. This was going to be public, filmed, and permanent.

“Warm her up,” Coach said to his staff.

Marcus and Javier knelt on either side of me, each taking a breast. They sucked my nipples simultaneously, milk spraying into their mouths. I moaned, my back arching off the mat. Steve positioned himself between my legs, pulled my plug out, and started eating my ass—tongue pushing inside, licking me open.

“Fuck,” I gasped. “All at once—”

“That’s the prize,” Coach said, standing above me with a camera, filming close-ups. “You won. Now you get used by all of us.”

Steve’s tongue was replaced by fingers—two, then three, stretching me. Marcus and Javier continued drinking my milk, groping my massive tits. The gym had gone quiet except for my moans—everyone watching, everyone seeing me get prepared for four cocks.

“She’s ready,” Steve announced, standing. His cock was out, thick and hard, maybe eight inches.

“DP first,” Coach decided. “Steve underneath, Marcus on top. I want to see her take two at once.”

Holy shit. Double penetration on the gym floor in front of everyone.

Steve lay on his back. They positioned me over him, guiding his cock into my hole. I sank down slowly, taking all eight inches. Then Marcus moved behind me, his ten-inch BBC pressing against my already-full hole.

“Wait,” I gasped. “Both at once?”

“That’s what DP means, slut,” Marcus said. “Now hold still.”

He pushed inside—thick, stretching, impossible. My hole burned as it accommodated both cocks, stretching beyond anything I’d experienced. I screamed, my massive tits bouncing wildly, tears streaming down my face.

“Too much!” I cried.

“You can take it,” Coach said, still filming. “You won this prize. Now enjoy it.”

They both started fucking—one pushing in while the other pulled out, a rhythm that kept me constantly full. My hole stretched obscenely around both cocks, my tiny cage swinging uselessly, my massive tits bouncing with every dual thrust.

“Holy fuck,” someone in the crowd muttered. “She’s taking both.”

“Look at those tits bounce,” another said.

I was being destroyed in front of an audience, filmed for promotional material, my hole stretched to its absolute limit. Two cocks pistoning in and out, hitting every nerve, rubbing against each other inside me.

“Put your cock in her mouth,” Coach ordered Javier. “I want triple penetration.”

Javier knelt by my head. I opened my mouth automatically, and his cock pushed inside. Three cocks. All at once. Mouth, ass, ass.

I couldn’t breathe, couldn’t think, couldn’t do anything but take it. My body was just holes now—three holes being used simultaneously while cameras filmed and crowds watched.

“She’s cumming,” Steve grunted from beneath me. “Feel her clenching.”

I was. Orgasm ripped through me without warning, my ass spasming around both cocks, my throat gagging on Javier’s length. My tiny cage leaked pathetic spurts onto Steve’s stomach while pleasure crashed through me in waves.

“Don’t stop,” Coach commanded. “Keep fucking her through it.”

They did. All three men continued using me while I came, while I screamed around Javier’s cock, while my body shook uncontrollably.

“Pull out,” Coach said. “My turn.”

The three men withdrew, leaving me gasping and empty. Coach handed the camera to someone in the crowd and stepped forward, his massive nine-inch cock fully hard.

“On your stomach,” he ordered. “Ass up.”

I flipped over, presenting my destroyed hole. It gaped obscenely, stretched from the double penetration, cum starting to leak from where Marcus and Steve had finished inside me.

Coach positioned himself and pushed inside—thick, long, hitting depths even the DP hadn’t reached. He fucked me brutally, one hand in my hair, pulling my head back.

“This is what winners get,” he grunted. “This is your reward.”

He pounded me for ten minutes straight—athletic, tireless, brutal. My massive tits dragged on the mat, my face was smashed into the floor, my ass was his. The crowd cheered, someone counted his thrusts, the camera captured everything.

“Gonna fill this pussy,” Coach warned. “Gonna breed the flexibility champion.”

“Yes!” I screamed. “Breed me! Fill me!”

He slammed deep and held, his cock pulsing. Hot cum flooded my already-full hole—the third load, mixing with the others. When he pulled out, cum poured from my gaping ass in thick streams.

“Perfect,” he said, slapping my ass hard. “Good cow.”

The crowd applauded. Someone whistled. I lay on the gym mat, completely destroyed, cum leaking from my ruined hole, massive tits pressed flat, tiny cage leaking its pathetic contribution.

“That’s going on our website,” Coach announced. “Best promotional material we’ve shot in months.”



After cleanup—which took thirty minutes and two showers—I could barely walk. My hole was wrecked, my legs trembled, my tits were bruised from being groped and sucked.

But I’d been fucked by four men in front of an audience and filmed for promotional material.

And I’d loved every second.

Luna found me in the locker room, her eyes wide. “I watched from the back. That was insane.”

“I won,” I said simply.

“You got destroyed.”

“I won the flexibility competition and got destroyed as a prize. Both things are true.” I pulled on my clothes carefully—everything hurt. “This is my life now. Win competitions, get gangbanged, get filmed. That’s just how it works here.”

“Are you okay with that?”

“I came three times while being triple-penetrated in front of fifty people. Yeah, I think I’m okay with it.”

She laughed, slightly hysterical. “You’re insane.”

“I’m a sissy pornstar elite escort street whore farm cow who just won a flexibility competition. Insane was always going to be part of the package.”



That night, the gym video was uploaded to the Institute’s private client website. Within hours, it had been viewed hundreds of times. My inbox flooded with booking requests—everyone wanted the “flexibility champion,” wanted to see if they could stretch me like Coach had.

More money. More clients. More fame.

The cycle continued. Work, earn, get modified, work more, earn more. Round and round, deeper and deeper into the trap.

But was it still a trap if I was choosing to stay in it?


Chapter 14: Maid Service Expansion

Week thirty-two, Monday morning.

“Twenty-four hour maid shift,” Scarlett announced, handing me a French maid outfit. “You’ll clean the entire Institute top to bottom. Clients can use you while you work. You keep working no matter what.”

I held up the outfit—the same one I’d worn during my maid service introduction months ago. Black dress with white frills, so short my ass was half-exposed. Thigh-high stockings. Six-inch heels. And the special feature: a flap in the back for easy plug access.

“Twenty-four hours straight?” I asked.

“Six AM to six AM. You’ll earn three hundred base plus tips. Considering you’ll probably service a dozen clients while working, expect about five hundred total.”

Twelve clients in twenty-four hours. While also cleaning. This was going to be brutal.

“When do I start?”

“Now. Get dressed.”



By seven AM, I was mopping the third-floor hallway, my massive D-cups threatening to spill out of the maid dress with every movement. The heels made my legs look endless but also made cleaning difficult. I’d already been used once—a morning client who’d come out of his room, seen me bent over scrubbing, and fucked me against the wall without even asking.

Quick, efficient. He’d cum in two minutes, pulled out, tipped me ten bucks, and left.

Client one: ten minutes into my shift.

By nine AM, I’d cleaned two floors and serviced three more clients. Two wanted blowjobs while I was on my knees cleaning the baseboards. One wanted to fuck my tits while I dusted a table. All quick, all casual, all while I tried to keep working.

My dress was already stained—cum on the front, milk leaking through the fabric. My makeup was smeared. My hair was falling out of its bun.

And I had seventeen more hours to go.

“Coffee?” Luna appeared with a cup, giggling at my disheveled state.

“Please.”

I took a break in the break room—five minutes of sitting, drinking coffee, adjusting my tits back into the dress. Luna sat with me.

“You look destroyed already,” she said. “And it’s only nine AM.”

“Four clients so far. Eight to go if Scarlett’s math is right.”

“You’re going to be wrecked by tomorrow.”

“That’s the idea, I think.” I finished the coffee. “Scarlett wants to see how much I can endure. This is an endurance test.”

“You’re going to pass,” Luna said confidently. “You’re the most resilient sissy here.”

Maybe. Or maybe I was just the most desperate to prove I could handle anything thrown at me.



By noon, I’d cleaned five floors and serviced seven clients.

Client five: Glory hole bathroom service while cleaning toilets. Face-fucked through the hole, swallowed, returned to scrubbing.

Client six: Bent over a couch in the common area while dusting. Fucked roughly, creampied, resumed dusting with cum leaking.

Client seven: Tit-fuck in the massage room. Came on my face and chest. I wiped off enough to see and kept cleaning.

My maid dress was ruined. Cum-stained, milk-soaked, torn in places. My heels had broken—I was working in just my stockings now, feet aching. My makeup was gone. My hair was a mess.

But I kept cleaning. Kept moving room to room, floor to floor, task to task.

Lunch was eaten while on my knees, scrubbing the kitchen floor. A protein shake and a banana, consumed quickly before the next client inevitably found me.

Client eight: Kitchen table fuck. Chef watched while cooking. Came inside me. Left a twenty-dollar tip on the table.



By six PM—twelve hours in—I’d serviced eleven clients.

My body was running on autopilot. Clean, get fucked, clean more, get fucked again. The cycle was hypnotic, almost meditative. I stopped thinking, stopped caring about dignity or comfort. Just worked and served, worked and served.

Client nine: Supply closet standing fuck. Quick, rough, creampie, back to work.

Client ten: Hallway blowjob. Swallowed. Continued mopping.

Client eleven: VIP lounge gangbang—three clients at once while I tried to dust. All three came inside me. Resumed dusting with three loads leaking.

That last one broke me slightly. Not physically—physically I could handle it. But mentally, being used by three men simultaneously while trying to do my job, while other clients watched and laughed…

It felt like a turning point. Like I’d crossed some final threshold of degradation.

And then I just… kept working. Kept cleaning. Kept being available.

Because that was the job. That was what maid service meant. Always accessible, always working, always available to be used.



Midnight. Eighteen hours in.

I’d lost count of the clients. Somewhere around twelve or thirteen. My hole was permanently loose, cum constantly leaking down my thighs. My tits ached from being groped constantly. My feet were bleeding from walking without proper shoes.

But there were only six hours left. Six more hours, and I’d have completed the challenge.

I cleaned the gym at one AM—where I’d been gangbanged just last week. The irony wasn’t lost on me. Mopping the mat where I’d been DP’d, scrubbing the equipment I’d been fucked on.

A late-night gym member—some insomniac sissy I didn’t know—approached me.

“You offering services?” they asked.

“Always,” I heard myself say. “I’m a maid. I serve while I work.”

They bent me over the weight bench and fucked me there—in the gym I’d won the competition in, on equipment I’d been training on for months. Just another hole, another use, another client.

Twelve. Or was it thirteen? I’d lost count.



Six AM arrived like salvation.

I was in the lobby, doing my final mop of the entrance, when Scarlett appeared.

“Time’s up,” she said. “How many clients?”

“I lost count. At least twelve. Maybe fifteen.”

“Fourteen according to our logs. Three of them were doubles or group situations.” She examined me critically. “You look like hell.”

“I feel like hell.”

“But you kept working. Never stopped cleaning, never refused a client. That’s impressive endurance, Eva.” She handed me an envelope. “Five hundred dollars. Three hundred base plus tips. Well earned.”

I took the money with shaking hands. Five hundred dollars for twenty-four hours of non-stop work and service. About twenty dollars an hour. Terrible rate compared to elite clients or porn shoots.

But I’d done it. Proved I could handle anything.

“Go shower and sleep,” Scarlett said. “No clients today. You’ve earned a rest.”



Back in my room, Luna was already awake, waiting.

She gasped when she saw me. “Eva…”

“I know. I look like I got hit by a truck.”

“You look like you serviced fourteen clients while cleaning the entire Institute.”

“That’s exactly what I did.”

She helped me undress—peeling off the ruined maid dress, the torn stockings, the destroyed underwear. My body was covered in bruises, bite marks, handprints. Cum dried on my thighs, my stomach, my tits. I was a walking disaster.

We showered together, Luna washing me gently, carefully avoiding the sore spots. Under the hot water, the evidence of the night washed away—the cum, the sweat, the degradation.

But the memory remained. Fourteen clients. Twenty-four hours. Worked while being fucked, fucked while working. The ultimate multi-tasking.

“I don’t know how you did that,” Luna said, shampooing my hair.

“I don’t either.” I leaned against her. “I just… kept going. Stopped thinking, stopped caring, just moved from task to task.”

“Are you okay?”

“I don’t know. Ask me when I wake up.”

We dried off and collapsed into bed. Luna set an alarm for dinner—I needed food eventually—but for now, I just needed sleep.

I dreamed of mops and cocks, of cleaning and cumming, of the endless cycle of work and service that defined my life.

When I woke eight hours later, my body hurt everywhere. But in my purse: five hundred dollars cash.

“Worth it?” Luna asked, bringing me water and painkillers.

“I don’t know,” I said honestly. “Five hundred for twenty-four hours of hell. Twenty dollars an hour. Compare that to elite clients—three thousand for one night. Or porn—five hundred for two hours. Maid work is the worst rate I’ve got.”

“Then why do it?”

“Because Scarlett asked. Because it proves I can. Because…” I swallowed the painkillers. “Because part of me needs to know my limits. And apparently, I can handle fourteen clients in twenty-four hours while also cleaning an entire building.”

“That’s not a limit. That’s superhuman.”

Maybe. Or maybe it was just conditioning. Seven months of training my body to accept anything, endure anything, serve anyone.

“I’m not doing that again,” I decided.

“Good. Because watching you stumble in this morning nearly broke my heart.”

“But I did it. That’s the important thing. Whatever Scarlett throws at me next, I know I can handle it. Because if I can survive that, I can survive anything.”


Chapter 15: Voice Feminization

Week thirty-three, Monday morning.

“One more modification,” Dr. Lyra said, holding up a small spray bottle. “The final touch.”

I was in her lab for my monthly check-up. My D-cups were measured, my weight tracked, my plug size noted. Everything documented for her research files.

“What is it?” I asked.

“Voice feminization. Hormone throat spray.” She set the bottle on her desk. “Daily application for two weeks. It will permanently alter your vocal cords, raising your pitch from tenor to alto range.”

“Permanently?”

“Completely irreversible. Your voice will become naturally feminine—soft, breathy, higher. You won’t be able to speak in a deep masculine tone anymore.”

I touched my throat instinctively. My voice was one of the last masculine things about me. Soft already, yes—clients often commented it was “almost girly”—but still male. Still Evan’s voice.

“Why now?” I asked.

“Because your body is nearly complete. D-cup breasts, tiny caged clitty, feminine curves, trained holes. But when you speak, people still hear traces of male. This will erase that final marker.” She pushed the bottle toward me. “Your choice, of course. But I recommend it. Especially with your porn career—a feminine voice would increase your marketability significantly.”

She was right. In my videos, my voice was the one thing that sometimes read as male. A higher, softer voice would complete the illusion.

Or not an illusion. The reality.

“How much?” I asked.

“Two hundred for the treatment. One spray daily, under your tongue, hold for thirty seconds. The changes will be gradual—you’ll notice your voice getting higher week by week.”

Two hundred dollars. Affordable. And for something permanent, something that would complete my transformation…

“I’ll do it,” I said.

Dr. Lyra smiled. “Excellent. Let’s start now.”

She demonstrated—one spray under my tongue, bitter and medicinal. I held it for thirty seconds, feeling the liquid absorb into the sensitive tissue. When I swallowed, my throat tingled strangely.

“You’ll apply this every morning,” she instructed. “In two weeks, your voice will stabilize at its new pitch. During the transition, you might experience vocal cracking, soreness, difficulty hitting low notes. That’s normal.”

“Will it hurt?”

“Not hurt, exactly. But you’ll feel it changing. Like your throat is restructuring.” She made a note on her clipboard. “Report any severe pain. Otherwise, see you in two weeks for final assessment.”



Day three of voice treatment.

My throat felt strange—not painful, but different. Like I had a mild cold, but without the congestion. My voice was already starting to change, cracking occasionally when I tried to speak in my normal range.

A client noticed immediately.

“You sound different,” he said, his cock in my mouth.

I pulled off to respond. “Voice treatment.” My words came out slightly higher than normal, softer.

“Sounds hot. Keep going.”

I sucked him back down, noting how my moans sounded different too. Higher pitched, more feminine. Like a girl’s moans instead of a guy’s.

By the time he came—flooding my mouth with cum—I was hyper-aware of every sound I made. The swallowing noise, the satisfied sigh, the “thank you” that came out breathy and soft.

I sounded like a girl.



Day seven. Halfway through treatment.

My voice had risen significantly. When I tried to speak in my old masculine tone, I couldn’t hit those low notes anymore. My range had shifted upward—tenor gone, alto emerging.

“My name is Eva,” I practiced in the mirror. The voice that came out was unmistakably feminine. Soft, breathy, higher than any male voice.

“Holy shit,” I whispered—and even the whisper was girly.

Luna came over that evening, excited to hear the change.

“Say something,” she urged.

“Like what?”

“Anything. Your voice is so different!”

“I sound like a girl,” I said—and it was true. Every syllable came out feminine, soft, higher. Not fake or forced. Just… naturally female.

“You sound beautiful,” Luna said. “Like you were always meant to sound like this.”

Maybe I was. Maybe this voice suited Eva better than Evan’s had ever suited him.

We made love that night, and I was hyper-aware of every moan, every gasp, every breathy plea that came from my new voice. I sounded like a pornstar, like a sissy, like everything I’d become.

“I love your voice,” Luna whispered afterward. “It’s perfect.”



Day fourteen. Final day of treatment.

My voice had stabilized—soft alto, naturally breathy, unmistakably feminine. When I tried to speak in anything resembling a masculine tone, I physically couldn’t. My vocal cords no longer responded to those signals.

I called my mom—something I hadn’t done in months. She didn’t recognize my voice.

“Hello?” she answered.

“Mom, it’s me. Evan.”

Silence. Then: “I’m sorry, who is this?”

“It’s Evan. Your son.”

“This is a woman’s voice. Is this some kind of prank?”

I hung up, my hands shaking. My own mother didn’t recognize my voice. Couldn’t believe her son could sound like this.

Because sons didn’t sound like this. Women did. Sissies did.

Eva did.



Dr. Lyra’s final assessment confirmed what I already knew.

“Vocal transition complete,” she announced, checking her equipment. “Your speaking voice now ranges from alto to soprano, with a naturally breathy quality. Singing voice—if you ever sing—would be entirely feminine. No access to lower masculine registers.”

“So it’s permanent.”

“Completely. Even if you stopped taking hormones, even if you reversed every other modification, your voice would stay feminine. The structural changes to your vocal cords are irreversible.”

Another door closed. Another piece of Evan erased.

I looked at myself in Dr. Lyra’s mirror—massive D-cup tits, tiny pink cage, body designed for sex. And now, a voice to match.

“Say your name,” Dr. Lyra instructed.

“My name is Eva,” I said—and it came out soft, feminine, breathy.

“Perfect. You sound exactly like you look.” She smiled. “How do you feel?”

“Like I can’t pretend anymore. Like the last piece of male disguise just fell away.”

“Is that good or bad?”

I thought about it. My voice was one thing I’d controlled—could modulate, could make deeper if needed. Now that control was gone. I’d always sound like a girl, always be immediately identified as feminine.

“Good,” I decided. “It’s good. No more hiding. No more pretending. When I speak, people hear Eva. Not Evan, not a boy pretending to be a girl. Just Eva.”

“That’s a healthy perspective.” Dr. Lyra made final notes. “Your transformation is essentially complete now. D-cup breasts, tiny clitty, feminine voice, trained body. Anything else you want to change?”

I thought about the castration brochure still in my drawer. About the permanent contract Scarlett kept mentioning. About all the ways I could go even further into this identity.

“Not yet,” I said. “But ask me again in a few weeks.”



Clients reacted strongly to my new voice.

“You sound like a real girl now,” my first post-treatment client said, his cock buried in my ass. “Makes this even hotter—fucking a girl with a cage.”

Another client: “Your voice is perfect. Sexy, feminine. Makes me want to cum in your throat even more.”

Street johns noticed too. “Damn, girl. You sound hot as hell. Makes me want to keep you in the car all night.”

My voice had become part of my appeal. Not just my tits or my cage or my trained holes—my voice was drawing clients, arousing them, making them tip more.

“Say dirty things,” one client requested during a blowjob. “I want to hear that voice say filthy shit.”

“I’m a sissy slut,” I purred, my new voice making the words even more degrading. “I exist to serve cock. Fill my throat with cum.”

He came almost immediately, groaning. “Fuck, that voice. So hot.”



Luna and I recorded a video together—just for us, not for porn. Her higher soprano and my new alto harmonizing, both feminine, both soft.

“We sound like girlfriends now,” she said, giggling. “Not like a girl and a boy. Like two girls.”

“We are two girls,” I corrected. “Sissies, but girls.”

“Girls with cages.”

“Girls with cages and trained asses and cum addictions. But girls.”

We laughed—both of us sounding feminine, breathy, young. Nobody hearing us would think we were male. The illusion was complete.

Or not an illusion. The reality.



Week thirty-three ending. Voice feminization complete.

I looked at myself in my mirror—every angle, every detail feminine. My face, my body, my voice. Nothing left of Evan except buried memories.

I spoke to my reflection: “My name is Eva Park. I’m a twenty-year-old sissy. I work at the Velvet Institute as a sex worker. I have D-cup breasts that produce milk. I have a tiny two-inch clitty locked in a micro-cage. And I have a feminine voice that matches my feminine body.”

The words came out soft, breathy, undeniably female.

This was who I was now. Completely, totally, permanently.

And with nine weeks left on my contract, I had to start thinking seriously about what came next.

Would I leave? Try to rebuild a life outside with this body, this voice, this history?

Or would I stay? Sign that permanent contract Scarlett kept hinting about? Commit to this life forever?

I didn’t have an answer yet.

But I was starting to lean toward staying.

Because out there, I’d be a freak. A sissy with massive tits and a tiny cage and a girly voice trying to pretend to be normal.

But here? Here I was Eva. Here I was valued, desired, successful.

Here I had Luna, had work I was good at, had an identity that fit.

Nine weeks to decide.

But my voice had already decided for me. Had locked me into femininity permanently. Had erased the last audible trace of Evan.

“I’m Eva,” I said to my reflection one more time, loving how it sounded in my new voice.

Soft. Feminine. True.

“I’m Eva, and I sound exactly like who I am.”

A girl. A sissy. A sex worker.

Everything I’d become.

Everything I’d chosen to keep being.


Chapter 16: Derek’s Filmed Revenge

Week thirty-four, Friday afternoon.

I had a booking labeled “Group Session - 3 Clients” with no other details. When I opened my door, my stomach dropped.

Derek. Tyler. John.

All three of my former college classmates, the ones who’d already filmed me once, the ones who’d exposed me to everyone we knew. And this time, they had professional equipment—a real camera on a tripod, proper lighting, a laptop for editing.

“Surprised?” Derek asked, that cocky smirk plastered on his fake-tanned face.

“Not really,” I said, my new feminine voice making the words sound almost musical. “You book me every few months to try to humiliate me.”

“And it works every time.” He pushed past me into my room, Tyler and John following. “Except this time, we’re doing it right. Professional quality, uploaded to every site we can find, sent to every group chat from college.”

“Okay.”

My response clearly wasn’t what he expected. He’d wanted fear, wanted begging, wanted me to care.

But I didn’t. Not anymore.

“Okay?” Derek repeated. “That’s it? I’m about to make you a pornstar for everyone we know, and you just say ‘okay’?”

“I’m already a pornstar, Derek. Two million views on my last video. Instagram famous. My porn director has me booked for a ten-man gangbang next week.” I gestured to his camera setup. “Whatever you film, it’s not going to be more degrading than what’s already out there.”

Tyler and John exchanged glances. Derek’s smirk faltered.

“We’ll see about that,” he said. “Strip. We’re filming in five minutes.”



They set up their equipment while I undressed. Professional camera, ring light, backdrop cloth. They’d actually invested money in this—probably hundreds of dollars in equipment. All to humiliate me on film.

“Where do you want me?” I asked, standing naked except for my tiny pink cage.

My massive D-cups hung heavy and full, my nipples already leaking milk. My body was pure sex—curves designed to arouse, skin smooth and feminine, every detail optimized for visual appeal.

Derek stared at my tits, his cocky expression faltering slightly. “Jesus, those are huge.”

“D-cups. Five hundred dollars per injection.” I cupped them, making them bounce. “You paying for this session or just filming?”

“We paid,” Tyler said, his voice slightly strangled. He was staring too, all of them were. Despite their mockery, despite their cruelty, they wanted me.

“Then let’s get started,” I said. “I have street work tonight. Can’t take too long.”



Derek recovered his composure and hit record on the camera.

“This is Evan Park,” he announced to the camera, using my dead name deliberately. “Former classmate, current sissy whore. Look at what he’s become—huge fake tits, tiny caged clitty, body designed for cock. This is what happens to faggots who can’t handle being men.”

I should have been hurt by the slurs, by the dead-naming, by the mockery.

But all I felt was bored. This was Derek’s last desperate attempt at control, and it was pathetic.

“My name is Eva,” I corrected, my feminine voice clear and strong. “And these tits are real, not fake. Cost two thousand total. Worth every penny.”

Derek’s eye twitched. “Shut up. You speak when I tell you to speak.”

“You’re paying for three hours,” I said. “Clock’s ticking. Are you going to fuck me or just keep monologuing?”

Tyler laughed despite himself. John looked uncomfortable. Derek’s face flushed with anger.

“On your knees,” he snapped.

I knelt, my massive tits bouncing, milk leaking onto my thighs. All three men stripped—cocks already hard from looking at me. Derek’s seven and a half inches, Tyler’s eight, John’s seven. All respectable, all familiar from previous encounters.

“Suck,” Derek ordered, pushing his cock at my face.

I opened my mouth and took him inside. Sucked him expertly, my puffy lips stretched around his shaft, my tongue working all the spots I knew made men crazy. He groaned despite himself.

Tyler moved to my side, his cock at my cheek. I pulled off Derek and switched to him, giving him the same treatment. Then John. Then back to Derek. Rotation service, keeping all three hard and leaking.

“Look at the camera,” Derek commanded. “Show everyone what a cocksucker you are.”

I looked directly into the lens, Tyler’s cock in my mouth, drool running down my chin. My massive tits swayed with every bob of my head, milk dripping from my nipples.

“This is Evan Park,” Derek narrated. “Sucking cock like it’s his job. Because it is. This is all he’s good for now.”

“It’s Eva,” I corrected again, pulling off. “And you’re right—this is my job. I’m good at it. Better than good. I’m fucking excellent.”

I took John’s cock back in my mouth, deep-throating him until my nose pressed against his pelvis. He groaned, his hands tangling in my hair. I held the position for ten seconds before pulling back, gasping.

“Holy shit,” John breathed. “She’s incredible.”

“IT’S A HE,” Derek shouted. “Evan! That’s a fucking DUDE sucking your dick!”

“Eva,” I corrected patiently. “And does it matter? You’re hard. You’re filming. You’re going to cum in my mouth like you always do. So what does it matter if you call me Evan or Eva?”

Derek grabbed my hair roughly, forcing his cock back in my mouth. Face-fucked me hard, trying to regain control through aggression. I just relaxed my throat and took it, let him use me however he needed to feel powerful.

When he pulled out, I smiled up at him—lipstick smeared, drool everywhere, completely unbothered.

“Is that all you’ve got?” I asked sweetly.



“On the bed,” Derek ordered. “But we’re doing this my way. I want you riding my cock while sucking the others.”

“Fine.” I climbed onto the bed.

Derek lay on his back, his seven and a half inches hard and waiting. I straddled him, guiding his cock into my hole, sinking down slowly. His familiar length filled me—not huge compared to some clients, but adequate.

I started riding him, my massive tits bouncing with every movement. Tyler and John positioned themselves on either side, their cocks at face level.

“Suck us while you ride,” Tyler ordered.

I took Tyler’s eight-inch cock in my mouth while bouncing on Derek’s dick. The dual sensation was familiar—hole filled, mouth filled, servicing multiple men. I alternated between Tyler and John, sucking each while maintaining my rhythm on Derek.

“Look at those fucking tits,” Derek grunted beneath me. “Bouncing like crazy.”

I was giving them exactly the show they wanted—riding cock while sucking two others, my D-cups bouncing wildly, milk leaking from my nipples. The camera captured everything.

Derek came first—his cock pulsing inside me, hot cum flooding my hole. I lifted off him, cum immediately leaking down my thighs.

“My turn,” Tyler said. “But I want those tits.”

I positioned myself between his legs, pressed my massive D-cups around his eight-inch cock. The oil from my leaked milk made perfect lubrication as I fucked him with my tits—pressing them together, creating a tight channel for his dick.

“Jesus,” Tyler groaned. “That feels incredible.”

I worked my tits up and down his shaft, the weight of them providing perfect pressure. He lasted five minutes before erupting—hot ropes of cum splattering across my tits and face, painting me white.

“John’s turn,” Derek directed. “Facial finish.”

John was already stroking himself, close from watching. I knelt in front of him, mouth open, waiting. He aimed carefully and came across my face—thick spurts hitting my cheeks, my lips, my forehead.

“Perfect,” Derek said, filming the money shots. “Three different ways, three different loads. That’s the Eva Park experience.”

“That’s the money shot,” Derek said, filming close-ups. “Evan Park, covered in three loads, looking like the whore he is.”

“Eva Park,” I corrected one final time, my voice muffled by cum. “And yes, I’m a whore. A successful one. Making more money than you probably. Living a life you’re so obsessed with you keep paying to be part of it.”

I wiped cum from my eyes and stared directly into the camera. “Hi, everyone from college. Yes, it’s me. Yes, I’m a sissy now. Yes, I do porn. And yes, I’m fucking thriving. If you want to book me, contact the Velvet Institute. My rate is one thousand per session for people I actually know. Derek gets a discount because he’s a regular.”

Derek’s face went purple. “You bitch—”

“Upload it,” I said. “Send it to everyone. Post it everywhere. I don’t care anymore, Derek. You can’t hurt me with exposure when I’m already exposed. When I’m already making money from being exactly what you keep trying to shame me for.”

Silence. Tyler and John looked at each other. Derek just stared at me, his weapon neutralized.

“Time’s up,” I said, checking my phone. “Three hours. Thanks for the booking. Same time next month?”



After they left—Derek fuming, Tyler and John almost apologetic—I showered off the cum and got ready for street work.

Luna found me applying makeup, preparing for my Friday night corner shift.

“Derek was here?” she asked, smelling his cologne.

“Yep. Filmed another humiliation video. Probably uploading it to every college chat right now.”

“And you’re okay?”

“I’m fine. Better than fine.” I finished my lipstick—red and perfect. “He keeps trying to destroy me with exposure, but all he’s doing is marketing me. Every video he uploads, more people learn my name. More people want to book me. He’s basically my unpaid publicity agent.”

Luna laughed. “That’s one way to look at it.”

“It’s the truth. His last video got me two elite client bookings from men who went to our college. They both paid a thousand dollars to fuck the ‘infamous Eva Park.’” I pulled on my street micro-dress. “Derek’s humiliation is my advertising.”

“You’ve really stopped caring what people think.”

“I have to. If I cared, I couldn’t do this work. Couldn’t stand on corners, couldn’t shoot porn, couldn’t let my college see me like this.” I examined my reflection—massive tits, tiny cage barely visible under my dress, face perfectly made up. “This is who I am now. People can accept it or not. But I’m done pretending to be ashamed.”



That night on the corner, my phone blew up.

The video was already circulating—Derek had uploaded it to multiple college groups, tagged me, made it impossible to ignore.

My Instagram gained another thousand followers in an hour. My DMs flooded with messages from former classmates.

Some were cruel: “Fucking disgusting. You’re a freak.”

Some were curious: “Wow, you really went all in. Good for you I guess?”

But most were… interested: “You look amazing. Are you really available for booking?”

“How much to meet you? Serious question.”

“Your body is insane. Can I buy you dinner sometime?”

“I always had a crush on you. Seeing you like this… wow.”

Former classmates wanted to fuck me. Wanted to pay me. Wanted to take me to dinner.

Derek’s revenge backfired spectacularly. Instead of ruining me, he’d made me more desirable.

I posted a response on my Instagram—a selfie in my street outfit, caption: “Thanks @DerekMiller for the free promo! Yes, I’m available for booking. Yes, I’m a sissy. Yes, I love what I do. College classmates get the alumni discount: $500 instead of my usual $1000. DM for details. 💋”

Within ten minutes, I had five serious booking requests from people I’d gone to school with.

“Holy shit,” Roxanne said, looking at my phone. “You’re viral again.”

“Derek keeps trying to humiliate me and it keeps backfiring. At this point, I should pay him commission.”

A car slowed—another john. I pocketed my phone and returned to work.

“How much?” the driver asked.

“Forty for oral, sixty for anal.”

“I’ll take anal. You’re that pornstar, right? The one with the huge tits?”

“That’s me.”

“Worth every penny.”



By the end of the night, I’d serviced eight clients—five recognized me from my porn, three were random street johns. All of them paid, all of them tipped extra, all of them said my fame made the experience better.

Derek’s humiliation attempt had made me money. Again.

Back at the Institute, I counted my earnings: three hundred twenty from street work, three hundred from Derek and friends, another two hundred expected from the college classmate bookings.

Eight hundred twenty dollars in one day. Because of Derek’s free advertising.

“I should send him a thank-you card,” I said to Luna.

“You’re insane.”

“I’m a businesswoman. He’s giving me free publicity. That’s worth thanking.”

I fell asleep satisfied, my body sore from the day’s work but my bank account fuller. Derek’s video would be shared, viewed, spread across every college social network.

And every view was potential advertising for my services.


Chapter 17: Elite Dungeon Night

Week thirty-five, Saturday evening.

The car service picked me up at six PM—not the usual town car, but a black SUV with tinted windows. My second elite client booking, but this one was different.

Client: Dr. Steinberg Duration: Overnight (8 PM - 8 AM)
Location: Private residence, dungeon suite
Services: BDSM, edge-play, extreme requests
Payment: $2,000
Special Notes: Safeword required, limits discussed beforehand

Two thousand dollars. For twelve hours. The most I’d ever been paid for a single booking.

I’d dressed carefully—elegant black dress, subtle jewelry, makeup perfect. Dr. Steinberg was one of the Institute’s most exclusive clients. Director Blackwell had personally briefed me: “He’s intense but professional. Follows limits. Uses safeword system. Pays extremely well.”

The SUV drove out of the city, into wealthy suburbs I’d never seen. Mansion after mansion, gates and security. We stopped at one—modern architecture, all glass and sharp angles. The gate opened automatically.

Inside, a butler greeted me. Actual butler, like in movies.

“Ms. Park. Dr. Steinberg is waiting in the lounge. This way.”

He led me through the mansion—expensive art, designer furniture, floor-to-ceiling windows. Everything screamed wealth. We descended a staircase to a lower level, through a heavy door into what was clearly the dungeon.

Dr. Steinberg stood waiting. Mid-fifties, silver hair perfectly styled, expensive suit that fit like it was tailored (which it probably was). Handsome in that distinguished older-man way.

“Eva,” he said, extending his hand. “Thank you for coming.”

We shook hands. His grip was firm, confident. His grey eyes assessed me—not hungrily, but analytically. Like he was planning something.

“Please, sit.” He gestured to a leather couch. “We need to discuss limits before we begin.”



We spent thirty minutes talking. Not about sex, but about boundaries.

“My interest is edge-play,” Dr. Steinberg explained. “I like pushing partners to their psychological and physical limits—not beyond them, but right to the edge. Pain, pleasure, denial, overstimulation. I want to see how much you can take.”

“What kind of pain?” I asked.

“Spanking, flogging, nipple clamps, mild impact play. Nothing that breaks skin or causes lasting damage. Traffic light safeword system—green for continue, yellow for slow down, red for stop immediately. Red means everything stops, no questions, no judgment.”

“Okay.”

“I also want to try fisting, if you’re comfortable. Extensive edge-play—bringing you to orgasm repeatedly without letting you tip over. Restraints, sensory deprivation, possibly some light breath play.” He watched my face carefully. “Any of that a hard limit?”

I thought about my training, my capacity, my experiences. I’d been fisted by Luna. Been edged by Mistress Veronica. Been restrained countless times. Breath play was new, but I trusted the safeword system.

“No hard limits,” I said. “But if breath play happens, I want to discuss technique first.”

“Absolutely. I’ll explain everything before we start.” He poured me champagne. “I should mention—Dr. Steinberg recommended you highly. Said you were exceptional, professional, and had remarkable capacity for lactation.”

Dr. Steinberg had referred me. The elite client network was recommending me to each other.

“I try to give good service,” I said simply.

“I’m sure you do.” Dr. Steinberg set down his glass. “Ready to begin?”

“Yes.”



The dungeon was incredible.

A full BDSM playroom—leather furniture, restraint systems, drawers full of toys and implements. Proper ventilation, mood lighting, mirrors on multiple walls. Everything clean, professional, expensive.

“Strip,” Dr. Steinberg ordered—the first command in his dominant voice.

I undressed slowly, revealing my body. Massive D-cups, tiny pink cage, 3-inch plug jewel visible. Dr. Steinberg circled me, examining every angle.

“Magnificent,” he murmured. “Photos don’t do you justice. These breasts—real tissue?”

“Injections over months. But real, yes.”

“And they lactate?”

“Constantly.”

He reached out and squeezed one gently. Milk sprayed immediately, and his pupils dilated. “We’ll use that later.” His hand moved down, finding my tiny cage. “And this… two inches?”

“When hard, yes.”

“Perfect sissy cock. Useless, decorative, humiliating.” He smiled slightly. “We’ll use that too.”

He led me to a bondage frame—St. Andrew’s cross, padded leather restraints. Positioned me against it, arms and legs spread. Secured each limb carefully, testing the tightness.

“Color?” Dr. Steinberg asked.

“Green.”

He blindfolded me—soft silk, blocking out all light. Suddenly I was in darkness, vulnerable, unable to see what came next.

“Sensory deprivation increases all other sensations,” Dr. Steinberg explained. “Every touch, every sound, every temperature change—you’ll feel it intensely.”

Something cold touched my nipple. I gasped.

“Ice cube,” he said. “Let’s test those sensitive breasts.”

He circled my nipples with ice, making them hard, making milk leak from the stimulation. The cold was shocking, intense, bordering on painful. Then hot—a warm cloth, making me gasp from the contrast.

“You leak when stimulated,” he observed. “Fascinating. Let’s see how much.”

He worked my breasts systematically—ice, heat, pinching, sucking, clamps. The clamps were worst—bit down on my sensitive nipples, sent pain radiating through my chest. I whimpered, tears forming under the blindfold.

“Color?” Dr. Steinberg asked.

“Yellow,” I gasped. “Close to red.”

He adjusted the clamps immediately—less tight, bearable. “Better?”

“Green.”

“Good girl.”

He moved to my ass, removing my plug slowly. His fingers replaced it—one, two, three. Stretched me gently, testing my capacity. Then something bigger—a dildo, thick and long. Pushed inside, stretching me wide.

“You take this well,” he said. “Very well-trained.”

The dildo started vibrating. Pleasure shot through me, my tiny cage straining. He fucked me with it slowly, hitting my prostate perfectly, building pressure.

“Don’t cum,” he ordered. “You’re not allowed.”

The vibrations increased. My body approached orgasm, every nerve on fire. Right at the edge, right when I was about to tip over—

He pulled the dildo out.

“No!” I cried.

“Edge-play,” he reminded me. “You don’t cum until I say.”

He repeated the process. Built me up, brought me to the edge, denied me. Again. Again. Again. Five times, ten times, until I was sobbing, begging, desperate.

“Please,” I whimpered. “Please let me cum.”

“Not yet.”



An hour of edge-play. Maybe more. I’d lost track of time.

My body was hypersensitive, my mind fractured with need. Every touch felt like fire. My tiny cage leaked constantly, pre-cum puddling on the floor. My nipples—still clamped—hurt and leaked simultaneously.

“Let’s try fisting,” Dr. Steinberg said.

He released me from the cross, led me to a leather bench. Positioned me on my back, legs in stirrups—like a gynecological exam but BDSM.

“I’ll go slow,” he promised. “Tell me if it’s too much.”

Four fingers pushed inside first, stretching me beyond the dildo. I gasped, my hole burning.

“Color?”

“Green. Keep going.”

He folded his thumb and pushed—his whole hand breaching my ass, sliding inside. I screamed, the stretch impossible, overwhelming.

“Breathe,” Dr. Steinberg coached. “Relax. You can take this.”

I breathed. Relaxed. His hand pushed deeper—wrist, forearm. Inside me. His fist inside my body.

“Holy fuck,” I gasped.

“You’re taking my entire hand,” he said, awe in his voice. “Incredible.”

He made a fist inside me—gentle, exploring. Hit my prostate from the inside, pressure building impossibly fast.

“Gonna cum,” I warned.

“Not yet.” He stopped moving, just held his fist inside me. “Not until I say.”

He edged me with his fist for another twenty minutes. Every small movement brought me close, then he’d stop. Hold still. Let me come down. Then start again.

“Please,” I sobbed. “Please, I need to cum so badly.”

“I know. That’s the point.” He slowly withdrew his hand—pop, empty, aching. “Now we fuck.”

He finally undressed—revealing a fit body and a nine-inch cock that was already hard. No prep needed—his fist had already stretched me beyond any cock size.

He entered me missionary, his nine inches feeling almost small after his fist. Fucked me steadily, his face inches from mine, eye contact constant.

“You’ve been edged for hours,” he said. “One more time. Get right to the edge, then hold it.”

He fucked faster, hitting my prostate perfectly. Pressure built—months of training, hours of edging, all culminating in this moment.

“Edge,” I gasped. “Right there, edge—”

“Hold it,” he commanded. “Don’t cum. Hold the edge.”

I held it. Teetered on the cliff of orgasm, my whole body trembling, my tiny cage leaking, my nipples spraying milk everywhere. Held it for thirty seconds, forty-five, a full minute—

“Cum,” Dr. Steinberg ordered. “Now.”

I exploded. The most intense orgasm of my life—stronger than my first sissygasm, stronger than any gangbang, stronger than anything. My cage leaked weak spurts, my ass clenched around his cock, my tits sprayed milk, my voice—my new feminine voice—screamed until I was hoarse.

Dr. Steinberg groaned and came too, his cock pulsing deep inside me, adding his load to my destroyed hole.

We collapsed together, both panting, both soaked in sweat and milk and cum.

“Exceptional,” he breathed. “Absolutely exceptional.”



We spent the night alternating between scenes and rest. He’d push me to my limits, then give me breaks—food, water, gentle aftercare. Then start again.

Scene two: Spanking bench, flogged until my ass was pink, fucked while crying.

Scene three: Suspended in rope bondage, vibrator on my cage, brought to edge twenty times.

Scene four: Strapped to a fuck machine, milking machine on my tits, both running until I passed out from overstimulation.

By morning, I was completely broken. Mind blank, body exhausted, hole gaping, tits drained. But I’d never felt more satisfied.

Dr. Steinberg paid me the full two thousand, plus a five hundred tip.

“You’re remarkable,” he said as the SUV arrived to take me home. “Most submissives can’t handle half of what we did. You took everything and asked for more.”

“That’s my job,” I said, my voice hoarse from screaming.

“It’s more than a job. It’s a gift.” He handed me his private card. “Call me directly if you ever want another session. I’ll pay premium rates.”



Back at the Institute, Luna took one look at me and gasped.

“What happened to you?”

“Elite BDSM overnight. Edged for hours, fisted, flogged, machine-fucked, everything.”

“Are you okay?”

“I made twenty-five hundred dollars in twelve hours. I’m more than okay.” I showed her the cash. “This is what elite tier means. This is what happens when you’re good enough that billionaires want to book you for extremes.”

She helped me to the shower, washed me gently. My body was covered in marks—rope burns, spanking bruises, nipple clamp marks. Evidence of the most intense night of my life.

“You’re going to do it again?” she asked.

“If he calls, yes. Twenty-five hundred for one night is better money than anything except maybe the ten-man gangbang shoot.” I winced as hot water hit my sore ass. “Plus, it was… good. Intense, extreme, pushing my limits. But consensual, safe, professional. Dr. Steinberg knew what he was doing.”

“You liked being edged for hours?”

“I liked the release afterward. The orgasm after all that denial was…” I couldn’t find words. “Transcendent. Nothing else comes close.”


Chapter 18: Hucow Breeding Focus

Week thirty-six, Friday evening.

Farmer Hayes called me personally—a rare occurrence. Usually Roxanne handled farm scheduling.

“Eva,” his deep country drawl came through my phone. “Got a special program this weekend. VIP breeding package. Interested?”

“What’s involved?” I asked.

“Friday evening through Sunday afternoon. You’d be bred every three hours by me and two hired bulls. Milked between sessions. Fed only milk and cum. Full livestock treatment—no talking, just mooing, no bathroom breaks. Five hundred for the full weekend.”

Five hundred dollars for approximately forty-eight hours. Terrible hourly rate, but…

“I’ll do it,” I said.

“Good cow. Van picks you up at six PM today.”



The van ride was different this time—just me, no other sissies. Roxanne drove, glancing at me in the rearview mirror.

“VIP breeding program is intense,” she said. “You sure you’re ready?”

“How intense?”

“Six different breeding sessions over two days. Three different bulls—Farmer Hayes plus two he contracts for big weekends. You’ll be kept in stall the entire time except for milking sessions. Fed from bowls. Treated completely as livestock.”

“I’ve done livestock treatment before.”

“Not like this. This is full immersion. By Sunday, you won’t remember being human.” She pulled up to the farm. “Just remember—you chose this. You’re getting paid. And when it’s over, you’ll be proud of what you endured.”



Farmer Hayes was waiting with two other men. Both looked like they worked outdoors—muscular from labor, rough hands, that weathered look of men who spent their lives farming.

“This is Bull One and Bull Two,” Farmer Hayes introduced them. “They’re here for the weekend breeding program.”

Bull One: Black, maybe thirty, built like a tank. Easily six-five, muscles on muscles. His cock was already visible through his open overalls—at least eleven inches soft.

Bull Two: Latino, late twenties, shorter but still huge. Maybe six feet, but with the kind of body that came from actual work, not a gym. His cock swung free too—thick, uncut, probably ten inches.

Between them and Farmer Hayes’s unique soft-hard eight-incher, I was looking at nearly thirty inches of combined cock that would be using me all weekend.

“Strip, cow,” Farmer Hayes ordered.

I undressed completely, folding my clothes neatly. My massive D-cups hung heavy, already leaking in anticipation. My tiny pink cage caught the evening light—decorative, useless.

“Stall three,” Farmer Hayes said. “Position.”

I walked to my familiar stall and got on all fours automatically. Back arched, ass up, tits hanging down. Ready.

Farmer Hayes attached the milking cups to my nipples—click, secure. The machine activated, and milk started flowing in steady streams.

“First breeding in thirty minutes,” he announced. “Get her emptied first.”



Breeding One: Friday, 7 PM.

Farmer Hayes.

His soft-hard cock pushed inside me while I was being milked. Eight inches of thick, strange-textured flesh. He fucked slowly, mechanically, his huge balls slapping my taint with every thrust.

“Moo for me, cow,” he ordered.

“Moooo,” I responded automatically.

He bred me for forty minutes—long, steady, tireless. The milking machine pulled at my nipples throughout, dual stimulation making my head spin. Eventually his cock pulsed, hot cum flooding my hole.

He pulled out, patted my ass like I was livestock, moved on to check the other stalls.



Breeding Two: Friday, 10 PM.

Bull One.

He was huge—everything about him was huge. His eleven-inch cock stretched me beyond comfort, hit depths I’d rarely experienced. He fucked brutally, his massive hands gripping my hips hard enough to bruise.

“Take it, cow,” he grunted. “Take all of it.”

“Mooo,” I moaned, unable to form human words.

He lasted an hour—pounding me steadily, occasionally pulling out to let me catch my breath, then pushing back in. When he finally came, his load was massive, flooding me completely.



Feeding Time: Friday, 11:30 PM.

A bowl was placed in front of me. Thick protein shake mixed with collected milk from various cows. I drank without hands, face in the bowl, lap-ping it up like an animal.

Next to me, Cherry and the new girl from last week were in their stalls, doing the same. No talking, no human interaction. Just cows feeding.

I needed to pee. Didn’t ask, didn’t signal. Just released—warm piss pooling beneath me in the stall. Farmer Hayes walked past, didn’t even look. That’s what cows do.



Breeding Three: Saturday, 1 AM.

Bull Two.

He approached my stall with his thick uncut cock already hard. Pushed inside without prep—I was still loose from Bull One, still leaking cum.

“Tight cow,” he muttered in accented English. “Good pussy.”

He fucked differently than the others—more sensual, almost making love to my hole. His thick cock hit every nerve, made my tiny cage strain uselessly. I moaned, mooed, lost in the sensation.

He came deep, adding his load to the growing pool inside me. When he pulled out, cum poured down my thighs in thick streams.



Saturday continued in cycles: breed, milk, rest, repeat.

Breeding Four: 7 AM, Farmer Hayes again. Quick morning breed, barely twenty minutes. Came inside, moved on.

Breeding Five: 10 AM, Bull One. Rough, brutal, making me scream-moo. Hour-long fuck, massive load.

Breeding Six: 1 PM, Bull Two. Gentle again, almost tender. Made me cum hands-free just from his thick cock rubbing my prostate.

By Saturday afternoon, I’d lost count of the loads inside me. My hole was permanently loose, constantly leaking. Cum soaked the straw in my stall, mixed with my piss, created a mess that marked me as thoroughly used livestock.

But I’d also reached that farm-space Luna had told me about. Where you stop being human and just… are. Just cow. Just hole. Just udders.

No thoughts. No identity. Just moo. Just be bred. Just produce milk.



Saturday evening brought a new element.

Farmer Hayes brought a bottle of collected milk from another cow. Thick, warm, sweet. He poured it into my feeding bowl along with cum from the day’s collections.

“Drink up, cow,” he said. “Protein for tomorrow’s breedings.”

I drank. Human milk and human cum, mixed together, feeding me like I was livestock. Because I was livestock. For this weekend, that’s all I was.

Cherry in the next stall was drinking the same mixture. We didn’t make eye contact, didn’t acknowledge each other’s humanity. Just cows, feeding from bowls.

That night I slept in my stall—on all fours, milking cups still attached, cum still leaking from my hole. No bed, no blanket, just straw and the animal smell of the barn.

I should have been miserable. Should have been degraded beyond recovery.

Instead, I slept soundly. Mind blank, completely at peace. Just cow. Just livestock. Just being.



Sunday: The Final Four Breedings.

Breeding Seven: 7 AM, Bull Two. Morning wood, thick and ready. Fucked me awake, came in ten minutes.

Breeding Eight: 10 AM, Farmer Hayes. Regular morning breed, efficient and mechanical.

Breeding Nine: 1 PM, Bull One. He’d been saving up—lasted ninety minutes, came twice inside me without pulling out. Most intense breed of the weekend.

Breeding Ten: 4 PM, Final Session.

All three bulls entered my stall together.

“She’s been good cow,” Farmer Hayes said. “Produced excellent milk, took every breeding, no complaints. She earns final reward.”

“What reward?” Bull One asked.

“All three of us. Together. Fill her completely.”

Holy shit. Three cocks. The biggest breeding of the weekend.

Farmer Hayes went first—his soft-hard eight inches pushing inside my loose, cum-filled hole. Started fucking slowly.

Then Bull Two positioned himself at my mouth. His thick uncut cock pushed past my lips, his hands tangling in my hair.

Spit-roasted by two bulls while the milking machine still pulled at my nipples.

Bull One waited, stroking his massive eleven inches, watching me get used from both ends.

After ten minutes, they rotated. Bull One replaced Farmer Hayes in my ass—his huge cock stretching me even though I was already loose. Farmer Hayes waited his turn.

They rotated through positions for thirty minutes. All three fucked my mouth, all three fucked my ass, all three came inside me. By the end, I had six loads total—three in my hole, three in my stomach.

I collapsed in my stall, utterly destroyed. My hole gaped obscenely, cum leaking in steady streams. My jaw ached from three thick cocks. My tits were empty, drained by hours of milking. My mind was completely blank—no thoughts, no identity, just cow-space.

“Moooo,” I said weakly.

“Good cow,” Farmer Hayes said, patting my head. “Best cow we’ve had all year.”



Sunday at 5 PM, the milking stopped. The bulls left. Farmer Hayes helped me stand—my legs barely worked after two days on all fours.

“Ten breedings total,” he said, handing me five hundred dollars cash. “Triple our usual milk production. You earned every penny.”

I could barely speak. Barely remember how to be human. I was just cow, just livestock, just mooo.

Roxanne picked me up, took one look at me, and whistled. “Jesus, Eva. You’re in deep cow-space.”

“Moo,” I said, still unable to form real words.

“It’ll wear off. Give it an hour.” She helped me into the van. “But yeah, you’re definitely their favorite cow now.”



By the time we got back to the Institute, human thoughts were starting to return. Words, identity, memory of being Eva instead of just cow.

Luna was waiting, as always. She helped me to the shower, washed away two days of hay and cum and piss and milk.

“You smell like a barn,” she said, scrubbing gently.

“I was a cow for two days,” I said, my feminine voice hoarse. “Ten breeding sessions. Three different bulls. I forgot how to be human.”

“And now?”

“Now I remember. But barely.” I leaned against her, exhausted. “I spent forty-eight hours as pure livestock. No thoughts, no stress, no identity. Just mooing and being bred and producing milk.”

“Did you like it?”

“I loved it. While I was there, I wasn’t Eva. Wasn’t Evan. Wasn’t anyone. Just cow. Just thing. Just function.” I looked at her. “Is that fucked up?”

“Maybe. But if it works for you…” She kissed my shoulder. “You made five hundred dollars and got to be not-human for a weekend. Some people would pay for that experience.”

She was right. The farm was therapy in its own way. No decisions, no responsibility, no personhood. Just be animal. Just exist as livestock.

I’d needed that. Needed to stop being Eva the pornstar escort street-whore and just be cow for a while.

Week thirty-six ending. Six weeks left on my contract.

Six weeks until I had to decide if I wanted to be human permanently.

Or if cow on Saturdays, sissy on weekdays, pornstar for thousands, girlfriend for Luna—if that mixed identity was enough.

If being everything and nothing simultaneously was actually the perfect life.

I fell asleep clean but still feeling the phantom sensations—the milking cups on my nipples, the cocks in my holes, the straw beneath my knees.

Dream-mooing in my sleep, Luna told me later.

Still a cow in my dreams.

Maybe always a cow now, somewhere deep inside.

Just another part of Eva’s fractured, multi-faceted, increasingly impossible-to-define identity.


Chapter 19: Luna’s Proposal

Week thirty-seven. Monday evening.

I was lying on my bed, scrolling through my phone, when Luna burst into my room without knocking. She never knocked—one of the things I loved about her.

“Babe!” She bounced on her platform heels, pink hair catching the light. “We need to talk.”

“About what?” I set my phone aside.

She closed the door, suddenly serious. The bouncing stopped. She sat on the edge of my bed, fingers playing with the hem of her crop top.

“Our contracts,” she said quietly.

My stomach tightened. “What about them?”

“Mine ends the same day as yours. Week forty-two. Six weeks from now.”

I knew that, sort of. We’d arrived at the Institute around the same time, though her story had been different—voluntary, enthusiastic, no debt trap. Just a girl who wanted to be a sissy professionally.

“Okay…” I said cautiously.

“I’m staying,” Luna said, meeting my eyes. “I’m signing the permanent contract. This is home for me, Eva. This is where I belong.”

The permanent contract. Scarlett had mentioned it in passing, Director Blackwell too. Lifetime commitment. No debt, but also no leaving. Ever.

“You’re sure?” I asked.

“Completely. I love it here. I love being a sissy, I love the work, I love having a place where I’m not judged or hidden.” She reached for my hand. “But there’s one thing that would make it perfect.”

“What?”

“You. Stay with me.” Her green eyes were intense. “We could sign a joint permanent contract. They have couple’s tiers—shared room, higher quota but split between us, guaranteed schedules together. We’d never be apart.”

My breath caught. “Luna…”

“I know it’s a big ask. I know you came here because of debt, not because you wanted this. But Eva, you’re different now. You’re not Evan anymore—you haven’t been for months. You’re Eva. And Eva is happy here.”

Was I? I thought about it. The farm weekends where I became cow. The porn shoots where thousands watched me get fucked. The street corners where I sucked cock for forty bucks. The elite clients who paid thousands for my holes. The gym orgasms, the glory holes, the constant use.

I should hate it. Should be counting down to freedom.

But instead I was… content. Maybe more than content. Maybe actually happy.

“You don’t have to answer now,” Luna continued. “I just wanted you to know. My contract ends the same day as yours, and I’m staying regardless. But it would be so much better with you. We could build a life here. Not a traditional life, but a real one. Together.”

She looked vulnerable in a way I’d never seen before. Luna was always bubbly, always confident. But now she looked scared—scared I’d say no, scared she’d lose me.

“Can I think about it?” I asked.

“Of course.” She squeezed my hand. “Just promise you’ll actually think about it? Not just dismiss it because it’s crazy?”

“I promise.”

She leaned forward, kissed me gently. “I love you, Eva. I know we’ve never said it out loud, but I do. I love your slutty ass, your huge tits, your tiny useless clitty, your dirty mouth. I love how you moo at the farm and how you giggle when clients compliment your makeup. I love every part of you.”

My chest tightened. No one had ever said that to me. Not as Eva, not as Evan. Never.

“Luna…”

“You don’t have to say it back. Just… know that I do.” She stood up. “Anyway, I should go. You’ve got a client in an hour, and I need to shower before my gym session.”

“Wait,” I said.

She turned back.

“Stay. The client can wait. I want…” I wasn’t sure how to say it. “I want to be with you. Not fucking, not performing. Just… us.”

Her smile was brilliant. “Yeah?”

“Yeah.”

She kicked off her platform heels, climbed onto the bed beside me. I pulled her close, her petite body fitting perfectly against mine. We just held each other for a while.

“I love you too,” I whispered eventually.

She pulled back to look at me. “Really?”

“Really. I didn’t know how to say it. Didn’t know if I was allowed to feel it. But yeah, Luna. I love you.”

She kissed me then—deep, hungry, but also tender. Her hands cupped my face, her tongue sliding against mine. I moaned into her mouth, my caged clitty straining uselessly.

“Show me,” she whispered against my lips. “Not like we do for clients. Not performing. Show me you love me.”



We undressed each other slowly. No rush, no performance. Just us.

Luna’s 32B breasts were perfect little handfuls, nipples already hard and flushed deep pink. Her pink cage matched mine in size—both of us had useless clitties now. Her bubble butt was incredible, tight and round from all the dance and gym work, each cheek a perfect handful.

“You’re so beautiful,” I said, running my hands over her curves—tracing the dip of her waist, the flare of her hips.

“You too, babe. Those tits…” She cupped my heavy D-cups, thumbs brushing my nipples until they stiffened. “I’m so jealous. Mine are never getting this big.”

“Yours are perfect.” I kissed her neck, tasting the salt of her skin. “Everything about you is perfect.”

She pulled out her strap-on from her bag—not the massive institutional ones we used for client shows, but her personal one. Medium-sized, curved, designed for pleasure not punishment. Seven inches of smooth purple silicone, the kind that hit all the right spots.

“Can I?” she asked.

“Please.”

She had me lie back on the bed, spreading my legs wide. Her fingers found my hole—still loose from the weekend farm breeding, the rim slightly puffy and tender. She added lube anyway, working me gently, two fingers sliding in easily.

“Still a little gaped,” she said with a smile, watching her fingers disappear into me. “Those bulls really wrecked you.”

“Worth it,” I gasped as she crooked her fingers, finding my prostate. “Five hundred bucks and the best cow-space of my life.”

She laughed, that bright giggle I loved. “Only you would say a weekend getting bred by three hung farmers was therapeutic.”

“It was!”

She positioned the strap-on at my entrance, the smooth tip pressing against my hole. She pushed in slowly—inch by inch, the silicone cool against my warm insides, smooth and slick with lube. Not like real cock—softer, more flexible—but still filling, still stretching me just right.

She sank in fully, the base of the dildo pressing against my ass cheeks. Then stopped, just holding me there, completely impaled.

“I love you,” she said again, her voice thick with emotion.

“I love you too.”

She started moving—slow, gentle thrusts. Not pounding, not brutal. Making love. Her pink hair fell around her face as she leaned over me, our breasts pressing together—my heavy D-cups squashing against her smaller ones, our nipples dragging across each other’s skin.

I wrapped my legs around her waist, pulling her deeper. The strap-on hit my prostate on every stroke, sending sparks of pleasure through my core. My hole gripped the silicone, pulling it deeper each time she withdrew.

“Kiss me,” I said.

She did. We kissed while she fucked me—tongues dancing, breath mingling, tasting each other’s mouths. Her small breasts rubbed against my larger ones, nipples catching and making us both gasp into each other’s mouths.

“You feel so good,” she whispered against my lips. “Your hole is perfect. So warm, so tight despite everything. The way you grip the dildo—fuck, babe. Made for cock.”

“Made for your cock,” I corrected, my voice breathy.

She smiled, thrust a little harder, the strap-on driving deeper. “Yeah?”

“Yeah. I love when you fuck me, Luna. Love how you touch me, how you make me feel like more than just a hole.” My words came out in gasps between thrusts.

“You are more than just a hole. You’re Eva. You’re my girlfriend. You’re the girl I want to spend my life with.”

The words made my chest ache. Girlfriend. Life together. Permanent.

Could I do it? Could I sign away my freedom, stay here forever?

As Luna made love to me, her strap-on driving steady pleasure through my body, the wet sounds of silicone sliding in and out of my slick hole filling the room, I realized I was already considering it seriously. That’s how far I’d come—from desperate trapped boy to sissy genuinely considering lifetime servitude because my girlfriend asked.

“Faster,” I begged, my caged clitty straining uselessly, leaking steady streams of clear pre-cum onto my stomach. “I’m close.”

She increased her pace, angling to hit my prostate perfectly, grinding the dildo against that magic button on every thrust. My caged clitty strained, leaking steadily but unable to get hard. I didn’t need it to. The pressure built from inside, from my hole, from that sweet spot she was hitting.

“Come for me, babe,” Luna urged, her own breathing ragged. “Show me how much you love me.”

“I—oh fuck—Luna, I’m—”

The orgasm hit hard. My hole clenched around the strap-on, spasming rhythmically, trying to milk it like a real cock. My tiny cage spurted weak dribbles of watery cum onto my stomach, my whole body shook. I cried out, nails digging into Luna’s back hard enough to leave marks.

She didn’t stop fucking me through it, drawing out every wave of pleasure, grinding deep to massage my prostate, making me see stars behind my closed eyelids until I was gasping and shaking and begging her to stop because it was too much.

“So beautiful,” she whispered, finally stilling. “Love watching you come. Love the way your hole grips when you cum—feels so good around the dildo.”

“Your turn,” I said when I could speak again, still trembling with aftershocks.

“I’m good—”

“No.” I pushed her gently. “Lie down. My turn to make you feel good.”

She unstrapped the dildo—it came out wet with lube and my internal wetness, glistening—and lay back on the bed. I positioned myself between her legs, kissed her inner thighs, tasting her skin. Worked my way up to her caged clitty.

“You don’t have to—”

“I want to.”

I kissed her tiny pink cage, tongue tracing the plastic, then moved lower. Her hole was tight—she rarely bottomed for clients, preferring to top or suck. But for me, she spread her legs wider, exposing herself completely.

I licked her hole gently, circling the rim with my tongue, tasting her. Clean, slightly musky, all Luna. She gasped, hands tangling in my hair, pulling slightly.

“Eva—oh god—”

I worked her slowly with my tongue, licking in circles, then pressing the tip against her entrance, feeling the tight muscle resist then slowly yield. Fingers joined, one sliding into her tight heat carefully. She was so tight, so sensitive, her hole gripping my finger. Every touch made her moan.

I added a second finger, stretching her carefully, curving to find her prostate.

“There!” she gasped, hips bucking. “Right there, babe.”

I rubbed that spot steadily while my other hand played with her caged clitty, stroking the plastic, feeling the trapped flesh underneath trying to swell. She was leaking heavily, clear pre-cum dripping from the cage’s tip, her small body trembling.

“The dildo,” she begged, her voice high and desperate. “Please, I need more. Need to be filled.”

I removed my fingers—they came out wet, her hole clenching at the loss—and grabbed a dildo from my drawer. Medium-sized, smooth pink silicone, slightly smaller than what Luna had used on me. I lubed it generously, watching the gel drip down the shaft.

I positioned it at her entrance, pushed it in slowly—watching her face contort with pleasure as she was filled, her tight hole stretched around the intrusion, taking it inch by inch.

“Fuck yourself on it,” I instructed, holding the base steady. “Show me how good it feels.”

Luna started moving, lifting her hips to ride the dildo while I held it steady. Her small breasts bounced with each movement, her pink cage leaked steadily—drip drip drip onto her stomach—her face was pure bliss, mouth open, eyes half-closed.

“Touch yourself,” she panted. “Want you to feel good too. Want to watch you.”

I reached down, rubbing my caged clitty through the pink plastic. It was sensitive, almost painful, still tingling from my recent orgasm, but the pressure felt good. I matched her rhythm—her riding the dildo, me rubbing myself, both of us moaning.

“I’m close,” she panted, riding faster now, the dildo making wet squelching sounds as it moved in and out. “Don’t stop, please don’t stop.”

“Come for me, Luna. Let me see you. Want to watch you cum.”

She rode faster, harder, bouncing on the dildo, her tight hole stretched around it. Her small body tensed, every muscle defined, her cage spurted thin streams of watery cum—more than usual, painting her stomach—her hole clenched around the dildo so hard I had to hold it firm. She came with a high-pitched cry, collapsing forward onto me.

I caught her, held her close. Both of us were sweaty, satisfied, complete. I could smell sex on us—lube and sweat and cum.

“I meant it,” she said after we’d caught our breath, her head on my chest. “About the permanent contract. About staying together.”

“I know.”

“Will you think about it? Really think about it?”

I looked at her—my girlfriend, my fellow sissy, my lover. Pink hair damp with sweat, bright green eyes soft and vulnerable, small perfect body still trembling slightly from her orgasm. The girl who’d taught me how to be a sissy, who’d been there for every milestone, who loved me as Eva.

“I’ll think about it,” I promised. “Seriously. Because… because I don’t want to lose you either.”

She smiled, kissed me softly. “That’s all I ask.”

We lay together for another hour, just talking. About the Institute, about our lives before, about what permanent might mean. She painted a picture—waking up together every morning, serving clients as a couple sometimes, having actual stability and safety.

“We’d never be homeless,” she said. “Never hungry. Never unemployed. Never rejected for being trans or sissy or whatever. Here, we’re valued. We’re wanted. We’re home.”

Home. That word kept coming up.

Was the Institute home? Could a place that had trapped me, feminized me, turned me into a prostitute and pornstar and literal cow—could that place be home?

I thought about leaving. Going back to the real world. Trying to live as Eva in a society that wouldn’t understand. Trying to reverse some of the changes, pretend to be male again. Trying to survive without this community, without Luna, without the strange family I’d built here.

The thought made me nauseated.

“Six weeks,” I said. “We have six weeks to figure it out.”

“Together,” Luna added.

“Together,” I agreed.

She eventually left to shower before her client. I lay in bed, my hole still tingling from her strap-on, my heart full of emotions I’d never expected to feel.

Love. Belonging. Home.

Three things Evan never had.

Three things Eva was building, piece by piece, in the most unlikely place possible.

I had six weeks to decide if I wanted them forever.

Six weeks to choose between freedom and home.

Between the world that had never wanted me and the place that had broken me down just to build me into something it desired.


Chapter 20: Street Regular

Week thirty-seven. Friday night.

I stood on my usual corner—Fourth and Broadway, under the flickering streetlight. My spot. Roxanne had taught me the territories months ago, and this corner was mine every Friday and Saturday night.

The outfit was standard street-whore chic: micro-dress in hot pink, barely covering my ass. Black fishnet thigh-highs with a garter belt. Six-inch platform heels that made my legs look endless. My D-cups were barely contained by the dress’s built-in shelf bra, cleavage spilling out. My tiny pink cage created a subtle bulge if you looked close—most clients didn’t notice until they were balls-deep in my throat.

My makeup was dramatic—smoky eyes, cherry-red lipstick, contoured cheeks. Long blonde extensions reached my waist. I looked like every street-corner fantasy, and that was exactly the point.

10 PM. Prime time.

A familiar truck pulled up—big Ford F-150, diesel engine rumbling. I smiled. Truck Guy. One of my regulars.

“Hey baby,” I said, leaning into the passenger window. “Looking for company?”

“Eva,” he grinned. He was maybe forty, construction worker type. Always paid, always polite. “Busy tonight?”

“Never too busy for you. Usual?”

“Yeah. Forty for the BJ?”

“You got it.”

I climbed into the passenger seat, and he drove to our usual spot—parking lot behind the old warehouse, two blocks away. Dark, private enough.

He unzipped his jeans, pulled out his cock. Seven inches, decent thickness. I knew it well after three months of Friday night BJs.

“How was your week?” he asked while I positioned myself.

“Busy. Did a farm weekend.”

“The cow thing?”

“Yeah.”

“Crazy.” He shook his head, amused. “You’re something else, Eva.”

I wrapped my lips around his tip, took him deep. He groaned, one hand on my head—not forcing, just resting there. I sucked him the way I’d learned he liked—steady rhythm, lots of tongue on the underside, occasional deepthroat.

“Fuck, that’s good,” he muttered. “Best head in the city.”

I hummed around his cock, making him twitch. Five minutes of steady sucking, and I felt him swell.

“Gonna cum,” he warned.

I pulled back slightly, let him finish on my tongue. Hot spurts of cum filled my mouth—salty, familiar. I swallowed, licked him clean, tucked him back into his jeans.

“Perfect as always,” he said, handing me two twenties. “Same time next week?”

“I’ll be here.”

He drove me back to my corner. 10:20 PM. Forty bucks richer, one load in my stomach. Good start to the night.



A sedan pulled up next—Honda Civic, professional-looking guy. Not a regular. I leaned in.

“How much for a blowjob?” he asked nervously.

“Fifty in car, sixty in alley if you want standing.”

“Car is fine.”

He drove us to a different parking lot. Newer client, nervous energy. Probably married—tan line where a ring should be, furtive glances around.

His cock was average—six inches, maybe. He came fast, within three minutes. Barely any warning, just sudden spurts hitting the back of my throat. I swallowed, cleaned him up.

“Thank you,” he said, handing me fifty dollars. Then, hesitantly: “Are you… I mean, do you have…?”

“A dick? Yeah. Tiny one, but it’s there.” I hiked up my dress slightly, showed him the pink cage. “This is what’s left of it.”

His eyes widened. “Holy shit. You’re actually—”

“Trans. Sissy. Whatever you want to call it.”

“And you’re okay with… this?” He gestured vaguely at the street, the transaction.

“Wouldn’t be here if I wasn’t.” I opened the car door. “But thanks for asking. Most guys don’t.”

He drove away looking confused. I returned to my corner, another fifty in my purse.



11 PM. The Lawyer.

Black Mercedes, tinted windows. He pulled up, and I got in without needing to negotiate. We’d done this dance twenty times.

“Eva,” he said smoothly. Professional voice, expensive suit. “Alley tonight. Standing.”

“Sixty,” I confirmed.

“Worth every penny.”

He drove to the alley three blocks over—dark, narrow, between two closed businesses. We got out, and he immediately pressed me against the brick wall.

His kisses were hungry, demanding. Hands groped my tits through the dress, squeezed hard enough to make me gasp. He hiked up my dress, found my hole already slick from the lube I’d applied before coming out tonight.

“No prep needed with you,” he said approvingly. “Always ready.”

His cock was thick—eight inches, cut, perfect for standing positions. He entered me in one smooth thrust, making me moan against the brick wall.

“Quiet,” he ordered. “Can’t have people hearing.”

He fucked me hard—the kind of rough, desperate fucking that married men did when they were cheating. His hands gripped my hips, his cock pounding steadily. I bit my lip to stay quiet, the brick wall scraping my cheek slightly.

Three minutes of brutal fucking, then he pulled out, came on my ass and thigh-highs. Hot cum splattered across my skin, some running down to my garter belt.

“Fuck,” he panted. “I needed that.”

He handed me three twenties—sixty exactly. Helped me adjust my dress without cleaning me up. I’d walk back to my corner with his cum cooling on my legs, visible to anyone who looked close.

“Next Friday?” he asked.

“I’ll be here.”



11:30 PM. Gym Teacher.

I recognized his car—a Subaru Outback, sensible and boring. He was maybe thirty-five, high school teacher somewhere in the suburbs. Athletic build, always wore track pants and a polo.

“Eva!” He was always enthusiastic. “God, I’ve been thinking about you all week.”

“Miss me?” I teased.

“Always. Quick question—can we do something different tonight?”

“Like what?”

“My place. It’s only ten minutes away. I’ll pay double—one-twenty for an hour.”

I hesitated. Street rule one: never go to a client’s home. But Gym Teacher had been reliable for two months, always respectful, always paid.

“One-fifty for an hour at your place,” I negotiated. “And you drive me back here after.”

“Deal.”

His apartment was exactly what I expected—bachelor pad, sports memorabilia, clean but sparse. He offered me water, asked if I was comfortable.

“You’re too nice for a john,” I said.

“I’m not a john. I’m a guy who pays for intimacy with someone I actually like.” He sat on the couch next to me. “Can I be honest?”

“Sure.”

“I watch your porn. Found you on PornHub three weeks ago—that gangbang video. Then I realized you were the girl I’d been seeing on Fourth and Broadway. Small world.”

There it was. The fame intersection.

“Does it bother you?” I asked. “That I’m all over the internet getting gangbanged?”

“Are you kidding? It’s hot as fuck. That’s why I wanted you here—not just for a quick fuck, but to actually spend time with someone I’ve… fantasized about.”

He was blushing. Genuinely nervous.

“So what do you want?” I asked. “Anything in particular?”

“I want to make you feel good. Actually good, not just servicing me.” He moved closer. “Can I try?”

This was new. Most clients wanted to use me. Gym Teacher wanted to please me.

“Sure,” I said, curious.

He undressed me slowly—the dress, the fishnets, the heels. Left me in just my garter belt and tiny pink cage. His hands explored my body reverently—my heavy tits, my wide hips, my thick ass.

“You’re gorgeous,” he murmured. “Seriously, Eva. Stunning.”

He laid me back on the couch, spread my legs. His tongue found my hole—licking, exploring, preparing. I gasped, my caged clitty twitching.

“When’s the last time someone ate your ass?” he asked.

“I don’t remember.”

“Criminal.”

He worked me with his tongue for ten minutes—thorough, dedicated. Then added fingers, finding my prostate. I was moaning, squirming, leaking through my cage.

When he finally fucked me, it was gentle. Missionary, so we could maintain eye contact. His cock was average but he knew how to use it—angling perfectly to hit my prostate, maintaining steady rhythm.

“You’re so tight,” he said. “Even with all the work you do.”

“Kegels,” I managed between moans.

He lasted fifteen minutes before cumming inside me. But then—surprising—he kept touching me. Rubbing my cage, stroking my thighs, keeping me aroused.

“Want to try for hands-free?” he asked.

“You really do watch my porn.”

He grinned, repositioned. Round two was all about my pleasure—different angles, prostate focus, his fingers working my cage and balls. Twenty minutes later, I came hands-free, spurting weak streams through the cage while moaning his name.

“Beautiful,” he said. “Fuck, that was beautiful.”

Afterward, he actually cuddled with me. Made small talk, asked about my life at the Institute. When the hour was up, he handed me two hundred dollars.

“One-fifty was the deal,” I said.

“Extra fifty for letting me watch you cum. Worth it.”

He drove me back to my corner at 1 AM, gave me his number in case I ever wanted to “hang out” outside work hours.

“You’re a good guy,” I told him. “For a client.”

“You’re a good person,” he replied. “For a street whore.”

We both laughed.



1:15 AM. Slower now. The drunk-horny crowd was hitting bars, but I might catch a few more.

A van pulled up—older guy, grey beard. Not a regular.

“How much for the alley?” he asked.

“Sixty standing, eighty if you want me on my knees on the ground.”

“Eighty. Want to see you in the dirt.”

Red flag, but I’d dealt with worse. “Alley three blocks over. Follow me.”

I walked in my heels—click-click-click on the pavement. He followed in his van. In the alley, he got out, unzipped immediately.

“On your knees, sissy.”

I knelt on the dirty ground—asphalt, trash, questionable stains. His cock was huge—at least ten inches, thick. He grabbed my hair, forced himself into my throat.

Rough face-fuck. Brutal, dominating, my eyes watering as he hit the back of my throat repeatedly. Spit and pre-cum dripped down my chin, ruining my lipstick.

“That’s it. Take it, you fucking whore.”

He came directly down my throat, pulsing for what felt like forever. Pulled out, zipped up, threw four twenties at me on the ground.

“Good slut,” he said, getting back in his van and driving off.

I picked up the money, wiped my mouth, stood carefully. My knees were scraped, my makeup was wrecked. But eighty bucks richer.



2 AM. Last call for the night.

One more car pulled up—middle-aged woman in a Tesla. That was unusual. Women clients were rare.

“Are you Eva?” she asked.

“Yeah?”

“My husband watches your porn. He talks about you constantly.” She smiled, but it wasn’t friendly. “I wanted to see what all the fuss was about.”

Oh. OH.

“Uh… what are you looking for?” I asked carefully.

“Nothing. Just wanted to see you in person. Confirm you’re real.” She looked me up and down. “You’re prettier than I expected. I can see the appeal.”

“Thanks?”

“Does it bother you? Being famous for getting gangbanged?”

“Not really. It’s just work.”

“Must be nice. Having no shame.” She pulled out her phone. “Can I take a picture? For my husband?”

This was getting weird. “That’ll cost you.”

“How much?”

“Hundred bucks for a photo.”

She laughed. “You’re joking.”

“I’m not. People pay for my image. That’s part of the deal.”

She considered it, then pulled out five twenties. “Fine. But smile.”

I posed against the streetlight—big smile, tits out, one hand on my hip. She took several photos.

“He’s going to lose his mind,” she said. “Thanks, Eva.”

She drove away, leaving me standing there with a hundred unexpected dollars and a very strange interaction.



2:30 AM. I called it. Good night—six clients total, four-seventy earned. Plus the hundred from the weird wife situation.

Five hundred seventy dollars for four and a half hours of work. Not bad at all.

Roxanne picked me up in the van—same routine every Friday and Saturday. She took one look at my scraped knees and wrecked makeup.

“Rough one?”

“Face-fuck guy. Threw money at me.”

“Classic.” She handed me wet wipes. “Clean up before we get back.”

I wiped away the ruined lipstick, the dried cum on my thighs, the dirt on my knees. By the time we pulled into the Institute, I looked semi-presentable.

Luna was waiting in my room, as always after my Friday night street work.

“How was it?” she asked.

“Made five-seventy. Met Truck Guy, Lawyer, Gym Teacher. Gym Teacher took me to his place—paid double, actually tried to make me cum.”

“Sweet guy.”

“Also met the wife of one of my porn fans. She paid a hundred bucks for photos to show her husband.”

Luna’s eyes widened. “That’s insane.”

“Right? My life is fucking surreal.” I collapsed on the bed. “But the money’s good. And honestly? After nine months, standing on a corner feels almost normal.”

“That’s the scariest part,” Luna said, lying next to me. “When this becomes normal.”

“Is it bad that I like it? The street work, I mean. It’s weirdly honest. They want head, they pay, we’re done. No pretense, no performance beyond the service itself.”

“Not bad. Just… Eva.” She kissed my shoulder. “You’ve become the best version of yourself. Even if that version is a street-walking, porn-making, cow-mooing sissy whore.”

“Thanks, babe. Really heartwarming.”

We both laughed.

I fell asleep thinking about my regulars—Truck Guy with his reliable forty-dollar BJs, Lawyer with his rough alley fucks, Gym Teacher with his genuine appreciation. About the nervous married guy, the face-fuck asshole, the weird wife with her camera.

About being famous enough that strangers recognized me from porn but still cheap enough that guys paid sixty bucks to fuck me in alleys.

About standing on a street corner in six-inch heels and a micro-dress, my huge tits on display, my tiny caged clitty creating a subtle bulge, waiting for the next john to pull up.

This was my life. My actual, real, day-to-day life.

And somewhere along the way—between the Institute and the farm and the porn shoots and the street corners—it had stopped feeling like hell.

It had started feeling like… mine.

My territory. My corner. My regulars. My money. My choice to show up every Friday and Saturday.

Not forced anymore. Not trapped anymore.

Just Eva, doing what Eva did best.

Being a good little street whore for anyone with forty bucks and five minutes.

Being famous for getting gangbanged but still accessible for the working man’s budget.

Being everything and nothing simultaneously—pornstar and prostitute, girlfriend and cow, sissy and… whatever the fuck I’d become.

Week thirty-seven ending. Five weeks until contract decision.

Five weeks until I had to choose if this life—this strange, degrading, liberating, honest, fucked-up life—was the life I wanted forever.

Five weeks until I had to decide if Eva the street-corner pornstar sissy cow girlfriend was who I wanted to be permanently.

I was already leaning toward yes.


Chapter 21: Pornstar Gangbang 2

Week thirty-eight. Tuesday morning.

Jax Stone called me directly—never a good sign. When directors called instead of texting, it meant something big.

“Eva,” his professional voice came through. “Got a proposal for you. Premium content shoot. High-budget production.”

“I’m listening.”

“Ten-man gangbang. Two-hour shoot, multiple positions, DP scenes, bukkake finale. We’re calling it ‘Eva the Sissy Slut: Ten Man Creampie Gangbang.’ Premium site exclusive for the first month, then wider release.”

Ten men. Double my previous record.

“How much?” I asked.

“Fifteen hundred. Plus royalties if it performs well on the premium tier.”

Fifteen hundred dollars for two hours of work. That was elite escort money.

“When?”

“Thursday. We’ve already cast the performers—mix of ethnicities, cock sizes, styles. Everything the audience wants to see. You’d be the star, the central focus. This is your showcase piece.”

My porn career finale. If I was leaving in four weeks, this would be the last big production. If I was staying…

This would be the video that defined me forever.

“I’m in,” I said.

“Perfect. Studio Three, Thursday at 10 AM. Bring your A-game, Eva. This one’s going to be huge.”



Thursday morning, I arrived at the Institute’s filming studio at 9:30 AM. Early, nervous, trying to prepare mentally for what was coming.

Jax was already there, setting up multiple camera angles. Three cameras on tripods, two handheld operators. Professional lighting. A large padded platform in the center—essentially a stage bed.

“Eva!” He waved me over. “Ready for the biggest shoot of your career?”

“As ready as I’ll ever be.”

“Good. Let me introduce the talent.”

Ten men stood in a group, various stages of undress. Jax walked me through:

Performer One - Marcus: Black, thirties, absolutely massive. At least twelve inches, thick as my wrist. Professional porn actor, done this hundreds of times.

Performer Two - Carlos: Latino, late twenties, muscular. Ten inches, perfectly cut, tattoos across his chest.

Performer Three - James: White, forties, dad-bod but huge cock. Eleven inches, slightly curved.

Performer Four - Kenji: Asian, twenties, lean muscle. Nine inches, but thick and hard as steel.

Performer Five - Tyler: White, college-age looking, surprisingly hung. Ten inches, enthusiastic energy.

Performer Six - DeShawn: Black, shorter but built. Ten inches, veiny and intimidating.

Performer Seven - Alex: White, alternative look with tattoos. Eight inches, multiple piercings.

Performer Eight - Miguel: Latino, older, distinguished. Nine inches, experienced hands.

Performer Nine - Brad: White, gym-bro type. Ten inches, thick base.

Performer Ten - Isaiah: Black, tall and imposing. Twelve inches, possibly bigger than Marcus.

Nearly a hundred inches of combined cock. Jesus Christ.

“Everyone, this is Eva,” Jax announced. “She’s our star today. Be professional, follow direction, and let’s make something incredible.”

They all nodded, sizing me up. Professional courtesy mixed with visible hunger. I was the meal they’d all been hired to devour.



“Makeup and prep,” Jax ordered.

I went to the prep room—hair, makeup, outfit. They styled me as the ultimate porn slut: blonde extensions to my waist, heavy eye makeup, glossy red lipstick, contoured face. My outfit was minimal: red lingerie set (bra barely containing my D-cups), matching garter belt and thigh-highs, sky-high heels. My tiny pink cage was visible through the sheer panties—part of the aesthetic.

“Perfect,” the makeup artist said. “You look like every sissy fantasy.”

I checked the mirror. She was right. I looked like I’d been designed in a porn lab.

Back in the studio, the ten performers were in position—standing around the platform, all wearing robes. Jax had me kneel in the center.

“Okay people, let’s start with the intro. Eva, camera two is your main—play to that one. Performers, remove robes on my cue.”

He counted down. “Action!”

I looked directly into camera two, bit my red lip seductively.

“Hi, I’m Eva,” I purred. “Today, I’m going to take on ten men. Ten huge cocks. All at once. Every hole filled, every position tried. By the end, I want to be covered in cum. Drowning in it. So boys…” I gestured to the men around me. “Let’s see what you’ve got.”

“Robes off,” Jax directed.

Ten robes dropped. Ten massive cocks sprang free—some hard already, some half-hard, all intimidating. The cameras captured my genuine reaction—wide eyes, parted lips, the oh-fuck moment.

“Holy shit,” I whispered, unscripted but perfect for the video.



Round One: Oral Rotation

“Start with the BJ train,” Jax directed. “Eva, work each cock for sixty seconds, then rotate. We want to see all ten in your mouth.”

Marcus stepped forward first—that massive twelve inches already rock hard, the head dark and flared, veins thick and pulsing along the shaft. I wrapped both hands around him (necessary—I couldn’t even get my fingers to touch, he was so thick) and took the tip between my lips.

Warm, thick, salty—pre-cum already leaking onto my tongue. He was clean, professional, but his cock smelled masculine—musk and soap. I worked my tongue around his tip, tracing the ridge of his head, while stroking the shaft with both hands, feeling him throb.

“Timer starts now,” Jax called.

I sucked Marcus for exactly sixty seconds—getting him wet with spit, my tongue swirling, showing off my technique. My lips could barely stretch around his girth. Then Carlos stepped up—his ten inches disappearing into my throat more easily, the curve of it sliding down past my gag reflex. I gagged slightly, throat constricting around him, recovered, deepthroated him fully until my nose pressed against his abs.

James next—his curved eleven inches hit different angles, the bend dragging against the roof of my mouth, then my throat. Then Kenji, whose perfectly straight nine inches was a relief after the monsters—I could breathe, could work my tongue properly. Tyler with his enthusiastic thrusting, fucking my face more than letting me suck. DeShawn who grabbed my hair hard, holding me in place while he pushed deep. Alex whose piercings felt strange on my tongue—metal bumps and barbells. Miguel who was gentle and patient, letting me set the pace. Brad who was thick enough to stretch my jaw painfully, making my mouth ache. Finally Isaiah, whose twelve inches matched Marcus—barely fit in my mouth at all, just the head stretching my lips obscenely.

Ten different cocks in ten minutes. My jaw already ached terribly, muscles burning. Lipstick completely smeared across my face—red marks on every cock. Spit and pre-cum dripping down my chin, coating my neck, dripping onto my tits. I was a mess already.

“Beautiful,” Jax said, cameras capturing my ruined face. “Now let’s get to the main event. Positions!”



Round Two: The Rotation Begins

The filming went like this: I’d get fucked by two or three performers at a time while the others waited their turn. Cameras captured every angle—close-ups of penetration, wide shots of the group, my face during pleasure.

Marcus was first inside me. I bent over the platform edge, ass up, and his massive cock pushed into my hole—slow, steady, relentless. Even after months of stretching, twelve inches of thick cock was almost too much.

“Fuck!” I gasped. “Oh god, that’s so deep.”

“Take it, slut,” Marcus growled, professional dirty talk. “Take all of this BBC.”

He fucked me standing—powerful thrusts that made my huge tits bounce. One camera positioned under the platform captured the view of his cock disappearing into my hole, my caged clitty swinging uselessly.

While Marcus used my ass, Carlos positioned himself at my mouth. His ten inches slid between my lips—spit-roasted by two hung studs.

They set a rhythm: Marcus pounding my hole, Carlos fucking my throat. I was just the connection point, just the sleeve for their cocks. The objectification was total and absolutely perfect for the camera.

After five minutes, they switched. Carlos took my ass, Marcus moved to my mouth—letting me taste my own ass on his cock. The cameras loved it.

“Switch out,” Jax called.

James and Tyler replaced them. James’s curved cock hit my prostate perfectly, making me moan around Tyler’s enthusiastic thrusting. They were rougher, less experienced, more desperate. Tyler came in my mouth within three minutes—hot spurts flooding my throat while cameras captured my swallowing.

“Good, good,” Jax encouraged. “Eva, tell camera one how it feels.”

Tyler pulled out, and I faced the camera, spit and cum dripping from my lips.

“Feels fucking incredible,” I panted. “I want more. I want all of them.”



Round Three: DP Scenes

“Time for double penetration,” Jax announced. “Eva, you’ve done this before?”

“Yes,” I lied. I’d never done actual DP with two real cocks. Toys and one cock, yes. Two live cocks? Never.

“Great. Marcus, you take her ass since you’re already warmed her up. Kenji, you’ll go pussy—wait, you don’t have a pussy. Mouth then. Actually, let’s do a creative DP.”

They positioned me on my back, legs spread. Marcus entered my ass from below—his twelve inches filling me completely. Then DeShawn, who hadn’t cum yet, positioned himself above me.

“Two in the ass,” Jax said. “Ambitious, but Eva can take it.”

Oh fuck. Double anal penetration.

DeShawn’s ten inches pushed against my already-full hole. The pressure was insane—impossible. I felt my rim stretching beyond what should be physically possible, felt it trying to accommodate a second massive cock alongside the first.

I screamed—genuinely terrified it wouldn’t fit, that something would tear, that this was too much.

“Breathe,” Marcus coached beneath me, his twelve inches still buried in my ass. “Relax. We’ll go slow. Your hole can take it. You’re made for this.”

DeShawn pushed steadily, relentlessly. My hole stretched beyond anything I’d ever experienced—the rim burning, burning, feeling like it would rip. Two thick cocks trying to occupy the same space, forcing my hole to expand impossibly wide. The pain was sharp, stabbing, then gradually subsided into overwhelming, crushing fullness.

“Holy shit,” I gasped when DeShawn finally bottomed out next to Marcus, both of them buried balls-deep in my ass. “I’m so fucking full. I can’t—I can’t even—”

I couldn’t finish the sentence. Twenty-two inches of cock in my ass. My hole stretched obscenely wide, rim pale and taut around both thick shafts. I felt split open, destroyed, remade.

They started moving—carefully at first, one pulling while the other pushed, careful coordination. Then with more confidence, faster, harder. The dual sensation was indescribable. My hole burned, stretched to its absolute limit, every nerve screaming. But my prostate was being hammered from both sides—constant pressure, constant stimulation, overwhelming.

“Camera three, get that close-up,” Jax directed. “Show that hole stretched around two cocks. This is premium content gold.”

The camera moved in close—I knew what it was capturing. My hole impossibly stretched, pale pink rim wrapped around two dark cocks, both thrusting. Gaping. Ruined. Perfect.

They fucked me in tandem for five minutes—five minutes of the most intense physical sensation of my life. My body shook constantly, overwhelmed. I couldn’t speak, couldn’t think. Just felt. Full. Destroyed. Used.

I came hands-free during it—the stimulation too much. My tiny caged clitty spurted weak streams onto the platform beneath me while my hole spasmed around two cocks, trying to milk them both, clenching rhythmically. The cameras caught every second—my face contorted, my hole stretched, my cage dripping.

Marcus came first—deep inside me, his cock swelling then pulsing, hot cum flooding my guts. I felt every spurt, felt it filling the already-tight space, leaking out around both cocks.

DeShawn followed seconds later—pulling out (the sensation of his thick cock withdrawing while Marcus stayed buried was indescribable) to finish on my stomach and tits. Hot ropes of cum painted my skin, mixing with the sweat, marking me.

Two down. Eight to go.



Round Four: Marathon Fucking

The next hour was a blur of cocks and positions:

Alex and Miguel: Spit-roasted me missionary style. Alex fucked my ass while Miguel used my throat. Both came inside me—ass and stomach filling with cum.

Brad and Isaiah: The two biggest after Marcus. Isaiah entered my loose, cum-filled hole first—his twelve inches pushing through the loads already inside me. Brad replaced him after ten minutes, fucking faster, rougher. Both finished inside me.

Kenji: Solo performance. He wanted to make me cum again, specifically. Fucked me missionary, angling perfectly for my prostate, fingers playing with my caged clitty and nipples. Made me cum hands-free a second time—my whole body shaking, milk leaking from my nipples, cage spurting weakly.

“Beautiful,” Jax said. “Eva, you’re doing amazing. Ready for the finale?”

I was exhausted. Sweating, makeup ruined, hair tangled, holes stretched beyond belief. Cum leaked constantly from my ass—six loads and counting, with four performers still needing to finish.

“Bring it,” I said to the camera.



Round Five: The Bukkake Finale

“Okay everyone,” Jax directed. “Final scene. Eva in the center, kneeling. All remaining performers jack off around her. We want a proper bukkake—face, tits, hair, everything. Make it messy. Degrading. Show her drowning in cum.”

I knelt on the platform, exhausted, my hole gaping and leaking cum from six loads already deposited inside me. Tyler, Carlos, James, and Kenji surrounded me in a circle—all stroking their cocks, some hard again, some still recovering but getting there. The smell of sex was thick in the air—sweat, cum, my own arousal.

“Play with yourself,” Jax told me. “Show us you love this. Show us you’re a cum-hungry slut who needs this.”

I rubbed my caged clitty through the pink plastic—it was sore, oversensitive, leaking constantly. Squeezed my massive tits together, presenting them as targets. Opened my mouth wide, tongue out, eyes looking up at the cocks surrounding me. The perfect porn slut, begging for cum.

“Please,” I said to the camera, to the men. “Cover me. I need it. Need your cum all over me.”

Tyler came first—thick ropes arcing through the air, hitting my face with force. One rope across my lips, another splashing across my cheek, a third landing on my nose. Hot, sticky, smelling like chlorine and salt. I licked it off my lips, moaned for the camera, letting the taste coat my tongue.

Carlos next—his aim was lower, going for my tits. Hot cum splattered across my cleavage, thick ropes painting my breasts white, dripping down into the valley between them, coating my nipples. So much cum, covering my skin.

James groaned and unleashed—his aim was everywhere. Hitting my hair, my forehead, adding more to the mess already on my face. I felt it land warm, then start to cool, sticky. One thick rope landed directly on my closed eyelid—I had to keep my eyes shut now, couldn’t see, could only feel the cum hitting me.

Kenji finished last—and he had the best aim. Perfectly aimed streams landing directly in my open mouth, hitting my tongue, filling my mouth. Three, four, five spurts directly onto my tongue. I let it pool, showing the camera my mouth full of cum, then swallowed it all in one gulp, feeling it slide down my throat warm and thick. Stuck out my tongue to show it was empty, gasping.

“Perfect!” Jax called. “That’s a wrap on the main shoot. Eva, stay there—we need the money shot close-ups.”

The cameras moved in, circling me like vultures. Close-ups of my ruined face, my cum-painted body.

My face was completely covered—cum dripping from my chin in long strands, coating both cheeks, covering my forehead, matting my eyelashes shut on one eye. White and glistening. My makeup was obliterated, just smears of mascara and traces of lipstick under layers of cum.

My tits were painted white—cum coating the tops, dripping down the sides, collecting in my cleavage. My nipples were visible through the coating, pink and hard.

My hair was matted—blonde extensions sticky and clumped together with cum. It would take forever to wash out.

Ten men. Ten loads. All over my body. Marking me. Claiming me. Ruining me.

“How do you feel?” Jax asked for the camera, zooming in on my face.

“Used,” I said honestly, cum dripping from my chin with each word, landing on my cum-covered tits. “Completely fucking used. Degraded. Objectified.” I paused, cum coating my tongue, thick in my throat. “And I loved every second. This is what I’m made for. Taking cock. Taking cum. Being a set of holes for men to use.”

The camera captured my destroyed smile, my genuine satisfaction despite—or because of—the complete degradation.



Cleanup and Wrap

They let me wash off in the studio shower—barely. Jax wanted some “after” footage showing me still messy, still marked.

In the prep room, the makeup artist whistled. “That was intense. You okay?”

“I’m amazing,” I said. “Tired, but amazing.”

Jax came in with an envelope. “Fifteen hundred as promised. That video is going to do incredible numbers, Eva. Possibly your best work.”

“Thanks.”

“I mean it. You’re a natural. The way you handled all ten performers, the DPs, the endurance—most people couldn’t do what you just did.”

“Most people aren’t trained sissy whores.” I smiled.

“True.” He handed me a business card. “If you ever want to do more after your contract ends, call me. You’ve got a real career in this if you want it.”

Professional pornstar. That was an actual career path now.

“I’ll think about it,” I said.



Back at my room, Luna was waiting. She took one look at me—still somewhat messy, walking carefully, exhausted—and pulled me into a hug.

“How was it?” she asked.

“Ten guys. Two hours. Two DPs, including double anal. Bukkake finale.” I collapsed on the bed. “I’m destroyed. But I made fifteen hundred dollars.”

“Holy shit, babe.” She lay beside me. “Double anal?”

“Marcus and DeShawn. Twelve and ten inches. At the same time.” I winced. “I’m going to feel that for days.”

“But you’re okay?”

“More than okay. Luna, I was good at it. Like, really good. Jax said I could have an actual porn career if I wanted.” I turned to face her. “Is that crazy? That I’m actually considering it?”

“Considering porn or considering staying?”

“Both.”

She kissed my forehead. “Nothing about you is crazy, Eva. You’re just figuring out who you are.”

Who I was. Eva the pornstar. Eva who could take ten cocks in two hours and smile for the camera. Eva who’d just filmed possibly the most intense gangbang of her life and was already thinking about the next one.

Evan could never have done that. Could never have survived it, let alone enjoyed it.

But Eva? Eva was built for this.

Literally—with the tits and the hole and the training—and mentally, with the mindset that turned degradation into power.

Week thirty-eight ending. Four weeks until contract decision.

Four weeks until I had to choose between walking away from this or embracing it forever.

After today—after taking ten cocks and earning fifteen hundred dollars and hearing “you could have a career in this”—the answer was becoming clearer.

I wasn’t sure I could walk away.

I wasn’t sure I wanted to.

Because Eva wasn’t just surviving anymore.

Eva was thriving.

And maybe—just maybe—that was worth signing away my freedom for.

Maybe being the sissy slut who starred in “Ten Man Creampie Gangbang” was actually the happiest ending I could ask for.

Strange. Impossible. Completely fucked up.

But mine.

All mine.

And I was learning to love it.


Chapter 22: Gym Glory Hole

Week thirty-eight. Saturday morning.

I arrived at the Institute gym at 9 AM for my regular workout with Coach Morgan. Luna was already there, doing stretches in her tight yoga pants and sports bra. Her pink hair was pulled into a high ponytail.

“Morning, babe,” she called out. “Ready to get wrecked?”

“Always.”

Coach Morgan appeared from his office—muscular, intimidating, wearing his usual tank top and shorts. His massive bulge was always visible, always distracting.

“Ladies,” he nodded. “Got a new installation I want to show you before we start.”

He led us to the locker room. The space had been renovated—new partitions, fresh paint, and along one wall…

Three glory holes.

Waist-height circular openings, evenly spaced, with small padded kneelers on our side. Professional installation, like something from an adult theater.

“The Director approved this last week,” Coach explained. “Figured the gym could use some… motivational features. Clients and staff can use them during off-peak hours. Sissies can earn extra money between sets.”

Luna and I exchanged glances. Of course they’d install glory holes in the gym. Why not? Wasn’t anywhere else sacred?

“Are they active now?” I asked.

“Not yet. First official use is Monday. But I wanted you to see them, get familiar.” He smiled. “Though if anyone happens to be on the other side during your workout…”

“We’d be expected to service them,” Luna finished.

“Exactly. Can’t have equipment going to waste.” He clapped his hands. “Alright, let’s hit the weights. Standard Saturday routine.”



We worked out for forty minutes—squats, lunges, core work. Coach pushed us hard, and by the time we hit the cardio section, I was sweating heavily. My sports bra was soaked, my yoga pants clinging to my ass and thighs.

Luna was similarly drenched—pink hair plastered to her forehead, small breasts heaving with exertion.

“Treadmill cool-down,” Coach ordered. “Ten minutes each.”

I climbed onto the treadmill, set it for a light jog. My D-cup breasts bounced even in the sports bra—the weight of them made cardio a challenge. My tiny pink cage rubbed uncomfortably against the tight fabric of my yoga pants.

Five minutes in, I heard a sound from the locker room.

A knock. Metal on metal. The universal glory hole signal.

Coach heard it too. He smiled. “Looks like someone’s eager. Eva, you’re closest. Go handle it.”

“I’m mid-workout,” I protested.

“And? You think those holes care if you’re sweaty?” He gestured. “Go service whoever’s there, then come back and finish your cooldown.”

Luna gave me a sympathetic look. I stepped off the treadmill, walked to the locker room entrance. My yoga pants were practically transparent from sweat, my sports bra outlined every curve of my breasts.



Three cocks protruded through the three holes.

All hard, all waiting, anonymous and demanding. Left hole: average size, maybe seven inches, cut, the head already glistening with pre-cum. Middle hole: thick and short, six inches but girthy as my wrist, veiny and intimidating. Right hole: long and thin, nine inches, uncut, foreskin pulled back.

I was sweaty from the workout, tired, my muscles burning, not exactly in the mood. But that didn’t matter. The holes were active. I had to service them. That was the rule.

“All three?” I called through the wall, my voice hoarse.

“All three,” a muffled voice confirmed from the other side. “Twenty bucks per cock. Make it good.”

Sixty total. Not amazing money, but better than nothing. And I needed to finish them fast—I still had to complete my workout.

I knelt on the padded kneeler in front of the middle hole—the thick one. Started with what looked easiest to finish quickly, though my jaw was already protesting.

The cock was warm, radiating heat, already leaking steady pre-cum that smelled musky. I wrapped my lips around it—my mouth stretched wide, jaw aching immediately at the girth. Tasted salt and musk and sweat. The owner thrust forward eagerly, pushing deeper into my mouth, forcing me to open wider.

I sucked efficiently—no teasing, no build-up, just effective technique designed to make him cum fast. My hand worked the thick base while my mouth handled the tip and as much shaft as I could manage. Tongue flat, pressure steady, creating suction.

Two minutes of this. The thick cock pulsed, swelled even more, then hot cum flooded my mouth—thick spurts, so much I nearly choked. I swallowed quickly, the taste coating my throat, licked him clean, moved to the next hole.

The long thin one. This guy was more patient—he didn’t thrust, just let me work, his cock jutting through the hole waiting. I had to lean forward awkwardly to reach him, the angle forcing me to deepthroat to get proper suction, my nose pressing against the wall, my throat stretching around his length.

My jaw ached from gym clenching during squats, now ached worse from sucking cock—muscles burning, joints protesting. But I persisted—bobbing my head, working my tongue along his length, feeling every inch slide in and out of my throat.

Four minutes of this. He came with a groan, spurting directly down my throat—I could feel it, hot pulses going straight into my stomach. I swallowed reflexively, pulled back coughing slightly, moved to the final hole.

The average-sized cock was rock hard, throbbing visibly, clearly the owner had been watching me service the other two through some crack or hole. He thrust eagerly into my mouth the moment my lips made contact—desperate, needy.

Face-fuck through a glory hole. I relaxed my throat, let him use me, let him fuck my mouth like a pussy. His rhythm was desperate, amateur—short, fast thrusts, barely pulling out. Probably not a regular client, maybe a staff member on break who’d been watching and couldn’t resist.

Ninety seconds. He came hard, suddenly, pulling back at the last second to shoot across my face and tits. Hot ropes of cum splattered across my cheek, my nose, hitting my sports bra, mixing with the sweat soaking the fabric. I could feel it cooling immediately against my skin.

“Fuck, that was hot,” he panted through the wall. “Seeing you suck the other two got me so hard.”

I wiped my face with the back of my hand, stood up carefully, legs shaky. Three cocks, maybe eight minutes total. My sports bra had cum stains now—white against the dark fabric, obvious. My face was a mess—cum on my cheek, my nose, mixed with sweat. I walked back to the gym floor, marked and messy.

Coach was waiting with Luna, both watching me return. Other sissies in the gym had stopped to watch too—at least five others, all mid-workout.

“Good girl,” Coach said. “Now finish your cooldown. And no wiping that cum off. Wear it.”

I climbed back on the treadmill, cum drying on my face and chest, and jogged for another five minutes while everyone watched.



After the treadmill, Coach called Luna and me over to the weight bench area.

“One more exercise,” he said. “New installation means we should properly christen it. Luna, you’re up.”

Another knock from the locker room. More cocks through the holes.

Luna looked at me, sighed, went to service them. Through the open door, I could watch her kneel, start sucking. The other sissies in the gym watched too—this was entertainment now.

Coach stood beside me, close enough that his bulge pressed against my hip.

“You like the new feature?” he asked quietly.

“It’s… convenient,” I said carefully.

“It’ll be mandatory for gym visits starting Monday. Any sissy working out has to service any cock that appears. Consider it part of your cardio.”

“Cardio?” I couldn’t help but laugh. “That’s what we’re calling it?”

“Jaw exercises. Core engagement. Flexibility training.” He grinned. “It all counts.”

Luna returned five minutes later, her face and chest also marked with cum. We were matching now—both sweaty, both marked, both thoroughly used mid-workout.

“Shower time,” Coach announced. “Communal showers, ladies. Let’s clean up.”



The gym had communal showers—open room, multiple shower heads, no privacy. Luna and I stripped out of our sweaty workout gear, stepping under the hot water together.

Four other sissies joined us—I recognized two from maid service, one from street work, one I’d seen at the farm. All of us naked, washing off sweat and cum and the day’s degradations.

“The glory holes are insane,” one of them said—Cherry, the farm regular. “Can’t even work out without servicing someone now.”

“Could be worse,” Luna offered, soaping my back. “At least it’s quick.”

“Until someone with stamina shows up,” I added. “Then you’re stuck for twenty minutes.”

We all laughed—dark humor, but genuine. This was our normal now. Glory holes in gyms, cum during workouts, showering together while discussing which clients were most annoying.

Coach Morgan walked into the shower room—naked, his massive nine-inch cock swinging freely. No shame, no hesitation. This was his gym, his domain.

“Who wants extra credit?” he asked, stroking himself slowly, his massive nine-inch cock hardening in his fist, water streaming over it.

Three hands went up—not mine, not Luna’s, but Cherry and the other two eagerly volunteered, knowing what “extra credit” meant.

“Bend over, Cherry,” Coach ordered, his voice rough with need.

She did—hands braced against the tile wall, ass out, water cascading over her back. Coach positioned himself, his thick cock pressing against her hole, then entered her in one smooth brutal thrust, balls-deep immediately. Started fucking her standing, hard and fast, his hands gripping her hips, the wet slap of flesh on flesh echoing in the shower room.

The rest of us watched—couldn’t not watch—continued washing, acted like this was completely normal. A man fucking a sissy against the shower wall while five others bathed nearby. Just another Saturday.

Because it was. This was Saturday morning at the Institute gym. Workouts and blowjobs and casual fucking under the showers. Bodies and cocks and holes, all routine.

Coach finished in Cherry quickly—he never lasted long when he was turned on—his cock pulsing, flooding her hole with cum. He pulled out, cum immediately leaking from her used hole, dripping down her thighs, washed away by the shower. Moved on to the next sissy. Then the third.

All while Luna and I washed each other, our hands sliding over soapy skin, helping each other reach our backs, rinsed away the evidence of the morning’s activities. The cum in my throat from the glory holes, the sweat from the workout, the casual degradation of it all. Just cleaning up, getting ready for the rest of the day.

“You two want a turn?” Coach asked when he’d finished the third girl.

“We’re good,” Luna said. “Already serviced through the holes.”

“Fair enough. Good workout today, ladies. See you Monday.”

He left, leaving us to finish showering in peace.



Back in the locker area, we toweled off and dressed in our street clothes. Luna in her usual crop top and mini-skirt, me in a sundress that showed off my cleavage.

“This place gets weirder every week,” Luna said, applying her makeup in the mirror.

“You say that like it’s a bad thing.”

“Is it not?” She met my eyes in the reflection. “Glory holes in the gym, Eva. They installed sex equipment in the workout facility.”

“And we used it. Without complaint. While sweaty from exercise.” I touched up my own makeup—covering the last evidence of cum on my cheek. “Luna, we’re so deep in this that glory holes in the gym barely registers as strange anymore.”

She was quiet for a moment. “Does that scare you?”

“It should. But honestly? No. It’s just… another part of the day. Like, ‘Oh, there’s a cock through a hole, guess I’ll suck it.’ Same energy as ‘Oh, the mail arrived, guess I’ll check it.’”

“You’re comparing sucking cock to getting mail.”

“I’m saying it’s all routine now. That’s what nine months of intensive sissy training does—makes glory holes feel like daily chores.”

Luna finished her makeup, turned to face me. “Three weeks until contract decision.”

“I know.”

“Are you seriously considering staying?”

I thought about it. This morning alone: worked out, serviced three anonymous cocks, watched Coach fuck other sissies in the shower. Before noon, I’d swallowed three loads and earned sixty bucks.

“Yeah,” I said finally. “I’m seriously considering it. Because you know what? I didn’t hate this morning. Didn’t love it, but didn’t hate it. It just… was. Part of the routine. And if the routine includes occasional glory hole BJs between squats and lunges, is that really so bad?”

“Most people would say yes.”

“Most people aren’t us.” I fixed my hair. “We’re not most people anymore, Luna. We’re sissies. Professional ones. This is our workplace, these are our work conditions. Glory holes in the gym are just… workplace amenities.”

She laughed—that bright, genuine laugh I loved. “You’re insane.”

“Maybe. But I’m happy.” I kissed her cheek. “Aren’t you?”

“Yeah,” she admitted. “Weirdly, disgustingly, inexplicably happy. Even with the cum-stained sports bras and the communal showers and the Coach fucking random sissies while we’re trying to rinse off.”

“See? We’re perfect for each other. Both equally insane.”



We left the gym together, heading back to our rooms for the rest of the weekend. But as we walked through the Institute halls, I noticed something.

New installations everywhere. Glory holes in the common room—three of them, discreetly built into decorative wall panels. Glory holes in the library—two, hidden behind movable bookcases. Even glory holes in the cafeteria—under booth seating, accessible from a maintenance corridor.

The Institute was evolving. Becoming more integrated, more efficient, more constant in its use of us.

Soon there’d be nowhere we could go without potential service. Every room, every space, every moment could involve cock.

Total availability. Total access. Total objectification.

I should have been horrified. Should have been planning my escape.

Instead, I felt… curious. Maybe even excited.

Because if staying meant being constantly available, constantly used, constantly earning—if it meant glory holes in gyms and farms on weekends and porn shoots during the week and street corners on Friday nights and Luna in my bed every evening—

If that was the package deal of permanent sissy life—

Was it really so terrible?

Week thirty-eight ending. Three weeks until decision day.

Three weeks until I had to choose between freedom and functionality.

Between being a person with rights and being a hole with revenue potential.

The choice should have been obvious.

But standing in the Institute hallway, noticing glory holes hidden in every room, thinking about my morning of sweaty workout blowjobs—

The obvious choice was getting less obvious every day.


Chapter 23: Farm Finale Weekend

Week thirty-nine. Friday evening.

Farmer Hayes called me directly—his gravelly voice recognizable immediately.

“Eva. Got something special for you this weekend. My VIP breeding program.”

“I did VIP before,” I said. “Weekend thirty-six.”

“That was three bulls. This is six.” He paused. “You’d be the centerpiece. Saturday morning through Sunday evening. Premium breeding stock treatment. Fed, watered, milked, bred on schedule. Five hundred dollars for the full weekend.”

Six bulls. Two full days. The most intense farm experience possible.

“When do I need to be there?” I asked.

“Friday night. Van picks you up at eight. We start the program at midnight—full moon makes the breeding more intense. Superstition, maybe, but my bulls believe it.”

I checked my phone. 6 PM now. Two hours to prepare mentally.

“I’ll be ready,” I said.

“Good cow. This’ll be your best weekend yet. I guarantee it.”



Roxanne drove me to the farm in comfortable silence. She knew what I was heading into—she’d seen sissies come back from VIP breeding programs before.

“You sure about this?” she finally asked as we pulled up the dirt road.

“Yeah. Why?”

“Six bulls is a lot, Eva. Most girls tap out by bull four. The physical demand alone…”

“I can handle it.”

“It’s not just physical. It’s mental. By Sunday, you won’t remember being human. Won’t remember your name, your life, anything. You’ll just be cow. Completely.” She parked. “Some girls like that. Some girls break.”

“Which kind was I last time?”

“The kind that mooed in her sleep for three days after.” She smiled. “You’ll be fine. Just remember—you chose this. You can always safe word out.”

But I wouldn’t. I knew that already. Safe wording was for people who still had limits.

I’d stopped having limits months ago.



The barn was lit by lanterns—atmospheric, almost ritualistic. Farmer Hayes stood with five other men, all dressed in work clothes, all built like they spent their lives doing manual labor.

“Eva,” Hayes nodded. “Meet your weekend bulls.”

Bull One - Marcus: Massive black man, easily six-six, muscles everywhere. His cock hung at least thirteen inches soft through his open overalls. I’d seen big before, but this was terrifying.

Bull Two - Jake: White, early forties, trucker type. Thick all over, with a cock to match—ten inches and girthy.

Bull Three - Carlos: Latino, tattoos covering his arms. Nine inches, but the kind of nine inches that knew exactly what it was doing.

Bull Four - Dmitri: Russian or Eastern European, accent thick. Huge hands, huge everything. Twelve inches, uncut, intimidating.

Bull Five - Tyrell: Another black bull, younger than Marcus but just as hung. Eleven inches, already semi-hard.

Plus Farmer Hayes with his unique soft-hard eight-incher.

Six men. Probably seventy inches of combined cock. All mine for forty-eight hours.

“Strip, cow,” Hayes ordered.

I undressed completely. My D-cup breasts hung heavy, nipples already hard. My tiny pink cage glinted under the lantern light. I folded my clothes, knowing I wouldn’t see them again until Sunday.

“Stall seven,” Hayes said. “Get in position.”

I walked barefoot across the barn floor—hay and dirt beneath my feet, animal smells thick in the air. Stall seven was larger than the regular ones, with extra space and two milking stations instead of one.

I got on all fours. Back arched, ass up, tits hanging. Ready.

Hayes attached the milking cups—the familiar suction starting immediately. Milk began flowing, and I felt that first hint of cow-space settling over me.

“Breeding schedule,” Hayes announced, pulling out a clipboard. “Midnight, three AM, six AM, nine AM, noon, three PM, six PM, nine PM. Eight sessions Saturday, eight sessions Sunday. Eva gets bred every three hours by rotating bulls. Each bull gets at least two turns. The biggest”—he gestured at Marcus—“gets three.”

Marcus grinned. That thirteen-inch monster was going to wreck me three times.

“Program starts at midnight,” Hayes continued. “Until then, Eva acclimates. No talking, no human behavior. From this point forward, you’re livestock. Understand?”

“Yes,” I said.

“Wrong answer.” He picked up a cattle prod—not active, just for show. “Cows don’t talk.”

“Moo,” I corrected.

“Better. Now stay in position. We’ll feed you at eleven.”



The next four hours were meditative. I knelt in my stall, being milked, feeling the transition from human to animal. The mental shift was gradual—thoughts slowing, identity fading, just existing in the moment.

Other cows were in adjacent stalls—I heard their mooing, their breathing, the sounds of them being milked or bred. We were a herd. I was part of it.

At eleven, Hayes brought food—thick protein shake mixed with collected milk and cum. I drank from the bowl without hands, face-down, lapping it up. It tasted like farm, like function, like purpose.

I needed to pee. Didn’t ask, just released—warm urine spreading beneath me in the hay. No shame, no embarrassment. Cows pee in their stalls.

Eleven-thirty, Hayes checked my milk production. “Good yield already. You’re a natural dairy cow, Eva.”

I mooed in response. Words were gone now. Just sounds.

Eleven-fifty, he removed the milking cups. My nipples were sore, swollen, leaking. Perfect.

“Five minutes to midnight,” he announced to the gathered bulls. “Who wants first breed?”

“I do,” Marcus said, his deep voice rumbling. “Want to set the baseline. The rest of you are gonna have to work with a loose hole after I’m done.”

The other bulls laughed. They knew Marcus was the biggest. They knew what was coming.



Breeding One: Midnight - Marcus

The barn went quiet except for animal sounds. Somewhere, an actual cow lowed. Appropriate.

Marcus positioned himself behind me. His huge hands gripped my hips—engulfing them completely, his fingers easily wrapping around, thumbs pressing into my ass cheeks. His thirteen-inch cock pressed against my hole—the head alone felt massive, hot and blunt, already slick with pre-cum.

I’d taken twelve before. This was bigger. Thicker. Impossible.

“Relax, cow,” he murmured, voice deep and calm. “Breathe. You can take it. You were made for this.”

He pushed in slowly—inch by inch, my hole stretching beyond anything I’d experienced. The burn was intense, searing, my rim stretching impossibly wide around his girth. The pressure was overwhelming, feeling like he was pushing into my stomach, my chest, everywhere. I moaned, low and bovine, the sound coming from deep in my throat.

“Moo for me,” he ordered, his hands tightening on my hips.

“Moooo,” I responded, my voice breaking as he pushed deeper, the sound animalistic, not human.

Six inches. Seven. Eight. Each inch felt like it would split me open. My hole burned, stretched taut and pale around his dark shaft. Nine inches. Ten. Eleven. I could feel him in my guts, rearranging my insides. Twelve. Thirteen.

He was fully inside me, balls-deep. His heavy balls pressed against my taint, warm and full. I was utterly, completely filled—fuller than I’d ever been. I could feel his pulse through his cock, feel every throb, every vein.

“Good cow,” he said, holding still, letting me adjust to the impossible fullness. “Now let’s breed.”

He started fucking—pulling back until just the head remained, then driving deep again. Long, slow strokes that hit depths I didn’t know existed, places that had never been touched before. Each thrust made me moo—the sound forced from my lungs. Made my massive tits sway wildly beneath me, heavy and swollen. Made my tiny caged clitty twitch uselessly, leaking steadily onto the hay.

Marcus lasted forty-five minutes. Steady, mechanical, unstoppable. A breeding machine. He fucked me like livestock—no emotion, no hurry, no care for my pleasure or pain. Just function. Just breeding. His cock pistoned in and out, never varying pace, never stopping, just using my hole for its purpose.

When he finally came, I felt it building—his cock swelling even more inside me, impossible but real. Then the first pulse. His load was enormous—hot cum flooding my deepest parts, filling my guts, so much I felt it sloshing inside me. He kept cumming, pulse after pulse, more than seemed possible. Filling me completely, flooding me, marking my insides with his seed.

He pulled out slowly—inch by inch, the sensation of his massive cock withdrawing almost as intense as the entry. When his head finally popped free, my hole gaped obscenely, stretched wide and loose. Cum immediately started leaking—thick white streams running out, coating my taint, dripping down my thighs, pooling in the hay beneath me.

“She took it all,” he said, impressed, looking at my ruined hole. “Good breeding stock. Best cow I’ve ever bred.”



Breeding Two: 3 AM - Jake

I’d dozed between sessions, still on all fours, still being milked. The 3 AM alarm woke me—Hayes ringing a bell.

Jake took his position. His thick ten inches felt almost manageable after Marcus. He entered me easily—I was still loose, still cum-filled.

“Sloppy seconds,” Jake laughed. “Or I guess firsts for me, but still. She’s already wrecked.”

He fucked brutally—short, hard thrusts that made slapping sounds echo through the barn. My tits bounced wildly, milk leaking from my nipples despite not being actively pumped.

Jake lasted fifteen minutes, came deep, added his load to Marcus’s.

Two down. Fourteen breeds to go.



Breeding Three: 6 AM - Carlos

Dawn light filtered through barn cracks. Carlos was smooth, experienced. His nine inches worked me with technique—angling for my prostate, making me moan and moo continuously.

“This cow likes it,” he said. “Look at her clitty leaking.”

My cage was dripping steadily, pre-cum pooling beneath me. He was hitting all the right spots.

Carlos made me cum hands-free—the first orgasm of the weekend. My hole clenched around him, my cage spurted weakly, I mooed loudly enough to startle the other livestock.

He came inside me seconds later, adding to the growing pool of cum in my guts.



Breeding Four: 9 AM - Dmitri

The Russian was rough. His twelve inches pounded me without mercy, his thick accent muttering things I didn’t understand. He gripped my hips hard enough to bruise.

Twenty minutes of brutal fucking. He came with a roar, his load massive and hot.



Breeding Five: Noon - Tyrell

Tyrell was almost gentle by comparison. His eleven inches worked steadily, rhythmically. He talked the whole time—telling me I was a good cow, praising my milk production, commenting on how well-trained my hole was.

He made me cum again—the second hands-free orgasm. I was starting to lose track of time, of identity. Just breeding, being filled, producing milk.



Breeding Six: 3 PM - Farmer Hayes

Hayes’s soft-hard cock was familiar, almost comforting after the monsters. He bred me efficiently—thirty minutes, steady pace, came inside.

“You’re doing perfect,” he said, patting my ass. “Best cow we’ve ever had for VIP program.”



Breeding Seven: 6 PM - Marcus (Round Two)

Marcus again. His thirteen inches felt even bigger the second time, probably because I was getting sore despite the constant stretching.

He lasted an hour this time—slow, deep, thorough. Made me moo continuously, made me cum a third time. When he finished, his load added to the sloshing mess inside me.



Breeding Eight: 9 PM - Jake (Round Two)

Jake’s thick cock, round two. Quick this time—ten minutes, rough, came inside.

Saturday ended. Eight breedings done. Eight loads swimming inside me. My hole was permanently gaped now, constantly leaking cum. My tits were sore from constant milking. My mind was blank—pure cow-space, nothing but sensation and function.

They fed me before sleep—more milk and cum mixture. I drank, peed in my stall, settled onto the hay.

Somewhere between cow and human, mostly cow.

Just being. Just existing. Just livestock.



Sunday Morning: The Final Eight

Sunday’s breeding schedule was identical. Every three hours, another bull, another cock, another load.

Breeding Nine: Midnight - Carlos (Round Two) - Made me cum again. Fourth orgasm of the weekend. My body was so trained now that prostate stimulation alone could trigger release.

Breeding Ten: 3 AM - Dmitri (Round Two) - Rough again. I took it mooing, mind completely blank.

Breeding Eleven: 6 AM - Tyrell (Round Two) - Gentle, praising, made me feel like prized livestock.

Breeding Twelve: 9 AM - Hayes (Round Two) - Efficient morning breed. Almost routine now.

Breeding Thirteen: Noon - Marcus (Round Three - Final) - The biggest bull, his final turn.



Marcus’s third breeding was different.

He entered me slowly, all thirteen inches pushing deep, my hole offering almost no resistance now after two days of constant use. But then he stopped, buried completely, and just held there.

“This is your last breed before program ends,” he said, his voice different—not detached, but focused. “Make it special, cow. Show me what you’ve become. Show me you’re livestock now.”

He started fucking—but this time, truly fucking. Not just breeding, but claiming, owning, possessing. His massive hands held my hips in a bruising grip, his huge cock pounded into me with force that shook my whole body, his heavy balls slapped my taint with wet, obscene sounds that echoed through the barn.

I mooed continuously. Loud, animal sounds that didn’t even sound human. No words, no thoughts, no human left. Just cow. Just livestock. Just holes and milk and mooing.

He fucked me for an hour straight. Sixty minutes of relentless fucking. The longest single breed of the entire weekend, possibly my entire life. My body was his instrument—he played it perfectly, like he knew every nerve ending. Hitting my prostate on every stroke, the right angle, the right pressure. Making my massive tits swing wildly, painfully, milk leaking from my nipples constantly now without even being milked. Making my tiny caged clitty leak steadily, constantly, dripping pre-cum endlessly.

Thirty minutes in, I came. Fifth orgasm of the weekend, the hardest one yet. I screamed-mooed, the sound tearing from my throat, my whole body shaking violently. My hole spasmed around his cock, clenching rhythmically, trying to milk him though he wasn’t ready yet. My cage spurted watery cum onto the hay.

Forty-five minutes, I came again. Sixth orgasm. My body shouldn’t have been able to, but it did. Barely anything left to spurt from my cage—just a few drops—but the pleasure was overwhelming, rolling through me in waves, making me see stars. Making me truly understand I was livestock, that this was my purpose.

One hour exactly, Marcus roared—the first sound of emotion I’d heard from him. His cock swelled inside me, grew even bigger somehow, and the biggest load of the weekend flooded my guts. Hot, thick, endless. So much cum I felt it sloshing inside me, filling every space. He came and came, his cock pulsing inside me, maybe twenty pulses, filling me beyond capacity. Cum leaked out around his still-thrusting cock, thick white streams, pooled beneath me in the hay.

He pulled out slowly, savoring it. His cock was still semi-hard, thick and dark and dripping cum and my ass. My hole gaped obscenely—I could feel the cool air inside me, feel how stretched and loose I was. The widest it had ever been, the most thoroughly wrecked. Cum poured out, a river of it, his seed marking me completely.

“Best breeding I’ve ever done,” Marcus said, actually sounding satisfied, accomplished. “This cow’s perfect. Doesn’t fight, doesn’t resist. Just takes it. Just exists to be bred. Perfect livestock.”

His words shouldn’t have made me feel proud. But they did.



Breeding Fourteen: 3 PM - Jake (Round Three)

Jake’s final turn. Quick, efficient. Ten minutes, came inside.

Breeding Fifteen: 6 PM - Carlos (Round Three)

Carlos’s last breed. Made me cum one more time—seventh orgasm of the weekend. I was empty, drained, utterly spent.

Breeding Sixteen: 9 PM - Tyrell (Round Three) - Final Breeding

Tyrell got the honor of the final breed. He was gentle, almost reverent.

“Last one, cow,” he said softly. “You did so good. Took sixteen loads over two days. You’re incredible.”

He fucked me slowly, making it last. When he came, it felt like a benediction—the final offering to the altar of my livestock body.

He pulled out. The milking stopped. The program was officially complete.



Sunday, 10 PM. Hayes helped me stand.

My legs barely worked. Two days on all fours, forty-eight hours of constant breeding and milking. I was destroyed.

“Sixteen breedings,” Hayes said, handing me five hundred dollars cash. “Six different bulls. Twenty-three hours of cumulative fucking. You’ve produced more milk than any sissy ever has in our VIP program. And you took it all without safe-wording.”

I tried to speak. Only “moo” came out.

Hayes smiled. “Cow-space. You’re deep in it. Give yourself a few hours.”

Roxanne appeared with clothes, helped me dress. I moved mechanically, barely aware.

In the van, she looked at me. “Eva? Can you hear me?”

“Moo,” I said.

“Jesus. Okay, deep cow-space. That’s fine. You’ll come back.”



But I didn’t want to come back.

Driving away from the farm, I felt the human thoughts trying to return—language, identity, memory. And I resisted them.

I wanted to stay cow. Wanted to stay in that space where nothing mattered except being bred, being milked, being used. Where Eva didn’t exist, where Evan was a distant dream, where only moo and be and function remained.

That was peace. That was home.

Not the Institute, not Luna’s arms, not the street corners or the porn studios.

The farm. Being cow. That was where I was most myself.

Most not-myself.

Most just… existence without identity.

By the time we reached the Institute, words were coming back. Slowly, painfully, like learning to speak again.

“How… long…” I managed.

“You were gone for fifty-one hours,” Roxanne said. “Friday night to Sunday night. Sixteen breeding sessions as promised.”

Sixteen cocks. Six bulls. Two days. Five hundred dollars.

The numbers were meaningless. The experience was everything.

Luna was waiting. She took one look at me and guided me to bed without questions. Helped me shower first—washing away two days of hay and cum and milk and animal smell.

In bed, clean but still floating, I finally formed a complete sentence.

“I was cow for two days,” I said. “And it was perfect.”

“I know, babe.” Luna stroked my hair. “You’re back now.”

“But I don’t want to be back. I want to go back. Be cow again. Forever.”

“Eva…”

“That’s who I really am, Luna. Not sissy, not pornstar, not whore. Cow. Just cow. Just livestock. Just moo.”

She was quiet for a long time. Then: “Is that what you want? Really?”

“I don’t know. Yes. No. Maybe.” I turned to face her. “All I know is that on that farm, for fifty-one hours, I wasn’t Eva. Wasn’t Evan. Was just thing. Just function. And it felt more honest than anything else in my life.”

“More honest than us?”

“Different honest. Luna, you make me feel human. Loved. Connected. The farm makes me feel… not human. Object. Disconnected.” I struggled for words. “Both are true. Both are me. Does that make sense?”

“No,” she said honestly. “But I’m trying to understand.”

Week thirty-nine ending. Three weeks until contract decision.

Three weeks until I had to choose if I wanted to be human permanently, or if I wanted to be cow sometimes, sissy sometimes, girlfriend sometimes, all of it together in one impossible fractured identity.

The farm had shown me something important: I didn’t want to be just one thing.

I wanted to be everything and nothing simultaneously.

Cow and girlfriend. Livestock and lover. Thing and person. Mooing in hay and laughing in bed.

All of it. The whole impossible mess.

That’s what permanent contract could offer. Not just staying at the Institute, but having access to every version of myself—Eva the pornstar, Eva the street whore, Eva the cow, Eva the girlfriend.

All the Evas, all the time.

Freedom was choosing one identity and living it consistently.

Servitude was being all identities and never having to choose.

Strange math. Backwards logic.

But lying in Luna’s arms, still tasting hay and cum, still feeling phantom cocks in my hole, still hearing my own moos echo in my memory—

That backwards logic was starting to make perfect sense.


Chapter 24: Contract Discussion

Week forty. Monday morning.

The summons came via official Institute letterhead—printed, formal, delivered to my room by a staff member I’d never seen before.

Eva Park, you are requested to appear in Director Blackwell’s office on Monday, Week 40, at 10:00 AM sharp. This meeting is mandatory and concerns your contract status. Please arrive professionally dressed.

Luna read it over my shoulder. “This is it. The contract discussion.”

“Two weeks early,” I said. “My contract doesn’t end until week forty-two.”

“They probably want time for you to think about it. Make an informed decision.” She squeezed my hand. “What are you going to wear?”

“Professional. He said professionally dressed.” I laughed darkly. “What does that even mean for a sissy whore?”

We settled on a conservative approach: black pencil skirt, white blouse (tasteful, buttoned high despite my D-cups), minimal jewelry, understated makeup. My blonde extensions pulled into a neat bun. Modest heels—only four inches.

I looked like a secretary. Appropriate, given I was about to discuss employment contracts.



Director Blackwell’s office was on the Institute’s top floor—a place I’d only been once before, during my initial contract signing ten months ago. Back then, I’d been Evan: desperate, scared, signing documents I didn’t fully understand.

Now I was Eva: confident, experienced, approaching the same office with very different energy.

The receptionist—a pretty sissy in professional attire, probably on permanent contract already—smiled at me.

“Eva Park for Director Blackwell,” I said.

“He’s expecting you. Go right in.”

The office was exactly as I remembered: mahogany furniture, leather chairs, floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city. Diplomas and certifications on the walls—legal, legitimate, completely at odds with the sex work factory we all knew this place to be.

Director Blackwell sat behind his massive desk. Fifty-ish, silver fox attractive, three-piece suit that probably cost more than my original student loan payment. He looked up from his computer, gestured to the chair across from him.

“Eva. Please, sit.”

I sat, crossed my legs professionally. My skirt rode up slightly—inevitable with these proportions—but I ignored it.

“Thank you for coming,” he began. “I wanted to discuss your contract status before the official end date. You’ve been with us for approximately ten months now. How has your experience been?”

“Intense,” I said honestly. “Transformative. Challenging. But ultimately… productive.”

“Productive.” He smiled slightly. “That’s one word for it. Let me show you some numbers.”

He turned his monitor toward me. A spreadsheet—my earnings, expenses, debt payments over ten months.

“You started with one hundred thousand dollars in student loan debt. Over these ten months, you’ve earned approximately ninety-two thousand dollars through various services.” He scrolled down. “Fifty-five thousand went directly to loan payments. The remaining thirty-seven thousand covered your modifications, accommodations, clothing, supplies, and miscellaneous expenses.”

“I’ve cleared fifty-five percent of my debt,” I said, doing the math.

“Correct. Forty-five thousand dollars remains. At your current earning rate, you could clear that in approximately one year working externally—assuming you find comparable work, which is unlikely given your… specialization.”

Specialization. Nice euphemism for sissy pornstar prostitute.

“However,” he continued, “that’s assuming zero additional expenses, which is unrealistic. Healthcare, housing, food—all costs you don’t currently pay. Realistically, clearing fifty-five thousand externally would take two to three years of sex work in uncontrolled environments.”

He let that sink in. Street prostitution without Institute protection. Independent porn without production support. Escorting without screening.

Dangerous. Unstable. Lonely.

“Alternatively,” Blackwell said, pulling a leather folder from his desk drawer, “I can offer you something different.”

He opened the folder. Inside: a contract. Much longer than my original six-month agreement. I saw the header:

PERMANENT RESIDENCY AND SERVICE CONTRACT

“This is our lifetime option,” he explained. “Permanent residents of the Institute receive significant benefits in exchange for indefinite service. Let me outline the key terms.”

He turned pages, highlighting sections:

“Financial: Your remaining forty-five thousand in student debt would be completely erased. Zero balance, immediately. You’d never have to worry about that burden again.”

My chest tightened. Fifty-five thousand dollars, just… gone. That was the debt that had driven me here in the first place.

“Housing: You’d retain your current room, or upgrade to couple’s quarters if you and Luna both sign. No rent, no utilities, no housing insecurity. Ever.”

“Income: Guaranteed base income of two thousand monthly, plus performance bonuses. You’d continue elite tier work, but with more control over scheduling. No more quotas—just consistent, well-paid service.”

“Medical: Full healthcare coverage, including continued hormone therapy if desired, any additional modifications you choose, mental health support.”

“Community: You’d be part of our permanent family. Many residents consider this their home, their found family. You’d have that support structure indefinitely.”

He paused, met my eyes directly.

“And the trade-off: You’d be ours. Permanently. This contract has no end date, no buyout clause, no early termination. You’d commit to being an Institute resident and service provider for life. Your body, your services, your identity as Eva—all contracted to us indefinitely.”

Life. Forever. Until I died or the Institute closed or the world ended.

“Can I ask questions?” I said.

“Of course.”

“What if I want to leave eventually? Five years from now, ten years?”

“You can’t. This contract is permanent by design. The only termination clause is if you become medically unable to provide services, at which point we’d transition you to staff support roles. But voluntary departure isn’t an option.”

“What about relationships? If Luna and I sign together, are we committed to each other forever too?”

“The couple’s contract is separate from individual permanence. You and Luna could break up and remain residents independently. Though statistically, permanent couples tend to be quite stable—shared experiences create strong bonds.”

“Would I still do farm work? Porn? Street corners?”

“If you choose. Permanent residents have more autonomy in selecting their work mix. You could focus entirely on elite escorting, or maintain variety. Your choice.”

“What about my appearance? Can I modify further or would I stay like this?”

“Modifications are available. Some residents pursue additional feminization, others stabilize where they are. Dr. Lyra would work with you on any decisions.”

I had more questions, but one kept circling back:

“Why offer this? The Institute makes money from contract workers. Why give permanent deals that erase debt?”

Blackwell smiled—the first genuine emotion I’d seen from him.

“Because turnover is expensive. Training new recruits, managing constantly rotating staff, maintaining quality control—it’s exhausting. Permanent residents are investments. You know our systems, our standards. You’re trained, tested, proven. Keeping you is worth forgiving fifty-five thousand dollars.”

He leaned forward.

“Eva, in ten months you’ve become one of our top performers. Your porn work generates ongoing revenue. Your street work has regulars who specifically request you. Your farm visits are legendary. Elite clients ask for you by name. You’re valuable. We’d rather lock that value in permanently than lose it in two weeks.”

I was property being appraised. And apparently, I was valuable property.

“And if I refuse? If I take my forty-five thousand dollars in debt and leave?”

“Then we honor your original contract. You’d be released, we’d provide basic references for civilian employment, and we’d wish you well. No hard feelings, no retaliation. You’d be free to pursue whatever life you choose.”

He closed the folder.

“This is a significant decision. I’m not asking for an answer today. Take two weeks. Think carefully. Discuss with Luna, with people you trust. Consider what kind of life you want.”

He slid the folder across the desk to me.

“Take this copy. Read every word. Understand what you’re committing to if you sign. And on Monday, week forty-two, come back to this office. We’ll finalize your decision—permanent residence or release.”

I picked up the folder. It was heavy—literal and metaphorical weight.

“Can I ask one more question?” I said.

“Of course.”

“How many people sign permanent contracts versus leave?”

Blackwell considered. “Of those offered permanent contracts—which is selective, we don’t offer this to everyone—approximately sixty percent sign. Forty percent choose release.”

“And of those who sign… do they regret it?”

“In my fifteen years managing this Institute, I’ve never had a permanent resident request termination. Whether that’s because they’re genuinely happy or because there’s no escape clause, I can’t say definitively. But I can tell you that our permanent family is thriving. Many consider this the best decision they ever made.”

He stood, extending his hand. I stood too, shook it professionally.

“Two weeks, Eva. Think carefully. This will define the rest of your life.”



I walked back to my room in a daze, clutching the folder.

Luna was waiting, practically bouncing with anxiety.

“Well? What happened? What did he say?”

I handed her the folder. “He offered permanent contract. Lifetime commitment, fifty-five thousand debt erased, guaranteed income, full benefits.”

Her eyes widened. “Holy shit. He actually offered it.”

“To both of us, if we want couple’s quarters.”

She opened the folder, started reading. I watched her face as she processed the terms—the benefits, the permanence, the weight of forever.

“This is real,” she whispered. “This is actually happening.”

“We have two weeks to decide.”

“I already know my answer,” Luna said. “I’m signing. I told you that weeks ago. This place is home.”

“But Luna, it’s forever. Literally forever. No leaving, no changing your mind, no ‘what if I want something different in five years.’”

“I won’t want something different.” She looked at me intensely. “Eva, where else would I go? Back to a world that treats me like a freak? A world where I’d have to hide what I am, who I love, what I want? Fuck that world. This place accepts me completely. I’m staying.”

“But—”

“But nothing. The question isn’t whether I’m signing. The question is whether you’re signing with me.”

I sat on the bed, the weight of the decision crushing me.

“I need to think,” I said.

“I know. Think. Process. Whatever you need.” She sat beside me, took my hand. “But Eva, be honest with yourself. Not about what you should want. About what you actually want.”

What did I actually want?

I thought about the past ten months. The transformations—physical and mental. The work—degrading and empowering simultaneously. The people—Scarlett, Dr. Lyra, Luna, the other sissies, even the clients who’d become regulars.

The farm, where I was livestock. The porn studios, where I was famous. The street corners, where I was accessible. The elite apartments, where I was valuable. The gym, the glory holes, the endless service.

Had it been terrible? Yes, sometimes. The initial force, the loss of control, the extremes I’d been pushed to.

But had it also been… right? Honest? Real?

Had I found something here that I’d never found in my previous life?

Community. Purpose. Identity. Belonging.

Freedom had been lonely. Freedom had been drowning in debt and depression and hiding who I really was.

Servitude had been intense. But servitude had also been clarity—knowing exactly what I was, what I did, what I was worth.

“I need to walk,” I said. “Clear my head.”

“Go. I’ll be here when you’re ready to talk.”



I walked through the Institute, folder tucked under my arm. Noticed things I’d stopped seeing months ago.

The other sissies, going about their days. Smiling, chatting, working. Were they miserable slaves or content employees? Hard to tell. Maybe both. Maybe neither.

The staff members—Scarlett, Roxanne, even Coach Morgan. They worked here by choice. They could leave anytime. They stayed.

The clients, coming and going. They paid for services we provided. Consensual transactions. Business.

Was this really so different from any other job? Show up, perform tasks, get paid, go home.

Except home was here. And the tasks were sexual. And the payment included erasing life-destroying debt.

I ended up in the library—one of the Institute’s quieter spaces. Shelves of books, comfortable chairs, a few sissies reading.

I opened the permanent contract folder, started reading carefully.

Section 1: Term of Agreement

This contract shall remain in effect for the natural lifetime of the Resident, or until medical circumstances prevent continuation of services…

Lifetime. No ambiguity there.

Section 2: Compensation and Benefits

Resident shall receive base monthly compensation of $2,000, plus performance bonuses… full healthcare coverage… housing provided… meals included… debt forgiveness of $55,000 upon signing…

Better than most jobs I could get with my computer science degree.

Section 3: Service Expectations

Resident agrees to provide sexual services as requested by Institute management and approved clients… maintaining professional standards… participating in promotional materials… upholding Institute reputation…

So: keep being a prostitute and pornstar. Forever.

Section 4: Termination Provisions

This contract may only be terminated by mutual written agreement in cases of medical incapacity or Institute closure…

No escape clause. Actually permanent.

Section 5: Additional Provisions

Resident may pursue additional modifications with medical approval… may form romantic partnerships with other Residents… retains rights to personal property and communications…

Not total slavery. More like… permanent employment with extreme job duties.

I closed the folder, leaned back.

Two weeks to decide if I wanted to be Eva forever.

Two weeks to choose between freedom and belonging.

Two weeks to determine if the cage was a prison or a home.

Looking around the library—at the other sissies reading peacefully, at the comfortable furniture, at the windows showing the city beyond—I realized something.

I’d spent ten months here. Ten months of constant service, degradation, transformation, use.

And I’d been happier than I’d ever been as Evan.

Strange. Impossible. Completely fucked up.

But true.

Week forty, decision pending.

Two weeks to make the choice that would define everything.

Two weeks to decide if Eva was temporary or eternal.


Chapter 25: Luna’s Confession

Week forty-one. Thursday evening.

Three days until decision day.

I’d spent the week in a fog—working mechanically, servicing clients, going through the motions. But my mind was elsewhere, constantly circling back to the permanent contract sitting on my desk.

Luna had been patient. She’d given me space, hadn’t pressured, just been there when I needed her. But tonight, when I returned from an elite client session, she was sitting on my bed with a determined look I’d never seen before.

“We need to talk,” she said.

“About the contract?”

“About us.” She patted the bed beside her. “Sit. Please.”

I sat, still wearing my escort outfit—designer dress, heels, full makeup. Luna was in her casual clothes—crop top, shorts, pink hair loose around her shoulders.

“I can’t wait anymore,” she said. “Three days until you decide, and I need to say this now. Before it’s too late.”

“Luna—”

“Let me finish.” She took a deep breath. “I’m signing the permanent contract. Monday morning, I’m walking into Director Blackwell’s office and committing to this place forever. No hesitation, no doubts. This is my choice.”

“I know. You’ve said that.”

“But you don’t know why.” She turned to face me fully. “It’s not just because I love being a sissy, or because the Institute accepts me, or because the benefits are good. It’s because of you.”

My chest tightened. “Luna…”

“I love you, Eva. I’m in love with you. Not the way friends love each other, not the way coworkers or fuck-buddies do. Actually, genuinely, completely in love with you.”

Tears were already forming in her eyes.

“I wake up thinking about you. I go to sleep wishing you were in my bed every night. When you’re at the farm or on street corners or with clients, I miss you. When you come back, my whole day gets better. You’re not just my girlfriend—you’re my person. My forever person.”

“Luna, I—”

“I’m not done.” She laughed wetly. “Sorry, I practiced this speech all day and I need to get it all out.”

I nodded, let her continue.

“When I think about signing that permanent contract, I’m not scared. You know why? Because I imagine spending the rest of my life with you here. Working together, living together, being together. Growing old as sissies in this weird, fucked up, perfect place. That future doesn’t scare me—it’s the only future I want.”

She wiped her eyes, smearing her mascara.

“But Eva, if you leave… if you choose freedom and walk out Monday, leaving me behind… I’ll still sign. Because this is my home. But it’ll hurt. It’ll hurt so fucking much, knowing you’re out there somewhere living a different life while I’m here without you.”

“Luna, please don’t—”

“I’m not trying to manipulate you. I’m not saying ‘stay for me.’ I’m saying that I love you enough to let you go if that’s what you need. I love you enough to respect your choice, even if it breaks my heart.”

She reached for my hands, held them tightly.

“But I’m also saying that I want you to stay. I want you to sign. I want us to have that couple’s quarters, that shared future, that lifetime together. I want to wake up next to you every morning for the rest of my life. I want to be your wife, your partner, your forever.”

Tears were streaming down her face now. Mine too.

“I love you, Eva Park. I love everything about you—your huge tits and your tiny caged clitty and your trained hole and your dirty mouth. I love how you moo at the farm and how you giggle at client compliments. I love your strength and your weirdness and your complete inability to be normal. I love all of you, every part, every version, every identity.”

“I love you too,” I said, my voice breaking. “God, Luna, I love you so much.”

“Then stay. Please. Choose us. Choose home. Choose forever.”

She pulled me into a kiss—desperate, needy, tasting like tears and lipstick. I kissed her back with equal intensity, ten months of emotion pouring into that single connection.

When we finally broke apart, both gasping, I said, “Make love to me.”

“What?”

“Not fucking. Not performing. Make love to me. Show me what forever feels like.”



We undressed each other slowly, reverently. Every piece of clothing removal was a revelation—her small perfect breasts with pale pink nipples already hard, my heavy ones with darker nipples leaking milk slightly. Her tight, compact body, my curvier, softer one. Both our tiny pink cages, identical in their imprisonment. Both our trained holes, ready but tender.

“You’re so beautiful,” Luna whispered, running her hands over my body—tracing every curve, every line. Cupping my heavy breasts, feeling their weight, thumbing my nipples until milk beaded. “Every inch of you. These tits, this ass, this hole that’s been fucked by hundreds but is still mine.”

“So are you.” I touched her face, her neck, her small breasts. “Perfect. Mine.”

She retrieved her strap-on—the medium-sized one she used for intimate occasions. Seven inches of curved purple silicone, not the massive institutional ones for shows. She strapped it on carefully, adjusting the harness, and I watched her transform—becoming the one who would take me, claim me, love me.

She positioned me on the bed, legs spread, vulnerable.

“Tell me if anything hurts or feels wrong,” she said, voice soft but serious.

“It won’t. Not with you. You could never hurt me.”

She prepared me gently—fingers first, slick with lube, one sliding into my hole easily. My hole that had been stretched by Marcus just days ago, by countless cocks, but somehow still felt tender when Luna touched it. She worked lube into me carefully, adding a second finger, scissoring gently, making sure I was ready. I was always ready for her, but I appreciated the care anyway. Appreciated being treated like something precious instead of just a hole.

“I love you,” she said as she positioned the strap-on at my entrance, the tip pressing against my rim.

“I love you too.”

She pushed in slowly—achingly slow, every inch deliberate and careful. The silicone slid in smoothly, cool and slick, filling me perfectly. When she was fully inside me, buried to the base, she stopped, just holding me there. Connected completely.

“This is us,” she said, her voice thick with emotion. “This connection. This is what forever could be. My cock in you. Your hole taking me. Bodies joined. Together.”

She started moving—gentle, rolling thrusts. Not the pounding I was used to from clients who just wanted to cum. Not even the enthusiastic fucking we usually did when we were horny and quick. This was making love. Slow, deep, meaningful. Every thrust deliberate, measured, loving.

Luna’s small body pressed against mine, her petite frame covering me. Our breasts touching—hers small and firm pressing into my large soft ones. Our lips meeting in constant kisses, tasting each other, breathing each other’s breath. Her pink hair fell around us like a curtain, creating a private world where only we existed.

“I want this forever,” she whispered between kisses, her lips moving against mine. “Every night. Every morning. Just us. This feeling. This connection.”

“Yes,” I moaned as she thrust particularly deep, the strap-on pressing against my prostate. “God, yes.”

She angled the strap-on perfectly, hitting my prostate on every thrust—she knew my body so well, knew exactly how to move, exactly what angle. Pleasure built slowly—not the quick, intense orgasms I usually had from rough fucking, but something deeper. Something that started in my chest, warm and spreading, moving through my whole body like a wave.

“You feel so good,” Luna said, her voice breathy. “So perfect. Your hole gripping the dildo. Made for me. Made for this. Made for love.”

“Luna, I’m—I’m going to—” I could feel it building, different than normal orgasms.

“Me too. Together, babe. Let’s come together. Let’s feel this together.”

She increased her pace slightly, still gentle but more urgent, more needful. Her hand found my caged clitty, rubbing it through the pink plastic, feeling my trapped flesh trying to swell. I wrapped my legs around her waist, pulling her deeper, heels digging into her ass, wanting her as close as possible.

“I love you,” she repeated like a mantra, like a prayer. “I love you, I love you, I love you.” Each phrase timed with a thrust.

“I love you too,” I gasped, tears already forming. “Luna, I—oh god—”

The orgasm hit different than any other. Not just physical—emotional. My whole body shuddered, every muscle tensing then releasing. My cage spurted weakly—watery cum dripping onto my stomach—but more than that, my chest ached with feeling. Love and belonging and home and forever all crashing through me at once. Happy tears mixed with the pleasure, creating something overwhelming, something transcendent.

Luna came at the same moment—not physically, since she wasn’t being penetrated, but emotionally. Her face contorted with pleasure and love and joy, tears streaming down her cheeks. Her small body shaking against mine, her hips still moving gently, riding through it with me.

We cried together while we came—sobbing and moaning and clinging to each other desperately. The most intense, beautiful, heartbreaking orgasm of my life. Not about the physical, but about what it meant. About choosing this. About choosing her. About forever.

Luna collapsed onto me, both of us shaking and crying and laughing at the intensity of it all. Both of us overwhelmed.

“That was…” I couldn’t finish the sentence, couldn’t find words adequate.

“Yeah,” Luna agreed, her voice muffled against my neck, wet with tears. “That was everything. That was us.”

We lay together for a long time, still connected, just breathing in sync. Finally, she pulled out gently, removed the strap-on, and curled up beside me.

“I meant everything I said,” she whispered. “Every word.”

“I know.”

“Will you think about it? Really think about staying?”

“I have been thinking about it. Luna, I’ve thought about nothing else for weeks.”

“And?”

I was quiet for a moment. Then: “I’m terrified.”

“Of staying or leaving?”

“Both. Staying means giving up freedom forever. No escape, no changing my mind, no backup plan. That’s fucking scary.”

“I know.”

“But leaving means…” I swallowed hard. “Leaving means losing this. Losing you. Losing a place where I actually belong, where people know me as Eva and want me as Eva. Losing the only family I’ve had in years.”

“So you’re torn.”

“I’m not torn,” I said quietly. “That’s the scary part. Luna, I know what I want. I’ve known for a while. I’m just terrified to admit it out loud.”

She propped herself up on one elbow, looking at me intently. “What do you want?”

“This. You. Forever. The whole ridiculous package.”

Her eyes widened. “Really?”

“I want to sign. I want couple’s quarters. I want to wake up next to you every morning and go to sleep next to you every night. I want the lifetime of being Eva—all versions of Eva, all the roles, all the service. I want the farm and the streets and the porn and the clients and the glory holes and the gym. All of it. With you.”

“Eva—”

“I’m signing Monday,” I said firmly. “I’m choosing this. I’m choosing us. I’m choosing home.”

Luna’s face crumpled—happy tears, relieved tears, overwhelmed tears. She kissed me desperately, laughing and crying simultaneously.

“You’re sure?” she asked between kisses. “Really sure?”

“Terrified. But sure. This is the most certain I’ve ever been about anything.”

“We’re going to have a lifetime,” Luna said, grinning through tears. “A whole fucking lifetime together.”

“As sissy prostitute pornstar girlfriends living in a sex work institute. Not exactly the fairy tale ending I imagined as a kid.”

“Better,” Luna corrected. “Because it’s real. It’s us. It’s honest.”

She was right. This was more honest than any conventional life I could have lived. More honest than pretending to be male, pretending to be straight, pretending to be normal.

This—Eva, Luna, the Institute, the permanent contract—this was the truth of who I’d become. Who I’d always been, maybe, just waiting for permission to exist.

“Three days until we sign,” I said. “Three days until forever starts.”

“Forever starts now,” Luna corrected. “The signing is just paperwork. We’re already forever, babe.”

We made love again—slower, softer, more tender. No urgency this time, just savoring each other. Exploring bodies we knew intimately but approached with fresh appreciation, knowing these were the bodies we’d spend lifetimes with.

Afterward, we lay tangled together, sweaty and satisfied and completely at peace.

“I have one condition,” I said.

“What?”

“When we’re old—like, actually old, decades from now—we still have to do farm weekends sometimes.”

Luna burst out laughing. “You want to be a seventy-year-old cow?”

“If I’m still functional, fuck yes. Imagine—grandma cow Eva, still mooing, still being bred by bulls half her age.”

“That’s the most ridiculous, disgusting, perfect thing I’ve ever heard.” She kissed my shoulder. “Deal. We’ll be elderly cows together.”

“And when we’re too old for that, we’ll just… I don’t know. Sit in our couple’s quarters and judge the young sissies.”

“‘Back in my day, we took twelve-inch cocks without complaining,’” Luna imitated an old woman’s voice. “‘You youngsters and your safe words and your boundaries…’”

We both laughed until we cried again—different tears this time. Happy tears. Home tears. Forever tears.

Week forty-one ending. Three days until decision day.

But the decision was already made.

Monday morning, I’d walk into Director Blackwell’s office with Luna at my side.

We’d sign the permanent contracts—mine and hers, separate but parallel.

We’d erase our debts, commit our futures, choose our cages.

And then we’d start forever.

Not as victims. Not as slaves. Not as trapped or coerced or broken.

As women who chose this life because it was the only life that made sense.

As sissies who found freedom in servitude and belonging in bondage.

As girlfriends who’d spend lifetimes being everything and nothing simultaneously.

Eva and Luna. Forever and always. Home.

The fairy tale ending nobody expected.

But somehow—impossibly, ridiculously, perfectly—ours.

I fell asleep in Luna’s arms, her pink hair tickling my face, her small body pressed against mine.

And for the first time in ten months—maybe in my entire life—I felt completely, absolutely certain about my future.

I was Eva.

I was home.

I was free.

And on Monday, I’d sign the papers that made it permanent.


Chapter 26: The Choice

Week forty-two. Monday morning.

The end.

Or the beginning.

Depending on perspective.

Luna and I dressed carefully for the occasion. Professional again—her in a fitted dress that showed off her petite curves, me in a pencil skirt and blouse combination that somehow made my D-cups look almost businesslike.

We looked like women heading to an important meeting. Which, technically, we were.

The most important meeting of our lives.

“Are you nervous?” Luna asked, applying her lipstick in my mirror.

“Terrified,” I admitted. “You?”

“Not even a little.” She turned to face me, smile bright. “I’ve been waiting for this day since week one. This is my dream coming true.”

“Signing away your freedom forever is your dream?”

“Signing into my forever home is my dream.” She kissed my cheek, leaving a lipstick mark. “With you.”



We walked to Director Blackwell’s office together, holding hands. Other sissies passed us in the halls—some gave knowing looks, some smiled encouragement. They knew what today was.

Decision day for Eva and Luna.

The receptionist—same pretty sissy as before—smiled warmly when we arrived.

“He’s expecting both of you. Go right in.”

The office looked the same as two weeks ago: mahogany, leather, windows, power. Director Blackwell stood when we entered, professional smile in place.

“Eva. Luna. Please, sit.”

Two chairs across from his desk. We sat together, Luna still holding my hand.

“I trust you’ve had time to consider the offer thoroughly?” Blackwell asked.

“We have,” Luna said immediately. “I’m signing. Permanent contract, no hesitation.”

“Excellent.” He pulled out a leather folder—identical to the one he’d given me two weeks ago. “And you, Eva?”

This was it. The moment. The choice that would define everything.

I thought about the past ten months. Every transformation, every degradation, every pleasure, every pain. Evan to Eva. Male to female. Free to caged. Lost to found.

I thought about my alternatives. Walking out, trying to rebuild as… what? Evan was dead. Eva couldn’t exist outside these walls—not safely, not sustainably. I’d be caught between identities, belonging nowhere.

I thought about Luna. Her confession, her love, her offer of forever. The life we could build here—weird, unconventional, honest.

I thought about the farm. The porn studios. The street corners. The elite clients. The glory holes. Every role I played, every service I provided, every identity I embodied.

I thought about freedom versus belonging.

And I realized: I’d already made my choice. Probably weeks ago, maybe months ago. Possibly the moment I’d first mooed in that barn and felt something click into place.

“I’m signing,” I said clearly. “Permanent contract. I’m staying.”

Luna squeezed my hand so hard it hurt. Her smile could have lit the entire building.

Blackwell nodded, pulling out a second folder. “Then let’s proceed. I have your contracts here—two individual permanent contracts, plus the couple’s quarters addendum if you’re interested.”

“We are,” Luna said. “Definitely interested in couple’s quarters.”

“Excellent. Let me review the key terms one final time, ensure you both understand completely.”

He opened both folders, laying out identical contracts side by side.

“These are lifetime commitments. No termination clauses except medical incapacity or Institute closure. You’ll be residents until death or until circumstances make your service impossible. There is no buyout, no early exit, no ‘I changed my mind.’ This is permanent in the truest sense. Do you both understand?”

“Yes,” we said in unison.

“Your compensation: two thousand monthly base, plus performance bonuses. Full healthcare, housing, meals. Your current debts—Eva’s fifty-five thousand, Luna’s thirty-two thousand—will be erased upon signing. You’ll start with zero financial obligation.”

Eighty-seven thousand dollars of combined debt, gone. Just like that.

“Service expectations: You’ll continue sexual services as requested by Institute management and approved clients. Elite tier work, with more autonomy over scheduling than standard contracts. You may refuse specific clients or requests if they violate your boundaries, though such refusals should be rare.”

“What counts as boundaries?” I asked.

“Permanent physical harm, illegal activities, anything that would compromise your health or safety. The Institute protects its permanent residents—you’re long-term investments. We won’t destroy you for short-term profit.”

Strange comfort, but genuine.

“Couple’s quarters: You’ll share a two-room suite. Larger living space, joint scheduling when possible, guaranteed personal time together. The Institute values stable long-term relationships among residents. Happy couples perform better.”

Luna grinned at me. Our own apartment. Our own space. Home.

“Additional provisions: You may pursue further modifications with medical approval. You retain rights to personal property, communications, relationships with other residents. You’re not prisoners—you’re permanent employees with extensive benefits.”

He closed the folders, met our eyes seriously.

“This is your last chance to walk away. I’m legally obligated to ask: Are you signing of your own free will, without coercion, with full understanding of the commitment?”

“Yes,” Luna said immediately.

I took a breath. “Yes. I’m choosing this. Freely. Permanently.”

“Then let’s make it official.”



Blackwell opened both contracts to the signature pages. Multiple sections requiring initials, final page requiring full signature.

“Initial here, here, here…” He guided us through. “These confirm you understand the terms, agree to the service expectations, acknowledge the permanence.”

I initialed page after page. My hand was steady—no trembling, no hesitation. Each initial was a commitment. Each mark was a choice.

“And sign here. Full legal name.”

Eva Park. That was my legal name now—had been for months. Changed via Institute lawyers, made official. Evan Park was legally dead. Eva Park was signing her life away.

I signed.

Luna signed hers at the same moment—our pens moving in sync.

Blackwell witnessed both signatures, added his own, dated everything.

“Congratulations,” he said, standing to shake our hands. “Welcome to permanent residency at the Institute. Your debt is erased as of this moment. Your couple’s quarters will be ready by tonight—suite 407, fourth floor. Your new key cards will be ready this afternoon.”

He pulled out two small leather folders—our permanent resident IDs.

Mine had my picture, my name (Eva Park), and a single word: PERMANENT.

Luna’s was identical, her bright smile captured in the photo.

“These grant you full building access, priority booking for amenities, and identification to clients that you’re permanent family. You’ll find certain privileges come with the status.”

“Like what?” Luna asked.

“Better clients, better rates, more autonomy. Temporary contracts are disposable. Permanent residents are valued. You’ll notice the difference immediately.”

He collected the signed contracts, filed them carefully.

“Your contracts are now binding. From this moment forward, you are property of the Institute—willingly, legally, permanently. This is your home for the rest of your lives.”

Property. The word should have been terrifying.

Instead, it felt like relief.



We left Blackwell’s office holding hands, permanent resident IDs in our pockets, futures secured.

In the hallway, Luna turned to me, eyes shining.

“We did it,” she said. “We actually did it.”

“We signed our lives away,” I said. “Forever.”

“We chose our home,” she corrected. “Forever.”

She pulled me into a kiss—deep, passionate, celebratory. Other sissies passing in the hall whistled and cheered. We were permanent now. We were family.

When we broke apart, breathless and grinning, Scarlett was standing nearby. She’d been watching, a rare genuine smile on her face.

“Congratulations, girls,” she said. “Permanent residents. That’s an honor.”

“Thanks, Scarlett,” I said.

“I knew you’d stay, Eva. From day one, I knew you’d end up permanent.” She stepped closer, her ice-blue eyes warm for once. “You found yourself here. Found who you really are. That’s worth keeping.”

“You really thought I’d stay?” I asked. “Even when I hated everything?”

“Especially then. The ones who hate it most at first are the ones who love it most eventually. You needed to be broken down to be built correctly.” She touched my cheek gently—the first tender gesture I’d ever seen from her. “And now look at you. Perfect sissy. Beautiful girl. Home.”

She walked away, heels clicking on the marble floor. Luna and I stood there, processing.

“That was weirdly emotional,” Luna said.

“Scarlett has emotions?” I joked.

“Apparently.” She checked her phone. “We have three hours until our suite is ready. Want to celebrate?”

“How?”

“I have an idea.”



Luna’s idea: One last glory hole session as newly-permanent residents.

We went to the gym locker room—the new glory holes still relatively novel. Luna knocked on one hole, I knocked on another. We knelt side by side, waiting.

Two cocks appeared—average size, both hard and ready.

We serviced them together, occasionally looking at each other and smiling. This was different than performing for clients or surviving quotas. This was celebration. This was joy.

This was choosing to suck anonymous cock through a hole in a gym locker room wall because we wanted to. Because we could. Because this was our life now, forever.

We finished our cocks simultaneously—swallowing our loads, licking them clean. When we stood up, we kissed, tasting each other and the cum.

“First glory holes as permanent residents,” Luna said. “One of millions.”

“One of millions,” I agreed. “For the rest of our lives.”

The scale of forever hit me then. Decades of this. Thousands of cocks. Hundreds of thousands of loads. Countless clients, sessions, services.

And Luna beside me through all of it.



Afternoon: Suite 407.

Our couple’s quarters were beautiful. Two rooms—bedroom and living area—plus private bathroom. Actual furniture, not institutional. A real bed, queen-sized. Windows with a view. Kitchenette. Our own space.

“This is ours,” Luna said, spinning in the center of the living room. “Actually ours. Forever.”

I collapsed on the couch. “I can’t believe we did this.”

“Having second thoughts already?” she teased.

“No. Just… processing. Ten months ago, I was Evan Park, drowning in debt, desperate and stupid. Now I’m Eva Park, permanent resident of a feminization brothel, committed for life. The transformation is insane.”

Luna sat beside me, cuddled close. “But are you happy?”

Was I happy?

I thought about it honestly.

I’d lost freedom. Lost my male identity. Lost any chance at conventional success, normal relationships, traditional life.

But I’d gained… everything else. A body I loved. A partner who loved me. A community that accepted me. A purpose, even if that purpose was being a service sissy. Clarity about who I was and what I wanted.

“Yeah,” I said finally. “I’m happy. Genuinely, surprisingly, impossibly happy.”

“Then we made the right choice.”

“We made the right choice,” I confirmed.



Evening: First dinner in our new suite.

The Institute had sent up a celebration meal—nicer than cafeteria food. We ate together, talked about our future.

“Should we set up a schedule?” Luna asked. “Like, coordinate our work so we have overlap time?”

“Probably. Though I kind of like that we’ll surprise each other. Come home at random times, share stories.”

“True. ‘Honey, I’m home! I just serviced a ten-inch cock in the gym!’ Very domestic.”

We both laughed.

“I want to keep doing farm weekends,” I said. “At least monthly.”

“Even though you’ll be cow-spaced for days after?”

“Especially because of that. It’s… therapeutic. You could come too, sometimes. They have couple packages.”

“Couple cow packages?” Luna raised an eyebrow. “That’s romantic as fuck.”

“We’re an unconventional couple.”

“Understatement of the century.”

We finished dinner, cleaned up, then just sat together on our new couch in our new home.

“I love you,” Luna said softly.

“I love you too.”

“No regrets?”

“No regrets.”



Night: First time making love in our permanent home.

We took our time—savoring the knowledge that we had forever, no rush. Luna used her strap-on, I rode her, we moved together in our new bed in our new life.

When we came—together, always together—it felt like a promise. Every orgasm from now on would be another piece of forever. Another moment of the life we’d chosen.

Afterward, lying tangled together, Luna said, “Welcome home, Eva.”

“Welcome home, Luna.”



I fell asleep thinking about the signature I’d made that morning. Eva Park, committing to permanence. Signing away freedom in exchange for belonging.

It was done. Irreversible. Binding.

And I felt… relief. Complete, total relief.

No more decisions about who to be or where to belong. Those questions were answered.

I was Eva Park, permanent resident, sissy pornstar prostitute girlfriend cow. All of those identities simultaneously, forever.

The cage was locked. The contract was signed. The choice was made.


Chapter 27: Epilogue — Six Months Later

Six months permanent.

I woke up in our bed—our bed, in our suite—with Luna’s small body pressed against my back, her arm draped over my waist. Morning light filtered through the windows of Suite 407. Home.

My phone alarm buzzed. 7 AM. Thursday. Elite client day.

I silenced it carefully, trying not to wake Luna. She had a late shift yesterday—farm visit—and needed sleep. But she stirred anyway, nuzzling into my shoulder blade.

“Morning, babe,” she mumbled.

“Morning. Go back to sleep. You don’t have anything until noon.”

“Mm. What’s your schedule?”

“Elite client at ten. Victor Jackson—the lactation guy. Then free afternoon. Gym with you at three?”

“Perfect.” She kissed my shoulder, already drifting back to sleep. “Love you.”

“Love you too.”

I extracted myself carefully, padded to our bathroom. Our bathroom. Still got a thrill from that possessive.

In the mirror: Eva Park, six months into permanence.

My body had reached its final form. D-cup breasts hung heavy on my chest—lactating consistently now, not just during orgasm. I’d need milk pads for the client session. My waist had settled at twenty-four inches, hips at thirty-six. Perfect hourglass, maintained through gym work and genetics.

My tiny pink cage glinted between my legs—rarely removed anymore. What was the point? My clitty was permanently shrunken to a two-inch nub, couldn’t get hard even when freed. The cage was more decorative than functional now. Just part of my body, like jewelry I never took off.

I checked my hole—always check before elite clients. The four-inch plug I wore as standard was still secure, keeping me trained and ready. I could remove it for the session, but Victor Jackson usually preferred me already prepared.

My face had feminized further over six months—softer features, fuller lips (Dr. Lyra had done a touch-up), perfectly arched brows. My blonde extensions reached mid-back now, professionally maintained. I looked like I’d been born female, born beautiful, born for this.

I smiled at my reflection. Still weird sometimes, seeing Eva instead of Evan. But Evan was a distant memory now—like a character from a book I’d read years ago. Real but not real. Gone but not mourned.

I was Eva. Completely, permanently, joyfully Eva.



8 AM: Breakfast in our suite.

Luna joined me eventually, wearing one of my oversized t-shirts. Her pink hair was messy, her small breasts visible through the thin fabric, her own tiny cage creating a subtle bulge.

“Pancakes?” I offered, flipping them on our little kitchenette stove.

“You’re spoiling me.”

“It’s what wives do,” I teased.

We weren’t legally married—that would require paperwork we didn’t have. But we were married in every way that mattered. Partners. Forever. Home.

She kissed me while I cooked, hands sliding around my waist, finding my heavy breasts.

“Your tits are leaking again,” she observed.

“Always. Victor Jackson will love it.”

“Lucky him.” She squeezed gently, milk dampening her fingers. She brought them to her mouth, licked them clean. “Tastes good. Sweeter than usual.”

“New hormone supplement Dr. Lyra prescribed. Supposed to increase sweetness and production.”

“It’s working.” She nibbled my neck. “Save some for me when you get home?”

“Always.”

We ate breakfast together, discussing our days. Luna had a porn shoot later—three-person scene with two other sissies. I had Victor Jackson, then a gym session, then free evening.

“Want to do dinner at the cafeteria?” Luna asked. “I heard they’re doing Italian night.”

“Sure. Then maybe a movie in our room?”

“Perfect. Netflix and actual chill, for once.”

We both laughed. Our version of domestic bliss: breakfast, work (sexual services), gym, dinner, movies. Normal life, just with more cum and cages.



10 AM: Victor Jackson’s penthouse suite.

The Institute maintained several luxury suites for elite clients—full apartments, really. Victor Jackson had booked suite 801 for three hours.

I arrived professionally dressed: designer lingerie under a coat, heels, hair and makeup perfect. My D-cups were properly supported in a shelf bra, milk pads preventing leakage.

Kane answered the door himself—fifty-ish, distinguished, powerful. He’d been a regular client for months, always respectful, always paid well.

“Eva,” he smiled warmly. “You look stunning as always.”

“Senator.” I entered, removing my coat to reveal the lingerie underneath.

“Please, we’ve discussed this. It’s James when we’re alone.” He poured champagne—expensive stuff. “How have you been? I haven’t seen you in two weeks.”

We made small talk while drinking champagne. That was the thing about elite clients—they paid for the girlfriend experience as much as the sex. Conversation, connection, the illusion of intimacy.

But with Kane, it wasn’t entirely illusion. We’d developed actual rapport over months of sessions.

“I heard you signed permanent contract,” he said. “Congratulations.”

“Thank you. Six months now.”

“Happy with the decision?”

“Very. It was the right choice.” I set down my glass. “But you didn’t book three hours just to chat about my contract.”

He laughed. “Fair. Though I do enjoy our conversations.” He stood, extending his hand. “Shall we?”



The sex with Kane was almost gentle. Missionary, him on top, my legs wrapped around his waist. He entered me smoothly—my hole was always ready, always trained, always perfect for this. Always slick, always open. His seven-inch cock slid in easily, my hole accepting him, welcoming him.

He fucked with steady rhythm, not brutal but thorough, intimate. His cock angling to hit my prostate with each thrust, deliberately, skillfully. One hand found my breast, cupped its heavy weight, squeezed gently.

“May I?” he asked, always polite, always asking permission even though he paid for the privilege.

“Please.”

He lowered his mouth to my nipple, sucked. Warm milk flowed immediately—sweet and rich, I was producing heavily now, constantly lactating, always full and heavy. He drank while thrusting, his mouth creating suction, his tongue working my nipple. The dual sensation—cock in my hole, mouth on my nipple—made me moan loudly.

“God, you taste incredible,” he murmured between swallows, milk on his lips. “Sweet. Perfect. Like honey.”

He switched breasts, drinking from both while fucking me, his rhythm never faltering. Sucking steadily, draining me, his throat working as he swallowed mouthful after mouthful. The combination of penetration and milking, of being fucked and drained simultaneously, made me cum hands-free—my tiny cage spurted weakly, watery cum dripping onto my stomach while my hole clenched rhythmically around his cock, spasming, trying to milk him too.

“Beautiful,” he said, lifting his head to watch my orgasm, milk dripping from his chin. “Love watching you come. The way your hole grips when you cum—exquisite.”

Then he finished—pulling out, his cock slick with my internal wetness, to cum on my stomach and breasts. Hot ropes of thick cum painting my skin, mixing with the milk already coating my tits, creating white swirls across my flesh. Marking me, claiming me even though he was paying for the privilege.

Afterward, he cleaned me gently with warm towels—tender, careful, like I was something precious rather than something he’d just bought. Redressed me, buttoning my lingerie carefully. Paid three thousand dollars cash, crisp hundreds in an envelope.

“Same time next month?” he asked.

“I’ll be here.”



1 PM: Lunch with Luna in the cafeteria.

She’d finished her porn shoot, I’d finished with Kane. We grabbed sandwiches, sat at our usual table near the windows.

“How was your morning?” I asked.

“Good. Shot a really fun scene—me and two other girls, DP situation. Very hot, very exhausting.” She bit into her sandwich. “How was Kane?”

“Sweet as always. Drank milk while fucking me, came on my tits, paid three grand. Easy money.”

“Three grand for three hours. You’re practically a doctor’s hourly rate.”

“A doctor who gets fucked and milked, sure.”

We laughed. Other sissies at nearby tables glanced over, smiled. We were a known couple now—permanent residents, stable, kind of famous within the Institute.

“Farm tomorrow?” Luna asked.

“Yeah. Just a regular Saturday—single session, no VIP program. You coming?”

“Can’t. Double-booked with street work. But I’ll pick you up after if you want company on the ride back.”

“Perfect.”



3 PM: Gym session.

Luna and I worked out together—our usual Thursday routine. Squats, lunges, core work. Coach Morgan supervised, occasionally correcting form or adding weight.

Halfway through, the glory holes activated. Three cocks appeared.

“Ladies,” Coach said. “You know the drill.”

Luna and I exchanged glances, smiled, walked to the locker room. We each took a hole—I got the middle one, she got the left. We serviced them efficiently, swallowed our loads, returned to finish our workout.

Routine now. Just part of gym time. Cardio and cock, core and cum.

“You two are my best students,” Coach said afterward. “Never complain, always professional. That’s why permanent contracts work.”

“Thanks, Coach,” I said, toweling off sweat.

“Also,” he added with a grin, “you’ve both got incredible asses. The squats are working.”

Luna and I compared in the mirror—both had tight, round bubble butts. Mine was larger (wider hips), hers was perkier (smaller frame). Both perfect.

“We should charge extra for ass content,” Luna joked.

“Pretty sure we already do,” I replied.



6 PM: Italian night dinner.

The cafeteria had transformed—checkered tablecloths, candles, actual Italian music. The Institute knew how to create atmosphere.

Luna and I shared pasta, garlic bread, wine. Around us, other sissies dined with partners or friends. The permanent residents sat together—a family within the larger family.

“Remember week one?” Luna said, sipping wine. “How terrified you were?”

“God, yes. I thought I’d die. Thought I’d never survive.”

“And now?”

“Now I’m eating Italian food with my girlfriend in the place I call home, planning our weekend, discussing which glory holes have the best angles. Life is weird.”

“Life is perfect,” Luna corrected.

She was right. By any conventional metric, our lives were insane—we were permanent sexual service providers living in an underground feminization institute. We had no freedom in the traditional sense, no way out, no conventional future.

But we had each other. We had community. We had purpose, income, stability. We had bodies we loved and identities that fit.

We had home.

And that was more than most people ever found.



9 PM: Movie night in our suite.

We curled up on our couch—Luna’s favorite spot was tucked under my arm, head on my shoulder, her pink hair tickling my chin.

We’d picked some mindless action movie, but neither of us was really watching. Just existing together, comfortable in our space.

“I have a confession,” Luna said during a quiet moment.

“What?”

“I lied earlier. About the porn shoot.”

I tensed slightly. “What do you mean?”

“It wasn’t exhausting. It was fun. Really fun. And I felt guilty feeling that way, like I should be tired or degraded or something. But I wasn’t. I was just… happy. Doing porn with friends, getting paid, enjoying it. Is that wrong?”

I relaxed, squeezed her closer. “No. It’s not wrong. Luna, we’re allowed to enjoy this. We’re allowed to like our work.”

“Even when our work is getting fucked on camera?”

“Especially then. Because we chose it. We keep choosing it. That’s what permanent means—we choose this life, every day, forever. If we hated it, what would be the point?”

She was quiet for a moment. “Sometimes I feel like I should hate it. Like there’s something wrong with me for loving this life.”

“There’s nothing wrong with you. Or me. Or any of us. We’re just… different. We found a place where different works. Where we work.”

“I love you,” she said softly.

“I love you too.”



11 PM: Bed.

We made love slowly—Luna topping, me on my back, legs wrapped around her small waist. The strap-on she used was our favorite size—seven inches of curved purple silicone, the one that hit all the right spots without being too much.

She fucked me with steady rhythm, the dildo sliding in and out of my well-used hole, hitting my prostate perfectly on every thrust. My tiny cage leaked constantly—steady drips of clear pre-cum. My heavy breasts bounced with each thrust, milk dripping from my nipples, leaving wet spots on the sheets beneath us.

“You’re so beautiful,” Luna said, watching me, her pink hair framing her face. “Every part of you. Your tits, your hole, your cage, your face when you’re about to cum.”

“So are you.” I touched her face, her neck, her small breasts bouncing slightly as she thrust.

She increased pace, angling for maximum pleasure, grinding the dildo against my prostate with each deep thrust. I came first—hands-free, my hole spasming around the silicone, my tiny cage spurting weakly, watery cum dribbling onto my stomach while I moaned her name. She followed moments later—not a physical orgasm but an emotional one, her own cage straining uselessly, her small body shaking, her face contorting with pleasure and love.

Afterward, we lay tangled together, sweaty and satisfied, her small body pressed against mine, our legs intertwined.

“Remember when I thought this was temporary?” I said, staring at the ceiling of our suite, our home.

“What, the Institute?”

“All of it. The feminization, the contract, you. I thought it was six months and done. Back to real life. Back to being Evan.”

“And now?”

“Now I can’t imagine anything else. This is real life. This is home. You’re home. My cage, my service, my body—all of it. I’m finally who I was supposed to be. Eva. Permanent. Yours.”

Luna propped herself up on one elbow, looking at me seriously, searchingly. “No regrets?”

“Not one. You?”

“Not one.”

She kissed me, soft and sweet and tasting like us. “I’m glad you stayed.”

“I’m glad I stayed too. Best decision I ever made.”



Midnight: The thought that defined everything.

Lying in our bed, in our suite, in our home, I thought about the journey.

Evan Park had walked into the Institute ten months ago—desperate, broke, trapped.

Eva Park lived here now—permanent, fulfilled, free.

The transformation was complete. Irreversible. Eternal.

And I wouldn’t change a single thing.

Not the force, not the degradation, not the extremes. Not the cocks or the cum or the cages or the constant service. Not the farm or the streets or the porn or the glory holes.

Because all of it—every moment, every choice, every surrender—had led here.

To this bed. This woman. This life. This home.

This version of myself that finally, perfectly, completely fit.

I was Eva Park.

Permanent resident.

Professional sissy.

Pornstar and prostitute.

Girlfriend and cow.

And somehow—

I was free.

THE END


Thank you for reading!

Hey, it’s Velvet Vex. If you enjoyed this story, here are a few simple ways you can keep the energy going:

	Leave a rating or review
Even a few words, or just tapping a star rating, makes a big difference. Reviews help other readers discover the book, and ratings are completely anonymous. Both are deeply appreciated.

	Follow on Amazon
By following Velvet Vex on Amazon, you’ll get notified whenever a new book is published. No emails, no spam, just a quiet alert for the next release.

	Explore more stories
If you’re curious what else might be waiting, more books from Velvet Vex are just a search away. Kindle Unlimited reader? Every page you read helps support more wild ideas becoming real stories.



Thanks again for spending your time in this world. It means more than you know.

Velvet Vex

[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrc3R0.jpg
Velvet Vex

The Sissy
rap 3 |

De7fT

\

Total Bimbofication

Femc:lomI Story





OEBPS/image_rsrc3R1.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Copyright

		Chapter 1: D-Cup Decision

		Chapter 2: Penis Injection Offer

		Chapter 3: Failed Attempts

		Chapter 4: Shrinkage Reveal

		Chapter 5: Street Work Introduction

		Chapter 6: Alley Fuck

		Chapter 7: Porn Studio Intro

		Chapter 8: Group Scene Filming

		Chapter 9: Online Fame

		Chapter 10: Elite Client Tier

		Chapter 11: Castration Temptation

		Chapter 12: Farm Regularity

		Chapter 13: Gym Orgy

		Chapter 14: Maid Service Expansion

		Chapter 15: Voice Feminization

		Chapter 16: Derek’s Filmed Revenge

		Chapter 17: Elite Dungeon Night

		Chapter 18: Hucow Breeding Focus

		Chapter 19: Luna’s Proposal

		Chapter 20: Street Regular

		Chapter 21: Pornstar Gangbang 2

		Chapter 22: Gym Glory Hole

		Chapter 23: Farm Finale Weekend

		Chapter 24: Contract Discussion

		Chapter 25: Luna’s Confession

		Chapter 26: The Choice

		Chapter 27: Epilogue — Six Months Later

		Thank you for reading!




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87

		88

		89

		90

		91

		92

		93

		94

		95

		96

		97

		98

		99

		100

		101

		102

		103

		104

		105

		106

		107

		108

		109

		110

		111

		112

		113

		114

		115

		116

		117

		118

		119

		120

		121

		122

		123

		124

		125

		126

		127

		128

		129

		130

		131

		132

		133

		134

		135

		136

		137

		138

		139

		140

		141

		142

		143

		144

		145

		146

		147

		148

		149

		150

		151

		152

		153

		154

		155

		156

		157

		158

		159

		160

		161

		162

		163

		164

		165

		166

		167

		168

		169

		170

		171

		172

		173

		174

		175

		176

		177

		178

		179

		180

		181

		182

		183

		184

		185

		186

		187

		188

		189

		190

		191

		192

		193

		194

		195

		196

		197

		198

		199

		200

		201

		202

		203

		204

		205

		206

		207

		208

		209

		210

		211

		212

		213

		214

		215

		216

		217

		218

		219

		220

		221

		222

		223

		224

		225

		226

		227

		228

		229

		230

		231

		232

		233

		234

		235

		236

		237

		238

		239

		240

		241

		242

		243

		244

		245

		246

		247

		248

		249

		250

		251

		252

		253

		254

		255

		256

		257

		258

		259

		260

		261

		262

		263

		264

		265

		266

		267

		268

		269

		270

		271

		272

		273

		274

		275

		276

		277

		278

		279

		280

		281

		282

		283

		284

		285

		286

		287

		288

		289

		290

		291

		292

		293

		294

		295

		296

		297

		298

		299

		300

		301

		302






