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Book 4 – Episode 1: This, Too, Is Love

Victoria kept pacing back and forth across the apartment. She was extremely nervous.

Fanny had taken a nice, hot shower, just like every morning. She had shaved her body and looked at herself in the mirror with satisfaction. Her little bean down there seemed smaller and flaccider every day. By now, to empty her bladder, she really struggled to even grasp it with the tips of two fingers. She had learned to squat when she was out of the house or to sit on the toilet when she used the bathroom. She really liked doing it outside, because she would always finish by quickly shaking her bottom, throwing her hips to rid herself of the little droplets that remained stuck to the tip with a general shake. She felt like a true female when she did it, just like her mother.

Her mother had often suffered from cystitis, especially during those periods when her wealthy friends organized lavish parties for her with many guests, where she was the only female protagonist. Julian would always run away and get into trouble, so if they were outside, she would hold him by the hand, even when the urgency became pressing, and she would squat down.

"It’s a natural thing," she would tell him. "Don't make that strange face."

He would watch, fascinated, and ask her: "Mom, will I be like that too when I grow up? Will I get that beautiful dark tuft covering my little thing just like you?"

She would look at him with tenderness, shake herself a little to rid herself of the last drops, stand up and readjust her skirt, then carefully explain some differences between the male and female body to him: "You see, Julian, I don’t have that little thing as you call it. Nature didn’t make us all the same. There are women, like me, who have what you call a dark tuft. There are men, who instead have another thing, which hangs long and low. Then there's you, your father, and many others, who have a sort of little bean just to pee."

Julian would smile and ask curiously: "I would like to have the dark tuft, so I wouldn't have to wear these annoying underpants, just like you do." His mother would laugh and pat him on the head.

Now that she looked at herself in the mirror, Fanny had clearer ideas. The little bean was still there, without any dark tuft, just as Victoria wanted, removed with a razor and depilatory cream. Thanks to Elena’s herbal pills, however, she no longer had those embarrassing moments where it seemed to stiffen slightly, causing her severe pain. Elena was uncompromising in those situations, and whenever she noticed it, her riding crop would relentlessly strike that delicate area of Fanny's multiple times, until it returned relaxed and limp. The pain was welcome, well-deserved—the right punishment for disobedience. What gave her the most satisfaction, however, now that she was taking those miraculous pills, was that her breasts were growing day by day. Now, with great pride, she could clearly see them in the mirror. Her areolas had widened, and her nipples looked more swollen. Elena was very present in this transformation, much more than Victoria was. She stimulated Fanny’s breasts heavily so they would be well-infused with blood. Often she used clothespins, other times the crop, repeatedly. The Sissy would thank her every time, feeling pampered by these attentions.

When she stepped out of the bathroom, Victoria went to meet her, looking at her sternly: "You are such a little slut, always playing around in the bathroom. Elena is absolutely right when she talks about cutting it off. One snip of the scissors and we won't have to talk about it anymore."

"Forgive me, my Mistress," she tried to justify herself. "I wasn't playing around, you know I don't do that anymore. Since I've been taking the herbal pills, I don't feel the need. And besides, I am obedient."

Victoria, increasingly restless, would have liked to do something strange to her to vent her frustration, but she didn't quite know what.

"Now that Karim is leaving, what am I going to do? My belly is already starting to show. This child will need a father. It's fine for you to appear as such on paper, but what kind of father figure could you ever be, so completely softened up? Besides, you remember that Elena wants to take you to her house today, right?"

Fanny lowered her gaze. Elena was kind to her, trying to help her find her identity, but sometimes it felt like she went too far. "Yes, I know, Victoria. She has organized a party for this evening, and I will have to serve the guests."

"Good my little whore," Victoria said to her. "I’d like to come to the party too, just to make sure Elena doesn’t overdo it—you know how she is, she gets carried away, in good faith. She isn't mean. But tonight Karim is coming over with Malik. Karim said the trip to Africa is long, and he and his friend would like to leave completely emptied out. Who knows how long it will be before I see my Karim again, the father of our child. I'm also sorry that you won't be able to witness it; your little tongue would have been incredibly useful, but I couldn't say no to Elena, she is always so available for us."

Fanny nodded. She was truly sorry that she couldn't participate in her sweet little wife's dream night. "If only the schedule could be changed, my Mistress. Sometimes Elena scares me a little."

Victoria smiled and tried to reassure her: "Silly girl, you don't need to worry. Elena is an experienced mistress; she knows when to stop and avoid permanent damage. Rather, did you wash yourself well behind, deep down? Was the water running completely clear like we taught you? Don't embarrass me at the party, and be obedient. Don't say no, whatever you do. Even when it feels like they are overdoing it, you be gentle. You know the safe word anyway, it stops everything, but you'll see that with Elena there won't be any need for it—she will surely step in if things get excessive."

"Yes, my Mistress, the water was running transparent, completely clean. I’ve also only consumed liquid foods since yesterday, just in case," Fanny made sure to clarify.

"You're getting better every day," Victoria praised her. "You know, this thing with Karim leaving is driving me crazy. You understand that I have to vent somehow, right?"

"I'm sorry," her little slave murmured without much conviction. Then she paused and found the courage to ask for clarification on something that troubled her deeply: "But is this farewell night with two men really necessary?"

"How dare you ask something like that?" Victoria became instantly irritated. "These are not things that concern you. You deserve a proper punishment for asking. You are still my husband, but only on paper. You have no right to get jealous. Bring me the crop right now and get on all fours. Look how cheeky you are becoming! Have you no shame?"

Fanny did as she was told, biting her tongue for letting that question slip. Her mistress was right; those were no longer things she could poke her nose into. The punishment was necessary to definitively eradicate these last residual behaviors of a jealous husband.

Victoria lifted her skirt and inspected her closely before the first strike. "What a great, thoroughly wrecked little slut you’ve become. I see your charming princes in blue overalls went heavy on you at work. Who knows how much you enjoyed it. And you dare make jealousy scenes to me?"

Clack. The first whip strike cracked out suddenly, catching Fanny unprepared. She let out only a small whimper. Almost nothing, but too much for her mistress.

"How dare you complain? You insatiable little bitch, I'll teach you how to behave."

The second blow was more violent than the first. It left a bright red stripe across the slave’s cheeks, but this time she said nothing—no groan, almost no reaction. Only a tiny, nearly invisible strand of clear fluid began to flow from her useless, tiny external appendage, which remained irretrievably limp.

The lashings were starting to have their effect; Victoria was beginning to release her built-up tension. She couldn't hold back two more heavy blows, which the maid took with almost no reaction. Only that clear strand betrayed her pleasure. The liquid reached the floor and began to form a small puddle.

The mistress stopped with the crop held high, ready to strike the slave again, who, with her naked bottom raised, awaited her rightful punishment. The red stripes left by the leather on that white, smooth skin drew a strange pattern of submission. Victoria rested the crop against her maid’s back and, with her fingers, began to trace those marks one by one as they gradually turned darker. The edges were starting to swell slightly. Fanny didn't complain, yet her mistress traced them slowly, smiling, with her long nails lacquered in red, pressing hard, indelibly marking their contours. Fanny held her breath, suffering, dripping in silence. She felt that something was about to happen. And it did.

Victoria couldn't resist. That opening left gaping since the day before, thanks to the attentive care of the workers in blue overalls, hypnotized her. Those sharp, circular contours, with that deep, lightless zone in the center that seemed to lose itself in the darkness, unsettled her beyond measure. 'Perhaps it's too much,' she thought. 'Perhaps I'm overdoing it.' A passing scruple that lasted only a moment.

Victoria gave in to the impulse. She moistened two fingers with her own arousal. She placed them under that transparent strand that continued to drip down. The broken tap of Fanny's prostate would sooner or later become an interesting subject of study for some zealous medical professor. When her fingers were completely wet and slippery, she shoved them inside without warning. Fanny gasped. Involuntarily, she began a sensual movement, now forward, now backward. The two fingers disappeared completely inside and then came all the way out. The mistress could not tolerate that what was supposed to be a punishment was becoming yet another opportunity for her to enjoy herself like a ruleless little whore. The two fingers became three. Victoria was convinced that this would cause her little slave to start feeling some pain; instead, she saw that the rhythm with which that bottom moved tirelessly became even faster. The limit was truly being pushed; the fingers became four. The number of fingers increased, and strangely, the speed of the back-and-forth oscillations increased too.

Finally, Victoria felt offended by her sissy's irreverent behavior, and her entire hand disappeared inside her, quickly, without resistance. Fanny closed her eyes and relaxed completely. Something had to happen, and it indeed had; by now, she knew her wife, her mistress, all too well. She stopped for a moment. The pain wasn't much—tolerable, almost pleasant. Without being asked anything, she backed up slightly and felt herself closing back up behind, enveloping her mistress's wrist, and even beyond.

Her arousal was too much, uncontrollable. At first, she felt a strange pressure, as if she suddenly and without warning had to empty her bladder. A small discomfort that lasted a few seconds. It was followed by an internal, widespread, total warmth. The most intense sensation she had ever felt in her life. It seemed like it would never end, just like the liquid that was pouring out of her front without her even realizing it.

"Good my little whore," the mistress told her. "That's it, relax, push these insatiable cheeks back."

At a certain point, the pleasure for Fanny became so intense that it turned uncomfortable, unbearable. Victoria, seeing her sweating and pissing that usual transparent fluid in quantities never seen before onto the floor, suddenly pulled her hand out. The sissy slid to the ground, exhausted, with closed eyes and trembling lips.

The mistress’s anger was gone; it had transformed. Seeing her slave derive pleasure from that treatment was arousing her. She gave her a affectionate slap on her naked bottom, right on those furrows that had now turned purplish. Fanny recovered, looked at her with misty eyes, and weakly whispered something to her.

Victoria didn't quite understand; it sounded like a thank you. An acknowledgment of the gesture of affection she had just shown her. She felt like a true mistress now—she didn't just know how to punish, but she was learning how to give pleasure, to reward her love slave. She felt almost envious of her sissy. She enjoyed herself repeatedly and in every situation. It was right that her turn should come now. The time had come for her little whore to reciprocate.

"I really want to give you a beautiful gift, just like the good old days. Do you remember when I would come home at night from the club and you’d be waiting for me? Come with me."

She gestured for her to get up, took her by the hand, and headed toward the couch. She sat down and lifted her skirt. She showed her her very thick, dark tuft. The scent spread throughout the whole house. To Fanny, it brought back those recurring situations, when her mother's cystitis or who knows what else was at its most intense. A scent of celebration, of holiday, of long walks on the seashore in summer early in the morning, when the low tide left a part of the submerged beach exposed and marine organisms dried under the sun's rays and the August heat.

"My sweet, greedy little piggy, show me what you can still do with that little tongue of yours," Victoria finally told her.

Fanny knelt before those shapely, wide-open legs. She inhaled deeply. She filled her nostrils with that intense perfume of sea and brine.

What a wonderful and fragrant dark tuft, she thought. With her tongue, she began delicately from the crotch area, outside the lips. She would wet it a little and blow on it. Then she would move down and gather tiny droplets from below. She felt her wife warming up; she fidgeted and her breathing rate increased. She too was getting emotional. Her mini-penis remained completely relaxed due to the magic of Elena’s pills, but from the tip, that long strand reaching all the way to the floor, completely clear, began to emerge again.

Victoria contorted herself, panting. Suddenly she grabbed her head by the hair and pulled her toward herself. Fanny did her best to accommodate the contractions of her mistress’s womb with faster and faster flicks of her tongue. Victoria thrashed around frantically, then suddenly relaxed, as if she had been drained of all energy.

Fanny tried to clean up inside and out. Her wife’s taste was more delicate than it used to be when she came back from the club. Less salty, less dense, less creamy.

She looked up and saw her mistress completely exhausted, lounging on the couch. "I love you, Victoria," she told her, looking at her tenderly.

At first, the mistress did not reply, then she looked at her sternly, stood up slightly, and gave her a hard slap on the bottom.

"What a cheeky little whore you are."

Fanny blushed and touched her aching bottom. This, too, was love. It couldn't be anything else but love, she thought.


Book 4 – Episode 2: The Vanilla Filling

Victoria was exhausted and completely drained of strength. She sat on the couch with her legs relaxed and wide open. With her hands, she stroked Fanny's head, who had curled up and kept her face pressed against the thick, dark tuft, inhaling deeply and filling her lungs with that enveloping scent.

"You're killing me with that little tongue of yours," the mistress explained to her little slave, who listened in devout silence. "You know, Elena often asks me how I managed to stay married to you for so many years, despite that insignificant little thing you have between your legs. She doesn't know how good you are when you lick me. Of course, a real male is another thing entirely. Those strong scents of testosterone, that internal feeling of fullness and depth that Karim gives me—it's a different kind of emotion. I like living these two roles: being possessed by the dominant male and possessing, like when I use you as a slave for my own pleasure. You, on the other hand, only feel one part of these emotions—the part of being possessed. But you are overdoing it; look how wide you are becoming back here. You are losing elasticity; we need to do something about it."

Fanny grew emotional at those beautiful words. She was in total adoration of her mistress; she would have done anything to make her happy. She could not possess her—for that, there were others ready to do it, real men, with attributes infinitely larger than hers. She could only hope to deserve the chance to witness it, so she could clean up the fluids at the end.

She liked being possessed in every possible way, both mentally and physically. It was as if that highly sensitive, insatiable opening she had behind had identical replicas inside her heart and her brain.

"Are you jealous, my Mistress, when males use me for their pleasure?" she asked her, fearing that Victoria might one day get tired of her and hand her over to someone else—perhaps to Elena herself, or worse, turn a profit from her, sell her, or take her to some house of pleasure. These were evocative hypotheses swirling around her brain, which she was beginning to fear, and secretly, to desire.

Victoria smiled and delivered a truly hard slap to her naked bottom.

"What are you saying, you little slut? You are made for that—to satisfy males. We should have discovered this sooner; what beautiful adventures we've missed out on, both of us." She paused briefly, using her fingers to figure out exactly how irretrievably widened her little slave's opening had become.

"Go to the bathroom and grab my firming cream, the one I use on my legs and breasts—the expensive one." With her finger, she pointed right in the direction of the bathroom, as if she were giving an order to a real, obedient, tail-wagging little dog. "But I want you to crawl there on all fours. I want to see you shake your ass obscenely, in heat, as if you desired to be continuously possessed."

It was no sacrifice for the sissy to execute that order; she truly desired to always be possessed, to feel full. That fresh air entering through her wide-open hole made her feel like a bottle of fizzy champagne missing its cork. It was necessary for new liquid to always fill her inside, and for a plug of hard flesh to seal it all up. She shook her ass quickly as requested and returned from the bathroom with that precious cream clamped between her teeth.

"What a good, obedient little dog you are. Now give me the cream and turn around. Good, like that, keep your bottom high."

Victoria pressed the nozzle of that vanilla-scented tube of firming cream against Fanny's little hole. She made it penetrate a little, then squeezed hard. The cream began to flow copiously, filling the inside until it overflowed from the edges between the nozzle and the wide-open opening.

"How funny you look, you seem stuffed with white cream like a cannolo. How do you feel? This cream should firm things up a bit and keep the wrecked muscles of your little hole elastic."

Fanny shook her bottom, somewhat amused, inhaled that fresh scent of vanilla, and replied: "Yes, my Mistress, I feel very appetizing." They both burst out laughing.

Right at that moment, the doorbell rang. A sharp, long ring, not the classic polite little tap made by weak people like Fanny, or Julian when he still wore pants. It was a sound that suggested something new was about to happen in the sissy's future. Surprised, she widened her eyes and looked at her mistress.

"Here we go, little slut, the day is about to begin. It's definitely Elena. Go open the door and don't talk back to her; you know how touchy she is and what she does to you when you become disobedient. Then don't come complaining to me if she overdoes it."

Fanny nodded, stood up, and adjusted her maid's skirt, which still remained messily hitched up on her hips, exposing her white cheeks crossed by raised purple lines. She adored that riding crop; she adored looking at herself in the mirror and seeing that contrast of colors on her bottom. She opened the door and met Elena's stern gaze.

"What is this smell of vanilla?" the blonde mistress asked immediately as soon as she saw her. Then she took a step forward, moved to her side, and lifted her skirt, noticing something she would have preferred not to see. She plunged a finger inside and pulled it out immediately, disgusted.

"Victoria!" she exclaimed. "You aren't learning anything at all. You are spoiling this whore with these treatments. Doing this makes it irretrievably soft and elastic. This bitch needs to suffer; she needs to feel open when they penetrate her, she has to give in, to dilate irretrievably." Then, while continuing to hold the skirt up, she gave the sissy yet another slap of the day with her other hand.

"Elena, you are too harsh with her. Every now and then she needs a little sweetness. 'Whore' is offensive; call her something more affectionate. 'Little whore' is better, or 'little dog.' With the right little words, she does everything she's asked and even says thank you." Then Victoria turned her gaze toward Fanny and winked at her. "Right, Fanny?"

The Sissy nodded, but without much conviction. Elena was terribly close, and she feared her reaction. In fact, another slap, harder than the previous one, landed relentlessly on her white cheeks, which were turning redder and redder.

"Today I'll teach this slut—or rather, little slut—how to behave. Happy? I'm taking her away and leaving you to your two African stallions. I'll bring her back to you tomorrow morning, with something less—in fact, with two things less." She finished the sentence and burst into a laugh. A hysterical, deliberately flaunted laugh.

"No, Elena! I know it has to be done, for her own good, but not now. Give me some time. Promise me you won't cut them. Respect my wishes; after all, he is still my husband. I decide for him; she is my property." As she said this, Victoria alternated her gaze between her friend and Fanny, trying to reassure her little slave. "Elena, you must promise me."

Elena brought one hand behind her back, so that Victoria couldn't see. "Alright, I'll do as you say. I promise you. But I swear to you it absolutely must be done. She isn't the first slave of this type I've trained, and I assure you that after the cut they become extremely obedient. Even the skin becomes smoother and the little tits grow on their own, even without the herbal pills. Look how far behind she still is; they can barely be seen."

Fanny turned pale as Elena spoke. She noticed that she kept her fingers crossed behind her back—a promise that did not seem sincere at all. She was about to open her mouth to speak, but she felt the blonde mistress's other hand grab her, squeezing her underneath. She could feel her long, sharp nails pressing against her flaccid sack. It was certainly a threat she could not ignore. She had to choose between the possibility of having them ripped off right then and there, or having them cut over the course of the day. She chose the lesser evil; she chose to remain silent.

"Good, you've reassured me. Take her away then, and make sure you don't overdo it. She knows there is a magic word that stops everything. 'Red' is that little word. She also knows that if she says it between us, everything ends, so she is careful not to say it even when she would desperately like to. Go and have fun; Karim and Malik will be arriving in a little while. I promised to let them leave completely emptied out, given the long journey ahead of them."

Victoria raised a hand and waved goodbye to them.

Elena took Fanny by the arm and pushed her out onto the landing.

"You'll see how they're going to have fun with you today. As for you, I don't know, but frankly, it's not something I care to know. You'll see that until now, your role as a slave has only been a small appetizer; you are about to enter a new dimension that you can't even imagine exists." The blonde continued to hold the sissy by the arm, leading her out without much gentleness.

When they were close to the car, Elena turned her around, positioned herself behind her shoulders, took both her wrists, and brought them together. Fanny let her do it, until she heard the sharp click of a metallic mechanism. Her wrists were locked, and the chill of those handcuffs on her skin made her tremble visibly.

Before making her get into the back seat, Elena noticed the wet patch on the asphalt that had immediately formed around the slave's feet.

"You really are a huge little slut," she said, then shoved her inside and closed the door. She got into the driver's seat and started the engine.

The car took off, screeching its tires toward the next stage of Fanny's transformation. In the back seat, she thought back to her new mistress's words. "A new dimension," she had said. She was dripping terribly from a combination of fear and excitement. The towel that Elena, being very forward-thinking, had laid out on the seat soon became insufficient to contain all the arousal flowing inevitably from that useless, tiny little tip of flaccid flesh belonging to that slave stripped of all dignity.


Book 4 – Episode 3: The Signature of Master E

Elena kept her eyes on the road and occasionally checked Fanny’s frightened expression in the rearview mirror. She knew she would never run away and that the handcuffs weren't necessary, but she took a subtle pleasure in seeing her suffer. That wretched man—or what was left of him—had married her Victoria. They had fallen in love back in their university days, until, one day, the separation had come unexpected.

"I found a man who is different from the others, the kind who doesn't cause suffering. A tender, attentive man, not the classic male who uses you at his whim," she remembered Victoria’s words well.

Deep down, Elena had always known it: Victoria was only with her to recover from a disappointment. For years she had been engaged to a man who mistreated her, used her only for sex, and was never affectionate. It was Elena herself who had given her the strength to leave him.

Julian had come later. He wasn't the classic possessive male; he was sweet, attentive, kind. Now the truth had come to light, clearer than ever: he had never been a male! Thinking back, it had been obvious from the start. What was left of him now was just a little fairy dressed as a maid, with an overactive prostate and a little hole always ready. For years, Elena had desired to have her revenge. Now she had the chance and, above all, she felt she had every right to it.

"Do you really think I won't cut them off?" Victoria’s friend asked, looking her dead in the eye through the mirror.

"You promised my mistress. And besides, I still have my safe word," Fanny stammered without much conviction.

Elena’s laughter was more explicit than any answer. The sissy was about to undergo a definitive treatment, whether her mistress wanted it or not. Even Fanny, in reality, was beginning to get used to the idea. Deep down, it would be better to do it right away than to remain forever a prisoner to this threat. She was excited by the idea of being even more of a female, of having fuller breasts, softer and sweeter-smelling skin, and less hair. Above all, she hoped that constant dripping would end—the fluid that leaked from her small, useless appendage between her thighs every time a male brushed against her.

"Tell me the truth, little whore: what do you feel when you think of Victoria in the arms of Karim and Malik?" Elena asked with a strange, malicious smile.

"Jealousy—after all, she is still my wife," Fanny replied, knowing she was lying.

"Liar. You are a huge liar. Tell me the truth or I'll make you get out and lock you in the trunk."

"Envy," the sissy said in a thin voice. "I feel a lot of envy. I wish I were in her place."

"I knew you were lying. But you needn't worry: tonight you will get much more than what those two will do to Victoria. You just have to be patient. From tomorrow on, you will no longer be the same." Elena thought she was reassuring her, but those words hid entirely different intentions.

The car turned down a long, tree-lined avenue, at the end of which stood a three-story Victorian-style villa.

"What a beautiful house you have!" Fanny exclaimed.

Elena didn't reply. The car passed by a black sign with gold lettering: “Welcome to the Sissy House, where every desire is fulfilled.” At the bottom of the sign was a signature: “Master E.”

"What a strange message on that sign," Fanny commented. "What does 'E' with a period mean?"

Elena didn't turn around; she smiled and explained: "It’s not the initial of his real name, but of his stage name. It’s the first letter of the thing he loves to do more than anything else."

"But many things begin with E. Give me another hint, some more letters," the sissy asked, genuinely intrigued by that strange enigma.

"The second is a V, then an I, an R, and so on. I think you understand now what he loves doing so much."

Fanny understood, but she hoped it was just a silly joke on the part of her blonde mistress. Tonight she would find out at her own expense. Entirely at her own expense.

Elena stopped the car right in front of the double staircase that led to the main entrance of the villa. A servant elegantly dressed in black came out to meet them. Fanny was struck by him. He was incredibly tall, with sharp features, completely shaved. The whites of his eyes and his teeth were the only notes of light reflected by that imposing man. By now, it was becoming a recurring habit for the Sissy to evaluate males by their physicality rather than their looks. From her observation of his crotch, she understood that his physicality was just as imposing as everything else.

Elena got out and whispered something into the servant's ear, who went back inside for a moment and came out hiding an arm behind his back. He approached the car, opened the rear door, and leaning his torso forward slightly as if bowing, invited Fanny to step out.

"Mademoiselle," he said simply, keeping the door wide open.

The Sissy, struck by that gentleness, by that French refinement, tried to step out with a bit of style, despite still having her hands locked behind her in handcuffs. She even let herself indulge in a princess-like whim. She turned her back to the servant, offering him her hands—an invitation to finally be freed from those unpleasant metal bonds. "Please, Monsieur," she said, playing along.

She felt the man caressing her neck. That delicate touch beneath her ears aroused her terribly. She was seized by an irresistible temptation to turn around and kneel, begging him to continue that gentle massage while she dedicated herself to the worship of his physicality.

She took another moment before doing it. She closed her eyes and abandoned herself, tilting her head toward him. It was then that she felt something cold and metallic enveloping her neck. The clicking sound of a mechanism that followed was similar to the one she had heard shortly before with the handcuffs. She realized that the man had just put a collar on her, connected to a leash, and with extreme politeness, he yanked it to prompt her to move.

She saw Elena walk up the stairs leading into the villa. She, however, was led toward the back of the building. A long flight of stairs went down toward a basement.

Without much gentleness, the servant pulled her and dragged her down, in front of a large metal door adorned with studs and a small barred window at the top. It looked exactly like the door of a medieval prison, the kind where convicts were subjected to the worst tortures.

No one could see them down there. Fanny could not resist that feeling of fear and degradation. She knelt before the man and, with her hands still behind her back, began to rub her nose and mouth against his crotch. The servant smiled, lowered his zipper, and unleashed his entire physicality.

Fanny tried in vain, in every possible way, to open her lips wide to engulf all of it. Her little tongue did everything it could to stimulate him as best as possible. She wanted to feel him, to taste him, to sample that refined French flavor. She dedicated her entire self despite her immobilized arms, and finally, she succeeded. She felt those large, warm hands grab the back of her head. The man's swift pelvic thrusts almost made her choke. Using all her experience, she managed to delight completely in that precious nectar without losing a single drop. She coughed a couple of times as she heard the sound of the zipper going back up. Then, in a thin voice, she said only: "Merci, Monsieur."

The flavor had been to her liking; that delicious, fruity French champagne had satisfied her thirst for novelty.

The servant pushed the metal door open with a groan of rusty hinges. Beyond the threshold lay an incredibly long corridor, built of stone and exposed brick, where the humidity in the air mingled with a pungent smell of disinfectant and leather. On either side, a series of cells closed off by full-width iron grates allowed her to clearly see every single stage of the process.

Fanny, dragged by the leash, moved forward with her heart in her throat. In each cell, there was a single figure, each in a different state of transformation. They were sissies at various steps of the journey: some had already undergone the removal, while others were still in an intermediate phase. Fanny noticed one in particular and froze, enchanted: she was beautiful, tall, blonde, with delicate features and a glamorous, busty chest that, thanks to a skillful fat graft, appeared surprisingly natural. She was wearing a metal cage colored in pink, but what struck Fanny was the contents: the cage was larger than hers, completely filled by a pink sausage rolled up on itself like a chocolate swirl cake. Below it, the empty sack was divided into two flaps, hanging down and squeezed by gold clothespins from which hung chains about twenty centimeters long with heavy silver spheres at the ends.

"Why those spheres?" Fanny asked, her voice reduced to a terrified whisper.

The servant, without stopping, replied with the coldness of a doctor: "It is a transitional phase. They serve to stretch the emptied scrotum. Soon the flaps will be pierced, and metal rings will be inserted to line the hole. It is necessary so that, in the future, weights can be hung or the sissy can be immobilized with chains. Master E greatly appreciates those who accept this transformation. Usually, those who accept are kept here longer before being put up for auction."

"For auction?" Fanny repeated, her breath caught in her throat.

The servant looked down at her, surprised by her astonishment. "This is a place of passage, Fanny. Your final destination depends on the merchants' bidding. Didn't you know?"

The news triggered a violent abdominal contraction in Fanny—an involuntary, violent, and humiliating prostatic orgasm. A long squirt shot forward, staining the stone floor.

So, she was going to be sold. The initial terror vanished, replaced by an excited vertigo. Involuntarily, she imagined herself adorned with gold and diamonds in the harem of a wealthy sultan, dancing with her belly bare. She remembered when, in Julian's shoes, while her mother was out at her parties, she used to practice secretly in front of the mirror, feeling clumsy and foolish. Now, however, everything was different. Her dreams took over: she imagined herself on all fours before a Sultan wearing a long robe. She then imagined the long robe being lifted, revealing his nudity. The Sultan would position himself in front of her to be moistened, circling around her, caressing her, grabbing her by the hips, and possessing her with slow movements synchronized to the notes of oriental music. An hypnotic music, an ancient, sensual melody that she too tried to accommodate with rhythmic movements of her hips, until the final explosion that filled her completely.

The servant yanked her, shattering her fantasy, but Fanny’s smile was now fixed on her face. The prison was no longer a place of torture, but the antechamber to a forbidden dream.

They continued to walk down that long corridor. The sissy kept fantasizing, imagining situations in which she was purchased to satisfy the strangest possible erotic fantasies.

The servant stopped abruptly, sharply breaking the spell. The leash, which had been taut until that moment, slackened with a metallic clink that echoed like a gunshot in the silence of the underground. Fanny, still shaken by the residual tremors of her involuntary orgasm, found herself staring at a wrought-iron door, even more imposing than the one they had passed before. Above it, a small, polished brass sign bore a single letter, engraved with a sinister elegance: "E."

"You have arrived, Mademoiselle," the servant said, with a hint of amused irony in his voice. "The Master is finishing up a refinement session. He heard you, he knows of your arrival, and he wants to see you now."

Fanny felt a cold shiver run down her spine, far more intense than the one caused by the collar. The fantasy of the Sultan dissolved, replaced by a reverent dread and a morbid curiosity toward the man who decided the fate of aspiring females like the blonde she had just passed.

The servant didn't wait for a nod. He struck three sharp blows against the metal surface. The sound was deep, dull, almost as if he were knocking against the chest of a giant. From the small barred window at the top of the door, a cold, blue light cut through the darkness of the corridor, illuminating for an instant Fanny’s face, which appeared paler and more vulnerable than ever.

"Come in," a voice ordered from inside. It wasn't a shout, but a fluid, polite command, and for that very reason, infinitely more terrifying.

The servant gave her a sharp push between the shoulder blades. "Go in. And remember: do not speak unless requested, and always look downward, unless you are ordered to raise your gaze to admire your new life."

Fanny crossed the threshold, suddenly feeling the weight of the collar become unbearable. The room that appeared before her looked nothing like a medieval prison; it was an aseptic, modern studio, scented with sandalwood essential oil and surgical disinfectant. And in the center, seated on an ergonomic chair, a man who didn't take his eyes off her was waiting for her.


Book 4 – Episode 4: The Mask Falls

Master E did not look like a monster; he looked like the most reassuring doctor Fanny had ever met. And that was exactly what terrified her the most. A mask covered his eyes, but his facial features seemed strangely familiar to her.

"Take a seat on that chair," he ordered her. The timber of his voice also sounded familiar.

Fanny approached and, only when she was in front of it, did she see a long black latex member in the center of the seat, rigid and menacing. "But... how am I supposed to sit there?" she asked naively, her voice cracking with panic. Catching sight of the adjacent chair, which was empty, she added: "Can't I use the other one?"

Master E smiled, a slow gesture that did not reach his eyes. He shook his head: she had to sit right there, straddling that strange appendage. She leaned down with caution, letting the latex slowly penetrate her little hole, which was still warm and slippery from the vanilla cream. When she finally managed to rest her buttocks against the bottom of the seat, the Master took a remote control and pressed a sequence of buttons.

Fanny felt something spring to life inside her: a combination of vibrations, mechanical rotations, and slow elongations that shook her to her very bones. She was sitting right in front of him and, against her every bit of will, her little bean stiffened, betraying her. She looked at him in embarrassment, hoping that the dim light of the room would hide her reaction. She wanted to cover herself with her hands, but they were locked behind her back in an inescapable grip.

Then, without warning, a squirt shot out, thicker and more whitish than the usual prostatic fluid. The jet flew straight forward, hitting the Master squarely on his mask and his uncovered eye.

The man’s amused expression vanished instantly. His eyes flared with an icy rage. With a sharp gesture of irritation, he grabbed the mask and ripped it away.

Fanny turned pale, feeling the blood freeze in her veins. She immediately recognized the flushed, irate face of Doctor Vance.

The General Director of the factory where she worked was now standing right there, in the guise of a Master, with total power to decide over her flesh. She would pay dearly for that involuntary affront; her destiny, in those hands, was now indelibly sealed.

"Did you have fun, Fanny?" Vance hissed, approaching the chair with the slowness of a predator. "I believe the time has come for a thorough examination. A very thorough one."

Vance slowly wiped his face with a white silk handkerchief, observing the fluid with a detachment that was scarier than any shout. Then, with a calm gesture, he tossed the soiled fabric into a steel tray. The metallic clink echoed through the room like a sentence.

"You see, Fanny," he began, approaching the control panel of the chair, "the problem with men who try to become sissies is that they often stay halfway. They think a bit of latex and a few pills are enough to erase years of testosterone. But your body... your body keeps betraying you with these small, pathetic surges of vitality."

Fanny was trembling so hard that the chair vibrated against the floor. Doctor Vance, her superior, the man to whom she owed respect in the office, was now staring at her crotch with the clinical eye of a surgeon and the cruelty of an executioner.

"You’ve always wondered why your performance at the factory was so inconsistent, haven’t you?" Vance continued, walking around the chair and positioning himself behind her. "You were distracted, tired, almost... drained. Now I understand why. You were too busy dreaming of serving our workers sweating in those work overalls, while I was paying you to handle the accounting."

Vance ran a hand through her hair, a caress that Fanny felt like a cold blade against her neck.

"Tonight there will be no workers, Fanny. There will only be your Director. And your Director needs a detailed report on your current containment capacity. Let’s see if this 'thorough examination' confirms that you are finally ready for auction, or if you still need a radical internal restructuring."

With a fluid movement, Vance operated a lever on the side of the chair. Fanny felt her legs spread even wider, locked by metal supports that prevented her from offering the slightest resistance. The chair tilted forward, bringing her into a position of total exposure.

"Don't cry," he said, putting on a pair of black latex gloves that crunched menacingly in the silence of the room. "Remember that I am your doctor now, your Director and, starting from tonight, your sole owner. And a good executive does not tolerate waste. If you intend to produce any more of that liquid, I will make sure not a single drop goes to waste."

The General Director knelt before her. With astonishment and an embarrassment that burned her skin, she welcomed her member—by now reduced to an insignificant appendage—between his lips. At the same time, the mechanical movements inside her little hole accelerated frantically. The sissy was struck by uncontrollable, violent, unstoppable spasms. She felt increasingly copious squirts flow directly into Doctor Vance's mouth, who welcomed them with methodical greed.

Soon, that feeling of pleasure turned into a piercing discomfort, into a pain that traveled up her spine, but her body no longer obeyed her commands. Her captor seemed insatiably thirsty. Every time the flow slowed down, he pressed a button on the remote control, intensifying the rhythm. The chair began to vibrate with such violence that Fanny looked like a rag doll shaken by a demonic force. All her energy, all her fluids, seemed to converge toward that point of stimulation, like a final vital act before complete dehydration.

The hum of the gears turned into a metallic, deafening scream. Then, nothingness. Fanny blacked out, and her body, deprived of any impulse, went limp against the latex.

Doctor Vance stopped the infernal mechanism. The silence that followed was almost more disturbing than the previous noise. He wiped his lips with the usual silk napkin, which he then tossed with contempt over the face of the unconscious sissy. He pressed a hidden button beneath the desk and the servant, silent as a shadow, made his entrance.

"Take her away," Vance ordered, without even deigning to look at the girl. "She lasted much longer than the others. Put her in the cell with the blonde. She needs to be looked after until she fully recovers."

The servant slipped her off the latex member with an ease that bordered on indifference, slung her over his shoulders like a sack of dirty laundry and left the room, leaving Vance alone with his thoughts and the weight of a "production" that, this time, had exceeded expectations.

"Wait a moment," Vance said, stopping the servant on the threshold.

The Director’s tone had returned to that of a market analyst, cold and detached. He observed Fanny's limp body, then the machinery that was still slightly vibrating. "Our Fanny was truly unique. For the first time, I managed to test the chair at maximum speed. Our new sissy deserves a reward."

He bent over a drawer and pulled out a small, finely decorated pillbox. He handed it to the servant with a half-smile. "Take the cage off Carol and give her this. I want to see how her nervous system reacts to the new dosage. It’s an incentive for their next group session."

The servant nodded, took the object with reverence and, with Fanny still unconscious slung over his shoulder like a trophy, walked down the damp corridor. He reached the blonde’s cell, where the metallic clatter of the spheres bumping against the grates announced his presence even before he appeared in the darkness.

The servant entered Carol’s cell, the metallic sound of the chains hanging from the blonde’s scrotum emphasizing his every movement. Carol, crouching in the corner, raised her gaze. Her features, despite their delicacy, revealed the marks of a long imprisonment, but her deep, glossy eyes lit up as soon as she saw Fanny’s limp body on the man’s shoulder.

The servant wasted no time. He laid Fanny down on the bed of straw and stone, then turned to the blonde. "The Master is satisfied with the new arrival. She passed the endurance test." With a swift gesture, he unlocked the metal cage that imprisoned Carol’s by now dormant virility. The blonde gave a gasp of relief, massaging her reddened skin.

"This is for you," the servant said, handing her the colored box. "And for your 'reward'."

Carol opened the container: inside gleamed several blue pills. She knew very well what they were. Vance had promised her that, if she proved she knew how to train the new slave, he would grant her the forbidden pleasure of reawakening that flesh which, without chemical stimuli, had become a distant memory.

"Understood," Carol whispered, her voice husky.

The servant turned and left, closing the grate behind him with a sharp slam. Carol was left alone with Fanny. She slowly approached the passed-out girl, observing her slender figure, her hands still locked behind her back, and the trace of vanilla cream that still scented her thighs.

Carol swallowed one of the pills, already feeling that familiar warmth rise up her throat—a warmth she hadn't felt in months. She knelt beside Fanny, her long blonde hair brushing against the other’s face. She knew it would not be an act of kindness: it was a task. She had to make Fanny a part of her reawakening; she had to make her understand that, in that cell, power no longer belonged to males, but to those who, like them, had been transformed for the pleasure of others.

Fanny let out a groan. Her eyelids fluttered. Awakening was coming, and with it, the awareness of having been handed over to a cellmate who, thanks to Vance's pills, was transforming before her eyes into an exciting and overbearing threat.

"Wake up, little one," Carol whispered, as the pill began to take effect, causing a noticeable and unnatural bulge beneath the flap of skin on her lower belly. "The Doctor wants us to have fun. And you are going to be my present."


Book 4 – Episode 5: Just for a Gambling Debt

Fanny was lying on a wooden plank. Beside her, Carol stood looking down at her from above. The first thing Fanny saw above her eyes was that huge white little serpent slowly reawakening from its prolonged slumber. The two metal spheres hung menacingly from those thin chains.

"Hi," she said. "You are gorgeous. But your thing is moving—how is that possible?"

Carol smiled in amusement. "Master E wants to give you a present. He gave me some blue pills. You'll see, we're going to have fun. I truly know what us little girls like."

Fanny was surprised by those words. "But so, you still use it? Whenever mine stiffens even a little, I feel ashamed. I feel halfway there," she told her, embarrassed. "I would love to become like you; you look like a goddess."

The blonde looked below Fanny's navel and smiled. "I can imagine how you'd be ashamed of that little bit of stuff. Not even a newborn is that tiny."

"I know. I've always been ashamed of it. Becoming like I am now has always been my destiny. I realized it too late, unfortunately. But what about you? With that, you wouldn't have needed to." She kept staring at it, hypnotized, imagining how women—real ones—would have enjoyed themselves with those exaggerated dimensions. Probably, if she had possessed one like that too, her relationship with Victoria would have had very different developments from the ones it had now.

Carol grew somber. She was starting to like this little girl, so she decided to confide in her. "It's a long story. I was a real male once. Proud of it, too. If I had met you back then, I would have treated you like a bitch; I would have used you in every possible way. Then I ran into financial trouble. I spent too much on women and booze. I tried to make easy money with playing cards. It only got worse, though. One day I bet big; I was at a poker table with Master E. I was holding four kings. I absolutely had to bet big; it was my chance. Master E bet a million dollars. I didn't have it. I asked him to let me play anyway, promising I'd give it to him somehow. He knew what I had between my legs. Those aren't things you keep hidden. Women talk to each other, they confide, they get curious—a word-of-mouth that allowed me to have sex without even having to ask. He proposed that I offer my freedom and my body. If I lost, he could do whatever he wanted with me. I accepted. He was too determined; I should have been suspicious, but that's gambling for you—it robs you of your clarity. That bastard had four aces." She paused and looked down at herself. She observed with resignation what remained of so much youthful pride: just a terribly empty scrotum. Then she continued. "Nearly five years have passed since then, and as you can see, I am no longer the person I used to be. I fear he will put me up for auction soon, just as he has already done with all the others."

Fanny listened to the story, fascinated. She found it to be a romantic story. She felt a bit of envy, because her own past, by contrast, was terribly mundane and ordinary. Then she worked up the courage to ask: "But who are the sissies sold to?"

"No one knows for sure," the blonde replied. "Master E organizes auctions. First, he makes them perform in front of the bidders. They can demand any kind of service to check the degree of obedience and evaluate the merchandise thoroughly. Then the bidding war starts."

"But that's illegal—don't you also have the safe word that stops the game?" Fanny asked in astonishment.

"Of course, each of us has it, myself included, even though I sold my body. But Master E knows how to be charming and convincing when he wants to. None of us use that word; deep down, it is a terribly exciting game. It happens slowly, in stages. You keep telling yourself there's still time, that the next step is almost harmless, and little by little, you find yourself just like me, or even worse."

"I am excited by the idea of the auction too. I dream of a sultan buying me for his harem. I would become a sort of queen. I've always been fascinated by those stories about the Orient. Ali Baba and the Forty Thieves. I used to read it often and imagine a different ending. I thought I was the protagonist. In my version, I was discovered and captured by the forty thieves, and then... I'll let you imagine what happened."

The blue pill was beginning to take its toll. Carol demanded her tribute now: "Now stop talking; use your mouth for something more interesting." She walked around her and unlocked her handcuffs.

Fanny stretched her arms, smiled, and took that strange pink creature into her hands. The pill had truly done its work. She opened her lips and did her best to make a good impression. She was born to be passive, whereas Carol had become so only out of necessity, but for once, she could return to being active. Fanny was eager to sample the flavor of that strange creature. The sultans and the forty thieves would have to be patient for now and wait their turn.

Carol closed her eyes, letting her head fall backward against the damp wall of the cell. The chains attached to her scrotum, with their silver spheres, clinked rhythmically with every movement Fanny made, creating a metallic music that kept time for that degrading act. For Carol, this was not pure pleasure: it was an exercise in residual power, a way to remind herself that, although she was no longer a man, she could still force someone to kneel before her.

For Fanny, however, this was her vocation. The sultans and the forty thieves of her childhood fantasies faded away, replaced by the tactile, warm, pulsating reality of Carol. In that moment, in the darkness of an underground prison, Fanny desired nothing more than to be the instrument of that pleasure. She lost herself completely in that task, ignoring the rest of the world, until the contrast between her absolute docility and Carol’s chemical dominance reached a perfect balance.

There was no more room for words. There was only the rhythm, the sound of the chains, and the smell of vanilla which, mixed with the scent of Carol’s sweat, saturated the stale air of the cell. Fanny was proving to be a perfect student: the "merchandise" was beginning to appreciate its own value.

Carol could no longer restrain the impulse. The pill had transformed that once-dormant part of her body into an engine of brutal and uncontrolled sensations. Fanny’s hands, agile and now totally dedicated to service, were inducing a climax Carol hadn't felt in years—an explosion that was not just physical, but brought with it all the resentment, frustration, and repressed rage of five years of captivity.

"Yes... like that!" Carol growled, violently grabbing the back of Fanny's head to guide her movements. The blonde arched her back, while the metal of the chains hanging from her lower belly shook the air with a frantic clinking, blending with Fanny's broken breathing.

The explosion arrived like a shockwave. Carol let out a muffled cry, a sound halfway between a command and a moan of pure surrender. Her body tensed, the muscles in her legs vibrated like violin strings, and for a few endless seconds, Fanny felt the brute force of that pleasure discharging with a violent intensity. It was a warm, thick eruption, an act of total possession—the necessary release for a creature that had forgotten what it meant to be male, but was now being forced to remember its lost nature through pleasure.

Carol collapsed forward, resting her forehead on Fanny's shoulder. Her breath was a rattle, the silver spheres finally quieted against her thighs, leaving the cell in a deathly silence broken only by the sound of hearts beating wildly in both chests.

Fanny remained motionless, kneeling, still with the taste of that forced virility on her lips. She felt drained, but in a way that gave her a profound peace: she had fulfilled her task, she had served her "goddess," and she had witnessed that collapse.

After a few moments, Carol slowly regained control. She pulled away from Fanny and looked at her. Her eyes were no longer glassy with pleasure, but returned cold—those of an inmate who knows she has just crossed a line.

"You did a good job," Carol whispered, caressing her face with a slowness that was frightening. "But don't delude yourself. This wasn't kindness. It was just another way for Master E to see how broken we are inside."

She turned toward the wall, giving her her back, as the effect of the pill began to fade, leaving her empty and a prisoner once more. Fanny, in the darkness of the cell, felt that her transformation was complete: she was no longer Julian, she was no longer even just Fanny. She was a gear in the system, and she had just learned that, in this place, pleasure was merely a more refined form of humiliation.


Book 4 – Episode 6: The Sissy Ritual

Fanny was lying on the wooden plank, her breathing still irregular. Carol looked down at her from above, with the metal spheres clinking with a sinister sound against the stone as she moved.

"You know, I'm undecided," Fanny murmured, bringing her hands under her navel in an unconscious protective gesture. "My mistress would like to remove them in the future, but a friend of hers insists on doing it now. You don't have them anymore... your flavor has changed, everything has become more liquid, more delicate. I wouldn't know what to do."

Carol grew agitated, the spheres banging against each other in a nervous rhythm. "It's clear that you must remove them," the blonde warned, her voice vibrating with a mixture of envy and pain. With her hands she lifted the chains, trying to alleviate the weight that pulled at her raw flesh. "If you have arrived at Master E's, it's not a question of 'if', but of 'when'. Get in front of me, help me... if the servant sees that I lift the spheres with my hands, he will tell Master E. And when he gets angry, he becomes brutal."

"I saw," Fanny said, still shaken. "He made me sit on a very strange chair. It vibrated, it rotated... I fainted."

Carol widened her eyes. "The servant said that you resisted up to maximum speed. No one had ever done that. But you have a prodigious hole... how did you do it?"

Fanny smiled, running her tongue across her lips with a malice she didn't know she possessed. "It's a secret. I am a champion sissy."

That answer sounded like a challenge. Carol didn't reply; she took the box and swallowed the last two remaining blue pills. She had never taken two together, but she wanted to test the limits of this new companion. "Now turn around. Get on all fours. I want to see how much of a champion you really are."

Fanny obeyed. The silence of the cell was broken only by the sound of the chemistry acting on the blonde. Carol, swollen out of all proportion from the double dose, lay on the ground flat on her back. She ordered Fanny to position herself above her, facing away. She grabbed her knees, lifting them and beginning an unsustainable pumping rhythm.

Fanny felt every muscle give way, while the prostatic orgasm struck her like a lightning bolt. It was no longer just pleasure: it was an electric shock, a sweet and unbearable pain that lasted for minutes, without pause. The noises coming from her body under that incessant action drew attention from the neighboring cells. The other sissies began to shout vulgar compliments, encouraging the "champion" not to give in.

When Carol reached the climax, the air of the cell filled with two distinct cries: that of pure enjoyment from the blonde and that of Fanny, a mixture of ecstasy and physical torment. When the blonde laid her down on the ground, Fanny was a lifeless body, her face buried in her own fluids, while the echo of the applause and insults from the neighboring cells finally made her new role clear to Fanny: she was no longer just a slave, she had become the main attraction of that hell.

The awakening was brutal. Two hairy attendants in overalls threw a bucket of freezing water over her and dragged her away, each taking her by one side under her armpits.

"Where are you taking me?" She only had the courage to ask. But the two spoke a strange language, full of consonants, which Fanny did not know and did not understand. She was dragged out by those strange beings without much regard.

Carol tried to protest: "Bastards. Go easy, she is a delicate sissy." Then, waving a fist to the sky, she continued: "If you give her your usual treatment, I swear I'll make you pay. She is different, she has feelings, she is sweet, she is..." She broke off just like that; something had happened in Carol's hardened heart. They didn't reply, but they seemed to have understood that it was a threat. They continued to drag her, hopping on their short legs, laughing and shouting. "Damned Neanderthals!" shouted the blonde. She was strangely worried about Fanny's fate after she herself had treated her only as a pleasure doll.

"Neanderthals?" the sissy barely murmured. "How is that possible?"

The two dragged her into the woods. She was terrified.

"Please don't hurt me. Whatever you want we will do together, but gently, please."

The two unfastened the straps of their overalls and lowered their trousers to their knees. Fanny could not believe her eyes. They were covered in thick black hair, everywhere, even there; along the shafts, they were entirely covered in that dark, coarse mass. She had never seen diameters and shapes of that type; she didn't even think such deformations existed. The smell was almost unbearable—rancid sweat and dried fish. Fear made her startle and leak like she never had before.

They put her on all fours and the first one positioned himself in front of her. As hard as she tried, she could not accommodate that monstrous thing. She tried to open her mouth as wide as possible, but without success. The man was not at all surprised that she couldn't manage it. He made her understand with his wide, thick tongue what she had to do; he mimed the gesture. She nodded and began with her delicate little tongue to sample that ice cream with its bitter, salty, and slightly spicy taste. She had begun to get a taste for it when the second one from behind grabbed her by the hips. It was the moment of truth.

She kept telling herself that she would have to remain calm, relaxed, that she would succeed, that the vanilla cream could not fail. It was Victoria's cream, a gesture of love that was about to be erased by brute force and an archaic pleasure. How many times in history books, in documentaries, had she seen those strange, primordial, instinctive beings. Reconstructions with fossil remains and fantasy, stories that gave her strange thoughts—creatures that, without social conventions, possessed their females brutally, who would certainly shrink back because of a small, clashing detail. And hers was truly small, but Fanny fantasized and desired. Now it was all real. Prehistory had suddenly become the present, and she was its fortunate protagonist.

The Neanderthal pressed that deformed thing against her little hole and began to push vigorously. She too tried with all her might to back into it, without distracting herself from the tongue-work she was doing to the other with great dedication. She felt a grunt and then a sharp pain behind. It was entering; she was succeeding. She didn't think it was really possible; she was truly becoming a champion, the champion of sissies. With a final effort of pride, she closed her eyes and pushed back even more.

She felt a complete yielding and the warm contact of the man's dark, prickly hairs against her white buttocks. She raised her eyes and saw that the one in front of her had an expression of real surprise and sudden excitement.

Those brutal beings didn't have the slightest sensitivity for females and for what could give them pleasure. They couldn't contain themselves; they seemed like two starving people gorging themselves at a banquet without almost tasting the food. Above all, they were not used to there being sissies so capacious, capable of accommodating their deformed tools.

After a few seconds, Fanny found her mouth flooded with that wild, sour, and dense flavor, a sort of white, creamy, salty cheese. Because of the smell and the taste, an Italian cheese came to her mind that she had tasted a long time ago on vacation abroad and which excited her above all for what she called its perfume. She remembered it as strange, squishy, with dark veins. Only another minute passed when she felt the calloused hands of the second one grab her and squeeze her like a vise by the hips. The final rhythm was devastating. He grunted and she panted. She was happy; she felt full, completely possessed.

When the two had finished, she found herself there on the ground, destroyed. She brought a finger behind her and noticed that there too she was full of that strange cream, of that sort of cheese. She brought it to her mouth and thought back sweetly to that delicious holiday in Italy a long time ago.

She lay stretched out in the undergrowth, her body battered but strangely content. The acrid smell of rancid sweat and wild "cheese" mingled with the scent of damp leaves. The two beings had already dressed again in their overalls, soiled with earth and resin. They looked down at her with a sort of primitive approval. For them, Fanny was not a sissy or a woman: she was a prey that had shown she could be up to the measure of their hunger.

She, meanwhile, savored that sharp taste which, through a mental short-circuit, reminded her of that summer vacation from years before. It was madness, a delirium, but in that forest, under the centuries-old trees, the reality of Master E seemed a faded memory.

"Not bad," it seemed to her that one of the two said in that language made of guttural sounds, while throwing her a look that Fanny, paradoxically, interpreted as a compliment.

The two left her there, motionless, as they walked away toward the interior of the woods. She was alone with her pain and with the sense of a fullness she had never dared hope to achieve. Fanny caressed her buttocks, still warm and aching, and felt that fluid trickle slowly, an indelible mark of their passage.

She was no longer afraid. Or rather, her fear had transformed into something else: a form of sick pride. She had been "possessed" by creatures that knew no grace, and she had come out of it alive, whole, and even... satiated.

She raised herself with difficulty, leaning against a trunk. The light filtered through the branches, creating a play of shadows that made her skin seem whiter, almost unnatural against the mud and biological residues that covered her.

"I am a champion," she whispered to herself, with a silly smile that deformed her face.

She didn't know if she was still within the perimeter of Master E's property or if those beings had taken her beyond the boundaries of the civilized world. It didn't matter. She felt she had passed a test that even Director Vance could never have imagined.

She cleaned herself with leaves, trying to regain a semblance of decorum, but she knew she would never be the same again. In that wood, Fanny had lost the last trace of Julian, leaving room for something completely desirous of brutality.

Fanny heard the excited and exultant shouts of the two Neanderthals moving away toward the interior of the woods. She gathered her remaining strength and, with trembling legs, set off in the opposite direction.

In the distance, she saw Master E's villa. She didn't think for a single second about the possibility of escaping. Even if those strange beings reminded her so much of the fairy tale of the ogre and the Princess, she feared she could not withstand their future assaults for long.

Step by step she approached the villa and finally saw a friendly figure. The French butler was waiting for her with crossed arms, tapping a foot frantically.

"Master E has been waiting for you for an hour, where did you go?" he asked her, irritated.

"It's not my fault," she replied, frightened. "Two Neanderthals kidnapped me and mistook me for one of their females."

The servant made a grimace of disgust seeing her dirty and aching with Italian cheese. "What Neanderthals! Those are two deformed twins born from a strange experiment of Master E's," the Frenchman said, laughing. "They are pranksters. Every now and then they kidnap a sissy in the hope of being able to possess her, but they have such deformations that it doesn't allow them to penetrate them. They have tried with everyone and in every way. There is no hole in the world wide enough to let them vent."

Fanny looked at him in surprise. "How so? Truly, they have never managed to enter any sissy with their deformed accessories before now?"

"Are you deaf or are you thick-headed? And what does 'before now' mean, anyway? You don't mean to make me believe that you succeeded? I don't believe it even if I see it live with my own eyes."

Fanny turned the other way so he wouldn't see that she was smiling with satisfaction. Before now, no one had succeeded. She had. She truly felt like the champion of sissies.


Book 4 – Episode 7: The Invisible Trophy

The French butler continued to stare at her with a mixture of skepticism and disgust, wrinkling his nose at the pungent odor Fanny emitted. "Don't believe me," Fanny said, with a calmness she didn't even know she possessed. "But the fact that I am here, still able to walk, should give you a clue."

The servant scrutinized her intensely. A flash of pure, cold surprise crossed his eyes, replaced immediately by a grimace of dark admiration. "You are even more precious than the Master had anticipated," he murmured, more to himself than to her. "Or perhaps, you are just the most unfortunate victim to ever enter this villa."

He approached her and roughly grabbed her arm, dragging her toward the side entrance. "Clean that filth off your skin. If Master E smells this... this stale cheese fragrance in his corridors, he won't just punish you. He will tear you to pieces. Still, I don't believe it."

As they walked, Fanny felt the dull ache between her legs, but the smile of triumph did not leave her. She had just passed a test that, according to the servant, was considered impossible. Her body, that tiny "little bit of stuff" that Julian used to be so ashamed of, had proven to be an indestructible fortress.

"What will the Master do to me?" Fanny asked as they entered an aseptic marble hall.

"The Master does not punish champions," the butler replied ironically, turning toward a room Fanny had never seen before. "He prepares them for the auction. The fact that you resisted those experiments has just made you skyrocket to the top of the list of the most coveted lots. The wealthy merchants coming in a few days will pay real gold for a sissy who doesn't break, not even under the pressure of the most monstrous creatures."

Fanny stopped dead in her tracks. Her heart leaped in her chest. "Is the auction that close?"

"Much closer than you can dream of, little one," he replied, pushing her under a jet of freezing water coming from a wall-mounted showerhead. "Now wash away that wild flavor. The Master wants you to be immaculate for his next private lesson. And I assure you: tonight's won't be an endurance test. It will be an exhibition."

Fanny let herself be flooded by the water, while the smell of the cheese slowly disappeared down the drain. She looked at her reflection in the opaque glass of the shower: there was no longer any trace of Julian. There was only a sissy aware of her own power of endurance, ready to sell herself to the highest bidder.

As she dried herself wrapped in a pink towel, she was struck by curiosity to know the story of the two Neanderthal twins: "Excuse me, but what kind of experiment did Master E do?"

The servant felt like talking and told her the whole story, or at least the one told in the villa, because at the time of the events, he was still a boy: "Before dedicating himself to the world of sissies and their market, Master E trafficked in Freaks. Once they were highly requested by circuses; people paid for a ticket just to see them. He paid a stout, very hairy, very masculine woman—they say she even had a beard—to mate. He chose a stocky man with short legs who moved around hopping. He had a strange deformity between his legs. It was a long, wide tool, but deformed, all twisted and very swollen at the tip. They tried every which way to make him use it inside the hairy woman, but they couldn't succeed. So Master E, who was just starting out back then and had no assistants, took a test tube and with his own hands managed to fill it with that strange man's seed. Then, with a large, long needleless syringe, he did the rest. A sort of makeshift artificial insemination. After nine months, those two were born. They were entirely covered in hair from birth and completely deformed and twisted like their father. Master E tried to sell them to various circuses, but no one wanted them—too Freak even for them. He had to raise them himself, alone, with a thousand difficulties, in secret. Emotionally and mentally they are normal, but they use a language entirely their own, on purpose so as not to be understood. Happy now that you know the whole story?"

Fanny listened to him, enthralled. She imagined the scene of Master E with the father of the two unfortunate ones. She felt tenderness now for that cynical man. 'I could have helped him with these tasks, if only we had met sooner,' she thought.

She was glad that those two twins weren't actually two prehistoric beings; deep down, they had something that turned her on, though she couldn't quite say what—it was more than anything a feeling of helplessness in front of such strange physicality.

Her mini-penis began to leak again. She smiled at the servant and, not without malice, asked him: "I've gotten hungry, could I have something good? I was thinking of some Italian cheese."

The servant remained motionless, his jaw clenched as he stared at Fanny. The question, uttered with a malice bordering on insolence, was a punch square in the face to his composure as an irreproachable servant. The silence that fell over the room was heavy, charged with an electric tension that Fanny rode with the confidence of someone who knows she has become, in just a few hours, the most valuable and unpredictable element in Master E's stable.

"Cheese," the servant repeated, his voice trembling slightly with indignation. He took a step toward her, looking at her wrapped in that pink towel. The creamy white drops, despite the shower, continued to pearl Fanny's belly. "You feel very witty, huh? You think the Master needs a sissy who acts cocky, instead of one who prepares for the auction?"

Fanny did not back down. She squeezed the towel to her chest, letting her gaze slide downward, where her mini-penis quivered again, betraying her excitement. "Perhaps the Master appreciates those who know how to make the best of the most... unpleasant situations. After all, am I not the first to have resisted his 'experiments'?"

The servant emitted a guttural sound, a mixture between a scornful laugh and a groan of frustration. He approached even closer, until their breaths crossed. "Rotten cheese is not on tonight's menu, Fanny. But I suspect you've developed a very particular appetite."

He reached out a hand and brushed a lock of damp hair from her face. His expression was a battlefield: he wanted to punish her for that cheekiness, but he couldn't deny the evidence. That creature in front of him, with that "magic hole" that had just put on a show in the woods, had become a forbidden object, a temptation that even he, accustomed to managing Master E's flesh, found difficult to ignore.

"If you want your prize, you'll have to ask for it differently," the servant whispered, lowering his voice. "The Master is coming for the private lesson. If he finds you in this state, with that vague aroma of cheese still on you, I swear another shower won't be enough to clean you. Do you really want to play with fire right now when you've won?"

Fanny felt a shiver of pure terror and, simultaneously, of pure excitement. She knew she was on a razor's edge. Her audacity had given her the power of the "champion," but that power was a poisoned gift.

"Take me to the Master," she said, changing her tone, her voice returning humble but loaded with a new, dark determination. "I am ready to show him that I am his best investment."

The servant looked at her one last time, then turned his back to her, pointing down the corridor that led to Vance's study. "See that you remember that when you are in front of him. And pray that he doesn't ask you for the details of your return from the woods. Not everyone likes sissies who smell like cheese."

Fanny set off, aware that her destiny was about to be written in letters of fire.

Master E received her in the main hall of the villa; at his side sat Elena. "Sit down Fanny, how do you find it here with us? I heard that you are enjoying yourself, that you've met Carol, the twins, you are settling in, good girl."

"Yes, it's a beautiful villa, so far I've only seen the basements. I also met the French butler, a true gentleman."

Master E looked at her strangely: "Who, the servant? He's not a French butler. He puts on airs, but he comes from the slums of the ghetto. He didn't happen to make you kneel, did he? He is not authorized to do so."

Fanny was taken aback; she didn't want to get him into trouble: "Absolutely not, he is a true gentleman, heaven forbid."

Elena intervened: "This one is a total little whore; she never misses an opportunity to get used by everyone she meets. If it weren't impossible for anyone, she'd get taken from behind by the twins too. I'd bet she knelt before the servant. And she probably liked it too. We absolutely must punish her; we must cut them off as soon as possible."

"I decide everything here," Master E interrupted her. "Deep down she is also my employee; I would like to use some additional care, she is not just merchandise to be sold. The factory workers adore her. They are working like crazy now just to get another production bonus."

Fanny smiled. With the workers, she had left her mark. There were ten of them; she couldn't distinguish their faces well yet, but by what they had in their crotch area, yes. And even if she were mistaken about the appearance and size, she could fix it by the taste; by now, she felt like a sort of sommelier. She could recognize a man whose seed she had tasted with her eyes closed, provided she could taste it again.

"I am undecided whether to keep them or remove them, it's an important choice," she said naively, looking at her boss.

Elena stared at her severely. "But that is a decision that belongs to Victoria, dear little slut. It's not for you to decide. And for Victoria, it's an immediate yes."

"I understand, I will decide. Anyway, now Fanny go to your cell, tonight you will be able to witness the auction; we will sell some sissies to the highest bidder. We will also pierce Carol's empty scrotum in front of everyone, and then we will sell her."

Fanny immediately became sad; she didn't want Carol to be sold, at least not right away. She liked that delicate taste of hers; it was special. If only she could save her, to be able to taste it a few more times...


Book 4 – Episode 8: The Auction

Carol’s name echoed through the hall like a death sentence. Fanny felt her heart skip a beat. The idea of seeing the blonde—who until shortly before had given her lessons in submission with such authority—reduced to a piece of meat to be pierced in front of a crowd of strangers, terrified her.

"But... Master," Fanny began, forgetting the protocol for an instant. Her voice trembled, betraying the attachment she felt for her cellmate. "Carol is... she is a highly valuable sissy. Don't you think the exposure is too premature? She could still be used to test new resistances."

Elena burst into a dry, heatless laugh. "Oh, look, the little one has grown attached. How touching. You're afraid that it'll be your turn after her, aren't you, champion?"

Vance, on the contrary, did not laugh. He fixed Fanny with his cold surgeon’s eyes, weighing her every word. "Fanny is right on one point," he said, ignoring Elena’s provocation. "High-quality sissies are not to be wasted. But the market demands a show. And the piercing of the scrotum is the main attraction my clients expect. They want to see the complete transformation, the moment when the man entirely vanishes to make room for the permanent sissy. We've already advertised it."

"But can't it be postponed?" Fanny insisted, her tone bordering on pleading. "Please."

Vance rose from his armchair and approached her. He lifted her chin with his index finger, forcing her to look him in the eyes. "Fanny, remember who you are. You are a corporate asset, not a friend. Your only purpose tonight is to learn by watching. You will see what happens to those who stop being 'production' and become 'sales'. It will serve as a warning to you."

Elena rose in turn, approaching Fanny with a venomous smile. "And please, go give yourself a serious cleaning. You still stink of that forest and that cheap cheese. If you present yourself at the auction in this state, Master E will have to sell you off as scrap."

Fanny lowered her gaze, feeling the humiliation burn against her skin. It wasn't just Elena’s contempt; it was the realization that, to Vance, she was indeed a "corporate resource," but that her destiny was nonetheless marked by the ink of a sales contract.

"Go," Vance ordered, turning his back on her. "The servant will accompany you. And Fanny... try not to faint during the auction. I want potential buyers to see that my 'champion' has her eyes wide open to what awaits her."

As she left the hall, Fanny felt the weight of her own steps. Sadness for Carol mingled with a new, dark, and sharp thought: if she had to be sold, she had to ensure she was the most valuable merchandise in the entire auction. She had to become, at all costs, Master E's showpiece. Only then could she survive, turning her captivity into the most exciting and cruel game the Sultan of her dreams or the Director of her nightmares had ever witnessed.

The evening arrived inexorably.

The auction hall was a cathedral of cold steel and dim lighting. Fanny was made to sit in the front row, locked onto a wooden stool, forced to watch. Around her were men in dark suits, rappers, Arab men in robes, and strange tattooed individuals whose faces were hidden by anonymous masks. Everyone whispered figures and eagerly observed the sissies displayed on the platforms.

Carol was at the center of the stage, suspended from a system of pulleys that kept her in a position of total helplessness, her legs spread wide toward the audience. She was pale, but her eyes sought Fanny in the darkness, begging for a comfort that she could not give her.

Vance stepped onto the stage, wearing his black latex gloves. "Gentlemen," he began with a firm voice, "today we present a rare piece. The sissy Carol. Perfect in form, but still incomplete in function. Today we will remove the last residue of a male identity that no longer belongs to her."

The audience murmured with excitement. Fanny held her breath. The Master grabbed a laser scalpel that emitted a thin hiss. "Carol, are you sure? Do I proceed?" he asked her as a final and definitive proof of her consensual submission. The blonde nodded. Vance began that strange operation. With millimetric precision, he made two clean punctures at the base of the scrotal sac, now devoid of testicles but still stretched tight like a drum skin. Carol let out a muffled groan that did not turn into a scream only because Vance had applied a bite block to her mouth.

A few dark red drops, small in quantity, trickled down the blonde’s thighs as the Master, with expert gestures, inserted two metal rings made of surgical steel, forcing them to line the edges of the cuts. The shiny metal reflected the raw glare of the spotlights, sealing the wound into a permanent decoration. Carol arched, her body shaken by painful spasms, as the cold metal forever blocked the possibility of that scrotum healing over.

"Now she is perfect," Vance decreed, wiping his hands. "And now, let us open the bidding."

While the servant reapplied the silver spheres and the chains, the auction exploded in a crescendo of numbers. Fanny stared at the scene with wide eyes. Carol, humiliated, pierced, and now "branded" with metal, was being sold like a hunting trophy. Vance’s shouts—"Ten thousand! Fifteen thousand!"—blended with the clinking of Carol’s chains.

When the gavel struck the table, awarding her to a mysterious man sitting in the shadows, Carol lost her strength, letting her body weight rest entirely on the hooks. Fanny instinctively stood up, but the servant pushed her down with violence.

"Stay in your place, champion," he whispered in her ear. "The next piece on the counter will be you."

Vance turned toward Fanny, a sinister smile making her blood run cold. "Did you see, Fanny? Carol has just received her definitive title of ownership. And you? Do you think you can maintain that record of yours even after I apply the same treatment to you? Or would you prefer the factory workers to enjoy your 'not-yet-pierced' version for another week?"

Fanny looked at Carol as she was being led away, her face marked by pain and resignation. She felt a massive void, but behind that void, a dull rage was growing. It wasn't just submission. It was the beginning of an awareness: if this was her end, she would face it by becoming the most lethal prey that market had ever seen.

"I am ready, Master," Fanny said with a firm voice, staring at the scalpel still soiled with Carol’s blood. "You decide when it is my turn."

The party wasn't over; Vance made an important announcement: "Now for a moment of pure entertainment. We have a new sissy, her name is Fanny. A round of applause for her. You all know what strange, giant, twisted, deformed tools the two hairy twins have—our dear Neanderthals. Today they will try for the umpteenth time to possess a sissy. You all know it is impossible for them to succeed. No one has ever succeeded before. But the show will be funny and interesting nonetheless."

The room, which until that moment had been immersed in a buzz of offers and bargaining, exploded into a collective laugh—fat and cruel. The men in the front rows slapped their knees, ready to enjoy the spectacle of this "new arrival" who, according to common belief, would break in a matter of seconds.

Fanny was pushed to the center of the stage, beneath the blinding lights. She felt her legs trembling, not from fear, but from the adrenaline rushing through her veins. Master E, with a theatrical gesture, signaled for the two deformed brothers to enter. They entered hopping, with their filthy overalls and those wild odors that Fanny had learned to know all too well.

"I bet twenty thousand she doesn't last three minutes," shouted one of the bidders, standing up to see better.

Vance smiled, looking Fanny down from head to toe. "Well, Fanny? Do you want to delight our guests with your... endurance?"

Fanny did not answer. She slowly slipped off her skirt, letting it fall at the foot of the platform. Silence suddenly fell over the room when the audience noticed her slender body, tensed in the light of the spotlights. The two Neanderthals, seeing her, emitted excited grunts and lunged at her, ripping away her last fabric protections.

"You see, gentlemen," Vance exclaimed, amplifying his voice with a microphone, "the challenge is open. If they manage to penetrate her, Fanny will win a prize—her freedom. If they fail, as always, she will be my most amusing merchandise for the rest of the season."

Fanny got on all fours on the metal platform, exactly as she had in the woods. She felt the calloused, rough hands of the two brothers handling her without gentleness. The first of the two positioned himself in front, brandishing that monstrous tool, twisted and veined like an ancient root. When he pressed it against her mouth, Fanny did not try to pull away. She opened her lips wide, welcoming that deformity with an almost mystical dedication. The audience’s laughter turned into an incredulous murmur when they saw that, contrary to all predictions, Fanny was succeeding in the impossible.

The second twin, wasting no time, grabbed her hips from behind. His "deformity" pressed against her little hole, seeking entry. Fanny closed her eyes, calling to mind the sensation of that wild "cheese," and pushed backward with a strength she didn't know she possessed.

There was a dull sound, a yielding of flesh that echoed throughout the hall. The Neanderthal gave a roar of pure shock. He was inside.

The audience stood up. No one was laughing anymore. The incredulity was total. Fanny, with her mouth occupied and her body invaded by that unprecedented brutality, began to move. She had understood the secret: she didn't have to oppose it; she had to become one with the deformity. The rhythm became frantic, devastating. She moaned, a sharp, melodious sound that served as a counterpoint to the cavernous grunts of the two beings.

"He's in... he's really inside!" someone in the crowd shouted, unable to contain the excitement.

Fanny felt drained and filled at the same time—a vessel being filled with pure instinct. She knew Master E was watching her with wide eyes, his cynical calculations destroyed by that demonstration of superhuman capacity. She was no longer just a sissy. She had become the ultimate limit of endurance. And as the orgasm overwhelmed her, merging her pleasure with that of the two monsters, Fanny desired nothing more than for that moment to never end: she wanted all those masked men to see just how far their "champion" could go.


Book 4 – Episode 9: A Sissy for Everyone

Fanny's performance unleashed collective enthusiasm and euphoria. One man stood up and shouted, "I bid one hundred thousand for this broken sissy." Another countered, "I bid double any amount." Everyone went crazy; everyone wanted her.

Vance tried to calm them down, saying she was not for sale. She laughed, amused by the situation, and with her fingers collected every precious drop of cheese, bringing it to her mouth.

The room had fallen into a collective delirium. The men, usually composed and cynical, jostled each other to get a better look; some even climbed onto the chairs, their masked faces betraying a feverish excitement that went far beyond mere voyeurism. The sight of Fanny intent on collecting every drop of that thick white fluid with her fingers to bring it to her mouth with slow, studied movements had pushed them past the limit of rationality.

"Two hundred thousand!" a hoarse voice shouted from the shadows. "Three hundred thousand! She’s mine, Vance! She is the sissy who tamed the impossible!" another replied, brandishing a checkbook as if it were a weapon.

Vance, initially annoyed by the fact that his "show" was taking an uncontrollable turn, saw the tension rise to levels he had never experienced before. His "creation" was becoming a living fetish, a myth materializing before his eyes.

"Silence!" the Director thundered, but no one listened to him. The crowd demanded possession of that creature who had just shattered every biological and moral law of the villa.

Fanny, meanwhile, had raised herself with difficulty. Her legs were trembling, but her expression was one of icy haughtiness. She was covered in wild fluids, the dark hairs of the two twins still soiled her white skin, but she had never felt such pride. She looked around, locking eyes with Elena, who was livid with rage in a corner of the stage. Fanny gave her a defiant smile, then turned toward Vance.

"I'm not for sale, Master?" Fanny asked, her voice hoarse and deliberately provocative. "Perhaps you should reconsider your price list. Don't you see how much I'm worth now?"

Vance looked at her. For a moment, he was tempted to start a real auction, but he realized it would destroy the value of the lot just as the price was skyrocketing. He stepped up to her, wiped her chin with his thumb—a gesture that appeared to everyone as a sign of absolute possession—and then turned to the crowd.

"Gentlemen," Vance said, taking back control of the scene, "the merchandise is not yet ready. She must be prepared, tattooed, and branded. The auction for the 'Champion' will be held in twenty-four hours. But I warn you: the starting price will not just be in money. It will be in concessions that many of you are not ready to make."

Fanny felt a shiver. She knew Vance was playing an even dirtier game. He was turning her into a prize for which men would do anything. As the servant dragged her away toward the cells under the ravenous glares of those men, she offered no resistance.

She turned one last time toward the two Neanderthal twins, who looked at her with a sort of primitive gratitude, and then toward the audience. Her life as "Julian" was dead and buried: the life of Fanny, the sissy no one could tame, had just begun.

"Tomorrow," she whispered to herself as the darkness of the corridors swallowed her up, "tomorrow I will be the queen of this hell."

The bidders began to protest as the servant led her away.

"We need to hold the auction right now," one shouted. Another instead proposed a solution that everyone immediately agreed with: "Vance, let us use her right now, right here, all of us!"

A general applause and shouts of excitement followed. The General Director stalled for time, then, seeing their insistence, he gave in. He called the servant and had her brought back onto the stage on all fours.

Everyone pushed and unbuttoned themselves, ready to vent their desires on that perpetually excited sissy. Vance could not control the crowd; he retreated into a corner. Fanny felt so many hands on her; she could no longer tell whose they were, and she let herself go.

The room had become an infernal pit, an indistinct mass of bodies, masks, and ravenous hands. What had started as a luxury auction had transformed into a ritual pillage. Fanny was no longer an individual; she had become the epicenter of a hurricane of flesh and primordial desire.

The bidders' hands, gloved or bare, caressed her, pulled her, explored her with a frenzy that allowed no pause. The neon lights of the hall flickered above her, reflecting off the sweat that pearled her skin. Fanny had closed her eyes, letting herself be carried away by that sea of sensations. Her little hole was a battlefield where dozens of stimuli alternated—a gateway that seemed to dilate infinitely to welcome the assault of anyone who wanted to claim a piece of that "champion."

Every time she felt a new pressure, a new contact, Fanny emitted a moan that drowned out the hum of the crowd. She no longer felt shame, only a form of total oblivion. It was as if her body had become an entity unto itself, capable of fueling the pleasure of hundreds of people simultaneously.

Vance watched the scene from the corner. Initially, his face was tight with the annoyance of having lost control of his "product," but as the minutes passed, seeing the intensity of the scene, a complacent smile began to relax his features. It was not just chaos: it was the supreme demonstration of his success. He had created the ultimate sissy, the object of desire capable of driving even the coldest and wealthiest men in the world insane.

Elena, however, watched the scene up close, just a few feet from the platform. Her eyes gleamed with an almost hypnotic hatred. She approached Fanny, shoving aside with an irritated gesture a man who was blocking her view. She grabbed Fanny by the hair, forcing her to lift her fluid-stained face toward her.

"Look where you've ended up, you little slut," Elena hissed in her ear, while around them the rhythm of the assaults increased, punctuated by the grunts of the men. "You've become the hole for the whole city. You're no longer a sissy; you've become a sewer."

Fanny opened her eyes, staring at Elena. Her breath was broken, her lips swollen, her expression one of ecstatic trance. Despite the brutality, despite the fact that Elena wanted to humiliate her, Fanny smiled. In that smile lay a truth Elena could not understand: as long as they continued to desire her, as long as her body was the sole focus of that crowd, she had won. She was the mistress of that chaos.

"Sewer or paradise," Fanny panted, as another hand dug into her hips to claim its space, "at least I... am feeling something. You... what do you feel, Elena? Only envy?"

That final provocation unleashed hell. Elena raised her hand to strike her, but she was overwhelmed by the crowd which, in an uncontrollable wave of excitement, poured completely onto the platform, submerging Fanny, her tormentors, and even the auctioneer's table. The villa shook under the impact of dozens of men who, for that night, had forgotten every law, every contract, and every limit, united by the single, obsessive need to possess the "champion."

The boundary between auction, party, and orgy had definitively collapsed. Fanny, buried under that human weight, surrendered completely: it was her triumph of flesh.

The noise in the auction room had become an indistinct roar, a din of heavy breathing and stifled pleas. Master E, from high up in his protected corner, observed the havoc with an icy smile. He had lost control over the crowd, yes, but he had obtained something much rarer: he had turned Fanny into a living myth.

There would be no sale, not tonight. No gavel would strike for her. Vance knew that if he let just one of those men take her away, the myth of the "Champion" would die out in a private bedroom. That creature had to stay there, in the heart of the villa, available to everyone and to no one—the only true engine of that hell. The price of her presence had become incalculable, a tribute Vance would continue to collect in the form of power, favors, and absolute loyalty from every bidder present.

Fanny had become the beating heart of the villa, its forbidden attraction. She was no longer a sissy waiting to be sold; she had become the sole reason that market continued to exist.

In the darkness of the room, while hands continued to claim her, Fanny managed to lift her gaze toward the ceiling. She was no longer looking for salvation. She no longer desired the Sultan of her fairy tales. She understood, in that moment of total annihilation, that she would never be sold, because she could never belong to a single man.

She belonged to the abyss. And the abyss, for that night, had become her kingdom.


Book 4 – Episode 10: A Sweet Awakening

The awakening was not a moment of clarity, but a slow re-emergence from the abyss. Fanny lay stretched out on the cold marble of the auction room, immersed in a viscous, milky pool—a mix of wild humors and fluids that emitted a sweetish, almost nauseating odor that clung to the throat. The room was silent, illuminated only by the grayish blades of dawn light filtering through the high windows.

Around her, the echo of the guests' brutal comments still bounced off the walls. She had heard them as they dressed and left—contemptuous, satiated, almost disgusted by their own excess. "A carcass," one had said. "Too used, it has no more charm," another had sneered. Words thrown like rocks against an already shattered glass.

Only the two twins remained off to the side, looking at her with tender, dreamy eyes. No one before her had ever managed to accommodate their twisted, deformed, hairy members. Some had managed to do something with their hands, just to please Master E, but at the sight of the fruit of their pleasure, they had run away in horror. Only Fanny had been kind enough not to be disgusted by them, to appreciate their taste and smell. It had meant so much to them.

Elena, before crossing the threshold, had approached her with an expression of pure contempt. She had bent down and, with a swiftness that gave her no time to react, had grabbed her nearly emptied scrotum, squeezing it between her fingers with brutal strength—a last desperate attempt to tear it away. Fanny hadn't batted an eye. That flesh, once laden with promises and an identity she believed she had to defend, was now inert. She felt no pain; she felt nothing. Her balls had become two useless appendages, a funny, grotesque ornament that bore witness to a past now buried.

Vance arrived shortly after. He moved with an unusual circumspection, the grim look of someone who knows he has played too dangerous a game. He had lost control over his creation, but business remained business.

"Fanny," he called out, his voice sounding strange in that silence. She raised herself on her elbows; a thick stream was trickling down the inside of her thigh, tracing a white groove on her pale skin. "I called your mistress, Victoria. She is coming to pick you up."

Fanny looked at him. "Freedom?" she asked, her voice cracking.

"I gave you my word," Vance replied, avoiding her eyes. "If you satisfied the Neanderthals, you would be free. You passed every test; you shattered every capacity record. You are technically free from my contract. But look at yourself... you have been everyone's banquet. I'm not sure there is much left to save."

Fanny tried to stand up. The weight of the liquid she carried inside was oppressive, a sort of biological ballast that forced her to walk with her legs wide apart. When she was finally on her feet, the collapse was inevitable: a white river, thick as paint, slid down her legs, staining the clean marble. She didn't care.

Shortly after, the sound of Victoria’s heels echoed through the hall. The woman appeared on the threshold, a shadow of cruel elegance. She looked at the scene—the soiled floor, an embarrassed Vance, her "creature" reduced to that state—and burst into a crystalline laugh, completely devoid of pity.

"What on earth have you done, my little hubby!" she exclaimed, approaching Fanny with a mixture of disgust and amusement. "You are all smeared. And what a smell... they stuffed you like a Christmas turkey with that cream. You are a disaster, Fanny."

Fanny offered a slight smile, almost grateful for that sharp irony. She needed to clean herself. Vance, with a gesture of unexpected courtesy, granted her the use of the bathroom in his master bedroom, while with a wink, he invited Victoria to follow him.

The bathroom was a sanctuary of white marble. Fanny locked herself inside, stripping away the last shreds of dignity. Under the scorching water, the lavender soap lathered up—a candid cloud trying to erase the night that had just passed. It was not enough. She unscrewed the showerhead, leaving the bare metal hose, and used it with surgical precision for an internal wash that lasted for long minutes, until the water ran clear again. She felt empty, but incredibly light.

When she came out, wrapped in a silk bathrobe, Victoria was there, sitting on the large double bed, her legs spread wide in a posture of supreme authority. She said nothing; she merely lifted her skirt, pulling off her panties with agonizing slowness.

"I have a present for you," she said, caressing her thick black tuft. "Come closer."

Fanny obeyed, kneeling between her legs. "Give me a finger."

Fanny obeyed, offering her the middle finger of her right hand. Victoria guided it inside her, plunging it into her intimacy, which still radiated the warmth of a recent possession. "Do you feel that? Karim and Malik left only a few hours ago. They were true gentlemen; they left me completely filled. I saved it all for you."

Fanny’s finger extracted a considerable amount of another's pleasure—a substance that testified to the vitality of another possession. Without needing an order, Fanny brought her finger to her mouth, licking it greedily, savoring the sour, musky taste of this new, yet another submission. Then, without Victoria having to ask, she knelt down and opened her mouth.

Fanny’s tongue was fast, insatiable, trained by nights of extreme testing. Victoria sighed, pressing the back of Fanny’s head against herself, burying the sissy's face in her masterly slit.

"I'm taking you back home, my insatiable little whore," Victoria whispered. "I won't cut them off, I promise. They are too funny an ornament, now that they are no longer good for anything."

Fanny did not answer. While her tongue danced, her thoughts wandered. Victoria did not know that those small appendages had become, in the silence of the night, only a memory of plastic, a reminder of how far the human body could push itself. They were no longer virility; they were no longer organs. They were merely the testimony that she, Fanny, had gone beyond. And for now, as long as Victoria’s hand pressed her face against ecstasy, her freedom seemed exactly like what she had always desired: another chain, another master, another way to lose herself.
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