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​Book 2 - Episode 1: The Jar of Destiny

The front door swung open abruptly, welcoming the usual burst of chaotic, dominant energy that Elena always brought with her. She barged into Victoria’s living room without even knocking, tossing her designer purse onto the couch with an annoyed gesture.

"I absolutely need to talk to you, Victoria! Things cannot go on like this anymore!" she exclaimed, crossing her arms over her chest with an expression caught between irritation and excitement.

Victoria, who was sipping coffee in her silk robe, looked up with a sly smile, well-accustomed to her friend’s outbursts. "What’s on your mind, Elena? When you get going, you really charge ahead... You clearly need to blow off some steam. By the way, aren't you seeing that Thai girl you liked so much anymore?"

Elena let out a groan of pure disgust, waving her hand in the air. "Forget about that one! I found out she was a guy who had it chopped off... Yeah, you know, a trans girl. And yet, she looked truly natural, a job well done. But I should have realized it on my own—she was always way too skinny!"

Victoria burst out laughing from the bottom of her heart, nearly spilling her coffee. "What does it change, anyway? You were having so much fun with her..."

"Oh come on, you know how I feel about men, don't you?" Elena replied, narrowing her eyes firmly. "Men are meant to serve or be served, there is no middle ground. I only like real women, like you, my dear." Elena took a step forward, her gaze suddenly becoming complicit and ambiguous.

Victoria stopped her immediately with a wave of her hand, keeping her tone amused but firm. "Don't even try it, Elena. You know that was just a youthful fling, a college thing. I like men, and I like them alpha. Speaking of which..." Victoria looked around, adjusting her robe, which struggled to contain her mature, voluptuous curves. "I don't see the big sissy... where did you send her?"

"She’s in the bedroom," Victoria sighed, setting down her cup. "A new friend of Karim's stopped by. Word of mouth has spread among his acquaintances, and now it's a non-stop parade of big boys around here. Just think, that giant wanted to leave after cumming for the third time—he was completely exhausted—but Fanny insisted... she got right down on her knees with her mouth open and convinced him to keep going. I don't know what to do with her anymore, Elena. She leaks constantly; she gets everything wet. The other day I had to take her to the doctor for a checkup, and even there she soaked the entire examination table while the doctor was performing her rectal exam... an unspeakable shame, she just kept producing that clear fluid out of sheer humiliation."

Hearing those words, Elena’s eyes lit up. She sat down opposite Victoria, leaning forward. "Exactly! That's precisely what I wanted to talk to you about: Fanny! Have you taken a good look at her? She’s completely flat on top, a misshapen boyish body. We should do something to make her presentable. I have half an idea to rent her out for some private gangbangs at a villa owned by some acquaintances of mine... they pay astronomical figures for a sissy, but she needs some tits for those situations. Clients want something to grope while they use her."

Victoria wrinkled her nose, looking a bit reluctant. "No, no plastic surgery for my big sissy... no silicone. Deep down I care about her, I don't want her to suffer through an operation."

"Of course not! Who said anything about surgery?" Elena interrupted with a triumphant smile, rummaging through her purse. "I'm talking about natural breast growth. Organic supplements, concentrated herbal stuff. Fenugreek especially, and other herbs that stimulate female tissues. Look at this..." Elena pulled out a dark plastic jar, rattling it. "This jar has thirty concentrated pills. Let’s go in there and ask her if she wants to try them."

Victoria eyed the jar, intrigued. "Alright, let's see what she thinks."

The two women stood up and walked toward the master bedroom, cracking the door open without making a sound. The scene that opened before their eyes was a spectacle of pure physical submission.

A giant Black man, with dark, glistening skin and massive muscles, was lying flat on his back on the bed. Fanny was impaling herself on top of him, her back completely turned to him, her disheveled blonde wig falling over her shoulders. The giant, using his enormous arms as if Fanny weighed absolutely nothing, held her up by the inside of her knees: he would lift her high up and then let her drop heavily back down onto his huge member. Then he would pull her back up, sliding her almost completely off, and let her fall again with a wet thud.

With every brutal thrust from the man, a squirt of clear fluid shot into the air from Fanny’s limp penis—which was completely free of any cage—betraying the extreme, psychological arousal that the big sissy experienced in that submission.

Elena, instead of enjoying the view, frowned. She looked at Fanny angrily and then turned to Victoria with her hands on her hips. "But where is the cage? What kind of story is this? Why is she unlocked?"

"I took it off this morning," Victoria justified herself in a low voice, crossing her arms beneath her heavy breasts. "Poor thing, I felt a little sorry for her; she had it on for too many days in a row. But she’s good, you know? She stays completely limp; she doesn't dare get hard. I told her flat out that if I see even the slightest hint of stiffness in that little thing, I’ll take a needle and thread and sew her back door shut forever. You should have seen how she leaked out of sheer terror when I said it... she submitted even more."

Meanwhile, the giant, noticing the presence of the two mature, voluptuous women at the door, decided to show off for them. He gripped Fanny’s hips with more force and began to accelerate the pace wildly. The thrusts became so rapid and deep that Fanny could only emit shrill, feminine whimpers as his flesh slammed rhythmically against the sissy's rear. With a powerful grunt, the giant finally exploded inside her, filling her completely.

The sissy’s micropenis, of course, followed suit. Despite being completely soft and flaccid, devoid of any erection, it reacted to that hormonal climax: thick, clear, sticky strands shot from the tip, dripping down her own thighs and onto the man's belly.

Catching his breath, the giant shoved the sissy off with a final push, leaving her to tumble onto the mattress like a used ragdoll. Fanny lay there on her side, completely spent, panting heavily, her rear visibly stretched wide open from the sheer size of what she had just endured. It would take her several minutes just to show any sign of closing up, and even then, it wouldn't be fully tight again anytime soon.

Elena and Victoria walked over to the edge of the bed, towering over the sissy maid’s naked, humiliated body. Elena shook the pill bottle right above her head, catching her attention.

"Very well," Elena smiled, unscrewing the cap. "I have some natural pills here that will really boost your estrogen levels while inhibiting your testosterone... if you even have a single drop left in that big sissy body of yours. Starting today, this will be your new daily treatment. You’ll notice your nipples becoming harder and more sensitive, then you'll grow a pair of little tits, most of your body hair will disappear, and your erections should vanish completely—assuming you're even capable of getting them anymore."

Fanny, still lying on her side on the wet mattress, slowly brought a hand to her chest. She touched her still flat, small nipples, imagining the moment when that natural treatment would begin to reshape her body, making it definitively round and submissive. A shiver of pure psychological arousal ran down her spine. She smiled up at Elena, her eyes glossy with gratitude: "Thank you, that would be my dream. I don't care about the erections at all."

"Good girl," Elena commented, pleased by such compliance, though her tone immediately turned stern again. "However, you absolutely must put the cage back on."

Fanny looked down, blushing deeply beneath her smudged makeup. "But I told Victoria... sometimes she is too good to me, I don't deserve it. I need the iron to remind me who I am."

At that exact moment, Victoria’s phone rang on the nightstand, breaking the atmosphere. The woman answered immediately, bringing the device to her ear.

"Hello? Is that you, Karim?" Victoria paused, glancing at the giant who was pulling on his shoes at the foot of the bed. "I think they just finished, yes... it was the fourth time, he’s destroyed. I think he’ll be leaving shortly." Another pause, during which Victoria’s expression shifted, becoming more serious and surprised. "How many? But she’s tired now, she just gave everything she had..." A final pause, as Victoria sighed, looking up at the ceiling with indulgence. "Alright, we'll make it work somehow. Bye."

Fanny looked at Victoria in terror. Her eyes were fixed on her wife; knowing the inner workings of that house by now, she had already figured out what was happening. Her heart began to pound wildly against her ribs once more.

Victoria hung up the phone, adjusted her robe, and stepped closer to the bed with a cynical smile. "Get ready, Fanny. Four of Karim's Black friends are on their way. They just got back from Africa, you see? Over there, women are either difficult or you have to pay for them, and they haven't had any action for a whole month. They are loaded like coiled springs. I'm leaving you with them and going out with Elena. Behave yourself."

Fanny’s initial fear melted away in an instant, transforming into that visceral heat that now governed her every reaction. Feeling so intensely desired as a mere object to be used, the humiliation turned into pure gratitude. Instead of despairing, Fanny blew her a loud kiss and, hugging the pillow that was still warm from the previous encounter, smiled happily, ready to be found completely open and submissive upon their arrival.


Book 2 - Episode 2: The Unexpected Africa

In front of the ornate gilded mirror in the hallway, Victoria and Elena were putting the final touches on their makeup before heading out to run their errands. The crisp, sharp click of their lipstick tubes snapping shut echoed all the way into the master bedroom, where Fanny sat entirely alone, reduced to an absolute bundle of nerves. Her heart was pounding so wildly against her ribs that she could practically feel it in her throat.

The big sissy was already leaking copiously from her limp micropenis at the mere thought of what awaited her. In her overheated mind, she was already envisioning four two-meter-tall giants, with massive biceps like Malik’s and Karim’s and terrifying members, ready to storm her without a single moment of respite or gentleness. She clutched the pillow tightly against her chest, her thighs growing warm and damp in feverish anticipation. Every tiny rustle from the street sounded to her like the approaching footsteps of her next masters.

Suddenly, the front doorbell rang with a sharp, piercing chime, cutting through the silence of the apartment.

"They're here!" Elena called out from the hallway, a sly grin on her face betraying her sadistic curiosity.

Victoria walked calmly to open the door, while Elena strategically positioned herself on the threshold of the bedroom to enjoy the view from atop her stiletto heels. Karim’s four friends stepped inside... but the moment the men crossed the threshold into the bedroom, harsh reality obliterated Fanny’s epic, terrifying fantasies in a single second, leaving her jaw dropped and completely bewildered.

There wasn't a single two-meter giant in sight. Instead, four Eritrean men arranged themselves before the master bed—short, skinny, and practically swallowed whole by Western clothes that were far too baggy for their petite frames. They looked almost intimidated by the environment and by the imposing presence of the two women. But the real shock came when Victoria, with an imperious nod of her head, ordered them to strip.

The four men shed their clothes with quick, efficient movements. Once they were completely naked, Fanny’s disappointment was total and crushing: all four of them exhibited decidedly small, thin, almost comical members that had absolutely nothing to do with the extra-large proportions that Karim and Malik had accustomed the sheets of that house to.

Elena and Victoria locked eyes for a second, and then, without the slightest shred of restraint or respect for their guests, burst into open laughter. Elena let slip one of her trademark venomous quips, commenting that Africa must have shrunk drastically in the wash lately.

For her part, Fanny felt a sudden, unexpected surge of pride—the last, ridiculous remnant of the Julian of the past. She backed away across the mattress until her back hit the headboard, awkwardly covering her lower belly with the pillow. "No, not with them... they're tiny! Victoria, please, send them away, it's a joke! I'm used to much bigger things by now!"

The smile on Victoria’s face vanished instantly, replaced by a stern, icy, and cutting expression. She took two slow, heavy steps toward the edge of the bed, towering over the big sissy with the full weight of her majestic, voluptuous presence as a mature woman.

"You are nothing but a cock-sucking big sissy, Fanny! If you don't behave yourself, I will punish you severely, or I'll take you right back to turn tricks at the truck stop!" Victoria thundered, resting her fists firmly on her hips.

Fanny turned white beneath her makeup, a shiver of pure terror racing down her spine. "No, please, not the truck stop..." she implored in a shrill, high-pitched voice, squeezing the pillow.

But Victoria, who knew her all too well, cast her eyes down toward Fanny's thighs and noticed an unmistakable detail: the exact moment the word truck stop had left her mouth, a sudden squirt had shot from Fanny’s limp micropenis, and the sheet beneath her was soaking through right before their eyes. The big sissy had made a terrible wet mess of herself, leaking even worse than before out of sheer psychological fear and arousal.

Elena stepped in with a cynical laugh: "Victoria, did you see what the word truck stop does to her? We absolutely have to take her back there one of these days; the sheets will thank us!" Both women laughed heartily, thoroughly enjoying the deep humiliation of the sissy.

Victoria’s expression hardened again, crossing her arms beneath her heavy breasts. "Let me remind you that these men are dear friends and guests of Karim, and they have spent a month traveling in total abstinence. And above all, my little sissy, I adapted to your ridiculous micropenis for years and years without ever complaining, so you are the absolute last person on the face of this earth who can afford to be picky!"

At that point, seeing the big sissy's hesitation and comments, the four Eritrean men feigned deep offense at her behavior. They crossed their arms over their chests, exchanging disgruntled glances and muttering among themselves in low voices before turning to Victoria, demanding firm guarantees that Fanny would do her duty without making a scene and submit completely.

Victoria whirled toward the bed, burning the sissy with her gaze. "Isn't it true, sissy, that you will do everything they ask of you? Otherwise, heaven help you! You know exactly where I'll leave you tonight!"

Fanny, terrified at the thought of ending up back in that roadside layby, nodded frantically and tried to apologize in a thousand different ways, stammering and crying. To prove her absolute submission and as a gesture of goodwill, she turned over on the bed onto all fours, presenting her wide-open rear to the Eritreans, and said in a trembling voice: "Please excuse me... look, does this interest you? You can use me however you want..."

Seeing that ridiculous, submissive body, the Eritreans began to laugh among themselves. One of them stepped forward, delivering a loud, incredibly hard smack right across her naked cheek, making her gasp, and said with a thick accent: "Very nice, that comes later... but first, you must begin with your little mouth!"

"Yes, right away, forgive me..." Fanny whispered, her eyes glossy with tears.

Without needing to be told twice, she crawled on all fours across the mattress to the edge of the bed, lowered herself onto her knees on the floor, and, with total devotion, offered her lips to the first man. She grasped his small member and began to perform her duty with frantic energy to earn their forgiveness, while her rear remained fully on display for the others.

Elena and Victoria exchanged a knowing look, completely satisfied with the lesson they had taught her. They walked out of the bedroom chuckling softly, pulling the door shut behind them and turning the key in the lock from the outside.

Fanny was left alone, locked inside with the four men. They might have been small, but a whole month of travel-induced abstinence had built up a terrifying amount of hormonal pressure and eagerness within their bodies. Without the slightest hint of gentleness or the slow, drawn-out pacing that Malik usually provided, the four of them moved on her like swift, tireless, rapid, and aggressive ferrets.

They flipped and rolled her across the bed at their whim, using her in turns and all at once. Their pace was frantic, incredibly rapid—a continuous barrage of tightly spaced thrusts that didn't even leave Fanny enough time to catch her breath or whimper. She was used from every angle with a speed that quickly threw her brain into a total short circuit.

And it was right in the middle of that whirlwind that the real physical surprise arrived. Despite their small sizes, the four men revealed themselves to be absolute human pressure washers. When they reached the climax of their heat simultaneously, their accumulated abstinence exploded with devastating force. Thick, terrifyingly copious, and continuous torrents shot from the tips of their small members. It was a staggering, anomalous quantity of white fluid that drenched Fanny everywhere, completely soaking her blonde wig, dripping down her face, over her closed eyes, and trailing down her back and buttocks.

Fanny found herself literally submerged, flooded, and sticky, covered in liters of that concentrated heat. Under the weight of that grotesque, intensive, and bizarre treatment, her micropenis—completely soft, flaccid, and utterly devoid of strength—responded through pure nervous and prostatic reaction, continuing to squirt thick, clear strands onto the already drenched mattress, sealing her absolute, ridiculous, and happy submission to the decisions of her mistresses.


Book 2 – Episode 3: The Surprise in the Bed

A few hours later, the key turned in the lock once again, and the front door opened. Victoria and Elena walked back in, tired but satisfied from their round of errands, deeply immersed in conversation. The moment they stepped near the bedroom and cracked the door open, however, they were hit by a pungent, musky odor that made them nearly step back.

The scene that opened before their eyes was an absolute disaster. It was wet everywhere, even on the floor near the edges of the mattress. In the center of the bed, Fanny lay completely wrecked, spent, her blonde wig reduced to a shapeless, sticky mess, and her body entirely covered in whitish stains. Around her, the four Eritrean men were fast asleep, exhausted and completely drained of every single ounce of energy, laid out like fallen soldiers in battle.

Victoria and Elena took a step forward and immediately noticed a decidedly bizarre anatomical detail. Fanny’s belly, usually flat and lean, showed a strange, round, taut bulge—looking very much like a small pregnancy. The two women exchanged perplexed, intrigued glances at the grotesque sight.

Victoria walked over and shook Fanny by the shoulder, waking her abruptly. "What is this mess, Fanny? Why is it wet all over the place? We taught you to use your mouth for these things, not to make a total pigsty."

Fanny struggled to open her eyes, visibly uncomfortable and intimidated by her mistress’s stern gaze. She tried to pull herself up, covering her swollen belly with her hands, and attempted to apologize in a trembling voice. "Forgive me, Victoria... I did exactly as you taught me, I swear. But a whole month of abstinence was simply too much for them. They just wouldn't stop; they were constantly loaded. I swallowed as much as I possibly could..." the big sissy said, pointing a mortified hand toward her bloated stomach. "Then I felt full all the way up to my throat, and I couldn't force any more down. It’s my fault, I need to improve, I know."

Victoria looked down her nose at her, her expression heavy with mock disgust. "I am truly disappointed in you, Fanny. This mess and this smell are simply unbearable. Now move it: wake those men up and give every single one of them one last mouth-job, just to be sure they are completely empty before they leave. Then, once they're gone, clean up this whole stable perfectly and take a shower. Unless you want to finish your day at the truck stop layby."

At the word truck stop, Fanny gasped. She shook her head frantically, terrified, but her body betrayed her instantly: a substantial, visible squirt shot right from the front of her limp micropenis, further soaking the already drenched sheet.

Elena burst into hearty laughter, pointing a finger at her. "Victoria, did you see that? The idea of finishing her day at the truck stop layby would actually be perfect for her!"

"Maybe another time," Victoria replied with a complicit smile. "I have a romantic dinner planned with Karim tonight, and I am in absolute need of a perfect maid at my service."

Then, Victoria took Elena by the arm and led her aside into the hallway, making sure Fanny could neither hear nor see them. With a radiant smile, she opened her purse, pulled out a small cardboard box, opened it, and showed the contents to her friend. Inside was a pregnancy test, bearing two highly distinct, bold pink lines.

Elena’s eyes widened, and then she smiled and hugged her warmly. "But that is wonderful news, Victoria! Does the father know?"

"No, I haven't told Karim yet," Victoria whispered, adjusting her hair.

"And what does your husband think about it?" Elena asked, intrigued.

"Fanny doesn't know either," Victoria explained with a cynical little smirk. "She’ll find out tonight, when I show the test to Karim during dinner. I want it to happen right while she’s standing there by the table, in her maid uniform, waiting for orders. I want to see the look on her face."

Elena nodded, but a shade of worry crossed her face. "Excellent idea, but Karim is very young—he only recently turned twenty-one... do you think he’ll stick around to play father?"

"I highly doubt it," Victoria admitted with absolute calm. "He told me a while ago that he wants to go back to Africa, back to his home country. Actually, I already discussed the possibility with Fanny in the past, just in case... She said that on paper, she could be registered as the father—or rather, he could, Julian."

Elena made a skeptical grimace. "Won't that go to her head, though? I wouldn't want her putting the pants back on and trying to act like the man of the house. We would have done all that feminization work for nothing."

"Oh please, Elena! Have you taken a good look at her in there?" Victoria chuckled, waving a hand in the air. "Just hearing the word truck stop makes her leak like a little whore. She doesn't have a shred of masculinity left in that body."

"Yeah, you're right," Elena agreed, her eyes gleaming with sadism. "Tomorrow we absolutely must take her to that rest area; she’s too funny when she gets scared."

"Yeah, we'll think about tomorrow then," Victoria concluded, slipping the test back into her purse. "But tonight, after breaking the news to Karim, I want to give my big sissy a little reward for our future agreement. Three of Karim's friends are coming over—the ones from his home country... but the real deal, not like those shrunken ones from this afternoon."

Elena burst out laughing, catching on instantly. "And while she’s busy in there with the three giants, I assume you’ll lock yourself in the bedroom with your young Karim, right?"

"Obviously," Victoria winked with a broad smile. "Provided the sissy hurries the hell up, cleans up that whole disaster in the bedroom, and makes sure she's ready."

The two women chuckled together in low voices, already anticipating the evening, while from the end of the hallway came the sound of Fanny, faithful to her orders, awkwardly trying to wake the four Eritreans.


Book 2 – Episode 4: The Dinner of Secrets and the Real Reward

The dinner was proceeding in a surreal silence for Fanny, punctured only by the metallic clink of silverware against the plates, Victoria’s complicit laughter, and the deep, confident cadence of Karim’s voice. Standing in her perfectly ironed maid uniform, white apron, sheer stockings, and neatly adjusted blonde wig, Fanny remained frozen just a few steps from the table. Her hands gripped the silver serving tray so tightly that her knuckles turned white, her gaze pinned strictly to the floor.

A deep, tearing sadness squeezed her heart. The more she looked at Karim sitting in his spot—the man who had taken total possession of her wife and her home—the more she felt the crushing weight of her own failure. She felt like an empty shell, stripped of all dignity, forced to play spectator to someone else's happiness while dressed as a woman.

Suddenly, Victoria set down her wine glass, opened her purse with a radiant smile, and slid the white pregnancy test box across the table. Karim looked at it confused for a split second, then spotted the two bold pink lines. The young man’s eyes widened; he burst into a spontaneous shout of joy and jumped up, catching Victoria’s face in his hands to kiss her passionately.

At that sight, Fanny felt the blood freeze in her veins. It was a total psychological collapse. She realized in a millisecond that the very last, invisible thread binding her to her past as a man—to her old life outside the cage—had snapped forever. Victoria broke away from Karim for a brief moment and locked eyes with the maid, savoring every single second of that completely destroyed, despairing expression.

In a falsely sweet, consoling tone, her mistress addressed her. "Don't make such a sad, pathetic face, Fanny. Look on the bright side: you get to be the father on paper for this baby, registered on all the official documents. It'll be an excellent way to make yourself useful to this family, won't it? And besides, since you did such a wonderful job cleaning up that whole disaster with the Eritreans this afternoon, I’ve prepared a splendid surprise just for you."

At that exact moment, the doorbell rang with three firm, heavy knocks.

Victoria gave Karim a complicit smile and then pointed her index finger at the maid. "Go open it, Fanny. Your surprise has arrived."

With her legs shaking so violently she could barely stand, Fanny headed toward the foyer. When she opened the door, her breath caught in her throat, and her eyes filled with tears of pure helplessness. Standing before her were three giant, massive men, their bursting biceps completely crowding the hallway. Utterly submissive and terrified by such an imposing physical display, Fanny immediately cast her eyes downward, stammering a timid, "Please, come in..." as she pressed herself flat against the wall.

The three giants stepped into the house with heavy strides, and Fanny, walking ahead of them with her skirt swaying, guided them toward the living room. One of the men, lingering a step behind, turned toward the entryway and burst out laughing, catching his companions' attention. Right on the exact spot where Fanny had stood to welcome them, a glaring, wet puddle stained the polished hardwood floor. Wearing no panties beneath her uniform due to the rules of the house, the visual terror of those huge men had instantly triggered the sissy’s faucet, leaking right through her sheer stockings and leaving a trail of liquid anxiety on the floor. The three exchanged a knowing look, whispering comments about the strange maid’s reaction.

In the living room, Karim wasted no time. Without a single word, he scooped Victoria up into his arms as if she were light as a feather and strode purposefully toward the master bedroom to celebrate the news. Fanny watched them vanish down the hall with a shattered heart, and the sound of the bedroom door shutting with a sharp, definitive click of the key sealed her absolute loneliness and the beginning of her punishment.

Before Fanny could even turn around, she felt herself suddenly snatched from behind. Two of the newly arrived boys hoisted her up by her knees, lifting her off the ground without the slightest effort and holding her completely split wide open from behind, locked helpless in the grip of their enormous hands as they hitched her maid skirt up past her waist. Fanny whirled her head around, her breath short, and saw that the third giant was already comfortably seated on the living room sofa, his enormous, terrifyingly erect member towering upward.

The two carried her backward right over him, suspending her in mid-air, and then lowered her down slowly, inch by inch. The moment Fanny felt the brutal, hot, slick contact between her bare cheeks and the man’s balls on the couch, the emotional and nervous short circuit in her brain was so violent that a copious, clear torrent shot from her tiny, caged penis, dripping directly down her own thighs and soaking the sofa before the act had even begun.

One of the two men in front shoved her firmly backward, while the guy she was impaled upon locked his powerful arms around her, squeezing her tight against his chest to pin her completely. Fanny was wedged in, filled to capacity, with absolutely no way out. At that point, the second man from the front grabbed her legs, spreading them to the absolute limit, and drove himself in with powerful thrusts, forcing an equally large, massive member inside her.

Overwhelmed by that terrifying, double fullness that packed every single millimeter of her body and flesh, Fanny threw her head back against the sofa, closing her eyes and opening her mouth in a deep sigh of absolute hormonal surrender. She could feel her inner walls giving way, stretching under that overflowing, driving force. But the assault wasn't over. The third giant leaned forward over her and immediately shoved his own massive member into her mouth, blocking any chance for her to breathe or whimper from the pain.

Fanny, now entirely devoid of any masculine will and driven solely by the pure instinct of submission, gripped him tightly with one hand to pleasure him even better, moving her head back and forth and swallowing him completely into her mouth, while her body was rocked by the powerful thrusts of her three masters for the evening.

Toward the end, when the three giants reached their climax simultaneously, filling her to the brim with their thick heat, Fanny felt herself definitively and irretrievably stretched wide open. A sensation of total, permanent physical dilation that made her realize, in the deepest depths of her sissy soul, that she would never rise from that sofa as a man again.


Book 2 – Episode 5: Family Secrets

The first lights of dawn filtered through the living room blinds, illuminating the battlefield. The three giants were finally taking their leave after an intense, relentless night. On the sofa, Fanny was a picture of total exhaustion: disheveled, her blonde wig sitting sharply askew, her body still thoroughly marked by the hours that had passed. Yet, despite being literally broken, an absurd sense of performance anxiety began to claw its way into her sissy brain.

As the men headed toward the foyer, Fanny dragged herself off the sofa, walking with heavy friction, her legs still shaking violently. She chased them all the way to the front door, looking up at them with pleading, watery eyes. "But... excuse me... will you come back? Was there something that didn't satisfy you last night? Please, tell me—I feel as though I wasn't entirely up to par..." she stammered, twisting her hands nervously over her maid apron. The three huge men turned to look at her, barely suppressing their laughter at the pathetic sight of this sissy maid who, despite enduring a brutal pounding all night long, actually begged to know if she had served them well. One of them delivered a final, parting smack across her rear, then stepped out onto the landing without granting her a serious reply.

Right at that moment, the master bedroom door swung open. Victoria stepped out, looking gorgeous, soft, and radiant in her nightgown, escorting Karim to the door. Her mistress said goodbye to him with a sweetness and attentiveness never seen before, clinging to him and kissing him as if she were madly in love, completely ignoring the presence of Fanny, who stood frozen and humiliated in the hallway, entirely invisible.

Karim left. Victoria lingered for a few seconds, leaning against the door with a sigh. When she turned around, she saw Fanny staring at her, motionless, her mouth agape and a tear smudging her makeup.

"Don't look at me like that. You aren't Julian anymore; now you're Fanny, my sissy maid. I have the right to fall in love too, and Karim possesses a vigor I have never experienced before. You had your own night of passion, too—I heard it through the bedroom door. Those three didn't give you a single minute of peace. Come over here to me; I want to see how they broke you in." Victoria spoke to her with a gentleness she hadn't shown in days.

Fanny stepped closer, still in her black uniform and her short, white lace apron. Her dress was completely stained with whitish patches. Her mistress seemed genuinely invested in her condition. "Come here, turn around, and bend forward. I want to take a good look at how you're holding up." Fanny turned and leaned over. Victoria hitched up her skirt and gasped, "Well, look at my little sissy whore, look what you've done to yourself. You are completely stretched wide open behind. You are truly incorrigible. Couldn't you have stopped them at some point? What was the need to let yourself get so ruined? I don't think you'll ever close up again. We'll have to check with Elena; she has experience with this."

Fanny kept her eyes glued to the floor and tried to justify herself. "They wanted to take me simultaneously the entire time. I tried to say something at first, but they told me white sissies don't have the right to speak. They kept making fun of me because I leaked too much. They called me a broken little fountain. I was also afraid you'd be upset if they weren't satisfied, so I tried to revive them with my mouth whenever they got tired. Are you angry with me?"

"Of course not. You did a good job—at least judging by how torn open you are. You really are incorrigible."

Victoria barely had time to reassure Fanny before the doorbell began to ring insistently.

Victoria checked the peephole and her eyes widened. Turning back to the maid with an imperious look, she whispered, sharp enough to be heard over the door, "Fanny, move it! It’s your mother! Race into the bedroom right now, hide inside the closet, and heaven help you if you breathe or make a single sound! I’ll tell her you're away on business."

Terrified at the thought of being seen in such a state, Fanny ran into the bedroom at lightning speed, squeezed herself into the built-in closet among the hanging clothes, and pulled the doors shut, remaining in the dark, trembling.

Victoria opened the door, welcoming her mother-in-law with a broad smile. Julian’s mother walked into the house, looking around with the classic, critical air peculiar to mothers. The two women settled in the kitchen for a cup of coffee, and after the routine small talk about Julian’s long absences, Victoria decided to drop the bomb.

"You know, Mom... I wanted to give you some wonderful news. I'm pregnant," Victoria said, caressing her belly.

Julian’s mother froze, her coffee cup suspended in mid-air, her gaze completely blank. She blinked a couple of times, convinced she had misheard. "Pardon me? Pregnant? Victoria, dear, but how is that even possible? I mean, we're both women here, let's speak frankly..."

The mother leaned across the table, lowering her voice into a confidential whisper. "I watched my son grow up. Ever since he was a young boy, Julian always had those tiny little balls and a wee penis that looked like a shriveled little bean. He never possessed a single shred of virility—let alone the strength to get a voluptuous, statuesque woman like you pregnant! And to be completely honest, it doesn't surprise me that he's never home. When he was a teenager, I used to catch him stealing my clothes from the closet all the time; he’d put on my skirts in secret. And he was always seeing a local boy, a much older bull, a massive lad. Julian would come home acting all strange... if you ask me, he was already playing the little woman back then."

Behind the closet doors, Fanny heard those words and went into a total psychological short circuit. The raw humiliation of hearing her own mother recount her childhood secrets and mock her tiny proportions was a devastating blow. The psychological shame triggered yet another uncontrollable hydraulic reaction: a sudden squirt shot directly from her limp micropenis, dripping right down her sheer stockings and soaking the floor of the closet.

In the kitchen, Victoria pricked up her ears, captivated by her mother-in-law's revelations, especially the story about the teenage bull. A flash of pure malice lit up her eyes. "Oh, really? He used to do those things? And tell me about this bull... what was he like?" she asked, visibly intrigued for her future plans.

Then, amassing a healthy dose of sadism, Victoria decided the game had gone on long enough. She rose from her chair with a diabolical smile. "Come with me, Mom. I want to show you something."

The mother, confused, followed her down the hallway to the bedroom. Victoria positioned herself in front of the built-in closet, grabbed the handles, and flung the doors wide open all at once, revealing the contents.

Fanny was cowering inside among the clothes, her blonde wig crooked, last night's makeup heavily smudged, her maid apron stained, and her bare legs visibly wet from her own leaking shame.

Julian’s mother stood frozen for a second, her eyes stretching wide at the grotesque sight. Then, realizing that her son had reduced himself to the exact little woman he had always dreamed of being, she couldn't contain herself. She brought a hand to her mouth and burst into a loud, coarse, uncontrollable roar of laughter, pointing directly at her sissy-dressed son, while Victoria savored the scene with crossed arms, completely satisfied with the new depth of humiliation achieved.


Book 2 – Episode 6: Confessions and Wet Promises

Following the explosion of laughter, the atmosphere in the room shifted in an unexpected way. Julian’s mother stopped laughing, looking at her son curled up in the closet with those watery, frightened eyes, and her maternal heart experienced a sudden surge of pure understanding. She took a step forward, parted the hanging clothes, and extended her arms toward him, inviting him out. Fanny crawled out of the closet, awkward and trembling, and allowed herself to be pulled into a long embrace.

The mother caressed her disheveled blonde wig with a sweet smile. "Julian... rather, Fanny... it’s alright. I knew something like this would happen sooner or later. I'm happy that you’ve finally found your path, a path that makes you happy and allows you to express what you’ve always kept hidden ever since you were a young boy." Then the mother turned toward Victoria, visibly enthusiastic. "And the idea of becoming a grandmother in some way fills me with joy! Of course, let’s make a pact... for the time being, it is absolutely best not to reveal any details to Julian’s father. You know him—he thinks the old-fashioned way and would never understand such a modern situation."

Fanny, deeply moved by that unexpected acceptance, remained silent while Victoria offered another cup of coffee to her mother-in-law. Seated in the living room, Victoria decided to open up, showing a vulnerable side that Fanny had never seen in her before. "You know, Mom... I’ve fallen madly in love with Karim. But I'm so worried... he’s much younger than me, and to make matters worse, he’s about to leave to go back to his home country in Africa."

Julian’s mother listened to Victoria’s sigh, squeezed her hand with sincere sympathy, and gave her some very blunt advice. "I'm so sorry, dear Victoria. But listen to me carefully: you are a beautiful and strong woman; you absolutely must not settle for being alone. And least of all should you think about spending your life with Julian, given his new role in this house. Look for another man who can give you stability."

Then the mother began to observe Fanny closely. She noticed that her physique seemed to have changed compared to some time ago. She had always remained skinny, slender, and completely devoid of masculine muscle, but the maid uniform now highlighted a conspicuous, soft swell in her chest, and her hips also appeared to have become decidedly rounder and more voluptuous. She smiled, winking at this novelty. "You've turned into a woman; you've got some tits and you're putting on a nice bride's ass." Fanny, flattered by those glances, began to spin left and right with a radiant smile, swishing her skirt as if she were a model on a runway, proud of those feminine compliments.

At that point, Victoria spoke up, flashing a complicit smile. "See, Mom? It’s all thanks to a dear friend of mine, Elena. A true friend who, completely selflessly and solely to help her feel more comfortable with her own body, procured some miracle pills for her. They are made from fenugreek and other natural essences—totally organic, harmless stuff that is slowly accentuating her femininity."

The mother smiled tenderly, hugged Fanny again, and whispered a deep confession into her ear: "Julian... rather, Fanny... it’s alright. I’ll let you in on a secret: I don't mind at all now having a daughter instead of that male son who always seemed so incomplete to me. You have no idea how much worry he caused me. And besides, he always had a little flaw—I don't know if he’s outgrown it now—but he was always constantly leaking from the front. I had to wash at least three pairs of underwear a day for him."

Victoria burst into laughter; Fanny smiled too, and out of sheer embarrassment, she began to leak once more. The mother, catching on to the situation instantly, shook her head and joined in the general laughter.

After giving Fanny one last kiss and Victoria a warm goodbye, the mother took her purse and left, closing the door behind her.

Left alone in the hallway, Fanny burst into a heavy sob, tears streaking her thick makeup. Victoria, seeing her so shaken, stepped closer and tried to reassure her in an unusually soft tone. "Come on, Fanny, nothing terrible happened. Don't cry. Mothers always understand their children, even when they reduce themselves to exactly what you've reduced yourself to."

Fanny shook her head, wiping her eyes with the sleeve of her lace apron. "No, Victoria... you don't understand. It’s not because of my mother that I'm crying."

Victoria looked at her, confused. "And what for, then?"

"Last night... the night spent with those three giants... I felt so fulfilled, so immensely filled," Fanny confessed in a whisper, blushing visibly. "But I am in pure terror that I made a bad impression. I'm afraid I wasn't up to par, that I didn't satisfy them enough. When they were about to leave, I asked them if they would come back, but they didn't answer me—they just left. Victoria, please, tell me the truth... do you think they’ll come back?"

Victoria cast her eyes downward. At Fanny’s feet, a glaring, fresh wet puddle had already formed on the hardwood floor, fed by the sheer stockings that kept soaking through. Her mistress smiled, amused by that absolute lack of modesty and control.

"I certainly hope so for your sake, Fanny," Victoria said, crossing her arms. "From the way you leak conspicuously just talking about them, it’s plain to see you’ve fallen madly in love. With which of the three, let’s hear it?"

Fanny lowered her head, completely overwhelmed by emotion, and whispered her truth: "All three. Together." And as she uttered those words, a fresh release of heavy drops fell to the floor.

"Well, if it’s any consolation, you should know that Elena is stopping by later," Victoria announced with a sadistic little smirk. "She absolutely wants to take you to the truck stop rest area to finish the day in style."

Fanny’s eyes stretched wide, petrified by pure terror. The psychological short circuit caused by the words truck stop, combined with the residual arousal from the night, created an instant, devastating hydraulic pressure inside her. Before she could even open her mouth to beg, a sudden, substantial, and incredibly hot, copious squirt shot forward from her tiny, caged, pantyless penis, striking Victoria’s bare foot dead-on.

Victoria didn't flinch; instead, a malicious smile illuminated her face. She stood her ground, enjoying the spectacle of that total loss of control. She didn't move her struck foot by a single millimeter, letting the heat of the sissy’s squirt slowly evaporate on her bare skin.

Fanny, for her part, was left petrified. Her hands were pressed tight against her thighs, her eyes wide with terror, and her mouth agape in an expression of pure panic. She had just committed the most glaring, unthinkable hydraulic affront directly onto her mistress’s body, and all because of a single word: truck stop.

"Well, look at what a filthy, frantic little whore we have here..." Victoria whispered, lowering her gaze to pin the sissy to the floor with icy eyes. "You are so completely reduced to a broken colander that you can’t even hold it in front of your mistress. You just squirted right onto my bare foot, Fanny. Do you realize how degraded and unwatchable you've become?"

"I'm sorry! Victoria, please, forgive me—it was the terror, I didn't mean to!" Fanny pleaded, bursting into a desperate cry once more that melted the mascara on her cheeks. She went to bend her knees and huddle down in a desperate attempt to hide herself, but without panties, the flow from her lower belly showed no sign of stopping. The wet trail on the parquet kept expanding at a rapid pace, fueled by adrenaline and shame.

Victoria remained impassive, but her mind was already calculating how to exploit this incident to bend her even further. She took a small step forward, bringing her wet foot just inches from the sissy’s face.

"On your knees, right now. Clean my foot immediately with your little cock-sucking mouth, and do it before I lose my patience entirely. You must eliminate every single trace of your fluid from this room, starting with my skin."

Fanny didn't need to be told twice. Overwhelmed by guilt and the terror of punishment, she dropped immediately onto all fours onto the slick floor, heedless of her maid uniform getting soiled and her blonde wig now sitting completely out of alignment. She lunged forward and, with total submission, began to kiss and lick Victoria’s bare foot clean with her tongue, straining to be as meticulous as possible to earn her forgiveness.

While Fanny was busy with that humiliating cleaning task, Victoria’s phone on the hallway table buzzed, signaling the arrival of a text. Victoria picked it up with one hand, keeping her other foot planted near the sissy’s head to hold her still.

"Look who’s texting," Victoria said aloud, in an amused tone that made Fanny’s blood run cold. "It’s Elena. She says she just finished fueling up and that in exactly twenty minutes she’ll be down here with the car to load you up. She said she’s already alerted a couple of her acquaintances who manage the big rigs at the rest area. They want to see if this famous sissy we always talk about knows how to do her duty on the high seats, too."

At those words, Fanny’s body gave a fresh, violent shudder. Despite having her mouth occupied licking her mistress’s skin, the mere thought of what awaited her within twenty minutes triggered yet another hydraulic short circuit: a fresh, copious sequence of clear strands shot from her tiny member, further soaking the surrounding floor, sealing her absolute, ridiculous, and happy submission to the destiny that the two Domines had written for her.


Book 2 – Episode 7: The Sissy’s Mission

The horn of Elena’s car honked twice from the street, abruptly cutting short the moment of submission in the hallway. With her heart in her throat, her makeup partially ruined, and her gaze pinned down, Fanny climbed into the heavy vehicle belonging to Victoria’s friend, smoothing down the skirt of her uniform. The moment the car merged onto the highway, Elena turned toward her with a cold, calculating look.

"Listen, Fanny, I need to tell you something important about my natural pills," Elena began, tightening her grip on the steering wheel. "Victoria thinks I was being selfless and generous. In reality, those hormonal pills that are doing such a good job growing your tits and widening your hips cost a massive amount of money. But to me, it’s an investment. Now that you have a decidedly more curvaceous, womanly look, you’re going to be appreciated a whole lot more by the truckers at the rest stop we’re heading to. They’ll be willing to pay much higher rates."

Seeing Fanny shrink into the passenger seat, Elena added a touch of fake humanity, softening her tone. "But see, Fanny... you have to look at this a bit like a mission, too. These are hard-working men, poor truckers who spend days on the road and who, for a few bucks, are in desperate need of relaxing—of emptying themselves out a bit... physically above all," she said, laughing heartily. "That sweet little mouth of yours was made for this too, don't you think?"

Enchanted by those words, Fanny nodded weakly, continuing to leak conspicuously from the sheer excitement. Elena immediately reassured her: "Don't worry about my car; knowing you, I put down an absorbent seat cover on purpose."

Curious, Fanny timidly asked how much she should charge the clients. "Ten dollars is enough," Elena replied firmly. "The other girls on the strip ask for thirty, but we need to build a clientele; we're new. For now, we work on volume." Her eyes widening, Fanny asked naively if she was going to be tricking too, since Elena used the word "we." Elena burst into a roaring laugh. "Are you kidding me? I like women; I could never do that! I say 'we' because you and I are a team now. But remember: for the time being, all the cash belongs to me to cover the expenses for the organic pills." Fanny nodded again, totally submissive. "Now go out there and do your duty. Remember, it’s a milestone mission for you."

The car pulled up at the rest area. Fanny stepped out, her legs trembling as she walked. She barely managed a few paces before the first big rig ground to a halt right in front of her. The driver signaled her to climb up, drove the heavy truck a little further down into an isolated zone, and pulled the brake. He was a hairy guy in his fifties, completely bald, wearing a worn-out tank top. The odor inside the cab was overpowering—a heavy mix of stale, trapped sweat.

The instant the truck stopped, the man unbuckled his pants without wasting a second and pulled down his white briefs, which were visibly covered in yellow stains. Fanny tried to chat a bit, to act like a polite little lady by asking his name, but he gripped her head firmly, shoving her downward onto his already semi-hard member. Fanny noticed that his dimensions were nothing to boast about, but the smell was pungent and intense, vaguely reminding her of canned tuna. Surprisingly, she didn't mind it. She opened her mouth, and she barely had time to manage two or three strokes before she felt her throat completely filled to capacity. She swallowed everything down rapidly to keep from choking. The guy, satisfied, let go of her head, handed her the ten-dollar bill, and pointed to the door without saying a word.

Fanny climbed down from the cab and spotted Elena’s car parked a short distance away. She reached it almost into a run. "Done already? You’re lightning fast! The money?" Elena asked. Fanny handed over the ten-spot, still breathing heavily. "I almost choked... I actually felt a bit sorry for him; who knows how long it’s been since he emptied himself out to have that much." Elena smiled, amused. "You have a heart of gold to say that, huge sissy, but now get right back out there and move on to the next one."

Fanny walked back to her position in the rest area. Just then, a luxury black sedan with completely blacked-out windows rolled into the parking lot, moving slowly. Fanny looked at the other girls on the street and realized, with a sudden surge of pride, that this high-end ride was heading straight for her. She felt immensely flattered: out of all the real women present, they had chosen her.

The car slammed to a halt. The doors flew open, and two black enforcers stepped out. Before she could even react, they grabbed her bodily and hoisted her inside, wedging her onto the back seat right between the two of them. Fanny found herself squeezed tight, utterly terrified. Up front, next to the driver, an elegant-looking young guy spun around toward her, flashing a sadistic smile. "Hey, beautiful. This is our territory. Now we’re taking you to a spot, and you’re going to show me what you can do. You’re free not to come... but I imagine the thought excites you quite a bit, doesn't it?"

With her heart in her throat, Fanny couldn't manage a single word and simply nodded her head. She tried to cover her front with her hands to hide her embarrassment, desperately attempting to conceal the fact that she was already squirting without any control onto the leather seat. One of the enforcers next to her noticed immediately and burst out laughing. Then, with a massive hand, he cupped her chin and turned her face toward him. Fanny saw him lean in, and a moment later, the man pressed his lips against hers, kissing her passionately. His tongue was rough but incredibly pleasurable as it explored her mouth. It was the first time in her life a man had kissed her on the mouth, and strange as it felt, Fanny completely let herself go to this overwhelming new experience.

While she was lost in that kiss, she heard the other enforcer beside her comment on the scene aloud with pure contempt: "Man, this is nasty—this bitch is literally pissing all over the place!" Fanny wanted to break off the kiss to reassure him, to explain that it wasn't urine at all but just her usual, uncontrollable emotional and hydraulic reaction to danger, but the sensuality of the moment was too overwhelming, and she preferred to enjoy the man’s tongue inside her.

Meanwhile, a short distance away, Elena witnessed the entire scene from her car window. She watched the black sedan peel out and speed away with Fanny on board. Terrified, she immediately started the engine and backed away in a panic; she realized too late that she hadn't considered this rest stop already had its own protectors. She slammed on the gas, leaving the sissy entirely alone to her fate.


Book 2 – Episode 8: The Body Double's Audition

The luxury black sedan with blacked-out windows ground to a halt in the inner courtyard of an anonymous and apparently high-end building. Her heart hammering at a million miles an hour and her maid uniform now thoroughly crumpled, Fanny was escorted out of the vehicle by the two black enforcers and led inside a large, modern office. Behind a massive glass desk sat the boss: a distinguished, middle-aged man, dressed in an impeccable and extremely elegant tailored suit.

Fanny was instantly submissive to him. There was an aura of power and authority about him that made her tremble, yet his demeanor was surprisingly calm. The man sized her up from head to toe, lighting a cigar. "Make yourself comfortable, dear," he said in a deep, resonant voice. "I am an adult entertainment manager—a talent scout of sorts. I select and elevate the most unique talents in this industry." While speaking with absolute nonchalance, the man slowly unbuttoned his trousers and gave her an unmistakable flick of his hand, signaling her to step closer.

Flattered by that professional tone and undivided attention, Fanny immediately dropped to her knees before him, fully intent on doing her absolute best. The moment the man freed himself, she parted her lips and began to work with total dedication. The manager continued his monologue, praising his own business and explaining how he cornered the adult entertainment market. The lecture lasted nearly ten minutes, during which the man watched with sheer curiosity the strange, continuous clear leakage shooting from Fanny’s tiny member, soaking through her stockings. In the end, the manager tensed up in his armchair, and Fanny, with meticulous care, ensured not a single drop was left behind, swallowing everything down to prove her skill.

The man composed himself, visibly impressed. "Very good, truly. But tell me something... what is that constant leaking you’ve got going on down there?"

Fanny blushed to the roots of her hair and cast her eyes downward, mortified. "Forgive me, sir... I'm so sorry. Unfortunately, I’ve always had this little flaw whenever I get emotional..."

"A flaw? On the contrary!" the boss interrupted with a calculating smile. "It’s extremely cinematic. It gives me a very interesting idea for one of my upcoming productions... But first, I’d like to test you with a more traditional setup, just to see how you handle yourself under pressure. Are you game?"

Completely unaccustomed to such polite and formal treatment, Fanny nodded with an almost childlike enthusiasm. The boss pressed a button on his desk, summoning the two previous enforcers back into the room, accompanied by a third man, equally massive and strictly black. The three already knew exactly what to do.

Without a word, they hoisted Fanny up like a rag doll, stripping her of her uniform and leaving her in nothing but her disheveled blonde wig. For a whole hour, they didn't grant her the slightest reprieve. The sissy was flipped, bent, and lifted into every conceivable position. The three giants, coordinated like a flawless piece of machinery, even managed—through a strange and unbelievable sequence of simultaneous positioning—to enter her from behind all at once, packing her well past her limits. Utterly overwhelmed by that total invasion, Fanny created a literal lake on the office floor due to her hydraulic short circuit.

When they finally emptied themselves completely, each of them a couple of times over, they let her go. Wrecked and panting, Fanny felt entirely stuffed. That familiar little bulge had reappeared in her tummy. She felt so full, in fact, that she had to reluctantly turn down a glass of champagne offered by the elegant manager. She absolutely adored those light bubbles, but she felt as though she couldn't force down another single drop of anything else.

Then she looked around. Noticing the lake left by her broken little fountain, and driven by her usual domestic submission instinct, she whispered, "If you like... I can lick the whole floor clean..."

The polite boss smiled, shaking his head. "No, that won't be necessary, dear." He gestured to a janitor who immediately stepped in with a mop, then leaned toward her with a completely new proposition. "Tell me, how would you like to be an actress in a film? Besides managing, I’m also a film producer."

At those words, Fanny’s eyes lit up. Blushing visibly, she immediately agreed, her heart thumping in her chest. "Oh, yes! Absolutely! I’ve watched all of Rita Hayworth’s movies on television... I would love so much to be just like her!" Swept up in a moment of pure, naive euphoria, Fanny scrambled to her feet and performed a clumsy, ridiculous little striptease dance, swiveling her round hips and striking poses like a 1940s diva, completely naked save for her crooked wig.

Every man in the office burst into a roaring laugh at the bizarre spectacle. Amused, the boss stopped her with a wave of his hand. "You're wonderful, Fanny, a natural talent. However, for the time being, I have a smaller role for you. The lead actress in the movie we're currently shooting—a famous trans star—is acting prissy and refuses to shoot the most extreme close-ups. You would act as her body double for those specific close-ups. Your face won't be seen; we’ll only frame the lower half. In a few scenes we might show your face, but only close-ups of your lips. In the movie, it will look like the famous trans star is doing it all, but you and I will know that the real actress is you. You’ll be able to boast to everyone that you shot the best scenes."

Fanny was overjoyed and deeply flattered; the idea of being a cinematic body double and shooting the most pivotal parts made her feel like a true star of the screen. Filled with curiosity, she asked for the title of the feature.

The boss locked eyes with her and replied with a sadistic little smirk, "The Hot Nights of Frankenstein."

Hearing that name, a powerful shiver raced down Fanny’s spine, and an immediate, copious trickle of submission shot from her body, re-wetting the freshly cleaned floor. "Oh dear..." Fanny whispered, bringing her hands to her cheeks. "I’ve seen several of the monster's movies in the past. He used to scare me so much... so big, so enormous... to tell you the truth, I always wondered about one funny thing regarding the monster..."

The boss cut her off with an understanding laugh. "Yes, it’s exactly as you’re imagining it—the monster is enormous from every point of view," he said, giving her a wink as the three enforcers took her by the arms once more to lead her toward the dressing rooms.

Fanny was absolutely thrilled and let herself be guided docilely, ready to face the spotlights of the set.


Book 2 – Episode 9: The Set of Wonders

The three enforcers escorted Fanny out of the main office, crossing a large inner courtyard toward an immense warehouse converted into a recording studio. Before crossing the threshold, Fanny’s attention was captured by an enchanting sight: a beautiful vintage carriage parked in the yard, with two majestic, splendid white horses hitched out front.

"Oh, how wonderful..." Fanny whispered, pausing for a moment to stare with wide eyes. "It looks just like Cinderella’s carriage, one of my absolute favorite stories!"

The enforcer who had kissed her passionately in the car, and who was now tenderly holding her hand, smiled at her gently and explained the plot: "See, dear, that’s the carriage we use for the exterior scenes. It’s pulled by two real male stallions, very restless, and it's driven by a coachman who is already inside the set right now. In the story, the trans protagonist is using it... until Frankenstein bursts out of the woods, blocks the horses because he falls madly in love with her, kidnaps her, and carries her deep into the brush to use her entirely to his liking."

"What a beautiful, romantic story..." Fanny slipped out, visibly and genuinely moved by that tale of love and adventure. And as she said it, triggered by that sudden wave of romanticism, she felt an immediate, abundant release from below that soaked her legs once again.

Once inside the warehouse, the glare of the spotlights nearly blinded her. The director himself came forward to meet her: a man with a decidedly artistic aura, messy hair, and an eccentric bow tie. Further back on the set, seated in an armchair, Fanny caught a glimpse of the trans starlet puffing with practiced elegance on a cigarette, using a very long black cigarette holder like a true silver-screen diva.

"Hi, you must be Fanny, right?" the director began, approaching her with open arms.

"Y-yes, I am..." she replied, deeply embarrassed but flattered that a real director was speaking directly to her, a simple and humble body double.

"Listen, our star is throwing a tantrum today about the more extreme scenes," the man in the bow tie explained. "It takes a whole lot of courage to shoot this movie... do you have it?"

Fanny merely nodded her head, blushing visibly. The director then gestured toward the backstage area. "Good, then don't get frightened. Look over there."

Out of the shadows stepped a white giant of monstrous human proportions. He was a man afflicted with acromegaly, standing an incredible seven feet, six inches tall. The condition had caused him to grow disproportionately in every part of his body: his hands were as huge as shovels, his feet gigantic, his facial features massive, and, naturally, the same fate had befallen his private parts. "We’re going to paint him entirely green," the director continued enthusiastically, "but he is the perfect actor to play the part of Frankenstein."

Fanny stood literally hypnotized by that colossal vision. Her eyes instantly dropped to the giant’s lower belly, and, overwhelmed by astonishment, she brought her hands to her cheeks. "But... but that’s impossible! He’s gargantuan! That is not a human member!" she exclaimed with genuine awe.

The director smiled, proud of the reaction. "This feature film needs to be a true work of art, Fanny. The authentic, behind-the-scenes look at monster movies that Hollywood never had the guts to produce. But to truly stun the audience, what you’ve just seen isn't quite enough."

Just then, a makeup artist stepped onto the set holding a mammoth prosthetic. It was an enormous, bright green latex equine reproduction, at the base of which two gigantic testicles had been molded, also green and covered in synthetic hair. A small, clear tube connected directly to the tip of the prosthetic and, running all the way through the inside of the latex, terminated at the end of a plastic plunger of massive proportions.

"See, Fanny, in the close-up shots that you’ll be filming, the monster will be wearing this special prosthetic," the director patiently illustrated. "The plunger at the back will be filled with real male seed, so as to make the finale of the scene as realistic and impactful as possible."

While the director spoke, Fanny noticed a studio assistant walking around with a small plastic bucket among the various crew members. One by one, audio techs, stagehands, and lighting crew pulled down their pants, massaged themselves for a few minutes, and contributed their share into the bucket. When the container was filled to the brim, the assistant poured the entire liquid content inside the large plunger of the prosthetic.

"Lights! Camera... Action!" the director yelled.

Fanny, proud and filled with prestige to find herself at the center of a real cinematic production, was brought onto the set design and positioned on all fours. From behind arrived the fake Frankenstein, colossal and with the green equine prosthetic firmly secured. With extreme slowness, the giant made his way inside her, invading her body. Looking at the monitor, the director went wild with joy seeing the tight close-ups of Fanny’s hydraulic short circuit, squirting onto the studio floor out of sheer emotion, and immediately gave the green light for the grand finale. The assistant pressed the plunger, and Fanny felt herself filled to capacity like never before in her life, under a devastating amount of pressure.

"Brilliant! Sublime! What an extraordinary actress!" the enthusiastic director commented at the end of the take. He approached her with extreme politeness and, offering her a hand to help her up, asked, "Would you feel up to shooting the lip scene now?"

Fanny, decidedly sore but with her heart overflowing with the enthusiasm of a diva, nodded once more. The assistant immediately made the rounds of the set again with the bucket to gather a fresh supply from the crew, and the scene recommenced.

"Action!"

Fanny truly gave the absolute best of herself with her lips and her tongue, applying herself with absolute dedication onto the green prosthetic. The framing was so close that her face wasn't being recorded, but she was happy nonetheless to be doing such an important job. She licked, sucked, and fondled the latex with her hands for nearly an hour straight, until the director ordered the plunger to be operated once again. Fanny accomplished the impossible, gritting her teeth and straining to the utmost to swallow the entire flow so as not to ruin the take.

"The scene is almost perfect," the director decreed, scratching his head, "but we have to redo it. I want more shots from different angles."

The problem arose when the assistant made his rounds with the bucket again: the crew was now completely exhausted and drained, and the new round didn't go well at all. Fanny, too, began to look worried, fearing that the filming of her movie would have to be cut short just when it was getting good.

Suddenly, the carriage coachman stepped forward. "Give me that bucket, I have an idea," he said with a sly smile. He grabbed the plastic container, walked out to the courtyard, and drove off in the carriage with the horses at a full gallop. After about a twenty-minute wait, he re-entered the warehouse with the bucket magically filled to the brim with a thick, whitish liquid.

Deeply moved, the director asked no questions and hugged him tightly. "You’re a genius!" he exclaimed. "But how did you pull it off?"

"Sour cream!" the proud coachman replied. "I read on the internet that it looks exactly like the real thing in movies. I went to grab a stash at the strip mall nearby."

Fanny, seeing that the production was saved, couldn't contain her joy and shouted happily, "Hooray!" She immediately dropped to her knees before the monster. The plunger was full once more, and the scene could finally begin again.
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"Let’s redo it! Lights, camera... Action!" shouted the director in the bow tie, gesturing toward the monitor screen.

Fanny, once again on her knees before the fake green Frankenstein, resumed giving her absolute best for the tight close-up of her lips. She poured every ounce of passion she had into it, smoldering with the eyes of a seasoned diva. Looking on enthusiastically at the sissy's performance, the director barked frantic directions from off-camera: "Brilliant! Now lick the tip. Work your way down the shaft. You on the plunger, let a few drops out. Fanny, lick greedily, as if you can't wait for the grand finale!"

Fanny felt on top of the world, electrified by the realization that she had become a real actress. Around her, the crew watched in an almost religious silence; they were completely unaccustomed to such dedication. Actresses in this genre usually acted like spoiled divas and categorically refused to shoot the most extreme scenes. Even the trans lead, who had stood prissily on the sidelines until that moment, was so struck by Fanny’s flawless performance that she experienced a sudden erection—something she hadn't felt in a very long time. A star was being born, no doubt about it. Meanwhile, a clear little puddle had pooled at the sissy's feet, slowly expanding until it reached the gigantic feet of the acromegalic giant.

"You on the plunger, let a few more fat drops out!" the director continued in the middle of his artistic ecstasy. "Fanny, lick it clean—hold it on your tongue first, show me that you're truly savoring it before you swallow it down!"

Fanny flicked her little tongue before the camera, showcasing and tasting those thick drops as if they were the sweet nectar of the gods. Finally, the director gave the ultimate order, gesturing to the assistant to slam down on the large plunger at the back of the latex prosthetic. The thick, whitish flow retrieved by the coachman invaded Fanny’s mouth with a generous amount of pressure. She gritted her teeth, swallowing with absolute dedication so as not to ruin the take, and the moment the director screamed the long-awaited, "Cut! That's a wrap on the first take!", she wiped the corner of her mouth with a finger, bobbing her disheveled blonde wig.

"Phew... I certainly expected the strip mall sour cream to taste different," Fanny commented aloud with her usual disarming naivety, while the crew watched her in silence, stifling their laughter. "To tell you the truth... it tasted like the usual flavor, just a bit richer... and maybe a tad wilder!"

The coachman, leaning against the warehouse wall, gave her a complicit wink without saying a word, while the director burst into an enthusiastic round of applause. "Sublime, Fanny! A natural swallowing talent that the major Hollywood actresses can only dream of! The editing will emphasize every single drop. The sour cream was a stroke of genius!"

Fanny felt her heart bursting with pride. Despite the widespread soreness and that sense of fullness visibly bloating her tummy beneath the remnants of her maid uniform, she felt like a true star of the silver screen. She had saved the production and shot the most pivotal close-ups of the film. The guys on the crew immediately stepped forward to offer compliments and ask for her phone number.

Even the acromegalic giant had been deeply shaken by the performance: he had slipped off the green latex prosthetic and was now presenting his natural member, standing monumentally at attention. At that vision, Fanny began to leak from below without any restraint left. The men on the crew cheered with a long applause, practically clamoring for an encore. The trans protagonist fumbled with her hand beneath her robe, trying to hide her envy over the attention everyone was showering on Fanny, while she alone in a corner desperately tried to empty herself after years of never feeling the need.

The sissy now felt like Hollywood’s newest diva. Not wanting to disappoint her impromptu audience, she flashed a sweet smile at the acromegalic giant, who caught on to her intentions instantly. The man grabbed her by her armpits and hoisted her up like a feather; she wrapped her legs around his hips and let herself be lowered by his enormous hands until she welcomed him completely inside her. Dozens of smartphones appeared in the hands of the stagehands, who began to immortalize the scene with tight videos that would commit Fanny’s art to eternity.

When the giant reached his climax, the rhythm became unbearable even for the sissy, who began to feel uncontrollable internal contractions and tremors throughout her entire body. She surrendered herself to that pure ecstasy of pleasure, while long, continuous, clear jets of stringy fluid shot from her virtually useless, limp external appendage. The giant finished his final thrusts with obscene sounds, resembling a plunger desperately trying to unclog a sink.

Exhausted but satisfied, the massive actor gently set Fanny down right on top of her own fluid. At the explicit request of the crew, the sissy docilely got down on all fours, proudly showcasing her wide-open intimacy dripping with the giant's seed to the still-recording phones.

The director, caught in a full-blown wave of artistic and creative inspiration, frantically jotted down notes, camera angles, and scripts for his next Oscar-worthy film in a notebook. Just as Fanny was painstakingly adjusting her completely torn maid uniform, the man approached her, handing her a fat white envelope stuffed with cash.

"You were wonderful, dear. Big-time cinema will notice you very soon. You have an innate talent," he told her in a solemn tone. "Leave me your number; I’d like to pitch you the details for my next film. I already have a plot ready—a remake of a Hollywood blockbuster that I’m sure will completely erase the original movie from history."

Fanny smiled radiantly. She couldn't believe she was on the verge of following in the footsteps of her favorite actress, the red-headed diva she had always admired so much. "We should check with my mistress, Victoria, first," she replied timidly. "I can't just accept a job like this out of the blue. I’ll give you her phone number... But tell me, have you already decided on the title for this Oscar-winning film?"

The director diligently noted down Victoria’s number and reassured her with a wave of his hand: "Don't you worry, I’ll convince her. Nobody can stop the rising new star of world cinema. And yes, I’ve already decided on the title and the subject."

Fanny was immensely relieved to hear that the director had no problem dealing with Victoria, and driven by her desire to know, she asked, "I'm so curious... what is the title?"

"A Trans for King Kong," the director proudly replied.

Hearing that name, Fanny’s eyes widened in sheer amazement, and from the sudden surge of emotion, a copious, powerful squirt shot from below, landing directly onto the director’s trousers.

"Oh, forgive me! I'm so sorry!" she exclaimed, bringing her hands to her mouth.

"Don't worry about it, gorgeous. I’ll keep them just like this until they dry on their own," the man replied with an ecstatic smile. "This is the true scent of success. The nectar of the new, future silver-screen diva."

The director then called over the black enforcer with whom Fanny had shared her first kiss in the car and ordered him to escort the new star home in a limousine. Proud and happy, Fanny took the man by the hand and let herself be led docilely toward the luxury vehicle.

"King Kong... I still can't believe it," she thought ecstatically to herself as the car silently started toward home. "The beautiful fantasies I’ve had about that movie ever since I saw it in theaters..."

The limousine cruised through the city while Fanny fantasized, squeezing her companion's hand. He very gently brought his lips to hers. The rough texture of the guy's tongue made the sissy’s emotion uncontrollable. When she heard the sound of the zipper and the man’s hand caressed the back of her neck, she offered no resistance whatsoever. She let herself be guided slowly downward. The new movie would require a memorable performance; she felt deep down in her heart that she needed to practice right away so as not to disappoint the director. She parted her lips wide, imagining she was already on the set.
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