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Chapter 1

The train gave a long, mournful whistle as it slowed, the carriages jolting gently before coming to a halt at the busy platform. Jack Thompson gripped the handle of his suitcase tightly, his knuckles white with the effort as the train squealed to a hard stop. At eighteen, this was his first journey away from the quiet market town where he'd spent his entire life. The air in the carriage had been stuffy, filled with the chatter of other students heading to the same university, their voices high with anticipation. Jack had kept to himself, staring out the window as the green fields gave way to the grey sprawl of the city. His heart was a mix of excitement and a gnawing anxiety. University was meant to be the start of his independence, a chance to escape the stifling rules of home and the pitying looks from neighbours who knew his family's struggles. But now, standing on the platform with the crowd surging around him, he felt small and uncertain.

He checked his phone again, the email from Mrs. Hargreaves open on the screen. 'Room available for a sensible young man. Close to campus, reasonable rent, quiet house.' The price was remarkably low for the area, which had made him suspicious at first, but the photos of the room, though a bit blurry, had shown a cosy space. He had replied immediately, and her response had been prompt and warm. 'Come along, dear. You'll be most welcome.' Jack shouldered his backpack and made his way through the station, the noise of announcements and rolling suitcases echoing off the high ceilings. Outside, the city air was cooler than he had expected, a light drizzle starting to fall.

Arriving in the city had been overwhelming. The station was a hive of activity, with people rushing in all directions. Jack had navigated the ticket barriers and found the exit, the cold air hitting his face. He had hailed the taxi, the driver friendly and chatty about the university. 'Lots of students this time of year. Good luck, lad.' The streets were lined with shops, cafes, and bookshops. He saw groups of young people laughing, and he hoped he would find his place among them. The university buildings looked impressive, ancient stone mixed with new constructions. This was where he would spend the next three or four years, learning, growing, perhaps even falling in love.

The ride through the streets gave him his first real view of his new home. Tall buildings loomed, students with rucksacks hurried along the pavements, and the occasional glimpse of the university spires in the distance filled him with a sense of possibility. He was going to study History, a subject he loved, and for the first time, he would be his own person.

The taxi pulled up outside a large, red-brick semi-detached house on a quiet tree-lined street. The garden was neatly kept, with rose bushes and a small lawn. Jack paid the driver and stood for a moment, suitcase at his feet, looking up at the house. It looked respectable, the kind of place an older person might live. He took a deep breath and walked up the path, the gravel crunching under his trainers. His hand trembled slightly as he rang the doorbell. The house on the quiet street felt like a sanctuary after the bustle. The red brick glowed in the afternoon light, the garden tidy with winter flowers. Jack had felt a sense of relief as he approached.

The door opened after a short wait, and there stood the woman from the advert. She was exactly as he had pictured from her voice, a portly, matronly figure in her seventies, with neatly styled grey hair pulled into a soft bun. She wore a cream satin blouse that shimmered softly in the hallway light, the fabric clinging gently to her full figure, paired with a long, pleated grey skirt that reached her ankles. Her face was kind, with rosy cheeks and bright eyes behind a pair of simple glasses. She smiled warmly, the kind of smile that made you feel immediately at ease. Mrs. Hargreaves had been exactly as described in the advert, warm, welcoming, a bit old-fashioned. Her satin blouse had caught his eye immediately, the way it shone and draped over her portly frame. The skirt was modest, but her figure was full and motherly. She fussed over him from the moment he stepped inside, taking his coat, insisting on the suitcase.

'You must be Jack,' she said, her voice soft and motherly with a slight northern lilt. 'Come in, come in, you look frozen. I'm Mrs. Hargreaves, but please call me Edith. Or Mummy Edith if you like, my granddaughter always did.'

Jack stepped inside, the warmth of the house enveloping him. 'Thank you, Mrs. Hargreaves. It's nice to meet you.'

She took his suitcase from him despite his protests. 'Nonsense, dear boy. You've had a long journey. Let me show you to your room. It's upstairs.'

As they climbed the stairs, she chatted away. 'The house is quiet most of the time. Perfect for studying. My granddaughter stayed here for her first year at uni. Lovely girl, but she's off working now. Left a few things behind.'

She led him to a door at the end of the landing and opened it with a flourish. 'Here we are.'

Jack stepped into the room and paused. The walls were painted a soft pink, the curtains were frilly and floral, and the bed was covered with a pink duvet that had lace trim. It was undeniably girly, like a room for a young girl rather than a university student. A large wardrobe stood against one wall, and a small desk by the window.

'It's... pink,' he said, trying to sound neutral.

Mrs. Hargreaves chuckled. 'I know, dear. My granddaughter had a thing for it. She left quite a few clothes. Blouses, skirts, that sort of thing. If it bothers you, I can clear it out, but the rent is what it is because of the state it's in. It's cheap for the area.'

Jack looked around. The room was large, with plenty of space for his things. The bed looked comfortable, and the desk was perfect for his laptop. 'It's fine,' he said, shrugging. 'The price is great. I don't mind the colour. It's kind of... cheerful.'

She beamed. 'Good lad. That's the spirit. Now, let's get you settled. Unpack what you need, and then come down for a cup of tea. You must be parched.'

She left him alone, closing the door softly. Jack set his suitcase on the bed and began to unpack. His clothes, jeans, t-shirts, hoodies, looked out of place against the pink backdrop. He opened the wardrobe out of curiosity. Inside hung several satin blouses in pastel colours, pleated skirts in various lengths, a couple of dresses, and even some delicate underwear and slips. The fabrics looked soft and silky, the kind of things his ex-girlfriend might have worn. He touched one blouse, the satin cool and smooth under his fingers. A strange feeling stirred in him, not disgust, but a curious interest. He quickly closed the wardrobe and finished unpacking his own things into the drawers.

After a while, Mrs. Hargreaves called up the stairs. 'Jack, tea's ready!'

He went down to the kitchen, where she had laid out a tray with a teapot, cups, milk, sugar, and a plate of biscuits. The satin blouse she wore caught the light as she moved, the material rustling softly. She poured the tea with practiced ease.

'Sit down, dear boy. Tell me about yourself. What are you studying?'

'History,' Jack replied, taking a sip of the hot tea. It was perfect, strong and sweet the way he liked it.

'Lovely. My granddaughter did languages. She loved it here. The university is just a short walk away. You'll make friends in no time, I'm sure.'

She asked about his family, his journey, whether he had a girlfriend. 'No, I'm single,' he admitted.

'A handsome young man like you? Plenty of time for that. Focus on your studies first. A lad your age needs a steady hand sometimes.'

Jack felt a flush of embarrassment at being called a 'lad' and 'dear boy,' but there was something comforting about it. She was treating him like a boy needing looking after, and after the stress of the move, it was oddly reassuring.

They talked for over an hour. She told him about the area, the best places for cheap food, the library. He found himself relaxing, laughing at her stories. When he mentioned the room's decor again, she waved it off. 'If you ever want to change it, just say. But for now, make yourself at home.'

As the afternoon wore on, Jack felt the anxiety of the morning fading. The house was warm, Mrs. Hargreaves was kind, and the room, pink though it was, was his. He returned upstairs to finish unpacking, pausing again by the wardrobe. He opened it once more, looking at the girly clothes. They smelled faintly of lavender. He wondered about the granddaughter, what she had been like. For a moment, he imagined what it would be like to wear one of the satin blouses, the fabric against his skin. He shook his head, laughing at himself. 'Just clothes,' he muttered.

Later that evening, after a simple dinner she insisted on sharing, Jack lay on the bed in the pink room, the duvet soft under him. The city sounds were distant, the house quiet. He felt a sense of belonging already, strange as it was. Mrs. Hargreaves had been right, it was a good start. Little did he know how much this room, and this woman, would change his life in the months to come.

The train journey itself had been a blur of thoughts and memories. Jack had left behind his small bedroom in the family home, the posters on the wall, the familiar smell of his mother's cooking. His parents had been supportive but worried. 'Call us every week,' his mother had said, hugging him tightly at the station. His father had slipped him some extra money. 'For books or whatever you need, son.' As the train had pulled away, Jack had felt a lump in his throat, but also a surge of freedom. No more being told what time to be home, no more questions about his friends. University was his chance to become the person he wanted to be.

In the pink room, Jack had stood for a long moment, taking it all in. The colour was everywhere, walls, bedding, even the lampshade. It was like stepping into a girl's bedroom from a film. The wardrobe was the biggest surprise. When he opened it, the array of clothes was astonishing. Satin blouses in soft pinks, blues, and creams hung neatly. Pleated skirts in grey, navy, and black were folded or hung. There were a few dresses, some with bows, and in the drawers, delicate items, slips, panties, stockings. The fabric felt luxurious under his touch, smooth and cool. He had never been around such things. His own wardrobe was functional, jeans and jumpers. This was different, feminine, and for some reason, it didn't repel him as much as he thought it would.

Mrs. Hargreaves' voice had echoed up the stairs. 'Jack, tea's ready, dear boy!' He had closed the wardrobe quickly, a faint blush on his cheeks, and gone down. The kitchen was cosy, with an old range and wooden table. She had poured the tea, the steam rising, and set out the biscuits. 'These are my own recipe,' she said proudly. 'My granddaughter loved them.' The conversation had been easy. She had asked about his course, his home, his plans. 'History, eh? Lots of reading. You'll need a good desk. The one in your room is solid.' She had laughed when he mentioned the pink. 'It grows on you. May, my granddaughter, said it made her feel safe.' Jack had nodded, sipping his tea, feeling the warmth spread through him.

She had talked about the area, warning him about the best pubs for students and the ones to avoid. 'And eat properly. No living on beans on toast. I'll help with meals if you like.' Jack had thanked her, feeling a pang of homesickness mixed with gratitude. Being treated like a boy was strange, his parents had been strict but not this nurturing. Mrs. Hargreaves seemed to enjoy the role. 'A young man needs guidance at your age. Too many lads get into trouble without it.' He had smiled politely, but inside, it felt oddly right.

Back in the room, Jack had arranged his books on the desk, history tomes, novels, a dictionary. His clothes fit neatly in the drawers, though the pink duvet made them look drab. He had sat on the bed, testing the springs. Comfortable. The room smelled faintly of the previous occupant, a floral scent mixed with lavender. He had looked at the wardrobe again, curiosity getting the better of him. Opening it, he had pulled out one satin blouse, holding it up. The material was light, the buttons delicate. For a moment, he wondered what it would feel like to wear. The thought made him laugh nervously. 'Just for the rent,' he told himself, putting it back. But the curiosity lingered.

Dinner had been a simple affair, but delicious. Shepherd's pie with peas and carrots. Mrs. Hargreaves had served generous portions. 'Eat up. You'll need your strength for lectures tomorrow.' They had talked more, about the university, the city, her life. She had been married once, her husband passed years ago. 'The house is big for one, but with lodgers like you, it's lively.' Jack had offered to help with dishes, but she had waved him off. 'You're the guest tonight. Tomorrow you can help.'

Alone in his room that evening, Jack had unpacked the last of his things. He had hung a few posters on the pink walls, trying to make it his own. The bed was inviting, the duvet soft and warm. He had lain down, staring at the ceiling. The day had been long, but good. Mrs. Hargreaves was kind, the room odd but cheap. The satin clothes in the wardrobe were a reminder of the granddaughter, but also of something else, a world of femininity he had never explored. He thought about the way her blouse had shimmered, the motherly tone in her voice. It was comforting. He closed his eyes, drifting off, the city outside fading. This was the start of something new, and despite the pink and the girly things, he felt ready. Little did he realise how the house, the woman, and the room would shape the months ahead, turning his simple student life into something far more complex and intimate.

The details of the arrival kept replaying in his mind as he settled. The train had been crowded, students with bright eyes and loud laughs. Jack had felt like an outsider, but also excited to join their ranks. The city had seemed vast, full of opportunities and dangers. The taxi driver had pointed out landmarks, the library, the student union, the parks. Jack had noted them mentally, planning his first explorations. The house had been a relief, a quiet corner in the chaos. Mrs. Hargreaves had made him feel welcome from the first smile. Her portly figure, the satin blouse, the grey hair, all spoke of stability and care. The room, with its pink walls and girly wardrobe, was a surprise, but one he could live with. The rent was the deciding factor. Cheap rooms were rare, and this one was perfect for his budget.

As he drifted to sleep, Jack thought about the future. Lectures starting tomorrow, new people to meet, perhaps even a girlfriend one day. But for now, the pink room and the kind landlady were enough. The satin fabric in the wardrobe, the way Mrs. Hargreaves had treated him like a boy, it was all part of this new chapter. He smiled in the dark, the duvet pulled up. University life was beginning, and it was already more interesting than he had imagined.


Chapter 2

The first few days at university passed in a blur for Jack Thompson. Lectures in the grand old halls, navigating the bustling campus with his map, trying to make sense of the reading lists that seemed endless. He was excited, yes, but the loneliness crept in quickly. Back home, there had always been someone around, parents, old school friends. Here, everyone seemed to have their own groups already forming. He returned each evening to the quiet house on the tree-lined street, grateful for the sanctuary it provided, even if the pink room still felt a bit odd.

Mrs. Hargreaves, or Edith, as she insisted he call her, was there waiting most evenings. She had taken to preparing proper home-cooked meals, the kind that filled the kitchen with rich aromas. 'You can't live on those cheap sandwiches from the student union, dear boy,' she would say, her voice warm and authoritative. 'A growing lad like you needs real food. Sit down, I've made shepherd's pie tonight.' Jack would protest at first, feeling like a child being told what to do, but the food was too good to refuse. She would watch him eat with a satisfied smile, her grey hair neatly styled, her eyes bright behind her glasses.

Her protectiveness showed in small ways at first. One morning, as he headed out for an early lecture, she stopped him at the door. 'Jack, it's chilly out there. Where's your coat? You'll catch your death.' She fetched his jacket herself and helped him into it, her hands lingering on his shoulders as she adjusted the collar. 'There, that's better. And make sure you have a proper breakfast. I left some porridge on the stove.' He muttered a thanks, irked by the fussing, but as he walked to campus, the warmth of the coat and the thought of her care made him smile despite himself.

Edith was in her seventies, portly with a full, rounded figure that she carried with surprising confidence. She favoured satin blouses, today a soft lavender one that caught the light and emphasised her ample bosom and the gentle curve of her waist. Paired with a long skirt, she looked every bit the matronly landlady, yet there was something attractive about her. The way she moved with poise, the sparkle in her eyes when she laughed, the way her full lips curved into a knowing smile. Even old, she had a presence that drew attention. Jack found himself noticing it more as the days went by.

In the evenings, after dinner, they would sit in the living room. She would knit or read while he attempted his assignments on the sofa. 'How was your day, lad?' she would ask, setting her knitting aside. 'Tell me about your lectures. Did you speak to anyone new?' Jack would share hesitantly at first, the confusing timetables, the professor who droned on, the pretty girl in his seminar who he didn't dare approach. Edith listened intently, nodding, offering advice in her calm, confident way. 'Confidence is key, dear. You're a bright young man. Smile, ask questions. They'll warm to you.'

Her attention was strangely intense sometimes. When he came home after a particularly draining day, she would pull him into a hug at the door. It lasted longer than a casual embrace, her soft body pressing against him, her arms wrapping around his back. Her hands would drift slowly down, resting just above his waist, before she pulled away with a pat on his cheek. 'There now, you look exhausted. Sit down, I'll make you a cup of tea.' Jack would blush, feeling the warmth of her touch linger. It was maternal, but there was something else, a flirty glint in her eye, a confidence that made his pulse quicken despite the age difference.

She treated him like a boy in many ways, which both irritated and comforted him. One afternoon, she caught him slouching over his books. 'Sit up straight, Jack. Posture is important for a young man. You'll get a bad back.' She came over, her satin blouse rustling softly, and placed her hands on his shoulders, gently pushing them back. Her touch was firm yet gentle, and she stood close, her perfume, a light floral scent, enveloping him. 'That's better. Good lad.' He felt a mix of annoyance and something warmer. 'I'm not a child, Edith,' he said, but there was no real bite to it.

Conversations turned more personal as the week progressed. Over a roast dinner one evening, she asked about his love life. 'Still no girlfriend, then? A handsome boy like you must have girls interested.' Jack shrugged, poking at his potatoes. 'I'm single. Always have been, really. Never had much luck, apart from one for a bit.' Edith smiled, her eyes twinkling with that confident, knowing look. 'Well, perhaps you just need the right woman. Someone experienced to show you the ropes.' She held his gaze a moment too long, her hand brushing his as she passed the salt. Jack felt a flush creep up his neck. Was she flirting? At her age? But the idea didn't repel him; it intrigued him.

She was protective in a way that bordered on overbearing at times. When he mentioned staying out late for a student society meeting, she frowned. 'Not too late, mind. The streets can be rough for a young man on his own. Text me when you're on your way back.' Jack rolled his eyes internally, he was eighteen, for goodness' sake, but he did text her. When he returned, she was waiting up with a hot chocolate. 'There you are. I was getting worried.' The hug that followed was long, her body soft and warm against his, her hands resting on his lower back this time, fingers pressing lightly through his shirt. 'You feel all tense. Let me rub your shoulders a bit.' She did, her touch lingering, sending unexpected shivers through him.

Edith's confidence was evident in everything. She moved through the house with authority, her satin blouses always immaculate, often in colours that flattered her grey hair and rosy complexion, today a deep emerald that made her eyes pop. Despite her age and portly build, she was attractive in a mature, sensual way. Jack caught himself staring sometimes at the way the fabric clung to her curves as she bent to serve food or reached for something. She seemed to notice, giving him a small, flirty smile that made him look away quickly.

Their evenings became a routine. After meals, she would draw him into conversation. 'Tell me about your life before uni, Jack. Any special girls?' He opened up more than he expected, sharing stories of awkward school dances, his shyness, how being single made him feel left out now that friends were pairing off. 'It sounds lonely,' she said softly, reaching over to squeeze his hand. Her fingers lingered, stroking the back of his hand lightly. 'But you're here now. With me. We can talk about anything.' Her gaze was direct, confident, and Jack felt a strange pull. Being single, he thought, maybe this was a chance to learn from someone older, wiser, even if the lessons came with these odd, charged moments.

One rainy afternoon, she insisted on helping him with his laundry. 'No, dear boy, let me. You focus on your studies.' As she sorted through his clothes, she commented on his wardrobe. 'These are all so plain. A young man should have a bit of colour.' Later, when he came down for tea, she had laid out one of her satin scarves on the table. 'Try this with your shirt. It will bring out your eyes.' She draped it around his neck herself, standing close, her hands adjusting it, fingers brushing his collarbone. The hug after was longer still, her body pressing in, hands drifting to his hips briefly before releasing. 'There, much better. You look handsome.'

Jack found himself both irked and drawn to her treatment. She would correct his language sometimes, 'None of that slang, lad. Speak properly', or fuss over his hair if it was messy. 'Let me fix that for you.' Her hands in his hair felt intimate. Yet her protectiveness was genuine; she asked about his health, made sure he had enough money for books, even offered to lend him some if needed. 'You're like family now, Jack.' And the flirty undertones grew; lingering looks across the table, comments like 'I do enjoy having a strong young man around the house,' said with a wink.

As the days turned into a week, the friendly dynamic solidified. Jack looked forward to coming home to her conversations, her meals, her presence. The strange attention, the drifting hands during hugs, the flirty glances, made him realise he was attracted to her in a way he hadn't expected. She was old, yes, but her confidence, her matronly care mixed with subtle seduction, was magnetic. One evening, after a long hug at the door, her hands sliding down his back to rest on his waist, she whispered, 'You give the best hugs, dear boy.' Jack's heart raced, but he didn't pull away.

The irritation at being treated like a boy faded into something else, a reluctant enjoyment. She would call him 'lad' or 'dear boy' with affection, and he started to like it. Her protective nature extended to his studies; 'Have you eaten properly today? No skipping meals.' She would pack him sandwiches for lunch sometimes. In conversations, she shared bits of her life, her travels, her granddaughter May who had stayed in the pink room, never did she mention a husband, never did I ask. 'She was a wild one. But you, Jack, you're a good boy. Sensible.' The way she said 'good boy' sent a confusing thrill through him.

One particularly cold evening, she noticed him shivering after coming in. 'Come here, let me warm you up.' She pulled him into a long embrace by the fire, her satin blouse soft against him, her portly frame surprisingly comforting. Her hands rubbed his back in slow circles, drifting lower than before, almost to the top of his trousers before stopping. She looked up at him with those confident, sparkling eyes. 'Better?' Her voice was low, flirty. Jack nodded, unable to speak for a moment. He was learning, he realised, not just about intimacy, but about this complex, attractive older woman who was becoming central to his new life.

Their conversations grew deeper. Over tea and biscuits one night, she asked about his views on relationships. 'Do you think age matters in these things, Jack?' He hesitated. 'Sometimes, I suppose. But if two people like each other...' She smiled, leaning forward, her blouse shifting to reveal a hint of cleavage. 'Exactly. Experience can be a wonderful teacher.' Her hand rested on his knee as she spoke, squeezing gently. Jack felt the warmth spread, a mix of comfort and budding desire. Being single had its advantages here, no one to judge, and Edith seemed to enjoy teaching him in her own subtle way.

She continued to show strange attention in daily life. When he helped with chores, she would praise him effusively. 'Such a helpful lad. Come here for a thank you hug.' The hugs were always extended, her body moulding to his, hands exploring a little more each time, a pat on the bottom once, disguised as a friendly tap. Flirty looks became common; over dinner, her eyes would linger on his face, his body, with a confident appreciation. 'You're filling out nicely, Jack. Uni life suits you.'

Jack irked at the boyish treatment sometimes, 'I'm eighteen, Edith, not twelve', but her responses were always disarming. 'Of course you are, dear. But even young men need looking after.' Her protectiveness made him feel safe in the big city. She would worry if he was late, text him reminders. 'Home safe? Dinner's waiting.' And when he arrived, the welcome was physical, long hugs, cheek kisses that lingered, hands on his arms or back.

As the initial friendship deepened, Jack found himself opening up more. He told her about his insecurities, his excitement for the future. She listened, offering wisdom with that confident air. 'You're doing brilliantly, lad. I'm proud of you.' The praise warmed him. And the attraction grew; he noticed how attractive she was despite, or perhaps because of, her age. The satin blouses she wore daily highlighted her mature beauty, the way she moved with unapologetic confidence. He started to look forward to those moments of strange attention, wondering where they might lead.

One evening, after a particularly good day at uni, he came home buzzing. Edith greeted him with a big smile and an even bigger hug. This one lasted, her soft body against his, her hands slowly drifting down his back to his hips, pulling him closer for a moment. 'You smell like the outdoors,' she murmured, her voice husky. 'Tell me all about it over dinner.' At the table, her flirty looks were more pronounced, a wink, a comment on how 'dashing' he looked. Jack felt the dynamic shifting, the friendly care turning into something more charged, and he was eager to see where it went.

The routine continued with these little escalations. She would 'accidentally' brush against him in the kitchen, her satin sleeve against his arm. Protective advice came with physical closeness, adjusting his scarf, fixing his hair, always with a touch that lingered. 'There, perfect. My handsome young man.' Jack's initial irritation had turned to curiosity and a growing fondness. Being single, alone in the city, her attention filled a void. He realised he was learning about women, about intimacy, from this confident, matronly figure who was attractive in ways he hadn't anticipated.

Evenings by the fire became highlights. She would sit close on the sofa, sharing stories from her past, romances, adventures. 'I was quite the catch in my day,' she said with a laugh, but her eyes held his confidently. 'Still am, in some ways.' Jack agreed silently, noticing the way her blouse hugged her figure. When it was time for bed, the goodnight hug was the longest yet. Her hands on his back, drifting, one even cupping his cheek. 'Sleep well, dear boy. Dream sweet dreams.' He went to his pink room with his heart pounding, the memory of her touch staying with him.

Over the next days, the pattern held. Meals, checks on his well-being, friendly but deepening conversations. She treated him like a boy, fussing, correcting, but the affection had layers. Longer hugs where her hands explored subtly, flirty looks that made his skin tingle, comments that bordered on seductive. 'You have such strong arms, Jack. From all that carrying books?' She would squeeze his bicep with a smile. Jack irked at times, but he was single and curious. This was his chance to learn from an experienced woman who was protective, confident, and yes, attractive even in her seventies.

The house felt like home now. Edith's presence was comforting and exciting in equal measure. One afternoon, after uni, he found her in the kitchen in a new satin blouse, a rich burgundy that made her grey hair look striking. 'How was your day, lad?' she asked, pulling him into a hug that lasted minutes. Her hands on his back, drifting lower, almost possessively. 'I missed you. Dinner's almost ready.' At the table, conversation flowed, but her eyes held promises. Jack felt the initial friendship blooming into something more, and he was ready for it.

As the weeks of this initial phase passed, Jack realised how much he relied on her. The protective matronly care, the friendly talks, the strange attentions that stirred him. She was old but vibrant, confident in her attractiveness, using it subtly. Hugs that went on too long, hands that drifted, looks that flirted. He was irked less, intrigued more. Being single had led him here, to this learning experience. And deep down, he wondered what the next step would be with this fascinating woman who had taken him under her wing.

The second week brought more of the same comfortable yet charged routine. Jack's lectures were demanding, but coming home to Edith's world made it bearable. She had started waking him with a gentle knock and a tray of breakfast, eggs, bacon, toast, delivered in her night attire sometimes, a satin robe over a nightdress that hinted at her curves. 'Rise and shine, dear boy. Can't have you starting the day on an empty stomach.' She would sit on the edge of his bed, watching him eat with that protective, maternal smile. Her hand would rest on his leg as she chatted about the weather or his schedule. Jack found the intimacy of these morning visits both comforting and exciting, her confident presence filling the pink room.

One evening after a long day of seminars, Jack mentioned feeling a bit under the weather. Edith's protective side kicked in immediately. 'You look peaky, lad. Come here.' She pulled him into a long hug in the hallway, her body soft and warm, her satin blouse, a pale pink one today, pressing against his chest. Her hands rubbed his back in slow, soothing circles, drifting lower to his waist and hips. 'No more late nights for you. I'll make you some soup and tuck you in early.' Jack protested weakly, 'I'm fine, really,' but her flirty, confident gaze held him. 'Nonsense. Let me look after you.' The hug lingered, her fingers tracing patterns on his lower back, sending tingles through him.

Conversations over dinner became more layered. Edith shared stories from her youth with a confident twinkle. 'I had my fair share of admirers back then. Older men, younger ones too. Age is just a number if the spark is there.' She looked at Jack pointedly, her eyes scanning him appreciatively. 'You have that spark, dear boy. A young man with potential.' Jack blushed but leaned in, asking questions. Being single, he was curious about her experiences. 'What made them attractive to you?' he asked. She smiled, reaching across to touch his hand. 'Confidence. Kindness. And a willingness to learn from someone with a bit more... life behind them.' Her fingers stroked his wrist lightly.

Her protectiveness extended to his social life. When he mentioned a group outing, she insisted on knowing details. 'Text me the address. And don't drink too much, you're not used to it yet.' Jack felt irked, like a boy being monitored, but her concern was genuine. When he returned a bit tipsy one night, she was waiting. 'There you are. Come here, let's get you sorted.' The hug was tight, her portly frame enveloping him, hands drifting down his back and resting on his bum for a second before adjusting. 'You smell of beer and trouble. Up to bed with you.' She helped him up the stairs, her body close, flirty comments like 'Such a handsome lad, even when you're merry.' Jack realised he liked the attention, the way she made him feel cared for and desired.

Edith's attractiveness became more apparent in these moments. Despite her seventy years, her confidence made her magnetic. The satin blouses she chose, always elegant, sometimes low-cut enough to hint at cleavage, hugged her full breasts and soft belly. Her grey hair was always perfect, her posture straight. When she laughed, it was hearty and genuine. Jack caught himself admiring the sway of her hips in her skirts, the way her hands moved with authority. One afternoon, she caught him staring as she bent to pick something up. 'See something you like, dear?' she teased with a wink, her voice confident and playful. Jack stammered an apology, but she just laughed. 'No harm in looking. We all appreciate beauty at any age.'

The friendly chats turned to more intimate topics. Over tea one rainy day, she asked about his experiences with girls. 'Have you ever been touched properly, Jack? A young man your age should know a woman's body.' Jack admitted his inexperience, it never went that far with his ex. Edith's eyes lit up with that knowing, flirty look. 'Then perhaps it's time you learned. From someone who knows what she's doing.' She reached over, her hand on his knee, squeezing. 'I could teach you a thing or two.' The air thickened. Jack's heart raced, but he nodded slightly but he wasn’t sure she was being serious.

She started doing his laundry, folding his clothes with comments. 'These boxers are so plain. A young man should feel good in what he wears.' Once, she 'helped' him try on a new shirt she bought, standing close, adjusting the collar, her fingers on his skin. 'There, fits you perfectly. You have such a nice build.' The hug after was accompanied by a kiss on the cheek that lingered near his mouth. 'My good boy.' Jack felt the irritation fade into arousal; her matronly care was seductive.

Evenings grew more charged. She would invite him to watch old films with her on the sofa, sitting close under a blanket. 'For warmth, lad.' Her leg pressed against his, her hand occasionally resting on his thigh. Conversations about relationships grew bolder. 'Intimacy is about trust and guidance,' she said one night, her eyes locked on his. 'An older woman can show a young man like you how to please and be pleased.' Her hand drifted higher on his leg during the hug goodnight. Jack went to bed confused but excited, touching the satin clothes in his wardrobe, imagining her in them.

Her confidence shone through in daily interactions. She would complement him openly. 'That shirt brings out your eyes, Jack. You're turning into quite the catch.' When he helped in the kitchen, she would hug him from behind sometimes, arms around his waist, body pressed close. 'Such a helpful lad.' Her hands would slide up his chest briefly. Flirty looks over meals, biting her lip, winking. Jack irked at the 'boy' treatment but craved the closeness. Being single in this new city, her protective, attractive presence was a lifeline.

One day, after a tough exam, he came home dejected. Edith noticed immediately. 'Come here, my poor boy.' The hug was the longest yet, her soft portly body against him, satin blouse cool and smooth. Her hands rubbed his back, then lower to his hips, pulling him in. 'Let me make it better. A massage might help.' She sat him down and worked his shoulders, fingers strong and knowing, drifting to his neck and chest. 'You carry so much tension.' Her voice was low, flirty. Jack relaxed into it, realising how attractive she was, mature, confident, caring in this charged way.

Flirty comments peppered talks; 'You're so innocent, dear. It's endearing.' Jack found himself dressing a bit better for her, seeking her approval. The initial friendship was evolving, and he was eager for more.

As his time drew on there, Jack reflected on the changes. Edith was matronly and protective, cooking, worrying, fussing, but her attractiveness and confidence made it thrilling. The strange attentions, long hugs, drifting hands, flirty looks, made him feel desired. Being single, he embraced the learning, but at the same time, he felt sure he was overthinking things, that she was just nice. Still, he had a feeling the friendship was becoming something deeper, and he was all in.


Chapter 3

The pink room upstairs had become his own, the girly clothes in the wardrobe now familiar rather than strange. But it was the time spent with Edith that anchored him. It was a Friday evening when things shifted irrevocably. Jack had had a particularly gruelling week, exams looming, group projects that left him drained. Edith noticed immediately when he walked through the door. 'You look worn out, dear boy,' she said, her voice warm and authoritative. She pulled him into one of her long hugs, her soft body pressing against him. Her hands lingered on his back, fingers tracing slow circles before drifting lower, almost to the waistband of his jeans. 'Come, I've made a nice stew. And perhaps a glass of something to take the edge off.' Jack didn't protest. He was single, far from home, and her attention felt like a lifeline, maternal yet charged with something darker, something that made his skin tingle.

They sat in the living room after dinner, the fire crackling. Edith had brought out a bottle of sherry, pouring generous measures into two glasses. 'This will help you relax, lad,' she said, handing him one. Her eyes sparkled with that confident, knowing look. She wore a deep burgundy satin blouse tonight, the material catching the firelight and highlighting the soft roundness of her figure. The skirt was long and flowing, but as she crossed her legs, Jack caught glimpses of stockinged ankles. She smirked slightly as she caught him looking. 'Tell me about your week. All those pretty girls at uni, any catching your eye yet?' Her tone was teasing, flirty, but wrapped in that motherly concern.

The sherry flowed easily. Jack found himself opening up more than usual, the alcohol loosening his tongue. He talked about the loneliness, the pressure, how being single made everything feel sharper. 'I just... I don't know how to connect with them,' he admitted, taking another sip. Edith leaned forward, her blouse shifting to reveal a hint of cleavage. 'You're a handsome young man, Jack. Strong, polite. Any woman would be lucky.' Her hand reached out, resting on his knee. It stayed there, warm and firm. 'But perhaps you need someone... experienced. Someone who knows what a boy like you needs.' Her fingers squeezed gently, then slid a fraction higher. Jack's breath caught, but he didn't move away. He enjoyed it, the forcefulness mixed with care.

As the bottle emptied, the conversation turned more intimate. Edith asked about his fantasies, his inexperience. 'Have you ever been with an older woman, dear?' she asked, smirking as she touched his arm, her fingers trailing down to his wrist, lingering on the pulse point. Jack shook his head, cheeks flushed from drink and her touch. 'No... never.' She chuckled, low and throaty. 'Pity. We have so much to teach.' Her hand moved to his thigh now, squeezing with more insistence. Not rough, but deliberate, possessive. Jack felt a surge of arousal mixed with the comfort of her protectiveness. She was in control, and he liked it.

The room grew warmer, or perhaps it was the sherry. Edith refilled their glasses, her movements graceful despite her age and portly build. 'Come sit closer, Jack. Tell me more.' She patted the space beside her on the sofa. He complied, their thighs touching. Her hand found his again, but this time it wandered, up his arm, across his chest, fingers brushing his nipple through his shirt with a smirk. 'So tense. Let me help.' She began to massage his shoulders, her touch firm, almost forceful, kneading the muscles. Jack groaned softly. It felt good, too good. Her fingers worked lower, under his shirt now, skin to skin, cool against his warmth. She smirked wider, noticing his reaction.

Emboldened by the drink, Jack leaned into her touch. Edith's hand slid down his back, then around to his front, resting on his stomach before dipping lower, brushing the front of his jeans. 'Oh, my dear boy,' she murmured, her voice husky. 'Is this what you need?' She didn't wait for an answer. Leaning in, she kissed him. It wasn't gentle. Her lips were insistent, forceful, pressing hard against his. Jack responded eagerly, the kiss deepening. Her tongue pushed into his mouth, dominating the exchange. One hand gripped the back of his neck, holding him in place, while the other continued its exploration, squeezing his thigh hard enough to leave a faint mark.

They broke apart, breathing heavily. Edith's eyes were dark with desire, that confident smirk playing on her lips. 'Good lad,' she whispered, her hand now cupping him through his jeans, feeling his hardness. 'You've been wanting this, haven't you? All those hugs, those little touches, I knew.' Jack nodded, embarrassed but aroused beyond measure. She stood, pulling him up with surprising strength for a woman her age. 'Come with me. Upstairs.' She led him to her bedroom, not his pink one. It was elegant, with a large bed draped in soft fabrics. She turned to him, unbuttoning her satin blouse slowly, revealing a lacy bra that barely contained her full breasts. 'Touch me, Jack. But remember who's in charge.'

Jack's hands shook as he reached for her. Edith smirked, guiding his hands to her breasts, pressing them firmly against her. Her skin was soft, warm, with a slight sag that only added to her mature allure. She pulled off his shirt, her nails raking down his chest, not painfully, but with enough force to make him gasp. 'Such smooth skin,' she said, leaning down to kiss his neck, biting lightly. 'But you need to learn to please a woman properly.' She pushed him to his knees in front of her. 'On your knees, dear boy. Show me what that tongue can do.' Jack complied, his head spinning from drink and lust. She hiked up her skirt, revealing thick thighs and a pair of practical but lacy knickers. She slid them down, exposing her hairy pussy, thick, dark curls framing puffy lips, already glistening.

The scent hit him first, musky, earthy, mature. Edith gripped his hair, not roughly but with control, pulling his face forward. 'Lick it, Jack. Start slow, but don't be shy.' Her voice was motherly yet commanding. Jack extended his tongue, tasting her for the first time. She was wet, tangy, the hair tickling his lips and nose. He licked along her folds, exploring the texture, the way her clit swelled under his attention. Edith moaned, her hand tightening in his hair, guiding him forcefully to where she wanted, her entrance, then up to her clit. 'That's it, good boy. Suck on it. Harder.' She ground against his face, her hips moving with surprising vigour for her age. Jack's cock throbbed painfully in his jeans as he obeyed, lapping at her hairy cunt, the dark eroticism of it overwhelming him. She tasted of age and experience, and he loved it.

Edith's moans grew louder, her grip on his hair almost painful now, but Jack didn't pull away. He enjoyed the force, the way she used him. 'Deeper, lad. Fuck me with that tongue.' She pulled his head harder against her, smothering him in her wetness. Jack pushed his tongue inside her, feeling the tight, velvety walls contract around it. Her juices coated his chin, dripping down. She smirked down at him, her free hand touching his face, fingers smearing her essence across his skin. 'Look at you, so eager. My little student.' The orgasm hit her suddenly, she cried out, her thighs clamping around his head as she came, flooding his mouth with her release. Jack swallowed what he could, the taste heady and addictive.

She pulled him up roughly, kissing him hard, tasting herself on his lips. 'Good boy,' she purred, her hand squeezing his erection through his trousers. 'Now, let's see what you've got.' She undressed him completely, her hands roaming his body with intimate, forceful touches, gripping his arse, pinching his nipples, stroking his cock with a firm grip that bordered on too tight. Jack gasped, thrusting into her hand. Edith smirked, leading him to the bed. She pushed him down onto his back, straddling him. Her hairy pussy hovered over his cock, dripping. 'I'm going to fuck you now, Jack. And you're going to enjoy every moment.'

She lowered herself onto him slowly at first, her wet heat enveloping his cock inch by inch. Jack moaned, the sensation overwhelming, the tightness, the wetness, the tickle of her pubic hair against his skin. Edith settled fully, grinding down with a forceful roll of her hips. 'Fuck, you're big for a young lad,' she said, her voice thick. She began to ride him, her portly body bouncing, breasts jiggling in her bra. Her hands were on his chest, nails digging in, holding him down as she controlled the pace, hard, deep thrusts that made the bed creak. Jack thrust up to meet her, but she pinned him with her weight, smirking as she touched his skin, pinching, squeezing, owning him.

The sex was raw in its intensity. Edith's pussy gripped him like a vice, her hairy mound rubbing against his pelvis with every downward slam. Juices leaked down his balls, soaking the sheets. She leaned forward, her breasts in his face, forcing him to suck on a nipple through the lace. 'Bite it,' she commanded, and he did, eliciting a groan from her. Her hand reached between them, rubbing her clit as she fucked him harder, faster. 'That's my good boy. Take it. Enjoy it.' Jack was lost in the dark eroticism, the age difference, her dominance, the way her body moved with such confident power. He felt her orgasm building again, her walls fluttering around him.

She came with a cry, grinding down hard, her juices squirting slightly around his cock. But she didn't stop. 'Not yet,' she said, smirking. She flipped them over with surprising ease, pulling him on top but still directing. 'Fuck me properly now, lad. Hard.' Jack thrust into her, her legs wrapping around him, heels digging into his back. Her hands were everywhere, gripping his arse to pull him deeper, slapping his thigh when he slowed, fingers in his mouth. 'Suck,' she ordered, and he did. The room filled with the sounds of wet flesh slapping, her moans, his grunts. Her pussy was slick and hot, the hair matted with their combined fluids. Jack felt himself nearing the edge, but she controlled it, squeezing him internally to hold him back.

Edith came again, her body arching, a string of filthy words mixed with maternal praise. 'Good boy, fill me up. Cum for me.' Jack obeyed with a groan, pumping his load deep inside her hairy cunt. The orgasm was intense, his vision blurring as he emptied himself. Edith held him there, smirking, her hands stroking his back possessively. 'That's it. All of it.' They lay tangled for a moment, her portly form soft and warm against him. But she wasn't done. 'Again,' she whispered, her hand already stroking his softening cock back to life with firm, insistent touches. 'We're just getting started, dear boy.'

The night blurred into a haze of sex. Edith was insatiable, her touches turning more intimate and forceful. She had him on all fours at one point, fingering his arse lightly while jerking him off, smirking at his moans. 'Such a responsive little thing.' She rode him again, this time facing away, her arse bouncing as she took him deep. Jack's hands gripped her wide hips, but she directed the rhythm, slamming back onto him. Her hairy pussy swallowed him whole each time, the wet sounds obscene and erotic. She touched herself, fingers circling her clit, then reaching back to smear her juices on his lips. 'Taste us,' she commanded, and he licked her fingers clean.

When he came a second time, it was inside her again, her walls milking him dry. Edith collapsed beside him, pulling him into her arms. 'My good lad,' she murmured, kissing his forehead in that matronly way, but her hand still cupped his spent cock possessively. 'This is just the beginning. You'll be coming to my bed every night now. No more of that pink room alone.' Jack, exhausted and sated, nodded. He enjoyed it, the force, the control, the way she made him feel both cared for and used. Her skin against his, the lingering touches, the smirks, it was darkly perfect.

They lay there for a while, Edith stroking his hair, her body warm and inviting. 'You're learning so quickly,' she said, her voice soft but with that underlying dominance. 'Next time, perhaps we'll explore more. You liked my pussy, didn't you? The hair, the taste?' Jack blushed but admitted it. She laughed, a rich, confident sound. 'Good. Because I plan on using that mouth of yours often.' She got up eventually, fetching a cloth to clean them both, her touches gentle now but still intimate, wiping his cock and balls with care. 'Rest now, dear boy. Tomorrow is a new day. But remember, this is our secret.'

Jack returned to the pink room that night, his body aching in the best way. The cycle had begun. The next day, after lectures, he found himself drawn back to her. Drinks again, touches escalating quickly. She bent him over the sofa this time, her fingers probing him while she whispered dirty, motherly encouragements. 'Such a tight little arse. Relax for me.' The sex was varied, her on top, him fucking her from behind, her forcing him to eat her out again until his face was drenched. Always with that smirk, her hands gripping, touching his skin with possessive force. He enjoyed every moment, the submission feeling natural under her guidance.

Over the following days, it became routine. Mornings with her fussing over him, evenings leading to bed where she took control. The encounters were darkly erotic, her hairy pussy a constant fascination, the way she used her body and words to dominate him. 'On your knees, lad. Lick your landlady clean.' Jack complied eagerly, the taste of her, the feel of her thighs around his head, the forceful way she held him there. Fucking her was intense; she was tight despite her age, her walls gripping him as she rode or was ridden with vigour. Her confidence shone through, smirking as she touched him, pinching nipples, gripping his balls, directing every thrust.

One night, she introduced light bondage with scarves from her drawer, tying his wrists to the bedposts. 'Trust me, dear,' she said, smirking. She teased him for hours, licking his cock, sitting on his face, denying him release until he begged. When she finally sank onto him, it was forceful, her hips slamming down as she touched his chest, his face, his skin with possessive hands. 'Cum inside me again. Fill your mummy up.' The word 'mummy' made Jack's head spin, but he did, exploding with a cry. Edith untied him after, holding him close, protective once more. 'My good boy. This is what you needed.'

The cycle continued daily, as the outline had promised. Jack's university life became secondary to the secret world in the house. Edith's touches grew bolder, groping him in the kitchen, forcing quickies against the wall. 'No time for teasing today,' she'd say, smirking, pulling him into her. Her pussy was always ready, hairy and wet, welcoming him with a forceful grip. He licked her often, learning her preferences, the way she liked his tongue circling her clit, sucking her lips, pushing deep. She praised him maternally even as she dominated; 'That's my clever lad. Eat it all.' The dark eroticism consumed him; he craved her forcefulness, the way she made him submit while caring for him.

As the weeks passed in this new routine, Jack realised how far he'd come from the nervous boy who arrived. Edith had opened a door to a world of pleasure he hadn't imagined, matronly protection mixed with raw, dominant sex. Her smirks, her hands on his skin, the taste of her, the feel of fucking her, it was addictive. The encounters varied but always ended with her in control, him enjoying the forceful intimacy. 'Tomorrow night,' she'd whisper after, pulling him close. 'More lessons.' And Jack would count the hours, eager for the next drunken or sober encounter that bound them tighter in this secretive, erotic dance.

The first encounter had unlocked something primal. Jack found himself touching the satin clothes in his wardrobe sometimes, imagining Edith in them, or even himself in a submissive role. But it was her, her portly, attractive form, her confident dominance, that drove him. The sex scenes replayed in his mind; her pussy enveloping him, the hair matted with cum, her forceful hands guiding him to lick and fuck. He was hers now, and he embraced it fully. The cycle was set, daily and intense, building a routine that satisfied his deepest, darkest desires under her watchful, smirking eye.

The build-up to that first night had been simmering for weeks, but the drunken evening ignited it fully. After the initial sherry, Edith suggested they move to something stronger, whisky from her late husband's collection. 'Just a splash to warm the soul,' she said with a wink, pouring two generous measures. Jack, already tipsy, accepted. The alcohol made everything sharper: the way her satin blouse hugged her full, portly figure, the scent of her perfume mixed with the faint musk of her body. She sat close on the sofa, her thigh pressing against his. 'You're so tense, dear boy,' she murmured, her hand sliding up his leg with deliberate slowness. Her fingers brushed his inner thigh, then higher, cupping him through his trousers. Jack gasped, but leaned into the touch. She smirked, her eyes dark with intent. 'That's it. Let me take care of you.'

Her touches grew more intimate as the night wore on. Edith's hand slipped under his shirt, fingernails grazing his skin with a mix of gentleness and force. She pinched a nipple lightly, then harder, making him arch. 'Sensitive, are we?' she teased, her voice a blend of motherly affection and something darker. Jack's cock hardened under her other hand as she stroked him through the fabric. 'Been thinking about this, haven't you? All those long hugs... my hands drifting. You enjoyed it.' He admitted it with a nod, cheeks burning. Edith leaned in, her breath hot on his ear. 'Good. Because tonight, we're going further. I'm going to show you what a real woman feels like.' She kissed him again, forceful, her tongue invading his mouth as her hand squeezed his erection with possessive strength.

In her bedroom, the atmosphere thickened with erotic tension. Edith stripped slowly, revealing her mature body, soft belly, heavy breasts with dark areolas, thick thighs, and that prominent hairy pussy, the curls thick and untamed, glistening with arousal. She pushed Jack onto the bed, climbing over him. 'Undress me properly, lad,' she commanded, guiding his hands to her bra. As he fumbled, she smirked, reaching down to grip his hair, pulling his face to her breasts. 'Suck.' He latched onto a nipple, sucking hard as she moaned. Her hand reached between them, freeing his cock and stroking it firmly, thumb circling the head. 'Nice and hard for mummy.' The word sent a thrill through him, dark and taboo.

She straddled his face first, lowering her hairy cunt onto his mouth. 'Lick it clean, Jack. Every fold.' The scent was strong, musky and feminine, the hair coarse against his lips. Jack obeyed, tongue lapping at her wet slit, pushing inside her tight channel. Edith ground down, her hips rolling forcefully, smothering him as she directed. 'Use your tongue like a cock. Fuck me with it.' She reached back, stroking his cock in time with her movements. Her juices flowed freely, coating his face. She came with a low groan, her thighs quivering, flooding his mouth. 'Swallow it all, good boy.' Jack did, the taste thick and addictive, his own arousal throbbing painfully.

Edith shifted down, impaling herself on his cock in one smooth, forceful motion. Her pussy was incredibly tight and hot, the hairy lips spreading around him as she sank to the hilt. 'Fuck, you fill me so well,' she panted, beginning to ride him with powerful thrusts. Her portly body bounced, breasts swaying. She leaned forward, hands on his chest, nails digging in as she controlled the pace, slow and deep at first, then hard and fast. 'Look at me,' she ordered, smirking. Her fingers traced his face, then pinched his lips, forcing them open. 'Tell me how good my hairy cunt feels.' Jack moaned the words, thrusting up to meet her. She gripped his hips, holding him down as she fucked him, her dominance absolute yet wrapped in that caring matronly tone.

Edith's walls clenched around him rhythmically, milking his cock with expert skill. Her juices squelched with every thrust, matting the hair around her pussy and dripping onto his balls. She reached between them, rubbing her swollen clit, then smearing the wetness across his chest and face. 'Mark you as mine,' she whispered, leaning down to bite his shoulder hard enough to leave a mark. Jack cried out in pleasure, the pain mixing with ecstasy. She rode him relentlessly, her body moving with surprising stamina. 'Cum when I say,' she commanded, slowing her movements to tease him, squeezing her internal muscles. Jack begged, his hands gripping her wide arse, but she stayed in control.

When she finally allowed it, Jack exploded inside her, his cock pulsing as he filled her hairy depths. Edith moaned, grinding through her own orgasm, her pussy fluttering and gushing around him. 'Yes, fill your landlady up.' They stayed connected, her body heavy on his, her hands stroking his hair gently now. 'That's my good boy. You did so well.' But she wasn't finished. Pulling off him with a wet sound, she turned, presenting her arse. 'Clean me up with your tongue. Taste what you did.' Jack, still hard despite coming, buried his face between her cheeks, licking her cum-filled pussy from behind. The mix of their fluids was tangy and forbidden. Edith pushed back, forcing him deeper, her hand reaching back to hold his head in place.

The night continued with more acts. Edith had him fuck her from behind, gripping his hair to pull him deeper, her arse jiggling with each forceful thrust. 'Harder, lad. Don't hold back.' She touched him constantly, slapping his thigh, reaching between to squeeze his balls, fingers probing his own arsehole teasingly. 'One day, I'll take you there too.' The idea sent Jack over the edge again, but she denied him, pulling off and making him watch as she fingered herself to another climax, smirking at his desperation. 'Beg for it.' He did, and she relented, riding him reverse cowgirl so he could watch his cock disappear into her hairy folds.

Post-sex, Edith was tender yet still dominant. She cleaned him with a warm cloth, her touches intimate and lingering on his sensitive skin. 'Such a responsive boy,' she cooed, stroking his softening cock until it twitched. They lay together, her arm around him possessively. 'This changes things, Jack. No more pretending. You'll sleep in my bed when I say, and I'll use you as I please.' Jack, sated and hazy from drink and sex, agreed. The dark eroticism of the evening, her forceful touches, the smirks, the way she made him submit while caring for him, had awakened something in him. He craved more.

The following days saw the cycle begin in earnest. Mornings after lectures, Edith would greet him with a kiss that turned heated, her hands wandering under his clothes. 'Missed me, dear boy?' Evenings led to bed almost immediately now. She was insatiable, directing him to lick her hairy pussy for long sessions, her thighs clamping his head as she came multiple times. 'Deeper. Suck my clit.' Jack obeyed, the taste and texture becoming familiar and addictive. Fucking her was always intense, her on top, controlling the rhythm with powerful hips; him pounding into her as she gripped his arse, forcing him deeper; once against the kitchen counter, her bent over, skirt hiked, pussy exposed and dripping.

Her touches were always intimate and often forceful. During sex, she would grab his face, making him look at her as she rode him. 'Watch how your cock fills me.' Fingers would dig into his skin, leaving light bruises that she later kissed with motherly affection. 'My marks on you.' She introduced toys from her drawer, a small vibrator she used on herself while he watched, or pressed against his perineum. 'Feel that? Imagine it inside you.' Jack was open to it all, enjoying the submission. The darkly erotic nature of their encounters, the age gap, her dominance, the raw descriptions of her body, consumed his thoughts.

One particularly intense night, after more drinks, Edith had him tied lightly with silk scarves to the bed. 'Trust mummy,' she said, smirking. She spent an hour teasing him; licking his cock slowly, sitting on his face for extended oral, her hairy pussy grinding against his tongue until he was drenched. When she finally fucked him, it was slow and deep at first, then forceful, her body slamming down. 'Cum for me, but only when I do.' They came together, her walls milking him as she touched his chest, pinching nipples hard. Afterwards, she untied him and held him close, protective again. 'You're learning so fast. This is our secret world now.'

The routine solidified quickly. Every evening after dinner and drinks, they retired to her room. Sex was varied and highly descriptive: missionary with her legs wrapped tight, forcing him deep; her riding him cowgirl, breasts bouncing as she touched his face and body possessively; doggy style where she reached back to guide his cock and slap his thigh. Always, she smirked during intimate moments, her fingers tracing his skin with that mix of care and force. 'Such smooth young skin. All mine.' Jack thrived on it, the matronly dominance fulfilling needs he didn't know he had. Licking her hairy pussy became a favourite, her guiding his head, praising him even as she used him roughly.

Edith started wearing less under her satin blouses, flashing him during the day. 'A preview for later.' At night, she had him worship her body fully, kissing every inch, focusing on her pussy for long, messy sessions where her juices coated his face. 'Lick it like you mean it, boy.' Penetrative sex was raw; her pussy gripping him wetly, the hair providing extra friction. She came often, sometimes squirting slightly, which she made him clean with his tongue. 'Good lad. Drink it down.'

The cycle was now daily. Jack's university work suffered slightly from the distraction, but he didn't care. Edith's presence was all-consuming, her protective care during the day, her forceful, smirking dominance at night. 'This is what you needed,' she would say post-sex, stroking his hair. 'A woman to guide you, to use you.' He agreed, kissing her softly, already anticipating the next encounter. The first drunken night had opened the door to a world of matronly lust and dark pleasure, and he was fully immersed, ready for whatever intimate, erotic lessons she had next.


Chapter 4

The days and weeks following their first intense encounter had settled into a rhythm that both thrilled and unsettled Jack Thompson. Each morning he would wake in the pink room, the frilly decor now a familiar backdrop to his thoughts, which increasingly revolved around Edith Hargreaves. She had become his anchor in this new university life, matronly, protective, and yet possessing a confidence that made her seventy-year-old body, with its portly curves and soft grey hair, strangely alluring. Her satin blouses, always crisp and shimmering, seemed to hug her ample bosom and waist with deliberate elegance, a silent invitation that lingered in his mind long after their nights together.

It was in the quiet moments after their passionate sessions that the dynamic began to shift more profoundly. One evening, after a particularly fervent round where Edith had ridden him with that same forceful yet caring authority, her hairy pussy enveloping him, her hands gripping his shoulders as she smirked down at him, they lay tangled in her bed. The room smelled of sex, sweat, and her faint lavender perfume. Jack's body ached pleasantly, his skin still tingling from her touches. She pulled him close, her soft, portly frame enveloping him like a warm blanket. 'My dear boy,' she murmured, her voice a mix of motherly affection and something more commanding. 'Tell me what you really want from me. You've been so eager, so compliant. Do you want me to be more... dominant? More like your mummy?'

Jack felt heat flood his face. Embarrassment washed over him in waves. He was eighteen, a young man starting university, and here he was being asked to voice desires that made his stomach twist with shame and arousal. 'I... I don't know,' he stammered, his voice barely above a whisper. Edith's hand stroked his chest slowly, her fingers tracing patterns on his skin with a firmness that belied her age. She smirked, that knowing, confident smile that always made his cock twitch. 'Don't lie to me, lad. I can feel how you respond when I take charge. When I tell you what to do. Ask me. Ask me to be more dominant. Ask me to be your mummy.' Her tone was encouraging yet insistent, the words wrapping around him like silk bonds.

He swallowed hard, his heart pounding. The pink room's girly atmosphere seemed to amplify his vulnerability, the frilly curtains, the soft bedding that smelled faintly of her. 'I... I want you to be more dominant,' he said, the words tumbling out in a rush. 'And... motherly. Like my mummy.' The admission hung in the air, and Jack braced for laughter or dismissal. Instead, Edith's smirk widened, her eyes sparkling with triumph and affection. 'Good boy,' she cooed, pulling him tighter against her. Her hand drifted lower, brushing his spent cock with possessive familiarity. 'That's what I wanted to hear. From now on, you'll ask for it properly. Mummy knows best, doesn't she?' Jack nodded, embarrassed but undeniably hard again at the pet name and her touch.

The shift was subtle at first but grew with each encounter. The next night, after a simple dinner where Edith had fussed over him like the matron she was, insisting he eat his vegetables, checking if he was warm enough in the house, she led him upstairs with a firm hand on his arm. In her bedroom, she undressed him slowly, her satin blouse rustling as she moved. 'On your knees, my boy,' she instructed, her voice calm but authoritative. Jack hesitated for a moment, the embarrassment from the previous night still fresh, but the way she looked at him, confident, protective, her portly figure outlined in the lamplight, made him comply. He sank to his knees, looking up at her. Edith smiled, unbuttoning her blouse to reveal the lacy bra beneath. 'Good lad. Now, ask me. Ask mummy to guide you.'

Jack's cheeks burned. 'Please, mummy... guide me,' he whispered. The words felt foreign on his tongue, but as he said them, a strange pleasure bloomed in his chest. Edith's hand cupped his chin, tilting his face up. 'That's my good boy. Now, undress me properly.' She stood still as he fumbled with her skirt and underthings, his fingers brushing the soft, warm skin of her thighs. Her hairy pussy came into view, thick and dark, already glistening. The sight made his mouth water despite his embarrassment. 'Lick it,' she commanded softly. 'But tell me first, tell me you want mummy to be in charge. That you want me to be more dominant.' Jack leaned in, his tongue tentatively touching her folds, the musky taste and coarse hair sending shivers through him. 'I want you to be more dominant, mummy,' he said between licks, his voice muffled against her.

Edith moaned softly, her hand tangling in his hair, not pulling hard, but guiding with that firm, motherly control. 'That's it. Suck on mummy's clit. Use your tongue like a good boy.' She rocked her hips against his face, her portly body moving with surprising grace. Jack lost himself in the act, the embarrassment fading into a deep, dark arousal. Her dominance was intoxicating; it mixed with the protective way she had cared for him all evening, checking on his studies, making sure he was settled. When she came, her juices coating his chin, she pulled him up and kissed him deeply, tasting herself on his lips. 'See how good it feels when you ask? When you let mummy take over?'

The dynamic deepened over the following days. Jack found himself thinking about her words during lectures, his cock stirring at the memory of asking for her dominance. Edith seemed to sense it, her touches becoming more assertive in public moments, though always subtle. A hand on his lower back when they passed in the hallway, fingers lingering. At dinner, she would serve him and then sit close, her satin sleeve brushing his arm. 'How was your day, my boy?' she'd ask, her eyes locking onto his with that confident gaze. If he seemed distracted, she'd correct him gently but firmly. 'Sit up straight, lad. Mummy doesn't like slouching.' The correction sent a thrill through him, a mix of irritation and pleasure that he was beginning to crave.

One afternoon, after he returned from uni feeling overwhelmed by coursework, Edith drew him into a long hug. Her body was soft and warm, her grey hair brushing his cheek. Her hands drifted down his back, cupping his arse through his trousers with a squeeze that was both caring and possessive. 'My poor boy,' she murmured. 'Let mummy take care of you.' She led him to the sofa and sat him down, then knelt between his legs, something that surprised him given her age, but her confidence made it natural. 'Ask me,' she said, her fingers working his zip. 'Ask mummy to be more motherly. To guide you like the boy you are.' Jack's face flamed, but the words came easier now. 'Please, mummy... be more motherly. Guide me.' Edith smirked up at him, her hand wrapping around his hardening cock. 'Good boy. Mummy will take care of everything.'

She took him into her mouth with expert skill, her tongue swirling as her hand stroked the base. But it was the dominance that heightened it, she pulled back often, instructing him. 'Don't cum yet, dear. Hold it for mummy.' Her free hand pinched his thigh lightly, a small sting that made him gasp and obey. When she finally allowed him release, swallowing every drop with a satisfied hum, she crawled up to kiss him. 'See? Asking makes it better. Now, tell me more. What else do you want? Spankings when you're naughty? To be my little lad all the time?' Jack, still panting, nodded shyly. 'Yes, mummy. All of it.' The admission felt like a release, and Edith's eyes lit up with dark pleasure.

That night, the sex was different, more guided, more controlled. Edith had him lie back on her bed, the covers soft against his skin. She straddled him, her portly figure hovering, the satin of her discarded blouse a pile on the floor. 'Watch mummy,' she instructed, lowering herself onto his cock slowly. Her hairy pussy gripped him tightly, the coarse hair tickling his skin as she sank down. Jack moaned, but she placed a hand on his chest. 'No moving unless I say. Be a good boy for mummy.' She rode him at her pace, slow and deliberate, her hips rolling with that confident rhythm. Her hands roamed his body, pinching his nipples, tracing his lips, forcing him to suck her fingers. 'That's my lad. Mummy's in charge now.'

Jack discovered a profound pleasure in the power exchange. The embarrassment was still there, a hot flush that accompanied every 'mummy' and instruction, but it fuelled his arousal. When she leaned forward, her full breasts pressing against him, and whispered, 'Ask me to spank you if you misbehave,' he complied without hesitation this time. 'Spank me if I misbehave, mummy.' Edith smirked, lifting one hand to deliver a light but firm slap to his thigh. The sting mixed with the sensation of her pussy clenching around him, and he thrust up involuntarily. She tutted, stopping her movements. 'Naughty boy. Stay still.' The denial made him ache, but when she resumed, the pleasure was deeper, more intense.

Over the next week, Edith took greater control in all aspects of their routine. Mornings began with her waking him, not in the pink room anymore, but often in hers if he'd stayed the night. 'Time to get up, my boy,' she'd say, pulling back the covers and inspecting him with a maternal eye. If he lingered, she'd give a light swat to his bare arse. 'Don't make mummy tell you twice.' Jack would comply, a mix of shame and excitement bubbling in him. She'd prepare breakfast, fussing over his plate. 'Eat properly. Mummy needs her lad strong for uni.' But the dominance seeped in: 'And remember, no touching yourself without permission. That's mummy's cock now.'

At university, Jack found his mind wandering to her. The way she had him ask for things made every interaction charged. One evening, after a long day, he came home to find her in a new satin blouse, cream-coloured, buttoned low enough to hint at her cleavage. She pulled him into a hug that lasted, her hands sliding under his shirt to touch his skin directly. 'Tell me what you need, dear boy,' she said into his ear. 'Ask mummy to be more assertive.' Jack, his cock already hardening, whispered, 'Please, mummy... be more assertive with me.' Edith chuckled, her hand drifting to squeeze his erection. 'Good. Tonight, you'll do exactly as I say.'

In bed, she directed every moment. She had him strip her slowly, kissing each inch of exposed skin as she instructed. 'Start with mummy's feet. Show me how grateful you are.' Jack obeyed, embarrassed but aroused by the submission. When she had him between her legs, licking her hairy pussy, she held his head firmly. 'Slower. Circle the clit. That's it, good boy.' Her dominance was assertive now, she'd pull his hair to reposition him, or use her thighs to trap him. 'Don't stop until I say.' Jack discovered he loved it, the way her confidence made him feel safe even as she controlled him. He came untouched once, just from the act and her words, earning a light spank on his arse for 'being too eager.'

The power exchange brought new depths to their encounters. Edith began incorporating more pet names and instructions. During one session, she had him on all fours, her fingers probing his arse while she stroked his cock. 'Such a tight little boy for mummy,' she murmured, smirking as she pushed a finger inside. Jack gasped, the intrusion strange but pleasurable under her guidance. 'Ask for more,' she commanded. 'Ask mummy to own you completely.' 'Please, mummy, own me,' he panted, pushing back against her hand. She added another finger, her other hand pumping his cock firmly. 'That's my lad. Mummy will take care of everything.' The orgasm, when it came, left him shaking, and Edith held him afterward, stroking his hair with that protective care.

As the dynamic deepened, Jack's embarrassment lessened, replaced by eager compliance. He started initiating the requests himself, though always with that hot flush. After a particularly stressful day at uni, he found himself in her arms on the sofa. 'Mummy,' he said quietly, the word coming naturally now, 'I want you to be more dominant tonight. Guide me. Tell me what to do.' Edith's eyes gleamed with satisfaction. 'Of course, my boy.' She led him upstairs and had him kneel while she changed into a fresh satin blouse and skirt. 'Strip and lie on the bed. Hands above your head. Don't move until I say.' Jack obeyed, his cock hard and leaking as she circled him, touching his skin with deliberate, assertive strokes, pinching here, stroking there, always in control.

The sex that followed was guided entirely by her. She rode him reverse, her portly arse bouncing as she instructed him to stay still. 'Feel mummy's hairy pussy taking you. Tell me how it feels to submit.' Jack moaned the words, his hands fisted in the sheets as per her order. When he got close, she stopped, smirking down at him. 'Not yet. Ask nicely to cum.' 'Please, mummy, let me cum,' he begged, the words spilling out without shame now. She granted it, grinding down hard, her own climax following. Afterward, she pulled him into her arms, her body soft and comforting. 'See how much better it is when you ask? When you let mummy lead?'

Daily life intertwined with the new dynamic. Edith's protectiveness grew alongside her dominance. She began checking his phone sometimes, 'to make sure you're not distracted,' she'd say with a wink. If he protested, she'd give him a look that made him apologise quickly. 'Sorry, mummy.' In bed, she pushed boundaries further. One night, she pulled out one of the pink satin items from his room, a simple slip, and had him hold it while she fucked him. 'Feel this, my boy. Imagine wearing it for mummy one day. Ask me to dress you like this more often.' Jack, embarrassed but hard, asked. The act of submitting to her whims deepened his pleasure, the power exchange becoming a core part of their relationship.

Jack realised the embarrassment was part of the appeal. Each time he voiced a desire, 'Mummy, be more motherly. Tuck me in and tell me I'm your good boy', it stripped away his defences, leaving him raw and open to her guidance. Edith thrived on it, her confidence shining brighter. She started leaving notes in his bag for uni: 'Remember, mummy loves her boy. Be good today.' At home, her instructions became more frequent. 'Kneel and ask for your reward after dinner.' The sex scenes grew more assertive; her using his mouth for longer periods, directing his thrusts with hands on his hips, denying orgasms until he begged properly. 'That's it. Mummy controls this. You only cum when I allow it.'

The deepening was evident in small moments too. During one of their evening talks, Edith had him sit at her feet while she read. 'Massage mummy's legs, dear boy. And tell me again what you want.' Jack's hands worked her calves as he spoke, his voice steady now. 'I want you to be more dominant, more motherly. I want to submit to you.' She smiled, pulling him up for a kiss. 'And so you shall.' The night ended with her tying his wrists lightly with a scarf, 'just to help you focus', and riding him while praising his obedience. Jack came harder than before, the restraint amplifying the pleasure of her control.

Over the weeks, the dynamic solidified into something Jack craved. Edith's matronly side, cooking his favourite meals, checking his homework, hugging him protectively, blended seamlessly with the erotic dominance. She would spank him lightly if he forgot something, her hand firm on his bare skin. 'Naughty boys get reminders.' But then she'd soothe him, kissing the spot, calling him her good lad. In bed, she encouraged more requests. 'Ask me to use you tonight. Ask mummy to fuck your mouth or your cock as she pleases.' Jack did, each time finding the words less embarrassing and more liberating. The pleasure in the power exchange was undeniable; he felt safe, desired, and guided in a way he hadn't known he needed.

One evening, after a successful day at uni, Jack initiated fully. 'Mummy,' he said as they settled on the sofa, 'I want you to take even more control. Be assertive with me. Tell me what to wear some day, how to please you. I want to be your boy completely.' Edith's face lit with that confident, loving smirk. 'Oh, my dear boy. You've come so far.' She took his hand and led him to the bedroom, where she had him strip and then pulled out one of the lighter satin pieces from the pink room, a camisole. She held it up for him to feel. 'Ask me to dress you like this some day,' she instructed. Jack did, and the sex that followed was deeply submissive; her on top, directing, touching his skin with possessive hands, calling him her good boy as she used him for her pleasure.

The cycle of their encounters evolved with this new layer. Jack began to anticipate her commands, his body responding eagerly to the dominance. Edith pushed gently but firmly, introducing light elements like blindfolds or whispered humiliations that made him blush but beg for more. 'Mummy's little university boy, so eager to submit.' Through it all, her protective nature remained, ensuring he ate, slept, and studied. 'A good boy needs balance,' she'd say. The power exchange wasn't just sexual; it was emotional, filling the gaps in his life with her confident, matronly presence.

As the dynamic deepened further, Jack found himself more at peace. The embarrassment lingered in the most delicious way, heightening every touch, every instruction. Edith guided him with increasing assertiveness, her hands on his skin during sex, gripping, stroking, owning, while her words reinforced the motherly bond. 'Tell me again, lad. Ask mummy to be dominant.' And he would, each time surrendering a little more, discovering profound pleasure in the exchange. Their relationship had transformed from landlady and tenant to something far more intimate and controlling, and Jack embraced it fully, eager for whatever came next in this deepening submission.

The following weekend brought a deeper exploration of their new dynamic. Jack had spent the day at university, his mind wandering to Edith's instructions. When he returned, she was waiting in the living room, dressed in a soft blue satin blouse that accentuated her portly figure, the fabric whispering as she moved. 'Come here, my boy,' she said, her voice warm but laced with authority. Jack approached, and she pulled him into a hug, her hands roaming his back before settling on his hips with a firm squeeze.

She led him upstairs, but instead of her bedroom, she guided him to the pink room. 'Strip for mummy,' she instructed, watching with that knowing smile. As Jack removed his clothes, feeling exposed under her gaze, she touched his skin, running her hands over his chest, down to his cock, stroking it lightly but firmly. 'Ask me to dress you like a good boy sometimes. To remind you of your place.' Jack's face burned, but the words came. 'Please, mummy, dress me like your good boy some day.' Edith chuckled and opened the wardrobe, pulling out a simple pink satin camisole from the leftover clothes. She held it up for him to feel, the cool fabric sliding over his fingers. 'Soon, my boy. Feel how soft it is. For now, let's focus on what mummy can do with you right now.' She set it aside and pushed him onto the bed, straddling him. 'Mummy's in charge. Don't move.' She rode him slowly at first, her hairy pussy gripping him, her hands pinning his wrists above his head. 'Feel how mummy controls this.' Jack moaned, the power exchange making every sensation sharper.

Over the next days, Edith integrated the dominance into their daily routine more seamlessly. She would text him during lectures; 'Be a good boy and eat properly. Ask mummy for permission to touch yourself tonight.' Jack would reply with the requests, his cock hardening at the thought. At home, she fussed protectively, making sure he studied, cooking his meals, but with an edge. 'If you don't finish your reading, mummy might have to punish you.' The threat excited him. One evening, after he admitted to skipping some work, she had him bend over the bed. 'Ask for your spanking, dear boy.' 'Please, mummy, spank me,' he said, embarrassed but eager. She delivered a series of firm slaps to his bare arse, the sting blooming into heat, then soothed the skin with her hands before turning him over for more intimate play. 'Now thank mummy and ask for more control.'

Edith began using toys from her collection, a small vibrator she pressed against his perineum while sucking him, or had him use on her while he watched. 'Ask me to let you cum, boy.' Jack begged, the words flowing more freely now. She would edge him, her hands and mouth expert, smirking as he writhed. 'Mummy decides.' When she finally allowed it, it was often inside her, her portly body moving assertively above him, her hands on his chest, fingers digging in. 'Tell me how much you love submitting to mummy.' 'I love it, mummy,' he'd gasp, thrusting up as she directed. The hairy texture of her pussy, the way it enveloped him, the motherly praise mixed with commands, it all deepened his pleasure in the exchange.

Jack started to initiate more requests outside the bedroom too. One morning, as Edith fussed over his tie before he left for uni, he whispered, 'Mummy, can you be more dominant today? Tell me what to do when I get home.' She smiled that confident smile, adjusting his collar with a possessive touch. 'Of course, my boy. When you return, you'll kneel and ask me properly. And if you're good, mummy might let you lick her all evening.' The anticipation carried him through the day. That night, he did as told, kneeling in the living room while she sat in her chair, a satin blouse in soft pink making her look both matronly and seductive. He asked for her control, and she had him serve her, massaging her feet, then moving up her legs, until she spread them and instructed him to use his mouth. 'Good boy. Mummy's hairy cunt needs attention.' He licked her for what felt like hours, her hands in his hair guiding him forcefully when she wanted more pressure, her moans encouraging him.

The power exchange brought Jack a sense of peace he hadn't expected. The embarrassment was still present, especially when she made him voice things like 'Mummy, I want you to own my cock' or 'Please spank me if I forget my chores,' but it fuelled the erotic charge. Edith's assertiveness grew; she started choosing his clothes for the evening sometimes, laying out items from his wardrobe mixed with the pink ones. 'Wear this tonight, dear. Ask me why.' He'd ask, and she'd explain it was to remind him of his place as her boy. During sex, she became more vocal with instructions. 'Fuck mummy harder. No, slower, feel every inch.' Her hands would roam his body, touching his skin with that mix of care and possession, pinching or stroking as she pleased. 'This is mine now.' Jack complied, discovering intense pleasure in letting go completely.

Evenings often ended with long talks where she encouraged more openness. After a session where she'd tied his hands lightly with a scarf and ridden him to mutual climax, she held him close. 'What else do you want, my lad? Tell mummy.' Jack, still flushed, admitted to wanting more guidance in daily life, being told when to study, when to relax. Edith's eyes sparkled with approval. 'Then ask for it properly.' He did, and from then on, she began setting small rules: 'Mummy wants a text when you arrive at uni. Ask me for permission before going out with friends.' The dominance felt protective, motherly, yet deeply erotic. When he followed through, she'd reward him with praise and touch; if not, a light correction that left him hard and eager to please.

As the weeks passed, the dynamic wove into every aspect of their life together. Jack found himself looking forward to her assertive moments, the way she'd correct his posture with a firm hand on his back, or during intimate times, direct him with 'On your knees, boy, and ask mummy to use your mouth.' The sex remained highly descriptive in its intensity: her portly body moving with confident power, her hairy pussy a source of endless fascination as he licked and fucked her under her guidance. 'Deeper, lad. Mummy wants to feel you submit.' He would comply, the embarrassment turning into a warm, submissive glow. Edith seemed to thrive on it too, her protectiveness shining through even in dominance, ensuring he was healthy, happy, and hers.

One particularly memorable night, after Jack had a bad day and voiced his need for her control, Edith took full charge. She had him strip in the pink room, then pulled out a full set of the leftover satin lingerie, a camisole, matching panties. 'Look at these, my boy. Ask me to show you what it would be like to wear them for mummy some day.' Jack's face burned, but the words came. 'Please, mummy, show me what it would be like to wear them for you some day.' She laid them out on the bed for him to see and touch. 'Feel them. Soft, aren't they? Soon.' Then she pushed him onto the bed and used his body for her pleasure, sitting on his face first, her hairy cunt smothering him as she instructed, 'Lick mummy properly or you'll stay like this all night.' Then she fucked him, her hands gripping his hips with force. 'Cum when I tell you.' The power exchange was complete, and Jack surrendered to it, the pleasure overwhelming.

The deepening continued with Jack becoming more comfortable voicing his desires without as much hesitation. He asked for spankings during play, for her to call him 'mummy's boy' more often, for rules that extended beyond the bedroom. Edith obliged with a mix of affection and assertiveness, always ensuring he felt cared for. 'Mummy loves guiding you, dear. It makes you such a good boy.' Their encounters grew in variety, quick sessions in the kitchen where she bent him over and took him from behind, commanding 'Stay still'; longer nights where she edged him for hours, making him beg repeatedly. Through it all, the pink room and its contents became symbols of his submission, and Edith often incorporated them, having him touch or hold items while she watched with that confident smirk.

Jack realised how much he needed this dynamic. The initial embarrassment had transformed into a source of deep erotic satisfaction. Each request he made, 'Mummy, be more dominant. Make me your boy', brought them closer, her guidance filling a void he hadn't known existed. Edith's matronly protectiveness ensured he thrived at university, while her assertive control satisfied his growing submissive side. The power exchange was balanced, loving, and intensely sexual. As they lay together one night, after a session where she'd had him ask for everything, her dominance, her motherly care, her use of his body, she stroked his hair and whispered, 'This is just the beginning, my lad. Mummy will always take care of you.' Jack smiled, content in his submission, eager for the dynamic to continue deepening.

The routine they built reinforced the changes. Jack would come home, hug her (with her hands drifting assertively), share his day, then ask for her guidance that evening. Edith would decide, sometimes a simple evening of her directing him in chores and then bed; other times more intense play where she used pet names, instructions, and touches that claimed him. The sex was always descriptive and fulfilling: her body against his, the feel of her hairy pussy, the way she smirked when touching his skin during vulnerable moments. 'Mine,' she'd say, and he'd agree. The dynamic had taken root, transforming their relationship into one of mutual pleasure through her confident, motherly dominance and his willing submission.


Chapter 5

The days following had woven a tapestry of submission and care that Jack found both thrilling and transformative. Edith had become more than a landlady or even a lover; she was his guide, his mummy in the most intimate and commanding sense. Their evenings often ended with him voicing his desires for her dominance, and she responded with a confident, matronly assertiveness that left him aching for more. The pink room, once a source of mild discomfort with its girly remnants from her granddaughter, now held a special place in their rituals, though he had yet to fully explore the contents of the wardrobe. That was about to change.

It was a lazy Saturday afternoon when Edith first broached the idea. Jack had returned from a morning lecture feeling drained, his mind still buzzing with the weight of his studies and the secret life he now led with her. She greeted him at the door with a warm hug, her portly figure enveloping him in the soft satin of her blouse, a deep emerald green today that shimmered against her grey hair and full curves. 'My dear boy, you look exhausted,' she said, her voice laced with that protective tone he had come to crave. 'Come, let's have tea, and then perhaps a bit of play to lift your spirits.' Jack followed her to the kitchen, where she poured him a cup and settled him at the table. Her hand lingered on his shoulder, fingers tracing lightly as she asked about his day.

After tea, she led him upstairs to the pink room. The space felt different now, charged with the memory of their previous intimacies. Edith closed the door behind them and turned to him with a knowing smile. 'I've been thinking, Jack. This room has so many lovely things left from my granddaughter's stay. Silks, satins, all so pretty. Wouldn't it be fun to play dress-up?' Her tone was casual, almost playful, but the glint in her eye was anything but. Jack felt a flush creep up his neck. The wardrobe stood there, its doors slightly ajar from previous explorations, revealing glimpses of delicate fabrics in pinks, whites, and pastels, lingerie, nighties, corsets, and more that he had only glanced at before.

He hesitated, his heart pounding. 'Dress-up? Like... wearing those?' He gestured vaguely toward the wardrobe, embarrassment colouring his voice. The idea of donning the girly clothes felt taboo, a step into territory he wasn't sure he was ready for, even after all the submission he had embraced. Edith chuckled softly, stepping closer. Her hand cupped his cheek, her touch firm yet maternal. 'Oh, my sweet boy. Don't look so worried. It's just a bit of fun between us. You've been such a good lad, asking for more of mummy's control. This could be part of that. Imagine how pretty you'd look in something soft and silky. It would make mummy very happy.' She leaned in, her breath warm against his ear. 'And happy mummy means very attentive rewards.'

Jack swallowed hard, torn between hesitation and the growing arousal her words stirred. The dynamic they had built made refusal difficult; her persuasive, dominant coaxing was gentle but insistent, wrapped in that protective care he couldn't resist. 'I... I'm not sure,' he admitted, his voice low. 'It feels... odd. Like I'm crossing a line.' Edith's smile widened, her eyes sparkling with confidence. She took his hand and guided it to the open wardrobe, pulling out a set of pink satin lingerie, a delicate bra, matching panties, and a sheer slip. 'Feel this, dear. So smooth, so feminine. You've touched these before.' Her other hand rested on his lower back, pressing him subtly forward. 'Try it for mummy. Just once. If you don't like it, we stop. But I think you'll find it suits you. It will make you feel... closer to me. More like my special boy.'

The fabric was cool and luxurious under his fingers, the satin whispering promises of sensuality. Jack's resistance wavered under her gaze and touch. He remembered the way she had encouraged him in the past, to ask for dominance, to submit, and how it had led to profound pleasure. 'Alright,' he said finally, his cheeks burning. 'For you, mummy.' Edith's face lit up with approval. 'That's my good boy. Let's get you out of those boring clothes.' She helped him undress slowly, her hands lingering on his skin with possessive familiarity, tracing the lines of his body as if claiming it anew. When he stood naked before her, she held up the panties first. 'Step in, lad. Nice and smooth.'

Jack complied, the satin panties sliding up his legs, the material cool against his skin. They fit snugly, the front barely containing his growing erection, the back riding high on his cheeks. Edith adjusted them with care, her fingers brushing his inner thighs and then cupping his bulge through the fabric. 'Perfect. So pretty on you.' Next came the bra, which she fastened around his chest, padding it lightly with tissues from the dresser to give a subtle shape. The straps dug in gently, a constant reminder of the femininity enveloping him. Finally, the slip, a knee-length garment in pale pink satin that clung to his form, the hem brushing his thighs. 'There we are,' she said, stepping back to admire him. Her eyes roamed over him hungrily, a smirk playing on her lips. 'You look adorable. My little doll. How does it feel?'

Jack shifted uncomfortably, the fabrics rustling with every movement. The panties cradled him intimately, the slip whispered against his skin, and the bra felt constricting yet oddly comforting. Embarrassment warred with arousal; his cock twitched visibly in the satin. 'It's... strange. Soft. I feel exposed.' Edith moved closer, her hands gliding over the slip, cupping his chest through the bra. 'Exposed is good, dear. It means you're open to mummy. And look how excited you are.' She gave his erection a firm squeeze through the panties, eliciting a gasp. 'Naughty boy, getting hard in girl's clothes. But that's what makes it fun.' She kissed him then, deep and commanding, her tongue exploring his mouth as her hands roamed, pinching his nipples through the bra. The sensation was electric, the silk amplifying every touch.

She guided him to the bed, pushing him down gently but with authority. 'Lie back, my dressed-up lad. Let mummy take care of you.' Edith undressed herself slowly, revealing her portly, mature body, full breasts with soft curves, a rounded belly, thick thighs, and her familiar hairy pussy, dark and inviting. She climbed onto the bed, straddling his face first. 'Lick me, boy. Show me how grateful you are for this treat.' Jack obeyed, his tongue delving into her wetness, the coarse hair tickling his lips as he tasted her musky arousal. She moaned, grinding down with controlled force, her hands in his hair guiding him. 'That's it. Mummy's good girl in her pretty things.' The word 'girl' sent a fresh wave of humiliation and thrill through him, his hips bucking involuntarily.

After bringing her to a shuddering climax with his mouth, Edith shifted down his body. She pulled the slip up, exposing the panties, and freed his cock from them. 'Such a pretty package,' she teased, stroking him firmly. She positioned herself above him, sinking down onto his length with a satisfied sigh. The contrast was stark, him in delicate satin lingerie, her mature, commanding body riding him with powerful thrusts. Her hands pressed on his chest, feeling the bra, and she leaned down to kiss him. 'Feel how right this is? The clothes make you mine in a new way.' She rode him steadily, her pace building, occasionally reaching back to slip a finger between his cheeks, circling his anus teasingly without entering yet. 'One day soon, mummy will have all of you.' Jack moaned, the dual sensations overwhelming, her pussy clenching around him, the finger's pressure, the humiliation of the lingerie heightening everything.

They came together, her orgasm triggering his, filling her as she ground down. Afterward, she held him close, stroking the satin slip. 'See? It wasn't so bad. And it made everything so much more intense. We'll do this again.' Jack lay there, the embarrassment lingering but mingled with a deep satisfaction. The dynamic had taken another turn, one that felt both inevitable and exciting.

The dress-up play did indeed repeat daily, as Edith had promised. The next afternoon, after a quiet lunch, she suggested it again, this time more assertively. 'Into the pink room, my boy. Mummy wants to see you in something new today.' She selected a different set, white satin panties with lace trim and a matching camisole. Jack hesitated again, but her coaxing was persuasive. 'Remember how good it felt yesterday? How hard you got for mummy? This is part of your training, to embrace what makes you special to me.' She helped him dress, her touches intimate and lingering, fingers brushing his skin as she adjusted the straps. 'Look at yourself in the mirror. See how feminine you can be? It's beautiful on you.'

Jack stared at his reflection, the white satin clinging to his form, outlining his erection. He felt vulnerable, exposed, but the way Edith looked at him, with pride and lust, made it arousing. She led him to the bed and had him service her orally first, her hands holding his head in place as she directed his tongue. 'Deeper, lad. Mummy's hairy cunt needs proper attention from her pretty boy.' The combination of the lingerie and her dominance was intoxicating. When she flipped him over and entered him with her strap-on, a new addition she had introduced subtly, she added her finger to the mix as promised. 'Relax, dear. Let mummy in.' Her finger slid into his anus slowly, the sensation foreign but not unpleasant, especially as she stroked his prostate while thrusting. Jack gasped, the dual penetration pushing him to new heights of pleasure. She smirked, watching his reactions. 'There it is. You love this, don't you? Being mummy's dressed-up toy.'

The intensity built daily. Each session started with her selecting an outfit from the wardrobe, sometimes panties and a bra, other times a full slip or even a short satin robe. Jack's hesitation faded with repetition, replaced by a growing acceptance and excitement. The clothes made him feel submissive in a tangible way, the silk against his skin a constant reminder of her control. Sex became more elaborate: her fingering his anus while riding him, or having him finger her while she used toys on him. 'Good boy, take mummy's finger like the good girl you are,' she'd say, her voice a mix of encouragement and command. Jack found himself begging for it, the embarrassment fuelling his arousal. 'Please, mummy, more. Dress me up and use me.'

As the days turned into a week, Edith introduced new elements. One evening, after dressing him in a pale pink nightie that barely covered his thighs, she suggested they sleep together in her bed. 'No more separate rooms for my special boy. You'll wear this and curl up next to mummy. The other room will be your dressing room.' The nightie was soft and frilly, the fabric whispering as he moved. In bed, she held him close, her hands exploring under the nightie, fingering him gently until he was hard and desperate. 'This is how it will be from now on,' she whispered. 'Mummy's boy, dressed prettily, ready for whatever she wants.' They made love slowly, her on top, guiding him with firm hands, her finger slipping into his anus as she rode him to climax.

The nighties became a staple for sleeping. Each night, she chose one, sometimes satin, sometimes with lace, and helped him into it, often adding a pair of panties. Sleeping beside her was intimate in a new way; her body warm and soft against his, her hands occasionally reaching over in the night to touch him possessively. Mornings started with her waking him with kisses and caresses, sometimes leading to quick sessions where she used his mouth or body before sending him off to uni with instructions. 'Be good today, and tonight we'll play dress-up again. Maybe something with a corset.'

Corsets came next, as she had hinted. One afternoon, she pulled out a simple pink satin corset from the wardrobe. 'This will give you a lovely shape, my dear. Cinch you in, make you feel proper.' Jack was hesitant at first, the idea of being laced up felt even more transformative, but her dominant coaxing won out. 'It will make your waist smaller, your chest fuller. Mummy will help you into it. Imagine how pretty you'll look for me.' She laced it tightly, the boning pressing against his skin, forcing his posture upright and creating a subtle hourglass figure. Paired with panties and stockings from the collection, he felt utterly feminized. 'There. Walk for mummy.'

The corset changed their sex profoundly. It restricted his movement slightly, making him more aware of every breath and thrust. Edith loved it, running her hands over the satin, tugging on the laces as she fucked him. 'Feel how it holds you? Like my control around you.' She introduced her finger more regularly, sometimes two, stretching him while she rode or took him from behind. 'Relax into it, boy. Let mummy open you up.' Jack moaned, the combination of the constricting corset, the lingerie, and her anal play pushing him into subspace. She would smirk, watching his face contort with pleasure and embarrassment. 'Such a good little sissy for mummy. You love being dressed and used, don't you?'

Shaving his body came soon after. 'These hairs are in the way,' she said one evening, tracing his chest and legs after undressing him from the corset and lingerie. 'Mummy wants you smooth, like a proper girl. It will feel so much better against the satin.' Jack protested mildly, 'But it's... permanent feeling', but her persuasive dominance convinced him. 'Don’t be silly! It grows back! It's for us, dear. To make you even more mine. We'll do it together.' She ran a bath, helping him in, and shaved him carefully with a razor, starting with his chest and legs, then moving to his pubic area with gentle but firm strokes. 'See? So smooth now. Like silk.' The sensation of the cool air and later the satin against his bare skin was revelatory, heightening every touch.

With his body smooth, the dress-up sessions intensified. The lingerie felt even more sensual against his skin. Edith would dress him in full ensembles, lingerie, corset, sometimes a short satin dress from the wardrobe, and then use him thoroughly. 'My shaved, dressed-up boy. Perfect.' Anal play became a regular feature; she would finger him while he licked her, or during penetrative sex, her fingers or a small toy working in tandem. 'This is what you need, isn't it? To be opened and filled while looking pretty for mummy.' Jack agreed, lost in the sensations, his embarrassment now a source of deep arousal. 'Yes, mummy. Please.'

The routine solidified over the following days. Mornings in nighties, afternoons or evenings in corsets and lingerie for play. She would coax him daily, sometimes with words, sometimes with a stern look or a light spank. 'Time for dress-up, lad. Don't make mummy ask twice.' He complied eagerly now, the initial hesitation replaced by anticipation. Sex was always highly erotic, her matronly body contrasting with his feminised form, her hands roaming possessively, her pussy wet and hairy as she ground against him or had him service her. The finger in his anus added a layer of intensity, stretching him, making him feel claimed. 'Good boy, taking mummy's finger so well. Soon it will be more.'

Edith's dominance grew with each session. She began referring to him as 'her girl' or 'pretty boy' interchangeably, the words weaving a spell of submission. 'My little crossdresser. Isn't this better than being a plain lad?' Jack would blush but nod, asking for more as she had taught him. 'Please, mummy, make me prettier. Use me.' She did, introducing light makeup one day, lipstick and blush from her own collection. 'Just a touch, to complete the look.' The sight of himself in the mirror, smooth, corseted, made-up, in pink satin, was both mortifying and empowering. Their fucking that day was particularly passionate, her on top, fingering him deeply as she rode, smirking at his moans. 'This is who you are now, dear. Mummy's dressed-up pet.'

They slept in nighties every night, her body curled around his, sometimes waking him with touches under the fabric. Corsets were for special sessions, lacing him tightly before sex, the restriction adding to the power dynamic. Shaving was maintained weekly, her hands gentle but assertive as she cared for him. 'Mummy likes you smooth. It shows your dedication.' Jack found himself looking forward to these rituals, the embarrassment a thrill that deepened his submission. The pink room, once just a cheap rental, had become a sanctuary of transformation.

One evening, after a long session in full lingerie and corset, with her finger working his anus as she brought him to climax orally, Edith held him close. 'You're doing so well, my boy. This is just the beginning. Mummy has so many ideas for how to dress and use you.' Jack, spent and content, nestled against her, the satin of his nightie soft against his shaved skin. The dynamic they had built, her dominant, matronly guidance mixed with erotic feminization, felt complete, yet he knew there was more to come. For now, he was hers, dressed and devoted, ready for whatever playful, assertive direction she chose next.

The daily repetition strengthened their bond. Jack would come home from uni, and without prompting, head to the pink room or her bedroom, waiting for her suggestion. 'Dress-up time?' she'd ask with a smirk, and he'd nod, already aroused. She varied the outfits, sometimes full sets with garters, other times just panties and a bra under his regular clothes for a secret thrill during the day. The anal play progressed slowly; her finger became two, then a small plug she introduced one night. 'To keep you open for mummy.' He wore it during dinner, the sensation constant, a reminder of her control. Sex afterward was explosive, her taking him from behind while the plug was removed and replaced with her fingers or a toy.

Edith's coaxing never let up, always persuasive and dominant. 'You look so much better like this, dear. Feminine suits you. Ask me to make it a regular thing.' Jack did, his voice steady now with practice. 'Please, mummy, make dress-up regular. Shave me, corset me, use my arse.' She rewarded him with praise and intense pleasure, her body moving against his in the satin, her hands everywhere, claiming him. The hairless skin made every sensation sharper, the slip of satin, her fingers, the grip of the corset. He began to crave it, the transformation a pathway to deeper submission.

By the end of this period, the routine was ingrained. Nighties for bed, corsets and lingerie for play, shaving as maintenance. Their sex life was a blend of matronly care and dark erotic dominance, with Jack fully embracing his role as her dressed-up boy. The pink room's contents were no longer leftovers but tools for their intimacy. Edith would often end sessions with a soft command; 'Thank mummy for making you pretty.' And he would, kissing her body, promising more. The chapter of their relationship had turned a corner into uncharted, thrilling territory, with more to explore in the days ahead.

The mornings after dress-up nights took on a new intimacy. Jack would wake in the pink nightie, the satin soft against his newly shaved skin, Edith's arm draped possessively over him. She would stir, her hands roaming under the fabric, fingers finding his cock and stroking it lazily. 'Good morning, my pretty boy. Did you dream of mummy dressing you up again?' Her voice was thick with sleep but carried that commanding edge. Jack would murmur yes, already hardening under her touch. She would pull him close for a kiss, then guide his head down between her thighs. 'Start the day right, lad. Lick mummy's hairy pussy while I decide what you'll wear today.' He complied eagerly, the taste of her familiar and arousing, her thighs clamping gently around his head as she directed him with words and pressure.

After bringing her to a quiet morning orgasm, Edith would select his outfit for the day from the wardrobe. Sometimes it was just the panties under his regular clothes for a secret thrill during lectures. 'Feel that satin against your smooth skin all day, my boy. Think of mummy.' Other times, for evenings at home, a full set: bra, panties, slip, and the corset laced tightly. 'This will remind you who you belong to.' Jack would dress under her watchful eye, the constriction of the corset forcing him to stand straighter, his breathing shallower. The humiliation of it all, the pink satin, the shaved body, the feminine underthings, mixed with deep arousal. She would touch him as he dressed, hands gliding over the fabrics, pinching his nipples through the bra. 'So obedient. Mummy's little crossdresser.'

Their conversations during these times deepened the dynamic. Over breakfast, with him in lingerie under his uni clothes, she would ask about his feelings. 'Does it embarrass you, wearing these for me? Or does it make you hard knowing mummy controls even your underwear?' Jack would blush but answer honestly. 'Both, mummy. It makes me feel... owned. And I like it.' Edith's eyes would gleam with satisfaction. 'Good. Because we're going to push further. Tonight, after uni, you'll come home and strip for me. Then I'll choose something special. And perhaps we'll try the plug again while you study.' The anticipation would carry him through the day, the secret satin rubbing against him, a constant reminder.

Evenings became rituals of transformation. Jack would return, and without being told, head to the pink room or her bedroom. Edith would be waiting, often in one of her satin blouses, skirt swishing as she moved. 'Undress, dear boy. Show mummy what she owns.' He would strip, revealing the day's lingerie if any, then she would select new items. One night it was a full pink satin set with a garter belt and stockings. 'These will make your legs look so feminine.' She helped him into them, her hands caressing his smooth thighs as she clipped the stockings. The corset followed, laced with deliberate tightness. 'Breathe for mummy. Feel how it shapes you.' Jack felt the boning press in, his waist cinched, chest pushed up slightly. Standing before the mirror, he saw a version of himself that was both alien and exciting, smooth, dressed, vulnerable.

Sex after dressing up was always intense and descriptive. Edith would push him onto the bed, climbing over him in her own clothes or partially undressed. 'On your back, pretty thing. Mummy wants to use her toy.' She would straddle his face first, her hairy pussy descending, the coarse curls tickling his nose as he licked eagerly. 'Deeper. Use your tongue like a good girl.' Her hips would grind, coating his face with her juices. Then she would move down, taking his cock into her with a satisfied moan. The corset made his movements limited, but she controlled the pace anyway, riding him hard, her hands on the laces pulling him up into each thrust. 'Feel how the corset holds you? Like my hands around you. Now, my finger.' She would reach back, her finger pressing into his anus, working in slowly as she fucked him. The dual sensation, her pussy gripping him, her finger stretching him, drove him wild. 'That's it. Take it all. Mummy's boy loves being filled.'

Jack's embarrassment had evolved into a core part of the pleasure. Each time she called him 'pretty boy' or 'her girl,' a flush would spread, but it fuelled his submission. He began to ask for more without prompting. 'Mummy, can we use the corset every time now? And your finger? It feels so good when you control me like that.' Edith would smirk, her confident demeanour unshaken. 'Of course, dear. But you have to earn it. Be a good lad all day, and tonight we'll play.' She started incorporating more, sometimes a small butt plug during the day under his clothes. 'Wear this for mummy. Think of it as my finger inside you while you're at uni.' The plug would shift with every movement, a secret humiliation that kept him aroused and focused on her.

The shaving became a weekly ritual, tender yet dominant. After a bath, Edith would have him stand naked, her hands soaping his body before running the razor over his legs, chest, and groin. 'So smooth for me. No more hair to hide your pretty skin.' She would take her time, fingers exploring the newly bare areas, occasionally dipping to tease his cock or slip a soapy finger into his arse. 'This belongs to mummy too.' Jack would stand still, letting her, the act itself a form of submission. Afterward, she would dress him in fresh lingerie, the satin sliding over his hairless skin with exquisite sensitivity. 'Now you feel it all, don't you? Every touch.'

Sleep in the nighties became a cherished part of their routine. The first night in the pink nightie had been the start; now it was every night. She would choose one, sometimes long and flowing, other times short and frilly, and help him into it, often with matching panties. 'My boy in his nightdress. Come to bed with mummy.' In the dark, she would hold him, her portly body warm against his, hands wandering under the fabric to stroke or finger him lazily. 'Sleep well, dear. Dream of being my doll.' Sometimes it led to slow, middle-of-the-night sex, her rolling him over and taking him from behind, her finger or the plug in play. 'Quiet now, or the neighbours will hear mummy fucking her pretty boy.'

As the days passed, the dress-up play wove deeper into their lives. Jack found himself thinking about the wardrobe during lectures, wondering what she would choose that evening. He started initiating subtly. 'Mummy, the pink room feels empty without us playing in it.' Edith would smile that knowing smile. 'Then we'll play more. Tomorrow, after dinner, you'll model for me. All the outfits.' She kept her promises, turning evenings into fashion shows of sorts, him parading in lingerie, corset, nighties, before she took control. 'On the bed now. On all fours. Mummy wants to see that smooth arse.' She would finger him thoroughly, adding more each time, preparing him. 'Relax. Let mummy in. This is what dress-up leads to, complete openness for me.'

The sex varied but always carried the theme. One night in full corset and stockings, she had him service her with his mouth for a long time, her thighs around his head, the nightie he'd worn earlier discarded. 'Lick mummy's hairy cunt like the good girl you are. Taste how wet dressing you makes me.' Then she fucked him missionary, the corset laces in her hands like reins, pulling him into her thrusts. Her finger worked his anus in time, the sensation building until he begged. 'Please, mummy, let me cum. Use me.' She did, her own climax following, her body heavy and satisfying on his. 'Good boy. So pretty when you submit.'

Jack's acceptance grew with each repetition. The initial hesitation was gone; now he looked forward to the transformation. The smooth skin, the satin against it, the corset's embrace, the nighties for bed, all made him feel more connected to her dominance. Edith reinforced it constantly. 'This is who you are for me now. My dressed-up, shaved, open boy. Ask me for it.' And he would, daily: 'Please, mummy, dress me up. Shave me. Use my arse. Make me your girl.' The words came easier, the embarrassment a sweet undercurrent to the pleasure.

By the end of this period, dress-up was no longer a suggestion but an expectation. Nights in nighties, play in corsets and lingerie, shaving as care. Anal play was regular, her fingers or small toys opening him as she smirked and praised. 'Mummy's good little hole. Taking it so well.' Their bond was stronger, the femdom dynamic enriched by the feminization elements. Jack felt transformed, not just in body but in mind, embracing the submission that came with the pretty clothes and her guiding hand.

One final evening, after a full session, dressed in pink satin lingerie and corset, shaved smooth, her finger deep in his arse as she rode him to mutual climax, Edith held him in the afterglow. 'You've come so far, my dear boy. From that nervous lad in the pink room to this. Mummy's proud of you.' Jack nestled against her, the nightie soft, his body marked by her touches. 'Thank you, mummy. For showing me this.' She kissed his forehead. 'There's more to come. But for now, sleep. Dream of what we'll do next.' The cycle of dress-up, dominance, and intimacy continued, setting the stage for even deeper explorations in their unique relationship.


Chapter 6

The routine that had developed between Jack and Edith had settled into something both comforting and increasingly intense. After the initial explorations of dominance, motherly guidance, and the introduction of dress-up with the pink satin lingerie, nighties, corsets, and body shaving, their days and nights had taken on a new rhythm. Jack would return from university lectures feeling the weight of his studies, but the anticipation of what awaited him at the house would quicken his step. Edith, with her portly figure, grey hair neatly styled, and those signature satin blouses that clung to her ample curves, had become the centre of his world. She was matronly and protective, yet her confidence and the way she carried herself made her undeniably attractive in a way that stirred something deep in him.

It started subtly, as these things often do. One morning, after a night where Edith had him sleep in one of the frilly nighties beside her, Jack reached for his underwear drawer only to find it nearly empty. 'Edith,' he called out, a note of confusion in his voice as he padded into the kitchen where she was preparing breakfast in her usual satin blouse and skirt. 'Have you seen my underpants? The drawer is almost bare.' She turned with that warm, motherly smile, wiping her hands on a tea towel. 'Oh, my dear boy, I must have made a mistake with the wash yesterday. I threw in a load and some things might have got mixed up or lost. Don't worry, we'll sort it out. Here, have some porridge, you need your strength for uni.' Jack frowned but accepted the explanation, pulling on what he had left and heading out. It was easy to dismiss at first; laundry mishaps happened.

As the days passed, more of his male underwear vanished. Each time he mentioned it, Edith had a ready excuse, the washing machine acting up, items getting tangled in the sheets, or perhaps the dryer eating them. 'These old appliances,' she'd say with a chuckle, her hand resting on his arm in that reassuring way. 'I'll pick up some new ones for you next time I'm out. In the meantime, you can borrow from the spares in the pink room if you like.' Jack hesitated at that suggestion, remembering the feminine items that now populated much of the wardrobe there from the dress-up play. But he didn't push it; the dynamic between them made confrontation feel unnecessary, even as a small seed of irritation began to grow.

It wasn't just the underwear. Jack started noticing his t-shirts disappearing too. He'd lay one out the night before, only to find it gone in the morning, replaced by something unfamiliar in the drawer. At first, he thought he was imagining it, perhaps Edith had reorganised things without telling him. But one evening, after a particularly intense session where she'd had him in a corset and nightie, licking her hairy pussy while she fingered his shaved arse with that dominant, smirking encouragement, he went to his drawer for a clean t-shirt for the next day. Instead of his usual plain ones, there were girly tank-tops and crop-tops in pastel colours, some with delicate lace trim. 'What the hell?' he muttered to himself, holding one up. It was small, fitted, clearly meant for a woman or a very slim feminine figure.

The next morning, he confronted her lightly over breakfast. 'Edith, my clothes are going missing. And now there are these... girly things in my drawer. Tank tops and crop tops. Did you mix up the laundry again?' She looked up from her tea, her grey hair catching the light, her portly form settled comfortably in the chair, the satin of her blouse shimmering. 'Oh, darling boy, I'm so sorry. I must have messed up the wash again. Some of my granddaughter's old things must have got mixed in. I'll sort it properly this time. Here, eat your eggs, you look peaky.' She reached over and patted his hand, her touch lingering in that protective way that always made him feel cared for. Jack let it go, but the irritation was building. He was eighteen, trying to navigate university life, and now his wardrobe was being replaced by feminine items without his consent.

Over the following week, the replacements became more obvious. His favourite band t-shirts vanished one by one, only to be substituted with crop-tops that exposed his midriff when he tried them on out of curiosity one evening. The tank-tops were thin, clinging to his shaved chest in a way that felt both alien and strangely arousing, especially when Edith would comment on how 'pretty' he looked in them during their private moments. 'It suits you, my lad,' she'd say with a confident smile, her hands roaming over him as she took control in bed. 'Men these days are so toxic with their rough edges. This softer side is much better for you.' Jack would blush, part of him enjoying the submission and the way it tied into their dynamic, but another part felt his anger simmering. He was losing his male identity piece by piece, and Edith's excuses were wearing thin.

By the end of the week, Jack was seething. He'd had enough of the 'laundry mistakes.' His last remaining male underwear was gone, and he was forced to wear the delicate feminine pairs from the pink room's collection during the day under his jeans. It was humiliating in a way that mixed with the erotic thrill of their relationship, but he was determined to put a stop to it. 'I'm going to talk to her,' he told himself one afternoon after uni, clenching his fists. He marched up to her room, where he knew she often spent time reading or resting in the afternoons. The door was slightly ajar, and he pushed it open without knocking, ready to demand answers.

But instead of Edith alone, he found a young woman sitting on the bed, chatting with her. She looked to be around his age, perhaps a couple years older than him, with a fresh face, long hair, and a slim, attractive figure. She was wearing a casual tank top and shorts, exuding a casual confidence. 'Oh, hello!' the young woman said brightly as he entered, standing up. 'You must be Jack. Gran's told me all about you.' Edith looked up from her chair, a knowing smile on her face. 'Jack, this is May, my granddaughter. She popped in for a visit. May, this is my dear boy, Jack.'

Jack froze for a moment, his anger momentarily forgotten. May was striking, vibrant, with a warm smile and eyes that seemed to sparkle with genuine interest. She stepped forward and gave him a friendly hug, her body soft and close. 'It's so nice to meet you. Gran says you're settling in well. I used to stay in that pink room when I was at uni for a bit.' Jack's cheeks flushed as he hugged back, aware of the feminine underwear he was wearing underneath his clothes. 'Yeah, um, nice to meet you too,' he managed. May pulled back, looking him over with an approving gaze. 'You look great. I love that you're embracing your feminine side with the clothes and all. It's so refreshing. Men are so toxic lately with all their macho bullshit. It's nice to see a guy who's comfortable being soft and pretty.'

Jack's mind raced. How did she know? Had Edith told her about the dress-up, the shaving, the lingerie? He glanced at Edith, who was watching with that confident, matronly expression, a slight smirk playing on her lips. 'May's always been very open-minded,' Edith said smoothly. 'She's been telling me all about her friends and how they challenge traditional roles.' May nodded enthusiastically. 'Exactly. Toxic masculinity is everywhere. It's great that you're exploring this with Gran. She mentioned the corsets and nighties, sounds empowering.' Jack felt a mix of embarrassment and unexpected flattery. He was smitten with May's energy, her acceptance. She was around his age, relatable, and instead of judgment, she was praising him. His anger at the clothes replacement faded as he talked with her.

They chatted for a while in the room. May sat on the bed, crossing her legs casually. 'So, what are you studying? I'm into psychology myself. Love figuring out why people do what they do.' Jack answered, finding it easy to talk to her. Edith interjected occasionally with motherly comments, but the focus was on May. 'You should come out with me sometime,' May said after a bit. 'There's a nice cafe near campus. We could grab a coffee and chat more about... well, everything. I'd love to hear how you're finding the feminisation stuff. It's inspiring.' Jack's heart skipped. A date? With this attractive young woman who seemed to get the dynamic? 'Yeah, that sounds great,' he said, trying to sound casual. They exchanged numbers, and May arranged to pick him up the next day.

After May left, promising to text, Jack turned to Edith. The confrontation he'd planned had dissolved. 'She's... really nice,' he said. Edith smiled, standing up and pulling him into a hug. Her hands drifted lower on his back, possessive. 'She is. And she thinks the world of you already. See? Embracing this side of yourself is opening doors.' Jack nodded, the anger from earlier replaced by a confusing mix of feelings. He didn't confront her about the clothes. Instead, he let her lead him to the bedroom, where she undressed him to reveal the girly underwear he'd been wearing. 'Good boy,' she murmured, her fingers tracing the fabric. 'Mummy's proud of how far you've come. Now, let's celebrate with a bit of play.'

That night, the dynamic continued with renewed intensity. Edith had him in a corset and one of the nighties, her fingers working his anus as she guided him to lick her hairy pussy with dominant encouragement. 'That's my lad. You're becoming such a good girl for me.' Jack complied, the pleasure and submission washing over him. But his thoughts kept drifting to May, her praise, the date ahead. He didn't mention it to Edith, but a part of him wondered if this new connection would change things. For now, he let the feminisation continue, the clothes replacements happening without further protest as he anticipated seeing May.

The next day, after a morning where Edith helped him dress in subtle feminine underthings under his uni clothes, 'Just a reminder of who you belong to, dear', Jack met May at the cafe. She was even more captivating in daylight, dressed casually but with a stylish edge. They talked for hours. May opened up about her own experiences with gender and identity, how she'd dated men who were 'too toxic' and now preferred those who embraced softer sides. 'You wearing that stuff with Gran? It's hot. Men need to drop the macho act.' Jack found himself confiding more than he intended, his face flushing as he described bits of the dynamic without full details. May listened, nodding supportively. 'That's amazing. You're lucky to have someone like her guiding you.' By the end, the date was set for more, a walk in the park the following weekend. Jack returned home feeling smitten, the anger at his disappearing male clothes now a distant memory as he let Edith continue her gentle, dominant takeover.

As the days went on, the clothes replacement became more brazen. T-shirts were gone, replaced entirely by crop-tops that showed off his shaved midriff when he moved. Underwear was all delicate and lacy now. Jack noticed but said nothing, instead focusing on his growing feelings for May and the escalating play with Edith. One evening, after a session where Edith had used a strap-on on him while he was in full lingerie and corset, fingering his mouth with smirking dominance, he lay in her arms. 'You seem distracted, my boy,' she said, stroking his hair. 'Is it May?' Jack nodded hesitantly. 'She's... different. Nice.' Edith chuckled. 'Good. A boy needs friends his age. But remember, mummy comes first.' She kissed him, her hands possessive, and the cycle continued, feminisation, submission, and now this new distraction that kept him from questioning too much.

The confrontation never happened. Instead, Jack embraced the changes, letting his male clothes fade away as the girly ones took over. Dates with May became a regular escape, where he could talk freely about embracing his 'feminine side' without the full erotic context. She encouraged it, saying how toxic traditional masculinity was. Back home, Edith would welcome him with open arms and more intense sessions, sometimes incorporating the new clothes into their play. 'Look at you, all pretty for May and then coming home to mummy,' she'd tease, her touches intimate and forceful in that way he loved. Jack was caught between two worlds, but for now, he didn't fight it. The gradual replacement had worked its magic, and he was deeper in than ever.

Over the next weeks, as he and May grew closer, holding hands on dates, sharing kisses that left him breathless, the clothes at home became even more pronounced. Crop-tops were the norm, tank-tops with feminine prints. Edith claimed more 'mistakes,' but Jack didn't care anymore. He was smitten with May's acceptance and the way she made him feel validated in his changes. One night, after a date, he returned to find Edith waiting. 'How was she?' she asked, pulling him close. 'Good. She likes the new me.' Edith smiled, leading him to the bedroom. 'Then let's make sure you're even better for her, and for me.' The sex that followed was raw and descriptive, her body against his in the satin, her finger in his anus as she dominated him, all while the promise of more with May lingered. Jack realised he was letting the feminisation continue without resistance, drawn in by both women in different ways.

The pattern held; clothes vanished, replaced by girly versions. He got angry at first but the anger dissolved with May's presence and Edith's control. He didn't confront; instead, he adapted, finding pleasure in the submission. The gradual replacement had transformed him further, setting the stage for deeper entanglements with May and the ongoing dynamic with Edith. His male wardrobe was nearly gone, and he was embracing it, one delicate item at a time.


Chapter 7

The days following the encounter with May felt like a whirlwind for Jack. He had been smitten from the moment she walked into Edith's room, her presence a breath of fresh air in the increasingly controlled world he shared with the older woman. May was around his age, vibrant and unapologetic, with a confidence that contrasted sharply with Edith's matronly dominance. Their first date had been arranged casually over coffee, but it had left Jack buzzing with a mix of excitement and confusion. He found himself thinking about her smile, the way she had praised his 'feminine side' without a hint of judgment, and her sharp comments about how toxic men had become lately. It was refreshing, and it made the pink room and its contents seem less like a secret shame and more like a step towards something May might understand.

Their dates began regularly. The first proper one was a walk in the park near the university. Jack had dressed carefully, opting for a simple t-shirt and jeans from what remained of his old wardrobe, though Edith had insisted on a subtle layer underneath, a soft tank top that felt foreign against his skin. He met May at the gates, and she greeted him with a warm hug that lingered just a moment longer than friendly. 'You look nice,' she said, her eyes scanning him appreciatively. 'I like how you're not afraid to blend things.' They strolled along the paths, chatting about university life, classes, and the city. Jack found himself opening up more than he expected, telling her about feeling out of place at first, the cheap room with Edith, and how things had evolved. May listened intently, her hand occasionally brushing his as they walked.

Conversation flowed easily with May. She was articulate and passionate, sharing stories from her own life, growing up with Edith as a strong influence, the challenges of being young and navigating relationships. 'I've always wanted a boyfriend who feels like a girlfriend,' she confessed over iced coffees at a cafe they stopped at. 'Someone who gets the softer side, who isn't all about being the big man. Men are so toxic these days, with their egos and posturing. It's exhausting.' Jack nodded, feeling a flush of validation. He thought of the pink lingerie Edith had him wear at home, the corsets, the shaving, things that made him feel exposed yet oddly liberated. May's words made it seem normal, even desirable. 'I think I get that,' he said quietly. 'It's like... finding a balance.' She smiled, reaching across the table to squeeze his hand. 'Exactly. You're already there, I can tell.'

Physical affection remained limited to kissing. On their second date, a movie night at a small indie cinema, they held hands in the dark. Afterwards, walking back, May stopped under a streetlamp and kissed him softly. It was tender, exploratory, not rushed. Jack responded eagerly, but when his hands started to wander, she gently pulled back. 'Not yet,' she whispered with a smile. 'I want to savour this. Get to know the real you.' Jack felt a pang of frustration mixed with relief. With Edith, things had escalated quickly into intense, dominant encounters, but with May, there was no pressure for sex. It was refreshing, allowing him to focus on emotional connection. They kissed again later that night, longer this time, her lips soft and inviting, but she always set the pace, pulling away with a laugh when things heated up too much.

At home, the contrast was stark. Edith had noticed the change in him immediately. 'You've been seeing my girl,' she said one evening as they sat in the living room, her voice a mix of curiosity and something more possessive. Jack was in one of the nighties she had him wear for bed now, the fabric soft against his shaved skin. 'She's... nice. We talk a lot.' Edith smirked, her hand resting on his thigh, fingers tracing patterns that sent shivers through him. 'Talk? Is that all?' She leaned in, her matronly figure close, the satin blouse she wore brushing against him. 'Don't forget where you belong, my boy. Mummy's been patient, but this little romance of yours doesn't change things here.' That night, her control intensified. She had him kneel, directing him with firm words and touches, reminding him of his place through acts that left him breathless and submissive. Yet, even as he submitted, thoughts of May lingered, her acceptance, the way she made him feel seen without the dominance.

Dates with May continued, each one deepening their bond. They went to local spots: a quiet bookstore where they browsed shelves and discussed favourite authors, a picnic in the park where May brought homemade sandwiches and they talked for hours about life, dreams, and the pressures of being young. Jack opened up about feeling adrift before meeting Edith, how the room and her guidance had given him structure, though he carefully omitted the more intimate details. May shared her own struggles, including a past relationship where the man had been 'too manly' and dismissive of her needs. 'I want someone who can be soft with me,' she said one afternoon, lying on a blanket, her head on his shoulder. 'Who doesn't mind being the little spoon sometimes, or wearing something pretty if it feels right. You're like that, Jack. It's why I like you.' He smiled, feeling a warmth in his chest. Kissing her felt natural, unhurried, her hands gentle on his face. She never pushed for more, and he appreciated the lack of pressure—it was the opposite of the escalating intensity at home.

Edith's control at home grew in tandem, creating a stark contrast that Jack both craved and found overwhelming. While May offered emotional closeness and validation, Edith demanded submission and obedience. One evening after a date with May, where they had kissed passionately in the park before parting, Jack returned to find Edith waiting. She had him change into a corset and lingerie set from the pink room, her instructions precise. 'Tell me about her,' she said as she tightened the laces, her fingers brushing his skin. Jack hesitated, but under her gaze, he described the date, the talks, the kisses. Edith listened, a knowing smile on her face. 'Good. But remember, this is your real home.' She led him to the bedroom, using her body and commands to reassert dominance, her touches intimate and controlling. Jack found himself responding, the duality exciting him, the soft romance with May versus the raw, matronly power of Edith. It was as if the two worlds balanced each other, May's acceptance making the submission at home feel more profound.

As their dates became more regular, twice a week then more, Jack noticed how May's presence softened his days. They explored the city together: art galleries where they held hands and discussed paintings, quiet dinners at small restaurants where conversation flowed freely. May was affectionate but respectful of boundaries. After one particularly lovely evening watching the sunset from a hill, they kissed under the stars, her body pressed close but never crossing into more. 'I could do this forever,' she murmured. 'Just being with someone who gets it. No rush, no demands. Just us.' Jack agreed, though guilt niggled at him over the secrets he kept, the full extent of his life with Edith, the feminization that May only saw hints of. At home, Edith seemed to sense his divided attention. She intensified her guidance, making him perform small tasks like cooking or cleaning in his feminine attire, her praise mixed with commands that left him aching. 'You're mine first,' she would remind him during their private moments, her hands possessive.

The emotional closeness with May was what Jack cherished most. She listened without judgment when he spoke vaguely about feeling 'different' or exploring sides of himself. One date, over tea at a cafe, she leaned in and said, 'I've always wanted a boyfriend who feels like a girlfriend. Someone I can share clothes with, talk about feelings with, without the macho crap. You're that for me, Jack. I can see it in how you carry yourself now.' He blushed, thinking of the shaved skin, the occasional crop top he wore under jackets on her suggestion. 'It feels right with you,' he admitted. Their kisses grew more passionate over time, but she always stopped short, pulling back with a smile. 'Not yet. Let's build this properly.' Jack appreciated it deeply; it was a stark contrast to the relentless, escalating control from Edith, where every evening brought new layers of dominance, spanking, caning hints, her using his body with matronly authority.

Jack began to see the duality as complementary. With May, dates were filled with laughter, shared stories, and growing affection. They went to bookstores, parks, and once to a small concert where they danced close, kissing afterwards with building heat but stopping at her lead. 'I want this to mean something,' she said. 'Not just physical. You're special.' He felt valued in a way that was new, her words echoing his own desires for a relationship beyond the physical. At home, Edith's control was a constant reminder of his other life. She intensified her guidance, making him perform small tasks like cooking or cleaning in his feminine attire, her praise mixed with commands that left him aching. 'You're mine first,' she would remind him during their private moments, her hands possessive. Jack found himself balancing both, the emotional depth with May making the submission at home feel more meaningful.

As the weeks passed, the budding romance with May deepened without crossing into sex. They spent evenings talking about everything, from favourite films to deeper topics like identity and relationships. May was open about her past, how she had always been drawn to men who didn't fit the traditional mould. 'It's like you were made for me,' she said one night, tracing his hand. Jack felt a pang, thinking of the secrets, but he cherished the connection. Kissing was a highlight, passionate, lingering, full of promise but never more. Meanwhile, at home, Edith's control was a constant reminder of his other life. She had him shaving daily now, wearing nighties to bed, and during 'play' sessions, she would reference May lightly. 'Your girlfriend likes your feminine side? Good. Mummy likes it too, but she owns it.' Her dominance was unyielding, with elements of BDSM creeping in more; light spanking when he 'misbehaved' by forgetting a task, caning threats that excited him despite the fear. The contrast left Jack in a state of constant arousal and reflection, appreciating the emotional closeness with May while submitting fully to Edith.

Jack's dates with May were becoming a regular escape and joy. They frequented local spots: cozy bookshops, scenic walks, and intimate cafes where they could talk for hours. May's openness about wanting a boyfriend who felt like a girlfriend resonated deeply with him; she spoke of it with passion, decrying toxic masculinity and celebrating softer connections. 'You get it,' she said, kissing him softly. 'I can feel it in how you carry yourself now.' This emotional closeness stood in stark contrast to the intensifying control at home with Edith. There, dominance was the theme: spanking and caning as part of their play, him in maid-like duties, body changes through her routines, and her guiding hand in all things. 'May can have the sweet parts,' Edith would murmur during these moments. 'Mummy has the truth.' Jack navigated both worlds, the budding romance providing lightness while the dominance at home offered depth and submission, each feeding his growth in unexpected ways.

One particularly memorable date with May involved a long walk followed by dinner at her favourite spot. They talked late into the night about life, and she shared how she had always wanted a boyfriend who felt like a girlfriend, someone she could be vulnerable with, share clothes or makeup tips with, without the pressure of traditional roles. 'You get it,' she said, kissing him softly. 'I can feel it in you.' Jack kissed back, his heart full, though he kept the full picture of his life with Edith private for now. Back home, Edith was waiting, her presence commanding. She had prepared a 'lesson' for him, involving more of the control he craved, spanking that left him marked, her guiding him through acts that blurred pleasure and discipline. 'Did you think of me while with her?' she asked during the intensity. Jack admitted he had, the duality overwhelming him. The chapter of his life was splitting into these two worlds, each feeding the other.

As Jack and May's relationship developed, their dates became cherished routines filled with connection and discovery. Local spots became their havens for talks about life, identity, and relationships. May often voiced her desire for a boyfriend who felt like a girlfriend, someone in touch with his feminine side, countering the toxic masculinity she saw everywhere. 'You're that,' she said, her eyes warm as they kissed after a lovely evening. The physical side stayed at kissing, which Jack found comforting; it allowed space for emotional growth without the intensity he experienced elsewhere. This contrasted sharply with life at home, where Edith's control was ramping up daily. Spanking and caning became tools in their dynamic, alongside him taking on more 'maid' roles, smoothies and routines changing his body, all under her guiding, possessive care. 'This is real,' she would say. Jack balanced both, the budding romance offering lightness and acceptance while the control at home provided depth and purpose, as their relationship with May continued to evolve.


Chapter 8

The weeks following the start of his dates with May had brought a strange duality to Jack's life. During the day, he would meet May for coffee or walks around the city, their conversations flowing easily as she encouraged his softer side. She would compliment the subtle feminine touches in his appearance, the way his hair was now kept neat, or the faint hint of moisturiser on his skin from Edith's instructions. Their kisses were sweet and lingering, but May always pulled back before things went further, whispering that she wanted a boyfriend who felt like a girlfriend, someone she could share her world with without the toxic pressure of traditional masculinity. Jack found himself drawn to her acceptance, yet it only highlighted the growing intensity at home with Edith.

At the house, Edith's control had begun to escalate in ways that left Jack both aroused and increasingly trapped. What had started as playful dominance in the bedroom now spilled into daily life. One evening, after returning from a date with May, Edith met him at the door with a firm look. 'You've been neglecting your duties, girl,' she said, her voice calm but laced with authority. She had him kneel right there in the hallway, her portly figure looming over him in a satin blouse that hugged her curves. 'From now on, you'll clean the house properly. And if it's not up to my standards, there will be consequences.' Jack felt a flush of embarrassment mixed with excitement as she described the new rules. That night, she spanked him over her knee for the first time, not playfully, but with deliberate force, her hand landing hard on his bare bottom until it stung and he was squirming, tears pricking his eyes. Yet, as she held him afterwards, stroking his hair and calling him her good boy, he found himself pressing closer, his body betraying his arousal.

The domestic duties grew quickly. Edith began assigning him tasks like scrubbing the floors on his hands and knees, cooking full meals from scratch, and even doing the laundry, all while she watched with a satisfied smirk. 'This is training, dear,' she would say, her hands occasionally drifting to adjust his clothing or give a sharp smack to his thigh if he slacked. Soon, she insisted he wear a maid's dress for these chores, a frilly pink and white outfit with a short skirt that barely covered him, paired with stockings and heels from the wardrobe. The first time she made him put it on, Jack hesitated, his face burning. 'But... this is too much,' he protested weakly. Edith's response was swift; she bent him over the kitchen table, lifted the skirt, and caned him lightly but firmly with a thin bamboo rod she produced from a drawer. The sharp stings made him gasp and apologise, promising to obey. The dress became part of the routine, the satin and lace rubbing against his shaved skin as he dusted and vacuumed, Edith's approving gaze following him.

Each morning, without fail, Edith prepared a thick green smoothie for him to drink before he left for university. 'It's for your health, my boy,' she explained, watching him swallow every drop. 'Mummy knows best.' At first, it tasted odd, bitter with hints of herbs and something else he couldn't place, but he drank it dutifully under her watchful eye. After a few weeks, he started noticing changes. His chest felt tender, and when he looked in the mirror, there were small but noticeable swells forming under his skin, like the beginnings of breasts. He touched them gingerly, a mix of horror and strange fascination washing over him. Edith noticed too, of course. One night, after a session where she had caned him for forgetting to polish the silver, she pulled him close in bed, her hands cupping the new growth. 'Look at you,' she purred, her voice thick with satisfaction. 'Mummy's changes are taking hold. Doesn't it feel right?' Jack moaned despite himself, the combination of pain from the caning and her touch sending waves of confused pleasure through him.

The contrast with his time with May only heightened the intensity. On dates, May would hold his hand and talk about how wonderful it was that he was embracing his feminine side. 'Men are so toxic lately,' she said one afternoon over tea. 'It's refreshing to be with someone who isn't afraid to be soft.' Jack would smile and nod, but inside, he felt the pull of two worlds. At home, Edith was pushing harder. She introduced more BDSM elements; binding his wrists with soft ropes during 'punishments,' using a paddle on his bottom when he complained about the smoothies or the chores. 'This is for your own good,' she would say, her voice motherly even as she struck him harder, leaving red marks that lasted days. The maid dress became a daily uniform for his tasks, and Edith would inspect his work, often finding faults that led to more spanking or caning, followed by her taking him roughly, her fingers or a strap-on invading him as she whispered commands.

As the month of dating May passed, Jack's body continued to change. The smoothies were doing something, his hips seemed fuller, his skin softer, and the breast tissue was undeniably growing, small A-cup swells that he had to hide under loose clothes. Edith delighted in them, often making him strip in front of her so she could admire and touch. 'Such a good girl,' she cooed, using the word 'girl' more frequently now, which sent shivers of humiliation and arousal through him. One evening, after he had spent the day cleaning in the maid dress and cooking a full dinner, she had him kneel and service her orally while she caned his exposed bottom lightly. The pain mixed with pleasure in a way that left him desperate, begging for release that she denied until he was sobbing with need. 'This is your place now,' she said, her voice firm. 'No more pretending to be a man.'

The discovery of the clothes came as a shock. Jack had been trying to hold onto his old male items, wearing them to uni and on dates with May to maintain some normalcy. But one morning, after a night of intense play where Edith had caned him thoroughly for 'disobeying' by questioning a smoothie, he went to his drawer and found it empty of everything male. All his jeans, t-shirts, boxers, gone. In their place were rows of feminine clothing; skirts, blouses, dresses, lingerie, all in soft pinks and pastels, some with the tags still on as if newly purchased. He stood there stunned, a surge of anger rising in his chest. 'Edith!' he shouted, storming to her room. She was sitting calmly in her chair, reading, dressed in one of her satin blouses. 'What have you done? My clothes, they're all gone!'

Edith looked up with that knowing smile, setting her book aside. 'Oh, my dear boy. Or should I say, my dear girl? I thought it was time. Those old things were holding you back. Mummy's been replacing them gradually, as you've noticed. Now it's all out in the open.' Jack felt rage mixed with a deep, humiliating arousal. He was still in the nightie from the night before, his growing breasts visible through the thin fabric, his bottom sore from the caning. 'You can't just... this is too much!' he protested, but his voice lacked conviction. Edith stood, approaching him with that confident stride. She pulled him close, her hands roaming over his body, pinching his sensitive nipples. 'It's not too much. It's exactly what you need. You've been dating my girl, playing at being a boy, but here, with me, you're mine. And this is how I want you.' She kissed him forcefully, then led him to the bed, bending him over and caning him again, harder this time, until he was crying out and promising to wear whatever she chose.

The intensity ramped up after that. Jack was now fully in feminine clothing at all times when home. Maid dresses for chores, corsets and lingerie for 'play,' nighties for bed. Edith's BDSM sessions grew more frequent and severe, spanking with her hand or a paddle for minor infractions, caning for bigger ones, always followed by her using him sexually, her fingers or toys in his anus, her body pressing against his as she reminded him of his role. 'You're my sissy maid now,' she would say during these times, her voice a mix of motherly affection and cruel dominance. The smoothies continued daily, and his body changed more noticeably; breasts filling out to a small B-cup, hips widening slightly, his skin smoother, his voice perhaps a touch higher from the hormones he suspected were in the drinks. He tried to hide it from May during their dates, wearing loose clothes, but the changes were becoming harder to conceal.

Despite the anger at the clothes replacement, Jack found himself submitting more deeply. The domestic duties became his norm; cleaning every surface, cooking elaborate meals in the maid dress, serving Edith as she relaxed. She would watch him with approval, sometimes interrupting to bend him over a counter for a quick spanking or to fuck him with a strap-on, her hands gripping his hips. 'This is what makes you happy, isn't it?' she would ask, and he would nod, tears in his eyes from the pain and pleasure. The contrast with May was stark; with her, he felt almost normal, kissing and talking about life, her encouraging his 'feminine side' without knowing the full extent. But at home, the intensity was overwhelming, Edith's control total.

One night, after a particularly harsh caning for 'forgetting' to curtsy when serving tea, Edith held him in bed, her body warm and soft against his. 'You've come so far, my girl,' she whispered, her hand stroking his growing breasts. 'Mummy's changes are taking hold. Soon, there'll be no going back.' Jack lay there, conflicted, the soreness in his bottom a constant reminder, his body responding to her touch despite everything. He thought of May, of the date they had planned for the weekend, and wondered how much longer he could keep the two worlds separate. The anger was still there, simmering, but so was the dark, addictive pull of Edith's dominance. He was hers, more than ever, and the changes were only just beginning.


Chapter 9

Jack had been simmering with frustration for days. The full weight of his new reality pressed down on him like the tight corset Edith insisted he wear more often now. All his male clothes were gone, replaced with an ever-growing collection of satin, lace, and frills from the pink room's wardrobe. His body had changed noticeably: small but undeniable breasts pushed against the fabric of his tops, his skin was smooth and hairless from the weekly shaves Edith supervised, and the daily smoothies left him feeling soft and altered. The BDSM sessions had intensified: regular spankings for minor infractions, canings when he hesitated over a chore or questioned the smoothies. Domestic service filled his days: cleaning in a maid's dress, cooking meals that Edith critiqued harshly, always under her watchful, dominant eye. And then there was May. The dates with her were the only bright spot, sweet and validating. She kissed him with genuine affection, praised his 'feminine side', and said she wanted a boyfriend who felt like a girlfriend. It made the humiliation at home almost bearable. Almost. But today, something had to give. He couldn't keep pretending this was all right.

He found Edith in the kitchen, her portly figure in a crisp white satin blouse and long skirt, grey hair neatly styled. She was preparing another of those smoothies. 'Edith,' Jack said, his voice tight. He was dressed in one of the girlier outfits, a pink satin camisole and matching shorts. 'This has gone too far. The clothes, the changes... I can't do this anymore. The smoothies are making me... different. And the punishments, it's too much. I need my old things back. I need to stop.' He braced himself for the usual response: a firm hand, a lecture, perhaps a quick spanking. But before she could reply, there was a knock at the door. May arrived for their date, looking fresh and vibrant. She hugged Jack warmly. 'Hi! Ready for the park?' But Edith intercepted. 'May, darling, come in. Jack was just telling me he's been having some doubts. Perhaps you can help him see sense.' May looked at him curiously. 'Doubts? About what, Jack? You've been doing so well embracing this side of yourself. Gran's been so proud.'

Jack opened his mouth to complain, but May cut in gently, taking his hand. 'Actually, I was going to talk to you about something. I've been thinking... I'm ready. Ready to take things further with us. But... there's something I need from you first.' Jack blinked. 'Further? Like... sex?' May nodded. 'Yes. But I want it to be special. I want you to wear something pretty for me. White lingerie, like a proper girlfriend would. Makeup, to highlight how beautiful you are becoming. And a wig, something feminine and soft. I know it's a lot, but it would mean everything to me. It would show me you're really in this, that you're the boyfriend who feels like a girlfriend I've always wanted.' She smiled. 'Gran can help you get ready.' Jack glanced at Edith, who was watching with that confident smirk. 'I... okay,' he said quietly. 'If it means that much to you.'

Edith clapped her hands, delighted. 'Wonderful. Come along, my dear boy. Let's get you transformed.' She took his arm firmly, leading him upstairs to the pink room. 'Strip,' she instructed. He complied, standing naked before her. His body on display: the small breasts, smooth skin, slight curve to his hips. Edith's eyes roamed. 'Good. Now, the white set.' She pulled out delicate white lace bra and panties, along with a sheer slip. 'This will make you look innocent and pretty, just like May wants.' She helped him into the panties, the lace snug against his caged cock. The bra followed, padded to enhance his breasts. Then the slip, satin cool against his skin. Jack felt the familiar mix of humiliation and arousal. Edith guided him to the vanity. 'Now, makeup.' She applied foundation, blush, soft pink eyeshadow, mascara, bold red lipstick. 'There. Look at yourself.' Jack stared: he looked like a nervous young woman, soft and submissive.

Edith produced a wig: long, wavy, ash-blonde. 'This will complete the look.' She fitted it, then added white stockings and garter belt. 'Perfect. You're ready.' Jack felt dizzy. Dressed as a girl for May. 'Thank you, Mummy,' he whispered. Edith smirked, patting his cheek. 'Good girl. Let's go show May.' She led him downstairs. May was waiting, eyes lighting up. 'Oh, Jack... or should I say, my pretty girl tonight? You look incredible.' She approached, hands gentle on his waist. 'The white is perfect. And the makeup... Gran did a wonderful job.' May kissed him, slow and deep. 'Thank you for doing this. It means so much.' But there was a shift in her voice. 'Come upstairs with me. The bedroom's ready.' Edith followed.

The bedroom was dim. May closed the door and turned to Jack, her expression shifting to dominant. 'On the bed, on your knees,' she said. Jack hesitated, this was new from May. But Edith's hand pushed him forward. 'Do as she says, dear.' He climbed on. May began to undress, revealing red lingerie, then hooking her thumbs into the panties and sliding them down. Hanging between her legs was a huge cock, thick and erect. May smirked, stroking it. 'Surprise. I'm trans. I hope that's not a problem.' Jack stared, frozen. 'I... I didn't know. This is... too much. I can't…' But Edith was there, hands on his shoulders. 'Oh, but you can. And you will. May's been waiting for this, and so have I. You've been such a good girl for Mummy. Now be good for her too.' May stepped closer. 'I know it's a surprise, but think about it. You've been embracing your feminine side so beautifully. Now, suck it. Show me how much you want this.'

Reluctantly, Jack opened his mouth. May guided her cock to his lips. 'That's it. Good girl.' The taste was salty as it slid in, stretching his lips. Jack gagged at the size, but Edith's hand on the back of his head forced him deeper. 'Relax your throat, dear. Breathe through your nose. Mummy's taught you better.' May moaned, hands in his wig. 'Fuck, that feels good. Your mouth is so warm and willing.' Jack's eyes watered, humiliation flooding him, dressed in white lingerie, makeup smeared, sucking May's cock while Edith watched. But the submission was taking over; his own caged cock strained. May thrust, fucking his face. 'Take it all. You've been such a tease on our dates, now you get the real thing.'

They didn't stop there. After minutes, May pulled out. 'On your back,' she ordered. Edith helped position him, spreading his legs, the slip riding up. May pressed her cock against his hole, slick with lube. Jack tensed. 'Wait, I don't know if…' But Edith held his wrists, pinning him. 'Shh, dear. Let her in. This is what you need.' May pushed forward, breaching him with a burn. Inch by inch, she filled him. 'Fuck, you're tight,' May groaned. She started to thrust, slow then building. 'You love this, don't you?' May panted. 'Being fucked like the sissy you are. Gran was right about you.' Jack couldn't answer; the sensations were too much. Edith leaned down, kissing him roughly. 'That's my good girl. Take her cock.' One hand slid to pinch his nipple through the bra, the other stroking his cock through the panties. 'No release for you yet.' May's pace quickened, hitting deep.

They fucked for what felt like hours, switching positions. May had him on all fours, pounding while Edith caned his back lightly. 'Good. Now, hold still.' Then May on her back, Jack riding her awkwardly, Edith directing. Poppers appeared; Edith held the bottle under his nose. 'Breathe deep, dear. It will help you relax and enjoy.' The rush hit, loosening his body. May came first, groaning as she filled him. But they didn't stop. Edith used her strap-on while May sat on his face. 'Lick me while she uses you.' Poppers repeated, the rush making him pliant. The hypnosis videos came later, when he was spent: looping images of feminised men in submission, voices whispering 'You are a sissy slut. You love cock. You love being pretty and owned. Repeat it.' Jack repeated through the haze. 'I'm a sissy slut.' May and Edith praised him. 'That's our girl. Our perfect sissy.'

When it was finally over, they cleaned him up gently, removing the wig and makeup but leaving him in the tattered lingerie. Edith tucked him into bed in a fresh nightie. 'Rest now, my dear. Tomorrow, we begin the rest of your life.' May kissed his forehead. 'I'm so glad you agreed. This is just the start.' Jack lay staring at the ceiling, mind a fog of submission and shock. The old resistance was gone, replaced by hollow acceptance and dark, aching need. He had been broken, and part of him was grateful. As sleep claimed him, the last thought was of the videos, the poppers, the commands: he was a sissy slut now. And he would be for them, forever.

The morning brought no escape. Jack woke to Edith's voice. 'Time for your smoothie, dear. And then we'll discuss how things will be from now on.' His body ached, the plug still inside from May. He drank without complaint. Edith watched approvingly. 'Good girl. May will be back later. She's very taken with you. But remember, Mummy is in charge. You'll continue your duties, your training. And if you ever think of complaining again...' She let the threat hang, her hand on the cane. Jack nodded, the fight gone. 'Yes, Mummy.' The days that followed solidified the change. Poppers and hypnosis became nightly rituals. Edith intensified everything: more BDSM, stricter service, public outings in feminine attire. May visited often, using him with Edith's oversight. Jack's protests were minimal now, token resistance earning swift punishment and deeper submission. His body continued to change, mind adapting. The old Jack was gone. In his place was this: a feminised, broken toy for two women who had claimed him completely. And as he knelt one evening, dressed in white lingerie for May's pleasure, the hypnosis playing, he realised he didn't want to fight anymore. This was his life now. A sissy slut, owned and used. And the intensity was only just beginning.


Chapter 10

The morning after the turning point dawned with a new sense of finality for Jack. He woke in the pink room, still wearing the remnants of the white lingerie from the night before, though it was now crumpled and stained. His body ached in the most intimate places, a constant reminder of how thoroughly May and Edith had used him. The hypnosis videos had played long into the night, their messages looping in his mind: sissy slut, good girl, owned. Poppers had left him hazy, but the effects lingered in a submissive fog. He no longer felt the sharp sting of resistance; it had been replaced by a dull, aching acceptance. Edith entered the room carrying his usual smoothie, her portly figure clad in a crisp satin blouse and skirt, grey hair neatly styled. 'Drink up, my dear girl,' she said with that confident, matronly smile. 'Today is the start of your new routine. No more hiding away in the house. It's time the world sees what you've become.'

Jack took the glass with trembling hands, the green liquid tasting as bitter and transformative as ever. His breasts, now a noticeable size thanks to the hormones, pressed against the thin fabric of his nightie. He had been shaved smooth the previous evening, his skin soft and sensitive. 'But... college,' he protested weakly, his voice soft from the changes and the night's use. 'I can't go like this. Everyone will see.' Edith chuckled, sitting on the edge of the bed and stroking his hair. 'That's the point, dear. You're our sissy slut now. May and I have decided it's time to show you off. You'll dress as the pretty girl you've become and attend your classes. No more male clothes, no more pretending. And when you come home, Mummy will reward you... or punish you, depending on how well you behave.' She leaned in, her hand drifting to cup his caged cock through the nightie. 'May will be here this evening to continue your training. Poppers and more videos to keep that pretty head of yours nice and empty.'

After he finished the smoothie, Edith led him to the wardrobe in the pink room. She selected his outfit with deliberate care: a short pleated skirt in pastel pink, a white blouse with a Peter Pan collar that barely contained his breasts, white knee-high socks, and a pair of pink Mary Jane shoes. Underneath, she insisted on delicate white panties and a matching bra, padded to enhance his chest. 'No wig today,' she said, applying makeup herself, foundation, blush, eyeliner, mascara, and glossy pink lipstick. 'Your own hair is getting long enough now, thanks to those vitamins in the smoothies. We'll style it into soft curls.' She worked quickly, transforming his face into something undeniably feminine and pretty. Jack stared at his reflection in the mirror, humiliation burning hot in his cheeks. He looked like a schoolgirl, or perhaps a sissy maid on her way to class. 'Perfect,' Edith murmured, spraying him with a light floral perfume. 'Now, off you go. Remember, no hiding. Walk with your head high, or you'll be punished when you return.'

The walk to college was a gauntlet of stares and whispers. Jack kept his head down at first, but Edith's warning echoed in his mind. He forced himself to look up, feeling the skirt swish against his smooth thighs, the bra straps digging into his shoulders. Students on the path turned to look, some pointing, others laughing outright. 'Is that a guy?' one whispered loudly. 'Look at those tits and that skirt, total sissy.' Another group of lads jeered as he passed: 'Nice legs, princess! Bet you suck cock better than the girls!' Jack's face burned under the makeup, but his body reacted traitorously, his caged cock twitched in the panties, a damp spot forming from the mix of shame and arousal. The hypnosis had done its work; part of him craved this exposure, even as his mind recoiled. He arrived at his first lecture late, the professor pausing mid-sentence as the door creaked open. The entire room turned to stare. Whispers erupted: 'What the fuck is that?' 'Is that Thompson? He looks like a girl now.' Laughter rippled through the seats. Jack slid into a seat at the back, trying to ignore the eyes on him, the notes being passed, the mocking texts he knew were flying around.

The day only got worse. Between classes, groups of students gathered to gawk and jeer. A girl from his history seminar approached with fake sympathy. 'Jack? Is that you? Wow, you've really gone all out with the crossdressing. Is this some kind of kink thing?' Her friends giggled behind her. 'Or are you actually transitioning? Either way, you look ridiculous.' Jack mumbled something about 'personal choice,' but his voice cracked. In the library, trying to study, a group of guys sat nearby, loudly commenting: 'Check out the sissy over there. Bet he's got a tiny dick under that skirt. Probably wears panties every day now.' One even 'accidentally' bumped into him, grabbing his 'breast' and laughing. 'These feel real! What the hell are you on, mate?' Jack fled to the toilets, locking himself in a stall to catch his breath. The humiliation was public and unrelenting, just as Edith and May intended. His phone buzzed with messages from May: 'Can't wait to hear all about it tonight, my pretty sissy. Dress up nice for me.' The words sent a shiver through him, the broken part of his mind preening at the praise even as his face burned.

He returned home that evening exhausted and shaken, the skirt feeling shorter with every step, his makeup smudged from sweat and tears he hadn't realised he'd shed. Edith was waiting with May, both looking pleased. 'Well? How was your first day as a proper sissy?' May asked, pulling him into a hug that felt both affectionate and mocking. Edith inspected him, tutting at the state of his clothes. 'Not bad, but you need to own it more. Tomorrow, we'll add more, perhaps a little makeup touch-up kit in your bag, and some heels for after classes.' They didn't waste time. Jack was stripped and redressed in an even more overtly feminine outfit: a tight crop top that showed his midriff and the outline of his bra, a micro skirt, and thigh-high stockings. 'On your knees,' Edith commanded, producing the poppers. 'Breathe deep, girl. Time for your reward, and your reinforcement.'

The session that followed was intense and relentless. May sat on the sofa, legs spread, her huge cock already hard. 'Suck me while you tell us about college,' she said, her voice sweet but laced with dominance. Jack crawled over, the humiliation fresh in his mind as he took her into his mouth, describing the laughs, the jeers, the gropes between slobbery sucks. 'Everyone laughed... called me sissy... one guy grabbed my tits...' Edith knelt behind him, her fingers slick with lube as she worked a plug into his arse, twisting it as he moaned around May's cock. 'Good girl. Let them laugh. It only makes you wetter for us, doesn't it?' She spanked him hard, the sound echoing, then caned him lightly for emphasis when he hesitated in his recounting. Poppers were held under his nose repeatedly, the rush making the shame feel distant and erotic. May came down his throat with a groan, holding his head in place. 'Swallow every drop, sissy. This is your lunch now.'

They didn't stop there. Edith took her turn, bending him over the coffee table and fucking him with her strap-on while May watched and commented. 'Look at her arse jiggle. Such a good public slut.' The cane came out again, stripes across his back and thighs as she thrust harder. 'Tell us how much you loved being laughed at.' Jack babbled through the pain and pleasure, the words spilling out under the influence of the poppers and his broken state. 'Loved it... made me so hard... want more...' Hypnosis videos played on the TV, images of sissies being humiliated in public flashing by, the voiceover reinforcing: 'You are a sissy slut. Public use excites you. Repeat it.' He repeated until his voice was hoarse. May joined in, using his mouth again while Edith caned him in rhythm. The session lasted hours, leaving him sore, marked, and utterly spent, yet craving the next day.

The routine set in quickly over the following days. Each morning: smoothie, dressing in increasingly bold sissy outfits, sometimes a schoolgirl skirt with knee socks, other times a tight blouse and pencil skirt that hugged his feminised body. Makeup was mandatory, applied by Edith or May, with instructions to reapply during the day if needed. 'Look presentable for your classmates,' Edith would say, sending him off with a pat on his padded bottom. At college, the humiliation was consistent and escalating. Classmates grew bolder; girls giggling and taking photos, guys catcalling or 'accidentally' brushing against him. One particularly cruel group cornered him in a corridor: 'Nice tits, sissy. Bet you get fucked like a whore every night.' They laughed as he hurried away, his face flaming. Professors ignored it or looked uncomfortable, but no one intervened. Jack's grades slipped as he struggled to focus, the constant mockery wearing him down, but also, perversely, turning him on. He would return home wet and desperate, ready for the evening's 'reinforcement.'

Evenings were a blur of fucking, poppers, and hypnosis. Edith and May took turns using him, often together. One night, after a day of particularly vicious taunts at uni (someone had written 'SISSY SLUT' on his locker), they had him recount every detail while on all fours. May fucked his arse with long, deep strokes, her cock stretching him as Edith caned his thighs. 'Louder, girl. Tell us how they laughed when you dropped your books and your skirt rode up.' Poppers were administered in bursts, making him dizzy and compliant. 'I'm a sissy slut... I love being laughed at... please use me...' The hypnosis video ran in the background, the messages syncing with their commands. By the end, Jack was a wreck, face streaked with tears and cum, body covered in cane marks, mind floating in submissive bliss. They tucked him into bed in a frilly nightie, Edith kissing his forehead. 'Good girl. Tomorrow, we'll make it even better. Perhaps a little accessory to show off at college.'

The accessories came the next day: a small pink collar with a tag reading 'SISSY' that he had to wear under his shirt, and a plug with a heart-shaped base that pressed against him all day. College was hellish, the collar chafed, the plug made sitting painful, and the mockery reached new heights when someone spotted the outline. 'What's that, sissy? Got a tail now?' Laughter followed him everywhere. He endured it, the broken part of him secretly loving the exposure, the way it made him feel owned even in public. At home, the routine continued without mercy. Fucking with poppers and hypnosis, service in maid dresses, spankings and canings for any lapse. May and Edith discussed him openly in front of him. 'She's coming along nicely,' May said one evening as Jack served them dinner in his maid outfit, his breasts jiggling with every curtsy. 'The hypnosis is really taking hold. Did you hear her begging last night?' Edith nodded, sipping her wine. 'Yes, our little sissy slut is almost ready for the next step. But first, more public exposure. Let's see how she handles a full week like this.'

The full week was brutal. Each day, a new outfit, more humiliating than the last: a cheerleader skirt one day, a tight sweater dress the next that showed off his curves. The laughter and jeers became background noise, but the humiliation burned fresh every time. Classmates started treating him differently, some avoiding him, others openly fetishising. One girl cornered him after class: 'I saw you in the skirt yesterday. It's kind of hot, in a pathetic way. Want to come to my room later?' Jack stammered a refusal, but the offer lingered in his mind, mixing with the hypnosis messages. At home, the fucking and conditioning were relentless. Poppers before bed, videos playing as they used him. 'Repeat it,' Edith would command as May fucked him. 'I'm a public sissy slut. Everyone laughs at me because I deserve it.' He repeated it until his voice broke, the words becoming his truth. His body responded eagerly now, leaking in the cage, pushing back for more.

By the end of the week, Jack was fully immersed in the routine. Dressing as a sissy for college no longer felt like a choice; it was his identity. The mockery was constant, laughs in the halls, notes slipped into his bag ('Sissy whore, meet me for a blowjob?'), even a few crude drawings on his desk. He would come home flushed and aroused, ready for Edith and May to 'decompress' him with intense sessions. One evening, after a day where a group of lads had followed him chanting 'Sissy! Sissy!', they had him on his back, legs spread in stockings and heels. May fucked him while Edith sat on his face, her hairy pussy grinding down. 'Tell us how much you loved the attention today,' May panted. Jack moaned into Edith's folds, 'Loved it... made me feel like the slut I am...' Poppers hit, and the hypnosis video played: 'Public humiliation excites you. You are a sissy slut for everyone to see.' He came untouched, his body convulsing as they used him.

The routine showed no signs of slowing. Every day brought new humiliations at college, whispers turning to outright taunts, some students filming him on their phones, the footage likely spreading. Jack stopped trying to hide; the broken sissy inside him started to lean into it, swaying his hips a little more, smiling shyly when laughed at. At home, Edith and May ramped up the intensity: longer hypnosis sessions, more creative punishments (like writing lines in lipstick on his body: 'I am a sissy slut'), and group sessions where they took turns with him. 'This is just the beginning,' Edith said one night as they cuddled him between them, his body marked and used. 'Soon, everyone will know exactly what you are. And you'll love every second.' Jack nodded, the words sinking in. The daily fucking, poppers, and hypnosis had done their work. He was fully broken into the sissy role, craving the humiliation as much as the control. The routine continued, relentless and all-consuming.

Jack's sissy role was now fully integrated. He no longer thought of himself as the old Jack; the hypnosis and repeated exposure had rewritten his identity. At college, the laughter and mockery became background to his arousal. He started leaning into it subtly, blowing kisses to the jeering groups, which only made them laugh harder. 'The sissy is into it!' someone shouted. It thrilled him in a broken way. At home, the routine of fucking, poppers, and hypnosis continued without pause. Edith would sometimes film short clips of him in compromising positions, bent over in his maid dress, or sucking May's cock, and show them to him later during 'training.' 'Look at yourself, slut. This is who you are.' May would cuddle him afterwards, her voice sweet: 'You're so pretty when you're humiliated. I love my sissy boyfriend.' The contrast between her affection and Edith's strict control kept him off-balance, always craving more.

The breaking deepened with each passing day. Jack found himself initiating some of the humiliation at home, asking for extra canings or to wear even more revealing outfits to college. 'Please, Mummy, make it worse tomorrow,' he would beg after a session, his voice soft and needy. Edith would smirk and agree, adding elements like a visible collar or makeup that was harder to remove. The public aspect was relentless: more students joining in the mockery, some even leaving notes or 'gifts' like used condoms in his locker as 'jokes.' He would find them, flush with shame, but report back to Edith and May with a strange pride. 'They think I'm a joke,' he would say during the evening's fucking. 'Good,' May would reply, pounding into him. 'Because you are our joke. Our public sissy slut.' The hypnosis reinforced it nightly, the videos showing sissies in public, being laughed at, loving it. Jack repeated the affirmations until they felt like truth.

By the end of this phase, Jack was a shadow of his former self, fully broken into the sissy role. College was a daily ordeal of laughs, jeers, and public humiliation, but it fed the arousal that Edith and May cultivated so carefully. Home was the reward and reinforcement: intense sex, poppers, hypnosis, and the constant reminder of his place. 'This persists until we decide otherwise,' Edith said one night as they cuddled him between them, his body used and marked. 'You're our sissy now, in every way. And soon, we'll tell you exactly what we want from you long-term.' Jack nodded, his mind hazy from the day's poppers and the night's use. He didn't question it anymore. The routine was his life: dress as a sissy, endure the laughter, come home to be fucked and conditioned. The old intentions of the women in his life hung in the air, but for now, he was lost in the intensity of the humiliation and submission.


Chapter 11

The days had blurred into a relentless cycle of humiliation and control. Jack, now fully immersed in his sissy role, woke each morning to Edith's firm hand or May's soft but commanding voice. The smoothies had done their work; his breasts were undeniable, small but pert under the frilly tops and maid uniforms he was required to wear. His body was smooth, shaved daily under supervision, his skin soft and sensitive from the hormones and lotions. At college, the laughter followed him everywhere, whispers of 'sissy slut', 'look at the little girl', and worse. Classmates pointed, mocked, some even groped him in the hallways when no teachers were looking. He endured it because he had to; the hypnosis videos played every night, reinforcing that this was his purpose. Poppers were pressed to his nose before each session with Edith or May, clouding his mind, making the submission feel inevitable. The fucking was constant, May's massive cock stretching him, Edith's strap-on or fingers working his arse, always with commands to 'take it like a good sissy'. He had stopped resisting outwardly; the breaking from the turning point had left him pliant, eager even in his broken state. But deep down, a flicker of the old Jack remained, buried under layers of satin, lace, and enforced femininity.

One evening, after another exhausting day of classes where the mockery had been particularly vicious, someone had written 'COCKSUCKER' on his locker in permanent marker, Jack returned home to find Edith and May waiting in the living room. Edith was in her usual satin blouse and skirt, looking every inch the matronly dominant with her grey hair and portly figure. May, dressed in a tight top and skirt that accentuated her feminine curves and the bulge she no longer hid, smiled at him with that mix of affection and control. 'Sit down, my dear boy,' Edith said, patting the seat beside her. Jack complied, smoothing his maid dress as he sat, the lace panties riding up. He was tired, his body aching from the day's plug and the evening's anticipation of use. May took his hand, her touch warm but firm. 'We've been talking, Jack. About us. About you. You've been so good these past weeks, embracing everything. But it's time we told you the truth about what this all means.'

Jack felt a chill. The revelation hung in the air. May leaned in, her voice soft but intense. 'I've struggled for so long to find the perfect submissive partner. Someone who could be my boyfriend but also feel like my girlfriend, soft, obedient, ready to serve. The men I've met were all too toxic, too wrapped up in their own egos. But you... you were perfect from the start. Gran saw it first, the way you responded to her guidance, the way you took to the clothes, the submission. We knew you were the one. I want to marry you, Jack. Live our lives together as husband and wife, but you'll be my gay sissy slut. Dressed pretty, serving me and Gran, available for whatever we want. It's what you've been training for.' Jack's mind reeled. Marriage? To May? As a sissy? He opened his mouth to speak, but May continued, her eyes gleaming. 'And I like orgies, gay gangbangs, going to darkrooms and just being a dirty whore, and fun. To prove how much I love sharing this with you, watch us. See how good it can be.'

Before he could protest, May stood and pulled Edith up with her. They kissed passionately in front of him, hands roaming. Edith's blouse came undone, revealing her heavy breasts. May's skirt dropped, her massive cock springing free, already hardening. Jack watched, frozen, as they moved to the floor. May bent Edith over the coffee table, her cock sliding into the older woman's wet pussy with a groan. 'Fuck, Gran, you're so tight,' May said, thrusting hard. Edith moaned, pushing back, her body jiggling with each slap of skin. 'Yes, my girl, fuck me. Show our sissy what real pleasure looks like.' They fucked with abandon, May pounding relentlessly, Edith crying out in ecstasy, her hands gripping the table. Jack's own cock strained in its cage under the maid dress, a mix of horror and unwanted arousal flooding him. This was his 'girlfriend' and her grandmother, using each other while he watched. The scene went on for what felt like hours: positions changed, May eating Edith out, Edith sucking May's cock, both women coming loudly. Jack was forced to watch, May occasionally glancing at him. 'See, baby? This is our life. You'll be part of it. Serving, watching, joining when we say.'

The days after the dungeon were a haze of recovery and reinforcement. Jack's body healed slowly, the welts fading under ointments applied by Edith's caring hands. But the mental change was permanent. The hypno had taken root; he found himself repeating the phrases in his head without prompting: sissy slut, good girl, owned. College continued as before, the sissy outfits, the laughter, the public humiliation, but now it felt right, part of his purpose. May's 'dates' were more frequent, filled with kisses and her gentle dominance, always leading to sex where he serviced her cock eagerly. 'You're mine now, baby,' she would say. 'My husband, my slut.' Edith's control at home was total: more BDSM sessions, though less punitive now, more rewarding. Spankings turned to playful ones; canings to reminders. The smoothies kept his body changing, breasts fuller, skin softer. He cooked, cleaned, served in maid dresses, curtsying perfectly. The promise to be good held; he didn't resist anymore. When May mentioned the grandfather's impending release, Jack nodded submissively. 'I'll serve him too, if that's what you want.' The family was forming around him, and he was the sissy heart of it.

They dragged him, still naked and caged, down to the basement dungeon. The room was stark and prepared; chains, a St. Andrew's cross, a padded bench with restraints, whips, canes, and a tray of tools including needles, electro pads, and a branding iron heating in a small brazier. 'No! Please!' Jack struggled, but they overpowered him. They chained him spread-eagled to the cross, his feminised body fully exposed, small breasts, smooth skin, caged cock. 'This is for your own good,' Edith said, her voice motherly but unyielding. 'You need to learn your place once and for all. The revelation was just the beginning. Now comes the breaking.' May picked up a cane. 'Every time you resist or beg to leave, you get more. Poppers and hypno will help you accept it.'

The torture began with a warm-up of caning and flogging. May delivered sharp strikes across his arse and thighs, the thin cane whistling and cracking against his skin. 'Count them, sissy.' Jack sobbed out the numbers, 'One! Two!', each one sending fire through his body. Edith followed with a heavy flogger, the tails thudding across his back, chest, and the sensitive new breasts, wrapping around to sting his nipples. 'You wanted to leave us? Bad girl.' Between strikes, they forced poppers under his nose, the rush clouding the pain into a hazy, erotic fog while the hypnosis screen in front of him played looping videos of sissies being used and broken, the voice droning: 'You are a sissy slut. You love being owned. You will serve May as her husband-slut. You will never leave.' Jack was made to repeat the phrases aloud, his voice cracking. 'I am a sissy slut! I love being owned!'

They escalated quickly to needles and piercing. Edith took a sterile pack of needles and began inserting them into his nipples, one by one, the sharp points piercing the sensitive tissue. Jack screamed, the pain white-hot and precise, his body jerking against the chains. 'Breathe through it, girl,' she cooed, twisting one slightly. 'These will stay in for a while.' She added more along the underside of his caged cock and balls, each insertion sending jolts of agony through him. May watched, stroking herself, then took a piercing needle. 'Time for something permanent to remember this by.' She pierced his nipples with rings, the needle pushing through while Jack vomited from the overwhelming pain, the mess splashing onto the floor. 'Good,' Edith said calmly, wiping his mouth. 'Let it out. This is what resistance earns.' The new piercings throbbed as they attached small weights, pulling on the tender flesh.

Electro-torture came next. They attached pads to his nipples, cock, balls, and inner thighs. Edith turned on the device, starting low. The first shocks made him jolt and scream, the electricity arcing through his sensitive areas, making his muscles spasm uncontrollably. 'This will teach you,' May said, turning up the dial. The pain was electric fire, making him piss himself involuntarily, urine running down his legs as his body betrayed him. They laughed softly. 'Look at the sissy pissing herself like a scared girl.' The shocks continued in waves, combined with more caning, the electricity amplifying every strike into unbearable agony. Poppers kept him on the edge of consciousness, the hypnosis forcing him to repeat; 'I am a sissy slut... I crave pain and control...'

Branding followed the electro. Edith removed the branding iron from the brazier, the metal glowing hot. 'A permanent mark for our sissy,' she said. They positioned it against his lower back, just above his arse. The sizzle and smell of burning flesh hit as she pressed it in, the shape of a small 'S' for 'slut'. Jack's scream was raw, the pain beyond anything before; he vomited again, his body convulsing, piss streaming down as his bladder emptied from the shock. 'There,' Edith murmured, pressing a cool cloth to it after. 'Now everyone will know what you are when they see it.' May added her own touch later, a small piercing in his tongue with a tag.

The piss play was the final humiliation. May stood in front of him, her cock hard. 'Open your mouth, slut.' She pissed directly into his mouth, the warm, bitter stream filling it, forcing him to swallow or choke. 'Drink it all. This is your new drink.' Edith followed, pissing into a funnel attached to a tube in his arse, filling him slowly with their urine until his belly distended and he was leaking around the tube. 'Hold it, girl. Don't spill a drop or we'll start over.' The pressure and degradation, combined with the ongoing needles and fresh electro shocks, made him piss himself yet again, the mess mixing with the piss enema. They removed the tube and had him expel it messily onto the floor while they caned him for the 'accident'.

The session lasted hours, pushing him past breaking point. Needles were removed and reinserted in new places, his balls, the head of his cock, even small ones along his lips. Electro on his piercing rings sent shocks directly through the new holes. Branding was followed by more piss, this time May filling his mouth while Edith caned him for swallowing too slowly. The pain was so constant and overwhelming that he lost control multiple times, pissing himself in fear and agony, and vomiting from the combination of pain, poppers, and the taste of piss. By the end, he was a sobbing, broken mess, chained and leaking, the hypnosis still playing. 'Please... I'll do anything... I'll marry May... I'll serve you both... no more...'

Edith and May unchained him gently at last, holding his shaking body. 'That's our good girl,' May whispered, kissing his forehead through the smeared makeup. 'You took it so well. Now you understand.' Edith stroked his hair. 'The old resistance is gone. You're ours completely, sissy slut, pierced, branded, and broken for our use. No more fighting. Just submission.' They cleaned him roughly, leaving the new piercings and brand exposed, and carried him upstairs. The dungeon had done its work. Jack was utterly broken, the pain having stripped away the last of his will. He whispered promises through tears; 'I'll be good... your sissy... forever...' The revelation was complete, and the torture had sealed it.

But the breaking wasn't just about submission; it was about acceptance of the full picture. One evening, after a particularly intense session where May had fucked him while Edith watched and directed, they sat him down again. 'We need to talk about the future,' May said. 'The wedding. Living here permanently. Serving all of us, me, Gran, and Grandad when he gets out. You'll be our shared sissy slut, available for orgies, for fun, for whatever we decide. No more college if we say so; your place is here, pretty and obedient.' Jack listened, the old flicker of resistance long gone. 'Yes,' he said simply. 'I promise. I'm yours.' Edith beamed, pulling him into a hug. 'That's my good girl. The dungeon showed you what happens if you fight. But now... now we can be a family.' May kissed him tenderly. 'I love you, my sissy husband.' The revelation was complete. Jack's life was no longer his own, it was theirs, a web of dominance, feminisation, and twisted love. And he was ready for it, broken and rebuilt in their image.

The routine continued with renewed purpose. Jack embraced the public side at college, the laughter now a badge of his role. At home, the control was loving but firm, more nights of group play, watching May and Edith together, joining in as directed. The dungeon was a memory, but its lessons lingered: behave, submit, be the sissy slut they wanted. As May planned the wedding, a small, private affair with them in feminine attire, Jack felt a strange peace. This was his life. The old woman and her granddaughter had claimed him, body and soul. And in the broken, sissy heart of him, he was grateful. The promises held. He was good. He was theirs.


Chapter 12

The day had finally arrived. Jack stood nervously in the living room, dressed in one of his more elaborate sissy outfits: a frilly pink maid dress with white apron, thigh-high stockings, and heels that made him wobble slightly on his shaved legs. His makeup was perfect, soft pink lips, smoky eyes, and a touch of blush that highlighted his feminine features. The hormones from the smoothies had done their work; his breasts were now noticeable, filling the padded bra beneath the dress, and his hips had a subtle curve that made the skirt flare out prettily. His cock was locked away in a pink chastity cage, a constant reminder of his place. Edith had spent the morning fussing over him, adjusting the wig that framed his face in soft curls, and applying a final coat of lipstick. 'There, my dear girl,' she had said with a satisfied smile. 'Grandad will love you just as you are.'

May was there too, lounging on the sofa in a tight red dress that hugged her curves, her long hair cascading over her shoulders. She looked every bit the proud 'girlfriend', though in their twisted dynamic, she was more like his owner and lover combined. 'Relax, baby,' she cooed, patting the seat beside her. 'You've been such a good sissy for us. This is your big moment. Grandad's been waiting a long time for a present like you.' Jack's heart raced. The revelation from weeks ago still echoed in his mind: May wanted him as her gay sissy slut, to marry him and live as part of their family, including Edith's husband, May's grandfather, who was finally coming home from prison. He had been broken thoroughly in the dungeon, forced through days of beating, torture, and hypnosis until he promised to be good. Now, he was fully theirs, and today, that ownership would be shared.

The front door opened, and the old man stepped inside. He was in his late seventies, but carried himself with the rough, unyielding presence of a man who had spent years behind bars. Tall and broad-shouldered despite his age, with a weathered face, grey stubble, and eyes that seemed to pierce right through you. His hands were large and calloused, and there was a hardness in his posture that spoke of violence and control. Edith greeted him warmly, embracing him as her husband. 'Welcome home, love. We've been waiting for you.' May stood up, smiling brightly. 'Grandad! It's so good to see you.' Jack remained frozen in place, his eyes downcast as instructed, feeling the weight of the moment. This was the man who would now dominate him as part of the family.

The grandfather's gaze swept the room and landed on Jack. A slow, predatory smile spread across his face. 'So this is the present you mentioned?' His voice was gravelly, deep, with a hint of menace. Edith nodded, her hand on Jack's shoulder, guiding him forward. 'This is our sissy slut, Jack, or rather, our little girl now. She's been trained specially for you. A gift from May and me to welcome you home.' Jack's cheeks burned under the makeup. He curtsied awkwardly in his heels, as he had been taught. 'Welcome home, Sir,' he murmured, his voice soft and submissive. The old man's eyes raked over him, taking in the dress, the stockings, the obvious swell of his chest. 'Well, well. You girls have outdone yourselves. Come here, boy.' Jack stepped forward hesitantly, and the grandfather grabbed his chin roughly, tilting his face up to inspect it. 'Pretty little thing. All dolled up like a proper whore. Edith, you've done well with the makeup and those tits.' He squeezed one of Jack's breasts through the dress, hard enough to make him gasp.

Without further preamble, the grandfather pulled Jack closer and kissed him forcefully, his tongue invading Jack's mouth in a way that left no doubt about who was in charge. Jack's body reacted on instinct, his training kicking in, he kissed back submissively, even as his mind reeled. This was May's grandfather, an old man just out of prison, and now he was claiming him as a fucktoy. The kiss broke, and the grandfather shoved Jack towards the sofa. 'On your knees, sissy. Let's see what that mouth can do.' Jack dropped to his knees without hesitation, his hands trembling as he reached for the man's belt. May and Edith watched with approving smiles, May's hand already slipping between her legs. 'That's it, baby,' May encouraged. 'Show Grandad what a good slut you've become.'

Jack unzipped the old man's trousers and pulled out his cock, thick, veined, and already hardening. It was rough and uncircumcised, smelling of sweat and musk. He hesitated for a split second, but a sharp slap across the face from the grandfather snapped him back. 'Don't make me wait, boy. Suck it.' The slap stung, but it also sent a jolt of twisted arousal through him. Jack opened his mouth and took the cock in, swirling his tongue around the head as he had been trained. The grandfather groaned, his large hand gripping Jack's wig and forcing him deeper. 'Fuck, that's good. Tight little throat on this one.' He began to thrust, face-fucking Jack with rough, punishing strokes that made him gag and choke. Tears welled in Jack's eyes, smearing his makeup, but he didn't pull away. This was his role now, to endure, to serve.

The grandfather was rough, just as the outline had described. He slapped Jack's face while thrusting, the impacts leaving red marks on his cheeks. 'Take it, you little sissy whore. This is what you're for.' His other hand punched lightly at Jack's shoulders and chest, not enough to seriously injure but enough to assert dominance and leave bruises. Jack endured it all, his body rocking with the force, his caged cock leaking into the panties beneath the dress. May and Edith had moved closer, May now openly fingering herself while Edith whispered encouragements. 'That's our girl. Make him feel welcome.' The old man came with a grunt, flooding Jack's mouth with thick cum. 'Swallow it all, boy. Don't waste a drop.' Jack obeyed, gulping it down, the taste bitter and overwhelming.

But the grandfather wasn't done. He hauled Jack to his feet and bent him over the arm of the sofa, flipping up the maid dress to expose his smooth, shaved arse and the pink panties. 'Look at this pretty little hole,' he growled, yanking the panties down. 'All ready for me, eh?' Without much preamble, he spat on his fingers and pushed two into Jack's arse, stretching him roughly. Jack whimpered, the intrusion painful but familiar from his training. The grandfather added a third finger, scissoring them brutally. 'Tight. Good. I'll enjoy breaking this in properly.' He positioned his cock, still half-hard and slick with spit and cum, and thrust in hard. Jack cried out as the thick shaft invaded him, stretching him wide. The old man didn't go slow; he fucked with the pent-up aggression of a man long denied, slapping Jack's arse with one hand and punching his lower back with the other.

The sex was intense and degrading. The grandfather pounded into him mercilessly, his balls slapping against Jack's caged cock. 'You like that, sissy? Being fucked like the little girl you are?' Each thrust was accompanied by slaps to Jack's face or thighs, and occasional punches to his sides that knocked the wind out of him. Jack endured, tears streaming down his face, his body jolting with every impact. But deep inside, the broken part of him, the part shaped by months of hypnosis, poppers, and submission, responded with a shameful thrill. This was his purpose now: to be used, to be the family's fucktoy. May knelt beside him, stroking his hair and whispering, 'That's it, baby. Take Grandad's cock. You're doing so well.' Edith watched with a satisfied smile, occasionally reaching over to tweak Jack's nipples or slap his face lightly. 'Such a good present. Look how he takes it.'

The grandfather came again inside Jack with a roar, filling him with hot cum. He pulled out roughly, leaving Jack's hole gaping and leaking. 'Not bad for a first go. But we'll make a proper slut out of you yet.' He slapped Jack's arse one last time, hard enough to leave a handprint, then pulled up his trousers. Jack collapsed to the floor, panting and sore, his body marked with red welts and bruises. May helped him up gently, kissing his forehead. 'You did beautifully, my sissy. Now, let's get you cleaned up.' But before they could move, the grandfather grunted, 'Not yet. I want another round later. Keep him ready for me.'

Edith nodded, her hand on Jack's back. 'Of course, love. He's all yours while you're here.' She turned to Jack, her voice softening but still dominant. 'You've done well today, dear. The family dynamic is complete now. You'll serve all of us, me, May, and Grandad. No more resistance. Understood?' Jack nodded weakly, his voice a whisper. 'Yes, Mummy. I'll be good.' May led him upstairs to the pink room, where she bathed him tenderly, applying soothing cream to his bruises and reapplying his makeup. 'You're ours now, fully,' she said, her eyes shining with a mix of affection and ownership. 'Grandad's rough, but you'll get used to it. And when he's done with you, you'll come back to me.' She kissed him deeply, her tongue exploring his mouth, and for a moment, Jack felt the familiar pull of their connection, the one that had started with dates and kisses, before everything escalated into this twisted family.

Later that evening, the grandfather claimed Jack again. This time in the bedroom, with Edith and May watching from the sidelines. Jack was positioned on all fours, the maid dress hiked up, his arse presented. The old man fucked him harder than before, slapping his face and punching his sides with each thrust. 'Take it, boy. You're my fucktoy now.' Jack gritted his teeth through the pain, the roughness pushing him to his limits. But he didn't fight; the training held. He moaned and pushed back, accepting the abuse as his role. May cheered him on softly. 'Good girl. Endure for us.' Edith added, 'That's it. Show him how broken you are.' The session ended with the grandfather cumming inside him again, then roughly pulling out and shoving him towards May. 'He's all yours now, girl. I've had my fun.'

Jack was released to May's care, collapsing into her arms. She held him close, stroking his hair and whispering praises. 'You were perfect. My strong little sissy.' She cleaned him up, removed the cage for a rare moment of tenderness, and let him cum gently in her hand while kissing him. The family dynamic had shifted; the grandfather's dominance was now a part of it, rough and unyielding, but Jack's place was secure as their shared slut. As he drifted off to sleep in the pink room, dressed in a fresh nightie, he realised how far he had come, from a nervous university student renting a room to this: a fully feminised, broken sissy in a poly family with an old woman, her trans granddaughter, and now the ex-con grandfather. The intensity was overwhelming, but it was his life now. And strangely, in his shattered mind, it felt right.

The next days were a whirlwind of adjustment. The grandfather settled into the house, claiming Jack whenever the mood struck, often roughly in the living room or bedroom, with slaps, punches, and degrading words. 'Sissy whore. Take Grandad's cock.' Jack endured, his body healing from the initial encounters but always marked anew. May was his refuge, taking him on 'dates' that ended in passionate, if still controlled, encounters where she treated him more like a lover than a toy. Edith maintained the overarching control, doling out punishments and rewards, ensuring the hypnosis stayed fresh. 'You're the family's sissy now,' she would remind him. 'Grandad, May, and me. We own you.' Jack nodded, his responses automatic. 'Yes, Mummy. I belong to all of you.'

One evening, after the grandfather had used him particularly harshly, slapping his face until it stung and punching his thighs while fucking him, Jack was released to May. She cradled him on the bed, her body soft against his. 'You're doing so well,' she whispered. 'I know it's rough with Grandad, but that's part of it. He likes breaking things, and you're our perfect broken doll.' Jack nuzzled into her, feeling the familiar comfort mixed with the lingering pain. The family was complete, the dynamic set. Public humiliation at college continued by day, rough use by the grandfather at home, tender dominance from May, and overarching control from Edith. Jack was theirs, a sissy fucktoy in every sense. And as the nights passed, he found a strange peace in the chaos, his old life forgotten, his new one a tapestry of pain, pleasure, and total submission.

The grandfather's presence added a new layer of intensity to their world. He was unpredictable, demanding Jack at odd hours, sometimes dragging him from bed for a quick, brutal fuck in the hallway. 'On your knees, sissy. Grandad needs his toy.' Jack would comply, his mind drifting to the hypnosis loops that played in his head; 'Sissy slut. Family property. Good for nothing but cock.' May and Edith watched these encounters with a mix of pride and arousal, occasionally joining in to heighten the humiliation. 'Look at our girl taking it,' May would say. 'So pretty when she's being used.' The boy endured it all, his body a canvas for their desires, his spirit broken but oddly fulfilled. This was his family now, the old woman, the trans granddaughter, and the rough ex-con grandfather. And he was their sissy, forever.

As the weeks turned into months, the routine solidified. Jack's days were a blur of sissy service: dressing pretty for college and enduring the laughs, coming home to cook and clean in his maid dresses, then being claimed by whichever family member wanted him. The grandfather was the roughest, his slaps and punches leaving marks that May would kiss better later. 'You're our good girl,' she would murmur. 'Endure for us.' Edith kept the structure, reinforcing the hypno and the rules. Jack's resistance was long gone; he was the perfect submissive, the family's shared toy. The revelation had led to this, total ownership, and he accepted it with a broken heart and a willing body.

One evening, as part of the new family dynamic, Edith, May, and the grandfather decided to introduce Jack to a more intense form of service. They gathered in the living room, with Jack stripped naked except for his chastity cage and a collar. 'It's time for a family fisting session,' Edith announced with a wicked smile. 'All of us, taking turns with our sissy. She needs to learn to take everything we give her.' They positioned Jack on all fours on the coffee table, arse exposed. May went first, her fingers slick with lube. She started with two fingers, then three, working them in and out while Jack moaned and pushed back despite the stretch. 'Good girl, open up for me,' she cooed. She added a fourth, then tucked her thumb and slowly pushed her whole fist inside, twisting and thrusting as Jack's body quivered and his cock strained uselessly in the cage. The fist filled him completely, deeper than any cock, the sensation overwhelming and painful yet triggering the submission drilled into him.

May pulled out after a few minutes, leaving Jack gasping and gaping. Edith took her turn next, her thicker fingers pushing in. 'Relax, my dear. Mummy's fist is next.' She worked methodically, adding fingers until her fist was buried in Jack's arse, pumping slowly while May held his head and whispered encouragements. 'Feel how deep she is? You're taking it so well.' Edith's fist moved with deliberate force, stretching him wider, making him whimper and leak. The grandfather went last, his large, rough hand even more demanding. 'This hole's for all of us now,' he grunted. He fisted Jack hard and deep, no gentleness, his knuckles pressing against the prostate as Jack cried out from the intensity. They took turns again, May and Edith fisting him together at one point, two hands stretching him impossibly. By the end, Jack was a trembling mess, his arse ruined and leaking lube, his mind floating in submission. 'Good sissy,' Edith praised. 'You'll take our fists whenever we want from now on.'

A few days later, the grandfather got drunk in the evening, nursing a bottle of whiskey while watching TV. Jack was serving drinks in his maid outfit, curtsying and refilling glasses as ordered. But in his nervousness, he spilled some of the grandfather's drink while handing it over. The old man exploded. 'You clumsy little cunt!' He backhanded Jack across the face, sending him stumbling. 'That's my drink, you stupid sissy bitch!' The grandfather grabbed his belt, yanking it off with a snap. 'Bend over the table. Now!' Jack obeyed, pulling up his skirt. The belt came down hard across his arse, the leather cracking loudly with each strike. 'Ten for spilling,' the grandfather growled, laying them on without mercy. Jack counted through gritted teeth, the pain sharp and burning, welts rising immediately.

But the grandfather wasn't satisfied. Still drunk and angry, he turned Jack around and began beating him with his fists. Heavy punches to the stomach doubled Jack over, followed by a brutal hook to the face that split his lip and gave him a black eye almost instantly. 'You think you can spill my drink and get away with it?' he snarled, punching Jack's ribs and back as the sissy tried to shield himself. May, who had been watching with a smile, joined in, laughing as she threw a punch to Jack's shoulder. 'Yeah, Grandad, teach the little slut a lesson!' She punched him in the gut, then slapped his face, giggling at the way Jack whimpered and staggered. 'Look at him, all dolled up and getting what he deserves.'

Edith watched from her chair, sipping her own drink with approval. 'That's enough with the fists, love. But let's mark him properly.' They forced Jack to his knees. The grandfather spat directly in his face, the thick glob landing on his cheek and mixing with the blood from his lip. May followed, spitting in his eyes and mouth, laughing as she did it. 'Swallow it, sissy.' Edith stood and added her spit, letting it drip slowly onto Jack's forehead. Then they all stood over him. The grandfather pulled out his cock and pissed on Jack's face and chest, the hot stream soaking his maid dress and hair. May pissed next, aiming at his mouth and making him drink some, the acrid taste mixing with the blood. Edith finished, pissing on his back and arse, leaving him drenched and humiliated. 'There. Now you know your place,' the grandfather slurred. They left him there on the floor, bleeding from the eye and lip, covered in spit and piss, too broken to move. 'Clean yourself up when you can,' May said over her shoulder, still laughing. Jack lay there, the pain throbbing, the degradation complete, his spirit further crushed into the family's property.


Chapter 13

The days following the grandfather's return had settled into a new, more intense routine for Jack. He was now fully the family's sissy toy, dressed in frilly outfits for college where the mockery had become almost affectionate in its persistence – 'the pretty sissy', 'May's little wife'. At home, the grandfather's rough dominance was a daily reality: slaps, punches during sex, and the constant reminder that he was property. Edith maintained the household with her matronly control, the smoothies keeping his body soft and feminised, the hypno videos reinforcing his role every night. May was his anchor, her love and cock a mix of tenderness and possession. The family dynamic was complete, but there was one final step to make him truly theirs in body as well as mind. Yet, as the whispers of surgery grew louder, Jack's fear began to gnaw at him like never before. He lay awake at night, his body marked from the previous day's use, his mind racing with terror at what was coming. The hormones had already changed him – breasts budding, skin softer, hips widening – but the thought of losing the last vestiges of his old self filled him with dread. He was scared, truly scared, in a way the dungeon and daily humiliations hadn't fully broken. The broken part of him craved submission, but the remnants of his old self screamed against the knife.

One evening, after a particularly rough session with the grandfather that left Jack bruised and sore, Edith called a family meeting in the living room. Jack knelt at their feet in his maid dress, the pink chastity cage visible under the short skirt, his breasts straining against the fabric. May sat beside him, stroking his hair. The grandfather lounged in his chair, a beer in hand. 'We've been talking,' Edith said, her voice gentle but firm. 'Jack, you've been such a good girl. You've taken everything we've given you – the clothes, the college humiliation, Grandad's roughness. But it's time to make you complete. We've arranged for you to see a surgeon friend of mine. It's time for the surgery.' Jack looked up, his heart pounding so hard he thought it might burst through his chest. He knew what she meant. The hormones had already changed him – breasts, softer skin, wider hips – but the final step was the one he had both feared and, in his broken state, desired. But now, the desire was drowned by terror. 'Surgery?' he whispered, his voice cracking. 'Please, no. I... I can't. Not that. Everything else, yes, but not cutting me like that. I'm scared. What if it goes wrong? What if I die? Please, Mummy, May... don't do this.' Tears welled in his eyes as he begged, looking from one to the other, his body trembling. The grandfather grunted in approval. 'About time. A real hole for me to use.' May smiled down at him, but it was the smile of a predator. 'Yes, baby. Sexual reassignment. They'll remove what's left of your old self and give you a proper vagina. Breast implants to make you even prettier. You'll be our girl fully. Our wife, our maid, our slut. No more pretending to be a boy at all.' Jack's begging intensified, his voice rising in panic. 'No, please! I'm begging you! I'm so scared! I don't want this! I'll do anything else, anything! Don't take that away from me!'

The week passed in a blur of preparation, but Jack's fear only grew. Edith and May took him shopping for new lingerie and dresses, things that would fit his post-surgery body. The hypno videos were updated, filling his mind with images of himself as a woman, serving the family with his new parts. 'You will be happier as a girl,' the voice droned. 'You love being fucked like a woman. You are complete only as their sissy wife.' But Jack couldn't focus; his nights were filled with nightmares of the scalpel, the pain, the loss. He begged every chance he got, on his knees, tears streaming. 'Please, don't make me do this. I'm scared! I beg you, have mercy!' The grandfather continued his rough use, but with a new edge – 'Soon you'll be even better for this,' he'd say as he slapped Jack during sex, or punched his balls lightly. Jack endured, knowing it was the last time in this body, but his pleas fell on deaf ears. 'It's decided,' Edith said firmly one night. 'The surgery is in a few days. You'll thank us later.'

Jack's fear peaked the day before. He was a wreck, begging constantly, his voice hoarse. 'Please, please don't! I'm terrified! What if something goes wrong? I don't want to be cut open! I'll be your sissy forever, just don't do the surgery!' But they ignored him, or worse, used his fear against him. 'Your begging is cute,' May said, stroking his hair. 'But it's happening.' That night, after another round of his desperate pleas, Edith stood. 'Enough. If you're going to keep resisting, we'll give you a taste of what real pain is. The dungeon. Now.' Jack's eyes widened in horror. 'No! Not the dungeon again! Please!' But they dragged him down, stripping him and chaining him to the wall, his legs spread, his caged cock and balls exposed.

The grandfather went first, his heavy boot connecting with Jack's balls in a vicious kick. Jack screamed, the pain exploding white-hot through his body. 'Please! Stop! I'm begging you!' Another kick from May, her foot slamming into him. 'You don't get to beg anymore, sissy. This is for your own good.' Edith joined in, using her knee to drive up into his groin. They took turns kicking and punching, the grandfather's fists like hammers, May's laughter ringing out, Edith's voice calm: 'It doesn't matter, Jack. These balls are gone soon anyway with the surgery. We're just making sure you understand.' Jack sobbed, tears streaming, his body jerking with each blow. The pain was unbearable, worse than anything before. They didn't stop, kicking harder, beating until his balls swelled and bruised. 'Please! It hurts! I'm so scared! Don't burst them!' But the grandfather laughed. 'Too late for that, boy.' A final, brutal kick from the grandfather, then May, then Edith, and something gave – a sickening pop as one ball burst, then the other under the onslaught. Jack screamed until his voice broke, vomiting from the agony, his body convulsing. 'There,' the grandfather said, wiping sweat from his brow. 'Burst. But it doesn't matter. They're gone soon anyway.' Jack hung limp, broken, the pain radiating, his mind shattered further.

They left him there for hours, the pain throbbing, his body in shock. When they finally unchained him, he could barely walk. 'See? That was to teach you,' Edith said. 'The surgery will be nothing compared to this. Now you know.' The next day, they took him to the clinic anyway. Jack was too broken to beg more; he just cried silently as the anaesthesia took hold. He woke in recovery, groggy, bandages over his chest and groin. The pain was managed, but the emptiness where his balls had been was a constant reminder. 'It's done,' Edith whispered. 'You're our girl now. All the way.'

Recovery was a mix of discomfort and strange joy, but the fear lingered at first, fading into acceptance as the weeks passed. The new breasts were larger, fuller – implants that made his chest heavy and sensitive. His groin was tender, but the surgeon assured him the vagina was perfectly constructed, using the skin from his removed penis and testicles, complete with depth and sensitivity. 'You'll be able to be fucked properly now,' the surgeon said with a wink. 'And no more testosterone issues.' Jack smiled through the haze, the hypno messages playing in his mind even here. He felt lighter, as if a weight had been lifted. The old Jack was gone forever. He was now fully the sissy they had made him – a woman in body, their toy in soul. The dungeon beating had broken the last resistance; the surgery sealed it.

Once healed enough, the family decided to celebrate with a full sex session. Jack was dressed in delicate new lingerie, his implants and new form on display. 'All three holes used tonight, girl,' Edith said, strapping on a large dildo. 'Granny's going first with this.' May and the grandfather grinned. They positioned him on the bed, and Edith pushed the strap-on into his new vagina, the sensation overwhelming. 'Feel that, dear? Your new cunt taking Granny's cock.' She thrust deeply, while May fed her cock into Jack's mouth. 'Suck me, baby. Show us how grateful you are.' The grandfather took his arse from behind, his thick cock stretching him. 'All three holes filled like the slut you are.' They used him relentlessly, switching positions – Granny's strap-on in his pussy, May in his mouth, Grandad in his arse; then rotating so all three took turns in each hole. Jack moaned and begged for more, the pain from before forgotten in the pleasure of being used. 'Yes, fuck me! All of you!' They came in him, filling him, using him until he was a dripping mess.

A few days later, May announced the next step. 'Time for a sex party, sissy. Lots of boys there, ready to use a pretty thing like you. Even boys from your old college. They won't even recognise you now.' Jack felt a flutter of the old fear, but the broken part of him was excited. They dressed him in a slutty outfit – tiny skirt, crop top, heavy makeup – and took him to the party. It was a dark, seedy club filled with men. Jack was immediately surrounded. Boys from his college, the same ones who had mocked 'the pretty sissy', now saw a fully feminised girl and didn't connect the dots. 'Hey, new slut,' one said, pushing him to his knees. They used his mouth, his new cunt, his arse, one after another. 'She's tight,' one grunted. 'Must be new.' Jack was passed around, fucked in all holes, cum filling him. The college boys laughed and used him hard, not knowing it was their old classmate. 'Fuck this whore!' Jack started scared, but as the night went on, something broke in him. He began to revel in it – the anonymity, the use, the cum. 'Yes, fuck me! I'm a slut!' he moaned, pushing back for more.

By the end of the night, Jack was a wreck – cum dripping from his mouth, his new vagina, his arse, his makeup smeared, body covered in marks. But he couldn't stop talking. 'I love being a slut! All those cocks, all that cum! I loved it! The boys from college, using me without knowing... I'm such a whore!' He babbled on and on as May led him out, cum leaking down his thighs. 'I can't stop thinking about it. I love being filled, used, dripping. I want more!' May smiled, kissing him. 'Good girl. That's the broken sissy I love. This will be your life every day from now on, baby. Parties, boys, us using you. You'll be our slut, revelling in every drop. Every day, I promise.' Jack nodded, smiling through the mess, the fear gone, replaced by pure, broken revelry. He was theirs, a slut who loved it, and he couldn't wait for tomorrow.

The days after the party blurred into a haze of submission and pleasure. Jack woke each morning eager for what the family would do to him, his new body healed and responsive. The surgery had changed everything, but the dungeon beating before it had broken him completely. He no longer feared; he craved. College became another playground for his slutty side, the mockery fuelling his arousal. At home, the sex sessions were constant – all three holes used by Granny's strap-on, May's cock, Grandad's thick shaft. He begged for it now, 'Please, use me! All my holes!' May took him to more parties, each one more debauched. Boys used him, college boys included, none the wiser. Jack revelled, sucking, fucking, taking loads, his mind lost in the ecstasy of being a public sissy slut.

One night, after another party where he'd been used by a dozen boys, including two from his old classes who had called him names before, Jack was a cum-covered mess in the car. 'I love it, May! I love being a slut! Cum dripping from everywhere! I can't stop thinking about their cocks! I want this every day!' May laughed, her hand on his thigh. 'You do, baby. From now on, this is your life. Every day. Parties, family use, being the family's broken sissy who revels in it all. You'll be dripping cum every night, begging for more. I promise.' Jack smiled, the last remnants of fear gone. He was scared no more; he was free in his broken, slutty state. The family had made him this way, and he loved it. The end of this chapter was just the beginning of his new, endless life as their sissy wife and public whore.


Epilogue

Months had passed since the surgery, and Jack's new life had settled into a strange, contented rhythm. His body was fully transformed: the breasts from the implants were now a natural part of him, sensitive and full, and the vagina constructed from his old skin was healed, functional, and responsive. He no longer thought of himself as a boy pretending; he was May's sissy wife, the family's devoted maid and fucktoy, and he was happy in it. The hypnosis had done its work thoroughly, and the breaking in the dungeon had left him pliant and eager. Every morning he woke in the big bed between May and Edith, often with the grandfather's rough hands on him or May's cock pressing against him. He served them all without question, cooking, cleaning, sucking, fucking, and the old life at university felt like a distant dream.

One evening, after a particularly intense session where the grandfather had used him roughly on the living room floor while May and Edith watched, the old woman brought up the idea. 'It's time, dear,' Edith said, stroking his hair as he knelt between her legs. 'Time to go home to your birth family. Come out to them properly. Tell them about May, about us, about your place as our sissy slut. Declare your love for your wife and her grandparents. Let them see what you've become.' Jack looked up, his makeup smudged, his new body marked from the evening's play. He nodded without hesitation. The broken part of him wanted them to know. 'Yes, Mummy. I'll tell them everything.' May smiled from the sofa, already planning the visit. 'We'll go this weekend. Dress pretty. Be honest. They'll have to accept the new you.' The grandfather grunted from his chair. 'About time they knew their son is our toy now.'

The preparation was meticulous. Edith helped Jack choose the outfit: a tight pink blouse that hugged his new breasts, a short pleated skirt, white thigh-high stockings, and heels. Underneath, delicate lace panties and a matching bra. Makeup was applied with care, soft pink lips, smoky eyes, a touch of blush. The long wig was styled in loose curls. 'You look perfect, my girl,' Edith said, adjusting the skirt. 'A proper sissy daughter coming home to confess.' May kissed him deeply before they left. 'Remember, baby. Tell them you love me. Tell them you love serving Gran and Grandad. Tell them your only role now is as our fucktoy. No hiding.' Jack's heart raced, but the submission was complete. He was ready.

The drive to his parents' house was quiet at first. Jack sat in the passenger seat, smoothing his skirt over his smooth thighs, the plug May had insisted on shifting with every movement as a constant reminder of his place. 'It'll keep you focused,' she'd said with a wink. Memories flooded back, the old Jack who had rented the pink room, nervous and straight, now a fully feminised sissy with a new pussy and no regrets. As they pulled up to the suburban house, his stomach twisted, but he smiled. May squeezed his hand. 'Be brave. This is who you are now.' They walked to the door, Jack's heels clicking, his breasts jiggling slightly in the tight blouse. His mother opened the door and gasped. 'Jack? Oh my God... what have you done to yourself?' His father appeared behind her, face turning pale then red. 'What the fuck is this?'

Inside, the coming out was slow and painful. Jack sat on the sofa in his pretty outfit, May beside him holding his hand. He explained everything, the room with Edith, the gradual feminisation, the public life at college, the dungeon breaking, the surgery that had removed his old parts and given him this new body. 'I love May with all my heart,' he said, voice soft but steady. 'She's my wife. I love serving her, and Edith, and her husband. I'm their sissy slut, their maid, their fucktoy. This is my life now. I'm happier than I've ever been.' May added details, describing the family dynamic, the love, the play. Jack's mother started crying. 'This is sick! What have they done to you? You're our son, not... not this!' His father stood up, fists clenched. 'Get out. Both of you. This is disgusting. Our son turned into some kind of whore for an old woman and her family? And you, coming here dressed like that, trying to... to what? Seduce your own father? Out! Now! Never come back!'

The seduction attempt had been impulsive, born from his broken state. During the tense conversation, Jack had leaned forward, his hand brushing his father's knee, eyes wide and inviting in the way the hypnosis had trained him. 'Daddy,' he'd whispered, 'you could join us. It feels so good to let go. I could show you...' His father recoiled in horror. 'What the fuck? Get away from me! You're not my son anymore. This is perverted!' His mother sobbed louder. They were thrown out, the door slamming, threats of police if they returned. Jack sat in the car, makeup smeared with tears, but May held him. 'It's okay, baby. They don't understand. We do. You're safe with us.' The rejection hurt, but the core of him, the sissy they had made, accepted it. His old family was gone; his new one was everything.

A week passed in quiet reflection back at the house. Jack threw himself into his role, serving in maid outfits, enduring the grandfather's rough play, finding comfort in May's arms and Edith's guidance. The family comforted him, but the incident had only strengthened his resolve. Then, the knock came. Jack was in the kitchen in his frilly maid dress when Edith answered. It was his father, looking haggard and uncertain. 'I... I can't stop thinking about it. What you said. The offer to join. Is it still open?' Jack's face lit up with a grin, the broken, eager part of him lighting up. 'Daddy. Of course it does. Come in. Join us.'

The welcome was immediate. Jack's father stepped inside, and the family closed around him. No judgment, only desire and ownership. They led him to the bedroom, the big bed waiting. Jack stripped slowly, showing off his new body, the full breasts, the smooth pussy, the curves. 'This is me now, Daddy. Your sissy daughter. Let me show you.' He knelt, taking his father's cock in his mouth as he'd been trained. The grandfather watched, already hard. 'Good toy.' May joined, guiding the father to touch her cock. 'Welcome to the family.' Edith directed. 'On the bed. All of us.' The father, no longer holding back, grabbed Jack and began using him with particular roughness.

The father yanked Jack up by the hair and bent him over the bed without ceremony. 'You wanted your daddy to fuck you all along, you disgusting little sissy slut?' he snarled, voice thick with lust and anger turned to desire. He slapped Jack's arse viciously, then his full tits, the impacts leaving bright red marks on the soft flesh. 'This new cunt is mine now.' He lined up and thrust brutally into Jack's fresh pussy, burying himself to the hilt in one savage stroke. Jack cried out, a mix of pain and overwhelming pleasure, 'Daddy! Oh fuck, Daddy, it's too much!' But he pushed back, his body trained to crave the roughness. The father started pounding him mercilessly, hips snapping forward with loud slaps, one hand fisted in Jack's hair pulling his head back, the other slapping his arse and tits in turn. 'Take it, you whore! Your own father owning this sissy hole!' Jack moaned and begged, 'Yes, Daddy! Fuck your sissy daughter harder! Ruin my new cunt!'

May watched with dark eyes, stroking her cock. 'That's right, use her like the broken toy she is. She loves it when it's rough.' Edith added from the side, 'Make her feel every inch. She's our good girl now.' The grandfather's cock was rigid as he observed. 'Fuck the little slut properly.' The father flipped Jack onto his back, legs forced up over his shoulders, and rammed back in, the new vagina gripping him tightly. He slapped Jack's face hard, spat on him, and fucked with animalistic force, the bed creaking loudly as he used the sissy like a cheap hole, Jack's breasts bouncing wildly with each brutal thrust.

As Jack’s father lost himself in Jack's pussy, May’s grandfather stepped up behind him. 'My turn to claim you now, new family member,' he growled. He spat thickly on the father's exposed arse and shoved two thick fingers in roughly, twisting and stretching the virgin hole without mercy. The father grunted in surprise but kept thrusting into Jack. May’s grandfather lined up his thick cock and drove it in hard, claiming Jack’s father's arse in one powerful thrust. 'Fuck!' the father yelped, but the grandfather started pounding him from behind with the same brutality, each slam forcing the father's cock deeper and harder into Jack's new cunt.

The chain fuck was savage and intense. May’s grandfather slammed into Jack’s father's arse, slapping his back and arse cheeks, calling him 'boy' and 'new slut'. 'Feel that? A grandad owning you while you own the toy.' Jack’s father, sandwiched, fucked Jack's cunt with renewed savagery, slapping his tits and face, choking him with one hand. 'Take it, you fucking sissy bitch! Your daddy's getting fucked while he fucks you!' Jack was delirious with it, gasping around May's cock as she fed it into his mouth, 'Daddy! Grandad! Use me! Use him!' Edith positioned herself so Jack could lick her as he was double-teamed in the chain. The grandfather reached around and roughly stroked or slapped the father's cock as he fucked him into Jack.

They switched fluidly, the grandfather pulling the father off Jack to make him suck the cock that had been in his arse, while the father continued to use Jack's pussy or mouth. Then back to the chain, with the grandfather fucking the father hard while the father flooded Jack's new pussy with a roaring orgasm. May’s grandfather followed, pumping his load deep into the father's arse. More rounds followed, Jack’s father especially vicious on Jack under the grandfather's direction, slapping and pounding the sissy relentlessly as the grandfather took the father's arse again and again. The family was fully bound in their rough, poly dynamic, Jack the centre, used and loving it, the father claimed and claiming in turn.

The night stretched on, a tangle of bodies and pleasure. Jack's father was welcomed fully, his shock melting into participation. By morning, they were all in the big bed together, five now, a true poly family. Jack lay in the centre, smiling, his new body marked and satisfied. The old life was gone. This was his happily ever after. As May kissed him and the grandfather grunted approval, Jack knew he wouldn't change a thing. He was May's sissy wife, the family's maid and fucktoy, and he was complete.

The End.
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