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Book 3 – Episode 1: The Pact with the Devil

"Hey Elena, where did you leave Fanny?" Victoria asked, opening the door for her friend with her usual calm, bored demeanor, convinced it was just the end of a normal workday.

Elena walked into the house, tossing her bag onto the sofa with a frustrated gesture, a fake expression of regret plastered across her face. "I took her to the usual spot, the trucker layby. Look, it was actually going well; she started off on the right foot... then I don't know what the hell overcame her. She got into a completely different truck than usual, driven by a guy who looked nothing like the unkempt, tank-top-wearing beasts she’s used to. A young blonde guy with blue eyes. I’m terrified she ran away with him."

Victoria looked at her, her eyes widening in sudden perplexity and annoyance. "What do you mean, ran away? Without warning me? Without asking my permission? Damn it, we could have talked about it! She’s still my husband, after all. And besides, I’m the one who makes the decisions for her, in every single way. That’s our pact, and she knows it. But didn't you follow her? Didn't you do anything? What if that guy kidnapped her by force, and God knows where she is now, maybe he’s hurting her..."

Elena looked at her and shook her head, letting out a sigh of fake bitterness. "Oh, drop it, Victoria! Who cares about that constantly horny bitch? Have you seen her? That’s all she thinks about. You have your Karim now, don't you? Enjoy him in total freedom, without that nuisance getting in your way. Let her live her squalid street life; she brought it on herself." Elena replied, lying shamelessly, with the cynical, mathematical certainty that the prostitution racket would swallow her up, branding Fanny for the harshest streets or, worse yet, some basement.

"But do you... do you think she’ll come back?" Victoria asked, a note of genuine worry cracking her voice.

"I highly doubt it, my dear. If you had seen how she looked at that guy... She was leaking from under her apron like I’ve never seen her do before, a literal firehose of pre-cum," Elena added, crushing any lingering hope.

"I'm worried, Elena. Seriously," Victoria vented, crossing her arms over her chest and pacing nervously across the room. "Karim confirmed to me that he’s leaving in a week; he’s going back to his country. And over the last few days, I’ve realized something... yes, I love making love to him, his size is unbelievable, but the truth is, what excites me most of all is knowing that Julian knows. Thinking of him jealous, or better yet... seeing him there, forced to watch from a corner on his knees, maybe ready to clean everything up with his quick little tongue at the end of the act. Just the thought of it turns me on."

Victoria paused, her gaze lost in the void, before confessing the unspeakable: "I mean, Elena... after all, I married Julian. And if I did it, despite everything, it’s because there is a deep love between us. A strange love, but it’s there. Right now she’s Fanny, a beautiful, exciting game, but my Julian could always come back one day, who knows."

Elena glared at her, her face twisting into a grimace of pure disgust. "Well, that’s a good one... But he has a totally useless micro-penis! A ridiculous little thing that’s good for nothing. What do you need a husband like that for?"

Victoria sighed deeply, her eyes glistening. "I don’t know, I’m confused. It turned me on so much to have my Julian here at my complete disposal. I’ll tell you something you don't know: even before, when she wasn't fully Fanny yet, I loved cheating on him. I took the pill, you know? I never used condoms with the others, and when I came home at night, he was right there, ready to clean me out until I was pure white again, using that devoted little tongue of his. He never said a word, he never protested, but I think deep down he understood everything. And if you only knew how much that dynamic excited me! Now that he’s finally found the courage to become a real sissy, it’s paradise for me... it turns me on so much to punish him, humiliate him, involve him in my games. I miss him, Elena. I miss him terribly."

Elena stared at her, nearly horrified by the revelation. "You are truly out of your mind, Victoria. You are deeply strange. Are you actually telling me you love that useless little sissy? That creature with a ridiculous micro-penis who leaks fluid like a broken faucet at the slightest emotion? It’s not even thick like the others; it’s transparent, it looks almost like water. Her prostate has gone completely haywire. She produces fluid in industrial quantities."

"Yes, Elena. It’s exactly like that," Victoria replied, proud and desperate at the same time. "Now that she’s become Fanny, my sissy, I love her even more. You can’t understand it, can you?"

"No, Victoria. I don’t get it; I really can't understand you."

"We absolutely have to find her, Elena! Please, I want her back home at all costs," Victoria begged, grabbing her friend's hands. "Karim promised me that before he leaves, he’ll come over one evening along with Malik, his massive friend. The three of us will spend an unforgettable night together, the kind that makes your legs shake. And I want, no, I need to have Fanny near me. I want to be able to look her straight in the eyes while I’m in the middle of those two giant studs. I want to see her go crazy, leaking with jealousy and lust at the foot of the bed. We have to look for her, help me, please!"

Elena stared at her in silence for a few moments, seeing perfect opportunity for her own sadistic goals within her friend's desperation. Exploiting her vulnerability, she decided to raise the stakes.

"If we find her... will you let me whip her the way I want? Without any limits?" Elena asked, a sinister smile creeping onto her face.

"Of course, I’ll put it in writing, you don't even have to ask! You know perfectly well that, deep down, she actually likes being punished," Victoria reassured her, ready for anything.

"And would you lend her to me for some extreme sessions at my place too, along with a few trusted friends of mine?" Elena pressed on, pushing even further to test her friend's boundaries.

"Obviously, Elena, what kind of questions are you asking me? Anything, I’ll hand her over whenever you want. Anything just to have her back inside this house," Victoria answered, completely blinded by the desire to reclaim her favorite toy.

Elena took a step forward, lowering her voice, and locked her eyes onto Victoria's with icy coldness: "Even... removing those useless little balls of his? They absolutely need to go, Victoria. A clean cut to the little he has left." Elena kept looking at her quizzically, enjoying her friend's bewilderment. "Well? Aren't you going to answer?"

Victoria suddenly looked very worried, anxiety tightening her throat. "But... what changes with or without the balls? Let's think about this carefully, Elena; those don't grow back. Once it's done, it's done. She would be Fanny forever, and what if we change our minds later? We could never go back."

Elena scoffed, waving her hand dismissively and cynically. "Oh, stop it, it's only for her own good! Even if they are tiny, those things still produce a bit of male hormone... the stupidity hormone, I call it. You'll see that without them, she’ll become much more docile, tamer, and more servile. Her skin will be smooth as silk, and she’ll grow less hair. And even that useless little thing of hers will leak less: you won't have the issue of those constant transparent stains all over the house anymore. She might even grow nice, natural breasts, much bigger and firmer than the ones she’s already getting from those fenugreek pills. Trust me, it doesn't even hurt. A simple rubber band or a very tight binding at the base is all it takes. They turn black and then fall off on their own, completely painless, I assure you."

Victoria listened, not entirely convinced, but Elena's psychological manipulation was breaking through her desperation. "A rubber band? Do you really mean it’s painless? I don't know... I don't want her to suffer too much, after all. And to tell you the truth, it almost made me feel tender to see her wet stains around the house... But if you say it’s the right thing to do, I trust you. If it takes that to get her back and make her perfect, we should do it. I rely on you, Elena, you know this is my first experience with this sort of thing. I’ve never played the mistress before. Do you remember when we were together? Even back then, you were my mistress. The things you used to make me do... I trust you, Elena, help me."

Suddenly, Victoria burst into a flood of tears. The dam of her emotions had collapsed. Her Fanny was out there, all alone, amid the dangers of the street, and all because of two useless little balls that needed to be removed. They absolutely had to find her to constrict her scrotum with that rubber band. Surely Fanny would understand. It was for her own good, only for her own good.

Elena, seeing her crying and shaking, drew her close and hugged her tightly. Then, with a fluid, possessive movement, she placed a firm hand behind the nape of her neck and kissed her on the mouth. It was a deep, hungry kiss, just like the ones they used to share as girls, a long time ago, before Victoria left her to marry Julian.

There was no resistance from Victoria. She was too fragile at that moment. Elena took her firmly by the hand and guided her toward the sofa. She sat back comfortably, spreading her legs with absolute authority, and ordered Victoria to kneel before her. Then, her hands grabbed her hair and guided her head right down between them, forcing her into submission, exactly like they used to do long ago.

Victoria desperately needed human warmth and protection in such a dramatic moment, and she did not object. Instead, she devotedly extended her tongue, using it to thank her friend for her useful advice and ruthless guidance.

Under Victoria’s expert attentions, Elena’s body contracted a couple of times with pleasure—the ecstasy rushing through her veins as she dominated the woman who had been stolen from her by a marriage she never supported. They continued like this in the complicit silence of the living room until a sudden, sharp sound shattered the atmosphere.

The doorbell rang insistently.

"Fanny!" Victoria tried to cry out, jerking her head up, her heart in her throat. "Fanny is back! I have to go open the door, Elena, let me go!"

But Elena’s hands were clawed into her hair, relentless, keeping her firmly locked down there, pressed against her womb. Only when her body contracted for a third, intense time, exhaling a long sigh of triumph, did she finally loosen her grip and let her go toward the entrance.

Victoria ran to open the door, wiping her lips with the sleeve of her dress. She threw the door open and saw her standing there on the landing, clutching a conspicuous white envelope tightly in her hands.

"Julian, my love!" Victoria exclaimed, overwhelmed by emotion.

At that name, Fanny immediately turned red as a beet. She lowered her eyes, mortified, and whispered softly, "Don't call me that, please, mistress... I am Fanny, your humble sissy maid."

They embraced instinctively under the skeptical, cold eyes of Elena and Mike—the massive, muscular Black stud who had escorted and brought her back home after her labors on the limousine set.

"I was worried to death! Where on earth did you end up?" Victoria said, pulling back and looking at her intently. "Elena told me you had run away. I was terrified... I’ll have to punish you severely for this, you know? Elena explained to me exactly how to get you back in line."

Fanny, waving her hands, immediately tried to justify herself, eager to tell the whole story. "But I didn't run away, mistress! I met a movie producer, a director who’s aiming to win an Academy Award with a remake of cinema classics! I acted in an actual blockbuster, you know? It was so exciting... I even had to drink sour cream. Did you know the taste is practically identical to c...? I mean, to that thing, but much stronger, heavier, and wilder. And then I met him, his name is Mike. He’s such a sweet guy, he even kissed me on the mouth! No one had ever done that before; everyone just goes straight for my little hole, or takes me by the back of the neck and shoves me down."

Victoria, however, assumed a stern expression, cutting off that flood of words. "Fanny, Fanny... You silly little thing, stop telling these stupid lies this instant. Now you’re truly forcing me to punish you for real. Come with me right now, bend over, and lean against the sofa. Movies, blockbusters... what an imagination you have."

Fanny obeyed instantly. Victoria went straight to the kitchen and returned a few seconds later holding three colored rubber bands in her hand.

"Now I’m lifting your skirt because I have to do something important to you," Victoria ordered her. "Don't move for any reason in the world. Elena says it will make you more docile and feminine. But if you don't want to, I won't do it."

She lifted the lace of the uniform and observed her little piggy’s rear with a hint of surprise: her little hole was still incredibly stretched and reddened from the efforts on the movie set. Shoving her doubts aside, the mistress took Fanny's small balls between her fingers and looped the three colored rubber bands around them, one by one, making several tight turns until they were securely choked at the base.

Mike watched the scene leaning against the doorframe, visibly amused. Elena, on the other hand, stepped forward and held Fanny's head tightly between her hands so she wouldn't play any strange tricks or make sudden movements.

"Don't worry, Fanny," Victoria explained gently, caressing her bottom. "It's only for your own good, believe me. If you don't like it, you know perfectly well what the safeword is to stop the game immediately. But if you’re a good girl and have patience, in a few days those things will turn black and fall off on their own, completely without pain."

As she spoke, Victoria impulsively slipped two fingers right inside her from behind, completely taken aback to find that they slid in smoothly and easily, without even touching the inner walls, so extensively had the sissy been stretched on the movie set.

"I’m only doing it for your own good, to make you more obedient. Believe me, it hurts me more than it hurts you, but it absolutely must be done."

Fanny refrained from uttering the safeword. She bit her teeth into the cushion and simply nodded. She could already feel a dull heat and a slight ache beginning to spread along her groin... and strangely, for the first time in a long time, she was no longer leaking.


Book 3 – Episode 2: A Clean Cut

"Mike, why don't you stay for dinner with us tonight?" Victoria said, giving Fanny’s buttocks a loud, sharp slap to guide her toward the kitchen. She then turned to the massive stud with a sly smile. "Our dear sissy maid will go in there now to prepare and serve us a delicious dinner. That way, you can tell me all about yourself... I’m quite curious, you know? Curious to kiss you on the mouth exactly the way you did with Fanny."

The sissy, her stream of leakage still completely blocked from the sheer tension, walked toward the kitchen with her head held low, her heart in her throat as she hung onto every single word Victoria threw at the man she now, in her naive mind, considered her "boyfriend." When Mike, with a knowing smile, brought his thick lips close to the mistress’s, Fanny felt a sharp, painful contraction in her lower abdomen. It was a completely new, almost terrifying sensation—as if a massive buildup of fluid desperately needed to force its way out but remained choked and trapped due to the ruthless grip of the colored rubber bands. Something was dangerously accumulating inside her.

Elena followed her into the kitchen, clutching her leather whip between her fingers. For several minutes, a sinister and regular sound echoed among the burners: the hiss of the air swiftly sliced by the whip, terminating each time with a sharp, violent crack against Fanny's raw skin.

"Don't you dare tell Victoria about what happened today at the truck stop," Elena hissed into her ear, her voice icy. "If you tell her about the racket, I swear to God I’ll cut those balls off on the spot and make you eat them, understand? She thinks you ran off with some young, handsome, blonde trucker. A Prince Charming, basically. She knows nothing about the racket."

Fanny merely nodded, trembling. As she bent down to look for a pot in the lower cabinet, she felt her skirt suddenly yanked up. Elena had grabbed the ends of the taut rubber bands, pulling them back and snapping them hard against her bare flesh. Fanny nearly collapsed to the floor from the agonizing pain, but she gritted her teeth; the safeword remained trapped in her throat. Instead, as a physical reaction, she began to shake her ass in an obscene, provocative manner until Elena, moved by a sudden and strange sense of sadistic compassion, grabbed the first object she could find: a large, heavy wooden paper towel holder. Without any ceremony, she shoved it right inside her from behind, exactly where Fanny fiercely yearned to be filled after her grueling labors on the movie set.

Fanny turned slowly, blinking through tear-filled eyes, a sincere "thank you" written across her face for a gesture that, in her twisted mind, she considered a kind gift. Then she squatted down inch by inch, lowering her rear toward the floor to allow the wood to slide in completely, right to the base. She finished preparing dinner like that, dropping into a quick squat every time she felt the object slip out, all under Elena's watchful, strict eye. The clattering of pots and utensils was constantly punctuated by the whistle of the whip cutting through the air, regularly followed by a soft, devoted: "Thank you, Miss Elena..." murmured in a low voice by Fanny.

When the sissy finally emerged from the kitchen, plates in hand to set the table, her mistress was already riding the massive Mike from behind as he sat comfortably on the sofa. Watching her boyfriend’s enormous member disappear entirely inside Victoria, Fanny froze on the spot, paralyzed. She stood there, plates suspended mid-air, staring open-mouthed, utterly consumed by a terrible jealousy and an uncontrollable arousal.

Victoria, noticing her maid’s gaze, didn't want to make her suffer any longer. Flushing with heavy breaths, she gestured with her finger for her to come closer, pointing down at her own dark patch. Fanny smiled with pure gratitude. She knelt on the carpet and, with her incredibly fast, flicking tongue, synchronized perfectly with Mike's deep, rhythmic thrusts. As the stud’s pace intensified, Fanny increased the speed of her tongue against Victoria’s wet intimacy. She felt both lovers' bodies suddenly stiffen before exploding together in an overwhelming orgasm of muffled screams and deep sighs.

When Mike withdrew, Fanny didn't wait for her mistress to waste words giving orders; she knew exactly what to do. With her devoted little tongue, she cleaned everything up to absolute perfection—first her, then him, without leaving a single drop. Then, proud of her work, she turned her back to show Victoria the special attention Elena had paid her in the kitchen.

Victoria observed the thick wooden holder protruding from under Fanny’s skirt and gave the base a sharp tap to verify it was driven all the way in. Then, unable to restrain her own sadism, she grabbed the loop of the three colored rubber bands, yanked them to their absolute limit, and snapped them shut.

Fanny let out a single, timid "Ouch!" immediately followed by a more composed and submissive, "Thank you, mistress."

Victoria leaned down to inspect the situation closely and noticed, to her immense surprise, that because the circulation was completely cut off by the rubber, the sissy’s balls were already visibly turning dark, taking on a bruised tint. With a amused chuckle, Victoria pointed them out to Mike. The massive henchman, chuckling at this absurd domestic spectacle, wanted to experience the pleasant thrill of stretching and releasing the rubber bands himself.

Mike’s release was devastating. Fanny contorted violently, her face twisting into a grimace of pure agony. For a long, endless second, she seemed on the verge of breaking and uttering the safeword to stop the nightmare. A hoarse, desperate "Red" began to form in her throat, barely hinted at... but it quickly died in the air, suffocated by her immense pride as a submissive sissy.

Victoria began kissing Mike on the mouth again with renewed fervor. Fanny watched motionless, her body rigid, their tongues twisting in a strange erotic ballet that hypnotized her and caused her abdomen to contract violently right at the lowest point, where the blocked flow was desperately pounding to escape.

Then, the two lovers broke apart and turned, smiling, toward the sissy, who was visibly eaten alive by jealousy. The ebony stud insisted, looking her dead in the eye, until Victoria let out a loud sigh and gave in. It was clear from the man's expression that he was annoyed by the maid's prolonged agony. Only a clean, immediate cut could change the course of events, put a permanent end to this torment, and open the path to a new identity. The mistress reached toward the set table, grabbed a pair of heavy poultry shears, and approached Fanny menacingly.

"Turn around and bend forward. Pull up your skirt and show them to me, right now!" she commanded in a cutting voice.

Elena stepped closer immediately, her eyes wide so as not to miss a single second of the rapidly unfolding situation. She was firmly convinced that her instructions to permanently soften and punish this unworthy husband were necessary. Her eyes gleamed as she saw that, unexpectedly, they were about to be put into practice right then and there. Julian did not deserve the woman she used to call "My Vic" in the past. Revenge is a dish best served cold, as the saying goes. Her endless patience was finally about to be rewarded.

Fanny crouched on all fours on the carpet, gathering the lace of her skirt with trembling hands to expose her now dark, bruised balls. Awaiting the inevitable cut, she closed her eyes and clenched her teeth, promising herself not to scream from the impending, excruciating pain. She did not want to irritate her mistress in any way with useless, submissive male whimpers. She was a true sissy slave now, and she proudly wanted to face every pain and punishment without the slightest complaint. The last endless seconds of her old identity lasted an eternity. Time dilated as a strange word repeated cyclically in her mind. "Red... Red... Red... Red..." a malicious devil that only she could hear was whispering that word of surrender into her ear. She resisted that temptation until the very end, certain that her mistress was doing the right thing. It was not her place to question the choices Victoria made for her. A sissy slave does not dispute, she told herself; she endures and thanks her mistress for the attention shown to her, for the difficult choices made exclusively in her best interest, for the ultimate goal of a perfect training. Her skin would be smoother, more feminine; her breasts would grow naturally. Her mini-penis would permanently stop having those rare, tiny erections that embarrassed her so much. Those thoughts, and those alone, gave her the strength to endure and face this definitive test of courage and submission.

In the surreal silence of the room, Victoria brought the cold tip of the kitchen shears close to Fanny’s scrotum, whose tiny testicles seemed to turn increasingly purple by the second in anticipation. Finally, with a swift, sharp, and precise motion, the mistress opened the blades wide and snapped them shut.

Clack.

Under Elena’s strict gaze, filled with deep disapproval, the three colored rubber bands flew away, cut clean off. The blood, which had been trapped for hours, immediately rushed back into the tissues. Deprived of the accumulated pressure, Fanny's tiny, ridiculous testicles deflated instantly, appearing even smaller, emptied, and completely useless.

But the real surprise lay elsewhere: freed from the constriction of the rubber, the sissy’s broken faucet instantly began to leak again. The hydraulic blockage vanished, and a thick, large puddle of transparent fluid immediately formed on the floor. Fanny, gripped by panic at having dirtied the living room, dropped to her knees and immediately began a futile, desperate attempt to clean the tiles with her fast tongue. It was a useless and hopeless operation; from under her apron, far more transparent fluid kept pouring out continuously than she could ever hope to swallow.

"Thank Mike’s good nature and mercy that I didn't cut them off for real, you useless little whore," Victoria pronounced, looking down at her with an almost touched expression. "I’m too kind, after all, and I just can't help myself when I see two people who sincerely love each other like you two do. Now get up, clean up that disaster, and hurry up and serve dinner—the three of us are starving."

"Thank you, my splendid mistress, and thank you so much, Mr. Mike..." Fanny replied with a thread of a voice, wiping her lips wet from the fluid that was still spreading across the floor.

Victoria gave her an affectionate but hard slap on her reddened cheeks, planting a smile on her face, and informed her of the plans for the rest of the night: "Tonight, your handsome black boyfriend is staying here to sleep with us. He and I will continue our games after dinner in the master bedroom. You will stay fixed in the corner of the room to watch every single scene, but woe to you—hear me well—woe to you if you dare touch that useless micro-penis of yours with your hands."

Fanny, literally ecstatic at the thought of being able to share the same roof and the same room with her beloved boyfriend for an entire night, began to sob with pure joy. Heavy, transparent tears streamed down from her glistening eyes, falling to the floor and mixing with the fluid that still, copiously, continued to flow from her crazed faucet.


Book 3 – Episode 3: New Rules for the Office

Dinner had just ended, but the atmosphere in the living room was anything but relaxed. Elena, clutching the leather whip between her fingers, glared at Victoria with clear disapproval over how things had played out with the poultry shears.

"Victoria, I’m telling you straight up, I don't approve of this soft attitude of yours at all," Elena scoffed, crossing her arms. "The thing needs to be done sooner or later. It’s an inevitable step to turn her into a perfect sissy. So I ask myself: might as well do it now, right? Why keep putting it off?"

Victoria lowered her gaze, visibly tormented by the bond that still tied her to her husband. "You're right, Elena... I know you're right. But I just can't bring myself to do it yet, come on. We’ll definitely do it later down the road, I promise, but not tonight." Then, seeking approval, she turned toward the kitchen: "Right, Fanny? One day we’ll do it, won't we?"

Fanny, who was just finishing drying a plate, turned bright red. She lowered her head and timidly nodded; at the mere thought of that definitive rubber noose, her faucet reacted instantly, starting to leak copiously onto the floor again.

Elena shook her head, indifferent to that pathetic display, and walked over to the table, reaching for the white envelope brought back from the movie set. "Fine, I’m leaving then. But I’m taking these," she said, slipping the envelope into her purse. "They belong to me by right for buying all those organic medications and fenugreek supplements for her hormones."

At that sight, Fanny assumed a disgruntled, hurt expression. That was the money she had earned with so much hard labor and burning soreness on the warehouse floor. Victoria noticed and tried to soothe her: "Calm down, Fanny, don't make that face. You already have your clean salary from the office anyway. Your vacation is almost over, you know, and soon you’ll have to go back to work."

At those words, a spark of hope lit up in the sissy’s eyes. "Mistress... so when I go back to the office, will I be able to wear my old clothes as Julian again?" she asked in a tiny, hopeful voice.

"Why, of course..." Victoria began, moved by a shred of pity.

"Absolutely not!" Elena intervened, her tone leaving no room for argument. "Forget about it; Julian is dead. You will go to the office in your new attire. Obviously not in the maid uniform—that would be ridiculous—but in something similar and suitable for the public: a very short denim miniskirt, high stilettos, a low-cut top that leaves your belly completely bare, heavy makeup on your face, a nice metallic plug inserted behind, and the chastity cage shining brightly in front. I’ve been training sissies for years. I know the rules by heart now; there’s no turning back. The clothing is fundamental to maintain the progress made."

Fanny’s mouth dropped open as the transparent fluid increased its flow from sheer terror. "But... but I’m scared like that! I'm afraid everyone will make fun of me, or worse yet, that I’ll get embarrassing advances from the boss and my coworkers!"

Victoria sighed, looking at her friend. "Fanny, I'm sorry, but Elena knows her stuff about these things, and we have to do exactly what she says. You shouldn't care too much about your coworkers. And if they hit on you... well, you just have to go along with it. The salary is needed to support the family, so you’ll just have to grin and bear it."

Elena, satisfied with having dictated her ruthless conditions, gave a nod of farewell and left, taking the loot with her.

Left alone, Victoria pointed Mike and Fanny toward the bedroom. The door clicked shut behind them. Fanny immediately took her position in the corner near the closet, kneeling on the cold hardwood floor with her hands behind her back, her heart racing a mile a minute.

Victoria slipped off her silk robe, remaining in her lingerie, while Mike made himself comfortable on the mattress, showcasing his proud musculature. The mistress looked first at the ebony stud and then at her sissy, unable to hold back a cynical remark.

"Nature sure is strange, isn't it, Fanny?" Victoria said with a sly smile. "Look at that... to some, it gave a massive, imposing black arm with a big fist at the end; to others, though, it only gave a tiny, pale pinky, flaccid and constantly leaking."

Mike chuckled in his deep voice. Victoria sat on the edge of the bed and beckoned to the maid with her finger. "Fanny, come here. Use that quick little mouth of yours to make that black arm nice and hard. And the moment you see it’s ready, retreat immediately to your corner—because utilizing it tonight is a privilege that belongs only to me."

Thrilled and submissive, Fanny crawled rapidly up to the bed. With infinite devotion and eyes shining with admiration for her boyfriend, she got to work, using all her skill to please the two masters of the night. As soon as the ebony arm was rock-hard and ready, Fanny obediently broke away and retreated back to her dark corner, her face flushed and her abdomen contracting with jealousy and arousal.

Victoria climbed onto the bed with the grace of a predator and reached toward her guest, riding that massive stud before the sissy’s wide eyes. The sounds of wet kisses and heavy breathing filled the room. From the corner, Fanny's constant trail of transparent fluid began to slide down her thighs again, irreparably flooding the bedroom’s wooden floor as the two lovers exploded into their overwhelming rhythm.

"Fanny, your boyfriend is truly unbelievable," Victoria let slip, panting heavily. "He’s filling me up... not even Karim is like this. If he drenches me all inside, will you be a good girl and clean me up nicely with your soft little tongue afterward?"

Fanny, lightly licking her dry lips, nodded her head, then confirmed with a thread of a voice: "Of course, my splendid mistress. Mike is truly fantastic... I fell madly in love with him the moment I saw him."

"Fanny, if you want, I’ll let him move in here with us, since Karim is about to leave for his country," Victoria said, as the ebony stud intensified the rhythm of his thrusts. "I could host him here full-time, and if you’re a good girl—if you truly deserve it—every now and then I’ll even allow you to make love to him."

The black stud sat on the mattress while Victoria rode him tirelessly; he held her firmly by her generous hips, forcefully guiding her every single movement. Mike’s face was literally buried in the mistress’s large, fleshy breasts. When the man finally exploded with a deep groan, Victoria threw her neck back, arched her spine, and closed her eyes, surrendering to the pleasure.

At that close-up view, Fanny felt a slight dizziness from the sheer excitement. By an unconditional reflex, her hands were about to lower toward her own groin, but she immediately remembered her mistress’s strict words. It lasted only a brief second—an infinitesimal loss of visual control—yet it did not escape Mike’s watchful eyes.

Fanny saw her boyfriend, right after reaching the peak of pleasure along with Victoria, whisper something in a low voice into the woman’s ear. The mistress listened in silence, nodding with a cynical smile, then called the sissy over.

Victoria lay flat on her back on the bed, spread her legs, and with a flick of her finger invited the maid to clean her of the remaining fluids. Fanny didn't need to be told twice; she rushed onto the mattress on all fours and began to clean with devotion everything she could reach with her tongue. There was a lot of it; by now, after all, she knew Mike's power all too well.

When she finished her hydraulic task, Victoria suddenly turned serious and locked her eyes onto hers.

"Fanny dear, before we started, I spoke very clearly: no hands, I said," the mistress pronounced, as the sissy immediately lowered her gaze in a sign of total surrender. "Now you know a severe punishment awaits you, right?"

Victoria seemed to have taken Mike’s naughty recommendations whispered in her ear quite literally. The black stud, for his part, despite having just emptied himself, already seemed back in perfect shape—erect and rock-hard, perhaps stimulated by the very absurdity of that domestic situation.

"Now come here, Fanny," the mistress ordered her in an icy tone. "Get on all fours on the edge of the bed, right now!"

Fanny didn't wait to be told a second time, positioning herself terrified yet intensely aroused. Victoria gave a knowing nod to Mike, inviting him to position himself right behind the sissy and bring his massive source of pleasure directly against the maid's opening.

"Fanny, you know it pains me terribly to punish you this way, but I have to do it for your discipline. Don't hold it against me," Victoria murmured with fake compassion before addressing the sissy’s boyfriend: "Now shove it all the way in, Mike. One single, sharp thrust. Go in without all those useless, delicate, progressive advancements you did with me. This disobedient little bitch needs to understand right from the start that this is a punishment."

Mike winked at the mistress knowingly, grabbed the sissy’s narrow hips with his large hands, and entered her completely from behind in a fraction of a second.

Only a muffled, restrained groan escaped Fanny's mouth. Then, as Mike began his steady, powerful "all the way in, all the way out" motion, the room was filled exclusively with wet, obscene noises that closely resembled the sound of many wine bottles being uncorked one after the other.

Exhausted and overwhelmed, Fanny rested her head on the pillow to seek some support. Victoria, seeing her in that yielding position, approached her on her knees and brutally flattened her head against the mattress with her hands, pressing hard to prevent her from rising back up.

"Stay down and take your punishment," the mistress whispered to her.

Mike kept going at an relentless pace for nearly twenty minutes, until Fanny’s abdomen began to vibrate rhythmically and completely uncontrollably. At that point, the ebony stud let himself go entirely, shouting and emptying himself inside the maid for the umpteenth time.

When the man abruptly withdrew from Fanny's rear, the wet sound of escaping air and fluids that followed made Victoria smile, visibly satisfied with the treatment.

"Well, now you can go ahead and close yourself up back there, Fanny..." the mistress told her ironically, tossing her a mocking glance.

It was an exquisitely sadistic order that the poor sissy—with her muscles completely spent and loosened from Mike’s passage—was absolutely no longer capable of executing.


Book 3 – Episode 4: Fanny's Awakening

That morning, the alarm went off a few minutes before seven. Victoria was still sleeping deeply, her face resting against Mike’s dark, muscular chest. One of the mistress's hands was tenderly draped over what she, with sweet malice, called the arm with the fist at the end—an attribute that, even at rest, looked more like the appendage of a massive stallion than a human organ.

Fanny was crouching on the hardwood floor, having been awake for a few minutes already. She almost hoped, with all her heart, that neither of the lovers entwined in the master bed would hear that ring. The thought of heading to work in a denim miniskirt made her tremble with shame, yet at the exact same time, it warmed her to the very depths of her core.

On her knees, she hugged a small pillow that Victoria, during the night, had gently kicked down from the foot of the bed. Her black maid uniform skirt had remained pulled up above her waist for all those hours, and Fanny now relished the small relief offered by the cool morning air drifting in through the windows left open. She felt that faint breeze slip right into her rear opening, which remained irreparably stretched and relaxed after Mike's punitive passage. She felt it penetrate inside, delicate—a tiny comfort for that intimate fire that hadn't left her for days.

What would her office coworkers think when they saw her so completely transformed? And the factory workers? Tough men, always in their blue overalls stained with grease and oil, with those large, strong, calloused hands... Men with muscular, hairy chests that they proudly displayed out on the courtyard every morning before the gates opened, and whom she, back when she was Julian, used to watch every now and then out of the corner of her eye, secretly. She used to try to capture and lock every single frame of that masculinity into her mind so she could think back on it during breaks, when she would lock herself in the company restrooms under some excuse to stroke her forbidden intimacy.

Victoria, however, did not remain still at the insistent sound of the alarm. She shook off her sleep and sprang enthusiastically out of bed, right in front of Fanny. She bent down over her and spoke softly into her ear: "I see you're awake, you little whore. You can't fool me, you know. Today you're going back to work in your new clothes. Don't try to be clever: go take a nice hot shower while I set out your outfit on the bed."

Fanny nodded without much conviction, anxiety tightening her chest. She stood up with effort and, before heading toward the hallway, turned to her mistress, her voice low and deferential: "Mistress... can I use your pink body wash today? The expensive one that smells like lavender and makes so much lather?"

"Why, of course, my beautiful sissy," Victoria replied with an unusual sweetness, caressing her cheek. "Wash yourself thoroughly back there, too, mind you. Make sure to scrub off all the scents of the night—Mike’s intense fragrance. If someone accompanies you to the restroom at the office, they might notice it and judge you harshly."

Fanny smiled timidly and didn't reply. It was the first time the mistress had granted her such a luxury. She quickened her pace, stepped into the bathroom, and shut the door behind her.

While the shower water ran, waiting for it to turn hot, Fanny unscrewed the cap of the pink bottle and lingered for a few seconds to inhale the essence of lavender. That luxurious scent made her happy; she immediately felt like a woman, projected into her new destiny. Then, she lowered a trembling hand between her legs and stroked her balls, which were still perfectly smooth from the depilatory cream.

"You're still there, my little ones..." she whispered in a low voice, caressing them as if that shaft and those spheres could actually hear her. "Did you hear what Victoria was saying yesterday? I’d almost like to keep you... but I know that soon we’ll have to part ways forever. I’ll become more beautiful, smoother, but I won't forget you. You’ll always be in my thoughts."

She stepped into the shower stall and, hoping Victoria wouldn't suddenly burst in for an inspection, began to rub her front. The morning and her thoughts of the workers in blue overalls had brought on an embarrassing, half-hearted stiffness. A few expert strokes with the tip of her thumb and index finger were all it took to set things right: three thick, white droplets fell onto the shower floor, and the jet of hot water washed them away, dispersing them forever down the drain.

Soon, she would no longer need to perform that silly, solitary operation. Victoria had ambitious plans for her. She had Elena to thank for that grand idea of forced feminization; and yet, she felt such terror toward that woman that she couldn't muster any sincere feelings for her wife’s strange, sapphic friend.

She stepped out of the shower, dried herself carefully, and wrapped herself in the towel, ready to return to the bedroom. She knew that the extremely short denim miniskirt, the cage, and the notorious metallic plug were waiting for her on the bed.

Victoria was standing next to the bed, her arms crossed and an unreadable expression on her face. At that moment, the bathroom door opened and Mike emerged enveloped in a warm cloud of steam, ready to take Fanny’s place. As he passed her, the stud winked at her knowingly and gave her bare bottom a loud, thundering slap.

Fanny blushed violently. Not so much because of the slap itself, which she was getting used to by now, but because of that wink. In that fraction of a second, the sissy read an unexpected complicity into it—a secret signal after the entire night the man had spent sleeping wrapped around Victoria. In her romantic, submissive mind, Fanny thought he wanted to tell her that he actually loved her. That there was nothing special with Victoria, that it was just sex. She convinced herself that Mike had only done it to play along, to indulge the mistress and punish her on the bed exactly as Victoria demanded. He loved her too; she was absolutely sure of it now.

Fanny thought her boyfriend understood everything about her: he understood that this game of penances and humiliations was indispensable to her, that it made her happy in a deeply perverted way of her own. And besides, after all, he had even saved her little balls the night before, stopping Victoria's shears. It was true love; it couldn't be anything else.

With a light and hopeful heart, Fanny walked toward Victoria. Her eyes immediately fell onto the mattress. The denim miniskirt laid out on the bed was extremely short—a tiny, frayed piece of fabric. Fanny recognized it instantly: it was the exact favorite skirt Victoria used to wear when, until a few months ago, she went out at night with her friends.

How many times, back when he was Julian, had he stayed up waiting for her, aroused, until the dead of night, sitting in the armchair. She would come home euphoric, her hair disheveled and the scent of smoke and alcohol on her, wearing that sexy skirt he loved so much. Julian was happy that his wife was enjoying herself and dancing late with her friends. Often, the moment she walked through the door, Victoria would confide in him that she had sweated so much from dancing that she had found it absolutely necessary to take off her panties. Almost always, in fact, she returned home entirely devoid of underwear and, thrilled by the great night out, would surrender herself to Julian. But she always did it the way she loved: she would have him lie flat on his back on the bed, pull up that denim miniskirt, and squat right over his face, crushing his lips and nose against her warm, wet flesh. He adored those moments. He knew that the dancing, the club, the music excited her immensely. Even her emotions after those nights were different—thicker, more abundant. When he kissed her in that position, he tasted something different, new flavors, a wet and uncontrollable arousal that Victoria released almost immediately, and which he savored, fascinated, envying his wife’s ability to produce so much fluid from the excitement of a night out with friends.

So many beautiful memories tied to that skirt. And now Victoria was offering her that very intimate piece of clothing, so full of history. Fanny felt her eyes grow misty and nearly cried from the emotion and happiness. This was love, she told herself; it couldn't be anything else. Her mistress loved her and wanted her to wear her sexiest clothes to go out into the world.

Victoria knew how much that little piece of denim fabric moved her husband. She looked her little sissy in the eye, nodding and smiling, as if to say: "See what a gift I’m giving you? That exact one, that very skirt. You’ll be perfect for your return to work."

Fanny caught that look instantly, returned the smile, and sighed. She took off the towel she had knotted over her head and, fearing her emotions might play a trick on her, looked down beneath her soft belly. The quick operation done in the shower had taken effect. Her pinky, as her wife and mistress affectionately called it, hadn't moved; it hadn't risen a single millimeter. Only a few transparent drops slid slowly down her freshly washed, smooth thigh. Nothing to worry about, she thought; Victoria was used to this, she wouldn't punish her. It had become her tolerable weakness.

"Come on, you silly girl, stop daydreaming and staring at your little bean. Start getting dressed, otherwise we're going to be late," her mistress told her with much sweetness.

Fanny took the skirt and lifted a foot to slip it on, but Victoria immediately corrected her.

"What do you think you're doing? You can't go out in public dressed obscenely with just the skirt; you need some decency, some style. Look at this beautiful fuchsia thong I prepared for you. It's brand new, you know, I’ve never worn it before. It’s yours now, a gift to you. But first, you have to put on the metallic plug and the cage. You remember Elena’s words, don't you? We can't skip it; she would get angry. She knows exactly how one is supposed to behave in society in these situations."

Fanny nodded, staring at those beautiful fuchsia panties, and positioned herself in front of her mistress, who with increasing dexterity locked her leaking bean into its shiny cage, trying to tighten it as much as possible.

"Elena really is right, my little piggy. Look how tightly the cage fits because of those useless little spheres. If it hadn't been for Mike, we would have solved this problem once and for all by now. Who knows how long we'll keep dragging this out; we really need to make up our minds," Victoria told her in a maternal tone.

Fanny nodded, not entirely convinced. She thought back to Mike. She could hear the shower water running in the bathroom. She imagined him naked and fragrant, covered in soap and lather. She imagined him doing what she had done just moments ago. She imagined his hands, both wrapped around his black arm, one at the base and the other just above, near the tip. She imagined them rubbing it quickly, right up to the final act, to his flavorful, copious nectar, which was being uselessly wasted and blasted in jets against the shower walls. Mike had saved her last night. How many more times would he be able to do so before Elena's plan was permanently carried out? And besides: would Mike still love her without her balls?

"Now turn around and bend forward. And try to leak less; there’s no time to send you back into the shower."

It was getting late; her mistress was right. The plug slid in without the slightest resistance. As always, Elena had been right this time too. The two-inch size wasn't large at all—quite the opposite. Victoria looked at Fanny’s opening quizzically, fearing that the plug might somehow slip out during work and suddenly fall to the ground. The metallic clatter against the floor wouldn't go unnoticed; someone would figure it out and would surely try to take advantage of the embarrassing situation of that beautiful, highly aroused little whore.

No matter, Victoria thought. She would just have to get used to it in that environment full of men in blue overalls loaded with testosterone, who looked at the company's few secretaries every day with ravenous glazes, like wolves hunting sheep.

"Now the panties. Lift one leg first, good girl. Now the other. Perfect. It fits you beautifully, your exact size. The cage bulges out a bit in the front. In time, we’ll get a smaller, flatter one. Elena told me they make some with a pin that inserts into the tip, internally, and shoves everything inside. That would be ideal. It would also block that unstoppable, continuous leaking you have. It’s cute to see that transparent fluid constantly running down your thighs, but at work, it’s going to cause you problems, I’m sure of it."

Fanny looked proudly at those fuchsia panties riding high on her hips, leaving her with long, truly feminine legs.

"Forgive me, Victoria, can I look in the mirror for a moment to see how they look from behind?"

"Of course, my little bitch, but please try to leak less—you're already staining them."

Fanny stepped closer to the tall wardrobe mirror and turned her back, looking at herself out of the corner of her eye, then managed to rotate her head further by bending slightly forward. She did a few strange pirouettes and hip movements, as if she had suddenly become a lingerie model.

Victoria let out an amused laugh: "Just look at yourself. What a little whore you are. A colored thong is all it takes to make you feel like a cover diva. Make sure to squeeze those cheeks at work, or the colored stone of the plug will show right over the panty line."

The sissy shrugged her shoulders slightly, thrilled to see herself looking so beautiful. As if to say: "What can I do, they truly look good on me."

Mike walked out of the bathroom completely naked. Fanny turned to look at him and her eyes fell, as always, on his arm, which swung at rest, slapping now against his right knee, now against his left, in sync with his steps. The embarrassed little piggy turned and sauntered, showing off how her new panties fit. Mike winked at her yet again and let out an approving whistle. The sissy was ecstatic to please her man in that way. He loved her; she had no more doubt about it.

Victoria checked the clock and, seeing that it was getting genuinely late, quickly pulled the skirt onto her and slipped the black lace top over Fanny’s barely visible little breasts.

"These organic pills are taking effect, but I hoped they’d be faster. After work, we absolutely need to talk again about that cut Elena keeps insistently asking for; I really don't think there’s any other solution," Victoria said. She then opened the shoe rack and pulled out two beautiful red shoes with a medium heel, nearly brand new, hardly ever worn because of the heel itself, which was too low for her: "Look what a beautiful gift I’m giving you, you little whore. Luckily, we both wear a size 38. You're small in the feet, too. They’ll look great on you."

Fanny felt her panties grow wet with emotion. That unstoppable leaking would require a definitive solution, but not now—there was no time. She slipped her little feet into those fantastic shoes like a modern-day Cinderella. She stood up and took a few practice steps. Her ankles shook a bit, but she felt she would get used to it soon.

It was time to go; those hairy Princes Charming in blue overalls were waiting for her, and she didn't want to disappoint them.


Book 3 – Episode 5: The Entrance into the Factory

"Are we ready?" Victoria asked, turning toward Fanny and Mike.

The sissy was still spinning proudly in front of the mirror. The makeup her mistress had applied was heavy, but she loved it. Her lips had never looked so beautiful. The red lipstick lined with a black pencil was a dream she had held for a long time, ever since she used to secretly watch her mother put hers on. She thought her mother was beautiful. She would watch her secretly through the crack in her parents' bedroom door, knowing her every movement to perfection. She couldn't wait for it to happen; when she heard her father leave for work, her mother would take a long shower, perfume herself, and put on that elegant red outfit with a high slit on the side that went all the way up to where her legs ended. She looked incredibly elegant in those embroidered black stockings and those over-the-knee black leather boots. Fanny wanted them too, one day. The final touch of the black liner around her lips just before she went out was her favorite part. She would see her leave with a smile, then follow her with her eyes from behind the window, the curtain drawn slightly askew. Her mother would walk just a bit away but always remain visible, stopping at the corner of the street so as not to draw attention. Fanny, back when she was Julian, would see her get into those long, elegant cars—almost always different ones—with distinguished gentlemen driving. She would then go into her mother's room and try on her clothes, which were still far too big. She tried on her high heels too, but often stumbled. One day, slipping, she broke one. Her mother didn't say anything, but Fanny got the impression that she had understood something. Then she would wait for her to return, watching the street from the window. Her mother always walked back in just before her father—perfect timing. Disheveled and with her makeup messed up, she would rush to the bathroom to fix herself up before dinner. Sometimes her dress was stained with white patches, right under her chin or on the skirt. Stains she would brush out and soften with a bit of water before putting everything in the washing machine. Fanny would watch her as she did it and her mother would smile at her, then pass her index finger in front of her mouth and blow gently. "Don't say a word to Daddy," she told her one day. "It will be our secret."

It was a special morning. They decided to move out all together, using Julian's car. Mike took the driver's seat and immediately began to huff and complain, struggling to fit his long, muscular legs because the seat was pulled all the way forward against the steering wheel.

Fanny sat in the back, carefully smoothing out her denim miniskirt to keep it from wrinkling too much. Hearing the driver’s grumbling, Victoria burst into a loud laugh, turning toward the back seat with a mocking air: "The seat is all the way forward because Julian is tiny... He's tiny in every single way, as you know full well yourself, Mike!"

Mike joined in the mistress’s laughter, casting a knowing glance in the rearview mirror at Fanny, whose face grew increasingly red. Victoria, aroused by that complicity, reached her hand toward the gear shift, caressing the stud's groin through his pants.

"You, on the other hand, are huge, Mike..." the mistress continued in a low, seductive voice, continuing that explicit massage right before the maid's eyes. "Down here, you really are something else. A wonderful dream."

From the back seat, Fanny watched the scene in silence. Her heart was racing a mile a minute. Once again, in her submissive mind, she reinterpreted everything in her own way: she thought Victoria was just exaggerating to make him play along, and that the mistress's caresses were nothing but an act. True love, she was certain, was what Mike felt for her.

Within a few minutes, the car pulled into the factory driveway, stopping right in front of the company's large iron gates. The courtyard was crowded; the eight o'clock shift was about to begin, and dozens of workers in blue overalls were standing around smoking their last cigarette and drinking coffee from paper cups.

Mike pulled the handbrake, got out of the car with his proud, imposing stride, and, with the gesture of a true gentleman, opened the rear door to let Fanny out. The sissy swung one foot out of the cabin, planting her medium-heeled red shoe onto the asphalt, and then emerged in all her dizzying transformation: the extremely short denim miniskirt, the black lace top that offered a glimpse of her small chest, and the heavy makeup.

Mike took her by the hand, almost as if to escort her, and walked her in front of everyone. An absolute silence fell over the courtyard for a moment, followed by a confused murmur. The workers, not recognizing Julian under that makeup and that blonde wig, began to wonder who that fine piece of ass they had never seen before was.

"A new secretary for the boss, maybe!" a worker with a grease-stained overall commented out loud. "For sure! That guy mounts them all the moment they arrive!" another replied, laughing crudely along with the rest of the group.

Within a few seconds, whistles of approval, catcalls, and increasingly vulgar comments erupted. Fanny blushed violently, overwhelmed by all that male attention. The emotion and anxiety played the usual hydraulic trick: that internal fire started pushing again, and a trail of transparent fluid resumed sliding down her smooth thigh. Several workers, with their ravenous gazes locked right onto her legs and the suspicious bulge under her skirt, noticed that sudden wetness.

"Look at that one... she’s already soaking wet before she even punches the time clock!" someone shouted from the back, prompting a general roar of laughter.

Fanny walked with difficulty, her ankles trembling on her red shoes, but inside she felt like a diva. Those rough men were her Princes Charming.

Arriving in front of the glass door where the office clerks and secretarial staff usually entered, Mike stopped to leave her. Before the wide eyes of half the factory, the man grabbed her by the hips, pulled her close, and kissed her passionately on the mouth, shoving his tongue between her lips. Fanny surrendered to the contact, squeezing her eyes shut with happiness. When Mike broke away, he gave her a loud, violent slap on her rear that echoed across the courtyard.

"Go on, you little whore, be a good girl," he whispered to her with a smile.

The gesture unleashed another wave of heavy comments and shouts from the workers outside. Fanny, short of breath, her lips shiny with saliva and her panties completely drenched, turned around, pushed the glass door open, and finally entered the office building.

The moment she passed through the glass vestibule, Fanny was immediately stopped by the security guard inside the lobby. He was a stocky guy with a thick beard and very hairy arms protruding from his standard uniform. The man eyed her from head to toe with severity and abruptly asked her who she was and what she was looking for in the offices at this hour.

With her heart in her throat, Fanny didn't answer out loud; she merely pulled Julian’s company badge out of her purse and, to make herself recognized, slightly lifted the edge of her blonde wig.

At that sight, the guard burst into a loud, coarse laugh. Then, composing himself and letting a sly grin spread across his face, he looked her dead in the eye: "All right, Julian... or whatever the hell you call yourself now. Company regulations: I still have to frisk you before letting you up to the offices."

Fanny offered a weak protest, clutching her purse to her chest, but the man cut her off immediately in an authoritative tone: "Don't argue, it’s part of my security detail. Lean against the wall and spread your legs slightly."

The sissy obeyed, trembling. The guard positioned himself behind her and began to grope her everywhere with heavy, callous hands. As he slid his fingers along the rough fabric of the denim miniskirt, the man clearly felt a rigid obstacle both in the front and in the back. Under his fingertips, he perceived the metallic hardness of the cage and the base of the plug.

"And what is this stuff? This won't do at all; you could be hiding something forbidden," the guard pronounced in a falsely serious voice. "We need to go to the security office for a more thorough search. Move it."

Fanny, a bit bewildered and frightened but irremediably aroused by the contact, accepted without a word. She followed him into the small adjoining office, and as soon as they were inside, the guard turned the key in the lock, isolating them from the rest of the hallway. He had her lean her back against the wall and ordered her to spread her legs again.

"Let’s see about this bolt..." the man said.

With a swift movement, he pulled up her denim miniskirt, moved the fuchsia fabric of the pink thong to the side, and, grabbing the shiny knob, firmly yanked the plug out of Fanny’s little opening.

Immediately after, the sissy heard the unmistakable sound of a zipper sliding open, followed by the pressure of something warm and alive pushing insistently against her rear intimacy. The guard brought his face close, brushing against her blonde hair, and whispered into her ear with unexpected sweetness: "If you want, I can replace that piece of cold metal with something much warmer and softer... What do you say?"

Fanny could not resist that unexpected kindness. Overwhelmed by the need to please and the sheer excitement of the moment, she gave a clear nod of agreement, abandoning all defenses. She felt the man's rough hands grip her firmly by the hips, and then, gently, she felt him enter inside her. It wasn't large—Fanny could barely feel it compared to the devastating experience of the previous night with Mike—but at that moment, it didn't matter at all. The illicit nature of the situation aroused her beyond measure.

The guard too was visibly taken by the sissy's smooth, lavender-scented body. The act lasted barely a minute—a quick, animalistic encounter; Fanny felt the man accelerate the rhythm of his thrusts until he fully released himself inside her with a muffled groan.

Without wasting time, the man withdrew and immediately reinserted the metallic plug into her lubricated opening.

"That way it all stays inside you, you little whore..." the guard commented, short of breath, pulling up his pants' zipper. He then gave her a hard parting slap on her rear and pulled her denim skirt back down. "If you behave, we’ll do it tomorrow too."

It was at that point that something unexpected happened. Fanny adjusted her clothes and turned to look at him with an expression of pure superiority, flashing an unusual feminine audacity: "Don't count on it too much," she replied strangely, a mocking smile on her shiny lips. "Have you seen the kind of boyfriend waiting for me at home? You didn't even warm me up, my dear."

Without giving him time to reply, Fanny spun around on her red heels and walked out of the security office, slamming the door hard. As she walked down the hallway, squeezing her cheeks to keep the plug secure just as Victoria had ordered, she felt a new thrill run down her spine. She was beginning to feel like a real woman—one of those clever women who use men for their own pleasure and then dismiss them with a witty remark.

It was a bizarre and unforeseen evolution. Victoria and Elena wouldn't have liked this new confidence in her capabilities one bit; they wanted her submissive, humiliated, and fragile. If only they knew... but that secret would remain locked inside her, along with the warmth the guard had left behind.


Book 3 – Episode 6: The Pact in the Director's Office

Fanny walked down the central hallway of the executive suites, squeezing her buttocks tightly to keep a firm grip on the metallic plug the guard had just reinserted inside her. Her red heels made a sharp, rhythmic clicking sound on the marble floor, and she could still feel the adrenaline from that cheeky parting remark washing over her.

But before she could even approach her old accounting desk, the company loudspeaker crackled to life, broadcasting the central secretary's metallic voice: "Employee Julian is requested to report immediately to the General Management office."

Her heart leaped into her throat. The bravado of just moments prior vanished instantly, replaced by a shudder of pure terror. In all her years of employment, she had never once been called into the office of the Director General, the dreaded Doctor Vance. She had heard all kinds of rumors about that man. "Misogynist" was the most polite compliment ever paid to him. He surrounded himself with trashy secretaries who looked like they had been plucked straight off the street. Some claimed they were actual prostitutes he kept on standby for the most critical contracts or for the most influential managers of corporate partners. He kept them gathered inside an open-space room, each with a desk and a computer which they generally only turned on to browse the web or little else. Right next door was the room of the actual secretaries—faded women, almost all over fifty, whom he treated with downright despotic manners.

Fortunately, the elevator leading to the top floor was empty, so she took advantage of the privacy to touch up her makeup a bit in front of the mirror. She pulled a few scented wet wipes from her purse and ran them along the inside of her thighs, trying to clean up the traces of the leakage that fear was causing her to release.

The long hallway on the top floor terminated precisely at the premium wooden door of Doctor Vance’s office. With her unsteady stride on the red heels, it felt like an endless gauntlet. One of the Director's showroom secretaries passed right by her. Her massive, surgically enhanced chest was barely covered at the bottom by a top two sizes too small, offering a glimpse of the darker edges of two incredibly wide areolas. The woman glared at her with open disdain, letting out a blatant sneer and casting a dirty look at Fanny's barely visible chest.

Arriving at the door bearing Doctor Vance’s golden nameplate, she knocked. Magically, the door swung open inward all by itself. She gathered her courage and crossed the threshold.

The moment she stepped inside, she realized the trap had sprung. Sitting behind the large mahogany desk was Vance, a man in his early fifties with a perfect touch of salt-and-pepper hair and a strict, unreadable gaze. Standing beside him, with his arms crossed and a triumphant smirk beneath his beard, was the security guard. The offense to his male pride had been promptly reported.

"Have a seat, Julian... or whatever the hell you’ve decided to call yourself today," Doctor Vance began in an icy voice, eyeing Fanny’s black lace top and bare legs. "Security has just informed me of intolerable conduct at the entrance. Obscene acts, an attire that—to define it as scandalous for this company—is an understatement, but above all, a highly severe act of insubordination and disrespect toward our security staff. Immediate termination for just cause is unavoidable. I already have the paperwork ready right here; you just need to sign."

Faced with the very real threat of losing her job and having to confront the judgment of Victoria and Elena, Fanny's "real woman" ego shattered instantly. The passive, yielding sissy took total control.

"No, please, Director! Mercy, don't fire me!" Fanny burst into tears, her black mascara beginning to streak down her made-up cheeks.

Doctor Vance leaned forward, resting his elbows on the mahogany, and locked his eyes onto her with an ambiguous, piercing gaze: "You see, Julian, the disciplinary measure has already been decided. Unless... you somehow manage to earn forgiveness right here, right now, and provide this Management with a concrete, written guarantee that an incident of this nature will never occur again in the future. A sort of solemn promise to always be extremely polite, accommodating, and available to our guard. But I want to specify one fundamental detail: no one is forcing you here. This is not a corporate mandate, let be clear, but a free and consensual choice of your own. You are the one who must decide how to save yourself."

Fanny wiped away a tear, breathing heavily. "I’m so sorry, Director... Earlier, at the entrance, something strange came over me, a moment of madness which I already bitterly regret..."

Without adding another word, yielding to her deepest instinct, Fanny slipped down from her red heels and dropped to her knees on the office carpet. But that wasn't enough. To demonstrate her absolute submission and remedy her mistake, she began to advance on all fours, crawling across the floor until she reached the guard’s standard-issue shoes.

She raised herself slightly on her knees and looked Doctor Vance dead in the eye: "I confirm that this is a free choice of my own, Director... And to tell the truth... I thoroughly enjoyed the encounter earlier with the guard in the security office. I only said those nasty things to provoke him... I hoped he would get a bit angry, lose control, and make me feel like even more of a female by trying it again next time with far more force and less gentleness."

Fanny flashed a sly smile, wet with tears, looking up at the guard from below: "And somehow... I’d say I succeeded in my intent."

At that flagrantly shameless and passive confession, the security guard stepped forward, spreading his legs with heavy breaths. Fanny, her fingers trembling with excitement, unzipped his uniform pants and, with her soft little mouth, got to work with absolute devotion to earn her forgiveness.

Doctor Vance could not resist that level of degradation and spontaneous submission. He stood up from his executive chair, took three paces, and turned the key in the office door, isolating them from the outside world.

He positioned himself directly behind Fanny, who was still on all fours on the floor. He brutally yanked up her denim miniskirt, pushed aside the wet fuchsia thong, and, grabbing the knob of the two-inch plug, pulled it out with a swift yank, setting it down onto the mahogany desk with a metallic clink.

Without any ceremony, the Director knelt down in turn and entered her opening, which was already perfectly lubricated by the fluids of the night and the frisking. Fanny let out a muffled groan, continuing her task on the guard. The room was filled exclusively by the wet noises of that three-way rhythm and the heavy breathing of her two superiors. The anxiety and the violent pleasure played the usual hydraulic trick on Fanny: that internal fire erupted, and a copious amount of transparent fluid began to gush rhythmically from her front, irreparably flooding the executive office's premium carpet just as both men reached the absolute peak of pleasure together.

The sissy made sure to leave a good impression; she swallowed down to the very last drop, elegantly running her tongue over her lips and half-closing her eyes. She had seen a wine sommelier do that at the movies, and it had seemed like a refined thing to do at that moment. She even smacked her tongue, as if she had just tasted the finest French champagne in existence.

The Director was struck by such class and experienced one final, powerful contraction in his lower abdomen, fully discharging himself inside Fanny's burning intimacy.

When everything was over, the guard composed himself and Vance withdrew, immediately retrieving the metallic plug from the desk to firmly shove it back into its place, sealing Fanny up.

"That way you remember exactly what your place is," the Director said, cleaning himself.

Fanny, remaining on the floor with her makeup smudged, looked at the hydraulic disaster on the carpet: "Director... forgive me for the carpet. If you want... I can clean it all up with my tongue... I know how to do it well..."

Vance burst into an amused laugh. "No, leave it be. I'll call the trusted floor janitor for that. Get up, Julian, and fix your wig. I’ve decided not to fire you. In fact, as of today, bookkeeping is no longer your concern. You are promoted to my Personal Executive Secretary, with a thirty percent salary increase."

Fanny's eyes widened in disbelief: "But Director... I’ve only ever handled paperwork and accounting..."

Doctor Vance leaned forward over the desk, fixing her with a cynical smile: "You won't have to touch a pen, Julian. Your sole duty is to be found exactly like this—with this skirt, this fuchsia thong, and this plug firmly inserted—whenever I need you. Especially when there are business meetings with our best clients or for the signing of the most important contracts with managers from other firms. You will be our favorite 'calling card' in private negotiations. Is that clear?"

Fanny felt a jolt of arousal drench her fuchsia panties all over again. She understood. Her corporate success was tied to her total passivity and her capacity to please alpha males. She nodded with a devoted smile, happy with her new, humiliating yet glorious role.

"Thank you, Director, thank you so much," she said, approaching the exit door. "But please, don't call me Julian anymore. I am Fanny now."

The Director smiled; at the end of the day, he wasn't as cruel and misogynistic as they claimed—he knew how to be kind, he knew how to forgive.

Proud of her new career as a toy secretary, Fanny stepped out of General Management. Victoria and Elena wouldn't believe their eyes... or perhaps it was better not to tell them the whole truth either.


Book 3 – Episode 7: The Director's Harem

The transfer to the new office happened immediately. Fanny gathered her few personal belongings from her old accounting desk and, squeezing her hips to stabilize the metallic plug, headed toward the open-space pool of the attractive secretaries.

When she crossed the threshold, her breath caught. There were four girls, all incredibly elegant and flashy. Fanny looked at them with a mixture of deep admiration and reverent awe. Nearly all of them boasted massive, spherical, overtly silicone-enhanced breasts that defied gravity beneath low-cut tops. They wore knee-high shiny leather boots and miniskirts that were even shorter than her own. They were decorated with provocative tattoos: colorful butterflies tracing up their thighs and tiny little hearts positioned in the most unexpected places on their bodies. From their lobes hung gorgeous, extremely long dangling earrings made of silver and rhinestones that, with every turn of their heads, brushed magnetically against the bare skin of their necks.

Fanny instinctively touched her own earlobes, remembering with a pang in her stomach that she didn't even have her ears pierced. She suddenly felt clumsy, inadequate. Passing in front of a glass-door bookcase, she caught a fleeting glimpse of her reflected image: the blonde wig suddenly looked fake, stiff, almost ridiculous compared to those flowing manes. She firmly decided that, starting that very day, she would have to grow out her natural hair. She wanted to be like them. She wanted to be a real woman.

Meanwhile, the four incumbents had huddled in a corner to whisper, casting sideways, venomous glances at her. Fanny sat down at her assigned workstation, turned on the computer, and pretended to focus on the monitor, but she strained her ears to catch their murmurs.

"The fifth one has arrived... Who is the Director going to kick out now?" the first one ventured, twirling a lock of her hair.

"Just when we had finally settled down!" the second one growled in a low voice. "Now that he’s finally dumped that sow Marilù and we could breathe a little..."

"He only wants four in his harem, that pig. One of us is going to get sacked very soon, as usual—you know how it works."

"He'd better keep me, of course—I’m the only one in here who knows how to properly use a whip and handcuffs!" the third one boasted, crossing her arms over her prosperous chest.

"Oh, what a skill... How hard is that to learn? Girls, the only certainty is that going back to working the streets now that we had it so easy would be pure torture."

"Don't even talk to me about the streets, please," the last one whispered with a shudder of disgust. "I still get nightmares at night just thinking about all those fat truck drivers in sweaty tank tops... I don't want to think about it."

"Then we need to band together," the first one proposed, glaring at Fanny maliciously. "We have to make sure the boss kicks the new girl out. Look at her, she doesn't even look much like a female to me... She’s truly bizarre. What could the Director possibly see in someone like that?"

Suddenly, the door swung wide open and Doctor Vance walked into the room with a firm stride, cutting off the whispering.

"Attention, girls," the Director began with a cynical smile. "The workers' morning shift downstairs is about to end. Production numbers for this month were fantastic, and I intend to reward them properly before they head to the showers. We need to make those men understand that they shouldn't be ashamed of their sweat and their grease-stained hands. Who is volunteering today to let them blow off some steam? There are about ten of them, all worked up."

The four girls exchanged a knowing look, instantly seizing the golden opportunity to rid themselves of their rival. They smirked in unison.

Fanny remained motionless in her chair. Her heart was pounding in her throat. She had worked at this company for years back when she was Julian, yet she had never once heard of such "production incentives" aimed at the blue-collar workers. She sat there flabbergasted, utterly unable to process the crude reality of that job description.

"Send the new girl, Director!" the four secretaries shouted in chorus, pointing at her with mocking smiles.

Doctor Vance turned toward Fanny, studying her reaction with evident amusement: "Did you hear that, Fanny? You wanted the thirty percent raise and the promotion... now you have to go earn it out in the field."

The sissy felt a rush of heat instinctively drench her fuchsia thong beneath her skirt. Fear and excitement mixed into a devastating cocktail. She stood up with difficulty on her red shoes, adjusted her blonde wig as best she could, and with trembling hands smoothed out the denim miniskirt Victoria had lent her.

Under the triumphant, ruthless stares of her new coworkers, Fanny walked anxiously toward the exit of the open-space office, bound for the factory basements. She had to hurry, exactly as the Director had ordered: she needed to reach the locker room before those rough, muscular men stepped under the shower jets.

Anxiety began to plague her; she rushed toward the elevator. "Damn it," she muttered—it was down on the ground floor. She wasn't thinking about what awaited her in the locker rooms; her only thought was to get there quickly. Finally, the elevator arrived. She pressed the button for the ground floor, and once the doors closed, she looked at herself in the interior mirror. How was she going to please those unkempt workers, who were used to those silicone-enhanced bombshells from the floor above? She was terrified she wouldn't please them. "And besides, ten of them," she thought. "That’s a lot, I’ve never done it with so many," she told herself.

The elevator finally reached the ground floor. The security guard walked up to her, grinning slyly and touching his front. She saw him fumbling with his zipper, demanding his tribute to let her pass.

"Not now, please, I’m in a hurry. The boss will get angry if I’m late," she pleaded.

The guard was determined to exploit the situation. "If I let you pass, what do I get?"

"Please let me pass, tomorrow morning I’ll get on my knees just the way you want," she said desperately.

"You owe me that anyway. I want something else."

"But I don't have time right now, they're waiting for me." She could almost hear the showers running already, the water flowing, waiting to turn hot. Oil and sweat, Doctor Vance had said. It was necessary that they hadn't washed yet. The factory produced thanks to their sweat; they needed to feel accepted for that, especially by the boss’s special secretaries. She had an important task—the future efficiency of production and the morale of the workers were in her hands.

The guard held her by the arm.

"Please, let me go."

"In a few days, I have the final match for the bar soccer league. If we win, we’d like to do something special. Will you come?" he proposed, still holding her tight.

"Come? Where? Are you crazy?" Fanny replied, trying in vain to wrench herself free.

"In the locker room, I mean, after the game. We'll celebrate all together."

"Together with who? With the players' wives?" she asked naively.

"Hell no, they're prudes. We’ll celebrate—us, with you," the guard clarified, looking straight at the back of her miniskirt.

"But us who? Me all by myself?" she asked in wonder.

"Obviously, us from the soccer team and you, alone. You'll have fun."

"Oh my god, a whole soccer team and me all alone?" Then, seeing that it was getting late, she yielded to the flattery. "All right, but let me go now."

The guard let her go. Fanny ran in her own awkward way on those uncomfortable heels.

As she sprinted away, the guard yelled, "Who said anything about five-a-side? It's eleven-a-side soccer, plus the substitutes!"

Fanny thought she had misheard and quickened her pace.

"What a boor, that guard," she thought. "He was really making me late. And besides, he could have just said right away that he wanted to throw a party, without beating around the bush."

She had never followed soccer, not even when she was Julian, not even when she was younger and her bull would take him to the stadium, promising that afterward he would show him something interesting.

Instead, it always ended the same way: he would return home with that strange craving he couldn't quite define.

They always made a bet—or rather, the bull would impose a bet. If his team won, Julian would have to perform a certain little job with his hand to relieve the tension accumulated during the match. If they lost, Julian had to try to lift the bull's spirits, stroking him with his hand to counter the limpness brought on by the disappointment of the match. In either case, the ending was similar, concluding with Julian having to clean his hand with a paper tissue. Sometimes he would find his clothes slightly wet, stained in patches.

During the championship, there had even been a few draws, and the situation had to be interpreted. Sometimes for the bull it counted as a victory, other times as a defeat. Julian knew, regardless, that he had to carry paper tissues with him. They were always needed, no matter the score.

She didn't know much about soccer, but she knew that eleven played on the pitch and that there were five substitutes. "Sixteen!" she exclaimed. "Won't that be too many?"

Then she thought about the factory workers; there were only ten of them. It seemed like a decisively simpler task.


Book 3 – Episode 8: The Production Bonus

Fanny ran in her own awkward way, trying not to lose her balance on those uncomfortable heels while her heart hammered in her ears. Anxiety plagued her, but not because of the number of men waiting for her; her only true fear was not being "up to par" with their expectations. She felt inadequate, a mere amateur compared to the four silicone-enhanced bombshells in the open-space office.

As she rounded the corner, she saw from afar the line of workers. Sweaty, smeared with black grease, and with their blue overalls stiff from machine oil, they were filing down the stairs leading to the locker rooms.

"Just in time..." she thought with relief, wiping away a bead of sweat that lined her forehead.

Due to the haste of her running, she felt an unsettling sensation: the plug was slipping out. She shuddered at the thought of seeing it fall in front of everyone and roll across the industrial floor. With a stealthy movement, she hid her hand beneath her denim miniskirt and, with a firm squeeze, shoved it back deep inside, securing it in its place.

The movement, however, had left a strange warmth in her lower abdomen and a sudden, dry thirst. She fervently hoped that inside that den of men there would be a water fountain, or at least a sink from which to quench her thirst and compose herself before starting her "service."

She arrived at the heavy locker room door just as the last of the workers—an imposing man with tattooed arms and neck muscles swollen from exertion—was about to close it. Fanny pulled up in front of him, out of breath, adjusting her blonde wig which had shifted slightly during her sprint.

The man stopped dead in his tracks, lowered his gaze to her, and then let out a sharp whistle that echoed down the entire hallway. "Hey boys! Look who Doctor Vance sent down for the production bonus!"

The doors swung wide open, and Fanny was hit by a wave of human heat and intense odors: leather, mechanical oil, tobacco, and that typical, pungent stench of male sweat which immediately triggered an uncontrollable physical reaction within her. The metallic plug, firmly planted inside her, began to heat up from her body temperature, while her fuchsia thong became, second by second, increasingly drenched with her own wetness.

The workers—about ten men with faces hollowed by exhaustion—turned toward her. Some were already unbuttoning their blue overalls, others were stripping off their damp shirts, revealing hairy chests and work scars. The silence that fell over the room was charged with a raw, electric tension; crazed testosterone was everywhere.

Fanny felt small, fragile, but at that moment, faced with those hungry stares that sized her up as if she were a fresh piece of meat, her deepest instinct took over. She was no longer Julian; she was no longer the gray office accountant. She was Fanny, the boss's secretary, and her job was to let them blow off steam.

The oldest worker slowly walked up to her, wiping his grease-stained hands on a dirty rag. He looked her up and down, laughing: "Well now, blondie... you here to make us feel appreciated, huh? Doctor Vance always says we shouldn't be ashamed of our sweat. You ready to prove it to us?"

Fanny, with an uncertain but sly smile, gave a nod of agreement. She felt her legs tremble, but not out of fear; it was the desire to finally be "used" by so many rough men—men whom, as a man, she would never have dared to look in the eye.

"I’m very thirsty..." she whispered with a thread of a voice, hoping the water fountain was nearby.

One of the younger guys approached her with a smirk, handing her a half-empty, already warm bottle of water. "Drink up, blondie. You're gonna need it. Production put in overtime today, and we've built up a lot of energy to discharge."

Fanny took the bottle and brought it to her lips, but before she could drink, a worker with a raspy voice snatched it from her hand. "I’ve got a fountain ready for you right here," he said with a brutal grin. "If you stimulate it the right way, you’ll drink enough to fill your mouth and your little belly."

Everyone burst out laughing—a coarse, loud roar that rattled against the tiled walls. Fanny, however, did not laugh. Her gaze was magnetically drawn to the man standing in front of her. The front zipper of his overalls was pulled down below his crotch, and what emerged was a mighty attribute, a primordial force standing at the very peak of its energy. The smell of sweat, hormones, and leather emanating from that massive body, covered in a thick blanket of dark hair, filled her nostrils with an intoxicating potency.

That man didn't just have normal muscles; he looked like an actual bodybuilder.

She had always felt ashamed in front of men with swollen muscles that looked ready to burst. One day, secretly from Victoria, she had bought a bodybuilding magazine. She was still Julian then—a normal man, like any other. He had locked himself in his car in an isolated parking lot and began flipping through the first pages. By the third image, he couldn't contain himself. Without even touching himself, a wet patch had soaked his briefs, seeping right through to his gray canvas trousers. He turned on the engine and blasted the heater fan even though it was summer. Luckily, the stain evaporated, leaving only an imperceptible ring. He hurled the magazine out the window and sped away, accelerating hard. He never bought another one. He didn't have the courage. That man reawakened that exact memory.

Without anyone pushing her, without anyone lifting a finger, Fanny found herself on her knees, in religious veneration of that force challenging her.

The scent of the sea and low tide from that long, pink member filled her nostrils. Her mouth swung wide open as if it could do nothing else. Poor Fanny coughed. She felt her throat completely filled, but she couldn't draw back.

Everyone watched her in surprise; the Director's usual women had never shown such utter transport.

The bodybuilder realized the gravity of the situation. He grabbed her forehead and pulled her head back slightly to let her breathe. She was suffocating herself out of pure, excessive eagerness.

One of the younger ones in the group circled around her, stopped behind her, and yanked up her skirt.

"Look at the strange pink stone she’s got back there." Intrigued, several of them wanted to see it with their own eyes.

"This one’s more of a slut than the others," one said, then continued. "That's a plug. It’s meant to keep her ready and stretched wide for any occasion."

Another added, "Look at her front, I can see a little pink snake inside that piece of iron."

"What do you mean snake? At most a little bean," another laughed heartily.

"Is she a she-fag?" the first one, the youngest, asked in surprise.

"More like a he-fag," one of the older men corrected him. "The Director played us," he continued. "I didn't expect this from him. A fag! What kind of production bonus is this?"

Everyone shook their heads, except for the bodybuilder who was on the verge of quenching Fanny's thirst.

"Let’s use her from behind, two or three at a time," one who hadn't commented yet finally said. "We'll give her back completely broken—that'll teach the boss to make a fool of us next time."

The enthusiasm for the proposal was unanimous. Only the bodybuilder seemed indifferent to the group's chatter. Right at that moment, he emptied all his fluids down Fanny's throat. Gathering a few stray drops with her fingers and greedily bringing them to her mouth, she thanked him for the kindness of finally quenching her thirst.

Fanny was ready for the group. The plug had been pulled; the path was wide open, and the workers were beginning to encircle her, ready to claim their "bonus" in the most degrading way possible.

There was no more room for words, nor for embarrassment. What was supposed to be an act of vengeance against the Director transformed into a collective ritual of brutal possession. Fanny was hoisted up by her weight, her legs rendered useless by weakness and her red heels dangling helplessly in the air, as her body was projected against the damp wooden benches of the locker room.

There was no delicacy, no respect. The grease-stained blue overalls dictated the rhythm, callous hands tearing away her black lace top without a care, leaving her small chest exposed to the cold, ruthless neon light. Fanny was a rag doll, abandoned to their desires—a subservient maid who had finally reached the absolute pinnacle of her function: to be used until total self-annihilation.

Two workers held her pinned by the arms while a third, taking advantage of the opening left by the removed plug, drove forward without warning. There was no time to prepare, no time for fear. The initial pain instantly blurred into a searing pleasure, a wave of heat that erupted from her pelvis and surged up her spine.

"Look at her, she doesn't even flinch—this bitch was born for this!" one of them yelled, digging his hands into her buttocks, squeezing the flesh as if trying to mold it.

Fanny let out a strangled groan, her head swaying rhythmically. With her hands, she tried to grip the bench to match that brutal cadence, which was chanted like a pagan festival by the synchronized clapping of the onlookers. She no longer thought; she no longer analyzed. She felt the sweat of those men mixing with her own; she felt the penetrating scent of the raw masculinity that overpowered her, invaded her, and possessed her from every side. Her mouth, still wet from the bodybuilder's tribute, was used by another worker waiting his turn, while in the back, yet another took the place of the man who had just released himself.

It was an industrial mechanism, an assembly line of pleasure. Fanny was no longer a woman; she was the plant’s "doll." Every time a man reached his climax inside her from behind, he would try to seal her back up with the metallic plug. The next one would swiftly yank it out and take his place. She felt her body giving way, her orifices becoming increasingly dilated and wet, more and more prepared to welcome every fresh assault.

"She's ours!" they exulted between thrusts, striking her with a ferocity that took her breath away.

Fanny, her eyes wide and fixed on a calendar featuring a voluptuous woman on the opposite wall, felt emptied of all thought. The outside world—Victoria, Mike, Elena, the office—no longer existed. There was only the rhythm of the bodies, the pain turning into ecstasy, the certainty that, to those ten men, she was the object they deserved. There was no tenderness, no love—only the pure instinct of a dozen laborers who, after a day of sweat, demanded to dismantle a piece of flesh that belonged to them.

When everyone's turn was finally completed, Fanny was set down onto the floor—a broken, disheveled doll, soaked in the sweat of others, fluids, and her own leakages. The last worker gave her a light pat on her rear—a sign of humiliation and, at the same time, of acknowledgment.

"Tell your boss the bonus was appreciated," he said, laughing, before indifferently resuming getting dressed.

Fanny remained stretched out on the floor, her breathing ragged, her clothes reduced to rags, her body aching in every fiber. But in the silence that followed, broken only by the sound of water running in the showers, she felt something she had never experienced before: an absolute peace. She had been used, she had been consumed, she had been broken. And in that moment, she felt more "female" than Victoria could ever make her.

Fanny stood up slowly, her muscles aching with her every movement. With an almost mechanical gesture, she retrieved the plug that had rolled beneath a metal locker, wiped it with a scrap of her denim miniskirt, and, taking a deep breath, reinserted it. She adjusted her clothes as best she could, trying to hide the tears in her top, then turned toward the workers.

Having just emerged from the showers, the men were drying off and dressing with slow, heavy movements. Fanny looked at them, gave a timid nod of farewell, and thanked them in a whisper. The workers watched her walk away in silence. They exchanged glances charged with a new kind of complicity, but the crude laughter from before had vanished. Once the hormonal euphoria had passed, a strange heaviness had descended upon the locker room; no one had the courage to voice the thought lingering in the air: We went too far.

As Fanny, unsteady and limping on her heels, was about to open the back door to the office area, she heard quick footsteps behind her. It was the youngest of the group—a guy about twenty years old, one of the latest hires.

When he caught up to her, he called out: "We’re sorry. We were rude. What's your name?"

She turned around. "Fanny. My name is just Fanny."

"I called you a he-fag earlier—forgive me, I wish I hadn't said it," he said, looking at her with tenderness.

"Don't worry about it. I’m just made this way. I like it this way. You're a sweet boy. As you grow up, you’ll realize that not everyone likes what is normal. Now go back to your buddies, nothing happened."

She stepped closer to the boy and gave him a kiss on the cheek. He stood there watching her as she headed through the glass door toward the elevator. "I’m sorry, Fanny... will you come back?" he asked with a thread of a voice.

She turned and smiled at him. "If you keep the Director happy, there might be a new production bonus, don't you think? Work as hard as you can, and think of me a little too."

The boy seemed more relieved upon hearing those words.

Fanny didn't look back again. She stepped into the elevator, the doors closed, and she looked at herself in the mirror. She was broken, she was used, she was tired, but in that reflection, she no longer saw the victim or the office accountant of the past. She saw a woman who had paid the highest price to feel alive, and who now, with her torn miniskirt and her heart swollen with a strange, perverted melancholy, was returning to take her place in Doctor Vance’s world.


Book 3 – Episode 9: The Scent of Success

The door to the open-space office was closed. Fanny could hear talking inside, punctuated by laughter and high-pitched giggles. No one was wandering the hallways; she pressed her ear against the door to hear what the girls were saying.

"We took care of the new girl, all right. Those factory workers don't hold back—they must have cracked her open like an oyster."

Another voice chimed in: "He sent me down there once, and I spent a whole week with an ice pack on my front and back. I couldn't even eat for two days because of how much they made me swallow. Once those guys get going, not even an earthquake can stop them." More laughter ensued.

"Oh please, for you that’s nothing. At least those guys are total hunks, but it’s still too many of them all at once. But do you remember our days working the streets? You had to work them every single day; there wasn't enough ice in the world to soothe that kind of exhaustion."

Finally, another commented: "Now the new girl will head right back to the streets where she belongs. With those tiny little tits of hers, the workers' reviews are going to be terrible, and Vance will sack her on the spot."

Fanny felt their laughter hit her like slaps across the face. The contrast between her reflection in the door glass—disheveled, marked by brutal pleasure—and the affectation of the voices coming from within made her smile bitterly.

Fanny straightened up, slipping out the metallic plug with a swift, almost stealthy motion, holding it in her hand like an invisible trophy. She didn't even wipe it. Stained upon it were the thick, white traces of what she was still proudly retaining inside her abused intimacy.

She adjusted her torn denim miniskirt, ran her tongue over her lips—still swollen from the strenuous effort exerted just minutes prior—and brushed the hair away from her face.

She kicked the door open with her foot, walking into the office with a slow, deliberate stride that no longer possessed an ounce of insecurity. Silence fell instantly over the open space. The four secretaries snapped their heads around, their gazes locking onto Fanny's clothes, her smudged mascara, her proudly swaying gait, and her torn stockings, down which began to trickle what the plug had stopped holding back.

Fanny said nothing. She crossed the room slowly, passing right by their desks, leaving behind the unmistakable scent of that locker room that terrified them so much. She stopped in front of her desk, set the metallic plug down on the edge of the table with a sharp, echoing clack audible from every corner of the room, and then turned to look at them one by one with a smile that boded no good.

"Reviews?" Fanny began, her voice steady, almost guttural. "Doctor Vance is already fully aware of everything. And I assure you all that the 'oyster' wasn't just cracked open... she was voted the most appreciated asset of the year."

The girls' jaws dropped; their expressions suddenly turned as frigid as the ice in their glasses. Fanny sat down at her desk, crossed her legs, and began typing away at her computer, utterly indifferent to the general bewilderment.

Just then, Doctor Vance entered the room. From his private office, he could monitor every single corner of the company. Cameras and microphones were everywhere; he couldn't care less about privacy. Everyone noticed the visible bulge at the crotch of his trousers. Fanny was gripped by a sudden wave of panic. She knew she had talked big in front of the women of his harem, but she had felt insulted and needed to shut them up. This was the moment of truth: this could easily become her first and, simultaneously, last day on the executive floor.

"What is this nauseating stench?" the Director asked the moment he stepped inside.

"You should know it well," one of the harem divas exclaimed. "It’s the smell of your workers' hard labor—that scent you say they should be proud of."

"Along with other bodily fluids they didn't spare sharing with the bitch over there who’s pretending to use the computer," another added.

Fanny shrank back, hiding behind her monitor. She hadn't realized she smelled so strongly. She had actually thought about taking a shower downstairs with the workers, but she felt exhausted, utterly destroyed. She feared that if they saw her completely naked among them, they would start playing that same old soap-dropping game all over again.

She knew that game well, ever since her days as Julian. Her childhood bully would always make him play it whenever they were alone doing homework and his mother was out riding in limousines. Every time, he would bend over to pick up the dropped soap as if it were a game, fantasizing about what might happen next. And every time, he would stand back up disappointed, met only by the boy's foolish laughter and another bar of soap shoved behind him.

"What did you think? I'm no fag," the bully would say every time. Then he would grab Julian's hand and place it under his belly button, amid the tangled mass of coarse black hair. "You're in luck today, Julian. Get to work so you can save yourself a tissue." And Julian would get to work. He would grip it and begin the slow back-and-forth motion—slowly at first, and then after a few minutes, as their breathing grew heavier, he would quicken the pace in a crescendo of emotions and expectations. Once, Julian tried to drop to his knees under some pretext, but the bully yanked him back up and scolded him: "Who the hell do you take me for? Keep going with your hand, you little queer. You're hopeless. As a punishment, I’m leaving the soap inside you even after the shower, when we get back to homework."

And he did exactly that. After the shower, sitting down to study, the soap slipped deep inside, and it took all of his mother's patience later on to get it out. Julian had been too ashamed to tell the truth—that it was the homework boy—so he lied, claiming he had slipped in the shower.

His mother smiled, pretending to believe him.

That very same evening, she moved her collection of strange novelty items to a section of the wardrobe protected by a lock. They were gifts from her closest gentlemen friends, keepsakes she was fiercely jealous of. She didn't want Julian using them in her absence. Some were truly unique—massive, far beyond his capacity. She even worried he might hurt himself using them in secret. It had taken her years of practice to be able to handle them. Her wealthy friends in the limousines sought her out for that exact reason. It was a point of pride for them, a trophy to show off publicly at parties with friends—though only during the afternoons. Her evenings were strictly dedicated to her husband, the love of her life. To that gruff craftsman who every night, with meticulous repetition, would turn her to the side and mount her from behind for exactly two minutes. Then he would fall asleep instantly, proud and exhausted, satisfied with the virility that had allowed him to impregnate her—to sire a splendid male who would inherit his genes and his irrepressible capacity to make his woman achieve bliss. Once his loving breathing grew heavy and deep, the mother would get up on tiptoe and retrieve one of those splendid pleasure objects. She would return to bed and silently use it, reminiscing about her public performances from the afternoon. Sometimes she would confide in Julian and show him her collection. He admired how complete it was and secretly wished that one day he could inherit it or build a similar one of his own.

Fanny’s sweet memories and innocent adolescent fantasies were abruptly interrupted by the words of Doctor Vance, who walked up to her, pinching his nose, and said:

"You were magnificent today. The workers left through the gates exhausted but thrilled. They even sent me text messages of appreciation. They say they’re certain next month's production will skyrocket and to keep their production bonus warmed up. Now, you can head home early. You earned your paycheck today. I’d say you earned it handsomely, but given the circumstances, 'handsomely' seems a bit out of place."

Only he laughed at his own joke. Turning to the four divas as he exited the room, he commanded: "As soon as she leaves, open all the windows in this room and call the janitor to sterilize the place. It smells like a Turkish brothel in here."

Fanny stood up and headed for the door. She had never been to a Turkish brothel, but she imagined she would feel perfectly at home there too.

When she walked out through the factory gates, there was no one waiting for her. Victoria had been clear: she would have to manage with public transportation or by hitching a ride, perhaps thanking the driver for their kindness in the manner she knew all too well. Her car—the one that used to be Julian's—would be driven home by Mike, and then Karim would take it, as he needed it to arrange his return to Africa.

She walked on thoughtfully down the long, tree-lined avenue leading away from the factory—a few hundred yards through a desolate industrial suburb before reaching the national highway and, eventually, the outskirts of the city. Her feet quickly began to ache; she was completely unaccustomed to high heels. She also felt an unsettling sensation along her legs: the workers' pleasure that had trickled down her thighs, unhindered by the plug, had slowly dried, causing an uncomfortable tightness against her stockings.

Fortunately for her, a few semi-trucks pulled over along the highway. The first few drivers politely asked how much she charged, but with a sharp gesture, she made them understand they should keep driving. The last one caught her attention with his comforting words.

"You look like a total wreck, you little slut. If you're good with your mouth, I'll give you a ride home, but I'm not giving you a dime. You aren't worth it in that state."

Feeling appreciated, she smiled and nodded. He kindly laid an old, disposable blanket over the passenger seat to prevent her from ruining his leather upholstery and let her climb in. Fanny gave him her address, and he slammed the truck into first gear, humming a tune as he navigated the city traffic. Meanwhile, Fanny did everything in her power to prove to him that it had been well worth the ride, ensuring she was up to the task—showing him that, just as he had asked, when it came to using her mouth, she was rapidly becoming one of the best, one of the most talented in the business.


Book 3 – Episode 10: The Return Home

The truck pulled over at the street corner, just a few blocks away from her house. The driver seemed to possess a strange case of mental dissociation. He was capable of driving and simultaneously enjoying the attention Fanny was lavishing upon the most cherished part of his body. He prided himself on having absolute control in life, on never letting himself get carried away by emotions unless he consciously chose to. Now that the truck was stationary, with no risk of an accident or a traffic violation, that choice had been made. It was the perfect moment to prove to that bizarre creature kneeling between his thighs that he possessed the right attributes—and they were massive, not due to some mere aesthetic fluke, but because they were hypertrophic, producing far more than average. Way more than average.

Experience had taught him a few tricks to keep from ruining his beloved workspace upholstery. Many women were caught off guard by the sheer volume he discharged. Right in the middle of the final act, they would draw back in disgust, leaving him with a foul-smelling cab to clean up. He had realized that when the moment came, his hands had to override that hesitation, a hesitation which even the most seasoned professionals fell victim to. He would grab them by the hair and pin them down until the very end, in the best interest of both parties. Many didn't even thank him; they would simply cough for a few minutes with their mouths still full. Some would roll down the window to dump out what he called his miraculous nectar. One lady had even slapped him once. Unable to swallow it all, she had stained the front of her dress. Her husband was looking for her in the service station parking lot, fearing she had gotten lost. What on earth was she going to tell him now to justify those white patches that had also ruined the mink coat he had gifted her for their anniversary?

He gripped her firmly, but then noticed the wig. The surprise didn't faze him. He yanked it off and locked his grip tightly onto her head and short hair. She wasn't going to escape his grasp that easily, and besides, Fanny was not one to play those kinds of tricks anyway. When he felt the tip swelling, he locked her head at mid-height and began a rapid back-and-forth thrust of his pelvis. He had been on the road making deliveries for weeks without a break; for weeks, he had dreamed of the right opportunity to completely empty himself.

Fanny allowed herself to be guided by those strong hands. She matched those swift movements, sealing her lips tight to leave no gaps, acting like a gasket wrapping around a piston in its unstoppable course. At the first bursts, her mouth filled up and she swallowed, then swallowed again, and again, and again. That intense flavor was intoxicating her; she was completely unaccustomed to so much all at once. Her mind drifted back to her moment of glory, the body-double audition for the Hollywood blockbuster. A similar quantity, but that had been the result of a stage prop—sour cream and a piston. Now, everything was more natural, more thrilling. She felt a widespread internal sensation of pleasure, rhythmic, intense, uncontrollable. Her thighs were getting wetter than ever before. A warm squirt erupted from the cage and slid away, tracing down the soft, smooth skin of her trembling legs.

The man suddenly convulsed and fired his final cartridge. He was spent but ecstatic. No woman before her had ever entirely withstood the momentum of his torrent. A feeling of admiration and respect washed over him. Then he snapped out of it; the rugged soul of a trucker was not inclined to tenderness. "I’ll give you a passing grade," he said indifferently. "You barely earned the ride I kindly gave you. We’re even now."

He watched her as she coughed, trying to put her wig back on out of shame. They weren't even, and he knew it all too well—it wasn't just a passing grade. She had passed the test with straight A's, with honors even, but he kept that to himself and, with a swift wave of his hand, made it clear that it was time for her to beat it.

Fanny thanked him for the ride and apologized for only being worth a passing grade. A tear even escaped her eye. I need to improve, I need to practice, she thought. She still had a long way to go, so much effort required to emulate the deeds of her mother—an emancipated woman who knew exactly how to claim her satisfactions in life.

She climbed down from the cab, smoothed out her miniskirt—now even more crumpled and drenched than before—and walked toward the entrance.

There was no one waiting for her. The house was silent, steeped in a twilight that seemed tailored specifically to conceal her condition. She entered quietly, her heels clicking against the hardwood floor.

Karim was in the living room, busy taking care of his final arrangements before his journey. When he saw her walk in—disheveled, her sheer stockings torn, a scent of the streets, sex, and the factory preceding her like a shadow—he looked up. There was no shock, nor any pity. Only a swift analysis, the kind belonging to someone who knows how to read market trends.

"You're back," he said, setting his phone down. "Put in some overtime at work, from what I can see."

Fanny walked closer, kicked off her red heels, and finally let the full weight of her body rest on the floor. She felt hollowed out, yet strangely complete. "I did more than that," she replied with a thread of a voice. "I discovered that the world is much bigger than I thought. And that there's always a place for someone who knows how to take them."

Victoria stepped out of the kitchen, wiping her hands. She looked at Fanny, looked at the state of her clothes, and a subtle smile curled her lips. She didn't ask how work had gone. She knew that, in this house, the hierarchy had shifted. Fanny was no longer Julian the clerk; she wasn't even the inexperienced maid left to train. She was a new entity, an asset that was useful to the factory, to Doctor Vance, and—who knows—perhaps to them as well.

"Doctor Vance sent me a message," Victoria said, approaching her. "It seems you did an excellent job today. Production, apparently, is going to reach unexpected standards next month."

Fanny sat down in the armchair, exhausted but satisfied. "I didn't do anything special. I only did what was asked of me."

"Did you earn your dinner?" Karim asked, approaching with a glass.

Fanny looked at her life companions. She thought of the trucker, the bodybuilder in the locker room, Vance’s cynical smile. She realized she was no longer hungry for food. She was hungry for what the world had been keeping in store for her for a long time, and tomorrow, it would all begin anew.

"I earned much more than a dinner," Fanny said, closing her eyes. "I earned the absolute certainty that, as long as I have this skirt, I will never have to fear being alone again."

That night, in the silence of the house, Fanny did not cry. She took off her wig, looked at herself in the mirror, and saw herself for what she truly was: a creature created for the pleasure of others. And finally, she was happy to be it.
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