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​Episode 1: The Uniform

The "Catering and Services" department of the massive professional apparel store was deserted, soaked in the pungent smell of new polyester, plastic, and cardboard boxes. Julian had slipped in there almost without realizing it, taking advantage of the fact that Victoria had lagged behind to look at some gardening overalls.

Slender and not very tall, he felt microscopic among those towering shelves. But his eyes caught a hanger at the very back. It was a classic maid’s dress: stiff, black synthetic fabric, completed by a white apron trimmed with lace and a starched collar. There was an XL size left—the only one. With his heart starting to hammer against his chest, Julian reached out a hand. He brushed the rough fabric. He closed his eyes for a second, imagining the sensation of that scratchy skirt against his bare thighs, the humiliation and the thrill of seeing himself like that. In his pants, a sudden, uncontrollable heat began to spread.

"Do you like the cut, Julian, or do you just think it's slimming?"

Victoria’s voice rang out behind him like a whip cracking. Julian gasped, letting go of the hanger, which swung precariously. He spun around, his face burning hot.

Victoria stood there, motionless, her arms crossed. She was a magnificent, dark-haired woman with lush, abundant curves that aggressively filled out her jeans and low-cut blouse. It was a sight that had always intimidated Julian, especially in bed. Things between them had never gone smoothly under the sheets: Julian’s petite frame and his decidedly below-average size had always left Victoria visibly unsatisfied, bored by a sexually stagnant marriage.

"N-no... I was just looking... I thought it was a costume for a party, or for the cleaning company of..." Julian stammered, feeling ridiculous.

Victoria didn't answer right away. She looked him up and down, noticing his downcast gaze and, above all, the prominent bulge deforming his pants. An enigmatic, almost cruel smile lit up her shapely face. She understood everything.

"You know what? It’ll look great on you. We’re buying it," she said in a calm tone that brooked no argument. She grabbed the hanger firmly, took Julian by the arm, and dragged him toward the register. He didn't dare say a single word, paralyzed by shame while Victoria paid the cashier, who stuffed the black dress and white apron into an anonymous plastic bag.

The drive back home was a torment of silence. The plastic bag on the back seat seemed to radiate heat. Julian stared at the windshield, gripping the steering wheel until his knuckles turned white. He knew he had just handed his most shameful fantasy over to an unsatisfied wife, and the terror of what would happen next mixed with an excitement so violent it almost hurt.

Beside him, Victoria didn't speak. She watched the road, resting her elbow on the window, glancing at him now and then with that superior smile. She licked her lips, savoring the absolute power she had just gained over this fragile man. For the first time in years, she seemed genuinely interested in him.

The moment they stepped through the front door, the atmosphere shifted. Victoria didn't even put down her keys. She grabbed the bag, tossed it onto the bedroom bed, and turned to face him, blocking his exit. Her voluptuous figure filled the room.

"Strip. Everything. And put this on," she ordered. Her voice was low, firm, devoid of any hint of a joke.

With trembling hands, Julian took off his shoes, his pants, his shirt, until he stood completely naked before her. He felt microscopic, exposed, as Victoria judged his slender body and his modest endowments with a cold expression. Then, he picked up the maid’s outfit. Slipping into that stiff polyester fabric was awkward; the zipper on the back caught halfway up his spine.

Victoria took a step forward. Her large, warm hands gripped the fabric, yanking the zipper up with a sharp tug that forced Julian to arch his back. She adjusted the white apron in the front, tying the knot around his waist almost painfully tight.

Before letting him go, Victoria grabbed his chin, forcing him to look her in the eyes.

"From this moment on, in this house, Julian no longer exists. When you wear this uniform, your name is Fanny. You are my domestic sissy maid, do you understand?"

Julian swallowed, nodding weakly. Hearing that female name spoken by her took his breath away.

"And listen to me carefully, Fanny," Victoria continued, tracing his cheek with her fingernail, leaving a faint red mark. "This isn't a game you can quit whenever you feel like it. I am in control. But if things get too intense for you, if you physically can't handle it... there’s a safe word. Tell me 'Red,' and I will stop instantly. But if you don't say it, you will do everything I command. Are we clear?"

"Y-yes, Victoria... I understand," he whispered, excited to the point of agony.

"Good. Now that you have the uniform and a name, you have to earn them," Victoria said, stepping back and resting her hands on her wide hips. "Go to the bathroom. Get on your knees and clean the tiles behind the toilet. I want it to shine. Move it, Fanny."

The bathroom floor was cold against Julian's bare knees. With the sponge in his hand and the bucket of detergent beside him, he began to scrub. With every movement of his arms, the polyester skirt inevitably rode up higher and higher, leaving his backside completely exposed and vulnerable to the cool air of the room. He felt like an object, a nobody, but his body responded to that humiliation with a desperate erection pressing against his briefs.

He heard Victoria’s heavy, purposeful footsteps. The bathroom door opened.

Julian didn't turn around; he kept scrubbing, his heart in his throat. Victoria positioned herself directly behind him, looking down at this small husband, kneeling at her feet in a servant’s uniform. With a slow, deliberate gesture, Victoria reached out, grabbed the hem of the black skirt and the apron, and flipped them completely over his back, leaving his buttocks and his intimacy entirely bare and at her mercy.

Victoria stared down at him as he knelt with the rag in his hand, frantically scrubbing the floor near the toilet. The black uniform skirt was completely inverted over his back, exposing his rear. The male cotton underwear contrasted ridiculously with the rest of the outfit.

With a sudden movement, Victoria grabbed them by the waistband and ripped them away with a sharp tug. "You won't be needing these anymore from now on," she declared in a ice-cold voice.

Instead of trying to cover himself or hide in shame, Julian reacted by yielding to the gesture: he arched his back conspicuously upward and spread his legs slightly, offering himself to her.

Victoria let out a low laugh, heavy with superiority. "My maid already knows exactly what she wants, it seems."

She reached toward the sink, grabbed a tube of moisturizer, and squeezed a generous amount onto her fingers. Without any gentleness, she began to spread it over Julian's exposed rear, massaging the entrance to his intimacy with insistence. At that slimy, cold contact, his pelvis began to move impatiently, arching even more and grinding in search of something deeper. In front, tucked between his thighs, his member was completely devoid of vigor, shrunk to its absolute minimum by the intensity of the humiliation, but a clear, slick fluid had already begun to drip from the tip, wetting the floor.

"I see you like this, Fanny," Victoria murmured, using that name for the first time with a tone of erotic mockery.

She placed the tip of her index finger, tipped with a manicured nail, directly against her husband's entrance. She held it there, applying only slight pressure for a few seconds, torturing him with the anticipation. Julian’s instinct took over: with a sudden backward thrust of his hips, he pushed his body against his wife’s hand, causing her finger to penetrate halfway inside him.

"Well, look at what a little bitch you are!" Victoria exclaimed, surprised and pleased by such an active submission.

Driven by that invitation, she buried her finger completely, moving it inside Julian. In front, her husband's physical reaction was immediate: the tip of his member began to leak again, staining the tiles below.

"We’ve discovered your true nature. I wonder how long you’ve been dreaming of this moment, Fanny, right?"

Julian didn't answer with words. He didn't need to. He simply turned his head back toward his wife, looking up at her from below, and gave her a grateful, totally submissive smile.

Victoria quickened the pace of her finger, enjoying her husband’s twitches and the fluid that continued to stain the clean floor. Then, with the same coldness she had started with, she pulled away abruptly, wiping her hand on his white apron.

Julian let out a groan of frustration at the sudden interruption, remaining motionless, his hips still raised and trembling.

Victoria gave his wet backside a light slap, making him jump.

"That's enough for today, Fanny. Finish cleaning the floor and then put the bucket away," she said, adjusting her blouse and heading toward the bathroom door. Before leaving, she turned to look down at him one last time with a dominant smile.

"Get ready for the next few days. This uniform is going to become your second skin... and I have a feeling that very soon we’ll have guests over for dinner, and you'll be serving the coffee."

The door closed, leaving Julian alone in the silence of the bathroom, his skirt pulled up, the floor unfinished, and the absolute certainty that his old life as a husband was gone forever.


Episode 2: The Guest

The following morning, the sunlight filtering through the bedroom blinds didn't bring back the return to normalcy that Julian, deep down, had hoped for—or perhaps feared. For him, the transition was already underway, and Victoria had no intention of slowing down the pace.

"Wake up, Fanny. We have a busy schedule today, and there's no time to waste being lazy," Victoria ordered, walking into the room with her arms crossed. She wore a floral one-piece dress that accentuated her full hips and generous breasts, carrying the proud gaze of someone in total control.

Julian sat up on the edge of the bed, naked and vulnerable. Victoria looked him up and down, lingering on the hair covering his slender legs and chest. An expression of slight annoyance clouded her perfect face.

"A real maid can't look this unkempt. To the bathroom, right now. I’ve set up everything you need."

On the bathroom counter, Julian found a tube of professional hair removal cream and a brand-new razor. Victoria leaned against the doorframe, watching him as, with trembling hands, he spread the cream over his legs, arms, and chest. The anticipation of the treatment and the chemical scent of the cream made the air thick. When it was time to rinse and use the razor to clean up his intimate area, Victoria stepped in, taking the tool from his hands.

"I’ll do it; you might hurt yourself. And I want everything down there to be smooth as silk," she said, squatting down in front of him. The proximity of his wife’s statuesque, voluptuous body, the scent of her skin, and the coldness of the blade caressing his intimacy reduced Julian to a state of total psychological submission. When Victoria was finished, Julian looked in the mirror: his body appeared fairer, stripped of any superficial trace of masculinity.

But the transformation had only just begun.

Victoria led him back to the bedroom, where a cardboard box sat on the bed. She opened it, pulling out a synthetic blonde wig, shoulder-length and soft to the touch.

"Your short hair doesn't match the uniform. Put this on," she ordered. With an almost maternal yet firm care, Victoria adjusted the wig on his head, shaping the blonde strands around Julian's petite face. The contrast was hypnotic. Then, she made him sit on the vanity stool. With eyeshadow palettes, mascara, and a bright red lipstick—the exact same shade she was wearing—Victoria began applying his makeup. Julian kept his eyes closed, feeling the light touch of the brushes and his wife's warm breath on his face.

"Open your eyes, Fanny," Victoria finally said, a smile of pure satisfaction on her full lips.

Julian looked at his reflection. The 39-year-old, meek husband was gone. In his place stood a blonde sissy maid, her eyes lined with black kohl and her lips stained scarlet. He slipped back into yesterday’s black uniform, clean and starched, completed by the white lace apron.

Victoria sat on the edge of the bed, crossing her legs and looking her creation up and down. The atmosphere suddenly turned more serious.

"Fanny, listen to me carefully," Victoria began, her voice lower, more confidential. "In a little bit, an old friend of mine is coming over, a special guest. You should know that many years ago, before you and I got married, she and I had a relationship... a very intense sapphic affair that we never truly forgot."

At those words, Julian's heart leaped in his chest. The thought of a third person—especially a woman linked to his wife's intimate past—seeing him in this state made him freeze.

"Tell me the truth, do you feel ready?" Victoria asked, staring at him intensely.

Julian swallowed hard, feeling the heat of excitement mix with a paralyzing embarrassment. "Yes, Victoria... I feel ready. But I'm so embarrassed... the idea of her seeing me like this..."

Victoria stood up, approached him, and caressed his made-up cheek, her fingers tracing down to the white collar of the uniform. "Embarrassment is part of your new role, my dear. Remember, all you have to do is obey and serve us. You don't need to think; you don't need to decide anything. If the intensity of the situation becomes too much for you, remember you always have your safe word. Just say 'Red,' and everything will stop instantly. Do you remember it?"

"Yes, I remember," Fanny replied with a slight bow of her head, inwardly accepting this fate.

"Good." Victoria took her cell phone and dialed the number. She put it on speaker, allowing Fanny to listen. After a few rings, a warm, bright female voice answered.

"Hello, Elena?" Victoria said, a smile in her voice.

"Victoria! What a surprise, how are you?"

"I’m doing great. I'm calling because... well, I finally did that thing you've been telling me to do for so long. Remember our talks about my husband?"

There was a second of silence on the other end of the line, followed by an enthusiastic gasp. "No way! Did you really do it? Did you finally put him in his place?"

"Let's just say I found a new and excellent domestic maid for the house. Her name is Fanny, and she's very obedient," Victoria replied, looking Fanny in the eyes, enjoying the flush blooming guiltily beneath her husband's foundation.

"Oh my god, Victoria! That’s amazing! I absolutely have to come see, I can't miss this. Are you home? Can I stop by right now?" Elena’s voice was filled with a contagious excitement.

"Yes, I'm home, and that’s exactly why I was calling. We'll wait for you for drinks. Hurry over," Victoria concluded, hanging up. She turned to Fanny. "You heard her, right? She'll be here in half an hour. Go to the kitchen, prepare the tray with the glasses of prosecco and the appetizers. And make sure you look impeccable."

The next half hour passed in a blur of anxiety and anticipation. Fanny arranged the glasses on the silver tray, careful not to let her hands shake. Every step in the flats Victoria had given her caused the polyester skirt to rustle against her perfectly shaved, smooth thighs.

Suddenly, the sharp ring of the doorbell echoed through the apartment.

Fanny startled, nearly dropping a glass. From the living room, Victoria’s voice boomed firmly: "Fanny, go open the door. Welcome our guest."

With legs that felt like jelly, Fanny walked toward the entryway. She gripped the metal handle, took a deep breath, smelling her own lipstick, and opened the door.

Standing before her was Elena. She was a stunning woman in her late thirties or early forties, just like Victoria, characterized by a voluptuous figure, wide hips, and a generous bust pushing against a low-cut blouse. Her blonde hair was cut into a playful bob, and her blue eyes widened the moment they landed on the figure who had answered the door.

Elena stood frozen for three seconds, then burst into a loud, amused laugh that filled the entrance hall.

"I don't believe it! This is wonderful!" Elena exclaimed, stepping into the house without asking. Without the slightest hesitation, she brushed past Fanny and, in a lightning-fast move, gave her a hard, resounding slap on her rear covered by the black skirt. The sound of the slap on the synthetic fabric made the crossdressed husband jump, immediately lowering his eyes in shame.

Before Fanny could say a word, Elena leaned down slightly. With a swift and far from gentle gesture, she grabbed the hem of the black skirt and the white lace apron, lifting them completely up to Fanny's waist to inspect what lay beneath.

Fanny stood motionless, her hands clasped in front of her, forced to display her bare front and rear nudity to the newcomer. Elena observed the completely hairless thighs and pelvis with a clinical eye. She reached out two fingers, brushing the smooth skin and noting how Fanny’s attribute, shrunk from embarrassment and awe, was entirely flaccid and submissive.

"Victoria, come look at this!" Elena shouted toward the living room, letting the skirt drop back down. "You did an absolutely exceptional job. She’s perfectly shaved and smooth; she looks just like a real sissy!"

Victoria made her entrance into the hallway with a triumphant smile, enjoying the sight of her own generous curves next to her friend's. "I told you she had potential. She’s spent the whole morning obeying my orders."

Elena looked at Fanny with a critical air, placing her hands on her full hips. "Yes, the makeup is well done, the blonde wig looks enchanting on her, and the uniform accentuates her frailness. But, if we're being picky, I think something fundamental is still missing to complete the masterpiece."

Victoria arched an eyebrow, intrigued. "Oh really? And what’s missing, let's hear it?"

Elena took a step toward them, locking eyes with Victoria in erotic complicity. "She needs a nice metal chastity cage locked on her front. Something to seal her intimacy and give you absolute keyholding power over her pleasure. That way, she can never forget her role, not even for a second."

Victoria seemed struck by the idea. Her eyes gleamed. She turned toward her husband. "You know you're right, Elena? I hadn't thought of that. It would be the perfect finishing touch." Then, lowering her gaze to Fanny, she asked: "What do you think, Fanny? Do you agree to be locked up under key by me?"

Fanny, her face on fire and her heart racing a mile a minute, couldn't utter a word. She looked at the two voluptuous, dominant women in front of her. Feeling completely crushed by their combined power, she simply nodded her head vigorously, accepting this new clause of her submission.

"See how she says yes right away? She's such a good girl," Elena chuckled. "Now, though, this beautiful hostess and her guest are thirsty. Fanny, go get our drinks and bring them to the living room."

A few minutes later, Victoria and Elena were comfortably seated on the large living room sofa, close together, their shapely bodies brushing in an attitude of rekindled intimacy. Fanny entered the room with small, measured steps, holding the silver tray in her hands. She knelt before the low coffee table, right in front of the two women, and served the glasses of prosecco and the small plates with care.

The two friends began to drink and eat, chatting about this and that, laughing and remembering old times, almost completely ignoring the maid who remained motionless on her knees at their feet, her skirt tucked over her bare cheeks. Every now and then, Elena would stretch out a foot, caressing Fanny’s shaved leg with her high-heeled shoe, making her twitch at every contact.

After finishing the first glass, the atmosphere in the living room suddenly grew thicker and warmer. Elena set her empty glass on the table, turned to Victoria, and whispered something in her ear, making her smile wickedly.

Then, Elena fixed her stern blue eyes on the crossdressed husband.

"Alright, Fanny. The service was excellent, but now it's time to really entertain us," Elena said in a voice that brooked no argument. "Get on all fours in front of us, face away from the sofa, and lift that pretty black skirt all the way up. I want to see just how far your obedience goes."

Fanny looked at Victoria for confirmation. His wife gave a small nod, a dominant smile plastered across her shapely face.

Left with no defenses, Fanny turned around, placing her hands on the floor and lifting her rear toward the two women. Elena reached out and with a firm gesture pulled up the white lace of the apron and the hem of the uniform. Fanny arched her backside upward, just as his wife had taught him the day before, completely exposing her fair buttocks.

Elena smiled, her gaze alight with erotic malice at the sight of that ready, vulnerable hole between the separated, slender cheeks of her friend's husband.

"Being in this position makes you crave it... She’s perfect for this role, you should have done this a long time ago, Victoria. May I?" Elena said, never taking her eyes off Fanny’s exposed rear.

"But of course, I invited you over on purpose, I know you're an expert," Victoria replied, making herself more comfortable on the sofa to enjoy the show. "I’d like to organize something more structured for her, but I don't really know what. This is all very stimulating to me, it opens up a world of fantasies, but I don't know where to start."

Elena extended her manicured fingers and began to caress the entrance of Fanny's hole with her index finger. At that touch, the husband’s body shuddered instantly; shamelessly, Fanny began to move her pelvis backward, trying to get penetrated by the guest’s fingers. But his wife's friend was clever: with obvious malice, she would quickly pull away every time Fanny, with an impatient jerk, pushed her rear against her fingers to find depth.

"Look at her squirm!" Elena exclaimed, laughing at the sissy’s frustration. "You really need to do something, Victoria. Look how she pushes... she looks like a bitch in heat."

"Yes, she's been like this since yesterday," Victoria confirmed, shaking her head with a mix of amusement and superiority. "Even last night in our big bed, she did nothing but writhe her rear against me, constantly seeking contact."

Elena froze for a moment, withdrawing her hand. She arched her eyebrows, looking at her friend sternly. "What? You let her sleep with you in the marital bed? Are you crazy, Victoria? Absolutely not! From now on, she sleeps in the guest bedroom, alone. You're completely missing the basics of discipline, my dear."

Victoria seemed struck by the reprimand. "But what do you mean in the guest room? And do I stay in bed alone?" she asked, almost disappointed.

Elena let out a conspiratorial, wicked laugh, leaning toward her. "Of course not, my dear. Didn't you tell me, the last time we saw each other, that you got yourself a lover? That guy who works at the supermarket, the cart boy you were talking about with so much passion... the Black guy with that insane physique."

At those words, the living room fell into a silence heavy with psychological tension. Fanny, hearing that shocking revelation, froze on all fours. With an instinctive movement of her head, she turned partially backward beneath the blonde wig, staring at her wife with wide eyes and a deeply perplexed, hurt expression.

Victoria's face turned beet red, visibly embarrassed by her friend's indiscretion. "What are you saying, Elena! Stop it! He... he doesn't know, it was a secret between the two of us! What's gotten into you now?" she hissed under her breath, trying to regain control.

Elena simply giggled, amused by the chaos she had just unleashed. Exploiting Fanny's distraction and shock, she buried her long index finger all at once into the sissy's unguarded hole.

Startled by that sudden, painfully deep thrust, Fanny arched her rear conspicuously and let out a stifled whimper of pure pleasure that echoed through the room, momentarily forgetting the shock of the news.

"Well, it won't be a secret anymore, Victoria!" Elena exclaimed, continuing to move her finger inside the husband. "In fact, bring that boy over here whenever you want. You'll see that your Fanny will even enjoy serving you both in bed, won't you, Fanny?"

Despite the turmoil over his wife's betrayal, the conditioning of the uniform and the intense pleasure of the penetration took over. Fanny, her gaze lowered and her breathing heavy, nodded her head weakly but clearly.

Elena smiled triumphantly and, as a reward for that act of total submission, pushed her fingers even deeper, sliding her middle finger in alongside her index. With her other hand, Elena leaned forward, reaching her arm between the sissy's shaved thighs to touch her front.

"She really is tiny in the front, your sissy, Victoria..." Elena commented with mockery, squeezing the minimal dimensions of the husband's member. "And look how she's leaking from the excitement. She’s soaked the whole floor beneath her. I think, since she’s a good maid, she should lick the floor and clean up the mess she made."

Victoria, recovering from her embarrassment and stimulated by her friend's authority, burst into a hearty laugh, pointing her finger at the floor. "Did you hear what Elena said, Fanny? Start cleaning it up with your tongue right now, move it."

Fanny, still feeling Elena's two fingers pressing and moving inside her rear, obeyed without hesitation. Pushing her pelvis backward so as not to lose that slick contact, she lowered her made-up face all the way to the living room tiles, extending her tongue to lap up the wet drops dripping from her vigorless sex.

The revelation of his wife’s secret affair with the cart boy had deeply shaken and confused his soul; he wanted to speak, to scream, to ask questions, but his body now responded only to commands. His penis continued to leak frantically onto the floor, and his tongue, a slave to this perverse game for two, couldn't stop cleaning the room under the amused eyes of his two mistresses.


Episode 3: The Wait

Fanny was still on all fours on the living room floor, Elena’s fingers moving with a steady rhythm inside her rear, forcing her into absolute submission. The cold taste of the tiles and the bitter aftertaste of her own arousal filled her mouth, but her mind was completely captivated by the words floating above her blonde head.

Victoria leaned forward on the sofa, her eyes glossy, lit up by a curiosity she could no longer restrain. The fear of being caught had vanished, replaced by the thrill of complicity with her friend.

"Elena, are you serious?" Victoria confided in a low, almost excited whisper. "Do you really think I could... I mean, that I could bring him here to our house? With Fanny present?"

Elena let out a husky little laugh, slightly increasing the pressure of her fingers in the sissy's hole. "Of course I’m serious, my dear! In fact, you shouldn't just do it, you must do it. Look at yourself. You’re a gorgeous woman, in the prime of your maturity, with curves that would make anyone lose their mind. For how many years did you sacrifice yourself at the side of this pathetic excuse for a man?"

Victoria sighed, lowering her eyes for a moment before regaining the pride in her gaze. "You're right. With him... with that boy, after so many years of emptiness, I rediscovered what it means to make love. It's incredible, Elena. He’s always ready, at any hour, and then his size... it's something I’ve never seen in my life."

Elena burst into a loud laugh of pure amusement, giving a light nudge with her high-heeled shoe against Victoria’s soft hip. "Then why deprive yourself? You have every right to enjoy yourself and take whatever you want, after all that time spent chasing a perverted husband who's endowed with a ridiculous micro-penis. Your life has changed, Victoria. Accept it."

On her knees, Fanny listened to every single word in a dead silence. The humiliation of hearing her own wife praise the sex with another man, describing his endowments in front of a stranger, was a devastating psychological torture. Yet, her body responded in the exact opposite way: the submission aroused her to such an extent that, despite the paralyzing embarrassment, she didn't know how to stop leaking. The fluid kept sliding down the smooth skin of her shaved thighs, wetting the floor she was forced to kiss.

Victoria looked at the sissy maid at their feet, undecided on what to do. "Yes, I agree with you. But... how should I handle him? How do I fit this new change into our routine?" she asked, nodding toward Julian with her chin.

Elena’s expression darkened for a moment, and she shook her head reproachfully. "First of all, my dear, you need to stop referring to Fanny as a 'he.' Look at her: she’s wearing a blonde wig, she’s made up, she’s wearing a lace apron, and she’s on all fours in front of us while being used. It’s obvious she’s a 'she,' an obedient maid. And she must be treated as such."

Victoria took the correction, nodding submissively to her friend's experience. "You're right. She's a she."

"Exactly. And as for the rest, you don't have to worry about a thing," Elena continued with a predatory smile. "In fact, I’ll tell you more: the first time you decide to call him over, I want to be here too. I officially volunteer to be present and participate. I'll be the one to manage the games and give Fanny orders, so I can show you how to train a real sissy in the presence of a real male."

At that proposal, Victoria practically bounced on the sofa, her eyes wide with enthusiasm. "Elena, that would be amazing! A wonderful idea, I really don't know how to thank you. I feel so relieved to have you here."

"There's no need to thank me, you know these dynamics stimulate me quite a bit," her friend replied wickedly. Then, Elena’s gaze grew more urgent. She stroked her blonde bob and looked at her wristwatch. "So why wait? Call him now. Call him right away."

Victoria hesitated for a second. "Now? But what do I tell him?"

"Don't tell him anything about our game for now," Elena instructed with surgical precision. "Just make up an excuse that your husband is out of town on business and that you have the house completely to yourself. Tell him you want to see him right away."

Victoria picked up the phone from the coffee table with a slightly trembling hand, but the excitement in her eyes was unmistakable. She found the number in her contacts and started the call. The living room fell silent again, interrupted only by Fanny's heavy breathing on the floor.

After two rings, a deep, warm male voice answered on the other end.

"Hello, Victoria? What a surprise," the boy said, his tone immediately betraying a strong intimacy.

"Hi... listen, am I disturbing you?" Victoria asked, trying to keep her voice steady under Elena’s watchful gaze. "I wanted to tell you that... my husband had to leave suddenly, he's away on business and won't be back for quite a while. Would you like to stop by my place? I really want to see you."

A short, smug laugh came from the other side of the phone. "Would I like to? I'm always available for you, you know that. Just give me time to change, I can be at your place within ten minutes at the most."

"Perfect. I'll be waiting," Victoria concluded, hanging up the phone with a triumphant smile plastered across her red lips.

At those words, panic definitively took possession of Fanny. Ten minutes. There were only ten minutes left before her wife's lover crossed the threshold of her home and found her in that state. With a sudden jerk of her pelvis, Fanny tried to turn back, staring at the two women with wide eyes, full of terror and a mute plea for mercy.

But Elena had absolutely no intention of tolerating insubordination.

With a lightning-fast move, Elena delivered a violent slap to Fanny’s bare, slender butt cheek. The sound of the slap on the tight flesh echoed sharply through the room, leaving a highly visible red imprint on the husband's fair skin.

"Stay down, obey, and don't look!" Elena thundered in an authoritative voice.

Immediately after, with a firm movement, she slipped her two fingers out of Fanny’s hole. Feeling the sudden emptiness, the sissy maid’s rear gave an involuntary twitch, wiggling slightly in an unconscious attempt to hold onto the pleasure being denied to her.

Elena noticed it and smiled with erotic contempt. "Look at her wagging her tail... you really are a bitch in heat, Fanny."

Without giving her time to breathe, Elena extended her hand again and, taking advantage of the natural lubrication, buried three fingers all at once into Fanny’s unguarded hole, pushing deep. The sudden, violent stretching ripped a sharp groan from the sissy—almost a cry of pleasure and despair.

The pain of the penetration and the total humiliation of her position caused her small member to start leaking even more copiously than before, noticeably staining the tiles.

"Do you see what a mess she makes?" Elena said, looking at Victoria. Then she faced downward again, pressing her three fingers hard inside Fanny. "And now get back to work, bitch. Lick that floor and clean it all up. You need to be impeccable before the guest arrives."

Fanny, her will completely broken and overwhelmed by the pleasure of the three fingers possessing her from behind, lowered her made-up face to the floor once more. With the blonde wig brushing against her cheeks, she frantically began to lap up every single fallen drop, her heart in her throat, waiting for the doorbell to ring again and for her wife’s lover to enter and take possession of the house.


Episode 4: The True Male

The ten minutes spent in that position felt like an eternity, measured only by the sound of Fanny’s tongue on the tiles and the heat of Elena’s three fingers, which kept claiming possession of her rear. Whenever the husband’s breathing grew too heavy, Elena would move her hand firmly, reminding him of his role as a domestic sissy maid. Victoria, sitting beside her friend, caressed her own generous hips, savoring the anticipation with an almost palpable sensuality.

Suddenly, the buzz of the intercom shattered the suspended atmosphere in the living room.

Fanny shuddered violently. The long-dreaded moment had arrived.

"It’s him," Victoria whispered, straightening her spine. A flash of genuine arousal lit up her dark eyes.

Elena smiled with supreme calm. She slowly slipped her three fingers out of Fanny’s hole, making her let out a faint groan at the sudden emptiness. Elena wiped her hand with a paper tissue, then gave another warning slap to the husband’s reddened butt cheek. "Stay exactly like that, on your knees and on all fours. Don't move a single millimeter unless you're ordered to."

Victoria stood up from the sofa, adjusting the neckline of her floral dress, which struggled to contain her explosive curves. She headed toward the entrance, leaving the living room door open so Fanny could hear every single fraction of what was about to happen.

A few seconds later, the front door opened and closed.

"Hey, beautiful," a deep, warm voice echoed, carrying a confident, masculine cadence that made the hallway walls vibrate. It was Karim.

"Hi... come in, come on through," Victoria replied, and from her tone, Fanny perceived a feminine fragility and submission that his wife had never shown with him. The contrast was painful: his proud, statuesque Victoria made herself small and welcoming in front of a true male.

Karim’s heavy footsteps approached the living room. When the man crossed the threshold, the room seemed to shrink. Karim was a Black guy in his early twenties, tall, with broad shoulders and a statuesque physique molded by hard labor. He wore a simple, tight-fitting T-shirt that highlighted his powerful biceps and a pair of jeans that struggled to hide the significant size Victoria had spoken of shortly before.

Karim stopped dead in the center of the room. His dark eyes immediately noticed Elena on the sofa and, above all, the blonde figure on all fours on the floor, her maid’s uniform hitched up and her slender rear completely exposed and glistening.

A surprised, pleased smile spread across the young man's face. "And what's this? Victoria, you didn't tell me you had guests... and especially that you had a new maid."

Elena leaned forward, offering Karim a magnetic gaze. "Hi, Karim. I'm Elena, a very close friend of Victoria’s. And this one you see at our feet isn't just any maid... she's Fanny. Victoria’s husband. Let’s just say we decided to clean her up and make her do the only thing she’s actually good for: serving."

Karim looked at Victoria, arching an eyebrow. "Your husband? Really?" Taking a step forward, he positioned himself right in front of Fanny’s head. From that position, Fanny found the man's pelvis just inches away from her made-up face. She could smell Karim’s intense, masculine scent—a musk of skin and raw virility that made her tremble beneath the blonde wig.

"Yes, Karim... it's him," Victoria said, approaching the young man and placing a full hand on his muscular chest. "We wanted to surprise you. Elena is helping me manage him. We want him to learn to obey you, too."

Karim looked Fanny up and down, observing the black uniform, the apron, and the stark contrast between his own imposing body and the frailness of the crossdressed husband. With a slow, deliberate gesture, he reached out his large, dark hand, gripping a strand of Fanny’s blonde wig to force her to lift her face up to him.

"Lift your head, Fanny. Let me see your face," Karim ordered. His tone wasn't angry, but it possessed the natural authority of someone who knows they are in absolute control.

Fanny locked eyes with her wife's young lover. Her eyes burned with embarrassment; her red lips trembled. Before this giant who regularly possessed his wife, Julian felt stripped of any remaining masculine dignity. He was just Fanny—a confused, completely submissive sissy maid.

Karim observed the smudged makeup, the lipstick, and the tears of submission tracking through the foundation. Then, he lowered his gaze down further, where Fanny’s small attribute continued to leak onto the floor.

"Look at this..." Karim commented, letting go of the wig with a slight tug. "Your wife has talked about you often, Julian. She told me you never had much to offer down there. But seeing you done up like this... well, I gotta say, as a woman, you're much more believable."

Elena chuckled from the sofa, crossing her legs. "See, Karim? I told you. In the front, she has a ridiculous micro-penis that only serves to leak from excitement. In fact, we were teaching her to keep the floor clean with her tongue. Right, Fanny?"

Fanny, struck in her pride but totally conquered by the pleasure of the situation, let out a weak groan and nodded her head, unable to resist.

"Good, then keep doing your job," Karim said, taking a step back to give Victoria and Elena room. The young man slowly unbuttoned the first button of his jeans, hinting that the entertainment had only just begun. "I want to see how well you clean my shoes before I take your wife on that sofa."

Victoria looked at her lover with adoration, then turned to Fanny with a harsh tone: "You heard Mr. Karim, Fanny. Show him how obedient you can be. Move it."

Fanny, her heart bursting in her chest and the awareness that her old life as a husband was now a distant memory, crawled forward on the floor, ready to kiss the shoes of the true male who now dominated her home.


Episode 5: The Price of Obedience

Fanny crawled across the floor, the rustle of the polyester skirt against the tiles the only sound accompanying her final descent to the rock bottom of surrender. Before her, Karim’s dark leather boots towered like columns. With her scarlet lips trembling, the sissy maid bent down, beginning to lick the tip of the young man's footwear, lapping away the street dust under the amused eyes of the onlookers.

Karim kept his hands on his hips, looking down at the scene with a smile of pure superiority. But Elena, sitting on the sofa, was still not satisfied. Her hunger for dominance demanded something far more ruthless.

"Step back, Karim. Give me some room," Elena ordered, standing up from the couch with a cold, determined expression.

The young man stepped back, amused by the authority of Victoria’s friend. Elena positioned herself directly over Fanny. Without the slightest warning, she lifted her leg and slammed the stiletto heel of her shoe directly onto Fanny’s open hand, pressing down hard.

A sharp, choked cry of pain escaped the sissy’s lips. She instinctively tried to pull her hand back, but the weight of the voluptuous woman pinned her to the floor.

"Don’t you dare move, bitch!" Elena thundered, her voice cutting through the air like a blade. "Do you think being a maid just means licking a little leather? You haven’t understood a damn thing about your new status."

Elena bent down, violently grabbing the synthetic hair of the blonde wig and yanking it backward with such force that Fanny was forced to arch her back, staring up at her with eyes wide with tears.

"Look at your wife, Fanny. Take a good look at her," Elena hissed, forcing the husband’s head toward Victoria, who watched the scene with shallow breath, visibly aroused by her friend's ruthlessness. "She is a real woman—lush, thick, fleshy. She needs a true male to take her properly, not a freak of nature like you. You are nothing but an object for our amusement, and today you pay the price for all the years you left her unsatisfied."

Elena let go of Fanny’s hair with a jerk that nearly sent her face slamming into the floor. Then, she turned toward Karim, her gaze gleaming with a wicked light.

"Karim, pull it out. Show this nobody what it means to be a man," Elena ordered.

The young man didn't need to be told twice. With a fluid motion, he unzipped his jeans completely and freed his massive virility. Karim’s dimensions were frightening—dark, heavy, and already fully erect, a definitive and embarrassing contrast to the husband's ridiculous endowment.

Fanny, remaining on all fours with her rear raised and her cheeks still reddened from the previous slap, stared at that massive attribute with a terror that mixed with an unspeakable excitement. Her small penis continued to leak onto the floor at a frantic pace, a physiological reaction that betrayed her total psychological submission.

"Victoria, come over here," Elena called out, grabbing her friend by the arm and pulling her toward the center of the room. "I want you to enjoy your man right here, right in front of your maid. But first, Fanny has to do her part."

Elena approached Fanny’s exposed rear once again. Without any gentleness, she opened the jars of cream on the table, scooping a cold handful directly onto the sissy's hole, lubing it up. Then, she looked at Karim.

"Get behind her, Karim. But don’t use her for your own pleasure just yet. I want you to use her as a mere piece of meat to warm yourself up before you take Victoria."

Karim positioned himself behind Fanny. His massive, dark thighs squeezed the slender hips of the crossdressed husband. With a firm, brutal thrust, Karim pressed the head of his enormous virility against Fanny’s lubricated hole. The impact was devastating for the sissy; his sheer size meant that just the first few inches were enough to stretch her walls to their absolute limit, tearing a desperate sob from her.

"Move it, Karim. Push, but not all the way. Give her a taste," Elena urged, kneeling beside them to watch the penetration up close, while her hand firmly clamped Fanny’s jaw to keep her from screaming too loudly. "Feel how she opens up? Look at this sissy cry... obey, bitch! Take your wife's lover's cock!"

Karim began to thrust with slow, deep, ruthless strokes, entering only partially but with a force that made Fanny’s entire body shudder. Each plunge was an unspeakable humiliation: the husband felt the lover's massive member moving inside her, while his wife Victoria, just inches away, caressed her own heavy breasts, letting out small moans of arousal as she watched her man brutally possess her domestic spouse.

"Yes, Karim... just like that... look at her give in," Victoria whispered, now entirely stripped of inhibitions, completely submissive to the young man’s will and Elena’s cruel direction.

After a few minutes of that delicious torture, Elena signaled Karim to stop. The young man pulled out, leaving Fanny’s hole wide open, pulsing, and visibly spent.

"Good. Now that you're warmed up, take the mistress of the house," Elena ordered with a sadistic smile. She shoved Victoria onto the sofa, lifting her floral dress to expose her generous thighs and wide hips. Karim lunged onto her, and within seconds the living room was filled with the sound of their heavy bodies violently slamming together and Victoria’s loud cries of pure pleasure.

Fanny remained on the floor, trembling, her rear aching and slick from the lube and Karim’s stimulation. She wanted to weep for the betrayal being consumed right before her eyes, but Elena’s cruelty was far from over.

Elena stepped over to Fanny, stomping on her skirt once more with her heel.

"And what are you looking at? You think you get to rest?" Elena hissed, grabbing her head and forcing her made-up face directly beneath Victoria and Karim’s pelvises as they continued to copulate wildly on the sofa. "Your job isn't to watch. Look how soaked the sofa is... stick out that sissy tongue and clean up the juices of your wife and her true male’s pleasure. Do it right now, or I swear to God I'll have Karim use you until you pass out!"

Fanny, completely annihilated by the pain, the humiliation, and Elena’s relentless malice, could do nothing but open her mouth wide. With her red lipstick smudged and tears tracking down her blonde face, she extended her tongue toward her wife’s wet thighs and the fluids dripping onto the fabric of the sofa, accepting her definitive fate as the sexual slave of the house.


Episode 6: The Humiliating Shopping Trip

The rhythmic sound of Victoria and Karim’s bodies on the sofa gradually faded, replaced by their heavy breathing and Elena’s smug laughter. Fanny was still on the floor, her makeup completely melted by tears and her messy blonde wig partially blocking her view.

"The sofa is an absolute disaster; you two got it wet everywhere," Elena commented, standing up and looking down at the sissy maid at her feet with a sadistic smile. Without any warning, Elena reached out, firmly grabbed the synthetic hair of Fanny’s wig, and yanked it upward with violence, forcing her to show her tear-streaked face.

"And what are you doing just sitting there spaced out? Look at the mess your mistress and her true male left behind. Stick out that little sissy tongue and clean them up properly, from top to bottom," Elena ordered, forcefully shoving Fanny’s head first against Victoria’s full, still-wet thighs, and then toward Karim’s intimacy.

Fanny, completely annihilated by the pain at the roots of her hair and overwhelmed by a perverse arousal, opened her mouth. With her tongue, she began to meticulously clean up the fluids of the two lovers, lapping the skin of their bodies and the residue on the fabric of the sofa, while Elena continued to hold her by the hair, savoring every single submissive movement of her friend's husband.

After checking that everything was clean, Elena let go of the wig with a jerk and turned to Victoria. "The service was excellent, but as I was telling you earlier, this bitch is still missing something fundamental. She needs a nice metal chastity cage to lock her up once and for all. Since you and Karim are busy, I’ll go buy it myself at the adult store nearby. And I’m taking Fanny with me so we can choose the right size."

Elena looked down at the crossdressed husband. "For this time, you can put your male clothes back on, Julian. But know that this will be one of the last times you ever wear pants in this house."

Before leaving, Elena turned toward the sofa and winked at Karim and Victoria. "You two make sure to keep having fun, but try not to waste too many precious juices on the floor... you know very well that we now have a sissy maid in the house who is absolutely crazy for them!" she concluded, laughing coarsely.

A few minutes later, Elena and Julian arrived at the neighborhood adult store. Julian wore his old male clothes, but beneath his pants, the skin of his thighs was still smooth and shaved, and the memory of the hastily removed makeup still burned on his face.

Behind the counter of the store was the clerk, a woman in her late fifties, decidedly voluptuous and wearing very heavy makeup on her eyes and lips.

Elena approached with a confident stride. "Good morning. I need a metal chastity cage for a special training program. What do you recommend?"

The middle-aged clerk looked Elena up and down, then fixed her gaze on Julian, who was desperately trying to stare at the floor out of embarrassment. The clerk smiled, adjusting her glasses. "It depends heavily on your needs, but it's not easy at all to recommend the right size without first seeing what that iron will have to contain."

Elena let out a wicked laugh and turned toward Victoria’s husband. "No problem at all. Julian, drop your pants immediately and pull down your underwear. Show the lady the merchandise."

Julian turned pale. Inside the shop, there were three other customers browsing the shelves a little further away. His heart leaped into his throat. "Elena, please... there are other people... not here..." he tried to whisper with the faint remnants of his voice.

Elena glared at him, her eyes narrowing into two ice-cold slits. "I don't recall asking for your opinion. Move it, obey."

Left with no defenses, terrified of the woman's authority, Julian had to bend to Elena’s will. He positioned himself right in front of the counter, using the wooden structure to partially shield himself from the view of the other patrons. With his hands visibly shaking, he unbuckled his belt and lowered his pants and briefs down to his knees, exposing his completely shaved, smooth intimacy to the close, clinical gaze of the clerk.

As soon as his underwear dropped, the shop lady’s eyes widened and she burst into a loud, blatant laugh that echoed through the entire establishment. "Oh my god! Well, I’d say we will definitely need the smallest size in our collection... in all my years of work, I have never seen something so tiny!"

Elena joined in the clerk’s laughter, speaking in a deliberately loud voice to be heard, pointing at the man’s sex. "Look at that thing, right? To think that poor excuse of a wife of his had to settle for this micro-penis for years. Luckily, she’s finally making up for it with interest now with a true male!"

The sound of that coarse laughter and the heavy comments inevitably drew the attention of the other customers present in the adult store. A man and two women peeked curiously from behind the DVD rack and, though they couldn't see Julian directly due to the counter, they understood the situation perfectly from the tone of the conversation, beginning to chuckle and comment under their breath, enjoying the spectacle of the forty-year-old’s public humiliation.

The clerk turned toward the glass display case and pulled out the smallest cage in the catalog. It was an object made of stainless steel, perfectly polished and cold to the touch, already equipped with a small padlock and its brass key.

"This will do just fine," Elena commented, taking it in her hand and testing its weight. "The plastic ones are too soft and flexible. Fanny deserves something rigid that will restrict her properly and remind her every single second of the day what her new role as a slave is."

The shop lady, amused by Elena’s ruthlessness, pointed to another shelf. "If you want to complete the masterpiece, I also recommend one of these metal butt plugs. Look how beautiful they are, they all have a shiny pink gemstone embedded at the base, perfect for a sissy."

Elena looked at Julian. Victoria’s husband, hearing the word plug, frantically shook his head with wide eyes, silently begging her not to do it.

Elena caught the gesture, and her smile grew even more sadistic. "I see the idea excites you, Fanny. Ma'am, give me the plug as well. I’ll take the largest one in the series, the five-centimeter diameter one."

The clerk looked at Julian with a shred of professional compassion. "If I may offer some advice, perhaps to start with, the smaller one, the four-centimeter one, would be better... five centimeters is really demanding for such a frail frame."

"I don't want to hear it, take the five-centimeter one. She’ll learn to stretch," Elena replied in a firm tone, brooking no argument. Then she shoved Julian toward the counter. "And now pull out your credit card and pay the whole bill."

Julian, with his pants still around his ankles, reached into his jacket pocket, retrieved his wallet, and handed the card to the clerk. While the lady was packaging the items, Elena’s eye caught a display near the register where some black leather riding crops were hanging.

"We’ll take this too. We’ll need it tonight to correct your mistakes at the dinner table," Elena said, grabbing the riding crop and passing it to the clerk. The middle-aged woman chuckled heartily, ran Julian's credit card through the POS terminal again, and handed her the black bag with the purchases. "Have fun, ma'am. I hope your maid is obedient."

Julian pulled up his pants in a frantic hurry, his cheeks burning with deep shame, and walked out of the shop following Elena.

Once out on the street, the cool evening air hit him, but the combination of the humiliation endured in front of the customers and the thought of what awaited him at home had triggered an uncontrollable reaction in his body. Elena stopped dead on the sidewalk, turning to look at him. She scanned Julian's pants and immediately noticed a prominent wet patch spreading right at the crotch of his trousers.

His micro-penis was continuing to leak copiously from the pure excitement of submission.

Elena pointed at it with the newly purchased riding crop, shaking her head. "You really are a bitch in heat, Fanny. Look at the state you've gotten yourself into just from having to show your frail sex for sizing. But know that this is only the beginning of the treatment. I have some surprises in mind for tonight that you are going to absolutely love."

They walked at a brisk pace toward the apartment, with Elena laughing heartily while clutching the bag with the cage, while Fanny walked by her side, terrified and completely aroused for the arrival of her wife’s lover.


Episode 7: The True Male’s Seed

Elena re-entered the apartment with a triumphant stride, clutching the black bag from the adult store as if it contained the trophies of a successful hunt. Fanny followed behind her with her head bowed, still shaken by the humiliation endured in front of the shop’s customers.

From the master bedroom, the door of which had been left wide open, came unmistakable sounds: deep moans, the rhythmic squeaking of the mattress springs, and the wet slap of bodies joining together.

The two headed toward the threshold and stopped to watch. Karim was lying on his back, imposing and relaxed, while Victoria, completely naked and on top of him, rode him with a wild rhythm. Karim firmly massaged her huge, heavy breasts, which bounced and swayed conspicuously with her every shudder. Suddenly, the pace grew even more intense, almost frantic. Victoria began to moan loudly, gripping the young man's shoulders, and Karim too let out a deep grunt, matching the final thrusts before the climax.

Julian stood frozen, watching the entire scene from the doorway. When he saw that Victoria was finished, she slowly slid off her lover's body and rested her head on Karim's muscular chest, kissing him passionately. It was at that moment that Julian noticed a detail that made his blood run cold: Karim had consumed the act without any protection.

Unable to contain himself, Julian opened his mouth and said, "But Victoria, you aren't taking anything... you stopped the pill years ago."

Victoria raised herself slightly, looking at him with a lazy, completely indifferent smile. "Yeah, I forgot about that. With you, there was no need for it, and now..."

Elena burst out laughing, leaning against the doorframe and shaking the shopping bag. "My dear, you're almost forty, what are you worrying about? It’s now or never!"

Victoria smiled wickedly, sliding her fingers through the thick hair on Karim's chest. "Yes, now or never. Right, Julian?"

Julian lowered his gaze, overwhelmed by a mix of jealousy and confusion, but suddenly he felt a sharp, burning sting on his rear. It was Elena, who had struck him straight across the buttocks with the newly purchased riding crop.

"Strip, sissy! Those male clothes don't suit you in here anymore," Elena thundered in an ice-cold voice. "Move it and get ready, because inside this bag are two new items that are going to make you very happy."

Victoria and Karim, holding each other in bed, watched with amusement as Fanny was forced into her new gear. Under the eyes of his wife and her lover, Elena forced Victoria’s husband onto all fours on the bedroom floor. She heavily lubricated the massive, five-centimeter metal butt plug and shoved it against her rear. The object entered with great difficulty, stretching Fanny’s walls to the limit of her endurance, until it slid all the way in with a loud, wet sound that made everyone burst out laughing—everyone except Fanny, who gritted her teeth with tears in her eyes.

Immediately after, Elena moved to the front. She grabbed Fanny’s frail sex and locked it inside the steel tube of the smallest cage, snapping the padlock shut. The metal grip was so tight and cold that it hurt, but the sissy’s body reacted in its own way: from the gaps in the steel, her imprisoned attribute continued to leak from excitement without pause.

Elena, seeing her reduced to that state, delivered another sharp lash across her reddened buttocks.

"Don’t just stand there frozen! Can't you see your mistress still wants to have some fun? Open that mouth and go revive poor Karim. And woe to you if you don't make him get hard fast!" A third strike of the riding crop underscored the command.

Karim pulled back the sheet, showing his temporarily flaccid virility, and gestured to Fanny with his hand, inviting her to come forward.

Fanny, with the plug pressing inside her and the cage restricting her in front, crawled onto the bed. She began to stimulate her wife's lover, first with her hands and then with her mouth. The man's masculine taste mixed with the lipstick remaining on her lips. Within minutes, under the sissy maid’s care, Karim became rock-hard and enormous again—so much so that Fanny could barely contain all of him inside her mouth.

Victoria looked at her and stroked her cheek with fake sweetness, gesturing for her to step aside.

"Good girl, Fanny," she said condescendingly. "If you keep being this useful, sooner or later Karim will dedicate himself entirely to you... but right now, he’s mine."

Without wasting time, Victoria bent down in turn, greedily welcoming the young man’s member. Fanny remained to the side, observing the scene without a word. The visual stimulation was such that an uninterrupted stream of fluid continued to pour from her steel cage, staining the sheets.

Elena noticed it and commented with a mix of disgust and amusement: "You should wear a diaper, Fanny. It’s impossible for you to leak like this everywhere you move."

Finally, Victoria got on all fours on the mattress, offering her wide, generous hips. Karim positioned himself behind her and took her brutally. Victoria’s heavy breasts swayed conspicuously with each violent thrust, brushing against the fabric of the sheets. The sound of the impacts filled the room as Karim increased the rhythm, driving deep until the culmination of the act, leaving the woman completely possessed and submissive to his virility.

Fanny stared at the scene, motionless. Her thoughts returned to Victoria, to his wife, totally defenseless and devoid of contraceptives. What would happen if she got pregnant?

The thought of seeing his wife's belly grow because of that boy, the idea of legally becoming the father of a child that wasn't his—born to seal the dominance of the true male of the house—excited her in a way so profound and perverse that she lost all control. Despite the steel vice clamping her, a stream of liquid even more copious and evident squirted out from the gaps in the cage, definitively soaking the master bed.


Episode 8: The Guest of Honor

Dinner was an exercise in calculated power, a silent drama where the boundaries between dominators and servant were drawn with every course. In the softly lit dining room, Victoria, Elena, and Karim sat around the dark mahogany table, surrounded by the inviting aroma of the freshly served roast and the rich notes of a vintage red wine. Fanny, on the other hand, was the only one left standing, reduced to a mere piece of living furniture, stripped of all dignity.

The short, puffy white sissy maid apron fluttered at her slightest movement, leaving her rear completely exposed and creating a grotesque contrast with the complex metal harness binding her body: the steel front cage locking away her virility and the massive five-centimeter plug driven deep inside. That metallic weight strained her flesh, inflaming her receptors with every breath and forcing her into a clumsy gait—a forced, humiliating waddle. Every step was a silent torment; the awareness of being watched set her cheeks ablaze with a shameful red.

As she bent down with trembling arms to pour wine into Karim’s glass, the muscular tension and shame played a cruel trick on Fanny. From the gaps in the steel cage, a thick, glistening drop slowly slid down the inside of her thigh, tracking across her skin until it fell with a soft patter onto the immaculate hardwood floor, right next to Karim’s shoe.

Elena placed her silver fork on her plate, producing a metallic clink that broke the chatter. A wicked light sparked in her eyes, and a second later she burst into a sharp, crystal-clear laugh, pointing at the wet spot on the floor. "Karim, take a look at your little bitch! We haven’t even made it to dessert and she’s already christened the dining room floor. She’s desperately starved, poor thing, but she’s completely sealed in iron in the front. She’s leaking like a broken faucet."

Karim raised his chin, looking down at Fanny with a smile of pure contempt, thoroughly enjoying the tremor that had just shaken the sissy’s legs. "She’s thirsty, Elena. And I doubt that steel shell can satisfy the emptiness she feels."

"Then let’s call someone who can actually do it," Elena proposed, bringing the wine glass to her lips without breaking eye contact with Fanny. "Karim, don't you have a friend of yours you can invite over for an after-dinner drink? One of those real males—tall and massive. This big sissy is in desperate need of being opened up and explored from behind, and tonight a single male presence in the house isn't enough to fill the atmosphere."

Karim let out a low laugh, a visceral sound that vibrated in his chest. "You’re absolutely right. Malik is in the area; he just finished his work shift. He’s huge, a mountain of muscle, and he has a soft spot for well-trained sissy maids. There’s just one detail, though... he has a habit of rarely washing when he’s out working all day."

Elena didn't flinch in the slightest; on the contrary, her pupils dilated with excitement and a ruthless smile curved her lips. "Perfect! That makes it even more educational. So, before we even finish dinner, our little Fanny will use her pretty little maid’s mouth to clean him up from top to bottom. It’ll be her personal appetizer, a small token of her devotion."

Victoria, who until that moment had remained watching in silence while sipping her wine, reached out to stroke her friend's arm, going along with the game with total naturalness. "It sounds like an excellent way to entertain ourselves and see just how obedient she can be."

A few minutes later, the sharp buzz of the intercom pierced the silence. Fanny, her heart pounding wildly against her ribs, was dragged into the entryway and forced to her knees on the rug, on all fours with her head bowed. She had to serve as a human footstool. When the door opened, Malik stepped across the threshold. He was imposing, an impressive bulk of muscle packed into work clothes, and he carried with him the pungent, masculine scent of a hard day's labor—a mixture of sweat and raw virility that immediately saturated the entryway air.

Without even greeting him, Malik looked down at the ridiculous figure kneeling at his feet and smiled at Karim and Elena, who had joined him in the hallway with glasses in hand. The man sat down on the armchair in the foyer, spread his legs, and exposed himself, releasing his massive virility—dark, turgid, and marked by the heavy scent of unwashed skin.

"Go on, Fanny," Elena ordered, standing over her with the riding crop swinging menacingly. "Clean the gentleman up. And make sure you don't miss a spot."

Fanny crawled forward, tears already blurring her vision from the utter humiliation. As she brought her face close, Malik’s pungent, wild odor filled her nostrils, triggering a shiver of pure psychological terror. She opened her mouth and pressed her tongue against the man's warm, damp skin. The taste was strong, musky, almost unbearable for her past life as Julian, but the pressure of Elena’s riding crop on her back left her no choice. With slow, rhythmic movements, Fanny had to engulf that massive weight, using her lips and saliva to cleanse every fold, moving up the veiny shaft all the way to the glans.

Malik gripped the hair of her wig with thick fingers, guiding the sissy maid’s head with firm thrusts, laughing coarsely with Karim. Elena followed every detail, commenting aloud on the scene: "Look how she loves the taste of a real male! Look how she uses her tongue to gather every drop of sweat. You’re a born little sow, Fanny—clean up well down there, don't leave anything behind!" Fanny continued to lick and suck with forced devotion, feeling Malik’s warmth and taste imprint themselves indelibly into her mind, until the man finally deemed himself satisfied.

Once the cleanup was finished, Fanny was dragged with difficulty into the living room and positioned in the center of the room, on all fours on the rug. With a sharp, unceremonious yank, Karim gripped the base of the five-centimeter plug and pulled it out. The wet sound of the metal leaving Fanny’s body echoed clearly, leaving her rear dilated, exposed, and helpless, twitching with involuntary tremors. Malik immediately positioned himself behind her, his massive shadow completely towering over her. The warmth of the man’s skin brushed against the sissy maid’s buttocks, and she began to weep silently, terrified of the imminent penetration.

Victoria immediately noticed that uncontrollable trembling. She stood up from the sofa, walked over calmly, and knelt right in front of her husband's face. With an unexpected, almost maternal gentleness, she lifted her chin and stroked her tear-dampened cheek with her thumb.

"Fanny, look at me," Victoria murmured in a calm, protective tone. "You’re very scared, aren't you? Look at how you're shaking. Do you remember our safe word? If you say it right now, we stop everything immediately. No one will touch you."

Fanny met her wife’s eyes. In that gaze, she found a lethal mix of absolute inflexibility and genuine warmth—a combination that bound her to her in total emotional dependency. Julian was gone; there was only Fanny, desperate to please her mistress. The sissy maid slowly shook her head, rejecting the escape route. "No... I want to keep going," she whispered in a faint, feminine thread of a voice.

"That's my good big sissy," Victoria replied with a radiant smile, leaning in to gently kiss her sweaty forehead. "I’ll stay right here close to you, right in front of you. I’ll hold your hand and describe every single moment of what’s happening back there, so you won't feel alone."

Victoria straightened up slightly and looked Malik in the eye, taking control of the situation. "Malik, stay still. Don’t thrust. She will decide the pace." Then, she placed her delicate but firm hands on Fanny’s slender hips, reassuring her. "Now, Fanny, take a deep breath and push back. Slowly. Millimeter by millimeter."

Fanny obeyed, pushing her pelvis backward. As soon as Malik’s massive tip pressed against her violated intimacy, a gasp of pain and pleasure caught in her throat.

"Like that, slowly..." Victoria whispered, caressing her face as Fanny backed up further. The flesh stretched, barely accommodating that disproportionate width. "Another centimeter, good girl... breathe."

With every tiny backward movement, the sissy maid let out sharp little whimpers, while Victoria continued her gentle play-by-play: "There, he’s filling you completely, Fanny. The skin is stretching, you're doing so well... look at how you're taking him."

Finally, with one last, deep movement, Malik was completely inside, buried to the root in the sissy maid’s body. Fanny nearly collapsed forward, but Victoria’s hands supported her, stroking her hair. "I’m so proud of you, my love. Look at what you managed to do—you took all of him inside you."

From the other side of the room, Elena witnessed the scene and couldn't hold back her obscene, coarse comments, shaking the riding crop: "Look at the hole on this ex-man! Malik went in like butter into a prize sow. Look at how stretched out the big sissy is—her flesh is wide open and gaping for her master! I bet you won't be able to live without it now, Fanny!"

Victoria, keeping her eyes locked onto her husband’s, changed her tone, turning inflexible once more. "Now be a good girl, Fanny. Let him pump you, alright? Don’t move."

Fanny, completely hypnotized and submissive, could only manage a faint: "Yes, Victoria."

Malik received the green light and began his work. He firmly gripped Fanny’s hips with his massive hands and began to thrust. The rhythm immediately became heavy and measured—an obscene, relentless in-and-out that shook the sissy maid’s entire body. With every plunge and every extraction, the room was filled with wet, thick, squelching sounds, like a suction cup gripping against internal walls slick with lube and saliva. Splat, splat, slap. The impact of Malik’s pelvis against Fanny’s buttocks echoed like rhythmic cracks of a whip.

Fanny was completely overwhelmed. The deep, continuous stimulation of her prostate began to radiate a devastating wave of heat throughout her entire pelvis. Despite the terror and psychological humiliation of being in that position in front of her wife, her sissy body capitulated. Without anyone touching the front steel cage, her internal walls contracted wildly, and Fanny was hit by an involuntary, overwhelming prostatic orgasm. From the gaps in the metal, a copious, continuous stream of clear fluid squirted out, soaking the rug and Karim’s shoes in an uncontrollable jet.

Elena burst out laughing even louder, pointing at the mess: "Look at her! She comes all on her own like a bitch in heat just from being pumped from behind! She’s spraying like a fire hydrant!"

Malik accelerated for the final, incredibly violent thrusts, grunting from the exertion, until he reached the peak of pleasure and came deep inside Fanny, discharging all of his warm seed inside the sissy maid. He stayed motionless for a few seconds, panting on her sweaty back, enjoying the final twitching of his victim.

As Malik slowly withdrew, the effect of gravity was immediate. A thick, mixed, glistening trickle began to ooze slowly down the inside of Fanny’s trembling thighs, dripping past her knees and ending up creating a prominent stain on the floor.

Fanny collapsed onto her side on the floor, exhausted, drained of any remaining masculinity, her breath shattered. But the reprieve lasted only an instant.

Elena took two steps forward, snapping the riding crop against the floor just inches from her face, her gaze ruthless and amused at the same time. "Did you hear your master, Fanny? Now look at the pigsty you've made on the floor with your big sissy fluids. Come on, move it, clean everything up immediately with your tongue, just like I already taught you to do. Not a single trace must be left."

Fanny, under Victoria’s silent, stern gaze, slowly turned back onto all fours and, with tears in her eyes, extended her tongue toward the floor to begin cleaning up the mess.


Episode 9: The Keeper of Secrets

The silence that followed Karim and Malik’s departure from the room was surreal, magical. The living room still bore the marks of that storm of raw virility: the scent of sweat, Elena’s expensive perfume, and, on the floor, the glistening residues of Fanny’s definitive breakdown. The sissy maid was still stretched out on the floor, on her side, exhausted. Her white apron was rumpled, her slender legs were tracing residual shivers, and her blonde wig was slightly askew, revealing Julian’s wounded soul.

Victoria observed her from above for a few moments. In her eyes, there was none of Elena’s amused cruelty, but a profound calm, tinged with a strange, incredibly sweet melancholy. She took a deep breath, slipped off her high heels, and sat down on the rug right next to her husband’s trembling body. She extended her legs, smoothed her skirt, and, with an incredibly graceful gesture, gently lifted Fanny’s head, cradling it upon her bare thighs.

Her fingers, cool and soft, began to stroke the sissy’s reddened cheeks, carefully tucking a strand of fake blonde hair behind her ear.

"What am I going to do with you, you silly girl..." Victoria murmured, using a tone of voice so sweet and intimate that it made Fanny’s heart clench. "I saw you, you know? I saw you clearly. What a crazy squirt you made from that steel cage while Malik was taking you from behind... You liked it, didn't you? Come on, tell the truth to your Victoria."

Fanny opened her eyes, her gaze glossy with tears and confusion. Feeling her wife’s warmth and her caresses after that storm made her give in. "Yes, Victoria... it was beautiful," she whispered, partially hiding her face against the fabric of her skirt. "It was like an internal, deep feeling, completely uncontainable. But I was so ashamed. I’m still ashamed even now... look at the state I’m in."

"Oh, foolish girl, you shouldn't be ashamed at all, quite the opposite," Victoria replied, continuing to pat her cheek affectionately, as if to banish those masculine thoughts. "You should be happy, Fanny. Tonight you finally discovered your true nature. You’re perfect for satisfying men, don't you see? It's a gift. There's no room for shame in your new world."

Fanny sniffled, weakly clutching a hem of Victoria’s skirt. "But... you’re going to leave me now, aren't you? You love Karim now... and I understand, he's a real man."

Victoria let out a soft little sigh, her gaze wandering for a moment toward the room's window before settling back onto her husband’s face. "I love you too, Fanny. I’ll never leave you—after all, you are my husband. But it’s a different kind of love, as you now realize yourself. As for Karim... well, I don't know if I truly love him. He drives me crazy in bed, he makes me feel like a real, fulfilled woman, the way I haven't felt in years. But... come on, he’s also much younger than me. Sooner or later he’ll get bored; boys like him are always looking for something new."

Victoria paused for a moment, slowly stroking Fanny’s chin with the tips of her fingers, introducing a thought that had been flashing through her mind for days. "You know... if by chance I were to get pregnant by Karim, I’d want to keep the baby. What do you think? You’d make an excellent nanny—so precious, so attentive to the housework. We could even have it listed as your child on the paperwork. It would be our little, big secret. Of course..." Victoria chuckled, a low, ironic, and complicit sound. "...even if everyone, looking at his face once he grows up, would understand right away that it’s not true. What do you think, would you like that?"

At those words, a mixture of hope and submission made its way into Fanny’s chest. "Really... you really wouldn't leave me? Everything would go back to how it was between us?"

Victoria’s thumb stopped on Fanny’s lips, pressing lightly to silence her. Her tone, while remaining incredibly sweet, suddenly turned inflexible.

"No, my little one. Not like before. That past no longer exists. You are my personal maid now, my sissy maid. I’m keeping you this way, at my service. If you’re a good girl and you're obedient, I might let you have some fun again, just like what happened a moment ago with Malik... But you have to toe the line. And besides, remember that you always have your safe word, if you ever get tired of this game."

"And... and if I said it? If I pronounced the word?" Fanny asked, a shred of hesitation in her voice. "Would everything go back to how it was before?"

Victoria shook her head, smiling with a coldness that turned the sissy’s blood to ice. "I said no, Fanny. If you say the safe word, you’ll be free to pack your things and get out of this house. I won't hold you by force, I promise. But I will stay here. I will stay in this apartment with Karim... and, you know what? I think I might just keep Malik around too."

Fanny’s eyes widened, her breathing turning shallow and ragged once more. "What... both of them? Together?"

"What do you think, huh?" Victoria teased her, moving her fingers down Fanny’s neck, descending to the lace trim of the apron. "Would you be jealous if I decided to sleep in the big master bed with both of my men tonight?"

"Yes... yes, so much," Fanny admitted, lowering her gaze out of humiliation.

"What a liar you are!" Victoria exclaimed, squeezing Fanny’s cheeks slightly between her fingers to force her to look her in the eyes. "You started leaking from your cage again the exact moment I said it! Leaking from jealousy and excitement at the same time, admit it." Victoria stroked her forehead again, turning maternal once more. "Listen, if you’re a good girl, tonight I’ll let you stay in the bedroom with us. You’ll sit right there, in a little corner on the rug, watching your masters enjoy themselves. Then, if I order you to, you’ll have to come clean us up... would you like that?"

Fanny swallowed hard, feeling the warmth of the metal in front turn hopelessly damp all over again. "Okay... but don't do things that are too strange with them... I'm jealous."

"Silly girl," Victoria giggled, giving her an affectionate pat on the cheek. "I told you that, in some way, I still love you. You shouldn't be jealous of your mistress. Now see to it that you stop leaking. If Elena comes back into the living room and sees it, she’ll whip you for sure."

"I... I can't stop it, Victoria," Fanny confessed, her voice a mix of pleading and despair. "I don't understand what's happening to me. Even when she whips me... I just keep leaking through the iron."

Victoria burst out laughing, shaking her head in mock resignation. "You really are incorrigible, my little retired nymphomaniac. You know what? With this tendency of yours to get turned on by every humiliation, you could even go out and streetwalk... yes, out on the pavement, dressed just like that..."

At the mere thought of being shoved onto the sidewalk, exposed to the judgment of the world with ruined makeup, heels, and a steel cage, Fanny’s body gave a violent shudder. From the chastity metal, a new, copious trail of clear fluid shot out, soaking the floor once more, right under Victoria’s eyes.

"Well, look at that..."

Elena’s voice suddenly rang out from the entryway of the room. The blonde mistress had re-entered with slow steps, her black leather riding crop swinging rhythmically in her right hand. Her ruthless gaze immediately locked onto the new glistening patch on the hardwood floor. She approached with a menacing air, clicking her tongue against her palate. "What did I tell you before leaving, you filthy big sissy? Victoria, move out of the way. This bitch needs another reminder of who runs this house."


Episode 10: The Price of Devotion

The sharp crack of the black leather whip shattered the living room’s silence like a gunshot. The blow struck Fanny’s bare buttocks dead-on, leaving a reddish welt that immediately flared against her pale skin.

"Move it, you filthy sissy! Get into position!" Elena thundered, her eyes gleaming with sadistic fervor. "On your knees, now! On all fours, raise that ass if you don't want me to skin you alive!"

With her heart in her throat and her breath stolen by the pain, Fanny obeyed instantly. She bent over the carpet, digging her elbows into the floor and raising her backside as high as possible, offering herself completely to the punishment. Every time the whip lashed her flesh, a violent shiver coursed down her spine. The humiliation of being struck like this right in front of her wife, combined with the absolute submission of the posture, acted as a psychological detonator. From the gaps of her steel chastity cage, the clear pre-cum began to gush with unprecedented intensity, pouring in continuous streams down her thighs and soaking the carpet. She was leaking like never before, completely unable to stop her body’s betrayal.

Victoria, sitting calmly on the floor with her legs stretched out, watched the scene with her usual serene composure, stroking her hair. "You know, Elena..." she began, interrupting the rhythm of the lashes. "Look at the state of her on the floor. She loves it, there’s no denying it. Her body speaks for her. A moment ago, we were talking about her total dependence on humiliation. I was telling her that, with this tendency of hers, we could even put her on the streets. Yes, I mean... turn her into a street whore, dressed exactly like this."

Elena stopped mid-air, her arm raised in visible surprise. She lowered the whip and looked at her friend with an incredulous smile. "Are you serious, Victoria? A streetwalker? And what does our Fanny think about that?"

Victoria let out a brief, detached laugh, never breaking her gaze from her humiliated husband. "Oh, come on, what does it matter what she thinks? She’s ready for it now, there's no denying it. Her body was made to serve."

Elena studied the sissy maid on all fours, stroking her back with the tip of the whip. "Hmm, if you say so... But to do that, she needs proper training. Whoever mounts her might complain if she doesn't measure up to real clients. She still has too many of Julian's hesitations left in her."

"That’s possible," Victoria admitted, standing up and smoothing her clothes. "But that's precisely why we could take her to the truck stop area, near the highway junction. Those men aren't very picky, you know? They work hard, they travel all night... they just want to pay a little to blow off some steam. Fanny will be perfect for that kind of clientele."

Elena’s face lit up with pure malice. She clapped her hands in excitement. "But that is a perfect idea! Oh, yes! We absolutely have to do it tomorrow. Tomorrow we hit the streets, right Fanny?"

Fanny, her face still pressed against the carpet and her rear raised high, let out a confused moan. She nodded slowly, not entirely convinced. Terrified by the idea, she was yet inwardly shaken by an unspeakable arousal that caused another wave of fluid to leak out.

"Well, it's getting late," Elena cut across, checking her watch. "I'll take my leave for tonight, and Malik is leaving too. But rest assured, I will be here very early tomorrow. We must begin the preparation for the new plan: tomorrow our Fanny goes to whore herself out at the truck stop!"

Before crossing the living room threshold, however, Elena headed toward the kitchen. She returned holding a large roll of paper towels. With quick, decisive movements, she tore off about ten sheets, layered them, and folded them several times, creating a sort of thick, crude padded diaper. She stepped up to Fanny, grabbed her hips, and forcefully wedged that block of pressed paper under her apron, shoving it directly against the steel cage.

"There you go. This way you won't mess the floor anymore," Elena commented with a smirk, before saying goodbye to Victoria and leaving together with Malik.

Silence returned to the apartment, but the night was long. From the shadows of the hallway, Karim appeared. He walked naked toward Victoria with a hard erection; his amber skin highlighted a toned, vigorous musculature, and his shaft was turgid and pointing straight forward. He approached Victoria with a confident stride. The woman took it in her hand and realized just how rock-hard he was. She smiled, letting herself be led slowly into the bedroom.

Before closing the door, Victoria turned toward the living room and gestured for Fanny to get into a corner and watch.

Fanny followed them, crawling on all fours across the carpet into the designated corner, the paper towels pressing painfully against her iron chastity. That night became a torture of the senses. Karim possessed Victoria three times over the next few hours with a tireless, raw fervor. Each time he changed positions: first on their sides, then with Victoria on top, and finally with the woman bent over the edge of the bed.

From the darkness of her corner, Fanny watched and leaked. The destructive jealousy and forbidden arousal sent her body into a short circuit. The cage continued to secrete fluid for hours until even the paper became completely drenched, soaked through with transparent moisture that began staining the floor anyway. Every time Karim came, Victoria called Fanny over to clean up with her little mouth: "Fanny... come here. Clean it all up. Come on, don't leave a single drop." And Fanny, obediently, crawled onto the bed to clean her masters' bodies.

In the morning, sunlight filtered through the blinds. Victoria was exhausted, with dark circles under her eyes and a body spent from the night’s exertions. Karim, however, was ready again. He rolled over in bed, vigorous and turgid, seeking his lover’s graces once more. Incredulous at such vitality, Victoria smiled. She declined his advances and ordered Fanny to take care of him with her mouth instead: "Fanny... I can't do it, I'm exhausted. You take care of him, quick."

Fanny executed the order immediately. She climbed onto the bed and did her best, using her lips and tongue with the devotion of someone who has lost every last ounce of male pride, lulled by the steady rhythm of Karim's thrusts. The man had no intention of rushing the finish; he placed his hands behind his head to enjoy the scene and Fanny's pampering almost like a spectator. Victoria watched with curiosity too; she had never imagined that her devout little husband, now reduced to the role of a maid and a servant, possessed those innate skills to give pleasure with his mouth. Fanny tried to help herself with her hands given the length of Karim's shaft, now teasing the tip with her tongue, now wrapping her lips entirely around it. The finale was truly overwhelming. With an expert eye, Victoria knew instantly that Karim was close to exploding—his tensed abs and closed eyes spoke for him. Fearing that Fanny might pull back at the climax, she stepped close, placed a hand on her hair, and forced her head down. When the man fully released himself, the maid could do nothing but taste and swallow, her Mistress’s firm hand not yielding a single millimeter.

"Excellent," Victoria praised her. "You were a very good girl. You didn't let a single drop fall." Finally, she gave her a hard but affectionate slap on her bare bottom and ordered her to dry between her thighs before her crazed prostate flooded the entire room.

When Elena arrived later, the preparation began. The woman marched into the bedroom without ceremony, dragging a large bag filled with makeup and clothes. "Wake up! Fanny, get up from there, we need to get you ready for your first day of work!"

The two women took Fanny and brought her into the bathroom. Elena applied heavy, almost vulgar makeup to her face: a fire-red lipstick smeared past the contours of her lips, dark eyeshadow over her eyes, and a massive dose of blush. She adjusted the blonde wig, teasing it into a messy style, and made her put on a pair of torn black thigh-high stockings and dizzying stiletto heels that forced her to arch her back obscenely. The steel cage remained in place, covered only by a micro-skirt that hid almost nothing.

The car ride to the industrial area was a nightmare of silence. The car pulled over into a gravel layby near a large highway junction where semi-trucks lined up. The air smelled of diesel, dust, and hot asphalt.

"Here we are," Elena said, shoving Fanny out of the vehicle. "Stand right there, next to that wall."

Fanny was left alone on the side of the road. The terror that someone might recognize her made her weep inwardly, yet the cage beneath her skirt kept leaking onto the packed dirt. After a few minutes of agonizing waiting, an old canvas-topped truck slowed down and pulled abruptly into the layby.

The door swung open, and a massive truck driver emerged. He was a middle-aged man, fat, hairy, and sweaty, with a prominent belly straining a white tank top stained with grease. His arms were covered in dark hair, his head was nearly bald, and his face shone with a greasy sweat that gave off a pungent odor of smoke and onions. The man eyed Fanny with bloodshot eyes, spat on the ground, and grunted: "How much, blondie?"

Her voice choked with shame, Fanny repeated the price. The man grabbed her by the arm with thick fingers and shoved her inside the truck cab, a cramped space reeking of stale smoke. The trucker pulled down his pants, revealing a raw, unwashed virility, and ordered Fanny to get on all fours on the worn-out seat. The act was swift, brutal, and devoid of any gentleness. The man took her from behind with heavy, sweaty thrusts, while his hairy chest, wet from his greasy face, pressed against Fanny’s back, smothering her in his nauseating scent. The wet sounds of flesh filled the cab while Fanny gritted her teeth, enduring the ultimate humiliation. When the man finished, he tossed the bills at her and shoved her out of the cab.

Victoria's car pulled up immediately. Elena got out, took the cash, and burst into laughter looking at Fanny’s smeared makeup. "See? I knew those truckers would appreciate our sissy. But enough with the streets, it's time to head home for the final exam."

Back in the apartment, the atmosphere changed instantly. The living room had been prepared: in the center of the room, on the carpet, a pile of shiny satin pillows had been positioned. Karim was already there, along with Malik, who had been summoned back for the occasion. Both men were shirtless, massive, and dominant.

"Get down there, Fanny. On the pillows," Elena ordered, cracking the whip.

Fanny positioned herself on all fours, but the thickness of the pillows raised her pelvis excessively high, isolating her rear and placing it in the absolute foreground—completely defenseless and wide open to the room. Upon seeing the two giants stepping into position, Fanny suffered a total panic attack. Tears streamed down her face, ruining the heavy trucker makeup framing her eyes. She desperately sought her wife's gaze with pleading eyes.

Victoria understood that terror. She walked over calmly, knelt on the carpet right in front of Fanny’s face, and took her hands in hers, squeezing them with infinite tenderness. She kissed her lips gently, whispering into her ear in a warm, manipulative voice: "Do it for me, my little Fanny... Show everyone how much you love your mistress. Prove to me that you are willing to do anything to stay with me. I will be right here in front of you, I’ll hold your hand the entire time, and I will be proud of my sissy."

Those reassuring yet terrible words wiped out any remaining resistance. Totally subjugated by her love and dependence on her wife, Fanny closed her eyes and whispered: "Yes, my mistress... anything for you."

At that point, the arrangement of their bodies became a twisted puzzle. Malik and Karim acted in tandem. Malik on the bottom, Fanny in the middle, and Karim behind. Malik lay flat on his back on the pile of pillows, pulling Fanny on top of him on all fours, forcing her to flatten against his muscular chest and warm skin, while Karim positioned himself immediately behind her. They aimed at Fanny's elevated rear and, coordinating their movements, began their simultaneous entry.

The sensation for the sissy maid was one of unbearable pressure, an immense heat that felt as if it would tear her flesh apart, stretched far beyond any natural limit to accommodate the double virility of the males. A deep, prolonged groan escaped her lips, while Victoria's hands squeezed her fingers to comfort her.

"There... perfect, just breathe," Victoria whispered, looking into her eyes with a proud smile. "Look at how you take them both, you are wonderful."

The in-and-out rhythm began—heavy, asymmetrical, and relentless. The wet, suctioning sounds doubled, filling the room with an obscene echo punctuated by the rhythmic slaps of the two men's flesh striking the buttocks of the sissy, squashed in the middle of that human sandwich. Elena walked around the trio, fanning herself with the whip and tossing out ruthless insults and praise: "Look at this show! This sissy is a true champion! You are the exclusive property of this house now, Fanny! You are no longer a man, you are just a container for your masters!"

The doubled prostatic stimulation and devastating internal pressure brought Fanny's body to a final collapse. Without anyone even touching the steel cage, her internal walls contracted wildly, triggering a prolonged and violent prostatic orgasm. A continuous jet of clear fluid squirted copiously from the iron chastity, soaking the satin pillows and Malik's stomach, leaving him flooded in her fluid of submission.

Shortly after, Karim and Malik reached their peaks together, grunting from the exertion and coming deeply inside her, filling her to the brim with their warm seed.

When the two men slowly withdrew, gravity took its course: a thick, mixed, glossy stream began to leak visibly down Fanny’s trembling legs, permanently staining the pillows and the floor. Fanny collapsed forward, exhausted, drained of all strength, her mind completely blank. Julian was dead forever on that floor; no link to the man of the past existed anymore.

Victoria stood up, went to the closet, and returned with an elegant box. She opened it and pulled out a brand-new permanent sissy maid uniform, trimmed with the finest lace, complete with an even tighter, shinier steel cage. She squatted beside her once more and whispered against her face: "Our old marriage is over, Fanny. From today on, this will be your permanent uniform. We will prepare the paperwork for Karim’s baby, and you will be our nanny and our favorite sissy forever. You'll be happy in my service, won't you?"

With tears smudging her ruined makeup, Fanny looked up at her mistress. A smile of pure gratitude and submission curved her lips. She leaned forward, devoutly kissed Victoria's bare feet, and whispered with absolute joy: "Yes, my mistress... yours forever."
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