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Chapter 1: The Twelve Days Announcement

The Institute lobby looked like corporate Christmas had vomited elegance everywhere.

I stood near the decorated tree—tasteful white lights, silver ornaments, not a tackiness in sight—and watched Director Blackwell adjust his tie at the podium. My D-cup breasts felt heavy in the red satin bra Scarlett had picked out this morning. The tiny pink cage pressed against my panties, a constant reminder of what I was. What I’d chosen to be.

Six months since I’d signed the permanent contract. Six months of being exactly who I was supposed to be.

“Ladies, gentlemen, and our prized assets,” Blackwell began, his voice carrying that smooth corporate tone that made everything sound like a business opportunity. “The holiday season presents a unique revenue opportunity.”

I shifted my weight, the four-inch plug in my ass making itself known. Luna stood beside me, her pink hair tied up in a ponytail, looking like Christmas candy in her short dress. She squeezed my hand.

“We’re launching a premium product,” Blackwell continued. “The Twelve Days of Service. Elite clients pay top dollar for themed experiences across all our venues. Glory holes, private rooms, the gym, our specialty locations—everything.”

My stomach fluttered. Everything meant the farm too.

Scarlett stepped forward, her platinum hair gleaming under the lights. She wore black leather as always—corset, thigh-highs, those boots that clicked with authority. The key to my cage dangled from her necklace, catching the light.

“We need a face for the campaign,” Scarlett said, her ice-blue eyes scanning the assembled sissies. “Someone who represents our brand. Someone perfect.”

Her gaze locked on me.

“Eva, front and center.”

My heels clicked on the marble floor as I walked to the podium. Every eye in the lobby followed me. I felt the weight of my breasts with each step, the slight leak of milk dampening my bra. My body was a advertisement now—curves, cage, constant arousal.

“Eva will be our holiday mascot,” Scarlett announced. “The centerpiece of The Twelve Days package. Twelve consecutive days, twelve themed experiences, one perfect sissy showing our clients what premium service looks like.”

She circled me slowly, possessively.

“New rules for the event. We’re implementing a Naughty List scorecard—points earned for every completed service, every satisfied client. Points convert to debt credits and privileges.” Scarlett’s fingers trailed across my shoulders. “There’s also the mistletoe clause. Any mistletoe in common areas requires immediate oral service to whoever claims it. No exceptions.”

I swallowed hard. My mouth already watered at the thought.

“Complete all twelve days without a performance failure,” Blackwell added, “and Eva earns a significant bonus. Plus a special gift at the end.” He smiled. “Something permanent.”

More permanent than what I already had? My mind raced.

“Questions?” Scarlett asked the room.

Silence. Nobody questioned Scarlett.

“Good. Eva, you start tomorrow. Tonight, I’m testing the product.” She grabbed my wrist. “Everyone else, back to your stations. We have clients to service.”



Scarlett pushed me toward my room, her grip firm on my wrist. Once inside, she locked the door behind us.

“Strip,” she commanded.

I obeyed immediately, peeling off the dress, unclasping the bra. Milk had leaked through, leaving damp spots. My tiny caged clitty was visible through the soaked panties—the useless nub that defined what I’d become.

“Look at you,” Scarlett murmured, circling me like a predator. “D-cup tits, leaking constantly. That pathetic little clitty locked away forever. Four-inch plug keeping your pussy ready. You’re exactly what we designed.”

Her fingers pinched my nipple. Hard.

Milk spurted out, warm and sticky. I gasped, my knees weakening.

“Tomorrow starts your performance,” Scarlett said, leading me to the bed. “But tonight is about control. About reminding you who owns this body.”

She pushed me onto my back, spreading my legs wide. The plug shifted inside me, the thick base grinding against my prostate. My caged clitty strained uselessly against the pink plastic, the tiny nub throbbing with denied need.

Scarlett retrieved something from her dresser—a familiar shape. The strapless strap-on she wore inside herself, the one that let her use me hands-free. Eight inches of thick silicone, ridged along the shaft.

She stripped efficiently, no ceremony. Her body was pale perfection, toned and powerful—34DD breasts, athletic legs, the kind of body that made sissies drop to their knees. She slid the toy inside her pussy with a soft moan, the internal bulb seating against her G-spot. Then she positioned herself between my spread legs.

“You know what I love about you, Eva?” She gripped the plug and pulled it out slowly, inch by inch, watching my hole gape open. The empty feeling made me whimper. “You stopped pretending months ago. You don’t act like this is temporary anymore.”

“It’s not,” I whispered, my voice that breathy feminine alto that Dr. Lyra’s treatments had made permanent. “This is home.”

“Good girl.” Scarlett pressed the thick head of the dildo against my loosened hole. “Because you’re mine. This sloppy sissy pussy is mine.” She pushed the tip inside—just the tip—stretching me open. “These fat milk-filled tits are mine.” Another inch. “That pathetic little clitty locked in its cage—mine. Every drop of milk, every orgasm, every moan. Mine.”

She thrust inside—all eight inches in one brutal stroke.

I screamed, my back arching off the bed, fingers clawing at the sheets. After months of constant use, my hole swallowed her easily, the stretched muscle gripping the ridged shaft. But it still felt overwhelming—that fullness pressing against every nerve ending, that thick pressure grinding my prostate flat, that complete sense of being claimed from the inside out.

Scarlett fucked me with steady, punishing rhythm. The strap-on hammered my P-spot with every deep thrust, sending lightning bolts of pleasure through my useless caged clitty. Pre-cum oozed from the tiny slit, dribbling in sticky strings onto my stomach, pooling in my navel.

“Milk,” Scarlett commanded. “Now.”

I grabbed my heavy D-cups and squeezed hard. Twin streams of warm milk arced out, splashing across my chest, running down between my breasts, dripping onto my neck. The sweet smell filled the room. Scarlett leaned down and latched her mouth onto my swollen nipple, sucking hard, drinking my milk while her hips never stopped moving.

The dual sensation shattered my brain. Her thick cock pounding my prostate into submission. Her hot mouth pulling milk from my sensitive tit in rhythmic gulps. The wet sucking sounds mixing with the slap of her hips against my ass. Warm milk flowing out in spurts that matched her thrusts. My caged clitty throbbed uselessly, the tiny nub purple and straining against the plastic, unable to get hard, leaking a steady stream of clear fluid—yet pleasure built and built until I thought I’d explode.

“Please,” I whimpered, my voice cracking. “Please, Miss Scarlett, may I cum? I need it so bad—”

She released my nipple with a wet pop, milk dripping from her red lips, running down her chin. “No.”

I sobbed openly, tears streaming down my face. The denial was exquisite torture. My hole clenched desperately around her cock, trying to milk an orgasm that wouldn’t come.

Scarlett fucked harder, faster, her pale tits bouncing with each brutal thrust. Her own breathing grew ragged—the internal bulb was working her G-spot with every stroke. She was getting off on using me, on watching me suffer beneath her.

“You’ll cum when I say,” she growled, slamming deep enough to make my eyes roll back. “Not before. During the twelve days, you’ll service dozens of cocks. You’ll be filled with cum, covered in loads, used as a fucking cum dump constantly. And you’ll love every second because that’s what you are. A cum-hungry, milk-leaking, cock-addicted sissy slut who chose this life.”

“Yes!” I gasped, my hole squelching around her thrusting cock. “Yes, Miss Scarlett! I’m your slut!”

“But you’re MY sissy slut.” Her hand wrapped around my throat, squeezing just enough to remind me who owned my next breath. “Say it properly.”

“I’m yours,” I moaned, feeling her cock pulse against my prostate. “My body is yours. My holes are yours. My milk is yours. Everything I am belongs to you, Miss Scarlett.”

Her grip tightened. Her thrusts became erratic, losing rhythm, her pussy clenching around the internal bulb. She was close—I could feel it in the desperate way she fucked me.

Then she stopped.

Completely. Ripped the cock out in one brutal motion, leaving my hole gaping and empty.

“No,” I whimpered, my ass clenching on nothing, my ruined hole desperately trying to close around something that wasn’t there. “Please, Miss Scarlett, please don’t stop—I was so close—”

“No.” She stood, leaving me shaking and sobbing on the bed. “You don’t cum tonight. You go into the twelve days desperate. Hungry. Aching. Every cock you service, you’ll be thinking about how badly you need release.”

Tears streamed down my face. My caged clitty throbbed with denied need, the tiny nub actually twitching against the plastic. Milk leaked steadily from my puffy nipples, pooling on my stomach, mixing with the pre-cum that had dripped from my cage.

“But—”

“This is control, Eva.” Scarlett began cleaning herself with a towel, completely composed while I writhed. “Tomorrow, every client you service, you’ll be desperate for release. That desperation makes you better. Hungrier. More eager to please.”

My hole gaped empty, already missing the fullness.

“Tomorrow,” Scarlett said, reaching for a towel to clean the milk off her mouth, “you start earning your gift. I expect perfection, Eva. From every hole, every service, every moment.”

She grabbed something else from her dresser—a small velvet box.

“This is what you’re working toward.” She opened it.

Inside was a collar. Black leather with silver hardware and an engraved plate that read: PROPERTY OF SCARLETT VOSS.

My breath caught.

“Complete the twelve days without failure,” Scarlett said softly, “and this becomes permanent. You’ll wear my collar, my ownership, for everyone to see. You won’t just work here—you’ll be mine in every legal and symbolic way possible.”

I stared at the collar, my heart pounding.

“Do you want it?” she asked.

“Yes, Miss Scarlett.” My voice was barely a whisper. “More than anything.”

She closed the box with a snap. “Then earn it.”



She sent me back to my room still naked, cum and milk drying on my skin. The hallways were busy—clients and sissies moving between rooms. A few looked at me, but nobody commented. This was normal here.

I walked carefully, feeling empty without the plug, my hole still loose from Scarlett’s use. My nipples were tender, my breasts heavy with building milk. Dr. Lyra had warned me the holiday protocol would make lactation constant.

When I reached my door, Luna was waiting.

“Hey, babe,” she said, her bright smile dimming when she saw my state. “Scarlett?”

I nodded.

Luna pulled me inside, guided me to the bed. “Let me clean you up.”

She grabbed a warm washcloth and gently wiped the milk and cum from my body. Her touch was tender—so different from Scarlett’s possession.

“Twelve days,” Luna said softly. “That’s a lot. Are you okay with all this?”

“I’m perfect with it.” I caught her hand, kissed her palm. “I want the collar, Luna. I want to be hers officially.”

Luna’s expression was complicated—understanding, a little sad, but supportive. “I know. I get it. Scarlett gives you something I can’t.”

“You give me something she can’t,” I countered. “You give me love. She gives me ownership. I need both.”

Luna smiled, leaning in to kiss me. “Then let’s make sure you earn that collar. Starting tomorrow, you’re going to be incredible.”

“Starting tomorrow,” I agreed, “I’m going to prove I’m exactly what I chose to be.”

A perfect sissy. A devoted slut. Scarlett’s property.

And I couldn’t fucking wait.


Chapter 2: Salon Packaging, Santa’s Little Doll

Bianca’s salon smelled like peppermint and hairspray.

“Bellissima!” she exclaimed when I walked in, her Italian accent as warm as always. “Today we make you perfection for the holidays, cara mia.”

I sat in the familiar chair, watching her bustle around gathering supplies. The salon was decorated with tasteful garland and small white lights. Classical Christmas music played softly in the background.

Six months ago, this chair had terrified me. Now it felt like preparation for a performance.

“Scarlett wants ‘Santa’s little doll’ energy,” Bianca explained, running her fingers through my hair. “Glossy, sweet, fuckable innocence. You understand?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

She smiled, pleased with my obedience. “Good girl. We start with hair.”

For the next hour, Bianca worked her magic. She styled my long extensions into soft waves with a slight curl at the ends, pinning sections back with small crystal clips that caught the light. My hair framed my face perfectly, emphasizing my feminized features.

“Now makeup,” she said, spinning the chair toward her station.

I closed my eyes and let her work. The brushes felt familiar against my skin—foundation smoothing everything, powder setting it, brushes dusting color across my cheekbones.

“Eyes open, cara.”

I obeyed. She was close, her warm brown eyes focused as she applied eyeshadow. Glittery red and gold, building in the creases, making my eyes look huge and doe-like. Black liner extended my lashes. Mascara made them impossibly long.

“Lips now. Stay still.”

The lip liner traced my already-full mouth, defining the shape. Then came the lipstick—glossy Christmas red, several coats, until my lips looked wet and swollen. Perfect for sucking cock.

I knew what I looked like before she even turned the chair.

But seeing it still took my breath away.

“Look,” Bianca whispered, spinning me toward the mirror.

A pornstar stared back.

Not Eva the college student. Not even Eva the sissy. This was Eva the product—Stage 5, perfectly packaged, designed to make cocks hard and wallets open.

My D-cup breasts filled the red satin bra, pushed up and together, creating dramatic cleavage. The tiny pink cage was barely visible under my panties—my 2-inch nub completely feminized, irrelevant. The jeweled base of my 4-inch plug peeked out when I shifted.

But it was my face that sold the fantasy.

Huge eyes, glittering with holiday shimmer. Porcelain skin. Glossy red lips that begged to be wrapped around something. Hair styled like I’d just stepped out of a Christmas catalog.

I looked expensive. I looked breakable. I looked like exactly what men fantasized about ruining.

“Your nails,” Bianca said, pulling me to the manicure station.

She’d prepared a design—candy cane stripes in red and white, with little crystal accents. Each nail was filed to a perfect almond shape, long enough to look feminine but practical enough to work with.

“These will photograph beautifully,” Bianca murmured, painting the intricate design. “Clients will want pictures with you, cara. Make sure you pose pretty.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

When she finished, I stared at my hands. They looked delicate, feminine, completely foreign from the hands that had once typed code in a college library.

Bianca stood back, admiring her work. “Perfetta. You will make so much money today.”

A knock at the door interrupted us.

“Eva?” Scarlett’s voice. “First client is waiting.”

My stomach fluttered. The twelve days started now.



The private room was decorated simply—red sheets on the bed, a small fake tree in the corner. The client was already waiting, sitting in the armchair.

He was older, maybe late forties, well-dressed. His eyes traveled over my body with practiced appreciation.

“You’re even better than the photos,” he said. “I booked the ‘sweet and messy’ package. Scarlett said you’d make it special.”

“I’ll make it perfect, sir,” I said, my voice that breathy feminine tone that still surprised me sometimes.

He smiled. “Show me those tits first.”

I reached behind my back, unclasped the bra. My breasts spilled out, heavy and full. Milk had already started leaking—small beads at my nipples.

“Fuck,” he breathed. “You actually lactate.”

“Yes, sir. Would you like to taste?”

He gestured me closer. I straddled his lap, careful with my heels, the movement making my heavy tits sway. I cupped the right one and guided my swollen nipple to his waiting mouth.

He latched on hungrily and sucked hard.

Warm milk flooded into his mouth immediately—the pressure that had been building all morning finally releasing. I felt the rhythmic pull on my sensitive nipple, the rush of warmth as my breast emptied, the strange intimacy of being used as a feeding station. His hands gripped both tits, kneading them roughly, massaging the milk out in steady streams.

My caged clitty twitched uselessly against his pants. Even being drained like this made my hole clench with want.

He switched breasts, attacking my left nipple with the same hunger, groaning as fresh milk hit his tongue. His sucking grew more aggressive, almost painful, pulling milk faster than my body could produce. When he finally released my nipple with a wet pop, milk ran down his chin in rivulets, dripping onto his shirt.

“Christ, that’s fucking hot,” he muttered, licking his lips. “Sweeter than I expected. Now the main event.”

He stood, nearly dumping me off his lap, and guided me toward the bed. From a bag, he pulled out a can of whipped cream.

“Tit-fuck,” he explained, already unbuckling his belt. “But I want it filthy. Cream, milk, cum—I want you dripping with everything.”

“Whatever you want, sir. Use me however you like.”

He stripped quickly, revealing an average body with a thick seven-inch cock already rock hard and leaking pre-cum from drinking my milk.

I knelt on the floor between his legs while he stood at the edge of the bed. He shook the whipped cream can and sprayed it across my chest in thick ribbons, covering my D-cups completely in cold white fluff. The chill made my nipples harden into aching points, milk beading through the cream.

“Press those fat tits together,” he ordered.

I pushed my breasts together with both hands, creating a deep valley of soft flesh and fluffy cream. He stepped forward eagerly, sliding his hot cock into the channel I’d made.

The sensation was overwhelming—his thick, throbbing shaft against my sensitive tit-flesh, the slick cream lubricating every inch, my swollen breasts wrapped tight around his meat. The heat of his cock made the cold cream melt, running down my stomach in sticky streams.

“Fuck yes,” he groaned, starting to thrust. “Perfect fucking cow tits. Made for this.”

I held them tight, squeezing rhythmically, watching his cock emerge from my cleavage with each stroke—the purple head appearing, slick with cream, then disappearing back into my tit-flesh. The cream churned and mixed with my leaking milk, creating a thick white mess that squelched obscenely with every thrust. Globs of it dropped onto my thighs, onto the floor, running down my stomach to soak into my panties.

His thrusts got faster, more desperate. The swollen tip of his cock bumped my chin with each stroke, smearing cream and pre-cum across my glossy red lips.

“Open your fucking mouth,” he gasped, grabbing my hair.

I obeyed instantly, tongue out, lips parted wide.

He angled his hips upward, and now the head of his cock pushed past my lips with each thrust—tit-fucking and face-fucking me simultaneously. I tasted the sweet cream, the salty tang of his pre-cum, the musky flavor of his skin. Drool ran down my chin to mix with the mess on my chest.

“God, your mouth is as good as your tits,” he groaned, fucking faster. “Gonna cum. Gonna cover these slutty tits and that pretty cum-dump face.”

I moaned around his cock, the vibration making him shudder, encouraging him to use me harder.

He pulled back suddenly, jerking his slick shaft with one hand while I kept my breasts pressed together, offering them as a target. His face twisted, mouth falling open.

“Fuck—FUCK—take it all, you filthy cow—”

Hot cum erupted across my chest in thick ropes. The first shot hit my neck with enough force to splatter. The second painted a sticky white line across my right breast. The third caught my chin and dripped down. He kept stroking, kept cumming, his cock pulsing again and again, covering me in load after load of thick, warm spunk that mixed with the cream and my own milk.

Eight spurts. Nine. His balls emptied completely across my ruined chest.

When he finally finished, I was glazed. Cum, cream, and milk coated my breasts in layers, dripping down my stomach in slow rivulets. My face had thick splatters across both cheeks, my lips, even my eyelashes. The smell of cum filled my nose—musky, salty, intoxicating.

“Clean me off,” he said, offering his softening cock, still slick with the mess.

I leaned forward eagerly, wrapped my red lips around his sensitive shaft, and sucked him clean. He tasted like whipped cream and sex and his own load. I swallowed the mixture, then ran my tongue around his tip, dipping into the slit to catch every last drop. He shuddered as I milked the final traces of cum from his spent cock.

“Good girl,” he breathed, running his fingers through my hair. “That was exactly what I needed.”

He tucked a generous tip into my garter—$150 on top of the package price.

“The photos didn’t lie,” he said, zipping his pants. “You’re perfect. The Institute is lucky to have you.”

“Thank you, sir.”

He left, and I sat there on the floor, covered in fluids, feeling the familiar post-service satisfaction. I’d done well. First client of the twelve days was happy.

A soft knock at the door.

“Eva?” Bianca’s voice. “Quick touch-up before your next appointment.”

I stood carefully, my heels clicking on the hardwood. She came in with a makeup bag and wet wipes, tsking at the state of my face.

“Men and their messes,” she muttered, wiping cum from my cheek. “But you made him very happy, sì? I could hear through the wall.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

She reapplied my lipstick with expert speed, fixed my eye makeup where it had smudged, adjusted my hair. Five minutes later, I looked pristine again—like the first client had never happened.

“There,” Bianca said, standing back. “Perfect little doll again. Go to Scarlett’s office—she has your ornament token.”



Scarlett’s office was on the administrative floor, away from the service areas. I’d only been here a few times—usually for contract discussions or major decisions.

She sat behind her desk, looking like a corporate ice queen in her leather and platinum hair. The key to my cage glinted on her necklace.

“First client satisfied,” she said, checking her tablet. “Generous tip. Good start, Eva.”

“Thank you, Miss Scarlett.”

She opened a drawer and pulled out a small silver ornament—a delicate ball with my name engraved on it.

“This represents today’s success,” Scarlett explained. “Eleven more to earn. They’ll hang on the tree in the lobby. Every sissy and client will see them. Visual proof of your performance.”

She handed it to me. It was heavier than expected, real metal, beautifully crafted.

“Tomorrow is Dr. Lyra’s lab protocol,” Scarlett continued. “The milk and cookies theme. She’s implementing some enhancements to your lactation. Expect to leak constantly.”

My nipples were already tender, milk building again just from the conversation.

“More than I already do?” I asked.

“Much more.” Scarlett smiled. “The holiday protocol is designed to maximize output. Clients are paying premium prices for fresh milk. You’ll be a walking dairy fountain by day three.”

Heat pooled in my caged clitty. The degradation should have bothered me. Instead, it made me wet.

“Yes, Miss Scarlett.”

“Good. You have two more room clients today, then gym training with Coach Morgan tonight. He wants to test your endurance with the new reindeer harness.”

My ass clenched around the plug. Coach Morgan’s “tests” were always intense.

“Understood, Miss Scarlett.”

“Dismissed. Go to room 12—your next client is waiting.”

I stood, ornament in hand, and headed for the door.

“Eva.”

I turned back.

Scarlett’s expression softened slightly—as much as it ever did. “You looked beautiful today. Bianca outdid herself.”

“Thank you, Miss Scarlett.”

“Earn that collar,” she said quietly. “Make me proud.”

“I will.”



Back in my room later that night, after three more clients and Coach Morgan’s “endurance test” that had left my legs shaking, I hung the silver ornament on my personal mirror.

One down. Eleven to go.

Luna came in, already in her pajamas—a cute pink set that made her look younger than twenty-two.

“How was day one?” she asked, curling up next to me on the bed.

“Perfect,” I said honestly. “Exhausting, messy, exactly what I’m built for.”

She laughed softly, running her fingers through my hair. “You’re really doing this. The whole twelve days, the collar, everything.”

“I want it,” I admitted. “I want to be hers officially. Not just an employee or a contracted asset. I want the collar that says I’m property.”

Luna was quiet for a moment. “I get it. Really, I do. Scarlett gives you structure. Purpose. That ownership kink that makes you feel complete.”

“Does it bother you?”

“No.” She kissed my forehead. “Because you still come back to me. You’re Scarlett’s property, but you’re my girlfriend. I can share.”

I turned to face her fully. “I love you, Luna.”

“I love you too, babe.” She grinned. “Now get some sleep. Tomorrow’s the milk bar, and you’re going to need your energy.”

I closed my eyes, Luna’s warmth against me, the ornament catching light on the mirror.

Eleven more days.

Eleven more chances to prove I was exactly what I’d chosen to be.

A perfect sissy. A devoted slut. Scarlett’s future property.

And God, I couldn’t wait.


Chapter 3: Lab Protocol, Milk and Cookies

Dr. Lyra Kane’s lab always smelled clinical—antiseptic mixed with something vaguely floral. Today, though, there was a hint of peppermint in the air.

“Eva!” She turned from her equipment station, her white lab coat mostly unbuttoned as always, showing the black lace bra underneath. “Right on time. Ready for your holiday enhancement?”

My nipples were already leaking through my bra. I’d woken up this morning with wet sheets—milk production had increased overnight.

“Yes, Dr. Lyra.”

“Excellent.” She gestured to the examination table. “Strip and assume position four.”

I knew the positions by heart now. Position four was doggy-style, chest down, ass up. I undressed quickly, folding my clothes on the chair, and climbed onto the padded table.

The vinyl was cold against my sensitive nipples. I felt milk bead and drip onto the surface.

“Look at that,” Dr. Lyra murmured, running a gloved finger through the small puddle beneath my breasts. “Already responding to the preliminary protocol. Good girl.”

She moved behind me, and I heard the snap of latex gloves—a sound that always made my caged clitty twitch.

“Holiday Lactation Protocol has three components,” she explained, her clinical voice mixing with something darker, hungrier. “First, topical stimulation to increase sensitivity and output. Second, scheduled extraction to maintain supply. Third, conditioning triggers.”

Her gloved hands cupped my heavy breasts from behind, fingers digging into the soft flesh. She squeezed hard, and milk spurted out in twin jets—far more than usual, splashing onto the examination table.

“The peppermint oil increases blood flow dramatically,” she continued. I felt cool liquid being drizzled across my chest, then her slick fingers working it into every inch of my tit-flesh. The mint tingled immediately, a cold-hot sensation that made my nipples harden into aching, throbbing points. “You’ll leak constantly. Every arousal, every movement, every time you think about cock or cum or being used—milk. Soaking through your bra. Dripping onto floors. Visible to everyone.”

“How much more than now?” I asked, my voice already breathy, my nipples burning with sensitivity.

“Triple output.” She kept massaging the oil in, working it deep, pinching and rolling my nipples until I whimpered. “We’re targeting continuous visible leaking. Wet spots appearing within minutes of putting on fresh clothes. Dripping streams when you bend over. Spraying fountains when you orgasm. Maximum degradation. Maximum appeal. Clients will pay triple for a cow that can’t stop leaking.”

My caged clitty strained against the plastic, the tiny nub throbbing with need. God, I was so fucked up. Wanting to be turned into a leaking milk fountain. And I loved every second of it.

“The third component is most interesting,” Dr. Lyra said, her voice dropping lower. She wheeled a small speaker near my head. “Holiday carol conditioning. Specific songs will trigger automatic responses.”

“Like the cum addiction triggers?” I’d been through her hypnosis sessions before—now the taste of cum made me crave more instead of gagging.

“Similar. But these work on your lactation and submission responses.” She pressed play.

The familiar opening notes of “Deck the Halls” filled the lab.

“When you hear this melody,” Dr. Lyra said softly, her voice taking on that hypnotic, irresistible quality that bypassed my conscious mind, “your mouth floods with saliva. Your throat opens completely. You become desperate—eager, obedient, aching to have a cock in your mouth. To feel cum sliding down your throat. The hunger becomes overwhelming.”

The music washed over me, and I felt something fundamental rewiring in my brain. A switch being installed. Pavlovian conditioning hardwired into my nervous system.

“Good girl. Let’s test extraction now.”

She moved to my side, positioning a large clear collection container under my hanging breasts. My swollen nipples dripped steadily into it, plink-plink-plink. Then her expert fingers found my nipples and pinched hard.

Milk shot out in thick twin streams, splashing noisily into the container. The pressure release felt incredible—almost orgasmic—a rush of relief and pleasure that made my toes curl.

“There we go,” Dr. Lyra cooed, her voice honeyed. “Such a good little cow. Look at that flow. Let’s see how much milk those fat udders can give me.”

She milked me with ruthless efficiency—squeeze, pull, release. Squeeze, pull, release. Her practiced fingers knew exactly how to work my swollen tits, draining them stream by stream. The wet squelching sounds filled the lab. My breasts emptied slowly, the heavy weight reducing, the painful tightness easing.

The container filled steadily. One cup. Two cups.

“Impressive baseline,” Dr. Lyra said. “But we can do much better with proper motivation.”

I heard mechanical sounds behind me. The hum of motors. Then something cold and slick pressed against my exposed hole.

My plug was being extracted. I felt every inch slide out, my stretched rim gripping it, trying to keep it inside. When it finally popped free, I whimpered at the sudden emptiness. After months of being plugged constantly, the hollow feeling was almost painful.

“Shh,” Dr. Lyra soothed. “We’re filling that sloppy pussy right back up. Something bigger this time.”

The dildo that pressed against my entrance was significantly larger than my usual plug—at least seven inches, thick as a beer can, with textured ridges along the shaft. It pushed inside me slowly, my trained hole stretching to accommodate the girth, accepting inch after inch without resistance until I felt stuffed completely full.

“This machine is synchronized with the milking rhythm,” Dr. Lyra explained, something almost gleeful in her clinical tone.

She pressed a button, and the dildo started moving—thrusting in and out with relentless mechanical precision. Each inward stroke buried it deep, the ridges dragging across my prostate, sending electric shocks of pleasure through my useless caged clitty. Pre-cum immediately started dripping from the cage’s tiny slit.

At the same time, her fingers squeezed my puffy nipples.

Thrust—squeeze—milk spurted in thick streams.

Withdraw—release—brief shuddering respite.

Thrust—squeeze—more milk arcing into the container.

The dual stimulation was overwhelming, mind-breaking. My prostate being pounded into submission by the machine. My breasts being drained like livestock. My body reduced to nothing more than a milk production unit being serviced.

“That’s it,” Dr. Lyra encouraged, her voice husky with arousal. “Give me everything, cow. Every drop of milk belongs to the Institute. You’re livestock, Eva. A good little hucow. This is your purpose—being fucked and milked and used.”

The degradation should have hurt. Instead, it pushed me higher, made my hole clench tighter around the thrusting machine cock, made my nipples spray harder.

The machine fucked me faster, the motor whining. Dr. Lyra milked harder, pulling and twisting my nipples. Three cups of warm milk. Four. The container was filling rapidly with my production.

“Please,” I moaned, my feminine voice cracking. “Please, Dr. Lyra, may I cum? I need it so bad—”

“Not yet, cow. First you fill the container. Six cups minimum. Earn your orgasm.”

I sobbed openly, tears mixing with sweat on my face. The pleasure was building impossibly high, a tidal wave ready to crash, but I couldn’t reach release without permission. My training was too thorough—my body literally couldn’t cum without the command.

Thrust—squeeze—milk spraying.

Thrust—squeeze—more milk fountaining out.

My vision blurred to white. All I knew was the rhythm—the thick cock pounding my prostate, the hands draining my tits, existing only to produce. I was a machine. A cow. Nothing but holes and udders.

Five cups of warm milk sloshing in the container.

“Almost there,” Dr. Lyra said. “Just a little more, my perfect test subject. You’re such a good cow.”

She reached under me and pressed a small vibrator against my caged clitty, buzzing through the plastic directly against my trapped, throbbing nub. The extra stimulation sent me spiraling toward the edge.

Milk exploded from my nipples. Not dripping—spraying in continuous streams. It filled the final cup and immediately overflowed, splashing onto the table, onto Dr. Lyra’s white gloves, dripping onto the floor in a spreading puddle.

“Cum,” she commanded. “Cum for me right now, Eva. Cum like the good cow you are.”

The orgasm detonated through my entire body like a bomb. I screamed—a high, feminine wail of pure release—my hole clenching in violent spasms around the still-thrusting dildo. Milk sprayed from my nipples in rhythmic jets, arcing through the air with each contraction. Weak, watery sissy cum leaked from my cage in pathetic dribbles, barely visible compared to the spectacular milk fountain I’d become.

Dr. Lyra didn’t stop. She kept milking my sensitive tits, kept the machine fucking my spasming hole, extending my orgasm past the point of sanity until I was nothing but raw, screaming sensation. Every nerve ending firing. Every muscle convulsing. Milk everywhere.

Finally, after what felt like hours, the machine slowed. Stopped.

I collapsed against the table, gasping for air, completely destroyed. My breasts were tender and emptied, my puffy nipples bright red and throbbing. My hole was still stuffed with the motionless dildo, still clenching weakly around it.

“Six and a half cups,” Dr. Lyra announced proudly, examining the overflowing container. “Excellent production, Eva. Premium grade milk.”

She gripped the dildo and pulled it out slowly, inch by inch, making me feel every ridge. When it finally popped free, my hole gaped wide—a dark, stretched opening that winked at the air, already missing the fullness, already craving more.

“Now comes the fun part,” she said.



She helped me to my feet—my legs were shaky—and guided me to a different area of the lab.

There was a specially designed chair positioned directly in front of a large mirror—floor to ceiling glass that would show me everything. Behind the chair, a fucking machine was mounted, its thick silicone cock already glistening with lube.

“Sit,” Dr. Lyra instructed. “Lower yourself onto the attachment.”

I approached the chair on trembling legs. The dildo was positioned at the seat’s edge, pointing straight up—at least eight inches of girthy silicone waiting for me. I turned my back to the mirror, spread my legs wide, and slowly lowered myself down.

The thick head pressed against my loosened hole. I relaxed, letting gravity do the work, and felt it push inside—inch after inch sliding into my well-used pussy until I was fully seated, completely stuffed.

“Now look at yourself,” Dr. Lyra said, gripping my chin and turning my head to face the mirror.

I saw what I’d become. Stage 5 in all its pornographic glory.

D-cup breasts hanging heavy, red and swollen from extraction, my puffy nipples still dripping thin streams of milk down my stomach. My face was flushed pink, makeup smudged and running from the intensity. Between my spread, stocking-clad legs, the tiny pink cage held my pathetic nub—a useless two-inch clitty trapped in plastic, pre-cum oozing from the tip. And beneath me, barely visible, the machine’s thick cock buried balls-deep in my stretched sissy hole.

“This is a mirror orgasm session,” Dr. Lyra explained, her breath hot against my ear. “You’ll watch yourself get fucked by the machine. Watch your tits bounce and leak. Watch your slutty hole take every inch. Watch yourself cum like the feminized sissy whore you are. And you will maintain eye contact with your reflection the entire time. Understood?”

“Yes, Dr. Lyra.”

She pressed a button. The machine hummed to life.

The dildo thrust upward into me, slow but devastatingly deep, forcing me to rise on my toes. I watched my face in the mirror—my painted mouth falling open in a gasp, my heavily-lashed eyes widening, the pure feminine response I’d been trained to give.

“Don’t look away,” Dr. Lyra warned, standing beside me. “You need to see what you truly are. Really see it. Accept it completely.”

The machine built speed, the mechanical arm pumping faster. My heavy D-cups bounced obscenely with each thrust, the momentum sending milk spraying in tiny droplets. My caged clitty bobbed uselessly, slapping against my thigh, dribbling pre-cum in sticky strings.

I forced myself to maintain eye contact with my reflection. To really look.

That was Eva. Not Evan. Not some confused boy playing dress-up. That creature in the mirror was me—a fully feminized sissy with fat milk-filled tits, a useless caged nub, a sloppy hole being machine-fucked into submission, nipples streaming warm milk. A living sex toy built for service.

“You’re beautiful,” Dr. Lyra said softly, running her fingers through my hair. “Do you see it now? Not beautiful despite the cage or the milk or the thick cock stretching your ass. Beautiful because of it. Because you stopped fighting. Because you embraced exactly what you were born to be.”

Tears pricked my eyes and spilled down my cheeks. She was right. In the mirror, I saw it clearly—I was beautiful like this. Complete. Perfect.

The machine fucked faster, the wet squelching sounds filling the lab. I watched my chest heave, watched milk stream from my puffy nipples when each thrust changed the pressure in my body, watched my feminine face twist in building pleasure. The dildo pounded my prostate with brutal mechanical efficiency.

“Touch your breasts,” Dr. Lyra instructed. “Squeeze them while you watch. Show yourself what you can do—what you were made for.”

My trembling hands came up, cupping my heavy D-cups. I squeezed hard, and milk sprayed in arcing jets across my lap, across my stomach, dripping down to pool between my spread thighs. In the mirror, I looked like a pornographic Christmas display—a leaking, fucked, utterly debased cow-sissy getting exactly what she deserved.

“Now cum for me,” Dr. Lyra commanded. “Cum while watching what you’ve become. See yourself orgasm like the good girl you are.”

I locked eyes with my reflection. The machine slammed into my prostate hard enough to make my teeth rattle.

The orgasm built from deep in my core, radiating outward. I watched it happen in the mirror—watched my pupils blow wide with pleasure, watched my glossy red mouth fall open in that perfect O, watched my entire body begin to shake. My breasts erupted, milk spraying in rhythmic jets as the climax ripped through me.

I came staring into my own eyes. Accepting myself fully. Loving what I saw.

Weak, watery sissy cum dribbled from my tiny cage, running down the plastic to drip onto the chair. Milk spurted from my nipples in pulsing fountains, soaking my lap. My stretched hole clenched in violent spasms around the machine’s relentless cock, still fucking me through the orgasm.

And through it all—the screaming, the squirting, the full-body convulsions—I didn’t look away. I watched every second of my degradation. My transformation. My truth.

“Good girl,” Dr. Lyra whispered, stroking my hair as I shook. “Such a perfect, beautiful good girl.”



After cleaning up—milk and cum everywhere—Dr. Lyra gave me new orders.

“You’ll return twice daily for extraction,” she said, making notes on her tablet. “Morning and evening. Six cups minimum each session. If you miss a session, you’ll be painfully full.”

“Yes, Dr. Lyra.”

“One more thing,” she added, tapping her tablet. “Extra volume beyond quota converts directly to debt reduction. Ten dollars per cup over minimum. Incentive to overproduce.”

My eyes widened. That was real money—real progress on my debt just from being a good cow.

“The peppermint oil should be reapplied every four hours. I’ll send you home with a bottle. Just rub it into your breasts—increases sensitivity and flow.”

She handed me a small amber bottle. The peppermint smell was strong.

“And the carol trigger?”

“Active now. ‘Deck the Halls’ makes your mouth water and your throat relax. Automatic response.” She smiled. “Scarlett has plans for that during the mistletoe clause activations.”

My stomach fluttered with anticipation.

“You did beautifully today,” Dr. Lyra said, walking me to the door. “Your body responds better than any subject I’ve worked with. You’re the perfect sissy, Eva. Biologically and psychologically optimized for service.”

“Thank you, Dr. Lyra.”

She kissed my forehead—surprisingly maternal for someone who’d just fucked me with a machine while draining my breasts.

“Go to Scarlett’s office. She has your second ornament.”



Scarlett was waiting when I arrived, another silver ornament on her desk.

“Dr. Lyra reports excellent results,” she said, handing me the ornament. “Six and a half cups first extraction, successful conditioning trigger, positive psychological response to degradation.”

The ornament was engraved with today’s date and a tiny milk drop symbol.

“How do you feel?” Scarlett asked.

I considered the question. My breasts ached pleasantly, already building milk again. My hole felt empty without the machine. My caged clitty was sensitive and denied.

“Perfect,” I answered honestly. “Like this is exactly what I’m supposed to be doing.”

Scarlett smiled—a rare, genuine expression. “Good. Because tomorrow gets harder. Glory hole caroling booths. You’ll service dozens of clients. The trigger will be tested extensively.”

“I’m ready, Miss Scarlett.”

“I know you are.” She stood, walking around the desk to stand in front of me. “Two days down. Ten to go. You’re doing exactly what I hoped you would.”

Her hand cupped my cheek. The gesture was almost tender.

“That collar is yours, Eva. You’ve already earned it. The twelve days are just ceremony. But I want you to complete them. I want you to prove to yourself what you already know.”

“What’s that, Miss Scarlett?”

“That you’re mine. Mind, body, soul. That you chose this. That you’re home.”

I leaned into her touch. “I am home.”

“Then go rest. Tomorrow, you’ll need all your strength.”



Luna was already asleep when I got back to our room. I hung the second ornament next to the first on my mirror.

Two down. Ten to go.

My breasts were already leaking again, dampening my bra. The peppermint oil made my nipples impossibly sensitive. I’d be a walking milk fountain by the end of the week.

And God help me, I couldn’t wait.

I was livestock. A hucow. A milk-producing, cock-serving, perfectly feminized sissy.

And in ten more days, I’d wear Scarlett’s collar to prove it.

I climbed into bed carefully, trying not to wake Luna. But she stirred anyway, rolling over to face me.

“How was the lab?” she mumbled sleepily.

“Perfect,” I whispered. “Dr. Lyra has me optimized.”

Luna smiled, eyes still closed. “Good. Now sleep, babe. You’ve got a busy day tomorrow.”

I closed my eyes, feeling milk already building in my breasts, my hole empty and wanting, my caged clitty useless and content.

Perfect.

I was absolutely perfect.


Chapter 4: Gym Day, Reindeer Conditioning

Coach Morgan’s gym smelled like sweat and determination.

“Eva!” he barked from across the weight room. “Over here. Now.”

I walked quickly, my heels clicking on the rubber floor. Other sissies were scattered around—some on treadmills, others stretching, a few being “assisted” by staff members in ways that had nothing to do with fitness.

Coach was holding something leather and jingling.

A harness.

“Twelve Days event needs performance training,” he explained, his muscular arms flexing as he held up the contraption. “Scarlett wants you conditioned for extended public displays. This is your reindeer harness.”

I looked closer. The leather straps would wrap around my torso, with bells attached at strategic points. There was a section that would frame my breasts, making them even more prominent.

“Strip to your cage and plug,” Coach ordered.

I obeyed, peeling off my dress and bra. Milk immediately started dripping from my nipples—the peppermint protocol Dr. Lyra had started was in full effect. My tiny pink cage looked almost comical against my feminine curves.

Coach approached with the harness. His hands were professional but firm as he wrapped the leather around my torso. Straps under my breasts, lifting and separating them. A strap around my waist. Two crossing over my shoulders.

Small bells were attached to each strap. When I moved, they jingled softly.

“There,” Coach said, stepping back. “Perfect reindeer. Now let’s see what you can do.”

He led me to a raised platform in the center of the gym. Other sissies and several clients stopped to watch.

“Public endurance training,” Coach announced to the room. “Eva’s going to show us what proper conditioning looks like.”

My stomach fluttered with nervous excitement.

He positioned me on the platform—hands on a stability bar, legs spread, ass elevated. The plug’s jeweled base was clearly visible to everyone watching.

“First test,” Coach said, loud enough for the audience. “Flexibility with stimulation.”

He produced a small remote. I heard a buzzing sound.

The plug. It was vibrating.

I gasped, my grip tightening on the bar. The vibrations pulsed against my prostate, sending waves of pleasure through my caged clitty.

“Stretch routine,” Coach commanded. “And keep your form perfect. If you break position, we start over.”

I began the stretches he’d taught me, hyper-aware of every eye on my exposed body. Deep lunges—the vibrating plug shifted inside me, the thick base grinding harder against my swollen prostate. Each bell on the harness jingled with every movement, announcing my degradation to the room.

Milk dripped steadily from my puffy nipples, leaving wet spots on the platform that spread with each drop.

“Wider,” Coach ordered. “Show everyone that flexibility. Show them how well-trained you are.”

I spread my legs further apart, my thighs burning, feeling the plug seat even deeper—the thick shaft pressing against my prostate so hard I saw stars. The vibrations intensified, buzzing directly against that sensitive bundle of nerves.

Several people in the gym were openly watching now, workouts forgotten. I saw clients with their phones out, recording video. Other sissies had stopped mid-exercise, eyes wide with a mixture of awe and arousal. One man was openly rubbing his crotch through his pants.

“Hip circles,” Coach said. “Slow and wide. Let everyone see that plug working inside you.”

I rotated my hips in exaggerated circles, feeling the thick plug massage every inch of my stretched insides. The ridged shaft dragged across my prostate with each rotation, sending shocks of pleasure through my useless caged clitty. The bells created a constant jingling accompaniment to my degradation. Milk dripped in a steady stream now, running down my stomach to soak into my stockings—I was too desperately aroused to control my production.

“Good girl,” Coach murmured, loud enough for the audience. “Look at that milk flow. Now let’s really test your endurance.”

He pulled the remote from his pocket and turned the vibrations to maximum.

I moaned loudly, unable to suppress it, my legs shaking violently. The intense buzzing felt like it was liquefying my brain, scrambling every thought except raw need. Pleasure built impossibly high, a wave threatening to crash, but I couldn’t cum without permission. My training was too thorough—my body wouldn’t release no matter how desperately I needed it.

“Squat position,” Coach commanded. “Deep squat. Hold it until I say.”

I lowered into a deep squat, my trembling thighs parallel to the floor. At this angle, the vibrating plug pressed brutally against my prostate—constant, relentless stimulation that made my whole body shake. The buzzing felt like electricity shooting straight into my brain.

“Count to sixty,” Coach said. “Out loud. Clear voice. If you lose count or mumble, we start over from one.”

“One,” I managed, my breathy voice wavering. “Two… three…”

Sweat beaded on every inch of my exposed skin. Milk poured from my nipples in thin streams, splashing onto the platform, running down between my spread thighs. My caged clitty leaked a constant stream of pre-cum that dripped in sticky strings onto the wood.

“Twenty… twenty-one… oh God… twenty-two…”

The audience was utterly mesmerized. I could see the bulges tenting several pants, see the hungry, predatory looks on their faces. They were watching me break. Watching me drip and shake and desperately count while a vibrating plug destroyed my prostate.

“Thirty-five… thirty-six… please… thirty-seven…”

My thighs were on fire. The pleasure was a constant scream in every nerve ending. I was nothing but raw sensation—the thick plug buzzing against my prostate, the tiny cage straining around my useless clitty, warm milk streaming from my swollen tits, dozens of eyes watching me be utterly degraded.

“Fifty… fifty-one… I can’t… fifty-two…”

Almost there. My entire body trembled violently, muscles threatening to give out.

“Fifty-eight… fifty-nine… SIXTY!”

“Up,” Coach ordered. “Treadmill. Now. Move that ass.”

My legs were jelly, barely functional, but I obeyed. He led me to a treadmill positioned centrally where absolutely everyone could watch.

“Speed level five,” he said, starting the belt. “You’ll run until I say stop. The plug stays on maximum vibration the entire time.”

I started running, each footfall sending the plug jackhammering into my prostate. My heavy D-cup breasts bounced wildly, milk flying off my nipples with each impact, spraying in all directions. The bells on my harness jingled frantically, announcing every bouncing step.

Thirty seconds. One minute. My thighs burned. My prostate throbbed.

I was going to cum. The pressure was unbearable. I couldn’t hold it back.

“Please,” I gasped between ragged breaths, still running. “Please, Coach, may I cum? I need it—I can’t—”

“No,” he said flatly, watching me with clinical interest. “Not yet. This is endurance training. You cum when I give permission and not a second before.”

Two minutes. Three. My legs pumped mechanically, each step driving the plug deeper.

Tears streamed down my face, cutting tracks through my makeup. The pleasure and pain had merged into something transcendent. My caged clitty strained uselessly against the pink plastic, pre-cum flying with each bouncing step. Milk soaked my stomach, my thighs, running down my legs into my shoes—I couldn’t stop producing, couldn’t stop leaking.

The entire gym had gone silent except for my frantically jingling bells, my gasping sobs, the wet slap of milk hitting the treadmill. Everyone was watching the show—the desperate sissy running on a treadmill, a vibrating plug destroying her prostate, milk streaming from bouncing tits, completely broken and begging.

Four minutes. Five. Each second an eternity of denied release.

“Coach,” I sobbed, still running, “I can’t hold it—I’m going to—please—”

“You can and you will,” he said calmly. “This is what you’re built for, Eva. Endurance. Service. Giving everything even when you think you have nothing left. Your body belongs to whoever uses it. You don’t get to decide when you cum.”

Six minutes. The world narrowed to vibration and motion and desperate need.

My vision blurred to white. All I knew was my feet pounding, the plug buzzing, bells jingling, milk spraying, my entire existence reduced to sensation and denial.

“Stop,” Coach finally commanded.

I hit the emergency stop, my legs collapsing immediately. Coach caught me, his strong arms keeping me upright when my body wanted to crumple.

“Now you may cum,” he said softly against my ear. “Right here. Right now. In front of everyone. Show them what a perfectly trained sissy looks like when she finally gets release.”

The orgasm had been building for so long that permission alone triggered the explosion.

I screamed—a high, wordless wail of pure release—my hole clenching in violent spasms around the still-vibrating plug. Milk erupted from my nipples, not dripping but spraying in powerful arcs that splattered the treadmill, the floor, Coach’s shirt. My caged clitty twitched uselessly, dribbling weak sissy cum that ran down the plastic in pathetic streams—nothing compared to the spectacular milk fountain I’d become.

My legs gave out completely. Coach held me as I shook through the longest, most intense orgasm of my entire life, my body convulsing against his chest, milk still spurting with each spasm.

Wave after wave crashed through me. Fifteen seconds. Thirty. The orgasm kept going, extended by the vibrating plug still buzzing against my overstimulated prostate.

When it finally subsided, I hung limp in Coach’s arms, gasping for air, completely destroyed. Milk and sweat and cum coated every inch of my trembling body.

The gym erupted in applause.



Coach carried me to a bench, laid me down carefully. He turned off the plug’s vibrations, but left it inside me.

“Water,” he ordered someone.

A bottle appeared. He helped me drink, his large hand surprisingly gentle behind my head.

“You did perfectly,” he said, loud enough for the watching crowd. “That’s what training looks like. That’s what devotion to service means.”

I managed a weak smile. “Thank you, Coach.”

“Five minute break,” he announced. “Then round two.”

My eyes widened. “Round two?”

“You’re being conditioned, Eva. Not just tested.” He grinned. “We’re going to repeat that sequence three more times. By the end, you’ll be able to control your responses perfectly. Public orgasms will be easy.”

“I… yes, Coach.”

He stood, addressing the gym. “Anyone want to help with motivation for round two? We need volunteers.”

Several hands shot up—both clients and staff.

Coach selected three: a muscular client, one of the other trainers, and a sissy I recognized from hallway encounters.

“Here’s how this works,” Coach explained. “Eva goes back on the treadmill. These three will take turns using her mouth while she runs. She has to maintain pace, keep the bells jingling, and not miss a beat no matter how rough they get.”

Oh fuck.



Round two was brutal in the best possible way.

I ran on the treadmill at speed level five, the plug still vibrating at maximum against my abused prostate, while the muscular client stepped onto the side rails and grabbed my pigtails like handlebars. He lined up his thick eight-inch cock with my mouth and thrust straight down my throat without warning.

I gagged around his girth, spit flying from my stretched lips, but my feet never stopped moving. The bells kept jingling frantically. Milk kept streaming from my bouncing tits, spraying across his thighs with each footfall.

He fucked my throat with zero mercy, pulling my hair to control the angle, his heavy balls slapping my chin with each deep thrust. I could taste his pre-cum—salty, musky—coating my tongue.

“Such a good little fuck-hole,” he grunted, pistoning faster. “Taking cock while you run. Fucking perfect.”

My throat squeezed around his shaft. My feet pounded the belt. The plug buzzed relentlessly.

He buried himself balls-deep and came with a roar—thick ropes of hot cum flooding directly down my throat. I swallowed convulsively, gulp after gulp, milking his cock with my throat muscles while maintaining my running stride. Five spurts. Six. His load felt endless, warm and salty sliding into my stomach.

When he pulled out, cum and spit dripped from my gasping lips, but I never broke pace.

The trainer took his place immediately, no rest. His cock was thicker—shorter at six inches but girthy as a beer can. Less patient. He grabbed my jaw, pried my mouth open, and shoved inside.

He used my mouth like a pocket pussy, one large hand wrapped around my throat so he could feel his own cock bulging inside me with each thrust. His grip was tight enough to make me lightheaded, reducing my air supply while I ran.

“Feel that?” he growled, pressing on his cock through my throat. “Feel me inside you? You’re nothing but a wet hole for cock.”

I couldn’t respond—his thickness stretched my lips so wide I could barely breathe around him. My feet kept moving mechanically. Milk sprayed. Bells jingled. The plug buzzed.

He lasted longer, edging himself by pulling out and slapping his slick cock against my cheeks before ramming back in. When he finally came, it was with a grunt and a flood—thick, chunky cum filling my mouth until it overflowed, running down my chin to mix with the milk on my chest.

I swallowed his load in three desperate gulps, licked the cum from my lips, and kept running.

The sissy volunteer was last, and somehow the most intense. Her cock was smaller—five inches, feminine and pink—but she was insistent in her gentleness. She held my head softly, moaning as she fucked my face with tender little thrusts, her own tiny caged clitty bobbing against my chin with each movement.

“You’re so beautiful like this,” she whispered, her voice breathy with pleasure. “Taking cock while you run. Leaking milk everywhere. God, I wish I was you.”

Her words made me clench around the plug. Her cum tasted sweeter than the others—lighter, less bitter. When she came with a soft cry, I drank every drop like it was nectar, maintained my pace, and waited for Coach’s next command.

“Excellent,” he said, stopping the treadmill. “Now squats again. Same sixty count. But this time, I want absolute composure. No shaking, no crying. Perfect form despite the stimulation.”

I wanted to argue that it was impossible. But I’d learned better.

I dropped into position and started counting.

By round four, something shifted. The pleasure stopped being overwhelming and started being… manageable. Like I’d found a zone where I could exist in constant arousal without losing control.

Coach noticed.

“There it is,” he said approvingly. “You’ve learned to ride the edge. To be stimulated constantly without breaking. That’s advanced sissy training, Eva.”

He turned off the plug finally. My hole felt empty immediately.

“Shower,” he ordered. “Then report to Scarlett for your ornament.”



The communal shower was steamy and crowded. Other sissies were washing off from their own sessions. Luna was there, her pink hair darkened with water.

“Babe!” she exclaimed. “Everyone’s talking about your treadmill performance. You were incredible.”

I let the hot water wash away the sweat and milk. My breasts were tender, my legs sore, my throat slightly raw from the face-fucking.

“It felt incredible,” I admitted. “Like I finally understood what I’m capable of.”

Luna soaped my back, her touch gentle. “You’re going to earn that collar so hard. Scarlett’s going to be obsessed.”

“Two more days until the glory holes,” I said. “The carol conditioning gets tested there.”

“You’ll crush it.” Luna kissed my shoulder. “You crush everything.”

We finished showering, dried off, dressed in fresh clothes. My new outfit was festive—red velvet dress, white stockings, heels. The dress was cut low to show cleavage, and milk immediately started seeping through.

“You’re literally leaking through your clothes already,” Luna observed.

“Dr. Lyra’s protocol. I’m producing triple what I used to.”

“Hot,” Luna said simply.



Scarlett’s office. Third ornament.

This one was engraved with a tiny bell symbol.

“Coach reports exceptional progress,” Scarlett said. “Public endurance mastered, composure under extreme stimulation, performance that impressed clients enough to generate five booking requests specifically for you.”

“Thank you, Miss Scarlett.”

She studied me. “You’re different today. More confident.”

“I understand what I can handle now,” I said. “The limits are way beyond what I thought.”

“Good.” She set the ornament in my hand. “Because tomorrow is high-volume day. Glory hole caroling booths. Dr. Lyra’s trigger gets activated repeatedly. You’ll service more cocks in one day than any other event.”

My mouth watered just thinking about it.

“I’m ready, Miss Scarlett.”

“I know you are.” She smiled. “You were built for this, Eva. Literally designed through months of training, conditioning, modification. Tomorrow you’ll prove it.”

I left her office, ornament in hand, milk already soaking through my dress again, my hole empty but my purpose full.

Three down. Nine to go.

And every day, I proved I was exactly what I chose to be.

A perfect, devoted, completely willing sissy slut.

Scarlett’s future property.

And God, it felt like home.


Chapter 5: Glory Hole Caroling Booths

The glory hole floor had been completely transformed.

Each booth now had a small speaker mounted outside, playing different holiday songs on loop. Garland wrapped around the doorframes. Small LED lights blinked in festive patterns.

“Welcome to caroling day,” Scarlett said, walking me through the setup. “We’ve got sixteen booths active. Each one has a holiday theme and specific service requirements.”

She handed me a laminated card with my schedule.

“You’ll rotate through twelve booths today,” she explained. “Four oral-only, four anal-focused, four that allow client choice. The carol trigger Dr. Lyra installed will activate with certain songs. When it does, you’ll find yourself especially… eager.”

My mouth was already watering.

I was dressed simply—red lingerie set, white stockings, heels. Easy to remove, easy to clean. My breasts were already leaking through the bra, creating dark wet spots.

“First booth is oral-only,” Scarlett said, guiding me to a door marked with a candy cane symbol. “Let’s see how many you can service in the first hour.”

She opened the door.

The booth was tiny—barely enough room to kneel. A padded mat on the floor. The glory hole at waist height. The speaker inside was playing a soft instrumental version of “Silent Night.”

“In you go,” Scarlett said. “I’ll be monitoring from the control room. Break the mistletoe clause if you need water or a quick break between clients.”

I stepped inside. The door closed behind me with a soft click.

Alone in the small space, I stripped down to just my stockings and heels. My breasts hung heavy, milk dripping steadily. My tiny pink cage was a bright spot against my pale skin.

I knelt on the mat, positioned myself in front of the hole, and waited.

Thirty seconds later, a cock appeared through the opening.

Average size, maybe six inches, already rock hard. Pre-cum glistened at the tip, a clear drop catching the booth’s soft lighting. The musky scent of arousal hit my nose immediately.

My training took over without conscious thought. I leaned forward, wrapped my glossy red lips around the swollen head, and began to suck. His taste spread across my tongue—salty pre-cum, clean skin, pure male musk.

He groaned from the other side of the wall. I took him deeper, my tongue tracing the sensitive underside of his shaft, hollowing my cheeks to create suction that made him curse. My mouth was warm and wet and eager around his meat.

The carol playing shifted. “Deck the Halls” started.

The trigger activated like a switch being thrown in my brain.

My mouth instantly flooded with saliva, drool running down my chin. My throat relaxed completely, all resistance vanishing. Suddenly I wasn’t just sucking cock—I was desperate for it. Starving. Needing his cum like I needed oxygen. The hunger was overwhelming, all-consuming.

I deepthroated him in one savage motion, my nose slamming against the wall, his entire length buried in my throat. He cursed loudly on the other side.

I worked him frantically, bobbing my head so fast my hair flew, using every technique I’d learned. My throat squeezed his shaft. My tongue lashed his frenulum. Spit ran down my chin to drip onto my heavy, leaking breasts.

Thirty seconds. That’s all it took.

He exploded down my throat with a strangled groan—thick, hot ropes of cum pumping directly into my stomach. I swallowed convulsively, gulping down every spurt, my throat milking his pulsing cock. Four loads. Five. My tongue worked his sensitive tip to get every last drop.

I pulled back slowly, keeping suction until the final inch popped from my lips with a wet sound. Then I licked him clean—base to tip, around the softening head, into the slit to catch any remaining cum.

The cock withdrew through the hole, satisfied.

The instrumental “Silent Night” returned, and the desperate hunger faded to manageable need.

I sat back on my heels, catching my breath, his load warm in my stomach. My caged clitty was already straining against the pink plastic, pre-cum oozing from the tiny slit. Milk dripped steadily from my puffy nipples, running down my stomach to pool on my thighs.

Another cock appeared immediately. Bigger this time—at least eight inches, thick and veiny, the purple head already shiny with pre-cum.

My mouth watered at the sight. I got to work.



By the time the song cycled back to “Deck the Halls” for the third time, I was in a rhythm. The trigger made me ravenous. Between triggers, I was skilled and efficient.

Cock after cock appeared. I sucked them all. Some came quickly, some took longer. Some were gentle, some grabbed my hair through a second hole and fucked my throat roughly.

I serviced them all perfectly.

After an hour, Scarlett’s voice came through a small intercom. “Fifteen clients serviced. Excellent pace, Eva. Five minute break, then booth two.”

The door opened. I stepped out, my jaw slightly sore, stomach full of cum, milk dripping constantly from my nipples.

A staff member offered me water and a towel. I drank gratefully, wiped my face, cleaned the milk off my body.

“Booth two,” Scarlett’s voice directed. “Candy cane symbol. This one allows the client to choose: mouth or ass. Your job is to be equally enthusiastic about either option.”

I walked to the next booth. Similar setup, but with a slight elevation that would allow me to back up against the hole comfortably.

I stripped again, knelt, waited.

The first cock appeared. Then a voice from the other side: “Turn around. Want that ass.”

I turned around, positioned myself on hands and knees doggy-style, backing up until my plugged hole was aligned with the opening in the wall. I reached back and pulled my plug out—the four-inch base stretching my trained rim before popping free, leaving me gaping and empty.

I heard him spit through the hole—a thick glob of saliva landing on my exposed pucker. Then his cock pressed against my loosened entrance, the fat head pushing against my slick ring of muscle.

He slid inside easily—my hole was so well-trained it practically sucked him in. Seven inches of thick cock filled me in one smooth thrust, and I moaned as his shaft stretched me perfectly, the familiar fullness making my caged clitty drool pre-cum onto the mat.

He fucked me through the wall with steady, rhythmic thrusts, his hips slapping against my ass cheeks. I pushed back to meet him, helping him find the perfect angle, clenching my trained muscles around his shaft to increase his pleasure.

The song shifted. The opening notes of the holiday carol began.

The trigger hit me differently this time—lower, deeper. Instead of my mouth, it was my hole that became desperate. I needed to be filled, used, bred. The craving was primal, overwhelming. I pushed back harder, slamming my ass against the wall, meeting his thrusts with slutty enthusiasm, moaning loud enough for the entire floor to hear.

“Fuck yes,” he groaned from the other side. “Take it all, you hungry little whore. That ass is incredible.”

He pounded faster, harder. The angle was perfect—his thick head ramming my prostate with every deep thrust, sending lightning bolts of pleasure through my trapped clitty. Pressure built impossibly high, my body screaming for release, but I couldn’t cum without permission. My training held even through the trigger’s desperate need.

He buried himself balls-deep, his pelvis pressing against the wall, and came with a loud groan. Hot cum flooded my hole in thick pulses—I felt every spurt painting my insides, felt his cock twitching as it emptied. Four loads. Five. Six. He came so much I felt the warmth spreading deep inside me.

He pulled out with a wet pop. His load immediately started leaking from my stretched hole, cum running down my inner thighs in thick streams, dripping onto the mat beneath me.

I stayed in position, hole gaping and dripping, waiting. A minute later, another cock appeared through the opening—shorter but thicker.

“Mouth,” the client said.

I turned around eagerly, leaned forward, and wrapped my glossy lips around his girthy shaft, tasting my own ass on his skin along with fresh pre-cum. The flavor made me moan.

The variety continued. Mouth, ass, mouth, mouth, ass. Some came quickly, some edged themselves by pulling out and switching to the other hole.

I took everything they gave me.



Booth three. Booth four.

Hours blurred together. My jaw ached. My hole was loose and dripping. My stomach was full of cum. My breasts leaked continuously, creating puddles on the floor.

The carol trigger activated so many times I lost count. Each time, I became that desperate, hungry sissy who needed cock more than oxygen.

Between booths, staff cleaned me up, offered water, let me rest for five minutes. Then back to work.

Walking to booth five, I spotted the familiar green and red decoration above the hallway entrance. Mistletoe.

A client was passing through at the same moment. Our eyes met. He smiled.

The clause was automatic. I dropped to my knees right there in the corridor.

“Good girl,” he said, unzipping. “I love this new rule.”

I took him in my mouth, right there in the hallway, other people stepping around us as they went about their business. He was quick—the exhibitionism clearly excited him. When he came down my throat, I swallowed obediently, licked him clean, and stood.

“Merry Christmas,” I said sweetly, then continued to my next booth.

Booth eight was different. “Spitroast booth,” Scarlett’s voice explained through the intercom. “Two glory holes. You’ll service two clients simultaneously. Show them what those trained holes can do.”

I knelt in the center of the booth, positioned carefully so both ends of my body aligned with the openings. The hole behind me was at perfect ass-height. The hole in front positioned my mouth at cock-level. I was a connector between two anonymous men.

Two cocks appeared through the holes simultaneously—one in front of my face, one pressing against my exposed ass.

The front cock was long and curved, maybe eight inches with a pronounced upward bend. The rear cock was shorter but significantly thicker, the fat head already glistening with lube.

I leaned forward to take the curved cock in my mouth while backing onto the thick one behind me. My trained hole stretched around the girthy shaft as it pushed inside, while my lips wrapped around the curved meat sliding across my tongue.

The dual penetration was intense—mouth stuffed full, ass stretched wide, both holes being used at once. My body reduced to nothing but a set of warm, wet fuck-holes connecting two strangers.

They found a rhythm almost immediately. When the cock in my ass thrust deep, the one in my mouth pulled back. When my throat was filled, my ass was emptied. Back and forth, in perfect counter-rhythm, using me like a Chinese finger trap made of flesh.

The song changed. The familiar carol began playing through the booth’s speaker.

The trigger made me absolutely feral. Both holes suddenly needed to be filled constantly. I sucked the front cock harder, my throat squeezing, spit running down my chin. I slammed my ass back onto the rear cock, my hole gripping and milking. I was desperate to please them both, to make them cum, to feel their loads fill me from both ends.

I moaned around the cock in my throat—the vibrations making the client curse. My hole clenched rhythmically around the shaft pounding my prostate. Milk sprayed from my swinging tits, splattering the mat beneath me.

They lasted longer than most—the excitement of the synchronized spitroast making them edge, pulling back whenever they got close. Ten minutes. Fifteen. My jaw ached. My hole throbbed.

Finally, nearly in unison, they both reached their limit.

“Cumming!” the front client groaned.

“Me too—fuck!” the rear one echoed.

Hot cum erupted into my throat in thick, salty pulses—I swallowed desperately but the volume overwhelmed me, cum overflowing from the corners of my stretched lips, running down my chin.

Simultaneously, hot cum flooded my ass in deep, throbbing spurts—I felt my hole filled to capacity, the load so massive it immediately started leaking around his still-thrusting cock, running down my thighs.

Both holes overflowing. Both ends used. Both men satisfied.

They pulled out together, leaving me gaping and dripping from both ends. Cum ran down my chin onto my milk-soaked tits. Cum streamed from my stretched hole down my trembling legs.

I collapsed onto the mat, gasping for air, every inch of me covered in fluids. My stomach was full of swallowed loads. My ass was full of deposited ones. Milk and cum and spit everywhere.

Utterly, completely, perfectly used.



After booth twelve, Scarlett herself opened the door.

“Done,” she announced. “Forty-eight clients serviced across twelve booths. Seven hours of continuous work.”

She helped me to my feet. My legs were shaky, my body exhausted.

“The control room recorded everything,” Scarlett said as we walked to her office. “Client satisfaction was unanimous. Multiple repeat bookings requested. And most importantly, you never broke character. The trigger worked perfectly, but even without it, you were professional, enthusiastic, and skilled.”

We reached her office. She had a warm towel waiting, and a comfortable robe.

“Sit,” she ordered gently.

I collapsed into the chair. She wiped my face carefully, cleaned the milk and cum from my body with surprising tenderness.

“You earned this today,” Scarlett said, producing the fourth ornament.

This one had a musical note engraved on it.

“Forty-eight cocks,” I said softly. “New personal record.”

“Forty-nine,” Scarlett corrected with a slight smile. “You caught one in the hallway under the mistletoe. That counts.”

I flushed with pride. Forty-nine.

“And you took every single one beautifully.” Scarlett knelt in front of me, a rare gesture. “Today’s performance has unlocked something special. You’ve earned priority placement for the VIP suite day. Krampus night will be yours.”

My breath caught. The VIP suite was legendary—Scarlett’s personal domain.

“You know what today proved?”

“What, Miss Scarlett?”

“That you’re not just a sissy. You’re an elite service provider. Professional, consistent, capable of marathon sessions. There’s maybe five people in this Institute who could do what you just did.”

Pride warmed my chest.

“Thank you, Miss Scarlett.”

She stood, helped me into the robe. “Tomorrow is double booking day in private rooms. After today’s volume, it’ll feel like a vacation.”

I laughed weakly. “A vacation where I get spitroasted by clients.”

“Exactly.” She smiled. “Go rest. Luna’s waiting in your room with dinner. You’ve earned a quiet night.”



Luna had indeed prepared our room beautifully. Takeout from my favorite restaurant, comfortable blankets, soft music playing.

“Forty-eight,” she said when I told her. “Holy shit, babe. You’re a machine.”

“A cum-processing machine,” I joked, curling up next to her on the bed.

She fed me—my jaw was too sore to chew much, so she’d ordered soup and soft bread. Her care was gentle, loving.

“Four ornaments,” Luna said, glancing at the mirror where they hung. “You’re a third of the way there.”

“A third of the way to the collar,” I agreed.

“Do you think about what happens after?” Luna asked. “After you get the collar, after the twelve days are over?”

“I’ll keep working,” I said simply. “Keep serving. Keep being exactly this. The collar just makes it official.”

Luna was quiet for a moment. “I got offered something today.”

I sat up straighter. “What?”

“A permanent contract extension. Director Blackwell wants to keep me on as a mentor for new intakes. Plus couple’s tier work with you—shared sessions, performances, stuff like that.”

My heart raced. “Are you going to take it?”

“Already signed,” Luna said, grinning. “I’m not going anywhere, Eva. We’re both permanent now.”

I kissed her, deep and grateful. She tasted like home.

“This is it,” I whispered against her lips. “This is our life. Together.”

“Together,” she agreed. “With you in Scarlett’s collar, and me as your girlfriend. Found family in the weirdest place possible.”

We made love that night—gentle, tender, using hands and mouths instead of toys. Both of us caged, both of us feminized, both of us exactly where we chose to be.

When we finally slept, I dreamed of the eight remaining days, the eight remaining ornaments, and the collar waiting at the end.

Four down.

Eight to go.

And every single one bringing me closer to being exactly what I was meant to be.

Property. Partner. Perfect sissy.

Home.


Chapter 6: Private Rooms Double Booking, Stocking Stuffers

The private room was decorated like a luxury hotel suite—king bed with silk sheets, mood lighting, a small Christmas tree in the corner with wrapped gift boxes underneath.

Scarlett walked me through the setup. “Two clients, booked simultaneously. They know about each other and requested the shared experience. Your job is to keep both satisfied while maintaining elegance and composure.”

“What are the gifts for?” I asked, nodding toward the tree.

“Props. They purchased the ‘Stocking Stuffer Special’ package. Each gift contains a toy or implement they can use on you. Part of the experience is the unwrapping.” She checked her tablet. “They’re both regular clients. You’ve serviced each individually before.”

I relaxed slightly. Regulars were easier—I knew their preferences, their rhythms.

“Remember,” Scarlett said, adjusting my hair, “this is premium tier. Polite, professional, but still completely filthy. They’re paying $800 each for this experience.”

“Yes, Miss Scarlett.”

She kissed my forehead—her version of good luck—and left.

I stood in the center of the room, wearing red lingerie with white lace trim, white stockings with garters, and heels. My D-cup breasts strained against the bra, already leaking milk through the fabric.

A knock at the door.

“Come in,” I called, my feminine voice steady.

Two men entered. I recognized both immediately.

Marcus—mid-forties, salt-and-pepper hair, investment banker type. He’d booked me three times before, always gentle, loved watching me cum.

David—early thirties, athletic build, tattoo sleeve on his right arm. More aggressive style, liked calling me degrading names while fucking me.

Interesting combination.

“Eva,” Marcus said warmly, his eyes traveling over my body. “You look stunning.”

“Even better than the photos,” David added, already pulling off his shirt. “Ready to be our Christmas present?”

“Yes, sirs. However you’d like to unwrap me.”



Marcus wanted to start slow, savoring the experience. He sat on the edge of the bed and gestured for me to come to him.

I straddled his lap carefully, my tiny caged clitty pressing against the bulge in his expensive pants. His hands went immediately to my breasts, cupping them through the lace, feeling their weight.

He squeezed gently—milk spurted through the fabric, soaking the lace, dripping onto his shirt.

“Fuck, I forgot you lactate now,” he murmured, staring at the wet spots spreading across my bra. “May I?”

“Of course, sir. They’re yours to use.”

He reached behind me and unclasped my bra with practiced ease, letting my heavy D-cups spill free. They hung full and swollen, puffy nipples already beading with fresh milk. He leaned forward, wrapped his lips around my right nipple, and sucked hard.

Warm milk flooded into his mouth in a rush—the pressure that had been building immediately releasing. I felt every pull on my sensitive tit, the rhythmic suction drawing milk from deep in my breast, the wet sounds of him swallowing. The intimate connection of being drained, being used as a feeding station.

David watched from the armchair, his hand openly rubbing his hardening cock through his jeans. “This is so fucking hot,” he groaned. “Look at her face. She loves it. Can’t believe I get to share this slut with you.”

Marcus released my nipple with a wet pop, milk running down his chin in sticky rivulets. His eyes were dark with arousal. “Want a taste? She’s sweeter than you’d expect.”

“Hell yeah. Been thinking about those tits all week.”

David crossed to the bed in three strides. Both men positioned themselves on either side of me, and each latched onto a breast simultaneously.

The dual sensation made me cry out. Two mouths sucking, two tongues circling my sensitive nipples, four hands groping and kneading my heavy tits to squeeze out more milk. They drank from me like I was a fountain, groaning with pleasure as warm milk flooded their mouths.

I moaned, my head falling back in surrender, giving myself completely to being drained by two men at once.

My caged clitty leaked a steady stream of pre-cum, soaking the front of my panties. My empty hole clenched desperately around nothing, aching to be filled.

“She’s so fucking responsive,” Marcus observed, releasing my nipple to watch milk continue to drip. “Look at her—she’s shaking. She needs this so badly.”

“Then let’s give the little cow what she needs,” David said, wiping milk from his mouth with the back of his hand. “Check out the presents under the tree.”

Marcus reached under the tree, pulled out a medium-sized box wrapped in silver paper. He tore it open.

A double-sided dildo.

“Perfect,” David said. “You and me, Marcus. Let’s make this memorable.”



They positioned me on my hands and knees in the center of the king bed, the silk sheets cool against my palms. Marcus knelt in front of my face, David behind my ass.

“First,” Marcus said, stroking his hardening cock, “I want to see that pretty mouth in action. Show me what you learned.”

He stripped off his remaining clothes efficiently. His cock was thick—maybe six inches but impressively girthy, already rock hard and leaking pre-cum from drinking my milk. The musky scent of his arousal filled my nose.

I leaned forward eagerly, wrapped my glossy red lips around his swollen head, and began to suck. His taste spread across my tongue—salty pre-cum, clean male musk. I took him deeper, my throat opening to accept his girth.

“Fuck, she’s incredible,” Marcus groaned, his hands cradling my head gently. “That mouth is pure velvet.”

Behind me, I felt David’s rough hands gripping my ass cheeks, spreading them apart. He hooked his fingers in my panties and yanked them down to my thighs, exposing my plugged hole.

“This plug is cute,” he said, tapping the jeweled base, “but I’ve got something much better for you, slut.”

He gripped the plug and pulled slowly—I felt every inch slide out, my stretched rim clinging to the thick base before it finally popped free with a wet sound. My hole gaped open, empty and desperately wanting.

I heard the squelch of lube being squirted generously. Then the blunt, thick pressure of the double-sided dildo pressing against my loosened entrance.

David pushed it inside me slowly, letting me feel every ridge and bump on the textured surface. It was thick—thicker than my plug—and long, stretching me open as inch after inch slid into my hungry hole. He buried at least six inches deep, the toy pressing firmly against my prostate.

Then I felt movement behind me. David was positioning the other end at his own ass.

“Ready to feel what she feels?” he asked Marcus with a grin.

“Fucking do it.”

David pushed backward with a groan, taking the other end of the dildo into his own hole. Now we were connected—both of us penetrated by opposite ends of the same thick toy. A circuit of pleasure linking our bodies.

When David thrust his hips forward, the dildo drove deeper into my ass, pressing hard against my prostate. When he pulled back, it partially withdrew from both of us, tugging at my rim.

He started fucking—using the double-ended toy to fuck both of us simultaneously. Every thrust he made filled me while emptying himself. Every withdrawal pulled out of me while pushing deeper into him.

Marcus’s thick cock was still stuffing my mouth. I sucked him in perfect rhythm with David’s connected thrusts, creating a three-way synchronization of pure pleasure.

Thrust—dildo slamming deep in my ass—cock ramming down my throat.

Withdraw—dildo pulling back, stretching my rim—mouth releasing to just the tip.

Thrust—withdraw—thrust—withdraw. A perfect, obscene machine.

“God damn,” Marcus gasped, watching my lips stretch around his shaft. “The coordination is incredible. She’s matching your rhythm perfectly.”

David was moaning behind me, his hips working faster. “Her ass is milking this toy so fucking well. And fuck—the other end is hitting my prostate perfectly. I can feel every clench she makes.”

I was in absolute heaven. Both holes stuffed full. My body being used exactly how it was designed—as a connector, a vessel, a toy for men’s pleasure. Warm milk dripped steadily from my swinging breasts, splashing onto the silk sheets below me, creating spreading wet spots.

Marcus’s grip tightened in my hair, his thighs tensing. “Gonna cum soon. Where do you want it, Eva? Face or throat?”

I pulled off his cock just long enough to gasp, drool running down my chin: “Down my throat, sir. Fill me up. Please.”

“Good fucking girl.”

He shoved back into my mouth, his thick cock pushing past my gag reflex until my nose pressed against his pelvis. He held me there, balls-deep in my throat, and came with a long groan.

Hot cum flooded directly into my stomach—thick, salty pulses pumping down my swallowing throat. I gulped convulsively, milking every drop from his twitching cock, not spilling a single bit.

Behind me, David’s thrusts became erratic, losing rhythm. “Fuck—fuck—I’m close too! Gonna blow!”

He pulled the dildo out of both of us in one motion—my hole gaped wide, suddenly empty, clenching on nothing. I heard him frantically stroking his slick cock.

“Turn over,” he commanded breathlessly. “On your back. Now.”

I rolled over immediately, spreading my legs, my heavy tits jiggling with the motion. David straddled my chest, his hard cock settling between my milk-slick breasts.

“Push those fat cow tits together,” he ordered.

I pressed my D-cups together hard, creating a deep valley of soft, wet flesh. He slid his cock into the channel and started fucking my tits roughly, the head bumping my chin with each upward thrust.

“Milk them,” he gasped, his voice strained. “Spray while I fuck them. I want to cum covered in your milk.”

I squeezed my breasts while he thrust. Twin streams of warm milk shot out, coating his pistoning cock, making everything slick and obscenely wet. The squelching sounds filled the room as he fucked my milk-soaked tit-flesh.

He threw his head back and roared, his orgasm hitting like a freight train. Thick cum erupted across my face in powerful ropes—the first shot hitting my forehead, the second splattering my cheek, the third landing directly on my open lips. He kept thrusting, kept cumming, painting my face and neck with load after load.

Six spurts. Seven. His balls emptied completely across my upturned face.

When he finally stopped, I was absolutely glazed. His cum covered my face in sticky streams—on my forehead, my cheeks, my lips, dripping down my chin. Mixed with the milk coating my chest, I looked like a pornographic work of art.

“Fucking perfect,” Marcus breathed, his phone camera clicking. “Absolutely perfect Christmas present.”



They let me catch my breath. David handed me a warm towel to clean up minimally—they wanted me messy for round two.

“Next present,” Marcus said, reaching under the tree for another wrapped box.

This one contained a powerful vibrating wand—the industrial kind that could make anyone cum in seconds.

David grinned wickedly. “Let’s see if we can make the little sissy cum hands-free. Break her completely.”

They positioned me on my back, legs spread obscenely wide, my tiny pink cage fully exposed. Marcus pressed the wand directly against my caged clitty, the powerful vibrations buzzing through the plastic directly onto my trapped, sensitive nub.

Behind him, David lubed up two thick fingers and slid them into my well-used hole, crooking them to find my swollen prostate.

The dual stimulation was immediately overwhelming. My cage prevented any traditional erection—my clitty couldn’t get hard no matter how desperately it tried—but the intense vibration and the direct prostate massage sent lightning bolts of pleasure through my entire system. My toes curled. My back arched.

“Please,” I whimpered, tears already forming. “Please, sirs, may I cum? I need it—”

“Not yet, slut,” Marcus said, pressing the wand harder. “We want you absolutely desperate first.”

They edged me for what felt like hours. Bringing me right to the edge of orgasm, my whole body tensing, my hole clenching around David’s probing fingers—then backing off just before I could cum. Over and over. Pushing me to the brink then denying me release.

My whole body trembled uncontrollably. Milk streamed from my puffy nipples in continuous rivers, soaking my stomach, pooling in my navel. Sissy tears ran down my face, ruining my makeup. My caged clitty throbbed with desperate, denied need.

“Look at her,” David said with satisfaction, adding a third finger to stretch my hole. “She’s completely broken. Just a desperate little fuck-toy begging to cum.”

“One more edge,” Marcus said. “Then we let her go.”

He pressed the wand firmly against my cage. David’s fingers hammered my prostate. The pleasure built impossibly high, my vision whiting out—

They pulled away.

I sobbed, my body convulsing with denied release, hole clenching on nothing.

“Now,” David finally said, shoving his fingers back inside me, directly onto my prostate. “Cum for us, Eva. Show us what a good sissy looks like when she falls apart.”

Permission released the floodgates.

The orgasm exploded through me like a bomb detonating—originating deep in my ass from David’s brutal prostate massage, radiating outward in waves of pure ecstasy. Weak, watery sissy cum leaked from my tiny caged clitty in pathetic spurts, dribbling down the pink plastic. Milk erupted from my nipples in rhythmic fountains, spraying across my stomach, my chest, even hitting my own face.

I screamed—a high, wordless wail of release—my back arching completely off the bed, every muscle spasming, my stretched hole clenching violently around David’s buried fingers.

They didn’t stop. Marcus pressed the vibrating wand even harder against my twitching cage. David’s fingers kept massaging my prostate mercilessly.

A second orgasm hit before the first had finished—a rolling wave crashing over me, making my whole body convulse. More milk sprayed. More sissy cum leaked. I lost all control, thrashing on the bed, screaming incoherently.

Then a third, even more intense than the first two combined. My vision went white. I might have blacked out for a moment.

When they finally released me, I collapsed into the cum-soaked mattress, gasping for air, my entire body twitching with aftershocks. Milk and sissy cum covered every inch of my torso.

“Beautiful,” Marcus whispered reverently. “Absolutely fucking beautiful.”

“Now clean yourself, slut,” David ordered, watching me try to recover. “Every drop. Lick up your own mess.”

I lifted trembling fingers to my stomach, gathering the thin, watery sissy cum that had leaked from my useless cage. I brought them to my glossy lips and sucked them clean, tasting my own fluids—slightly bitter, barely there—while both men watched with dark satisfaction.

I kept going, scooping up cum and milk, feeding myself my own production, until my stomach was clean.

“Good girl,” David praised. “Such an obedient little cum-eater. Now you’re ready for the grand finale.”



After a short rest—water, a warm towel across my forehead—they wanted one final round.

“Classic spitroast to finish,” David said, already stroking his cock back to hardness. “I’ll take her sloppy ass, you take her cock-hungry throat.”

They positioned me on hands and knees in the center of the bed, silk sheets now completely ruined beneath me. David lined up behind me and slid his thick cock into my well-used, gaping hole—no resistance at all, my trained pussy swallowing him eagerly. Just perfect, full-body satisfaction as his shaft stretched me again.

Marcus knelt in front of my face, gripping my hair, and guided his hard cock past my swollen lips. I opened wide, letting him push into my waiting throat.

They fucked me from both ends simultaneously—no toys, no gimmicks, just two hard cocks using my body exactly how it was designed to be used. David’s hips slapped against my ass with each thrust. Marcus’s balls bounced against my chin as he fucked my face.

It felt perfect. Transcendent. This was exactly what I was built for—holes for pleasure, body for service, existence for making men cum. Nothing else mattered. Nothing else existed except being filled, being used, being owned.

They found a matching rhythm, working together like they’d done this a hundred times. When David thrust deep into my ass, Marcus pulled back. When Marcus drove down my throat, David withdrew. A perfect see-saw of cock, keeping me constantly, completely full.

They built toward climax together, their breathing growing ragged, their thrusts losing rhythm.

“Gonna fill this slutty ass,” David grunted, his fingers digging into my hips. “Gonna pump it full of cum.”

“Gonna flood this perfect throat,” Marcus added, gripping my hair tighter. “Every fucking drop.”

“Please,” I moaned around Marcus’s cock, the vibration making him curse. “Please use me. Fill me up. Both holes. I need it so bad. Breed me.”

That pushed them over the edge.

They came within seconds of each other—a coordinated explosion. Hot cum flooded my ass in thick, deep pulses, David’s cock twitching as he emptied himself inside me. Simultaneously, hot cum erupted down my throat, Marcus holding my head still while he pumped load after load directly into my stomach.

Both holes receiving their loads at the exact same time. Filled from both ends. Bred like the desperate slut I was.

I swallowed Marcus’s cum eagerly, my throat milking every drop. The load in my ass I clenched tight around, trying desperately to keep every bit inside, feeling the warmth spread deep in my guts.

They pulled out slowly, both men breathing hard, utterly satisfied. My holes gaped open—my ass leaking David’s load in slow drips, my mouth drooling cum and spit.

“Best money I’ve ever spent,” David said, collapsing onto the bed beside me. “Fucking incredible.”

“Completely agreed,” Marcus said, tucking himself back into his pants. He reached into his jacket and handed me an envelope. “Tip. You earned every penny and then some.”

I checked later—$200 extra on top of the premium booking fee.



Scarlett was waiting when they left.

“Client feedback was exceptional,” she said, checking her tablet. “Five stars, detailed praise, both requesting repeat bookings with you specifically.”

She handed me the fifth ornament—this one engraved with a wrapped gift symbol.

“You’re nearly halfway through,” Scarlett observed. “How do you feel?”

“Perfect,” I said honestly. “Every day proves I’m exactly where I belong.”

“Tomorrow is maid service,” she reminded me. “Under the tree setup. Public use while you clean.”

“I remember, Miss Scarlett.”

“Good.” She touched my cheek gently. “You’re doing beautifully, Eva. The collar is yours. Everyone can see it.”



That night, Luna and I hung the fifth ornament together.

“Seven more,” she said softly. “Then you’re officially Scarlett’s.”

“I’m already hers,” I corrected. “The collar just makes it visible.”

Luna kissed me. “I know. And I’m okay with it. Because you always come back to me.”

“Always,” I promised.

We made love slowly that night—her strap-on gentle inside me, my mouth on her breasts, both of us caged and feminized and exactly what we chose to be.

When we came together, crying each other’s names, I felt complete.

Five days down. Seven to go.

And with every ornament, I proved I was home.


Chapter 7: Maid Service Under the Tree

The Institute’s main lounge had been transformed into a winter wonderland.

A massive Christmas tree dominated the center, at least twelve feet tall, decorated with silver and gold ornaments. Wrapped presents surrounded the base. Soft music played from hidden speakers. Comfortable couches and chairs were arranged around the room.

And I was the entertainment.

“Full elf maid uniform,” Scarlett said, handing me the outfit. “You’ll clean this lounge for the next four hours while clients and staff use the space. The plug access flap in the back is intentional. You’re available for use while you work.”

The uniform was adorable and humiliating simultaneously. Green velvet dress with white fur trim, cut scandalously short. Red and white striped stockings. A tiny apron that covered nothing. Matching elf hat with a bell on the tip.

The back of the dress had a flap that could be lifted to expose my plugged hole.

“Cleaning supplies?” I asked.

“Duster, glass cleaner, ornament polish. You’ll actually clean—this isn’t just roleplay. But if someone wants to use you while you’re working, you don’t stop cleaning.”

“Yes, Miss Scarlett.”

She helped me into the outfit, adjusting the fit. My D-cup breasts threatened to spill out of the low neckline. The tiny skirt barely covered my ass, and the cage bulge was clearly visible.

“Perfect,” Scarlett said. “Remember, you’re an elf. Stay in character. Cheerful, helpful, eager to please.”



The lounge started filling up within ten minutes of my shift starting.

Several clients settled onto couches with drinks. A few staff members took chairs, clearly planning to watch the show. Luna and two other sissies were positioned decoratively around the room—not working, just available for viewing.

I began at the tree, dusting ornaments with careful attention.

The bell on my hat jingled with each movement. My breasts bounced as I reached up to dust high branches, milk already starting to leak through the dress.

“Hey, elf,” a client called from the couch. “Come dust over here.”

I walked over cheerfully. “Of course, sir! Everything should be perfectly clean for the holidays.”

I began dusting the side table next to him. He watched my breasts jiggle with each movement.

“Bend over,” he said, his voice thick with want. “Get the lower shelf. Take your time.”

I bent at the waist, presenting my ass to him, knowing exactly what I was offering. The short skirt rode up completely, exposing the plug access flap—the convenient opening designed for exactly this purpose.

I heard him stand from the couch, heard his zipper sliding down. His hands lifted the velvet flap, exposing my plugged hole.

He gripped the jeweled base of my plug and pulled—slowly, letting me feel every inch slide out, my trained rim stretching around the thick base before it popped free with a wet sound. My hole gaped, empty and wanting.

Then his cock pressed against my entrance—thick, warm, already slick with pre-cum.

“Keep cleaning,” he ordered, pushing inside me in one smooth thrust.

I continued dusting the lower shelf, my hands steady on the cleaning cloth even as his thick cock stretched my pussy open. My movements were practiced, professional—reaching, wiping, polishing—while he pounded my ass from behind with increasingly urgent thrusts.

“Good elf,” he grunted, his fingers digging into my hips. “So fucking well trained. Taking cock while you work. Such a perfect little service slut.”

My heavy tits swung beneath me with each thrust, milk dripping onto the floor I’d just cleaned. The bells on my elf hat jingled merrily with each impact.

He finished quickly—the situation was too arousing to last—burying himself deep and flooding my hole with hot cum. I felt every pulse, every spurt of his load painting my insides.

He pulled out, tucked himself away, and sat back down on his couch like nothing had happened. Just another service rendered.

I straightened up, feeling his load start to leak from my stretched hole immediately. I adjusted my skirt, but per uniform rules the access flap stayed open—anyone who looked could see my gaping, cum-dripping pussy.

Cum was already running down my inner thighs, warm and slick, as I moved to the next area to continue cleaning.



Over the next four hours, I was used casually and frequently.

While polishing ornaments on the tree, a client came up behind me and fucked my ass without warning. I kept polishing, stretching to reach higher branches while taking his cock.

While wiping down glass surfaces, someone grabbed my hair and pushed my mouth onto their cock. I sucked while continuing to wipe with my free hand.

While on my knees organizing presents, a client lifted my skirt and used my hole. I kept arranging gifts in neat rows.

The room treated me like animated furniture. Useful for both cleaning and fucking.

Through it all, I maintained character.

“Let me get that spot for you, sir!”

“Everything sparkles when it’s clean!”

“The holidays are such a special time!”

Cheerful, helpful, eager. Even with cum dripping from my ass, milk soaking my dress, my jaw sore from multiple blowjobs.

Luna caught my eye at one point from across the room. She was grinning, clearly impressed.



The most intense use came from a client who wanted “the full experience.”

He called me over while I was dusting a bookshelf near the fireplace. “Elf, I need you to clean under the tree. Lots of dust there. Very thorough.”

“Of course, sir! Happy to help!”

I knelt under the massive tree’s lowest branches, duster in hand. The space was tight—I had to position myself on all fours to fit, my ass elevated, the access flap leaving my cum-dripping hole completely exposed to the room.

He knelt behind me silently, lifted my short skirt up over my hips, and pushed his thick cock inside my well-used, sloppy hole without warning.

“Keep dusting,” he commanded, gripping my hips. “And count ornaments on the lower branches. Out loud. Nice and clear.”

I continued working while he fucked me, my voice shaking. “One ornament… two ornaments… oh God… three ornaments…”

He pounded harder, his cock driving deep, his pelvis slapping against my ass cheeks. My heavy D-cups swung beneath me with each thrust, milk dripping steadily onto the festive tree skirt below.

“Louder,” he demanded, pulling my hair. “The whole fucking room should hear you count. Project like a good little elf.”

“Four ornaments!” I called out, my voice carrying across the silent lounge. “Five ornaments! Six—ah!—seven ornaments!”

The entire room went quiet, every conversation stopping. Everyone turned to watch the show—the elf under the tree getting fucked while counting ornaments. My voice echoed off the walls as I counted and moaned simultaneously.

“Twenty ornaments! Twenty-one! Twenty-two—please sir, harder!—twenty-three!”

He obliged with brutal force, fucking me so hard the tree branches shook, ornaments jingling. My counting became ragged, desperate.

“Thirty-five! Thirty-six! I’m going to—oh fuck oh God—thirty-seven!”

“Cum while you count,” he growled against my ear, his cock hammering my prostate. “Don’t you dare stop counting. Let everyone hear you fall apart.”

The orgasm hit at thirty-eight like a truck. I screamed the number—“THIRTY-EIGHT!”—while my hole clenched violently around his thick cock. Milk erupted from my nipples in rhythmic spurts, spraying across the tree skirt. Weak sissy cum leaked from my tiny cage in pathetic dribbles.

“Thirty-nine!” I sobbed, tears streaming, voice breaking. “Forty! Forty-one!”

He buried himself balls-deep and came with a roar, flooding my already-overflowing hole with another massive load. I felt his cock twitch inside me, felt the hot cum pumping deep.

“Forty-two! Forty-three!” I kept counting through my orgasm, through his orgasm, my voice a wrecked sob.

He pulled out slowly, his cum immediately gushing from my gaping hole to drip onto the tree skirt.

I finished counting—fifty-two total ornaments on the lower branches—then crawled out from under the tree, cum running in thick streams down both thighs, milk still dripping from my swollen nipples.

The room applauded.

I curtsied, bell jingling. “Thank you! Just doing my elf duties!”

The client who’d made me count handed me something small. A decorative plug—festive red with a green jewel at the base.

“Your badge of honor,” he said. “Put it in. Let everyone see you earned it.”

I turned, lifted my skirt, and slid the plug into my well-used hole right there in front of the audience. The jewel caught the light, visible beneath my short elf skirt.

More applause. The visible badge of a thoroughly used sissy.



By the time my shift ended, I’d been used fourteen times. My hole was loose and sloppy. My stomach was full of cum. My dress was soaked with milk.

But the lounge was spotless.

Scarlett inspected my work, checking surfaces with a white glove.

“Impressive,” she said. “Actually cleaned properly while being fucked repeatedly. That’s advanced multitasking.”

She handed me the sixth ornament—this one engraved with a tiny Christmas tree.

Then she produced something else from her pocket. A small golden token shaped like a wrapped present.

“This is a gift token,” Scarlett explained. “You earned it for exceptional service. It can be exchanged for a special requested scene of your choosing—within reason. Save it or spend it whenever you want.”

I turned the token over in my fingers, feeling its weight. A reward. Something I could use to ask for what I wanted.

“Thank you, Miss Scarlett.”

“Tomorrow is filming day,” she reminded me. “Jax’s holiday shoot. It’s being marketed as premium content for elite subscribers.”

My exhausted body somehow found excitement. Being filmed always pushed me higher.

“Yes, Miss Scarlett.”



The shower that night was long and hot. Luna joined me, helping wash cum and milk from places I couldn’t easily reach.

“Fourteen,” she said in awe. “You serviced fourteen different people while actually cleaning.”

“The tree has never looked better,” I joked.

She laughed, soaping my back. “You’re incredible, you know that? Like, legitimately amazing at this.”

“It’s what I’m built for,” I said simply.

“No.” Luna turned me to face her. “It’s what you chose to become. There’s a difference. You could have been miserable. Instead, you’re thriving.”

She was right. Six months ago, the idea of being used as furniture while cleaning would have horrified me. Now it felt like purpose.

“Six down,” Luna said, kissing my shoulder. “Six to go. Halfway to the collar.”

“Halfway to being official,” I agreed.



That night, I had a dream.

I was wearing Scarlett’s collar, standing in the Institute lobby. The collar was heavy, real, permanent. The engraved plate caught the light: PROPERTY OF SCARLETT VOSS.

In the dream, I felt complete. Not just satisfied or content—complete. Like every piece of myself had finally clicked into place.

When I woke, Luna was curled against me, her pink hair tickling my shoulder.

Six ornaments hung on the mirror, catching morning light.

Six more days to prove what I already knew.

I was property. I was home. I was exactly what I chose to be.

And in six more days, everyone would see it.


Chapter 8: Porn Studio, Silent Night Shoot

Jax Stone’s studio looked different with holiday decorations.

Professional camera setups surrounded a bedroom set that had been transformed into a winter fantasy—white fur blankets, silver pillows, fake snow scattered artistically. Soft lighting created an ethereal glow.

“Eva!” Jax called, waving me over. “Perfect timing. Let me walk you through the shoot.”

He was professional as always—clipboard in hand, headset on, all business despite the sexual nature of his work.

“This is a premium holiday release,” he explained, showing me the storyboard. “Silent Night theme, very sensual, high production value. You’ll work with three performers—one oral focused scene, one anal scene, then a finale with both plus a third for the money shot.”

Scarlett stood nearby, reviewing the contracts. “All performers are tested, all acts are negotiated, all footage requires your explicit approval before release.”

“I trust you both,” I said honestly.

“Good.” Jax gestured to the makeup station. “Let’s get you camera ready.”



The makeup artist worked quickly—enhancing my natural features for the harsh studio lights. Heavy eye makeup, glossy lips, subtle contouring that made my face look even more feminine.

My outfit was minimal. White lace lingerie that barely contained my D-cup breasts, sheer white stockings, a delicate silver collar (temporary, not Scarlett’s permanent one yet).

My tiny pink cage was visible through the sheer panties—intentionally. The contrast between my feminine curves and the obvious chastity device was part of the appeal.

“Milk check,” the makeup artist said.

I squeezed my breasts lightly. Milk beaded at my nipples.

“Perfect. We’ll get lactation shots during the scenes.”

Jax called places. “Eva, you’ll start solo on the bed. Just posing, touching yourself through the cage, playing with your breasts. Tease the camera. Then Performer A enters.”

I took my position on the white fur blanket.

“Action!”



I moved for the camera like I’d been born for this.

Slow, sensual movements that showed every curve of my feminized body. My manicured hands trailing over my soft skin, tracing the outline of my heavy D-cups, sliding down my flat stomach. I squeezed my breasts through the sheer lace until milk bloomed through the fabric in spreading wet spots. I looked directly into the lens with my best “fuck me” eyes—heavy-lidded, hungry, desperate.

The tiny pink cage was visible through my white panties, and I touched it for the camera—pressing, rubbing, showing the audience my useless caged clitty trapped in plastic. Making the degradation explicit. Making my complete feminization undeniable.

“Beautiful,” Jax murmured from behind the monitors. “Now milk yourself. Really sell it—I want fountains.”

I slipped my hands inside my bra and squeezed both swollen breasts simultaneously. Twin streams of warm milk arced out through the lace, spraying across my stomach, completely soaking the white lingerie until it clung to my skin transparently.

The camera zoomed in tight, capturing every creamy drop as it ran down my body.

A knock on the set door—the scripted entrance.

Performer A walked in. I recognized him from previous shoots—Marcus, professional male talent, always reliable. Built, handsome, good at following direction while maintaining chemistry.

“Looks like Santa’s little helper needs some attention,” he said, delivering the cheesy line with surprising charm, his eyes traveling hungrily over my milk-soaked body.

“Please,” I breathed, staying in character, spreading my thighs slightly. “I’ve been so good this year. I deserve a reward.”

He approached the bed, already shirtless, his muscled torso gleaming under the studio lights. His cock was already visibly hard through his pants—a thick, obvious bulge.

“Show me how good you’ve been,” he said.

I knelt on the edge of the bed, positioning myself at the perfect camera angle, and reached for his waistband. I pulled his cock out slowly, performing for the lens—seven inches of thick, perfectly groomed manhood, already rock hard and leaking a drop of pre-cum.

I wrapped my glossy red lips around the swollen head and began to suck, my eyes staying locked on the camera. His taste spread across my tongue—salty pre-cum, clean skin.

The camera captured everything in gorgeous detail. My painted lips stretching wide around his thick shaft. My cheeks hollowing as I created powerful suction. Drool running down my chin in silvery strings, dripping onto my milk-soaked chest.

“Deeper,” Jax directed. “Show the throat work. I want to see your neck bulge.”

I relaxed my throat completely—Dr. Lyra’s training made this effortless—and took him straight to the base in one smooth glide. My nose pressed against his pelvis, his balls touching my chin. I held the position, throat convulsing around his shaft, letting the camera get the shot from multiple angles.

“Fuck, that’s incredible,” Marcus groaned, his hand tangling in my styled hair. “Your throat is squeezing me like a fist.”

I pulled back slowly, tongue working the sensitive underside, swirling around his frenulum. Then down again, burying him in my throat. Building a steady, pornographic rhythm.

Marcus’s breathing grew ragged. His balls tightened against my chin. I could feel him getting close, his cock swelling even bigger in my mouth.

“Pull off,” Jax instructed. “Milk shot first. Make it spectacular.”

I released his cock with a wet pop, strings of spit connecting my lips to his shaft. I grabbed my heavy tits and squeezed hard. Milk sprayed in powerful jets, arcing across my chest, hitting my own face, dripping onto the pure white bed below.

“Fucking gorgeous,” Jax said. “Now back to oral. Make him finish in your mouth.”

I wrapped my lips around Marcus’s throbbing cock again and sucked with clear intention—hollowing my cheeks, using my tongue, bobbing fast. His hips jerked involuntarily. He was right there, teetering on the edge—

“Cumming,” he warned through gritted teeth. “Fuck—I’m cumming—”

Jax zoomed in tight on my face. “Let it spill out. Keep your mouth open. Visual money shot.”

Marcus came with a groan, flooding my mouth with hot, thick cum. I kept my lips parted but didn’t swallow—letting the load overflow, white cum dripping down my chin in sticky streams, mixing with my own milk on my chest. I opened my mouth wider to show the camera the pool of cum on my tongue, then let more run out, making an absolute mess of my face.

“Perfect!” Jax called. “Cut! That was incredible! Reset for scene two.”



Scene two was anal focused.

A different performer—Jackson, athletic build, known for his size and stamina. His cock was impressive—nine inches at least, thick.

“This is the centerpiece scene,” Jax explained. “Multiple positions, lots of close-ups. Eva, I need you very vocal. Sell the pleasure.”

Scarlett stepped in. “Hard limit check. You okay with this size?”

I glanced at Jackson’s cock. I’d taken bigger at the farm. “Yes, Miss Scarlett.”

“Proceed.”



Jackson fucked me in five different positions, each designed for maximum visual impact and genuine pleasure.

Missionary first—my legs spread wide and pulled back toward my chest, my tiny pink cage clearly visible between my thighs, his impressive nine-inch cock slowly pushing into my stretched hole while cameras captured the penetration from multiple angles. I watched his thick shaft disappear inside me inch by inch, my rim stretching obscenely around his girth.

“Yes!” I moaned, playing to the camera but also genuinely feeling every inch. “Fuck me! Use my sissy pussy! It’s all yours!”

He pounded harder, establishing a brutal rhythm, his heavy balls slapping against my ass with each deep thrust. His cock hammered my prostate perfectly, sending shockwaves of pleasure through my useless caged clitty. Milk leaked from my bouncing breasts with each impact, spraying in small droplets.

“Doggy position,” Jax directed. “Pull out slow—show the gape.”

I flipped over onto hands and knees, ass high, presenting myself like the trained slut I was. Jackson gripped my hips and pulled out slowly—the camera zoomed in tight on my stretched, gaping hole, the pink insides visible, my rim winking at the lens.

Then he slammed back inside in one brutal thrust, burying all nine inches.

I screamed—a genuine cry of pleasure-pain—as he filled me completely. The angle was devastatingly perfect, the thick head of his cock hammering my swollen P-spot with every deep stroke.

“Touch your cage for the camera,” Jax instructed. “Show us that useless little clitty while he fucks you.”

I reached back between my spread legs, my manicured hand visible on camera, fingers tracing my tiny pink cage. The pathetic two-inch nub inside strained desperately against the plastic, pre-cum drooling from the tip.

“This is all I need,” I gasped into the camera, the line scripted but completely true. “Just cock in my sissy pussy. My clitty doesn’t matter anymore. I cum from my ass now. Like a real girl.”

“Cowgirl,” Jax called out. “Ride him. Show us that bounce.”

Jackson rolled onto his back, his massive cock pointing straight up, glistening with lube. I straddled him, positioned his fat cockhead at my loosened entrance, and lowered myself down with a long, theatrical moan.

The cameras captured my face as I sank—pleasure, submission, bliss—my expression melting as inch after inch filled me. When I bottomed out, my ass resting on his pelvis, I threw my head back in genuine satisfaction.

I rode him with all the skill six months of training had given me. Bouncing on his cock, my heavy D-cups jumping wildly with each movement, milk spraying in arcs with every impact. The wet squelching sounds of his cock churning my hole filled the studio.

Jackson grabbed my hips hard enough to bruise, thrusting up to meet my downward bounces. “Gonna make you cum like this. Gonna make this sissy pussy cum on my cock.”

“Please!” I begged, and the desperation was completely real. “Please make me cum! I need to cum on your cock so bad!”

He fucked harder, angling his thrusts to pound my prostate directly. I felt the orgasm building from deep inside—that overwhelming, prostate-driven climax that had nothing to do with my caged, useless clitty.

“Cum for us,” Jax directed. “Big finale for scene two. Let it all out.”

The climax exploded through me like a supernova. I threw my head back and screamed—a high, feminine wail of pure release. My hole clenched in violent spasms around Jackson’s buried cock. Milk erupted from my nipples in rhythmic fountains, spraying across Jackson’s chest, my own face, the white sheets. Weak, watery sissy cum leaked from my tiny cage in pathetic dribbles, dripping onto Jackson’s abs.

The cameras captured every angle of my destruction—my face twisted in mindless ecstasy, my heavy tits fountaining milk, my caged clitty dripping uselessly, my stretched hole visibly clenching around his shaft.

Jackson held back through superhuman effort, not cumming—saving his massive load for the finale.

“Fucking beautiful!” Jax called out, genuine awe in his voice. “Perfect reactions. That was incredible. Take five, then we shoot the grand finale.”



The finale was theatrical.

All three performers—Marcus, Jackson, and a third guy named Tyler—surrounding me on the bed.

“This is the classic holiday gangbang shot,” Jax explained. “You’ll service all three simultaneously. Oral rotation, anal from Jackson, handjobs for the other two. Build to a synchronized facial. Very choreographed.”

Scarlett double-checked consent. “You good, Eva?”

“Perfect, Miss Scarlett.”

“Roll cameras!”



I knelt in the center of the white bed between the three performers, my body positioned for maximum camera visibility from every angle. The lights were hot on my milk-slick skin.

Jackson moved behind me, his massive nine-inch cock pushing back into my well-used hole without ceremony—I was so stretched and lubed from scene two that he slid in easily. Marcus positioned himself on my left, his thick cock level with my hand. Tyler knelt on my right, his hard shaft inches from my lips.

I grabbed Marcus’s cock with my left hand—feeling it pulse hot in my grip—while I opened my mouth and took Tyler’s length onto my tongue, my glossy lips stretching around his girth. Behind me, Jackson began thrusting deep into my ass.

They moved in synchronized rhythm, a perfect pornographic machine. Jackson pounded my hole while I sucked Tyler’s cock and jerked Marcus in time with the thrusts. My body rocked with each impact, milk spraying from my bouncing tits.

Every thirty seconds, Jax called rotation. “Switch!”

I released Tyler’s cock with a wet pop and turned to take Marcus in my mouth instead, my tongue swirling around his thick head as Tyler’s slick shaft replaced him in my working hand. The spitroast with Jackson never stopped—his cock churning my hole without pause.

The cameras captured every obscene angle. My painted lips stretching wide. My slick hole visibly gripping Jackson’s thrusting shaft. My hands working two cocks in perfect rhythm while a third pounded my prostate.

Milk streamed from my bouncing D-cups in constant rivulets, splashing onto the ruined sheets below me.

“Build to climax,” Jax instructed after fifteen minutes of continuous use. “Eva, center position. Knees wide, head back, mouth open. Gentleman, circle formation. This is the money shot.”

They pulled out of me simultaneously—all three holes suddenly empty. I knelt in the center of the bed, spreading my thighs wide to show my gaping, used hole, tilting my head back, opening my mouth as wide as it would go, tongue extended.

All three men surrounded me, standing, jerking their slick cocks furiously, aiming at my upturned face.

Marcus came first with a grunt—hot ropes of thick cum erupting across my forehead, my nose, dripping down into my eyes. I kept them closed, kept my mouth open.

Tyler came second—thick spurts hitting my cheeks, my parted lips, several shots landing directly on my extended tongue. I tasted him—salty, thick, warm.

Jackson came last but most spectacularly—powerful jets of cum coating my chin, my neck, dripping down onto my heaving breasts. His load was massive, eight thick spurts that seemed to never end, painting my chest white.

I stayed perfectly still throughout the bombardment, my face and chest absolutely glazed with three men’s cum. It dripped down my face, ran into my hair, pooled in the hollow of my throat. Mixed with the milk still leaking from my nipples, I was a pornographic masterpiece.

The cameras circled slowly, capturing every angle of the money shot—the complete degradation of the sissy covered in loads.

Then I opened my cum-covered eyes, gathered the mess from my face with my fingers, and slowly fed it into my mouth for the camera, swallowing load after load of the combined cum while the men watched.

“And… cut!” Jax called, his voice thick with satisfaction. “Fucking perfect! That’s a wrap! Best finale we’ve ever shot!”

The crew erupted in applause. Even Scarlett was smiling.



After cleanup—though they kept me partially messy for behind-the-scenes photos—Jax showed me the rough footage.

I looked incredible on camera. The professional lighting, the careful angles, the clear audio of my moans and begging—it was pornographic art.

“This releases tomorrow on the premium tier,” Jax explained. “We’re calling it ‘Silent Night, Sissy Night.’ Pre-orders are already flooding in.”

Scarlett handed me the seventh ornament—engraved with a camera symbol.

“Client requests are up 200% since the teaser dropped,” she said. “You’re officially a star, Eva.”

“How does that feel?” Jax asked.

I thought about it. Six months ago, being filmed having sex would have been my worst nightmare. Now?

“Proud,” I said honestly. “Proud that I’m good enough to be filmed. That people want to watch me.”

Scarlett kissed my forehead. “That’s growth. That’s acceptance. That’s exactly what this journey was about.”



Luna was waiting when I got back to our room.

“I saw the behind-the-scenes photos Jax posted,” she said, grinning. “You looked amazing, babe.”

“It felt amazing,” I admitted, hanging the seventh ornament.

“Five more days,” Luna observed. “Five more ornaments. Then the collar.”

I touched my neck where the temporary collar had been during filming. Soon it would be real. Permanent.

“I can’t wait,” I whispered.

Luna pulled me into bed, held me close. “You’ve earned it ten times over. Everyone can see it.”

I closed my eyes, feeling her warmth, seeing the seven ornaments in my mind.

Seven down. Five to go.

And every single one proving I was exactly where I belonged.

A pornstar. A service sissy. Scarlett’s future property.

Home.


Chapter 9: Street Sleigh Ride, Charity Night

The Institute van dropped me off three blocks from the designated corner.

“Charity night” was marketing speak for “elite clients who want the street prostitution fantasy without the actual danger.” Scarlett had explained it carefully—I’d work the corner like usual, but security would be watching from vehicles nearby.

My outfit was designed to be festive and obvious. Red coat over a silver micro-dress that barely covered my ass. Black thigh-high stockings. Six-inch heels that made walking on icy sidewalks treacherous.

The collar Scarlett had given me tonight was visible—thick black leather with a small tag that read “AVAILABLE.”

Roxanne was already on her corner when I arrived. She whistled appreciatively.

“Damn, girl. You look like Christmas came early.”

I laughed, positioning myself under a streetlight. “Special event night. Institute clients are pre-screened.”

“Lucky you. I’m working with randoms tonight.” She lit a cigarette, then lowered her voice. “Scarlett asked me to keep an eye on you. I’m your safety guide tonight—anything feels off, you signal me. Three tugs on your ear.”

I nodded, grateful for the protection. “Thanks, Roxanne.”

“Don’t mention it. Us girls look out for each other.” She took a long drag. “Stay warm. It’s fucking cold.”

She wasn’t wrong. December air bit through my coat. My nipples hardened immediately, and milk started leaking before the first car even slowed.



The first client pulled up in an expensive sedan—black Mercedes, tinted windows.

I leaned into the passenger window when he rolled it down.

“Looking for company?” I asked, using my breathy feminine voice.

“How much for a blowjob?” Direct. Efficient.

“Sixty. Car or alley?”

“Car’s heated. Get in.”

I slid into the passenger seat. Warm air blasted from the vents. He was older—fifties maybe, wedding ring visible on his finger.

My eyes caught something hanging from the rearview mirror. A small sprig of mistletoe, tied with red ribbon.

“You’re even prettier than the photos,” he said, already unzipping his pants.

The mistletoe clause activated automatically. My mouth watered, urgency flooding through me. The Institute’s rules extended everywhere tonight—even into clients’ cars.

“Thank you, sir. The Institute prides itself on accuracy.”

He pulled out his cock—average size, already half-hard. I leaned over the center console, positioned myself for easy access.

My lips wrapped around his shaft. He groaned, his hand coming to rest on the back of my head.

I worked him with practiced skill—tongue tracing the underside, lips creating suction, head bobbing in steady rhythm.

The car’s interior was steamy within minutes. My coat fell open, revealing the micro-dress and my milk-soaked chest.

“Fuck, you’re lactating,” he breathed, squeezing my exposed breast.

Milk spurted onto the leather seat. I didn’t stop sucking.

He came quickly—five minutes maybe—flooding my mouth with hot cum. I swallowed every drop, licked him clean, and sat up.

He handed me three twenties. “Keep the change. That was incredible.”

I tucked the money into my coat pocket and stepped back into the cold.

One down.



Over the next three hours, I serviced seven different clients.

Three car blowjobs like the first.

Two quick alley fucks—standing against brick walls, coat hiked up, clients using my ass while I braced myself.

One regular who just wanted a handjob while he told me about his wife’s Christmas shopping stress.

One who paid double to drink from my breasts while I jerked him off.

Between clients, I walked my corner in the cold, heels clicking on pavement, breath visible in the freezing air.

A black SUV with tinted windows passed slowly. I recognized it from the Institute fleet—Scarlett’s shadow supervision, watching from a distance. Knowing she was there made me feel safe, even standing half-naked on a street corner.

Roxanne caught my eye from her position and gave me a subtle thumbs up. Everything was under control.

Other street workers nodded as they passed. We were colleagues in the oldest profession, just doing our jobs on a Tuesday night.



The eighth client was different.

Expensive sports car, younger guy—maybe late twenties. When I leaned into his window, I recognized him.

Elite Institute client. I’d serviced him twice before in private rooms.

“Eva,” he said, grinning. “Didn’t expect to see you out here.”

“Charity night,” I explained. “Part of the Twelve Days event.”

“Perfect. I booked you for the full experience. Get in.”

He drove to a parking garage, pulled into a secluded level. Empty except for support pillars and dim lighting.

“Strip,” he ordered once he parked.

I removed the coat, the micro-dress, everything except the heels and collar. My milk-slicked body gleamed in the low light.

He got out of the car, opened the back door, positioned me bent over the seat.

“This is the fantasy,” he said, sliding into my hole without warning. “Picking up a sissy whore, using her in a parking garage like she’s nothing.”

The degradation should have stung. Instead, it made me wetter.

He fucked me hard, the car rocking with his thrusts. My breasts pressed against the leather seat, milk pooling beneath me.

“Count,” he ordered. “Count every thrust.”

“One,” I gasped. “Two… three… four…”

He increased speed. My counting became ragged.

“Twenty-five… twenty-six… oh God… twenty-seven…”

My caged clitty swung uselessly beneath me. All my pleasure came from my hole, from being used, from being exactly what I was—a street whore taking cock in a parking garage.

“Fifty… fifty-one… please sir, harder…”

He obliged, pounding my prostate with brutal precision.

“Seventy-eight… seventy-nine… eighty!”

He came, flooding my hole with cum. I collapsed against the seat, gasping, milk and sweat coating everything.

He pulled out, tucked himself back into his pants, and handed me two hundred dollars.

“Best money I’ve spent all month. See you at the Institute for the finale event.”



Back on the corner, cum leaking down my thighs, milk soaking my re-dressed body, I had fifteen minutes left on my shift.

A familiar van pulled up. Scarlett’s window rolled down.

“Time’s up,” she said. “Get in. You’ve earned tonight’s ornament.”

I climbed into the warm van gratefully. My body ached—feet sore from heels, jaw tired, hole loose and dripping.

“Eight clients,” Scarlett said, checking her tablet. “All satisfied. Three repeat bookings requested. Total earnings, $740 including tips.”

She handed me the eighth ornament—engraved with a tiny streetlight.

“And one more thing,” Scarlett added, her ice-blue eyes gleaming. “Your performance tonight earned you a special reward. Tomorrow night, you have a private ‘Santa appointment’ in the VIP suite.”

My breath caught. “The VIP suite? With you?”

“With me.” Her smile was predatory. “Though I’ll be playing a different holiday figure. Krampus, not Santa. Punishment that feels like reward.”

A shiver ran through me—anticipation, not fear.

“Four more days,” she said softly. “You’re so close, Eva.”

“I can feel it,” I admitted. “The collar. It’s almost real.”

“It’s already real,” Scarlett corrected. “You’ve been mine for months. The ceremony just makes it official.”



Back at the Institute, Luna had a hot bath waiting.

She helped me undress, gasping at the state of my body—bruises from the alley walls, milk crusted on my skin, cum still leaking from my hole.

“Eight clients on a street corner,” Luna said, washing me gently. “You’re a machine, babe.”

“I’m property,” I corrected. “Scarlett’s property. And in four more days, everyone will see it.”

Luna kissed my shoulder. “I’m so proud of you. You know that, right? Not just for surviving this, but for thriving in it.”

I leaned back against her. “Tomorrow’s the VIP suite. Scarlett’s Krampus night.”

“The punishment-as-reward thing?”

“Yeah.” I smiled tiredly. “I can’t wait.”

We stayed in the bath until the water cooled, then dried off and fell into bed.

Eight ornaments on the mirror now, catching light from the city outside our window.

Four more days. Four more ornaments.

Then the collar. The ceremony. The official branding as property.

And God, I’d never wanted anything more in my life.

I was home. I was owned. I was exactly what I chose to be.

And soon, everyone would see the proof around my neck.


Chapter 10: VIP Suite, Krampus Night

The VIP dungeon suite was Scarlett’s personal domain.

Black walls. Red mood lighting. Equipment arranged with precision—St. Andrew’s cross, bondage bench, suspension rig. A four-poster bed with restraint points at each corner.

And in the center, Scarlett stood waiting.

She’d dressed for the occasion. Black latex from neck to toe, form-fitting and gleaming. Her platinum hair was pulled back severely. Dark makeup made her ice-blue eyes even more striking.

In her hand, a riding crop.

“Welcome to Krampus night,” she said, her voice low and dangerous. “Do you know what Krampus does to naughty girls?”

I knelt immediately, the training automatic. “Punishes them, Miss Scarlett.”

“Good girl.” She circled me slowly, the crop trailing across my shoulders. “Tonight, you submit completely. No safety net, no holding back. You give me everything.”

“Yes, Miss Scarlett.”

“Rules.” She tapped the crop against my breast, making me gasp. “No touching yourself. No begging incorrectly. No speaking above your feminine voice. Break any rule, we start over.”

“I understand, Miss Scarlett.”

“Strip. Slowly.”

I stood and began removing my clothes with deliberate care. The dress slid off my shoulders, pooling at my feet. Bra unclasped, freeing my heavy D-cup breasts. Panties down, revealing my tiny pink cage.

Naked except for heels, I stood before her.

“On the bench,” she ordered. “Face down, ass up.”

The bondage bench was leather-padded, designed to position the user perfectly for access. I draped my body over it, my breasts hanging, my ass elevated and exposed.

Scarlett secured my wrists and ankles with leather cuffs. I was locked in place, completely vulnerable.

“Your plug,” she said, and I felt her fingers at my hole. “Has been inside you for how long today?”

“Sixteen hours, Miss Scarlett.”

“Time to empty you out.”

She pulled the four-inch plug slowly. My hole gaped, empty and wanting immediately.

“Look at that trained pussy,” Scarlett murmured. “So ready. So eager.”

Cold lube dripped into my hole. Then something larger pressed against my entrance.

Not a dildo. Her hand.

“Breathe,” Scarlett commanded, her voice steel wrapped in silk. “Relax your muscles. Push out against me. Take it.”

I focused on my breathing, consciously relaxing my trained hole as her lubed fingers pushed inside—two sliding in easily, then three stretching me, then four making me whimper. I felt her knuckles pressing against my rim—the widest part.

“Open up, slut,” she murmured. “Let me inside.”

I pushed out as she pushed in. Her knuckles popped through my stretched rim with a sudden rush, and then her whole hand was inside me, buried to the wrist.

I gasped loudly, the stretch intense but not painful—just overwhelming fullness unlike anything else. Months of constant training had prepared my body for this ultimate invasion.

“Good girl,” Scarlett praised, her voice warm. “Such a perfect little fucktoy. Look at your greedy hole swallowing my whole hand.”

She began fisting me slowly, carefully, her wrist rotating to stimulate every inch of my insides. Her knuckles dragged across my prostate with each movement. I could feel her fingers opening and closing inside me, feel her claiming me from the inside out.

My caged clitty leaked a constant stream of pre-cum, dripping onto the leather bench beneath me, pooling on the floor.

“This is what ownership looks like,” Scarlett said, her voice matter-of-fact but thick with arousal. “My hand inside your body. Literally reaching into you and claiming you from the inside. You’re mine, Eva. Right down to your guts.”

I moaned helplessly, tears spilling from my eyes—not from pain but from the overwhelming intensity of the intimacy. She was inside me. Part of me. Owning me completely.

She pulled her hand out slowly—I felt every knuckle, every finger sliding free—leaving my hole gaping obscenely wide. I could feel cool air inside me, could feel my stretched rim struggling to close around nothing.

Then she picked up her strap-on—the massive red one she favored for intense scenes. Twelve inches of thick, ribbed silicone that made me shiver just looking at it.

“You’ll take all of it tonight,” she said, sliding the internal bulb into her own pussy with a soft moan, securing the harness around her hips. “Every fucking inch. And you’ll thank me for the privilege of being stretched open.”



Scarlett fucked me with clinical precision, her body working like a perfectly calibrated machine.

Deep, devastating strokes that bottomed out inside me, all twelve thick inches buried until her hips pressed against my ass. The ribbed shaft dragged across my prostate with every thrust, sending lightning bolts of pleasure through my useless caged clitty. Not gentle, but not cruel either—just relentless. Unceasing. Mechanical.

My heavy breasts swung beneath me like pendulums, milk dripping steadily onto the leather bench in a growing puddle. My tiny pink cage throbbed uselessly between my spread thighs.

“Count,” she ordered, her voice cold steel. “Every thrust. Out loud. Don’t lose track.”

“One… two… three…” I gasped, feeling every inch as she withdrew and slammed back in.

She increased speed, fucking me harder.

“Twenty-eight… twenty-nine… oh God, Miss Scarlett… thirty…”

The riding crop came down across my ass cheek with a sharp crack. The sting bloomed hot across my skin.

“What did I say about speaking outside of counting?” Her voice was ice.

“Sorry, Miss Scarlett! Thirty-one… thirty-two…”

Another swat, harder this time, leaving a red welt I could feel. The sharp pain mixed with the deep pleasure radiating from my prostate, creating something transcendent.

“Fifty… fifty-one… fifty-two…”

My voice was getting hoarse from the counting and moaning. The thick strap-on drove impossibly deeper with each thrust, stretching my hole around its girth, the ridges dragging across every sensitive nerve ending.

“Your milk,” Scarlett commanded suddenly. “Squeeze those udders into the bowl. Don’t stop counting.”

A small crystal dish had been positioned beneath my hanging breasts. I reached up with trembling hands, squeezed my swollen D-cups hard, and streams of warm milk splashed into the container in arcing jets. All while she continued her relentless assault on my hole.

“Sixty-three… sixty-four…” Squeeze, spray, thrust. “Sixty-five…”

“Good cow,” she murmured approvingly, her hips never losing rhythm. “Every drop counts toward your production quota. Keep milking. Keep counting.”

“One hundred…” I gasped, milk streaming into the nearly-full bowl. “Please, Miss Scarlett, may I…”

I caught myself before breaking the rule about improper begging, biting my lip hard.

“May you what?” Scarlett asked, her tone dangerous, her thrusts never slowing. The twelve inches pounded my prostate with each word.

“May I… may this sissy…” The strap-on hit particularly deep and I almost lost track. “Oh fuck… one hundred fifteen… one hundred sixteen…”

She laughed—a dark, pleased sound. “You may not cum. Not yet, my desperate little toy. You’ll cum when I position you for the final act. Not a moment sooner. Keep counting.”



She unstrapped me from the bench after two hundred thrusts. My legs were jelly, my hole gaping and dripping lube.

“Self-facial position,” Scarlett commanded, her voice brooking no argument. “On your back. Legs over your head. Now.”

I laid on the cold floor, rolling my trembling legs back over my body until my tiny pink cage pointed directly at my own upturned face. In this position I was completely folded, completely exposed—my gaping hole visible, my cage hovering inches above my mouth, my heavy tits pressed against my chest.

Scarlett positioned herself above me, the twelve-inch strap-on still glistening wet from my hole. From this angle she looked like a goddess of destruction—platinum hair, ice-blue eyes, black latex gleaming under the red dungeon lights.

“This is my favorite view,” she said, looking down at my vulnerable body. “You, folded up like a pretzel, completely helpless, knowing exactly what’s coming. Knowing your own pathetic cum is about to land on your face.”

She lined up the massive strap-on with my loosened hole and thrust back inside without mercy. The angle was brutal—impossibly deep, the thick shaft grinding against my prostate with nowhere to escape.

“When you cum,” Scarlett said conversationally, fucking me with hard, punishing strokes, “it’s going to shoot straight onto your face. Into your open mouth. Onto your tongue. And you’re going to swallow every pathetic drop of your own sissy cum while I watch. While I keep fucking you through it.”

The humiliation was perfect. My tiny caged clitty bobbed with each thrust, dripping a steady stream of pre-cum onto my own parted lips. I could taste myself already—salty, thin.

“Please, Miss Scarlett,” I begged, using the proper form. “Please may this sissy cum for you? May this sissy cum on her own face like the desperate slut she is?”

“Yes,” she said simply, slamming particularly deep. “Cum right now. Cum for me. Show me what you are.”

The orgasm detonated through my body like a chain reaction. Weak spurts of thin, watery sissy cum shot from my cage in pathetic dribbles—but gravity did the work. The first spurt landed on my forehead. The second hit my closed eyes. The third splashed directly onto my parted lips. The fourth went into my open mouth, landing on my extended tongue.

I tasted my own fluids—salty, slightly bitter, shamefully thin. And I swallowed.

At the same time, milk erupted from my breasts in rhythmic fountains, spraying across Scarlett’s latex-clad body, coating her chest and stomach as she continued pounding my hole through the climax.

I kept swallowing the cum that dripped into my mouth, moaning around each new pulse that hit my face. My hole clenched desperately around her thick shaft.

Scarlett didn’t stop. She kept hammering my hole mercilessly, extending my orgasm past the point of sanity. Cum kept leaking from my cage onto my face. Milk kept spraying. I sobbed through the overwhelming sensation—pleasure and degradation and complete surrender.

Finally, after what felt like eternity, she pulled out slowly and stepped back to admire her work.

“Beautiful,” she breathed, genuine awe in her voice. “Absolutely fucking perfect.”



She carried me to the bed—I couldn’t walk—and laid me down gently.

“Water,” she ordered someone I hadn’t realized was in the room.

A staff member appeared with a bottle. Scarlett helped me drink, her touch surprisingly tender.

“You did perfectly,” she said softly. “Every rule followed. Every task completed. This is why you’re earning the collar.”

She retrieved something from a drawer. The ninth ornament, but also something else.

A small leather box.

“This isn’t the final collar,” Scarlett explained. “That comes on Christmas morning. But this is a promise.”

She opened the box.

Inside was a thin leather choker—elegant, simple, with a small silver lock.

“Wear this for the next two days,” Scarlett said. “Let it remind you what’s coming. Let everyone see that you’re spoken for.”

She fastened it around my neck. The leather was soft, the lock cold against my skin.

“Thank you, Miss Scarlett,” I whispered.

She kissed my forehead. “Your real gift comes at the end of this. Just two more days, Eva. Two more ornaments. Then you’re officially mine.”



Luna was asleep when I returned to our room. I hung the ninth ornament—engraved with a small whip symbol—and touched the choker around my neck.

Two more days.

In the mirror, I could see what I’d become. Stage 5 perfection—D-cup breasts, tiny cage, thoroughly used hole, feminine face, and now a choker marking me as claimed.

I looked at the nine ornaments, then at the space for the final three.

Winter barn tomorrow. The hucow finale. The most degrading, livestock-focused day of the entire event.

And I couldn’t wait.

Because every day proved what I already knew.

I was property. I was livestock. I was exactly what I chose to be.

And in two more days, the collar would make it permanent.

I fell asleep touching the choker, dreaming of Christmas morning and the ceremony that would seal my fate forever.

Home. Owned. Complete.

Perfect.


Chapter 11: Winter Barn Finale, The Milk Bar

The winter barn was decorated for the season.

Wreaths hung on the stall doors. Strings of white lights cast a warm glow. The temperature was controlled—cold enough to feel winter-authentic, warm enough to be comfortable naked.

Farmer Hayes stood in the center aisle, wearing his signature overalls with the crotch cut open. His massive cock hung exposed, soft but still impressive.

“Eva,” he greeted, his country drawl slow and calm. “Heard you’re doing the full winter program. Good cow.”

I knelt immediately. The barn floor was covered in fresh straw.

“Yes, sir. Whatever you need.”

“Three sessions today,” he explained, walking around me. “Morning milking and breeding. Afternoon the same. Evening is special—milk bar tasting flight for VIP clients.”

My nipples were already leaking at the thought.

“Come,” he said simply. “Stall three.”



Hayes surprised me first. Before the stall, he led me to a small prep area with a heated bench.

“Sit,” he ordered. When I obeyed, he draped a warm fleece blanket around my shoulders and handed me a mug of hot cocoa and a sugar cookie.

“Good cows get treats,” he explained, his voice gruff but almost kind. “Eat. Drink. Warm up.”

I nibbled the cookie, feeling strangely cared for. The ceremonial sweetness before what came next made the contrast sharper somehow.

After I finished, he took the blanket. “Now. Stall three. Strip and position.”



The stall had been upgraded for winter. Heated floor. Soft padding at the kneeling stations. The milking equipment was polished and ready.

I removed my clothes and got on all fours in the designated spot. Hayes secured my wrists and ankles to rings on the floor—not tight, but enough to keep me in place.

The suction cups attached to my swollen nipples with soft pops, the silicone sealing perfectly around my puffy areolas. Hayes flipped a switch, and the milking machine hummed to life.

Rhythmic pulling began immediately—powerful suction that tugged my nipples deep into the cups, then released, then tugged again. Milk flowed in thick streams into the clear collection tubes, swirling down toward the storage tank in continuous ribbons of white.

“Good flow already,” Hayes observed, watching the milk surge through the tubes. “Dr. Lyra’s holiday protocol working real well. You’re producing like a prize heifer.”

Behind me, I felt his rough, calloused hands spreading my ass cheeks wide, exposing my plugged hole. He pulled the plug out without ceremony, leaving me empty and gaping. Then his cock pressed against my slick entrance.

Even soft, his cock was thick—and it had that strange quality I’d experienced before. Appeared soft on the outside, but there was a hard core beneath the flesh. Like being fucked by something organic and mechanical at once.

“Ready for breeding, cow?”

“Yes, sir,” I said softly, remembering the barn rule about minimal vocalization except for the appropriate sounds.

He pushed inside with one steady thrust, his thick shaft filling my trained hole completely. The texture was unlike any other cock—ridged and firm despite appearing soft—and the sensation was intensely, uniquely overwhelming.

Hayes began fucking me with slow, methodical strokes. No passion. No romance. Just mechanical breeding rhythm—in, out, in, out—like servicing livestock. Because that’s exactly what I was here. Not a person. Not even a sissy. Just a cow being bred while being milked.

The dual sensation was transcendent. The machine pulled rhythmically on my nipples, drawing milk in steady streams. His thick cock worked my prostate with each deep stroke. My body existed only to produce—milk from my tits, pleasure from my hole.

“Moo,” Hayes commanded flatly. “Cows moo when they’re being bred. Let me hear you.”

I obeyed instantly. “Moo…”

“Louder. Like you mean it.”

“Moooo!” I called out, the humiliating sound echoing through the barn.

“Good cow.” He increased his pace slightly, his hips slapping against my ass. “Keep mooing. Let the whole barn know you’re enjoying your breeding. Let everyone hear what a happy dairy cow sounds like.”

I mooed continuously—long, low sounds mixed with higher bleating noises when his cock hit my prostate particularly hard. The degrading bovine noises mixed with the mechanical hum of the milking machine, creating an obscene symphony. My caged clitty leaked uselessly between my thighs, but all my real pleasure came from my prostate and my milked nipples.

Hayes lasted forever—his stamina was legendary among the farm’s sissies. Twenty minutes of steady breeding. Thirty. His pace never changed, never hurried. Just endless, rhythmic fucking while the machine drained my heavy udders.

Finally, after what felt like an hour, he buried himself balls-deep and came with a low grunt. His thick cock pulsed inside me, flooding my hole with hot cum in powerful spurts. I felt every twitch, every shot of his seed painting my insides.

He pulled out slowly, his cum immediately starting to leak from my stretched, gaping hole.

He patted my ass like I was livestock. “First breeding complete. Good production. Keep milking for another ten minutes, then we’ll empty your tanks completely.”

He walked away without another word, leaving me there—still attached to the rhythmically pulsing machine, cum leaking down my thighs, mooing softly into the empty stall because it felt right. Because it felt like exactly what I was.



Afternoon session was similar but with an addition.

Two other “cows” were brought into adjacent stalls—other sissies from the Institute, both in various stages of transformation.

We were milked and bred simultaneously, our mooing creating a chorus.

Hayes rotated between us, breeding each cow thoroughly before moving to the next.

When he came in my hole the second time that day, I felt complete. This was my purpose—being livestock, producing milk, being bred.

Between cows, Hayes collected our milk into labeled jars. Each jar had our names and the collection time.

“This goes to the milk bar,” he explained. “VIPs will taste all three and choose their favorite.”

The objectification was perfect. We were dairy products.



Evening was the main event.

The milk bar was set up in the barn’s tasting room—a converted space with a bar, stools, mood lighting.

Five VIP clients arrived, all in expensive suits, clearly wealthy.

Hayes had cleaned us up and positioned us on display—kneeling on platforms behind the bar, naked except for our collars and cages. Labels above our heads: COW 1 (Eva), COW 2 (Crystal), COW 3 (Jasmine).

“Gentlemen,” Hayes announced, “welcome to the winter milk bar. Each cow has been bred twice today and milked continuously. You’ll sample milk from each, then choose which cow you’d like for personal breeding.”

He poured three small glasses from our labeled jars, arranging them in a flight.

The clients took turns tasting, discussing flavors like wine sommeliers.

“This one has a sweet note…”

“This one’s thicker, creamier…”

“Eva’s milk has a unique quality…”

I knelt perfectly still, watching them evaluate my bodily fluids like a product.

Three of the five chose me.



The breeding room was set up with three padded stations—each designed to position a cow perfectly for mounting. Soft leather, adjustable height, restraint points for wrists and ankles.

I was positioned at the center station—on hands and knees, ass elevated, my well-used hole already glistening and slightly gaping from the afternoon session. A fresh layer of lube had been applied. I was ready for service.

The first VIP client approached—an older gentleman in his sixties, silver-haired and distinguished. He removed his tailored pants with efficient movements, revealing a thick, uncut cock already hardening.

“I’ve been looking forward to this,” he said, running his hands over my ass cheeks before spreading them to examine my hole. “Your milk was exceptional. Sweetest of the three. I had to have the cow who produced it.”

He positioned himself behind me and slid into my well-used hole with a satisfied groan. His cock was average length but thick, stretching me pleasantly as he buried himself deep.

He fucked me with the unhurried pace of a man who’d paid premium and intended to enjoy every moment. My heavy breasts swung beneath me, fresh milk dripping steadily onto the padded surface below.

“Moo for me, cow,” he commanded. “I want to hear it while I breed you.”

I mooed obediently—long, low sounds of bovine pleasure—while he pumped into me. His balls slapped against my caged clitty with each thrust.

When he came, flooding my hole with hot cum, he immediately pulled out. Before I could even feel the load start to leak, the next client was already stepping up behind me.

No break. No pause. Just continuous breeding, one cock replacing another.

The second client was rougher—a younger man with an athlete’s body and a thick eight-inch cock. He grabbed my hips hard enough to bruise and slammed inside me, immediately establishing a brutal, pounding rhythm.

“Such a loose, sloppy hole,” he grunted, fucking me so hard the entire station shook. “Fucking love it. Made for cock.”

He hammered my prostate with every stroke, and the buildup from all day’s edging finally crested. Halfway through his breeding, I came hands-free with a scream—my caged clitty spurting weak, watery sissy cum in pathetic dribbles while he continued using my spasming hole without slowing.

He rode my orgasm, my hole clenching rhythmically around his thrusting shaft, until he roared and added his load to the cum already filling me.

The third client wanted something different. “On your back,” he ordered. “Legs spread. I want to drink while I breed.”

I rolled over, spreading my legs wide, and he mounted me missionary style—his thick cock sliding into my cum-sloppy hole while his mouth latched onto my right nipple and began to suck.

The dual sensation was overwhelming—his cock churning the loads already inside me while his mouth pulled rhythmic streams of warm milk from my sensitive tit. He switched to the other breast, drinking greedily, fucking me with deep strokes.

The combination pushed me over the edge again. A second orgasm ripped through me—my hole clenching around his cock, milk spraying from the nipple he wasn’t sucking, my useless clitty twitching in its cage.

He came inside me with his mouth still sealed around my nipple, drinking my milk while pumping his seed deep into my guts.

When all three VIP clients finished, I was left on the breeding station—thoroughly destroyed, four loads of cum filling my sloppy, gaping hole, milk dripping from my exhausted, reddened nipples. My stomach was full of swallowed cum from earlier. My body had been used exactly as intended.

Hayes returned with a warm blanket and water.

“Best performance of the season,” he said, his rare praise warming me. “You’re a natural dairy cow, Eva.”

He helped me clean up, redressed me in comfortable clothes, and drove me back to the Institute personally.

In the van, he handed me the tenth ornament—engraved with a tiny cow bell.

“Two more days,” he said. “Then you get your collar. Scarlett’s a lucky woman.”



Back at the Institute, Luna was waiting with a hot bath and dinner.

“How was the farm?” she asked gently, knowing how intense those sessions could be.

“Perfect,” I said honestly. “Three clients chose my milk. Three bred me. I was livestock all day.”

Luna kissed my shoulder. “And you loved it.”

“I loved it,” I confirmed.

She helped me into the bath, washed the farm smell from my skin, held me as I relaxed.

“One more day,” Luna said softly. “Tomorrow’s Christmas. The ceremony.”

“Just rest tomorrow?” I asked.

“Scarlett said the morning is ours. Then the collar ceremony in the afternoon.” She kissed my temple. “One more sleep, babe.”

I closed my eyes, feeling the tenth ornament in my hand.

One more day. Two more ornaments.

Then Christmas morning. The collar. The ceremony.

The official branding as Scarlett’s property.

I was so close I could feel it—the leather around my neck, the engraved plate, the permanence of ownership.

“I’m ready,” I whispered.

“I know you are, babe,” Luna said. “You’ve been ready since the day you signed that first contract.”

She was right.

This wasn’t about earning the collar anymore.

It was about celebrating what I’d already become.

Property. Livestock. Perfect sissy.

Home.

And tomorrow, the whole world would see the proof.


Chapter 12: Christmas Morning, The Final Gift

Christmas morning light filtered through the curtains.

I woke to Luna’s warmth beside me, her pink hair spread across the pillow, her breathing soft and peaceful.

No clients today. No services. Just us—and later, the ceremony.

I watched her sleep, feeling the weight of what today meant. The collar. The official ownership. The end of the Twelve Days.

Luna’s eyes fluttered open. She smiled when she saw me watching.

“Merry Christmas, babe,” she whispered.

“Merry Christmas.”

She pulled me close, her lips finding mine. The kiss was soft at first, tender, but quickly deepened into something hungrier.

“I have something for you,” Luna said against my mouth. “Before the ceremony. Before Scarlett. I wanted to give you something that’s just from me.”

She reached under her pillow and produced a small wrapped box.

“Open it later,” she said. “Right now, I want to give you something else first.”

Her soft hands found my breasts—heavy and full with morning milk, aching to be emptied. She squeezed gently, and I gasped as warm liquid immediately began to flow, beading at my swollen nipples.

“I’ve been thinking about this all night,” Luna admitted, her voice husky with desire. “Wanting to taste you. Wanting to make you feel loved before the whole world watches you become hers officially.”

She lowered her pink-haired head and latched her soft mouth onto my right nipple, beginning to drink.

The sensation was immediately overwhelming—so different from the clinical milking sessions or the rough sucking of clients. Luna’s soft mouth moved with genuine tenderness, her tongue circling my sensitive, puffy nipple, the rhythmic pull of her sucking drawing milk into her throat in gentle waves. She drank slowly, savoring, her eyes closed in pleasure.

My caged clitty throbbed uselessly in its tiny pink prison, pre-cum already leaking.

“Luna,” I moaned, tangling my fingers in her silky pink hair, pulling her closer to my chest.

She switched to my other breast, drinking deeply from that swollen tit too, her small hand coming up to squeeze the first one and keep it flowing. Warm milk ran down my stomach in rivulets.

Her other hand slid between my legs, finding my hole—already loose and slick from months of constant use, always ready to be filled. She pressed two slender fingers against my entrance.

“I love you,” she whispered against my milk-wet skin, her breath warm on my sensitive nipple. “I know Scarlett owns you. I know you’re her property. But I love you, Eva. The real you.”

“I love you too,” I gasped as her two fingers slid inside me, stretching my trained hole just slightly. “So much, Luna. You’re everything.”

She worked me slowly, tenderly—crooking her fingers to find my prostate but not attacking it, just gently massaging. So different from the brutal fucking of clients, from Scarlett’s dominating possession. This was pure devotion. The intimate connection between two people who’d found each other in the strangest, most unexpected place.

Luna’s mouth returned to my breast, drinking my warm milk in slow pulls while her fingers worked my hole in matching rhythm. My body responded helplessly—milk flowing freely into her throat, my stretched hole clenching around her buried fingers, pleasure building in warm waves instead of crashing tsunamis.

“I want us to cum together,” Luna breathed against my wet nipple, her own tiny caged clitty pressed hard against my thigh, leaking. “Both of us. On Christmas morning. Before the ceremony. Before everything becomes official. One more moment that’s just ours.”

She repositioned us so we could pleasure each other simultaneously—her fingers still buried in my hole while I slid two of mine into her tight, wet pussy. Both of us caged. Both of us feminized. Both of us exactly what we’d chosen to become together.

We moved as one, kissing deeply between gasping breaths, tasting my own milk on her soft lips. Milk smeared between our pressed-together breasts, making everything slick and warm. The intimacy was almost unbearable—this beautiful person who loved me for me, not for my service or my performance or my holes. For me.

“Close,” Luna whimpered against my mouth, her hole clenching around my slowly-thrusting fingers. “So close, babe. Don’t stop.”

“Together,” I agreed, curling my fingers against her spot while hers pressed my prostate. “Now—cum with me—”

We came at the same moment—a shared, synchronized release. Not the violent, screaming orgasms I had with clients or Scarlett, but something deeper. Quieter. More meaningful. Waves of warm pleasure that made us cling desperately to each other, both of us leaking thin streams of weak sissy cum from our tiny cages, the fluid mixing between our trembling thighs. My breasts released milk in soft rhythmic spurts, warm liquid spreading between our pressed bodies.

We held each other through the aftershocks, fingers still buried inside each other, foreheads touching, breathing the same air.

We lay there afterward, sticky with milk and cum and sweat, still intertwined, breathing together in the Christmas morning light.

“That was my first gift,” Luna said softly. “Now open the box.”

I unwrapped it with trembling fingers. Inside was a small silver charm—a heart with both our initials entwined.

“For your collar,” Luna explained. “So when you’re wearing her ownership, you’re also wearing my love.”

Tears pricked my eyes. “Luna…”

“Scarlett owns you,” she said simply. “But you’re mine too. In a different way. A way that matters.”

I kissed her deeply, tasting milk on her lips. “Both can be true. I’m owned and loved. Property and partner.”

A knock at the door interrupted us.

“Eva?” A staff member’s voice. “Bianca is ready for your makeover. The ceremony is in two hours.”

Luna smiled, wiping milk from her chin. “Time to get you ready to become official.”



Bianca worked her magic quickly—holiday princess aesthetic. Soft waves with tiny crystals woven through my hair. Elegant but understated makeup. Festive red and gold nails.

The dress Scarlett had sent was beautiful—white silk with silver embroidery, fitted to show my curves but elegant enough for a ceremony.

Luna attached her charm to the thin choker I still wore from Krampus night.

“It’ll transfer to the real collar,” she said. “I used your gift token from maid service day to ask Scarlett’s permission. She approved immediately.”

I remembered the golden token I’d earned cleaning the lounge—the one I could exchange for any requested scene. Luna had spent it on this. On us.

“You used my token for this?”

“For us,” Luna corrected. “Best use I could think of.”

One more kiss. One more moment of just us.

Then we walked to the lobby together.



The Institute lobby had been transformed.

The massive Christmas tree was lit beautifully. All twelve of my ornaments hung on a special branch, catching the light. The space was filled with people—staff, sissies, regular clients, even Director Blackwell.

And at the center, near the tree, stood Scarlett.

She wore black as always, but this was formal—a tailored suit that made her look like a platinum-haired goddess. Her ice-blue eyes found mine across the room.

I walked toward her slowly, heels clicking on marble. Every eye followed me.

When I reached her, I knelt automatically.

“Eva Park,” Scarlett said, her voice carrying through the lobby. “Six months ago, you came to us desperate and afraid. Trapped by debt, confused about identity, uncertain about who you were.”

She gestured for me to stand. I obeyed.

“Today, you kneel by choice. You serve by choice. You exist as Eva by choice.”

She picked up a small box from the table beside her—the same velvet box she’d shown me on day one.

“The Twelve Days of Service was designed to test you. To push you through every aspect of what we offer here. Glory holes, private rooms, gym training, maid service, porn filming, street work, elite dungeons, farm breeding.”

Scarlett opened the box, revealing the collar.

“You completed every day perfectly. No failures. No complaints. No hesitation. Forty-eight cocks serviced at glory holes. Multiple room clients daily. Public gym orgasms. Filmed pornography. Street prostitution. Krampus night submission. Farm breeding marathons.”

She lifted the collar from the box.

“This collar represents ownership. When you wear it, you’re no longer just Eva the sissy. You’re my property. Legally, symbolically, permanently.”

My breath caught.

“Do you accept this collar?” Scarlett asked. “Do you choose to be mine?”

“Yes, Miss Scarlett,” I said clearly. “I choose this. I choose you. I choose to be yours.”

She stepped forward and fastened the collar around my neck.

The leather was thick, substantial, real. The lock clicked with finality. The engraved plate was cool against my skin: PROPERTY OF SCARLETT VOSS.

The room erupted in applause.

Scarlett pulled me into a kiss—possessive, claiming, perfect. When she released me, she whispered in my ear: “Mine. Forever.”

“Yours,” I whispered back. “Always.”



Director Blackwell approached with a contract addendum.

“The collar comes with privileges,” he explained. “Debt reduction, guaranteed housing, healthcare, and profit-sharing from your premium services.”

He showed me the numbers. My remaining student loan debt—erased. My Institute housing—permanent. My percentage of service earnings—increased significantly.

I signed without hesitation.

Scarlett held up her keyring—the key to my cage dangled next to a new key.

“This is your room key,” she said. “Your lock. Your space. You’re no longer contract-bound. You’re family.”



The ceremony concluded with Scarlett presenting the eleventh and twelfth ornaments simultaneously.

Eleven was engraved with a calendar marking the twelve completed days.

Twelve was engraved simply: COMPLETE.

She hung them both on the tree herself, completing the set.

“Eva’s twelve days are finished,” Scarlett announced to the room. “She is now officially my property, a permanent resident of the Velvet Institute, and a valued member of our family.”

More applause. Luna was crying happy tears. Even Dr. Lyra looked emotional.



Later, in Scarlett’s private room—the same black-walled dungeon where she’d claimed me as Krampus—she removed my beautiful white dress with surprising gentleness, her cool fingers trailing across my skin as she unzipped, as she slid the silk off my shoulders, as she left me naked except for the heavy collar around my throat.

“I have one more gift for my property,” she said, producing another velvet box.

Inside was a matching set—thick leather cuffs for my wrists and ankles, each one lined with soft padding, each one engraved with the same words as my collar: PROPERTY OF SCARLETT VOSS.

“These are for when we play,” Scarlett explained, her ice-blue eyes warm for once. “So you never forget—even in our most intimate moments—who you belong to. Who owns every inch of you.”

She fastened each cuff around my wrists and ankles, the leather warm against my skin, the weight of ownership settling onto all four of my limbs.

Then she pushed me onto the bed—not roughly, but with purpose—and reached for her strap-on. Not the massive punishment one from Krampus night, but something more moderate. Eight inches of curved silicone designed for pleasure, not endurance.

She slid it inside her own pussy with a soft moan, then positioned herself between my spread legs.

“This isn’t punishment,” she said, pressing the head against my entrance. “This isn’t training.”

“What is it, Miss Scarlett?” I breathed.

“Celebration.” She pushed inside slowly, filling me inch by inch. “This is me making love to my property. To my Eva. To the most perfect sissy I’ve ever owned.”

She fucked me with passionate intensity—not the brutal, clinical strokes of our usual sessions, but deep, rolling thrusts that hit my prostate just right. Her body pressed against mine, her breasts against my milk-swollen tits, her mouth finding mine in kisses that felt almost tender.

“You’re mine,” she whispered between thrusts. “Forever. Completely. Every hole. Every drop of milk. Every moan. Mine.”

“Yours,” I gasped, wrapping my cuffed wrists around her neck. “All of me. Always.”

She fucked me harder, her hips driving the curved cock against my prostate over and over. Pleasure built in waves. My heavy breasts leaked milk between our pressed bodies, warm and wet.

“Cum for me,” Scarlett commanded. “Cum for your owner. Show me what you feel.”

The orgasm detonated through me like nothing I’d ever experienced. I screamed her name—“SCARLETT!”—my hole clenching around her thrusting cock, milk erupting from my nipples in rhythmic fountains, weak sissy cum leaking from my useless cage in a thin stream.

But it wasn’t just physical. It was complete. Soul-deep. The final piece clicking into place.

I was owned. I was loved. I was home.

Scarlett fucked me through the climax, extending it until I was sobbing with pleasure, then finally slowed and held me close.

“Thank you,” I sobbed against her chest afterward, still trembling. “Thank you for seeing what I could become. Thank you for pushing me past every limit. Thank you for owning me. Thank you for making me yours.”

“You did all the work, Eva,” Scarlett said softly, stroking my hair with unusual tenderness. “I just gave you permission to be who you already were. The sissy was always inside you. I just helped her come out.”



New Year’s Eve, two weeks later, I stood in the Institute lobby wearing my collar proudly.

Luna’s charm dangled beside the engraved plate, catching the light.

Director Blackwell announced the next event: “Spring Showcase—our premiere sissies will demonstrate advanced skills for new client recruitment.”

Scarlett volunteered me immediately. “Eva will be our centerpiece. She’s proven she can handle anything.”

I touched my collar, feeling the weight, the permanence, the pride.

Six months ago, I’d been Evan—desperate, broke, afraid.

Now I was Eva—collared, owned, cherished.

I had a girlfriend who loved me. A mistress who owned me. A body designed for service. A mind rewired for pleasure.

I worked as a pornstar, a prostitute, a maid, a dairy cow, a glory hole expert, an elite escort.

And I wouldn’t change a single thing.

“Ready for spring showcase?” Luna asked, squeezing my hand.

I looked at my reflection in the lobby windows. Stage 5 perfection—D-cup breasts, tiny caged clitty, feminine face, leather collar proclaiming my ownership.

“I’m ready for anything,” I said honestly.

Because I was home. I was owned. I was exactly what I chose to be.

Property. Partner. Perfect sissy.

And my story was just beginning.

END OF BOOK 4



Epilogue - Six Months Later

Summer sunlight streamed through my window.

I woke to Luna kissing my shoulder, her pink hair tickling my face.

“Morning, babe. Big day today.”

The Spring Showcase had been a massive success, leading to expanded programming. Today was the launch of the “Summer Sessions”—a month-long intensive for new recruits.

And I was head trainer.

Scarlett had promoted me officially. My collar now included a second plate: HEAD SISSY - TRAINING DIVISION.

I’d train new sissies in everything I’d learned. Guide them through their transformations. Show them it was possible to not just survive but thrive.

“Ready to change lives?” Luna asked.

I touched my collar, feeling both plates, the weight of responsibility and pride.

“Ready to show them home,” I corrected.

Because that’s what the Institute was. Not a prison. Not a trap.

Home.

For those of us who chose it.

For those of us who knew exactly who we were meant to be.

I got out of bed, dressed in my trainer outfit—professional but clearly feminized—and headed to orientation.

Five new recruits waited. All looking as terrified as I’d once been.

I smiled, touching my collar.

“Welcome to the Velvet Institute,” I said, my feminine voice warm and confident. “I’m Eva. And I’m going to show you the most incredible journey of your lives.”

One recruit—young, scared, clearly desperate—whispered, “Is it really a choice? Being here?”

I met their eyes. “It’s the first real choice I ever made. Everything before was running from myself. Here, I ran toward who I actually am.”

I gestured to my collar, my body, my complete transformation.

“In six months, you’ll understand. This place doesn’t trap you. It frees you.”

And as I began the first orientation session, teaching these new sissies about service and submission and the power of choosing your own identity, I felt Scarlett’s eyes watching from the observation room.

Proud. Possessive. Pleased.

Her property was becoming more valuable every day.

And I’d never been happier.

THE END


Thank you for reading!

Hey, it’s Felix Kron. If you enjoyed this story, here are a few simple ways you can keep the energy going:

	Leave a rating or review
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By following Felix Kron 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
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