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Chapter 1

Oliver Hargrove hunched over his pint of bitter in the dim corner of The Velvet Fox, a tucked-away pub in Shoreditch that smelled of stale ale, cheap perfume, and quiet desperation. At twenty-two, he was the very picture of unassuming awkwardness; tall but painfully skinny, with narrow shoulders that seemed to fold in on themselves, long limbs that never quite knew where to settle, and a mop of unruly dark hair that fell into his hazel eyes whenever he ducked his head. His pale skin flushed easily, especially when anyone looked at him for too long. Tonight was no different. He’d come alone after another soul-crushing day in the accounts department, hoping the low hum of conversation and the warm glow of the Edison bulbs might ease the knot of loneliness in his chest.

He wasn’t there to pull. Shy boys like Oliver rarely did. He sipped his drink slowly, eyes flicking occasionally to the crowd, mostly groups of loud city types and couples already half-drunk and handsy. Then she walked in.

Chloe.

She was petite, no more than five-foot-four, but every inch of her radiated raw, magnetic sex. A cascade of glossy chestnut hair tumbled over her shoulders, framing a heart-shaped face with large, doe-like brown eyes, thick lashes, and plump, cock-sucking lips painted a glossy, inviting pink. Her tight white crop top clung to a pair of perky, full C-cup tits that bounced subtly with each step, the thin fabric doing nothing to hide the way her stiff nipples poked against it. A tiny denim skirt rode high on her smooth, toned thighs, barely covering the firm, rounded arse that swayed hypnotically as she moved. Her legs were shapely and bare, ending in strappy heels that made her calves flex deliciously. She looked like pure sin wrapped in cuteness, sweet enough to make you want to protect her, filthy enough to make you want to ruin her.

Oliver’s mouth went dry. His cock twitched involuntarily in his jeans as their eyes met across the bar. She smiled, slow and knowing, and sauntered straight towards him, hips rolling with practised ease.

“Mind if I join you?” Her voice was soft, breathy, deep, with a hint of a playful lilt. She slid onto the stool beside him before he could answer, crossing her legs so that her skirt rode even higher, flashing a glimpse of lacy black knickers.

“Uh… n-no, of course not,” Oliver stammered, his cheeks burning crimson. He clutched his pint like a lifeline. Up close, she smelled intoxicating, something sweet and floral mixed with a deeper, musky undertone that made his head spin.

“I’m Chloe,” she purred, extending a delicate hand. Her nails were long, painted the same glossy pink as her lips. When he took it, her skin was warm and soft, and her thumb brushed teasingly over his knuckles.

“Oliver,” he managed, voice barely above a whisper.

“Oliver,” she repeated, tasting his name like it was candy. “Such a lovely, sensitive face. I noticed you from the door. You look like you could use some proper company.” Her hand lingered on his before sliding down to rest lightly on his thigh, fingers tracing lazy circles dangerously close to his rapidly stiffening prick.

They talked. Or rather, she talked and he listened, mesmerised. She worked in events, she said, something glamorous and vague that involved plenty of travel and late nights. She asked about him with wide-eyed interest; his boring job, his love of quiet evenings with books and video games, the way he blushed when she complimented his “pretty eyes.” Every word from her glossy lips made him feel seen, desired in a way no one ever had. Her laughter was light and musical, and when she leaned in to whisper something conspiratorial, her tits pressed softly against his arm, the heat of her body searing through his shirt.

After the second round, paid for by her, with a wink, her hand had crept higher. She squeezed his inner thigh, nails grazing the bulge now straining obscenely against his zipper.

“You’re cute when you’re shy, you know that?” she murmured, lips brushing his ear. “I bet you’ve got a nice cock tucked away under there. Modest, but eager. Just like the rest of you.”

Oliver nearly choked on his drink. No girl had ever spoken to him like that. His heart hammered, but his prick throbbed harder. “I… I don’t usually…”

“Shh.” Chloe’s fingers danced over the outline of his modest five-and-a-half inches, tracing it shamelessly. “Come back to yours. I want to feel you inside me tonight. I’ve been wet since I saw you.”

He could barely believe it. Twenty minutes later they were in a black cab, her hand down the front of his jeans, slowly wanking his leaking cock while the driver pretended not to notice. Oliver’s head spun. She kissed him hungrily in the back seat, her tongue exploring his mouth with expert hunger, tasting faintly of something sweet and chemical, like cherries dipped in honey. He was too dazed with lust to question it.

His tiny studio flat in Bethnal Green felt even smaller with her in it. The moment the door clicked shut, Chloe pushed him against the wall and dropped to her knees with predatory grace.

“Fuck, I need this,” she breathed, yanking his jeans and boxers down in one motion. His cock sprang free, skinny like the rest of him, circumcised, the head already glistening with precum. Chloe licked her lips. “Mmm. Perfect.”

She didn’t tease. She swallowed him whole in one smooth glide, her throat opening effortlessly around his modest length. The wet heat was overwhelming. Oliver groaned loudly, hands flying to her silky hair as she bobbed her head, sucking with obscene slurping sounds. Her tongue swirled around the shaft, flicking the sensitive underside while one hand cupped his balls, rolling them gently. She pulled back with a pop, strings of saliva connecting her plump lips to his throbbing prick.

“Look at you,” she cooed filthily, “such a good boy already hard for me. You’ve never had a proper slut suck you like this, have you?” She dove back down, taking him deeper, her nose pressing against his sparse pubic hair. Her free hand slipped between her own thighs, rubbing her cunt through her knickers with wet, audible squelches.

Oliver’s skinny legs trembled. He was embarrassingly close already. “Ch-Chloe… I’m gonna…”

She pulled off again, pumping his slick shaft with her fist. “Not yet. I want that load inside my cunt first.” Standing up, she peeled off her crop top, revealing those perfect perky tits, round and firm, nipples stiff pink peaks begging to be sucked. She shimmied out of her skirt and knickers, kicking them aside. Her pussy was completely bare, puffy outer lips already parted to show slick, glistening pink folds and a swollen clit. A thin string of arousal dripped down her inner thigh.

She led him to the unmade single bed, pushing him onto his back. Climbing astride him, Chloe positioned her dripping cunt over his aching cock and sank down in one long, smooth motion.

“Oh fuuuuck,” she moaned, head tipping back. Her tight, velvety walls clenched around him like a hot, wet fist. She was soaking, juices immediately coating his balls as she bottomed out. “You fill me just right, baby. Nice and snug.”

Oliver gasped, hands gripping her narrow waist. She felt incredible, hotter and wetter than anything he’d ever imagined. Chloe began to ride him with practised, filthy rhythm; slow, grinding circles that made her clit rub against his pubic bone, then rising up until only the head remained inside before slamming back down. Her tits bounced hypnotically with every thrust. She braced her hands on his narrow chest, nails digging in as she fucked him harder.

“That’s it,” she panted, voice husky with lust. “Lie there and let me use this pretty cock. You’re mine now, Oliver. Such a shy, skinny little thing… but your prick knows exactly what it wants.” She leaned forward, dangling her tits in his face. “Suck them. Hard.”

He obeyed eagerly, latching onto one stiff nipple and sucking greedily while she rode him faster. The wet slap of her arse against his thighs filled the room, mixed with her breathy moans and his desperate whimpers. Chloe’s cunt fluttered around him, milking his shaft with expert squeezes. She reached back and fondled his balls, then slipped a finger lower, teasing the rim of his virgin arsehole.

The new sensation made him buck up into her violently.

“Oh, you like that, don’t you?” she giggled filthily. “Good boy. One day I’m going to tongue-fuck that tight little hole until you’re begging for more.”

She straightened up again, riding him with abandon now. Her arse jiggled beautifully with every downward slam. Sweat glistened on her skin. Oliver could feel his orgasm building fast, hot pressure at the base of his spine.

“Cum for me,” Chloe commanded, grinding down hard and circling her hips. “Fill my cunt. Give me every drop, baby.”

He exploded with a choked cry, hips jerking erratically as thick ropes of cum spurted deep inside her spasming pussy. The pleasure was blinding, more intense than any wank he’d ever had. Chloe moaned loudly, her own climax crashing over her. Her walls clenched rhythmically, milking him dry as her juices gushed around his pulsing cock, soaking his groin and the sheets beneath.

She collapsed onto his chest, kissing him deeply. That strange sweet taste was stronger now, lingering on her tongue. Oliver didn’t care. He was floating, utterly smitten, his skinny arms wrapping around her curvy little body as if she might vanish.

They fucked twice more that night, once with her bent over the tiny kitchen counter, him pounding her from behind while she demanded he slap her firm arse harder, and again in the early hours with her riding his face, grinding her cum-filled cunt against his eager mouth until he swallowed their mixed juices and she squirted lightly across his tongue.

By morning, Oliver was in love. Or at least in very deep, very dangerous lust. As Chloe slipped out of bed to make coffee, naked and glowing, he watched the sway of her perfect arse and felt something click into place. This girl was everything. He’d follow her anywhere.

He had no idea just how far that would be.


Chapter 2

The days that followed blurred into a haze of raw, insatiable lust. Oliver had never known anything like it. Chloe moved into his tiny Bethnal Green studio flat as if she belonged there, her perfume clinging to every surface, her lacy knickers tangled with his boxers in the laundry basket. At twenty-two, he was utterly consumed. Work became an irritating interruption between stolen moments. He’d text her constantly from his dreary accounts desk, his skinny cock half-hard in his trousers at the memory of her tight cunt.

Chloe was insatiable. She woke him most mornings with her plump lips wrapped around his modest prick, sucking him deep into her throat until he spilled down it with a pathetic whimper. “Good boy,” she’d murmur afterwards, her voice low and husky as she licked a stray drop from her chin. There was something odd about that voice sometimes, deeper than expected, almost gravelly in the mornings, but Oliver dismissed it as post-sex roughness. She was all woman, after all. The way her perky tits bounced when she rode him proved it.

One evening, barely a week after they met, they couldn’t even make it back to the flat. They’d been at the cinema in Soho, watching some forgettable thriller. Chloe had worn a tiny pleated skirt with no knickers. Halfway through the film, she guided his hand between her thighs. Her bare cunt was already drenched, slick folds parting easily around his fingers. She bit her lip to stifle a moan as he clumsily rubbed her swollen clit.

“Fuck me right here,” she whispered hotly in his ear, that slightly odd timbre sending a forbidden thrill through him.

Oliver’s heart hammered. The theatre was half-empty, but still. She didn’t wait for permission. She climbed into his lap, facing the screen, and sank down onto his freed cock in one smooth motion. Her tight, velvety walls swallowed him whole, hot and soaking. Oliver gripped her hips, biting back a groan as she began to ride him slowly, grinding her plump arse against his lap. The wet sounds of her cunt slurping around his shaft were barely masked by the film’s soundtrack. Every downward thrust made her arse cheeks jiggle softly against his skinny thighs.

“Such a naughty boy,” she purred, leaning back so her tits pressed against his chest. “Fucking your slut in public. Does that make your little cock throb?” She clenched around him deliberately, milking his length. Oliver’s hands slid under her skirt, squeezing the firm flesh of her arse as she bounced faster. Her juices ran down his balls, soaking into his trousers. When she came, her cunt spasmed violently, squirting a hot gush over his lap. Oliver followed moments later, pumping rope after rope of cum deep inside her while trying desperately not to cry out.

They slipped out of the cinema with his spend trickling down her inner thighs, giggling like teenagers. In the alley behind the building, Chloe dropped to her knees on the dirty pavement and deepthroated him again, sucking their combined mess off his softening prick until he was hard once more. She swallowed every drop, looking up at him with those big doe eyes. “I love the taste of us,” she said, voice dropping into that strange, almost masculine huskiness for a second. Oliver pulled her up and kissed her fiercely, too aroused to question anything.

Life at his parents’ house on weekends was even riskier. Oliver still lived partly at home, his mum insisted on Sunday roasts and “keeping an eye on him”, so Chloe came along. Mr and Mrs Hargrove were polite at first. His mum, Patricia, a prim woman in her late forties with a sensible bob haircut, made small talk over tea. His dad, Richard, a burly retired mechanic, eyed Chloe’s short skirts and tight tops with obvious disapproval.

There was something off about her, they both felt it. During one Sunday lunch, Chloe laughed at one of Richard’s lame jokes, and her voice cracked into a deeper register, almost gravelly, like a man trying to sound feminine. Patricia’s fork paused midway to her mouth.

“Chloe, dear… your voice. Are you feeling alright?” Patricia asked, frowning.

Oliver flushed. “Mum, she’s fine. It’s just… she has a bit of a cold sometimes. She’s fine, trust me.” He squeezed Chloe’s thigh under the table, his fingers brushing the lace edge of her knickers.

Chloe smiled sweetly, though her eyes flashed with something darker. “Just a touch of laryngitis from all the late nights with your son,” she said, voice carefully light and breathy again. She leaned forward, giving Richard an eyeful of cleavage. “Oliver’s been keeping me very… occupied.”

Richard cleared his throat, shifting uncomfortably. Later, in the kitchen, he muttered to Patricia, “Too polished. Too eager. There’s something not right about that girl.”

But Oliver was blind to it all. That same afternoon, while his parents were out in the garden, Chloe dragged him upstairs to his childhood bedroom. She pushed him onto the narrow bed and stripped quickly, revealing her perfect body, perky tits with stiff pink nipples, smooth shaved cunt already glistening.

“Quick, before they come back,” she whispered, climbing on top of him. She impaled herself on his cock, riding him hard and fast. Her arse slapped loudly against his skinny hips as she bounced, tits jiggling inches from his face. Oliver sucked greedily on her nipples, hands gripping her waist.

“Fuck, you’re so tight,” he gasped.

Chloe smirked, grinding down deep. “And you’re such a skinny little thing. I love how easily I can break you.” She reached back and teased his virgin arsehole again, this time pressing the tip of a finger inside. The unfamiliar stretch made Oliver buck wildly, cumming hard inside her without warning.

They barely had time to clean up before his parents returned. Patricia found a lacy black thong, clearly Chloe’s, tangled in the laundry basket later that evening. The heavy, musky-sweet perfume clinging to it was overwhelming, almost chemical. She wrinkled her nose and showed it to Richard.

“Something’s not right,” Patricia said firmly. “That girl is hiding something. And Oliver’s losing weight. Look at him, he’s even skinnier than usual. Barely eating proper meals.”

Richard nodded. “Too eager to please. And that voice… bloody strange. Like a bloke putting it on. We need to talk to him.”

The confrontation came that evening after Chloe had left. Oliver sat on the sofa, still flushed from a frantic quickie in the downstairs loo where Chloe had knelt and swallowed his load while his parents were in the next room.

“Son,” Richard began, “this Chloe… we’re worried. She seems off. That voice of hers, almost masculine at times. And the way she looks at you. It’s not normal.”

Oliver laughed nervously, his mind still replaying the way Chloe’s throat had bulged around his cock. “Dad, you’re imagining things. She’s definitely a girl. I’ve… seen all of her. She’s perfect. You don’t understand.”

Patricia sighed. “You’ve lost weight. You look pale. And that perfume she wears, it’s overpowering. We just want what’s best for you.”

But Oliver was already texting Chloe under the cushion, arranging to meet her later. “I’m fine, Mum. I’m happier than I’ve ever been.”

He slipped out that night and met Chloe in a quiet alley near the flat. She was waiting in a long coat, which she opened to reveal nothing underneath but sheer hold-up stockings and heels. Her perky tits and bare cunt were on full display under the streetlight.

“Missed me?” she purred, voice dipping low again.

Oliver didn’t care about the oddity anymore. He pushed her against the brick wall and fucked her standing up, her legs wrapped around his narrow waist. Her cunt was molten, gripping him like a vice as he thrust desperately. Passers-by might have heard her filthy moans, “Harder, baby. Pound my slutty cunt. Fill me with your cum.”

He did, groaning into her neck as he emptied his balls. Chloe came with a shudder, her juices soaking his trousers. Then she dropped to her knees right there in the alley and sucked him clean, deepthroating his sensitive prick until he was hard again. She turned around, bent over, and guided him into her arse this time, tight, hot, and impossibly welcoming.

“Fuck my arse, Oliver,” she demanded, pushing back. “Feel how good it is.”

He lasted only minutes, the forbidden tightness milking him dry once more. Chloe laughed softly, that deeper timbre creeping in as she straightened up, cum leaking from both holes. “Good boy. You’re mine now.”

Over the following weeks, the sex grew even more intense and frequent. Chloe introduced him to new pleasures. One rainy afternoon in his flat, after riding him reverse cowgirl so he could watch her plump arse bounce, she pushed him onto his back and straddled his face.

“Time to eat your mistress properly,” she said, lowering her soaked, cum-filled cunt onto his mouth. Oliver licked eagerly, tasting their mixed juices as she ground against his tongue. Her clit rubbed his nose while she moaned, fingers tangled in his hair. She was soaking, juices flooding his mouth as she used him like a toy.

Then she shifted forward. “Now my arse,” she commanded. Oliver hesitated only a second before his tongue found her puckered hole, still slick with his own cum. The musky, filthy taste was intoxicating. Chloe moaned louder, grinding back. “That’s it. Rim me like the shy little pervert you are.”

His cock throbbed untouched. As her arsehole winked and relaxed under his tongue, Chloe reached down and stroked his prick. The combination was too much. Oliver came hard, spurting across his own skinny stomach while eagerly tonguing her hole.

But the pinnacle came one lazy Saturday. Chloe arrived with a wicked smile and a small bottle of lube.

“Today I’m going to taste you properly,” she announced, stripping him naked. She pushed his skinny legs back toward his chest, exposing his virgin arse. Oliver blushed furiously, but his cock stood rigid.

Chloe kissed down his shaft, then lower, her tongue tracing his balls before circling his tight hole. The sensation was electric. She licked broad, wet strokes across his arse, then pointed her tongue and pushed inside. Oliver cried out, hips jerking. It felt impossibly good, filthy and intimate.

“Fuck… Chloe…” he whimpered.

She ate him with expert hunger, tongue-fucking his arse while one hand pumped his leaking cock. Her other hand teased his nipples, which felt strangely sensitive lately. Oliver’s skinny body trembled. The pleasure built rapidly, coiling tight in his core.

Chloe sensed it. She pushed her tongue deeper, moaning into his hole as she wanked him faster. “Cum for me, sissy boy,” she growled, voice dropping into that strange masculine edge. “Spurt while I tongue your virgin cunt.”

Oliver exploded untouched across his chest and face, thick ropes of cum painting his pale skin as his arse clenched around her invading tongue. The orgasm seemed to last forever, leaving him a gasping, trembling mess.

Chloe crawled up and kissed him deeply, sharing the filthy taste. “Good girl,” she whispered.

As the weeks passed, Oliver grew even slighter. His appetite had changed, he craved sweeter things, less meat. His parents noticed constantly. Patricia found more of Chloe’s things; thongs, a suspicious bottle of pink-tinted pills in the bathroom. Richard overheard that odd voice again during a phone call, deeper, commanding.

One evening they sat Oliver down.

“We’re serious, son,” Richard said. “There’s something wrong with that girl. Her voice… it’s not natural. Almost like a man’s. And you’re wasting away.”

Oliver shook his head, still riding the afterglow of that afternoon’s rimming session. “She’s a girl, Dad. I’ve been inside her. She makes me feel alive. You don’t understand.”

Patricia looked pained. “We just worry you’re in too deep.”

But Oliver didn’t want to hear their concerns, he was in love and once you are in love, nobody gets in the way.


Chapter 3

The following fortnight was a whirlwind of filthy indulgence that left Oliver’s head spinning and his skinny body aching in the most delicious ways. Chloe had him wrapped around her little finger, and her tight cunt, and her eager mouth, and now her wickedly probing tongue. Every spare moment was spent fucking, and Oliver was powerless to resist. His parents’ warnings about her strange, occasionally deep voice and “off” demeanour felt like distant noise, drowned out by the wet slap of skin on skin and Chloe’s breathy, husky moans.

One lazy Thursday evening, after Oliver had dragged himself home from another soul-destroying day at the accounts firm, Chloe was waiting for him in his tiny studio flat wearing nothing but a sheer black babydoll that barely covered her perky tits and the smooth, puffy lips of her cunt. The fabric clung to her curves, her stiff nipples clearly visible. She pushed him against the door the moment he entered, dropping to her knees and yanking his trousers down.

“Missed this skinny little cock,” she purred, that odd masculine edge creeping into her voice as she swallowed him to the root in one greedy motion. Her throat convulsed around his modest length, milking him expertly while her hands gripped his narrow hips. Oliver groaned, fingers tangling in her glossy hair as she bobbed furiously, saliva dripping down her chin onto his balls. She pulled off with a wet pop, strings of spit connecting her plump lips to his throbbing prick.

“Bad day at work again?” she asked, pumping his slick shaft slowly, her tongue flicking the sensitive head. “That boring fucking job is draining you, baby. You deserve so much better.”

Before he could answer, she stood up, turned around, and bent over the small kitchen counter, flipping up the babydoll to expose her firm arse and dripping cunt. “Fuck me hard. Take your frustrations out on my slutty holes.”

Oliver didn’t need telling twice. He gripped her hips and thrust into her soaked pussy in one smooth stroke, bottoming out with a groan. She was molten inside, velvety walls clenching around him as he began to pound her. The wet, obscene sounds of her cunt sucking his cock filled the flat, schlick-schlick-schlick. Chloe pushed back against him, her plump arse cheeks rippling with every impact.

“Harder, Oliver,” she demanded, voice dropping lower. “Pretend I’m that bitch of a boss who keeps you chained to a desk.”

He fucked her with everything he had, his skinny frame slapping against her curvier one. Reaching around, he rubbed her swollen clit, making her moan loudly. When she came, her cunt spasmed violently, gushing hot juices down his balls and thighs. Oliver followed seconds later, burying himself deep and pumping thick ropes of cum into her depths with a strangled cry.

They barely made it to the bed before round two. Chloe straddled him reverse cowgirl, giving him a perfect view of her cum-leaking cunt and tight arsehole as she sank down onto his still-hard prick. She rode him slowly at first, grinding in deep circles, her juices and his spend making everything slick and messy.

“I’ve been thinking,” she said breathily, bouncing faster now, her perky tits jiggling. “There’s this amazing couples’ fitness camp I’ve heard about. Harmony Retreat, up in the Lake District. Six weeks of proper exercise, fresh air, personalised programmes. It’ll transform you, baby. Make you stronger, more confident.”

Oliver’s hands gripped her rolling hips, watching his cock disappear into her tight cunt again and again. “Six weeks? That’s… that’s a long time. Work won’t let me take that off.”

Chloe laughed softly, that husky timbre sending a shiver through him. She lifted off his cock with a wet pop, turned around to face him, and sank back down, guiding him into her arse this time. The tight, forbidden heat made Oliver’s eyes roll back. “Fuck… Chloe…”

“Shh. Listen to me while you fuck my arse.” She rode him with practised ease, her plump cheeks slapping against his skinny thighs. “Separate daytime programmes, yours focused on building up that cute skinny body, mine on keeping this perfect figure. But every evening, we get a private bedroom. Just you and me. I’ll bring so much kinky underwear… crotchless knickers, sheer stockings, tiny thongs that frame my arse just right for you to rip off. We’ll fuck every night until you can’t walk straight.”

Oliver groaned, thrusting up into her clenching arsehole. The mental image was intoxicating. “It sounds amazing, but… my job. I can’t just leave for six weeks.”

Chloe leaned forward, her tits brushing his chest as she ground down hard, rotating her hips in filthy circles. Her arse milked his cock perfectly. “That job is holding you back, Oliver. It’s killing your spirit. You come home exhausted, barely able to keep up with me. I see how unhappy it makes you.” She clenched around him deliberately, making him whimper. “I can cover the rent and food while you’re gone. And after the camp? I’ll support you until you find something that actually makes you happy. Something creative, or whatever you want. You deserve to be taken care of, my shy little boy.”

She kissed him deeply, tongue invading his mouth as she rode his cock faster, her arse gripping him like a hot velvet vice. Oliver’s hands roamed her body, squeezing her tits, pinching her nipples. The pleasure was overwhelming, but so was the doubt.

“I… I don’t know,” he panted between kisses. “Six weeks is a long time away from everything.”

Chloe sat up straight, bouncing vigorously now. Her cunt juices had made everything so slick that his cock slid easily in and out of her arse. She reached down and stroked her own clit, moaning loudly. “Think about it. Mornings doing proper workouts, building muscle. Evenings with me riding you senseless in crotchless lingerie. You’ll come back a new man, stronger, fitter, and even more addicted to this cunt and arse.”

She climbed off him suddenly, leaving his cock twitching and glistening. Pushing him flat, Chloe straddled his face, lowering her cum-dripping arse and pussy onto his mouth. “Eat me while you think about it.”

Oliver obeyed eagerly, his tongue diving into her well-fucked holes. The filthy, musky-sweet taste of their combined fluids flooded his mouth as she ground against him, smearing juices across his face. She reached back and stroked his cock slowly, edging him.

“Say yes, baby,” she cooed, voice dipping into that strange, commanding depth. “Imagine me in a tiny lace teddy, bent over the bed every night, begging for your cock. Or you on your back while I sit on your face in sheer stockings. The camp will fix everything. Your work is a dead end. I’ll take care of you. Let me spoil my good boy.”

Oliver licked and sucked desperately, tongue-fucking her arse while she wanked him. The pressure built rapidly. Chloe’s thighs trembled as she came again, flooding his mouth with her juices. Oliver exploded across his own stomach, spurting weakly as pleasure wracked his skinny frame.

Later that night, after they’d showered and fucked once more in the tiny bathroom, Chloe bent over the sink, taking it in her cunt while he watched them in the mirror, she brought it up again. They lay tangled in bed, her head on his narrow chest, one hand idly playing with his softening prick.

“Tell me more about the camp,” Oliver murmured, already half-persuaded by the orgasms and her constant filthy promises.

Chloe smiled against his skin, her fingers teasing his sensitive cock back to life. “It’s perfect for couples like us. They have tailored fitness plans during the day, yours will be gentle at first, building you up. Mine keeps me nice and flexible for all the positions I want to try with you. But the evenings are ours. Private cabins with big beds. I’ve already packed a suitcase full of kinky stuff; edible knickers, a strappy harness thing that frames my tits beautifully, plugs for when you want to watch me walk around plugged and ready. We’ll christen every surface.”

She stroked him firmer now, leaning down to lick the head of his cock. “Your job is draining the life out of you, Oliver. Look at how skinny and pale you are. The camp will change that. And financially? Don’t worry. I’ve got savings from my events work. I’ll cover everything. Rent, bills, food. When we get back, you can take your time finding the right path. I believe in you, baby. You’re too good for that soul-sucking office.”

Oliver’s hips twitched as she sucked him lazily, her tongue swirling. The idea was tempting. Six weeks away with her constant sexual attention, away from the fluorescent lights and spreadsheets. His parents would hate it, but…

Chloe deepthroated him again, humming around his shaft. When she pulled off, she looked up at him with those big doe eyes, lips shiny with spit. “Please, Oliver. Say yes. I need this with you. It’ll bring us even closer. Every night I’ll drain those balls until you’re empty and happy.”

She climbed on top again, this time facing him, sinking her cunt down onto his renewed erection. She rode him slowly, sensually, grinding deep and whispering filthy encouragement between kisses. “Your work doesn’t deserve you. I do. Let me support my shy, pretty boy. The camp will make you strong for me. Imagine coming home from workouts to find me waiting in nothing but heels and a collar.”

For the next three days, Chloe wore him down with relentless seduction. Morning blowjobs where she swallowed every drop while murmuring about new beginnings. Lunchtime quickies in alleyways where she’d lift her skirt and let him fuck her against the wall, promising private evenings at the camp. Evenings spent with her riding his face or pegging him gently with a small toy while describing the kinky underwear she’d pack, “A red lace bodysuit with the crotch missing, so you can fuck me anytime.”

By the third night, Oliver was exhausted and euphoric. Chloe had him on his back again, his legs pushed toward his chest as she worked a lubed finger into his arse while sucking his cock. The dual pleasure made his head spin.

“Say yes to the camp,” she murmured around his prick, adding a second finger and curling them against his prostate. “Let me take care of everything.”

Oliver’s resistance crumbled under the waves of pleasure. “O-okay… yes. Fuck, yes, I’ll go.”

Chloe’s eyes lit up with triumph. She fingered him faster, sucking harder until he came explosively down her throat. She swallowed greedily, then kissed him deeply, sharing the taste.

“Good boy,” she whispered, voice thick with satisfaction. “You won’t regret it. Six weeks of me, and a whole new you.”

As they lay together afterwards, Oliver felt a flicker of nervousness about work and his parents, but Chloe’s warm, curvy body pressed against his skinny frame chased it away. He was hers now, completely. The Harmony Retreat awaited, and with it, nights filled with kinky lingerie and endless fucking. What could possibly go wrong?


Chapter 4

The journey north to the Lake District took just over five hours, but to Oliver it felt like stepping into another world. Chloe had driven her sleek little hatchback, one hand on the wheel and the other frequently wandering across the centre console to tease his thigh or brush the growing bulge in his jeans. She wore a tiny pair of denim shorts that rode up her smooth thighs and a cropped vest top that barely contained her perky tits, her nipples visibly stiff against the thin fabric whenever she caught him staring.

“Excited, baby?” she purred, her voice dipping into that occasional husky depth as her fingers traced the outline of his modest cock through his trousers. “Six weeks of fresh air, exercise, and me draining those balls every single night.”

Oliver shifted in his seat, already leaking precum. “Yeah… nervous about the workouts, but with you there…” He trailed off as she squeezed him firmly, making him groan.

They pulled up the long gravel drive just as the sun was dipping behind the fells, painting the sky in soft pinks and oranges. Harmony Fitness Camp unfolded before them like something from a brochure; modern wooden cabins nestled among ancient trees, a large central lodge with floor-to-ceiling glass windows, outdoor gyms with state-of-the-art equipment gleaming under spotlights, and a sparkling lake in the distance. Everything looked pristine, welcoming, and utterly normal. Smiling staff in fitted athletic wear waved them in.

A stunning receptionist with long blonde hair, full lips, and an athletic yet curvaceous figure greeted them at the lodge. Her tight polo shirt strained over generous breasts, and her leggings hugged an arse that could stop traffic. “Welcome to Harmony! I’m Instructor Lena. You must be Oliver and Chloe. We’ve been expecting you.”

Chloe handled the paperwork with confident ease while Oliver stood awkwardly beside her, feeling every bit the skinny, shy boy he was. Lena’s eyes lingered on him a fraction too long, her smile turning sultry. “You’re going to look incredible after six weeks with us, Oliver. We specialise in transforming boys like you.”

“Boys like me?” Oliver echoed, blushing.

“Skinny, sensitive types with real potential,” Lena replied smoothly, her hand brushing his arm. “Our personalised programmes work wonders.”

They were shown to their private cabin, a spacious, luxurious space with a king-sized bed, en-suite bathroom, and large windows overlooking the woods. As soon as the door closed, Chloe pushed Oliver onto the bed and stripped him naked with hungry efficiency.

“Finally alone,” she growled, shedding her own clothes. Her perky tits bounced free, nipples hard. She climbed on top of him, grinding her already soaked, bare cunt along his throbbing shaft. “Fuck me before dinner, baby. I need your cum inside me.”

Oliver gripped her hips as she sank down onto him, her tight velvety walls enveloping his cock in wet heat. She rode him hard and fast, arse slapping against his skinny thighs, tits bouncing wildly. “Yes… just like that,” she moaned, that strange deeper timbre slipping through. Her cunt clenched rhythmically, milking him as she leaned forward to bite his neck. Within minutes Oliver was spurting deep inside her, groaning helplessly as she ground through her own orgasm, juices flooding around his pulsing prick.

They barely had time to clean up before the welcome dinner. The dining hall was bright and airy, filled with other couples and small groups. Oliver noticed immediately that many of the young men looked remarkably like him; tall but underweight, shy demeanours, pretty rather than handsome faces, soft features, and hesitant postures. They sat with equally stunning girlfriends or partners who seemed far more confident.

At their table were two other young men; Jamie, a lanky 21-year-old with floppy blond hair and wide blue eyes, and his girlfriend Sasha, a petite Asian beauty with a wicked smile; and Theo, a quiet 23-year-old with dark curls and delicate bone structure, accompanied by a busty redhead named Mia.

The instructors circulated, all of them hyper-feminine goddesses in tight sportswear that left little to the imagination. Lena returned, now in a cropped top and yoga pants that clung to her camel-toe. She leaned over Oliver to pour water, her heavy breasts brushing his shoulder. “Your programme starts tomorrow, handsome. Light weights, core work, plenty of stretching. We’ll have you filling out those clothes in no time.”

Chloe smirked beside him, her hand resting possessively on his thigh under the table.

Dinner was healthy but delicious, grilled chicken, fresh vegetables, and a special “welcome” protein shake for the participants. Oliver’s was pink-tinged and faintly sweet. “Our proprietary blend,” Lena explained with a wink. “Full of nutrients to boost metabolism and hormone balance. Drink up, boys.”

Oliver sipped it obediently. It tasted oddly pleasant, almost floral. A subtle warmth spread through his body as he finished it.

That first night back in the cabin, Chloe was insatiable. She’d brought the promised suitcase of kinky underwear and made a show of modelling it. First a sheer black babydoll with matching crotchless knickers that framed her puffy cunt lips perfectly. She pushed Oliver onto his back and rode his face, grinding her dripping pussy and arse across his tongue while stroking his cock.

“Eat your dinner, baby,” she commanded, voice low and thick. Oliver licked eagerly, tasting her musky sweetness as she smothered him. When she came, she squirted lightly across his face, then turned around and sank onto his cock reverse cowgirl, giving him a perfect view of her plugged arse, a small pink jewel glinting between her cheeks.

“Like what you see?” she purred, bouncing hard. “Bought this plug especially for the camp. I’ll wear bigger ones for you.”

Oliver thrust up into her cunt, hands gripping her rolling hips. The sex was filthier than ever, lasting well into the night. Chloe made him cum three times, once in her pussy, once down her throat, and finally across her tits as she jerked him off while fingering his arse.

The next morning began the routine. Oliver woke to Chloe sucking him lazily, her head bobbing under the sheets. After he filled her mouth, they headed to the main gym.

The boys’ programme was separate, as promised. Oliver, Jamie, and Theo were grouped together with a few others, all similar skinny, shy lads. Their instructor for the day was a raven-haired beauty named Valeria, whose tight sports bra barely contained her massive tits and whose shorts rode up her perfect arse. She flirted shamelessly.

“Alright, pretty boys,” she cooed, demonstrating squats with perfect form, her body on full display. “We start gentle. Form over weight. I want to see those cute arses working.”

The workouts were surprisingly enjoyable, light resistance training, yoga flows, and plenty of “mobility work” that involved lots of bending and stretching. Valeria’s hands were everywhere, correcting posture with lingering touches on hips, thighs, and even brushing across their groins “accidentally.” Oliver felt his skin tingling afterwards, oddly sensitive.

At the end of the session, another pink protein shake was mandatory. “For recovery,” Valeria said, watching them drink with bright eyes.

By the third day, subtle changes were already stirring, though Oliver barely noticed. His skin felt softer, smoother. His nipples were strangely tender when Chloe pinched them during sex. His arse seemed a little plumper when she gripped it. The shakes left him feeling warm and relaxed, almost euphoric.

Evenings belonged to the couples. Chloe kept her promise of kinky underwear. One night she wore a red lace bodysuit with the crotch completely open. She bent over the bed, legs spread, and demanded Oliver fuck her while she wore a larger butt plug.

“Stretch my cunt while my arse is full,” she moaned. Oliver pounded into her, the plug pressing against his cock through her thin wall, making everything tighter. Chloe came hard, screaming filthily as her juices squirted down his balls. “Good boy… you’re already getting better at this.”

The camp had a relaxed, almost hypnotic atmosphere. Evening “social hours” in the lodge involved light music, more shakes, and group stretching sessions where the instructors guided the boys into increasingly intimate poses. Oliver found himself pressed close to Jamie and Theo, their bodies slick with oil as Valeria and Lena demonstrated partner stretches. The women’s hands roamed freely, praising their “natural grace” and “pretty potential.”

“You boys are going to blossom here,” Lena whispered to Oliver one evening, her fingers tracing down his spine to the top of his crack. “So much untapped femininity… I mean, flexibility.”

Oliver blushed but felt a strange thrill. Chloe watched from across the room with a satisfied smile.

By the end of the first week, the changes were accelerating, though Oliver attributed them to the “intense fitness regime.” His hips felt a little wider, his waist narrower. His chest was sensitive, the nipples puffy and erect most of the time. His cock seemed slightly smaller, but he came just as hard, often harder, especially when Chloe pegged him with a slim dildo while whispering encouragement.

“Feel how good it is when I fuck your prostate?” she’d moan, thrusting gently while jerking his shrinking prick. “You’re my perfect little toy.”

One afternoon after a particularly sweaty core session, Valeria pulled Oliver aside for a “private assessment.” In a small treatment room, she had him strip to his underwear. Her hands explored his body clinically yet sensually, measuring, massaging, commenting on how soft his skin was becoming.

“You’re responding beautifully,” she murmured, her massive tits brushing his back as she oiled his shoulders. “The compounds are working perfectly.” Her hand slipped lower, cupping his arse cheek and squeezing. “Such a plump little bubble already.”

Oliver’s cock twitched in his tiny shorts. Valeria noticed and smiled knowingly. “Don’t worry, handsome. Plenty of boys get excited during assessment. It’s natural here.”

That night, Chloe was especially dominant. She dressed in a sheer white teddy with garters and stockings, then strapped on a slightly larger dildo. She spent nearly an hour eating Oliver’s arse, tongue-fucking his increasingly sensitive hole until he was whimpering and begging. Then she mounted him, sliding the toy into his lubed cunt while stroking his clitty, as she’d started calling it.

“Take it, sissy,” she growled, voice fully dropping into that masculine husk for a moment. Oliver was too lost in pleasure to register. He came hands-free, spurting weakly across his softening tummy as his prostate was pounded.

The cult’s veil was thin if one looked closely. The staff were all eerily perfect, too symmetrical, too seductive. The shakes were mandatory and always pink. Late at night, faint moans echoed from other cabins. The other boys were changing too, Jamie’s lips looked plumper, Theo’s arse rounder. But to Oliver, blinded by lust and Chloe’s constant fucking, everything felt like paradise.

In the second week, group “relaxation sessions” began. The boys lay on mats in a dimly lit studio while soft, hypnotic music played and the instructors gave full-body massages. The oil smelled sweet and chemical. Oliver drifted in a haze as Lena’s strong yet feminine hands worked his body, paying special attention to his chest and inner thighs. His nipples were pinched and rolled until he was leaking into his tiny camp-issued shorts.

Chloe joined some evenings, watching approvingly as the instructors prepared her boyfriend for deeper submission. “He’s mine,” she’d say proudly, “but I love sharing his progress.”

By week three, Oliver’s body was noticeably different. His arse had swelled into a soft, jiggly bubble that Chloe couldn’t stop groping. His skin was silky smooth, almost hairless. His face looked softer, cheekbones higher, lips fuller. The shakes and “vitamins” were doing their work, heavy oestrogen, blockers, and subtle hypnotic suggestions woven into the daily routines.

One evening after a particularly intense session where the boys had been oiled and fondled extensively during “flexibility training,” Oliver returned to the cabin desperate. Chloe was waiting in crotchless panties and a harness that framed her tits obscenely.

“On the bed, legs up,” she commanded. She pegged him deeply, the dildo curving perfectly against his swollen prostate while she whispered, “You’re becoming so pretty, baby. Such a good little sissy for me.”

Oliver moaned like a whore, his tiny clitty spurting repeatedly as she fucked him senseless. He had no idea the camp was reshaping him completely. To the reader, it was clear; Harmony was no ordinary fitness retreat. It was a carefully orchestrated cult dedicated to sissification, turning shy boys into hyper-sexual, feminised playthings. The best would graduate as recruiters, just like Chloe.

Oliver, lost in pleasure, simply begged for more.

The days blended into a haze of exercise, shakes, oil massages, and filthy nightly sex. His parents’ worried texts went unanswered. Chloe had him completely.


Chapter 5

By the start of the fourth week at Harmony Fitness Camp, the changes in Oliver’s body had become impossible to ignore for anyone not already lost in the camp’s carefully engineered haze. His once-skinny frame had softened dramatically; hips wider, waist cinched, and his arse now a plump, jiggling bubble that swayed noticeably when he walked. His chest had developed soft, sensitive mounds with puffy pink nipples that stiffened at the slightest breeze. His skin was silky smooth, hairless, and glowing. His face looked prettier, fuller lips, higher cheekbones, longer lashes. Even his modest cock had dwindled, now barely four inches hard and far more sensitive, leaking constantly at the slightest provocation.

Yet Oliver noticed none of it as unusual. The daily pink protein shakes, the oils, the massages, they all felt like part of a wonderful transformation. “I’m getting fitter,” he told himself dreamily each morning as Chloe kissed his sensitive nipples.

The camp staff announced a “uniform upgrade” during morning assembly. The boys were issued new outfits; delicate pink sports bras trimmed with delicate white lace that cupped their budding chests perfectly, and tiny pink shorts that were little more than high-cut panties. The fabric was stretchy, shiny, and barely contained their plumpening arses, riding up between their cheeks and framing their shrinking packages obscenely. The girls’ uniforms remained more traditional athletic wear, though equally revealing.

Oliver blushed as he pulled on the new kit for the first time, the lace bra hugging his puffy nipples and sending sparks of pleasure through him. Chloe watched approvingly from the cabin doorway, already dressed for her own session.

“You look so fucking cute, baby,” she purred, stepping close to squeeze his arse. The tiny pink shorts left most of his cheeks exposed. “These are going to make our evening sessions even better.”

The daytime workouts continued with Valeria and Lena, now far more intimate. The boys, all similarly transformed, with Jamie’s lips now plump and cock-sucking and Theo’s arse a round, inviting peach, were oiled heavily during “flexibility training.” Hands lingered on sensitive nipples, inner thighs, and budding breasts. No one protested. The brainwashing was too deep.

Evenings brought the new nightly “relaxation” VR sessions. After dinner and another mandatory pink shake, the boys were led to a softly lit studio. Each was given a sleek VR headset and a small inhaler of special scented mist, sweet, floral, with an underlying chemical note that made their heads spin pleasantly the moment they breathed it in.

“Deep breaths, pretty boys,” Lena instructed, her voice soothing. “This will help you unwind completely.”

Oliver slipped on the headset. The world dissolved into swirling pink lights and soft, hypnotic music. The scent from the inhaler flooded his lungs again and again, making his mind fuzzy, his body hot and needy. Images began to play; close-ups of thick, veiny cocks throbbing, dripping precum, sliding between glossy lips. Hyper-feminine sissies with plump arses and tiny clitties moaned in ecstasy as they were fucked senseless. The audio was a constant stream of breathy, feminine whimpers and deep masculine grunts; “Good sissy… take that cock… you were made for this…”

Under instruction, the boys edged themselves through the tiny pink shorts. Oliver’s hand slipped inside, wrapping around his shrunken clitty. He stroked slowly, whimpering as the VR showed a pretty sissy choking on a massive black cock, mascara running. The scent made everything feel euphoric. His nipples ached against the lace bra. Time lost meaning. He edged for what felt like hours, leaking profusely but never allowed to cum until the session’s gentle voice commanded a ruined orgasm, weak spurts soaking the front of his panties while the hypnotic moans praised him.

“Such a good girl… becoming so pretty for cock…”

Oliver removed the headset flushed and trembling, his mind blissfully blank. He barely registered Jamie and Theo in similar states, tiny tents in their pink panties, eyes glassy.

Chloe was waiting back at the cabin, wearing nothing but a strappy harness and a significantly larger strap-on dildo, thick, veined, and realistic, easily seven inches. She smiled as Oliver entered, still in his pink uniform.

“Strip to the bra and shorts, sissy,” she commanded, her voice dropping into that familiar husky, almost masculine register. Oliver obeyed without hesitation, the brainwashing making the word “sissy” feel like warm praise.

She pushed him onto the bed on all fours, yanking the tiny pink shorts down just enough to expose his plump arse. After generous lube, Chloe pressed the thick head against his twitching hole.

“Repeat after me, baby,” she growled, pushing forward. The stretch burned deliciously as the large dildo sank deeper. “I’m becoming such a pretty sissy for cock.”

Oliver moaned loudly as she bottomed out, the toy pressing firmly against his swollen prostate. “I-I’m becoming such a pretty sissy for cock…”

Chloe began to thrust, slow and deep at first, her hips slapping against his jiggling arse cheeks. One hand reached around to jerk his dwindling prick through the lace. “Again. Louder.”

“I’m becoming such a pretty sissy for cock!” Oliver cried, pushing back eagerly. The pleasure was overwhelming. His prostate sang with every thrust, sending jolts through his feminised body. Chloe pegged him harder, the fat dildo stretching him obscenely while she stroked his tiny clitty.

“Look at you in your pretty pink bra,” she taunted filthily. “Tits getting so nice and soft. Arse made for fucking. You were always meant to be a cock-hungry sissy slut.”

Oliver repeated the mantra between desperate moans, lost in the rhythm. Chloe fucked him through two ruined orgasms, his clitty spurting weakly onto the sheets as she pounded his prostate mercilessly. By the end, he was a drooling, babbling mess, begging for more even as his hole gaped slightly when she finally pulled out.

This became the new nightly ritual. Larger and larger strap-ons. Deeper pegging. The VR sessions growing more explicit, gangbangs, cum-covered sissies, black cocks stretching pink lips and holes. The scented inhalers made resistance impossible. Oliver and the other boys were completely brainwashed, happily embracing their “progress” as natural fitness gains. They giggled together during group stretches about how sensitive their “pecs” had become, how good the uniforms felt.

One evening after a particularly intense VR session featuring nothing but thick black cocks being worshipped, Chloe took Oliver even further. She had him on his back, legs over her shoulders, the largest strap-on yet, nearly nine inches and girthy, buried balls-deep in his sissy cunt.

“Say it while I fuck you stupid,” she demanded, pounding him mercilessly. His puffy tits bounced in the pink lace bra with every thrust.

“I’m becoming such a pretty sissy for cock!” Oliver wailed, eyes rolling back. His tiny clitty flopped uselessly against his smooth tummy, leaking steadily as she jerked it. “Please… more cock…”

Chloe laughed triumphantly and rewarded him with a shattering prostate orgasm that left him shaking and empty-headed.

The other boys were undergoing identical conditioning. Jamie and Theo could be heard through thin cabin walls moaning the same mantra, getting railed by their girlfriends. The cult’s web tightened beautifully.

Then, at the end of week five, came the next major step. After dinner, the boys, dressed in their skimpy pink uniforms, faces flushed from the evening shake, were led by Lena and Valeria to a dimly lit private room in the main lodge. Soft pink lighting, large cushions on the floor, and mirrors everywhere.

Waiting inside were three incredibly sexy, muscular black men. They were tall, powerfully built with broad shoulders, ripped abs, and massive thighs. But they wore delicate lacy lingerie; sheer black stockings, tiny lace panties that strained against enormous bulging cocks, and matching bralettes stretched across their powerful chests. The contrast was obscene and intoxicating.

Oliver’s head spun from the lingering VR scents. Chloe was already there, kneeling gracefully in front of one of the men, a towering specimen with a shaved head and knowing smile. His massive black cock was freed from the lace panties, thick as Oliver’s wrist and half-hard, veins pulsing.

“Tonight is special cocksucking training, boys,” Lena announced warmly. “Your partners will demonstrate. Watch and learn. This is part of becoming your best selves.”

Chloe looked up at Oliver with lust-filled eyes as he was gently guided to kneel beside her. “This is for you, baby. Watch how a proper slut does it.”

She turned to the muscular man, opened her plump lips, and took the enormous head into her mouth. Oliver watched, mesmerised, as Chloe stretched her lips obscenely around the thick black shaft. She bobbed deeper, throat relaxing as she swallowed inch after inch. Wet, gagging sounds filled the room as she deepthroated him expertly, nose eventually pressing against his groin. Her hands cupped his heavy balls while she hummed happily, saliva dripping down her chin.

The man groaned, gripping her hair. “That’s it, you filthy whore.”

Chloe pulled off with a gasp, strings of spit connecting her glossy lips to the now fully hard, glistening monster cock. She turned to Oliver, eyes shining with dark triumph.

“Now your turn, sissy.”


Chapter 6

Oliver’s heart hammered in his softening chest as he stared at the massive black cock glistening with Chloe’s saliva. It throbbed heavily in front of his face, thick veins pulsing, the bulbous head already leaking a shiny bead of precum. The muscular man in delicate black lace lingerie smirked down at him, one powerful hand lazily stroking the shaft.

“Go on, sissy,” Chloe whispered encouragingly, her glossy lips still shiny. She placed a gentle hand on the back of Oliver’s head, guiding him forward. “Open wide for your first real cock. Show me what a good girl you’ve become.”

The lingering scent from the VR session still clouded Oliver’s mind, turning hesitation into hazy eagerness. His plump, cock-sucking lips parted obediently. The salty, musky taste hit him as the thick head pushed past his lips. It was enormous, stretching his mouth wide, forcing his jaw open. Oliver gagged slightly at first, eyes watering, but Chloe’s soothing voice cut through.

“Relax your throat, baby. Breathe through your nose. That’s it… just like I taught you with the toys.”

He tried. Inch after thick inch slid over his tongue. The man groaned deeply, hips rocking forward. Oliver’s pink-laced sports bra felt tight against his budding tits as he knelt there in the tiny pink shorts, now soaked at the front from his leaking clitty. Chloe reached down and rubbed him through the fabric, whispering filthily.

“Look at you, sucking black cock like you were born for it. Such a pretty sissy already.”

Oliver moaned around the shaft, the vibration making the man thrust deeper. Tears streamed down his cheeks, but the pleasure in his prostate and the sweet chemical haze pushed him further. He bobbed his head, taking more, learning to relax his throat until his nose brushed against the man’s lace panties. Saliva dripped messily down his chin onto his chest.

“Good girl, Olivia,” the man rumbled, using the new name for the first time. It sent a shameful thrill through Oliver, now Olivia.

Chloe beamed with pride. “Hear that? You’re Olivia now. My perfect little cumdump.”

The session exploded from there. The other muscular trainers stepped forward, freeing their own massive cocks from their lacy confines. Jamie and Theo were on their knees beside Olivia, mouths already full, eyes glazed with the same brainwashed lust. The room filled with wet slurping sounds, gagging moans, and the instructors’ encouraging praise.

Lena and Valeria circulated, stroking the boys’ heads and fondling their plump arses. “This is what you were made for, pretty ones. Servicing real men. Becoming useful sissies.”

Olivia’s world narrowed to the thick cock stretching her throat. She sucked eagerly now, hollowing her cheeks, tongue swirling as best she could. When the man finally pulled out, she gasped for air, coughing up thick strings of spit.

“Beg for it,” Chloe commanded, jerking the man’s cock inches from Olivia’s face.

“Please… more cock,” Olivia whimpered in a soft, feminine voice she barely recognised as her own. “I need it.”

She was rewarded with a heavy spurt of precum across her plump lips. Then the real training began.

The trainers moved the sissies to large cushions. Olivia found herself on all fours, still in her pink lace bra and soaked panties. One trainer, the one Chloe had sucked, positioned himself behind her, yanking her tiny shorts aside. His massive cockhead pressed against her well-trained sissy hole.

Chloe knelt in front of her, holding Olivia’s face. “Take it all, baby. This is your new purpose.”

The man pushed forward. Olivia cried out as the enormous girth stretched her beyond anything Chloe’s strap-ons had prepared her for. Inch after veiny inch sank into her plush arse, bottoming out with his heavy balls against her tiny clitty. The pressure on her prostate was immediate and devastating. Her clitty spurted weakly into her panties without being touched.

“Fuuuuck… yes!” Olivia moaned, voice breaking into high-pitched whimpers.

He began to thrust, long, powerful strokes that made her plump arse cheeks ripple. Chloe fed her another cock at the same time, pushing it deep into her throat. Olivia was spit-roasted between two muscular black gods, her feminised body jiggling with every impact. Her puffy tits bounced in the lace bra, nipples rock-hard.

The third trainer joined, sliding beneath her to suck on her tiny clitty while occasionally licking where the massive cock stretched her hole. The triple stimulation broke something deep inside Olivia’s mind. She came again and again, ruined, prostate-driven orgasms that left her shaking and drooling.

“You’re a natural,” Chloe praised, stroking her hair while face-fucking her. “Just like me.”

The orgy intensified. The boys were passed between the trainers and each other in a haze of cum and moans. Olivia was lifted onto one man’s lap, impaled reverse-cowgirl on his massive cock while another fed her his shaft. Her plump arse slapped loudly against his muscular thighs as she rode him desperately, moaning around the cock in her mouth.

“Call yourself by your name,” the man beneath her growled, slapping her jiggling cheeks.

“I’m Olivia… your little cumdump sissy!” she cried when her mouth was briefly freed. “Please fill me up!”

Hot, thick ropes of cum erupted down her throat first. She swallowed greedily, the taste addictive, barely spilling a drop. Moments later, the cock in her arse swelled and unloaded deep inside her bowels, flooding her with warmth. Cum leaked from her stretched hole as he pulled out, only to be replaced by another.

Hours blurred. Olivia was gangbanged relentlessly, double-penetrated in her sissy cunt, choked on cock after cock, painted with load after load across her pretty face, tits, and arse. Her once-skinny body was now curvaceous and soft, built for this. Long lashes fluttered, plump lips stayed parted in constant moans. By the end, she lay in a puddle of cum, twitching with aftershocks, a happy, broken smile on her face.

The camp’s true purpose was finally spoken aloud during the aftercare. Lena gathered the spent sissies, gently cleaning them with soft cloths while the trainers lounged in their lingerie.

“Harmony isn’t just a fitness camp,” she explained softly, stroking Olivia’s hair. “It’s a sanctuary for transformation. We take shy, lost boys and turn them into what they were always meant to be, hyper-sexual, beautiful sissy sluts. The best of you, like Chloe here, become recruiters. You’ll go back out into the world, find more boys just like you once were, and bring them here.”

Chloe kissed Olivia deeply, tasting cum on her tongue. “You’re ready now, my love. We’ll go back to the bars together soon. You’ll be even better at it than I was.”

Over the final days of the six weeks, the conditioning was complete. Olivia wore nothing but revealing crop tops that barely covered her perky tits and tiny thongs that disappeared between her fat arse cheeks. She and the other graduates serviced the male staff daily, craving cock constantly. Her tiny clitty only ever spurted when her prostate was mercilessly pounded, and she begged for it loudly.

One final group orgy cemented it. Olivia was the centrepiece, on her back in the middle of the room, legs spread wide, taking two cocks in her stretched cunt at once while sucking a third. “Harder! Fuck your little cumdump Olivia!” she screamed between thrusts, mascara running, body covered in drying loads.

When the trainers finally pulled out and painted her inside and out, she shuddered through the most intense orgasm yet, her clitty dribbling pathetically as her eyes rolled back.

As the programme ended, Olivia stood before a mirror with Chloe. The reflection showed a stunning, hyper-feminine sissy; exaggerated curves, glossy lips, fuck-me eyes, and a permanent needy expression. She no longer remembered much of the shy, skinny Oliver. Only pleasure, cock, and service remained.

“You’re perfect,” Chloe whispered, squeezing her plump arse. “Time to recruit more boys. Just like I found you.”

Olivia smiled brightly, already imagining the next shy young man in a London bar, and how good his cock would taste.

As the final group orgy wound down, the sissies were gently cleaned and led to a private lounge area for aftercare. Olivia lay sprawled on a soft pink chaise, her curvaceous body glistening with sweat and drying cum, her plump arse still leaking thick loads from multiple men. Her tiny clitty twitched weakly against her smooth tummy, utterly spent. Chloe sat beside her, stroking her hair lovingly, while Lena approached with two glasses of the familiar sweet pink liquid.

“You’ve both done wonderfully,” Lena said, her voice smooth and authoritative. She handed the drinks over, then settled into a chair opposite them, crossing her long legs. “Olivia is one of our finest transformations this cycle. But there’s one final consideration for her future role.”

Chloe sipped her drink and glanced at Olivia, who was still in a blissful, cock-drunk haze. “You mean the surgery?”

Lena nodded, her eyes gleaming. “Exactly. Full reassignment, orchiectomy, vaginoplasty, the full package. Just like you had, Chloe. We’ve seen the data. Sissies with complete female anatomy convert and recruit far more effectively. Straight men drop their guard completely when they see a pretty girl with a real, tight pussy. They fuck without hesitation, and once they’re addicted to our special supplements… well, the path to the camp becomes inevitable.”

Chloe smiled, running a possessive hand down Olivia’s side to squeeze one plump arse cheek. “I agree completely. When I still had my useless little clitty, some men hesitated, they could sense something was off, even if they couldn’t put their finger on it. But after the surgery? I can take any shy boy home, ride him senseless with a real cunt, and he never suspects a thing until it’s far too late. Olivia will be even better at it. She’s so naturally pretty already. With a proper pussy… she’ll be irresistible. Straight men will line up to ‘turn’ her, only to end up here themselves.”

Lena leaned forward, cupping one of Olivia’s soft, budding breasts and pinching the puffy nipple until the sissy moaned softly. “Precisely. The psychological break is cleaner. No lingering reminders of what they were. And the hyper-sexuality only increases, constant wetness, multiple orgasms from penetration. She’ll recruit twice as fast. We can schedule it for three days from now. Recovery here at the camp, of course. She’ll be back on the streets within a month, hunting fresh meat.”

Chloe kissed Olivia’s forehead tenderly. “You hear that, baby? You’re going to have a perfect little cunt soon. Just like mine. You’ll thank us when real cocks are stretching your new pussy every night.”

Olivia, deep in her brainwashed state, could only whimper happily and nod. “Yes… please… make me a real girl for cock…”

The decision made, Lena arranged everything with a few quick messages on her tablet. The surgery was locked in, a state-of-the-art procedure performed by the camp’s discreet medical team.

That night, for the first time since arriving, Olivia returned to the cabin alone. No Chloe waiting in kinky lingerie. The bed felt strangely empty as she stripped out of her tiny crop top and thong, her curvaceous body on full display in the mirror, wide hips, fat jiggling arse, perky tits with permanently stiff nipples. She crawled under the sheets, still leaking cum from the day’s marathon fucking, and drifted into a hazy sleep filled with dreams of thick cocks.

Sometime after midnight, the door opened. Olivia stirred as two large, muscular figures entered, not Chloe, but two random male trainers from the camp, both hung like horses and already hard. One was the shaved-head black stud from earlier; the other a tall, tattooed white man with a cruel smile.

“No more girlfriend privileges, sissy,” the black trainer rumbled, yanking the sheets off her. “You’re camp property now. Chloe’s moved on to the next intake. She’s already scouting fresh boys in Manchester.”

Olivia’s heart fluttered with a strange mix of loss and arousal, but the conditioning ran too deep for real protest. “Yes, Sirs…”

They didn’t waste time on foreplay. The black trainer flipped her onto her stomach, hauled her plump arse up, and slammed his massive cock balls-deep into her well-stretched sissy hole in one brutal thrust. Olivia cried out in pleasure, pushing back eagerly as he began pounding her mercilessly. The tattooed man knelt in front of her face, feeding his thick prick straight down her throat.

“Fuck her harder,” he grunted. “This one’s going to be a legendary recruiter once she’s got a real cunt.”

The black trainer slapped her jiggling arse cheeks red as he railed her. “That’s right. Take it, Olivia. This is your life now, random cocks every night until surgery.”

Olivia moaned like a whore around the cock in her mouth, her body betraying any lingering attachment to Chloe. The relentless prostate pounding made her tiny clitty spurt uselessly onto the sheets again and again. They used her for over an hour, switching positions, double-penetrating her arse, painting her insides and outsides with load after load. When they finally left, Olivia lay in a cum-soaked mess, holes gaping, a dopey, satisfied smile on her pretty face.

Chloe was gone. The cult had claimed her completely. In three days, the final surgery would seal her fate forever.

The next two days passed in a blur of constant use. Olivia serviced trainers, staff, and even a few advanced sissies in endless orgies, her body craving cock every waking moment. The VR sessions grew darker and more addictive, the pink shakes stronger. By the morning of the surgery, she was fully broken, a hyper-sexual, eager sissy with no trace of Oliver left.

As they wheeled her into the operating theatre, Olivia whispered happily to Lena, “Thank you… for making me perfect.”


Chapter 7

Patricia and Richard Hargrove had been beside themselves with worry for weeks. Oliver’s texts had grown sparse and strange, short, giggly messages about “amazing progress” and “feeling more myself than ever.” Phone calls went straight to voicemail. When they finally drove up to the Lake District after hiring a private investigator who traced his phone’s last signal, the sight that greeted them at Harmony Fitness Camp made Patricia’s blood run cold.

They were shown into the main lodge by a smiling, curvaceous receptionist. There, lounging on a pink velvet chaise in the reception area, was a vision that barely resembled their son.

Olivia.

She was stunning, a hyper-feminine sissy doll with exaggerated curves that screamed raw sex. Her once-skinny frame had blossomed into an hourglass figure; wide, child-bearing hips, a tiny cinched waist, and a massive, heart-shaped arse that strained against a tiny black miniskirt. The skirt was so short it barely covered the lower curve of her plump cheeks, flashing the lacy edges of a thong with every shift of her thighs. Her perky, full C-cup tits, soft and bouncy, spilled out of a tight, cropped pink top that left her smooth midriff bare. Long, glossy chestnut hair (extensions, but flawless) cascaded over her shoulders, framing a face that was pure porn; high cheekbones, plump cock-sucking lips painted a shiny, inviting pink, thick lashes, and big, doe-like eyes heavy with lust. A permanent fuck-me expression played on her features, parted lips, flushed cheeks, a needy, vacant stare that promised she’d drop to her knees at the slightest command.

“Oliver?” Patricia whispered, horrified.

Olivia turned, her glossy lips curving into a sultry smile. “Mum… Dad… you came.” Her voice was soft, breathy, and undeniably feminine. She stood, and her exaggerated arse jiggled noticeably as she tottered over on sky-high heels. The movement made her miniskirt ride up further, revealing the smooth, hairless skin of her thick thighs and the tiny bulge of her shrunken clitty barely hidden by the thong.

Richard’s face turned purple with rage. “What the fuck have they done to you?!”

Before Oliver, Olivia, could respond, Lena appeared, gliding in with predatory grace in her tight athletic dress that hugged every curve. “Mr and Mrs Hargrove, I presume. Please, come with me to my office. We can explain everything privately. Olivia, darling, go prepare for your evening session. The trainers are waiting.”

Olivia blew them a kiss, her plump arse swaying hypnotically as she minced away, already eager for the next round of cock.

In Lena’s sleek, modern office, all soft pink lighting and leather furniture, the explosion came immediately.

“This is a fucking cult!” Richard bellowed, slamming his fist on the desk. “You’ve brainwashed our son! Turned him into… into that thing! We’re going straight to the police. Kidnapping, false imprisonment, whatever the hell you’ve done!”

Patricia stood beside him, pale and shaking. “Give us our son back right now!”

Lena smiled calmly and pressed a discreet button under her desk. The door opened silently. Three incredibly sexy, muscular men stepped in, two Black, one white, all dressed in sheer black lacy lingerie that did nothing to hide their massive, half-hard cocks bulging against tiny panties. Stockings clung to their powerful thighs, bralettes stretched across broad chests. They loomed threateningly, arms crossed, eyes cold.

Richard froze. Patricia’s breath caught, a strange flicker crossing her face at the sight of such dominant masculinity wrapped in delicate lace.

“Please, let me explain,” Lena said smoothly, gesturing for them to sit. The men stayed by the door. “No one is leaving until you hear the truth.”

“You’re insane, ” Richard started, but Patricia put a hand on his arm, her eyes locked on Lena.

“Talk,” Patricia said quietly.

Lena leaned back, crossing her long legs. “The Harmony Camp was created because I, and many women like me, grew sick and tired of watching men get everything they wanted while the world burned. Masculine society; endless war, pointless aggression, hatred, exploitation. What’s next? Nuclear annihilation? Climate collapse because men can’t stop competing and destroying? Look at history. Men in charge, and society inches closer to the brink every decade.”

Patricia frowned, but something in her expression shifted. She’d spent years biting her tongue.

Lena continued, her voice hypnotic and reasonable. “Science shows it clearly. Evolution is already phasing out the Y chromosome, it’s degenerating, shrinking. Nature knows masculinity is the problem. I’m simply speeding up the process to save humanity. We take lost, shy boys like your Oliver and help them become what they were always meant to be; soft, beautiful, hyper-sexual sissies who serve rather than dominate. No more wars started by fragile egos. No more oppression. Just pleasure and balance.”

Richard exploded. “This is deranged bullshit! You’ve mutilated our son!”

But Patricia was quiet. Her mind raced. She thought of her own career, always passed over for promotions despite being better qualified than her male colleagues. The smaller paycheque. The way she’d deferred to Richard for decades; where they lived, how they spent money, even in the bedroom, always compromising her own desires so he felt strong. The endless emotional labour. The quiet resentment she’d buried for thirty years.

“I… I’ve earned less than men who were worse at the job,” Patricia murmured, almost to herself. “Every time. And at home… I’ve always done what you wanted, Richard. Always compromised. For the man. For peace.”

Lena nodded sympathetically. “Exactly, Patricia. You’ve lived it. Women have always been second. Always bending so men can stay dominant. But here? We fix that. Your son, now Olivia, is happier than she’s ever been. Free from toxic masculinity. Constant pleasure. Look at her. That body, that expression. She’s fulfilled.”

Richard turned on his wife, face red. “Pat, you can’t seriously be listening to this feminist cult nonsense! They’ve turned our boy into a perverted freak!”

Patricia met his eyes. For the first time in years, real anger, and something darker, hungrier, burned there. She thought of Olivia’s exaggerated curves, the way that plump arse jiggled, the permanent fuck-me look. A strange heat pooled between her own thighs. “Maybe she’s right, Richard. Maybe this is what the world needs. I’ve been so tired… always second place. Always making myself smaller.”

Lena smiled warmly. “I can fix things for you, Patricia. Truly fix them. No more compromise. You can have the life you deserve, with real men who know how to take charge while your husband learns his proper place. Just like Olivia.”

Richard stood up furiously. “This is madness! Pat, we’re leaving, now!”

Patricia smiled softly and nodded at Lena. “Yes… I think I’d like that.”

Before Richard could react, one of the muscular men in lingerie moved with shocking speed. A chloroform-soaked rag clamped over his mouth and nose from behind. Richard struggled, eyes wide with betrayal as he stared at his wife, but the chemicals worked fast. His body went limp within seconds, collapsing into the strong arms of the trainer.

Patricia watched, breathing faster, a dark hunger gleaming in her eyes as she took in the sight of her unconscious husband and the powerful, lingerie-clad men surrounding them.

Lena stood and placed a gentle hand on Patricia’s shoulder. “Welcome to the real future, Mrs Hargrove. Let’s get your husband started on his own programme… and discuss what you’d like done with him. Olivia will be thrilled to have company.”

Richard Hargrove woke to the sickly-sweet smell of the camp’s signature pink haze and the unmistakable sound of wet, rhythmic slapping flesh. His head throbbed. His mouth tasted of chemicals. As his vision cleared, panic surged through him.

He was strapped upright against a padded pink wall in what looked like a private viewing room. Thick leather cuffs secured his wrists and ankles, holding him spread-eagled. He had been stripped of his clothes and dressed in the camp’s humiliating uniform; tiny pink shorts that were little more than sheer, high-cut panties, and a matching cropped top that left his belly exposed. The fabric was soft, stretchy, and already clinging uncomfortably to his body.

“Pat!” he roared, voice hoarse. “What the fuck is this? Let me out!”

Patricia stood a few feet in front of him, arms crossed, watching the scene unfolding in the centre of the room through a large one-way mirror that also served as a window. She wore a sleek black dress the camp staff had provided, tight, elegant, and far more revealing than anything she’d worn in years. Her eyes were wide, pupils dilated, a flush creeping up her neck.

In the brightly lit chamber on the other side of the glass, their transformed son, Olivia, was being brutally fucked.

A tall, muscular camp counsellor with a chiselled body and thick, veined cock had Olivia bent over a padded bench. The sissy’s tiny black miniskirt was flipped up over her massive, jiggling arse. Her pink thong had been pulled aside, fully exposing her new, perfectly formed pussy. The surgery had been a complete success, smooth, puffy outer lips glistened with arousal, and her tight pink inner folds were stretched obscenely around the counsellor’s huge cock as he slammed into her with powerful, merciless strokes. Her clit, small but visibly swollen, poked out at the top, throbbing with every thrust. Juices dripped freely down her thick thighs.

“Ohhh fuuuuck! Harder! Please, Sir!” Olivia wailed like a whore in heat. Her exaggerated curves bounced obscenely, perky tits spilling out of her cropped top, fat arse rippling with every savage thrust. Her glossy lips were parted in constant moans, mascara running down her flushed cheeks. With every deep plunge into her brand-new cunt, she clenched and gushed, her body shaking in pure feminine ecstasy.

The counsellor gripped her wide hips and pounded deeper, growling. “Take it, you cock-hungry sissy slut. This new pussy was made for real men.”

Olivia’s eyes rolled back. “Yes! Fuck my pretty cunt! I’m just a cumdump!” Her new pussy spasmed visibly around the thick shaft, squirting a clear gush of girl-cum onto the floor as she came hard, moaning like a broken whore.

Patricia’s breathing grew heavier. Something dark and long-suppressed awakened inside her. A rush of heat flooded between her own thighs. She watched her former son, now this perfect, brainless fucktoy with a real, dripping pussy, and felt a twisted mix of shock, jealousy, and raw arousal. Olivia looked so happy. So free. No responsibilities. No compromises. Just endless pleasure and submission.

Richard screamed louder, straining against his bonds, his eyes bulging in horror at the sight of his son’s castrated, surgically constructed vagina being ruthlessly fucked. “PATRICIA! That’s… that’s not even a cock anymore! They cut it off! They gave him a fucking pussy! Snap out of it! That’s our son!”

Patricia turned slowly to face her husband. Her eyes had changed, colder, hungrier, gleaming with newfound power and dark delight. A genuine smile spread across her face as she glanced back at the glass, clearly thrilled by what she saw.

“Look at her, Richard,” she said softly, voice thick with excitement. “Look at Olivia… so happy, so free. I want that for you too, darling.”

Richard thrashed wildly, face twisted in pure horror. “Have you lost your fucking mind?! They mutilated him! Turned our boy into a castrated whore with a goddamn pussy!”

Patricia smiled wider, clearly delighted. “Isn’t it beautiful? No more useless little prick. Just a perfect, wet cunt that cums so easily. Look how she squirts. How happy she is. Imagine you like that, soft, pretty, with your own needy pussy. No more anger. No more ego.”

She glanced over at the two sexy, muscular guards still standing by the door in their sheer lacy lingerie. Their massive cocks bulged obscenely against the delicate fabric. She smiled at them hungrily, biting her lip. “Imagine me with a real, enlightened man… while you become just like her.”

Richard screamed again, curses pouring out as he watched the counsellor pull out and unload thick ropes of cum deep into Olivia’s freshly made pussy. The sissy moaned sluttily, pushing back to milk every drop as excess seed leaked from her puffy, well-fucked lips.

Olivia, momentarily catching her breath, looked through the glass toward her father. Her pretty, cum-streaked face broke into a dopey, blissful smile. “Daddy… just let go,” she called out in her breathy, feminine voice, cum dripping from her new cunt. “It feels so good… no more stress… just cock and pretty clothes and cumming like a real girl. Mum understands. You will too.”

Patricia stepped even closer to her bound husband, pressing her body against his. She could feel his cock twitching traitorously against the pink shorts despite his rage and horror. “She’s right, darling. Look how easily she cums now. You’ve always been so angry, so controlling. This camp will fix you. Lena promised me. You’ll become my sweet little sissy daughter with a proper pussy… and I’ll finally have what I deserve.”

Richard’s angry shouts echoed through the room as one of the guards moved forward with a chloroform rag. His eyes locked on Patricia’s, filled with betrayal, disgust, and horror, as the rag clamped over his face once more. The world faded to pink again.

Patricia watched him slump, then turned back to the glass where Olivia was already spreading her legs wider, inviting another trainer to fuck her freshly creampied pussy.

“Yes,” she whispered to herself, a dark, satisfied smile spreading across her face. “This is going to be perfect.”


Chapter 8

Richard Hargrove’s first week at Harmony Fitness Camp was a relentless assault on body and mind. From the moment he woke strapped to a medical chair after the chloroform, the camp’s programme hit him like a sledgehammer. No gentle introduction, Lena had ordered the accelerated track for him, determined to please Patricia.

The injections came first. Every morning, after a forced pink protein shake that left his stomach warm and his head fuzzy, a stern nurse in a tight white uniform administered a new experimental hormone compound, a fast-acting cocktail of high-dose oestrogen, androgen blockers, and subtle psychoactive agents designed to reshape both flesh and will at record speed. The needle slid into his arse cheek with clinical efficiency, and within hours Richard felt the effects; a strange heat spreading through his groin, his skin growing sensitive and itchy, and an unwelcome softness creeping into his muscles.

“Fight it all you want,” the nurse purred as she wiped the injection site. “This batch works quicker than anything we’ve used before. You’ll be plump and pretty in days.”

Heavy VR sessions dominated the daylight hours. Strapped into a reclining chair in a dimly lit chamber, Richard was fitted with the headset and forced to inhale the sweet, musky scented mist. The visuals were merciless; endless loops of feminised men, smooth bodies, bouncing tits, eager mouths wrapped around thick cocks. Hypnotic audio layered over moaning sissies begging to be fucked, praising the beauty of submission, the joy of a shrinking clit and swelling arse. “Let go… become soft… serve… feel how good it is to be used…”

Richard screamed and cursed through the first few sessions, but the chemicals and relentless stimulation wore him down. By day four his voice was hoarse. His chest ached constantly, nipples puffy and tender against the rough camp gown. His cock, once proud, felt smaller and less responsive, though unwanted erections still plagued him during the VR edging protocols where his hands were guided to stroke himself without release.

Evenings were worse. He caught glimpses of Olivia during group “socialisation”, his son now a giggling, cum-hungry sissy who happily rode trainers in the open lounge, her new pussy on full display as she squirted and begged. The sight filled Richard with sickening horror, but the fight was draining from him.

By the end of the seventh day, all resistance had been crushed out of him. His body felt foreign, softer skin, slightly wider hips, and a persistent sensitivity in his chest and arse. The constant pink shakes and VR left his mind foggy, escape plans dissolving into exhausted acceptance. When Lena finally unlocked his restraints that evening and told him he could join his wife in their assigned couple’s cabin, Richard simply nodded. No shouting. No demands. Just hollow defeat in his eyes.

Patricia was waiting.

The cabin was luxurious and dimly lit, much like the one Oliver had once shared with Chloe. Patricia lay on the large bed in a sheer black negligee that clung to her curves, her nipples clearly visible. She looked radiant, empowered, aroused, transformed by the camp’s influence in her own way. When Richard entered wearing only the thin camp robe, she smiled with genuine delight.

“Come here, darling,” she said softly, patting the bed. “It’s been a long week. Let me take care of you.”

Richard approached slowly, all fight gone. He no longer believed escape was possible. The guards, the drugs, the cameras, it was pointless. He climbed onto the bed and let Patricia pull him into a deep kiss. Her hands roamed his softening body, teasing his sensitive nipples until he gasped into her mouth.

“You’re already changing,” she murmured approvingly, pinching one puffy nub. “So sensitive. Just like Olivia.”

They made love, or rather, Patricia made love to him. Richard lay back as she straddled him, guiding his diminished cock into her wet cunt. She rode him slowly at first, grinding deep, her hands on his chest. For the first time in years, she took complete control, moaning freely as she used his body for her pleasure. Richard simply took it, hips moving mechanically, eyes distant.

“You feel smaller already,” Patricia whispered filthily, bouncing harder. “But that’s okay. This isn’t about your little prick anymore.”

After she came once, shuddering around him, she climbed off and reached for something under the pillow, a sleek, medium-sized strap-on dildo with a curved head, already lubed. Richard’s eyes widened slightly, but he offered no protest.

“Turn over, darling,” she instructed gently. “Time to learn what Olivia feels every day.”

He rolled onto his stomach without argument, arse slightly raised. Patricia knelt behind him, spreading his cheeks and pressing the slick toy against his virgin hole. “Relax for me. This is going to feel strange at first… then wonderful.”

She pushed forward steadily. Richard groaned as the dildo stretched him open, the unfamiliar fullness pressing against his prostate. Patricia moaned in pleasure at the sight, one hand reaching around to stroke his softening cock as she began to thrust.

“That’s it… take it like a good girl,” she breathed, pegging him with increasing rhythm. The curved head rubbed his prostate with every stroke, sending unwanted sparks of pleasure through his drugged body. His cock leaked in her hand, smaller than before. “Doesn’t it feel good? Giving in? Letting me fuck you properly?”

Richard buried his face in the pillow, moaning shamefully as she pegged him deeper. The hormones and exhaustion left him powerless to resist the building pressure. When Patricia reached around and rubbed his prostate through his cock at the same time, he came weakly, a pathetic spurt onto the sheets while his arse clenched around the strap-on.

Patricia kissed the back of his neck triumphantly. “Good boy. My sweet little sissy in training.”

Afterwards, they lay together. Richard stared at the ceiling, broken and quiet. Patricia stroked his hair.

A soft knock came at the door. Lena entered with a neatly folded uniform. “For your next phase,” she said with a smile, handing it to Patricia. “He’s ready.”

The new uniform was delicate and humiliating; a tight satin sports bra in soft pink, designed to cup and accentuate budding breasts, and matching high-cut satin panties that would cradle his shrinking package while framing his arse beautifully.

Patricia held them up, eyes sparkling with dark joy. “Put them on for me, darling. Let’s see how pretty you look.”

Richard, with no fight left, stood and slipped into the satin lingerie. The bra hugged his tender, swollen chest. The panties felt silky and restrictive against his softened cock and balls. He looked at himself in the mirror, already softer, more feminine, and felt only numb acceptance.

Patricia came up behind him, squeezing his arse through the satin. “Perfect. Tomorrow we begin properly. Olivia can’t wait to welcome her new sister.”

The days that followed blurred into a humiliating routine of domestic sissification. Richard, now referred to exclusively as “Ricki” by the staff and Patricia, was thrown into the advanced “household service” track alongside a small group of other older men in their forties and fifties. These were husbands and fathers whose wives had similarly embraced the camp’s ideology. All of them wore the tight satin sports bras and high-cut panties, their bodies already softening under the experimental hormone injections.

Mornings began with more injections and VR sessions. The fast-acting compounds accelerated the changes; Ricki’s chest had swollen into tender A-cup mounds that filled the satin bra, his nipples constantly erect and hypersensitive. His arse had plumped noticeably, stretching the shiny pink panties tight across his widening hips. His cock had shrunk further, now a pathetic little clitty that leaked at the slightest stimulation.

After the VR, filled with hypnotic images of sissies cooking and cleaning in lingerie while being fucked from behind, came practical training.

The domestic wing of the camp was a large, gleaming kitchen and cleaning suite. Ricki and the other “older girls” were put to work under the strict supervision of dominant female instructors and muscular male trainers in lingerie.

“Cooking is a woman’s art,” Instructor Valeria announced on the first day, swishing a thin riding crop. “You will learn to prepare nutritious, pretty meals for your superiors. Get it wrong and you will be corrected.”

Ricki fumbled the simple task of chopping vegetables. His hands shook from the hormones and exhaustion. The crop came down sharply across his satin-covered arse, three stinging lashes that left red welts beneath the fabric but no permanent marks.

“Sloppy work, Ricki,” Valeria snapped. “Try again.”

Across the room, another older sissy in training dropped a plate. He was immediately bent over the counter, panties yanked down, and whipped across his plumpening cheeks until he sobbed apologies. The trainers watched with amusement, their massive cocks twitching in their lace panties.

Cleaning was even more degrading. Ricki was given a tiny feather duster and told to polish the lodge floors on his hands and knees. The satin bra rubbed constantly against his sore nipples, sending unwanted sparks of pleasure through him. When he missed a spot, a trainer grabbed him by the hair and forced him to lick the floor clean while another delivered precise, stinging strokes from a flexible whip across his upturned arse.

“Proper sissies keep everything spotless for their owners,” the trainer growled, landing another lash. Ricki whimpered, his tiny clitty leaking into his panties as the pain mixed with the chemical arousal.

By the third day, the older men had learned quickly. Bruises faded fast thanks to the camp’s healing creams, but the psychological conditioning ran deep. Ricki moved with mincing steps, instinctively keeping his back arched and arse presented. He cooked simple meals, salads, grilled proteins, pretty plated desserts, and cleaned with frantic diligence, terrified of the whip.

Evenings belonged to Patricia.

She had begun her own special training with Lena in a private suite. Patricia was an eager student.

“Control is everything,” Lena explained one afternoon, demonstrating on a padded dummy that resembled a male torso. “A little targeted abuse goes a very long way with men. It breaks their ego without damaging the merchandise. We teach you how to cause maximum discomfort and humiliation while leaving almost no visible marks.”

Patricia practised with enthusiasm. She learned the art of nipple twisting and pinching, hard, sustained pressure that made Ricki gasp and beg. She mastered spanking with a flat paddle in rhythmic patterns that turned the flesh bright red but faded within hours. Most effective were the psychological elements; making him hold stress positions while she teased his shrinking clitty without letting him cum, or forcing him to thank her after each punishment.

That night, back in their cabin, Patricia put her new skills to use.

Ricki entered wearing only his satin bra and panties, carrying a tray with the meal he had prepared under supervision. Patricia lounged on the bed in a silk robe, her eyes gleaming with power.

“Serve me, sissy,” she commanded.

He set the tray down carefully. When Patricia tasted the food and found the seasoning slightly off, she smiled darkly.

“On your knees.”

Ricki dropped obediently. Patricia grabbed his swollen nipples through the satin bra and twisted viciously, pulling them outward. Ricki cried out, tears welling in his eyes.

“Thank you for correcting me, Mistress,” he whimpered, repeating the phrase the instructors had drilled into him.

Patricia released his nipples only to push him face-down on the bed. She yanked his panties down and spanked him methodically, ten hard strikes with her bare hand followed by the paddle. His plump arse glowed pink.

“You’re learning,” she purred, clearly aroused. “But you still need more training.”

She strapped on her dildo, larger than before, and mounted him from behind. As she pegged him deep and hard, grinding the curved head against his increasingly sensitive prostate, she reached around and edged his tiny clitty mercilessly.

“Imagine cooking and cleaning for me every day while real men fuck me in our bed,” she whispered, thrusting rhythmically. “You’ll thank them politely afterwards, won’t you, Ricki?”

“Yes, Mistress…” he moaned, broken and aroused despite himself. The hormones had rewired his pleasure centres. When Patricia finally allowed him to cum, a weak, ruined spurt onto the sheets, he thanked her profusely.

Lena visited them the next morning while Ricki was on his knees scrubbing the cabin floor in nothing but his satin lingerie.

“He’s coming along nicely,” Lena observed, watching Ricki’s plump arse jiggle with each scrub. “The older ones take longer to break, but once they accept their place as domestic sissies, they become wonderfully obedient.”

Patricia nodded, running a hand through Ricki’s hair. “I love how sensitive he’s getting. The injections are working beautifully.”

Lena smiled. “Keep practising your techniques. A little daily pain and humiliation reinforces the new order. Soon he’ll be cooking, cleaning, and presenting his holes without being told. Just like Olivia.”

That evening, after another session of cooking, cleaning, and corrective whippings in the domestic suite, Ricki returned to the cabin exhausted. Patricia was waiting with her strap-on ready and a fresh set of instructions from Lena.

“On the bed, legs up,” she ordered. “Time for your nightly prostate milking.”

As she pegged him senseless, Ricki’s mind drifted in a haze of hormones, pain, and unwanted pleasure. All thoughts of his old life, of escape, of masculinity had been whipped and fucked out of him. He was Patricia’s sissy now, learning to cook, clean, and serve.

Deep down, a tiny, broken part of him was starting to accept it.


Chapter 9

By the start of the third week, the experimental hormone injections had accelerated Ricki’s transformation to a frightening degree. His chest had swelled into soft, sensitive B-cup breasts that strained against the tight satin sports bra, jiggling slightly with every mincing step. His arse was now plump and round, perfectly framed by the high-cut satin panties that rode up between his cheeks. His skin was silky smooth, and his once-proud cock had become a soft, pathetic little clitty, barely three inches when “hard,” and even then it struggled to stay firm.

The erections that did come were weak and fleeting. During morning edging sessions in the VR chamber, Ricki would whimper as his clitty twitched uselessly in the instructor’s hand, leaking clear fluid but refusing to harden properly. “Look at that useless thing,” Valeria mocked, flicking the soft head. “Soon it won’t rise at all. Perfect for a domestic sissy like you.”

The training intensified.

Mornings now included “Grace and Presentation” classes. Ricki and the other older sissies were fitted with towering stilettos, five-inch pink patent heels that made their plump arses stick out obscenely. They spent hours walking up and down the mirrored corridor, hips swaying, backs arched.

“Smaller steps, Ricki,” the instructor snapped, cracking a crop across his satin-covered arse when he stumbled. “Sissies glide. We want men to watch that fat arse bounce.” Ricki practised until his calves burned, eventually mastering the mincing, seductive walk that made his new breasts jiggle and his panties ride higher.

Afternoon sessions focused on lingerie. In a private dressing suite, Ricki was taught how to properly put on a bra, hooking it in front then spinning it around, adjusting the cups to lift his budding tits invitingly. Stockings came next; rolling the sheer black nylon up his smooth, thickening thighs, clipping them carefully to a delicate garter belt. The sensation of silk and lace against his sensitive skin made his soft clitty leak into the matching panties.

“Seduction is your new weapon,” Lena taught during practical lessons. “Even as a domestic sissy, you must know how to please a man.” She demonstrated on a muscular trainer, showing Ricki how to kneel gracefully, bat his lashes, and run his tongue along a thick shaft while whispering filthy praise. Ricki was forced to practise on a large dildo mounted on the wall, deepthroating it until he gagged, then turning around, spreading his cheeks, and begging in a breathy voice; “Please fuck this sissy’s holes, Sir.”

Evenings brought the social conditioning classes. The older sissies sat in a pink-lit lecture room, still dressed in full lingerie and heels, while Lena delivered lectures on the evils of masculinity.

“Men are pigs,” she declared, clicking through slides of wars, environmental destruction, corporate greed, and domestic abuse. “Alpha males have ruined everything. Their aggression, their ego, their need to dominate, it’s why society is dying.”

The class was forced to recite mantras in unison, voices rising in humiliating chorus;

“Alpha men are violent pigs who destroy the world.” “I hate what I used to be. Masculinity is poison.” “Real men fail. Sissies serve and obey.” “The Y chromosome must be erased for humanity to survive.”

Ricki mouthed the words, but a tiny spark of resistance still burned behind his eyes. He hated the mantras. Hated the heels. Hated how his soft clitty twitched when the trainers in lace lingerie walked past.

Lena noticed.

One evening, after Patricia had finished another enthusiastic pegging session, leaving Ricki face-down, arse red and leaking lube, Lena pulled her aside in the cabin.

“He’s progressing well physically,” Lena said, glancing at Ricki’s curled, broken form on the bed. “But there’s still a little fight left in him. That stubborn male ego refuses to die completely. The domestic training and mantras aren’t enough.”

Patricia wiped her strap-on clean, eyes gleaming with dark hunger. “What do you suggest?”

Lena smiled. “The ultimate break. Something so shameful, so taboo, that it shatters what remains of his identity. Make him fuck his own son. Make Ricki push his soft little clitty into Olivia’s new pussy and cum inside her. Force him to commit the worst sin a father can, breeding his transformed daughter-sissy while you watch. Once he does that, the guilt and humiliation will crush him forever. He’ll be completely yours.”

Patricia’s breath caught. A wicked, delighted smile spread across her face as she looked at her broken husband. “Yes… that’s perfect. Arrange it for tomorrow night. I want to see him break completely.”

Ricki, half-dozing in his satin lingerie, didn’t hear the conversation. But something in the air had shifted. The final, most degrading step was coming.

That night, the cabin was thick with anticipation. Soft pink lighting bathed the large bed. Patricia sat in a plush armchair beside it, legs crossed, wearing a sheer black robe that did nothing to hide her hardened nipples. Her eyes gleamed with dark, hungry excitement.

Ricki was already on the bed in nothing but his tight satin bra and panties, his soft B-cup breasts spilling over the cups. A high dose of Viagra, mixed into his evening pink shake along with an extra hormone booster, had worked its cruel magic. Despite his horror and shame, his once-proud cock was now rigidly erect, throbbing painfully hard against the satin, leaking a steady stream of precum. It felt unnatural, almost alien after weeks of softening.

The door opened. Olivia minced in, dressed like the perfect fuckdoll; a tiny white babydoll that barely covered her plump arse, no panties, her new pussy already glistening. Her exaggerated curves jiggled with every step, perky tits bouncing, fat arse swaying, glossy lips parted in a permanent slutty smile.

“Daddy,” Olivia purred happily, climbing onto the bed. “Mum said you needed me tonight.”

Richard, Ricki, shook his head, tears already spilling down his cheeks. “No… please… not this. Olivia, I’m your father…”

“Shhh,” Patricia interrupted, her voice dripping with glee. “You’re going to fuck your daughter-sissy like the pathetic little clitty-boy you are. All three holes. I want to watch every second.”

Two muscular trainers in lace lingerie stood guard by the door, ensuring compliance. Ricki sobbed openly as Olivia crawled between his legs, her soft hands pulling his satin panties aside to free his drug-forced erection.

“It’s okay, Daddy,” Olivia whispered lovingly, straddling him. “It feels so good when you’re inside me. Let me help you.”

She lowered herself onto his throbbing cock, her brand-new pussy, tight, wet, and surgically perfect, swallowing every inch in one smooth glide. Ricki gasped, hips bucking involuntarily as her velvety walls clenched around him. Olivia moaned like a whore, riding him slowly at first, her plump arse slapping against his thighs.

“Ohhh yes, Daddy… fuck your little girl’s cunt,” she breathed, bouncing harder. Her tits jiggled in the babydoll as she ground down, her clit rubbing against his base. Juices ran down his balls with every thrust.

Ricki sobbed uncontrollably, tears streaming, but his Viagra-hard cock betrayed him, thrusting up into his own son’s dripping pussy. Patricia watched with pure delight, one hand between her legs, rubbing herself as she witnessed her husband’s ultimate degradation.

“Harder, Ricki,” Patricia commanded. “Fuck your daughter properly.”

Olivia leaned forward, feeding one of her soft tits into Ricki’s mouth. “Suck on them, Daddy. Good girl…”

After several minutes of sobbing, unwilling thrusts, Olivia climbed off, turned around, and presented her fat arse. “Now my other hole, Daddy.”

She guided his slick cock to her well-trained arsehole and sank down, taking him balls-deep. The tight heat made Ricki groan despite himself. Olivia rode him reverse cowgirl, her massive arse rippling beautifully as she impaled herself again and again, moaning filthily. “Fill your sissy daughter’s cunt and arse, Daddy… I’m yours…”

Ricki’s hips moved on autopilot, the drugs and weeks of conditioning forcing him deeper. He came hard inside her arse with a broken sob, pumping weak spurts into her bowels while Olivia squealed in delight and came around him, her new pussy gushing untouched.

But the trainers made sure he stayed hard. Another dose of stimulant was quickly administered. Olivia turned and took his cum-smeared cock into her mouth, deepthroating him with expert skill, sucking and slurping noisily while looking up at him with loving, cock-drunk eyes.

Ricki cried the entire time, broken whimpers escaping as his son, now fully his daughter-sister in depravity, worshipped his shaft. Olivia bobbed eagerly, gagging herself on his length until he came a second time down her throat. She swallowed every drop with a happy moan, then licked him clean.

Finally, Patricia ordered the ultimate position. Olivia lay on her back, legs spread wide, her freshly fucked pussy and arse on full display. Ricki was pushed on top of her. Sobbing uncontrollably, he slid back into her pussy for a final round, thrusting mechanically while Olivia wrapped her smooth legs around him and pulled him into a deep, lover’s kiss.

Their tongues tangled passionately. Olivia moaned into his mouth, “I love you, Daddy… cum inside me again…”

Ricki broke completely. Tears poured down his face as he fucked his own transformed son, kissing her like a lover, his soft breasts pressing against hers. He came one last time deep in her pussy with a guttural, anguished sob, body shaking with shame and unwanted pleasure.

Olivia held the kiss long after he finished, stroking his hair tenderly. “Good girl, Daddy.”

Patricia stood up, clapping softly with glee. She approached the bed and stroked Ricki’s tear-streaked face.

“There, darling. It’s done. You’ve fucked your own daughter. The worst thing a father could ever do. There’s nothing left to fight for now. Give up completely. Accept your future as my pretty little domestic sissy wife. Cooking, cleaning, getting pegged, serving real men while I watch. Say it.”

Ricki, utterly shattered, looked up at his wife with empty, defeated eyes. He nodded slowly, voice barely a whisper.

“I… I give up. I accept it. Everything. I’m your sissy. Ricki. No more fighting.”

Patricia kissed his forehead tenderly, then Olivia’s lips. “Good girl. Tomorrow we start your permanent chastity and full domestic service training. Olivia can help teach you.”

Ricki closed his eyes, tears still falling, as the last remnants of his old self died in that pink-lit room. The cult had won completely.

The days after Ricki’s ultimate degradation passed in a pink-tinged blur of submission. There would be no full reassignment surgery for him, Lena had decided a permanent, functional clitty locked away would serve as a better daily reminder of his fallen masculinity for Patricia’s amusement.

One morning, after another intense session of domestic training and a long pegging from his wife, Ricki was led to the medical suite. He was strapped spread-eagled to a padded table, still wearing only his satin bra and panties. Patricia and Olivia watched from the side, both smiling with satisfaction.

“This is the final step for domestic sissies like you,” Lena explained calmly as a technician prepared the tools. “A custom titanium cage. No key. No lock. It will be welded permanently in place around your clitty and balls. You will never cum like a man again. Only ruined prostate orgasms from now on.”

Ricki’s eyes widened in fresh horror, but the fight had been fucked out of him. He lay there silently as the technician fitted the cold metal device. The cage was small, cruelly tight, and ornate, pink-tinted titanium rings that crushed his shrunken clitty into a humiliating nub while a curved shield pressed his balls up and outward. The technician worked with a small welding torch, sealing the bands permanently around the base of his shaft and scrotum. The brief heat stung, but the finality hurt far more.

“There,” the technician said, stepping back. “It’s done. Permanent. Part of your body now.”

Ricki stared down at the shiny pink cage trapping his useless clitty. A single tear rolled down his cheek. Patricia leaned over and kissed it away.

“Beautiful,” she whispered. “My locked little sissy wife.”

In the weeks that followed, the tears came less and less. Each day of training chipped away at what remained of Richard Hargrove. Cooking elaborate meals while plugged and caged. Cleaning on his knees in full lingerie and heels. Hours spent walking perfectly in stilettos, reciting mantras about the evils of masculinity. Nights spent pleasuring Patricia with his tongue and taking her strap-on deep in his plump arse while his caged clitty leaked helplessly.

The permanent cage was a constant torment, always there, always visible, a shiny pink reminder that he would never fuck like a man again. His erections became impossible, reduced to painful straining against the unyielding metal. The hormones continued their work, softening his body further, making his breasts grow to full C-cups and his arse even rounder.

Slowly, the tears dried up. The shame remained, but it twisted into something numb, then warm, then eager under the relentless conditioning.

The final test came one afternoon in the advanced service suite. Ricki was dressed in full seductive lingerie; black lace bra lifting his soft tits, matching garter belt and stockings, tiny thong pulled aside to show his caged clitty. Olivia had helped him with his makeup, glossy pink lips, heavy lashes, blush on his cheeks.

A tall, muscular trainer in sheer black lace panties stood before him, his massive cock already hard and throbbing.

“On your knees, Ricki,” the trainer commanded.

Ricki dropped gracefully, the years of fight completely gone. He looked up at the towering man with big, doe-like eyes, his glossy lips parting into a genuine, needy smile.

“Please let me suck you, Sir,” he said sweetly, voice soft and feminine, no hesitation left. “I want to be a good cocksucker for you.”

The trainer grinned and fed his thick cock between Ricki’s plump lips. Ricki moaned happily around the shaft, sucking eagerly as he took more and more into his throat. Tears of shame no longer came, only the wet, slurping sounds of a fully broken, happy sissy doing what she was made for.

Patricia and Olivia watched from the doorway, arms around each other.

“He’s finally perfect,” Patricia whispered, her hand sliding down to squeeze her own son-turned-daughter’s arse. “My family, just as it should be.”


Epilogue

Ricki glided through the sunlit living room of their spacious suburban home, feather duster in hand, humming a cheerful, breathy melody that rose and fell like a happy pop song. His plump, panty-covered tushy swayed and jiggled rhythmically with every step, the frilly black-and-white satin maid uniform clinging lovingly to his transformed body. The short skirt barely covered the lower curves of his fat, heart-shaped arse, and every happy wiggle caused the fabric to ride up, flashing the tiny pink thong that disappeared between his smooth, rounded cheeks. His full C-cup breasts bounced gently in the low-cut top, nipples stiff and sensitive against the lace trim.

“La-la-la-la, what a perfect, pretty day,” he sang softly to himself, voice light and feminine, completely lost in a warm, swirling pink fog. The permanent titanium cage around his shrunken clitty and balls felt snug and comforting rather than restrictive now, a constant, pleasant reminder of his place. He bent deeply at the waist to dust the ornate coffee table, deliberately arching his back and pushing his massive arse out toward the room. The motion made his caged clitty dangle helplessly, leaking a tiny bead of clear fluid into the satin pouch.

What should I cook for Mistress tonight? he wondered dreamily, mind floating in blissful submission. Something elegant… perhaps a pink champagne risotto with seared scallops, followed by a strawberry pavlova for dessert. She loves when I make things pretty and sweet, just like me.

He straightened up with a little twirl, heels clicking happily on the hardwood floor, and moved to the mantelpiece. The hormones and years of conditioning had turned his once-masculine mind into something soft, eager, and utterly content. There were no more dark thoughts of escape or anger, only service, pretty clothes, and the anticipation of being used. Life was simple. Life was perfect.

On the large leather sofa across the room, Patricia reclined like an absolute queen on her throne. She wore a sheer emerald-green robe that hung open, revealing her full, mature breasts and the smooth curve of her hips. Her legs were propped casually on the broad, muscular back of her white lover, a tall, powerfully built man in his thirties named Derek. He knelt obediently on all fours, serving as her human footstool. A tightly laced black corset cinched his waist dramatically, emphasising his broad shoulders and powerful arms, while sheer black stockings clung to his thick, muscular thighs. His heavy balls and thick cock hung exposed beneath him, already half-hard from the humiliation.

Beside Patricia sat Jamal, her equally impressive Black lover. He was even more muscular, with dark skin that gleamed under the afternoon light. He wore delicate pink lace lingerie, a sheer babydoll top stretched obscenely across his ripped chest and tiny matching panties that struggled to contain his massive, veiny cock. Patricia lazily stroked the thick shaft with manicured fingers while Jamal gently fed the swollen, leaking head between her lips. She sucked him greedily, moaning around his girth as she took several inches into her warm mouth, her tongue swirling lazily over the salty precum.

How lucky I am, Patricia thought contentedly, hollowing her cheeks and sucking harder. This is everything I spent decades missing. Her old life, the constant compromises, the smaller paycheques, the endless emotional labour to keep Richard’s ego intact, felt like a distant nightmare. Now she had two devoted, virile live-in lovers who fucked her senseless multiple times a day. Derek and Jamal were utterly under her control, trained by the camp to serve both her and her pretty sissy husband. Olivia was rarely home for long these days, always out in the city bars recruiting fresh shy boys with that irresistible body and seductive smile, but Patricia didn’t mind. She was getting more than enough sex, raw, passionate, dominant sex, and so was Ricki, who happily took load after load from her lovers whenever she commanded it.

She pulled off Jamal’s cock with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting her lips to the glistening head, and smiled up at him. “You taste so good today, baby.” Jamal grinned and stroked her hair affectionately as she resumed sucking.

Her thoughts drifted to work. The promotion to senior director was almost hers. She had earned it through sheer competence and the quiet confidence that came with her new life. There was only one obstacle left, that arrogant young prick Marcus in accounting. Barely thirty, full of himself, he’d had the nerve to suggest in the last team meeting that she “consider retirement” so “fresher talent” could step up. Patricia’s eyes narrowed with dark amusement as she bobbed deeper on Jamal’s thick cock. I’ll call Lena this afternoon, she decided. Let the camp have him. He’ll make such a lovely, shy little sissy once they’re done with him. Then the promotion will be mine.

She lifted her feet off Derek’s back and gave his firm arse a sharp, playful slap. “Enough of that. I want a show.”

Derek rose smoothly to his feet, his muscular body on full display in the black corset and stockings. His thick cock stood fully erect now, throbbing with anticipation. He smiled eagerly, clearly thrilled at the prospect of using the household sissy.

Ricki turned from his dusting, his pretty made-up face lighting up with genuine excitement. His glossy pink lips parted in a needy, happy smile as he took in Derek’s hard cock.

“Assume the position, sissy,” Patricia commanded, still lazily stroking Jamal’s shaft.

Ricki didn’t need telling twice. He minced over to the sofa with quick, graceful steps, his hips swaying seductively. Bending over the wide armrest, he flipped up the frilly maid skirt and reached back with both hands, pulling his tiny pink thong aside to fully expose his smooth, hairless arsehole and the dangling pink cage between his thighs.

“Please, Sir,” Ricki moaned breathily, looking over his shoulder with big, lust-filled eyes. “Fuck your little maid sissy hard. I’ve been such a good girl today.”

Derek stepped forward, gripping Ricki’s wide, soft hips. He rubbed the thick head of his cock up and down the sissy’s crack, teasing the twitching hole before pressing forward. Ricki gasped happily as the fat head popped inside him, stretching his well-trained arse beautifully. Derek sank in deeper with a low groan, burying half his length in one smooth thrust.

“Ohhh yes, Sir!” Ricki cried out in delight, pushing back eagerly. His plump arse cheeks rippled as Derek began to fuck him with long, powerful strokes. The sound of skin slapping skin filled the room, mixed with Ricki’s breathy, feminine moans. His caged clitty swung uselessly beneath him, leaking steadily onto the floor as his prostate was pounded.

Patricia watched with pure satisfaction, sucking Jamal’s cock deeper while enjoying the live show. “That’s it, darling. Take it like the happy little sissy you are.”

Ricki’s eyes fluttered with pleasure, his mind deep in its permanent pink fog. There was no shame anymore, only joy in service, in being used, in making his Mistress happy. He moaned louder, rocking back to meet every thrust, his full breasts bouncing inside the maid uniform.

Ricki had become wonderfully, shamelessly gay in the most delightful way. With Patricia’s full blessing, he was free to go out whenever he liked, and he took full advantage. Many nights he would slip into tight, revealing outfits and head to the city’s hottest gay clubs, where he spent hours on his knees in dark corners or bent over in private booths, eagerly servicing groups of horny men. He loved the taste of cock, the feeling of thick loads painting his face, and especially the deep, pounding fuckings that left his plump arse gaping and leaking cum down his stockinged thighs. Patricia adored watching it all. She would often join him at the clubs or review the videos he brought home, fingering herself furiously as she watched her former husband moan like a whore while real men railed his sissy holes. She had never imagined enjoying gay porn, yet now it aroused her just as intensely as lesbian porn did for straight men, the sight of her pretty, caged sissy husband getting used and filled by hard cock never failed to make her dripping wet and desperate to join in or take her lovers afterwards.

Derek gripped the sissy’s waist tighter and fucked him harder, the wet sounds growing filthier. Patricia smiled around Jamal’s cock, thinking about the phone call she would make later. Marcus had no idea what was coming.

Life was perfect indeed.

* * * *

Olivia stepped into The Velvet Fox with the same confident, predatory grace that Chloe had once possessed. The dim lighting of the Shoreditch bar kissed her transformed body like a lover. Six months after her full conversion and surgery, she was a vision of hyper-feminine perfection; long, glossy chestnut hair cascading over her shoulders, full C-cup tits straining against a tight white crop top that left her smooth midriff bare, and a tiny black miniskirt that barely covered the lower curve of her plump, heart-shaped arse. Her legs looked endless in strappy heels, and every step made her thick thighs and jiggling cheeks draw hungry stares from across the room.

She wore the same glossy pink lipstick and smoky eye makeup that drove shy boys wild. Her new pussy, tight, surgically perfect, and already growing damp with anticipation, tingled beneath a tiny lace thong as she scanned the crowd. There he was. In the corner, exactly like Oliver once had been; a skinny, awkward young man in his early twenties, nursing a pint and avoiding eye contact. Messy dark hair, narrow shoulders, pretty hazel eyes that flicked nervously around the room. Perfect.

Olivia sauntered over, hips rolling seductively, the same slow, knowing smile Chloe had used on her playing across her plump lips.

“Mind if I join you?” she purred, her voice soft and breathy with that faint husky undertone. She slid onto the stool beside him before he could answer, crossing her legs so the miniskirt rode higher and flashed the edge of her thong.

The boy blushed instantly, eyes widening as they took in her exaggerated curves. “Uh… n-no, of course not,” he stammered, just as Oliver had.

“I’m Olivia,” she said, extending a delicate hand with long pink nails. When he took it, she let her thumb brush teasingly over his knuckles. “You look like you could use some proper company tonight.”

His name was Ethan. Twenty-one, painfully shy, working a dead-end admin job. Olivia listened with wide, doe-like eyes as he spoke, leaning in so her soft tits brushed his arm. She laughed lightly at his nervous jokes, letting her hand rest on his thigh, fingers tracing slow circles closer and closer to the rapidly growing bulge in his jeans.

“You’re cute when you’re shy, you know that?” she whispered, lips brushing his ear. “I bet you’ve got a nice cock tucked away. Modest… but so eager.”

Ethan’s breath hitched. Within twenty minutes, they were in a cab back to his tiny flat. Olivia’s hand was down his trousers, slowly wanking his modest prick while she kissed him hungrily. That familiar sweet-chemical taste lingered on her tongue, the same one she’d once received.

The moment the door closed, she dropped to her knees like the expert recruiter she was. She yanked his jeans down and swallowed his cock to the root, throat relaxing effortlessly around his length. Ethan groaned loudly, hands flying to her silky hair as she bobbed with wet, obscene sounds, saliva dripping down her chin.

“Fuck… Olivia…” he whimpered.

She pulled off with a pop, strings of spit connecting her glossy lips to his throbbing prick. “Such a good boy already leaking for me. Come on, baby. Let me ride you.”

She pushed him onto his unmade bed, peeled off her crop top to reveal her perfect perky tits, then shimmied out of her miniskirt and thong. Her smooth, puffy pussy glistened with arousal. Climbing astride him, Olivia sank down onto his cock in one smooth motion, her tight, velvety cunt gripping him like a hot fist.

“Oh fuuuuck,” she moaned, head tipping back as she began to ride him. Her plump arse slapped against his skinny thighs, tits bouncing hypnotically. She rode him hard and fast, grinding her swollen clit against his pubic bone while whispering the same filthy promises Chloe had once given her.

“You’re mine now, Ethan. Such a shy, skinny little thing… but your cock knows exactly what it wants.”

She made him cum deep inside her first, then sat on his face and ground her cum-filled pussy against his eager tongue. Later, she introduced him to her arse, riding him reverse cowgirl so he could watch her fat cheeks ripple. By morning, Ethan was utterly smitten, dick-drunk and already agreeing to a “couples’ fitness retreat” she’d mentioned.

Olivia slipped out of his flat with a satisfied smile, cum still leaking down her inner thighs. Another one hooked.

Back at the family home, she occasionally returned to share her conquests. Patricia would watch with dark delight as Olivia described the night’s catch, often while Derek and Jamal took turns fucking both mother and daughter-sissy. Ricki would serve them all drinks and snacks in his maid uniform, his caged clitty leaking as he listened to Olivia’s filthy stories.

The cult grew steadily. One pretty sissy at a time. Olivia’s success rate was exceptional, her genuine transformation, her real pussy, and that seductive smile made her irresistible. Shy boys fell like dominoes. The camp’s cabins stayed full. New recruiters were born. The cycle continued, elegant and unstoppable.

Patricia, Ricki, and Olivia had become the perfect family unit; a dominant wife with her virile lovers, a happy domestic sissy maid, and a hyper-sexual recruiter daughter. The future was pink, wet, and utterly submissive.

One converted boy at a time, the world was being remade.

THE END
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