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Book 5 – Episode 1: Elena’s Solution

"Fanny, come closer. What do you think of my belly? It’s starting to show, isn’t it?" Victoria was sitting on the chaise-longue, her hands caressing her stomach with an almost hypnotic slowness, an ambiguous and satisfied smile playing on her lips.

Fanny, who was dusting the console table just a short distance away, froze instantly. She put down the rag, approached her mistress, and knelt on the carpet, lowering her gaze with that mixture of devotion and shame that had by now become second nature to her. "Yes, my mistress. It’s... it’s obvious. I think there are no more doubts now; Karim definitely hit the bullseye." Her voice came out a bit cracked, filled with embarrassment.

Victoria sighed, letting her hands fall along her sides. "Indeed. It really took a real male for this, huh? If I had waited for you, my dear little hubby, I would have forgotten about having a child forever. And now that Karim has left for Africa... well, what am I going to do?"

Fanny leaned forward a little, trying to reassure her. "I’ll take care of everything, mistress. The house, your needs... you will only have to rest, waiting for the baby to be born."

Victoria shook her head, looking down at her with a hint of mockery. "It goes without saying that you must do your duty as a maid, that’s the bare minimum. But what I meant was... what am I going to do about sex? Karim never let me lack for anything; he was a true stallion. And then, that last time with his friend Malik... one of the most beautiful nights of my life. I still feel... full."

"I can use my little tongue, as always," Fanny proposed almost in a whisper, hoping to make herself useful once again.

"As if! I need something else entirely, Fanny. You still have a lot to learn." Victoria grew pensive, then made a decision. "We should call Elena. She always has a solution for everything when it comes to... re-educating you."

Fanny felt a cold shiver run down her spine. "No, please," she implored, shaking her head. "Elena dislikes me. She always puts me in absurd situations, from which I emerge... broken to pieces."

Victoria clicked her tongue, annoyed. "Fanny! I cannot stand these pretensions of yours. Elena is your second Mistress. Everything she does is for your own good, to make you learn. If it weren't for her, you would never have experienced the wonderful adventures that led you to become who you are."

Fanny lowered her head in submission. "Forgive me, you are right. It’s just that... the last time at the villa was hard. She squeezed my balls with such violence that I feared she wanted to tear them clean off."

Victoria laughed, a dry and icy laugh. "Poor thing, the delicate little sissy! You know that sooner or later they will have to be removed. It’s annoying to look at that deflated little sack with those miserable, tiny little spheres dangling there. Come on, get on all fours. I want to get a good look at them."

Fanny didn’t need to be told twice. She knew that whenever her mistress asked to check on her progress, or her damage, something intense always happened. She got into position, wagging her backside just a little. "Here I am, mistress. I am without my cage today, you will have to excuse me."

"I see it, I see it," Victoria murmured, reaching out a hand to grab what was left of Fanny’s virility. "You know you must remember to put it back on when we take it off! God, how small they have become... they feel like two pinheads. You can barely feel them beneath your fingers."

Fanny loved being fondled, even in that degrading manner. She began to move her rear end with a sort of nervous excitement, even though she was still sore and wide open after the party at the villa.

Victoria, pushing Fanny’s buttocks aside with contempt, made a face. "Look at what you’ve been reduced to. It looks like a whole Zulu tribe passed through here. It’s never going to close up again." She firmly inserted three fingers, pushing deep inside without meeting any resistance, without touching anything at all, leaving them suspended in empty space. "I absolutely must call Elena. If you keep going like this, you will soon become too wide, too... unusable."

She took her phone, snapped an eloquent picture, and made the call. "Hello, Elena? Did you see that? It’s a disaster, it won’t close anymore."

A pause. Victoria listened, nodding. "Are you serious? Well, if you say it can work... But do you think she will like it?" Another pause. "Are you sure? All right, then you’ll take care of it. See you later."

Fanny, on her knees, listened to that dialogue without understanding a thing, her heart pounding wildly. Victoria ended the call and looked down at her from above with an enigmatic smile. "Elena has the perfect solution. She is coming over. I won’t tell you anything in advance, Fanny. It’s going to be a surprise."

They waited like that, Fanny on her knees with her rear raised high and her mistress using her fingers to figure out exactly how dilated she was. "I believe that if I tried to insert my whole hand, this time it wouldn’t meet any resistance, don’t you think?"

Hearing those words, the sissy half-closed her eyes and inhaled deeply. Wagging her backside, she smiled at Victoria; her mistress had thrown out an idea that tasted like a challenge she desperately wanted to win. "I don’t know, mistress, we would have to try."

Victoria laughed once again, not at all surprised by this provocative behavior from her personal maid. "I am tempted to do it, but at this point, it wouldn’t be a punishment. I can see from how you are dripping in front that you can’t wait for it. Do you know what I’ll do instead? I’ll pull out these three fingers that are barely touching anything inside, and I’ll ask you to lick me. Surely, there is still something of Karim and Malik inside that you might like."

Sitting on the sofa, she spread her thighs wide and showed Fanny her dark, damp tuft. The sissy sniffed its intense scent and, with her tongue, made her way through that thick, black hair. After just a few strokes, Victoria was overtaken by a first and irresistible wave of pleasure. Along with her transparent and delicate fluids, something else slowly flowed out of that magical, reddened slit—residues that Karim and Malik had pushed deep inside, and which Fanny now savored greedily, as if it were a precious nectar, an exotic elixir of which not a single drop should be wasted.

Right at the best moment, the doorbell rang. Victoria didn’t wait for the maid to answer; she went herself, a amused smile stamped on her face. A few moments later, the unmistakable clicking of Elena’s heels echoed down the hallway. She entered the room as if she owned the place, her gaze immediately drawn to the huddled figure of Fanny, whose tongue was still out and dripping with her mistress's fluids.

"I find you... in good shape, Fanny," Elena began in that biting tone of hers, completely devoid of any warmth. She walked over and, without ceremony, gave her a little nudge with the heel of her shoe against her hip. "Victoria sent me the photo. You’ve become a real pig, Fanny, and it’s time for you to stop enjoying yourself for a while. That hole is too sensitive; just touching it is enough to make you feel pleasure. We are going to put you in strict abstinence; you will only use your mouth from today onward."

Elena stepped closer to Fanny’s face, grabbing her chin with a grip of steel. "Elena had a fantastic idea. There is a private club, just a few hours outside the city. A discreet place where they have a particular section, a series of booths where girls like you live behind a wall. It’s called a Glory Hole; it’s the perfect place for you, Fanny. There, the fact that you can’t close up won’t be a problem, but a virtue. No one will see you, no one will know who you are, but you will have a line of men who can’t wait to test just how deep your abyss really is."

"But... what exactly is it about?" Fanny asked with a thread of a voice, visibly trembling. "A Glory Hole? Will I be up to it? I’ve never done anything like that, and what if they don’t like me?"

Victoria and Elena burst into a loud, almost contemptuous laugh. "Fanny, darling, look at yourself!" Elena said, wiping away a tear of amusement. "You’ve done so many by now! You’ve faced entire tribes. This will be just a walk in the park for your mouth. For the first few nights, though, we’ll be right there with you. We will personally watch over you to make sure you don't waste even a single drop of your service."

Elena turned toward Victoria, winking maliciously. "Tell me the truth, my dear, when you married Julian, did you ever imagine that your little hubby possessed these... hidden qualities?"

Victoria smiled, caressing her belly gently. "It really was quite a discovery, Elena. By the way, can we make money with this Glory Hole?"

Elena laughed again, a metallic and confident sound. "Oh, that was exactly the idea, Victoria. It’s a thriving business, and she is the perfect merchandise to launch it." Elena bent down abruptly toward Fanny, grabbing her chin firmly, forcing her to look her in the eyes. "So, Fanny, tell me: do you still like seed that much? Because I’m warning you, from today on, you’re going to have to swallow a lot of it. It will be your only nourishment and your only salary."

Fanny felt a shiver run down her spine. The prospect of being walled in alive, of being nothing more than a slit in a wall for faceless men, was terrifying. And yet, a part of her—that part which by now knew nothing but submission—was almost drawn to it.

"A Glory Hole!" Victoria repeated, excited by the idea. "Perfect. No emotional involvement, just pure service. And all she has to do is stay on her knees. When do we leave?"

"Tonight," Elena replied, looking at Fanny with a predatory grin. "I’ve already made arrangements. And Fanny, don’t worry about the cage. Inside there, it won’t do you any good. Inside there, you will only be what they have turned you into: a piece of meat with neither gender nor identity left."

Elena pulled a black leather collar out of her bag—heavy and devoid of ornaments—and tossed it onto the bed. "Put it on her, Victoria. Her work shift begins in just a few hours."


Book 5 – Episode 2: The Bitch’s Journey

"The collar is a bit tight," Fanny whispered, her voice barely a breath as she kept her eyes cast down to avoid the surprised glances along the street.

"Yeah, Elena, why did we put it on her? Everyone is staring at us," Victoria asked, casting a furtive glance toward the other side of the sidewalk, where a few onlookers seemed intrigued by that unusual scene. "Fortunately, the car isn't too far away."

Elena turned toward her with a devilish smile. "What kind of question is that, Victoria? What are collars usually used for?"

"For dogs, obviously," the mistress replied, caressing her belly.

"So? You see, you already know the answer," Elena explained, tapping her fingernail against the leather of the leash. "Isn't this one right here our bitch, our Fanny?"

Both burst out laughing, attracting even more curiosity from the passersby. Fanny continued to keep her head down, shame burning her face far more than the tight collar. A few passing cars honked their horns. A guy rolled down his window and asked if she was a breeding bitch, because she certainly looked like she was in heat, then chuckling, he accelerated and turned his radio up to full volume.

"Yeah, she’s always in heat, just like a bitch," Victoria felt the need to clarify, observing Fanny with an icy gaze. "I wonder if, without being taken from behind, she will finally calm down with that continuous dripping of hers. It’s such a hassle having to constantly clean up wherever she sits."

Finally, they reached the car. The two mistresses got into the front while the sissy took the back seats. Fanny avoided their gazes, staring down at the car floor mat. Those conversations were unsettling her deeply and, despite herself, along the inside of her thighs she felt the usual, unbearable dripping. They were right: she felt exactly like a bitch in heat. Only her heat was continuous, a biological condemnation that showed no sign of ever stopping.

She was frighteningly excited about this new Glory Hole arrangement. She had heard of it, of course, but always as an amateur attraction, a forbidden game between acquaintances. She recalled that when she was still Julian, his mother had told him that, at a party in her youth, they had played a "fun" prank on her. They had blindfolded her, and she had to guess the names of the men taking turns in front of her based solely on the taste. She had been proud to have guessed all six of them, but there had been no wall in between back then. They were friends she knew well, familiar tastes; it was just a bit of locker-room fun. She, on the other hand, would have to perform her service behind a concrete wall, humiliated in front of strangers who would never speak a word to her, except to order her to shut up.

The faucet between her legs kept dripping, more and more abundantly. Elena, from the driver's seat, noticed it immediately thanks to the rearview mirror.

"This little whore is making a mess of my entire car," Elena hissed with ostentatious disgust. "Victoria, I’m making her get into the trunk. I will not tolerate this smell on my leather."

Victoria laughed heartily, finding the idea extremely amusing. "We can do that. If she gets under the rear parcel shelf on all fours, she’ll even be comfortable in her favorite position."

Elena pulled over abruptly. She got out, opened the trunk, and, grabbing Fanny violently by the collar, dragged her out of the passenger cabin. "Come on, inside!"

Fanny got into position, curled up against the compartment, her rear end pointed outward.

"Good little doggy," Victoria murmured, looking down at her with an air of superiority. "Stay good here and don't wag your tail; the trip will be long. If you need to pee against a tree, bark, so we can stop."

The sissy nodded promptly. She couldn't help but instinctively wag her backside when her mistress called her "little doggy." Elena, however, was vigilant. With a swift snap, she cracked the riding crop she held in her hand, striking Fanny with a stinging lash across her hip.

"Thank you," Fanny exclaimed with gritted teeth, trying to smother the groan of pain beneath one of pleasure.

The journey hadn't even begun and Fanny had already earned her first punishment. Elena had seen it right: her nature as a bitch was uncontrollable. The trunk was already soaked before the engine even restarted, a wet omen of what awaited her at the club.

The trip lasted a few hours; the exclusive club was not close to the city at all. Halfway there, Fanny, unable to hold the urge any longer, barked.

"Did you hear that, Elena? Our little doggy needs to do her business," Victoria commented with a sharp smile. "Pull over there, in that park."

The car pulled over and, as they stepped out, they witnessed an incredible sight. An elegant, blonde lady, nearly sixty years old, was walking a young Black man who was completely naked. He was on all fours, and the woman was leading him with a leather leash. Elena and Victoria burst out laughing.

"Did you see that? He looks like a male, but he is strangely obedient," Elena observed, full of admiration.

They stopped the car and opened the trunk. "Look Fanny, this is a special garden for little bitches like you," Victoria said, pulling her out. "Stay on all fours, go make friends with that boy."

Elena put the leash on Fanny as well, and they approached the lady. "Good morning, what a beautiful white slave you have," the woman began.

"Good morning to you. Yours isn't bad either, he is quite a handsome, dark, and well-equipped male," Victoria replied. "But how come you keep him on a leash?"

"He lost a bet and gambled away a chunk of my money," the lady explained. "He agreed to be a slave like this until he gets over his gambling habit. I've been parading him around and keeping him in chastity for a couple of months now. Maybe in a month, I'll set him free."

Elena peeked between the boy's thighs. "But how does he stay in chastity? I don’t see any cages."

"Outside, I like him to get a little fresh air, to mark his territory," the lady specified. "At home, I put the maxi cage on him, the only one that fits him."

Meanwhile, the young Black man, pulling on his leash, had positioned himself right behind Fanny’s hips, sniffing her intensely. "But is yours neutered? I see the deflated sack," the lady asked, trying to calm her restless slave.

"Not yet, unfortunately," Elena replied with a hint of malice, "but she will be soon."

The lady, exhausted from her attempts to hold her slave back, threw out an unexpected proposal: "Since yours is almost castrated, would you mind if mine mounted her? When he locks on like this, he drags me away, and if I don't let him blow off some steam, it becomes a disaster at home—he rubs against everything and stains the whole house."

Victoria exchanged a conspiratorial look with Elena. "All right, but make it quick. You see, we have an appointment at an elegant venue."

"Go ahead, Brutus!" the lady exclaimed, slightly lifting the leash.

The boy pounced on Fanny. With rapid strokes of his tongue, he moistened what didn't even need lubricating, then, grabbing the sissy's wrists, he mounted her with a ferocity dictated by two months of forced abstinence. He went all the way in on the very first thrust, much to the astonishment of his mistress, who widened her eyes as she looked at Elena, as if asking her how that was even possible given the sheer size of her slave. Brutus began to ride her with long movements, going completely in and out with every thrust. Fanny went along with it, arching her back and pushing backward whenever he came forward. Then she looked around, feeling ashamed of that absurd situation, of how easily she lent herself to such an animalistic act in an open place, in full view of anyone.

Fortunately, no one passed by. Fanny felt exactly like a bitch in heat; that strange position both excited and terrified her because of how accustomed she was becoming to being used anywhere and by anyone. Brutus's hands kept her firmly pinned by her wrists, while his belly pressed flat against her back. She felt the heat that dark body radiated during those rapid, compulsive movements. She felt that uncontrollable force to which she could not and would not rebel. She dripped. She dripped with a new intensity, in surging waves, in impulses synchronized with those increasingly fast thrusts.

The lady filmed the scene, amused. "Victoria, look at how he’s taking her. He didn't grab her by the hips; he’s mounting her just like a bitch!"

Fanny was bothered by that invasion, but her hips swayed on their own, betraying all her resistance. "Fanny, do you want me to stop it?" Victoria asked. But the sissy shook her head no, just before being shaken by a long series of internal contractions, while the boy, overwhelmed by pleasure, emptied himself completely inside her. She counted the final spurts when she began to feel herself flooded by that liquid, trying to understand just how much that forced abstinence had overloaded him beyond measure. She counted at least ten of them, then feeling herself shaken from within, she abandoned herself to that mounting ecstasy that made her shudder without a single shred of modesty left.

When the boy finally detached himself, Elena sharply yanked the sissy's leash. "Come on, little whore, show your little friend how good you are with your tongue at cleaning up his snake."

Fanny, wagging her backside, executed the order with meticulous devotion. While she cleaned everything up to absolute perfection, the two women exchanged phone numbers. The lady confided that she had been surprised by how smoothly Fanny had taken all of Brutus right from the very first thrusts. "We must do this again soon," they told each other, saying goodbye before getting back into the car.

Fanny was thrown back into the trunk, wet, exhausted, and even more aware of her role: she was no longer human; she was nothing but a breeding bitch, useful for entertaining other mistresses along the road. The journey to the Glory Hole had reserved an unexpected and delicious detour for her.


Book 5 – Episode 3: A Strange Sign

Throughout the entire second half of the journey, Elena did nothing but comment on the incident in the park, her voice piercing through the rear parcel shelf like a blade. "Victoria, she really is a total bitch! Did you see how she was writhing around with that guy on top of her? How is it possible that during all those years of marriage you never noticed a single thing? How on earth could you stay with a man like that?"

Victoria remained silent for a few moments, lost in thought. "He wasn't a bad guy. He wasn't a man, that much was obvious, but he was always sweet, attentive. And besides, he wasn't the jealous type. I could go out at night, claim I was hanging out with girlfriends, and come back stuffed with cream. He never asked a single question. He would clean up every last trace with his little tongue, down to the very last drop. Sometimes it actually made me wonder—I asked myself if it was even possible for him not to notice anything? If you ask me, he knew damn well. He was happy that way; that was his place. Lately, I even noticed a certain disappointment in him on the evenings when, due to being tired, I stayed home for the night."

Fanny listened to everything from the trunk, curled up in the darkness. She had remained on all fours, motionless. Every now and then, she could still feel a few warm drops trickling down her buttocks; the boy had been seriously overloaded after two months of forced abstinence. Fearing that Elena might spot revealing traces in the rearview mirror, Fanny furtively collected those drops with her fingers and brought them to her mouth. She savored them calmly, letting them roll between her tongue and her palate, rationing out the dense, metallic taste until a new droplet glided down, restarting her slow degustation.

She wondered, between one swallow and the next, if Victoria was telling the truth. Did she really know? For the old Julian, in the end, the "who" or the "why" had never mattered. It was just a matter of flavors, textures, forbidden aromas. He had been a sommelier of obedience, a connoisseur of fluids that had nothing to do with fine wines, but which to him held an invaluable worth.

The silence was broken by the sharp deceleration of the car. Elena had just spotted an illuminated sign emerging from the highway fog: Woman Glory Hole - Exclusive Club.

Victoria leaned forward, reading in surprise: "Did you see that? It says 'Woman'! Elena, we drove all this way for nothing. I’m afraid it’s a facility for women only, otherwise what need was there to specify it?"

Elena shrugged slightly, her eyes fixed on the road. "I didn't know, I'm sorry. We got her hopes up for nothing, it’s true. Still, we might as well give it a try. We're already here anyway. You let me do the talking with the owner; maybe, given her total 'transformation,' he'll let her do a trial run."

In the trunk, Fanny had heard everything. A solitary tear, warm and bitter, traced a clear path down her made-up cheek, which was by now disfigured by submission. It’s not fair, she thought silently, gritting her teeth. I am more womanly than so many others. I have suffered, I shed my old skin, I annihilated myself... how can they say I'm not good enough?

With one last rapid movement, her finger scooped up whatever was still left behind her and brought it to her mouth, almost as a viaticum for the trial that awaited her. It was the last taste of a male for her day, or perhaps the last of her life, unless Elena could truly pull off the impossible.

As Elena drove down the highway, Victoria heard a notification chime ring on her smartphone. "How sweet, the lady from the park has already sent us the video," she exclaimed with an excited smile. "Let me open it, just a second."

The sissy's mistress was impatient to see her little whore in action.

"I can't wait to see it either, it must be fantastic," Elena said, casting her eye toward the screen while keeping her hands on the steering wheel.

"Yes, it’s in high resolution. There are moments where the lady zoomed right in on the private parts, and on Fanny’s face too," Victoria commented, hypnotized by the footage. "Just look at that. Her eyes are completely closed, and her tongue is hanging out, dripping. And look at how her stomach is contracting—it almost looks like she’s having convulsions." Victoria could not believe her eyes; she had never inspected her slave in such close detail during a prostatic orgasm.

"Forward it to me, come on, so I can save it in my private folder," Elena said with a grin.

"Done," Victoria replied. Then, suddenly, her eyes popped wide open, her face going pale for a split second before she burst into a hysterical laugh. "Oh my god, Elena! In my haste, I hit 'select all' and forwarded the video to my entire phone contact list! What an absolute embarrassment! Now every single friend, colleague, and relative will know the perverse tastes of our filthy sissy."

Elena burst out laughing so hard that she nearly veered off the road. "No way! You’ve pulled off the masterpiece of the year!"

Within just a few seconds, the first comments began pouring into Victoria’s phone, which kept buzzing with rapid-fire notifications. They were predominantly emojis featuring laughing faces, tongues sticking out, middle fingers, applause, and all kinds of incredulous comments.

"Your mother is texting me, Fanny," Victoria shouted toward the back of the cabin, thoroughly amused by the public turn the matter was taking. "She says you look absolutely ridiculous in that position. She’s even asking if she can upload the video to her social media. What do you think, little doggy? Not that it matters, since someone among my contacts has probably already sent it viral."

Fanny, huddled inside the trunk, felt the breath leave her body. Terror froze her on the spot, locking down even that continuous dripping between her thighs. Until that moment, she had lived out her submission under the shelter of discreet walls, in closed rooms, or in private clubs. She could never have imagined that her degrading transgressions would one day end up on the cellphones of everyone she knew, right before her own mother's eyes. She was no longer just Victoria's secret maid; her humiliation had become public domain, a viral spectacle for anyone to see.

Another solitary tear, warm and bitter, traced a clear path down her made-up cheek. It’s not fair, she thought in silence as the car finally turned onto the club's off-ramp. She thought back to that scene in the park, to how she had gone along with Brutus's movements, how she had tried to be an active participant by sliding forward and then pulling back to facilitate his entry. Yet, she felt she had been terribly clumsy, completely unsuited for the situation—just one of those helpless bodies that let themselves be possessed on a Saturday night as a routine matter of calendar duty for a couple of intense minutes. Now everyone could see her at work and judge her as inadequate, practically useless in situations where eros took complete control. I should have done more, she thought. I behaved like an inanimate piece of wood. She felt judged in the worst possible way. She felt like a woman through and through, one who had suffered before admitting her true nature and breaking free from prejudice, before changing her skin. Now they all see me like this. She kept repeating to herself, I am just a useless, passive bitch. In an excess of self-criticism, she failed to realize that her performance had actually been highly appreciated, and she would soon realize it in her everyday life as well.

With one final, desperate, and rapid movement, her finger gathered whatever still remained inside her from the encounter in the park and brought it to her mouth, as if wanting to erase the evidence of that poor performance, almost as a viaticum for the new trial that awaited her. It was the last taste of a male for her earthly day, unless Elena could truly pull off the impossible feat of getting a sissy accepted inside that exclusive temple for women only.

The parking lot of the Woman Glory Hole was already jam-packed at that hour of the night. The purple and blue neon lights of the building reflected off the bodywork of the luxury cars, and Elena had great difficulty finding an empty spot to squeeze the vehicle into. Meanwhile, beside her, Victoria continued to frantically scroll through her smartphone screen, illuminated by the cold light of the display.

"It’s already online, Elena! It ended up on a ton of private channels and websites," Victoria exclaimed, her eyes wide. "There are already hundreds of comments. Most of them are messages from Mistresses who want to book our sissy to let their leashed slaves use her." Fanny's mistress was visibly euphoric over such massive and unexpected popularity. "Listen to what they're writing to me: there’s a group of elite Mistresses who gather every Saturday in the garden of a private venue outside the city, and they let their four-legged slaves run around on leashes, just like we saw in the park. They’re asking if we can bring Fanny to them this Saturday and let her loose in the enclosure together with the slaves, who will also be unleashed. A zoological test, they call it, to see what would happen in such a context."

Elena, holding the steering wheel firmly while making one final reversing maneuver, was immediately infected by her friend's euphoria. She burst into a conspiratorial, amused laugh. "I’ll tell you exactly what would happen, Victoria! Our Fanny would plant herself right in the center of the lawn, on all fours, wagging that flabby rear end of hers until the very last of those slaves completely emptied himself inside her. That filthy pig wants nothing else. She’s become entirely too predictable by now."

The sissy listened to every single word from the darkness of the trunk, curled up tight, her fingers still damp and the collar squeezing her throat. She wondered, with a knot of terror mixed with unconfessable excitement, if it would really turn out that way. If she would truly just stand there, frozen in the enclosure, wagging her backside before a pack of strange slaves under the eyes of dozens of dominant Mistresses. If she would really accept such public degradation without batting an eye.

Just as her mind formulated that tormented doubt, as if wanting to preserve one last shred of human dignity, her body answered for her. In the silence of the trunk compartment, her hips began to move on their own, swaying slowly from right to left in a rhythmic, inviting, instinctive motion. Fanny felt a sudden heat flare up between her thighs, accompanied by the usual, unstoppable dripping that once again went to soak the car's carpeting.

In that precise instant, the sissy understood the most terrifying truth of all: there was no longer any Julian left to call upon for help, and her mind no longer had any say in the matter. Her body, by now totally trained and broken, would do everything on its own. She had become a biological machine programmed to obey and to receive, an inanimate object that responded solely to the stimuli of males and the commands of her mistresses.

The car died with one final shudder. Elena pulled the handbrake and turned toward Victoria. "Well, we're here. Now let's go see if this club for women only has a place for our viral little doggy."


Book 5 – Episode 4: A Harmonious Couple

As Victoria opened the trunk to let Fanny out, a man and a woman stepped out of a car parked right next to them. Both were middle-aged and possessed a deceptively distinguished appearance.

"Honey, which room are you in today?" the man asked her, adjusting his jacket.

"I think in room 8, I’d have to double-check," the woman replied, touching up her makeup in the mirror. "Don't do what you did last time, though. Don't try to be clever. I can recognize yours by now; they aren't all the same, you know."

The man chuckled, shaking his head. "But honey, the other day you were in room 6. Everyone was speaking very highly of it. They said the girl in room 6 was like a vacuum cleaner, that's how hard she sucked. I was curious to try it myself. At home, you’re never that into it. I didn't think you’d notice."

"After so many years of marriage, this is the place where you get these curiosities?" the woman replied, visibly annoyed but without real anger. "At home, obviously, it’s different—always the same length, the same shape, the same smell, the same taste. You tell me how a woman is supposed to get excited that way. In there, it’s different. There’s novelty, and besides, I feel judged and I want to put on a good show. It’s a matter of pride, too."

"Don't take it so hard. It didn't cost me anything anyway, so it was worth it," the man justified himself naturally. "I used the voucher they give to husbands, the one-per-night kind. You'll see, today I'll use it on someone else. I really don't want to argue all over again." He looked into her eyes with tenderness and continued. "Still, you were really good. One guy said you sucked so well he thought he produced almost a liter. Another was worried about smelling bad, because coming straight from work at the factory he hadn't had time to wash, and all day long, thinking about the club tonight, he kept leaking from the tip. He was afraid you’d reject him, but instead, he said you licked all around to clean him up good before swallowing him whole."

"I remember that guy well. He was definitely lying. If you ask me, he had never washed it," the wife said, amused. "He had little white crusts all over the surface. I did my best to soften them up with spit before swallowing them."

The husband placed a hand on her rear. "You turn me on when you tell these anecdotes, honey. Why don't we get back in the car and you show me what you did with that guy?"

"No, it’s too late. You know the slots are limited. Whoever arrives first gets a booth; whoever comes later can only hope someone gives theirs up during the night, and that almost never happens."

Exchanging one last conspiratorial banter, the two took each other's hand and walked quickly toward the main entrance of the building. It was a modern structure, entirely covered in dark mirrored glass, over which flashed a grand pink neon sign depicting the stylized silhouette of a woman on her knees in front of a standing man.

"Elena, did you hear those two? What a couple of perverts!" Victoria commented, watching the pair walk away with a mixture of astonishment and disapproval. "How can a man send his own wife to do things like that? If Julian had asked me that a long time ago, I would have given him a resounding slap in the face."

"He would never have asked you," Elena replied sarcastically. "At most, he would have sacrificed himself for you." She burst into a truly forced laugh. Fanny listened and agreed that, in this case, her mistress's friend was absolutely right. If anyone had ever forced them to do such a thing, within their marriage she would have offered to take her place, even back when she still wore the male clothes of Julian. But such opportunities never happen in life, she thought. Unfortunately.

Victoria agreed with her friend's statements; they had known each other for too long by now. "Elena, you are always right. Who knows, if I could turn back time, maybe I would never leave you. Certainly not for this bitch always in heat. Although I must tell you, I’ve grown fond of her now, and I wouldn't give her away for anything in the world."

"You wouldn't even sell her for a million dollars?" Elena asked, confident she would shatter that last statement.

Victoria thought about it for a second and replied, "A million dollars? That’s a lot of money. Who would ever pay that for this little pig? I’d definitely give it some thought. Maybe even for less."

Fanny, meanwhile, was playing difficult. Reluctant to move across that brightly lit parking lot, she was literally being dragged by the leash by her mistress's friend, her heels scraping against the asphalt.

"Yeah, I'm afraid this isn't the right place at all for our sissy," Elena replied, giving a sharp tug to the chain to bring the slave back into line. "We absolutely must talk to the owner. Maybe we can show him this video to convince him to make an exception."

On Victoria's smartphone, the comments beneath the clip had by now surpassed a thousand, piling up at a terrifying speed. Among the many notifications, a particularly absurd proposal stood out: the owner of a traveling circus had made a written offer in extremely poor taste. Defining that encounter as "animalistic," he wanted to hire Fanny to perform under the main big top in special, exclusive late-night shows for adults only, offering a considerable sum in exchange. He even attached a photo of strange private parts to explain how Fanny would perform.

"This is truly too much," Victoria decreed, stopping dead in the middle of the parking lot. "This is completely unacceptable, right, Fanny?"

The sissy read the message on the screen that her mistress was waving in front of her eyes and nodded visibly, while her hips immediately began to wag in a nervous manner, betraying her real state of excitement.

"No, Fanny, this is really too much," Victoria reprimanded her, noticing that instinctive movement. "I will never give you up for this kind of squalid stuff. It’s entirely useless for you to shake your ass. This proposal is excessive even for a pig like you."

The sissy resumed walking with her eyes fixed on the ground, mortified. Victoria gave a firm thumbs-down to the circus proposal directly on social media and, immediately after, delivered a loud, open-handed slap to her slave's bare bottom, making the smack echo across the parking lot. "It would completely ruin you, my little one. You can’t keep thinking always and only with your little hole."

Elena seemed genuinely disappointed by that protective decision. "If it were up to me, I would have sent her there and to even worse places, Victoria. It's just a show, nothing more than pure entertainment for the audience."

"It's too dangerous," Victoria countered firmly. "We don't know what could happen to her inside there. I did a quick check on the internet, and it says that something like this, with a sissy exposed in that manner, has never been attempted before."

"There’s always a first time for everything," Elena commented sarcastically, continuing to drag Fanny toward the glass doors. "She would rightfully enter the history of the genre; she’d even become famous."

"No, I said no, and I'm not changing my mind," Victoria concluded, determined to preserve her slave from experiences she considered decidedly too degrading, even by her standards.

For once, in the depths of her submissive mind, Fanny did not agree with her mistress at all; the idea of that big top and all those eyes on her had made her heart leap. But she had to accept it: these were certainly not choices she could make on her own. Her only function was to obey, and at that moment, the only thing that truly mattered was finding out what the club’s Wall had in store for her.


Book 5 – Episode 5: The Rules of the Club

The club seemed to be a huge success. There was still half an hour left before the official opening to the public, but an orderly line of customers was already forming outside the entrance. A brushed steel sign clearly explained the club’s rules. At the bottom, in highly visible pink lettering, it read: Admission $10, includes two holes, maximum one ejaculation.

Fanny read those lines, but her mind couldn't quite grasp their precise meaning. She widened her eyes, lifting her submissive gaze.

"Mistress... the sign. What does that specification mean?" Fanny asked with a thread of a trembling voice, nodding toward the lettering.

Victoria leaned forward, narrowing her eyes to reread it. "Ten dollars, two holes... Huh, I don't really get it either. Do you figure it out, Elena?"

Elena shook her head in a dismissive manner, tightening her grip on the leash. "No, never heard of a formula like that. Must be some strange corporate policy of theirs. What do you care anyway, Fanny? Your only duty is to stay on your knees."

"Still, I'm curious," Victoria admitted. She took a step to the side and decided to directly address a man who was waiting in line just a few paces ahead. The guy was bald, with a bizarre, grayish ponytail. He had his shirt open and crudely knotted at the waist, a very hairy chest, and a prominent belly. A thick mustache hid a yellowish smile, from which several teeth were clearly missing.

"Excuse me, good man," Victoria began in a falsely polite tone, immediately catching his attention. "We’re new around here and we don't understand that sign. Could you explain to us how it works?"

The guy whipped around, scanning Victoria from head to toe with glassy eyes. Then his gaze immediately slid down to Fanny on the leash. "Ah, you’re new? I can't wait for them to open so I can try it out! What rooms do you girls have tonight? Which booth did they put you in?"

Elena stepped forward, putting herself in the middle to cut things short. "The two of us are just her escorts. We’re bringing this little slut here, but she hasn't been assigned a room yet."

The man smiled even wider, showing a conspicuous dark gap where a top incisor should have been, and turned back to Victoria. "Ah, I get it, I get it! Then let me explain the rule to you, beauties. With the ten-dollar ticket, you have the right to shove your tool into two different holes—meaning in two different rooms. However, if unfortunately you come on your very first try, your ticket expires instantly and you have to leave, or else you have to get back in line outside and pay all over again."

"And why do they make this distinction of the two holes?" Victoria asked, intrigued by that mechanism.

"They do it because some of the women working inside there are completely useless; they don't know how to move or they just don't put any effort into it," the gentleman replied with absolute naturalness. "That way, the customer doesn't risk throwing his money away. If he ends up in a booth where the chick doesn't suck well or doesn't cooperate, he has the chance to switch once and try another room before emptying himself."

Right after he finished talking to Victoria, the man snapped his attention toward Fanny. With a sudden and vulgar move, he made an explicit gesture indicating he was ready to unzip the fly of his worn-out pants. "Want to start with a little taste out here, beauty?"

Fanny, driven by that uncontrollable instinct, didn't think twice. She parted her lips slightly and made a move to bend her knees to drop straight onto the parking lot asphalt, ready to receive her first customer in front of everyone.

Elena, however, was lightning fast. She delivered a violent yank to the collar's chain, pulling her away with force. "Inside! You'll do it inside, if they even accept you!" Elena hissed, flashing her a death glare. "You really are a hopeless and incorrigible little whore, Fanny. You just don't know how to carry yourself with any dignity."

Victoria burst out laughing heartily just as the club’s mirrored doors were finally about to open.

"What on earth got into you, Fanny? Do you really think it’s appropriate to do something like that in front of everyone in the parking lot?" Victoria asked her, shaking her head, visibly amused by her slave's impudence.

"You’re right, my Mistress, forgive me," the sissy replied, keeping her eyes low and nervously playing with her fingers. "The gentleman had been so kind to explain the sign... I thought it was appropriate to return the courtesy. Just a matter of good manners, that's all."

Elena shook her head, increasingly disgusted but thoroughly accustomed to those distorted logics by now. "Look, down there is the entrance dedicated to ones like you. It literally says 'suckers.' Let's go before the slots run out."

The three of them headed toward the secondary access. Pushing the heavy, dark glass door, they found themselves in a dimly lit lobby, where a giant bodybuilder with his arms crossed over his chest immediately blocked their path. "Where do you three think you're going without a pass?" the man thundered, eyeing them sternly.

"Actually, we're here for her," Elena promptly replied, gesturing toward Fanny with a nod of her chin. "She would like to enter one of the rooms of the Glory Hole."

"No entry without a pass," the gorilla cut her short, standing as still as a statue.

"And where do we get this pass?" Elena asked, not intimidated in the least.

"From the owner. The last door at the end of the hallway."

The three of them walked down that strange black hallway. Meanwhile, around them, other women were trickling in. They quickly checked their assignments on a sheet hanging near the entrance and headed briskly toward the numbered rooms, which were arranged in a horseshoe shape around a central corridor.

Elena knocked firmly on the black door and walked in without waiting for any permission. They found themselves inside a chaotic office, facing a large desk where a guy with a long white beard and very little hair on his head was staring at a series of monitors that framed the booths and the hallway.

"Who are you? I only have one room free tonight, and there are too many of you," the man said without lifting his eyes from the monitors.

Elena took the floor for all of them, stepping forward. "Perfect, then we're golden. Only this little slut will be performing in your venue." Pulling the leash, she made the sissy step right in front of the desk.

"Little slut?" the man asked, finally lifting his gaze, suddenly annoyed. "I don't want professionals in here; this is a serious establishment! Only normal women perform here: housewives, wives, students. The reputation and seriousness of the environment depend on it."

Elena smiled with malice. "But she isn't a real whore. She is a sissy slave, our maid. She would be doing it purely out of passion."

"Sissy?" the owner replicated, narrowing his eyes, even more bothered. "So it’s a gay guy? Out of the question. I told you, this is a club for women only."

Fanny, feeling the opportunity of her life slipping away, felt tears sting her eyes. She liked the venue, the atmosphere excited her, and it seemed like the perfect opportunity to prove her incredible skill to everyone. "Please, sir... give me a chance," the sissy implored, clasping her hands together. "Let me do an audition, please."

The guy stared at her for a few moments, then an enigmatic smile curved his lips. "An audition? All right then. But I'm warning you, little doggy, you won't like it." He picked up the receiver of the landline telephone on the desk and said just two words: "Send in the jester."

A few seconds later, the door opened and a tiny little old man entered. He was barely over three feet tall, with a thick white beard that reached almost to his feet. He was wearing a highly conspicuous, colorful tank top and was made up like a circus clown. Without saying a word, the little man positioned himself in the center of the room, stepped up onto a chair, and lifted that very long beard of his with his hands. Underneath he was completely naked, without pants or underwear, and his anatomy confirmed to Fanny, in a single glance, that every legend and strange fantasy about very short men was terribly true.

The owner pulled out a stopwatch. "All right, beauty. You have exactly three minutes to make him come. And remember: mouth only."

Fanny didn't need to be told twice. She knelt on the office floor and put into it all the effort, experience, and devotion she was capable of. The jester, from high up on the chair, seemed to be having the time of his life; he was visibly straining to resist in order to prolong the game, but Fanny’s tongue was like soft, wet velvet, relentless in its rhythm.

She put every bit of effort possible into it; she didn't want to disappoint her mistress, but above all, she didn't want to lose this chance to perform in such a peculiar venue. Her head moved back and forth at a rapid pace, and the suctions were of such intensity that the little bearded man felt himself pulled forward every single time, having to use all his balance not to fall off. No matter how much he tried to oppose and resist that treatment, he soon began to groan visibly. Opposing Fanny’s art was impossible even for him.

At exactly ten seconds before the time expired, the little man shuddered, and the first of five long, copious, and thick spurts shot out. The sissy, wagging her backside out of excitement, proudly drank down to the very last drop, cleaning everything up with surgical precision. It was a total triumph; she had been put to the test, but her skill and passion had prevailed over the resistance of that funny little man who was so disproportionate in his private parts.

The owner, impressed by such mastery, put away the stopwatch and signed a pink card. "I’m speechless. Usually, I grant ten minutes because the jester is truly unique at resisting these attentions, and most of the time the women don't pass the test. She definitely deserves a chance."

They had finally earned the pass. The night at the Woman Glory Hole was about to officially begin, and Fanny would enter her booth under the watchful and strict gaze of Elena and Victoria.


Book 5 – Episode 6: The Magic Mirror

The three of them were surprised by the assigned room, number 3. "What a strange coincidence," Fanny pointed out. "There are exactly three of us."

"But only you will be performing, obviously. We aren't here for that, just to make sure you don't make us look bad," Elena commented.

There was a structural feature that completely flipped the dynamics: the dividing wall was indeed a two-way mirror, but mounted backward. From the room where Fanny stood, the wall was a huge, flawless mirror, while from the customers' booth on the other side, the wall was completely transparent glass.

Right in the center of that crystal pane, about three feet off the ground, protruded the circular hole lined with soft black rubber.

"Well, look at that," Elena commented, immediately making herself comfortable on one of the red velvet armchairs positioned in the corner and crossing her legs. "Whoever enters on the other side can see you perfectly, Fanny. They can look right at your face, your makeup, your filthy sissy eyes while you do your duty. You, on the other hand, will only see yourself reflected."

Victoria approached the kneeling pad positioned beneath the mirror. "It’s a perverse psychological concept. You, Fanny, will be forced to look at yourself in the mirror all night long. You’ll watch your degradation live every time you open your mouth, without being able to catch the eye of whoever is using you. But they will see you."

Fanny stared at her reflected image. Her heart was pounding wildly. Watching herself being used by total strangers, without being able to see their faces but knowing she was completely exposed to their gazes, triggered an immediate rush of adrenaline. She felt the usual, unbearable dripping start up violently again along her thighs, wetting her high heels.

"Mistress... I will look at myself the whole time," Fanny whispered, her voice trembling with excitement.

"Exactly, little whore," Elena replied, pulling a tube of lubricant from her bag and passing it to Victoria. "Grease her lips good. They open in a few minutes and we need to be ready."

Victoria grabbed her chin, smearing the gel with firm fingers. "I want you to be perfect. You have to make us look good tonight, remember we have a reputation to uphold on social media."

Fanny got down on her knees on the designated cushion. She grabbed the chrome side handles, lifted her torso, and positioned her mouth exactly in line with the rubber-lined hole, fixing her eyes on herself in the mirror ahead.

Suddenly, a metallic click signaled the opening of the club's doors. A hum of male voices and the sound of heavy footsteps filled the central corridor. A few seconds later, the red light above the adjacent booth turned green, a sign that someone had just entered.

Fanny held her breath, staring at her reflection. On the other side of the glass, a man was looking into room number 3, studying that kneeling sissy on the leash. Without hesitating, the customer unbuttoned his pants and firmly shoved his manhood through the black rubber hole.

The warm flesh made its appearance in the room, right in the center of the mirror. Fanny, her wide eyes fixed on her own image, stretched her neck forward and welcomed the customer with total voracity. Seeing herself in the mirror while swallowing the stranger, knowing the man was looking down at her through the glass, amplified her excitement to an intolerable degree. Her hips began to wag all on their own again, while Elena, seated in the armchair, pulled out her phone to immortalize this new, public humiliation.

Fanny kept moving her head back and forth over that rubber hole, her wide eyes locked onto her own reflected image, which continued to degrade with every passing minute. She could see her flushed cheeks, her slightly smudged makeup, and the taut leather collar.

When she felt the veins throbbing, she picked up the pace, trying to tighten her lips to increase the pressure and not miss a single drop of what was magically about to arrive. The pleasure of the man on the other side of the glass was particularly intense and substantial. Fanny loved being guided in those situations, feeling hands behind the nape of her neck setting the rhythm, making her feel appreciated as if her lips belonged to a real woman. The final explosion was difficult to handle. She knew that any wasted drop would be noticed from the other side of the glass, so she helped herself by cupping a hand right under her chin. A few drops did indeed fall, landing right on her palm.

When that faceless, bodyless piece of pink flesh released its final shudder, Fanny heard a few comments from the other side—protests, almost—hints about wasted drops, about fluids that hadn't been appreciated with the proper devotion, even accusations of incompetence. "Listen to what they're saying about your little whore, Victoria," Elena said promptly, taking advantage of the sissy's first moment of embarrassment. "She can't even do a proper mouth job. She only knows how to get on all fours and let everyone else do the work. She's an absolute flop."

Fanny was seized by a sudden anguish; she wanted to be up to the task, up to the opportunity she had been given in this venue. She didn't want to disappoint. She showed her still-cupped hand to the mirror, where in truth the fallen white drops were a very minor thing, and narrowing her eyes, she vibrated her tongue between her lips. Then, slowly and with multiple laps, she cleaned the palm of her hand, leaving it damp with saliva but entirely stripped of that delectable nectar which, from the other side of the glass, they demanded be savored in its entirety. And Fanny did just that. She held those drops on her tongue and showed them to the mirror, then retracted it inside her mouth and swirled the tip against her palate. From the movement of her cheeks, it was clear she was appreciating the flavor, like a good sip of wine to be held as long as possible before swallowing.

"Excellent job," came distinctly from the other side of the glass, and immediately another piece of flesh appeared in the hole—dark this time, and furrowed by very prominent, throbbing veins. Fanny felt proud of that unexpected appreciation and, even though the smell of sweat and dried, old white pleasure from the new customer bothered her slightly, she opened her mouth wide. To reassure him, she clearly showed that her tongue was already perfectly clean before dedicating herself to the veneration of this new offering.

The sissy’s activity continued without interruption. She could only imagine what the faces of those men on the other side of the mirror looked like. She only saw a piece of them—the most interesting piece—and each time she tasted the essence, always different in flavor, consistency, and quantity. The strangers alternated one after the other, enjoying the show of the kneeling sissy, but no one had ever backed out before the finale. She was good, and soon word of mouth spread among the customers. In front of her black rubber-lined hole, a line formed that was longer than those of the other passionate practitioners of that ancient and refined art of giving pleasure to others with nothing but one's lips.

Victoria, sitting comfortably in the red velvet armchair with her legs crossed, had opened the notes app on her smartphone and, with an amused smile, tapped her finger on the screen to keep count.

"We’re at number twelve, Elena," Victoria said halfway through the evening, without taking her eyes off the slave. "This little slut is really getting a taste for it. Look at how she uses her throat."

Elena leaned forward, analyzing the flesh protruding from the center of the mirror with the clinical eye of an expert. "The twelfth one was truly remarkable, did you see? Long and crooked, it almost didn't fit inside her. But our Fanny has a welcoming cavity. Look at her, she doesn't even flinch; she even cleans the rubber of the hole so she won't lose a single drop."

The night at the Woman Glory Hole proceeded at a pounding pace. The light above the booth switched from red to green without pause, punctuated by the heavy sound of zippers opening on the other side. The tools penetrating room number 3 came in every shape, color, and size, and some put Fanny’s endurance to the ultimate test.

On the fourteenth turn, a piece of flesh completely covered in dark ink shoved into the hole. It was the tool of a heavily tattooed man; even on the sensitive skin of the shaft, there were letters and tribal designs that went in and out of Fanny’s mouth. The texture of the skin, made almost rough by the tattoo pigments, gave her a strange sensation on her tongue, but the sissy gripped the handles tightly and kept up her work.

Right after, at number fifteen, arrived a true biological oddity that left Victoria and Elena open-mouthed. The man on the other side was incredibly hairy, and that thick, dark hair wasn't limited to the base but ran up the entire shaft, reaching almost to the tip. Fanny found her mouth invaded by coarse hairs that tickled her throat, risking making her gag with every thrust.

"Gross, look at that!" Elena commented, chuckling and pointing at the mirror. "Fanny, it looks like you're plucking a chicken with your tongue. Come on, swallow those too, don't be prissy!"

The sissy, her eyes watering from the effort not to cough, forced herself to ignore the discomfort, cleaning the tool with her saliva until the man discharged.

But the greatest challenge arrived with number nineteen. The individual on the other side was a body modification fanatic: his tool was literally full of metal, studded with a series of ring and barbell piercings along its entire length and even on the foreskin. When he pushed it through the rubber hole, the cold metal clanked violently against Fanny’s teeth. It was an incredibly difficult piece to manage; the piercings risked catching on her lips or cutting her palate with every movement. Fanny had to slow down the pace, widening her mouth to the maximum and using only the softness of her tongue to envelop both the flesh and the iron, moving with millimeter caution under the amused eyes of her mistresses.

"Number nineteen is making her work for it, look at how she stretches her jaws," Victoria commented, updating the note on her phone. "She looks like a snake trying to swallow an egg."

"But she can handle it, she always does," Elena replied with a cynical grin. "Our pig has a flexible endurance."

Toward the end of the evening, the flow slowly began to thin out. Elena’s commentary didn't let up, turning the performance into a ruthless, play-by-play broadcast between giant pieces and tiny ones. Fanny’s knees were aching on the cushion by now, her neck muscles tense from the exertion, but her biological instinct wouldn't let her stop.

"Number twenty-one was embarrassing, a tiny little thing, Fanny disposed of him in thirty seconds," Elena laughed, sipping a cocktail she had ordered from a club waiter. "But twenty-two... oh, twenty-two was a real monster. Purple and aggressive. I saw the tears streaming down the sissy's face in the mirror, but she gripped the chrome handles and swallowed everything like a good little doggy."

Fanny listened to those comments, and every word from her mistresses acted like a whip crack of pure cerebral pleasure. Her hips, by now completely out of control, oscillated nervously from right to left, while her high heels beat a dull rhythm on the floor. Knowing that on the other side of the glass the man of the moment could admire her total submission, while she was condemned to stare only at herself, was driving her into a delirium.

"Twenty-three!" Victoria exclaimed a few moments later, stretching out in the armchair. "The twenty-third one literally baptized Fanny’s nose. What an aim."

"That’s the beauty of a live show," Elena replied with a sneer. "Come on, Fanny, don't slow down. The line outside shows no sign of shrinking. Show what you're worth to Victoria’s followers, since the video is still racking up views."

Time seemed to have stopped inside that pink-lit booth. Fanny’s knees were aching on the cushion by now, her neck muscles tense from the exertion, but her biological instinct as a sucker wouldn't let her stop. Toward the end of the evening, the flow slowly began to thin out.

"Twenty-five..." Victoria murmured, updating her phone screen. "The last one was an old timer, took him an eternity to empty himself, but Fanny was patient."

The red light turned on one last time, only to become green after a few moments. It was the twenty-sixth customer of the night. A solid, regular tool that pushed firmly into the rubber hole, seeking the back of the sissy's throat. Fanny put all her remaining pride into it, using her tongue like soft velvet until the man on the other side shuddered, flooding her for the last time.

When the flesh slid out and the booth’s light turned off for good, Fanny remained motionless, her mouth still open in front of the mirror, her chest heaving heavily.

Victoria stood up and pressed the final click on her phone notes. "And with that, we’re at twenty-six, Elena. Twenty-six in just over four hours. Not bad for our first official outing."

Elena walked over to the slave, grabbing the leash's chain and tugging it gently to make her lift her head. "You’ve been a good little doggy, Fanny. Look at how you're wrecked in the mirror. Tomorrow the whole city will be talking about the sissy in room number 3."

Fanny, her eyes watery and her mind completely blanked out, could only manage to wag her hips weakly, proud of her monstrous and public degradation.


Book 5 – Episode 7: The Princess and the Seven Ogres

The return journey had been underway for about an hour. The car glided smoothly along the deserted highway, illuminated only by the headlights of the rare passing vehicles. Elena gripped the steering wheel with a pensive expression, while Victoria, sitting beside her, relaxed in the passenger seat. In the darkness of the trunk, curled up beneath the rear shelf, Fanny listened with her heart in her throat to every single word of the conversation.

"Victoria, I don't think Fanny behaved well tonight," Elena began suddenly, breaking the silence of the cabin. "She should have been faster, handled more customers. I almost got the impression that she was lingering with some of them, as if she wanted to prolong certain situations."

In the trunk, the sissy tensed her neck muscles to hear better, gripped by a sudden knot of anxiety.

"With that tattooed guy, for instance," Elena continued, glancing at her friend. "He took twice as long as the others. If you ask me, she was turned on by all that color, by that roughness on her palate."

Victoria listened carefully, but she didn't entirely agree. She shook her head slightly and smiled. "I didn't get that impression, Elena. Sometimes I noticed too that she would pause right when they were on the verge of releasing, but I think she did it to increase the volume of the finale. The old timer, for example, came right away but only produced two inconsistent drops. Fanny doesn't do it for the money... to her, it's an art. She wants everyone to leave that booth happy and satisfied."

Elena took her eyes off the road for a moment and gave her a look of deep dissent. "Twenty-six, she did. At four dollars each, which is the cut the club leaves us, that makes one hundred and four dollars in total. We don't even cover the travel expenses with that! If she had been quicker, she could have reached forty customers, at least. Will you explain to me why we went all the way out there then?"

Curled up in the dark, Fanny listened, growing more and more worried. Tears stung her eyes: if she hadn't fully met her mistresses' expectations, it meant she would never be allowed to return to that delightful place again. She would have loved to have her say, to explain how much she had given it her all, but she hadn't been invited to speak, and like a well-trained slave, she maintained absolute silence.

Victoria, on the other hand, smiled, amused by her friend's rigidity. "But we didn't do it for the money, Elena. It was just to test our little slut. And I’d say she loved it. Did you see what a little puddle she left on the faux-leather kneeling pad? Her little fountain has never been as active as it was tonight. Right, Fanny? Did you like it? You can speak, you know, I authorize you."

The sissy was immensely comforted by those kind words. From the depths of the trunk, her voice muffled by the carpeting, she made sure to have her say for once: "It was... it was very beautiful, my Mistress. I’ve always heard talk about these strange places. I even thought they didn't exist in reality. I’d gladly do it all over again tomorrow."

The two women burst out laughing heartily, filling the cabin with cheer.

"I bet!" Elena commented ironically. "I hadn't the slightest doubt. Rather, shall we stop to grab a bite? Further ahead, there's a service station with a diner. It'll just be the usual truckers at this hour, but they should be able to serve us a hot plate."

"All right, let's stop," Victoria replied. Then, turning slightly toward the back of the car, she added: "What do you think, Fanny? Are you hungry?"

The sissy felt a sudden shiver. The mere word truckers had an immediate and uncontrollable effect on her broken faucet, which instantly began to leak conspicuously onto the carpet. "I... I feel quite full tonight, Mistress. Maybe while you two eat inside, I can take a little stroll around the truck parking lot, just to walk around a bit."

"I can picture perfectly well what you’ll try to do with those poor men!" Elena commented immediately with malice, steering into the deceleration lane.

The car took the exit toward the service station and pulled up right next to the diner's entrance. The outside lot was packed with enormous semi-trucks loaded with freight. Victoria got out, opened the trunk lid, and gave Fanny the green light, leaving the collar around her neck but unclipping the leash to let her move freely.

The two women headed toward the venue, while the sissy, drawn by the various smells of diesel and asphalt, sniffed the night air and, trotting awkwardly in her high heels, headed straight toward the shadows where the trucks were lined up.

While Elena was ordering something good to eat from the waitress behind the counter, she leaned toward the window to see what was happening out in the lot, which was illuminated by yellow streetlamps. She was just in time to see a pot-bellied brute with a t-shirt that was too short, from which a hairy belly button protruded. The man, both his hands firmly planted on Fanny’s bare bottom, was shoving her decisively up into the high cab of his rig, before immediately following her inside and slamming the door shut with a sharp thud.

"Just as I thought," Elena said to Victoria, shaking her head with a mixture of cynicism and resignation.

Victoria smiled and, in an almost maternal tone, commented: "She can't resist, it's stronger than her. You have to have patience, Elena... Fanny always feels like she’s inside a fairy tale. Like the princess with the seven ogres."

"Actually, the original fairy tale is Snow White and the Seven Dwarfs," Elena countered, looking at her sideways. "And anyway, in no version does it end in the depraved way she desires."

Victoria chuckled, shrugging her shoulders. "Are you sure? And yet, she always tells me that her mother, to put her to sleep back when she was still a boy named Julian, used to tell her that exact strange version of the fairy tale with the ogres, and she absolutely loved it. She says that story always gave her the most beautiful and pleasant dreams."

Elena picked up the plate of meat and roasted potatoes that the waitress had just placed on the table and began to eat in silence, preferring not to comment any further on that absurd discussion. Fanny’s psychological world was entirely different from hers, starting with the perverse fairy tales that had cradled her childhood so long ago.


Book 5 – Episode 8: The Pisa Souvenir

Inside the service station diner, the atmosphere was typical of late-night highway stops: overly bright neon lights, the smell of burnt coffee, and the low hum of refrigerators. Elena and Victoria sat at the corner table, continuing to discuss their slave while eating their dinner.

"I'm just saying you should be much harder on her, Victoria," Elena began, spearing a piece of meat with her fork. "You should keep her on a short leash at all times, without granting her all these freedoms. A sissy left to run wild just ends up causing chaos."

Victoria calmly sipped her drink, leaning back into her seat with a relaxed smile. "But she doesn't need that, Elena. Fanny is already totally obedient; she answers to every single command. As long as she does what I order, I think it's fair to let her have some fun. Look at how she bolted into that lot—she's happy."

"Have some fun? That's hormonal anarchy," Elena countered, turning to look out the large window facing the dark parking lot.

From that position, Elena’s clinical eye kept watch on the cab of the enormous semi-truck into which Fanny had vanished shortly before. The sissy was still inside, but the situation in the lot was taking a decidedly crowded turn. Around the truck’s steps, there was an unusual coming and going: one trucker had just climbed down, pulling up his pants zipper with a sharp yank, while another climbed up immediately after him, shutting the door behind his back. Outside, grouped in a circle near the massive tires, there were at least a dozen men laughing boisterously, talking loudly, and mimicking explicit gestures and unmistakable positions with their hands.

"Look out there, Victoria," Elena commented, gesturing toward the scene with her chin. "Your 'princess' has set up an assembly line. Those guys are trading shifts like it's a carnival attraction."

Victoria cast a casual glance beyond the glass and played it down with a little laugh. "Well, I told you she's generous. At least this way we don't have to worry about her suffering from loneliness in the trunk for the rest of the trip."

The line in the parking lot was growing longer and longer. The men were showing some impatience, and a heated argument broke out. At a certain point they calmed down, as if an agreement had been reached, and as soon as Fanny’s last customer stepped out of the cab, three of them climbed up at the same time. The driver's cab soon began to rock conspicuously in every direction, cushioned only by the bounce of the suspension. Something strange was happening inside—something that could only be imagined given the situation.

The two women finished eating at their leisure, making ironic comments on the sissy's efficiency, then stood up and paid the bill at the register. The latest development didn't shock them at all; they were getting used to everything with that insatiable little slut.

As soon as they stepped through the diner's sliding doors, the cool night air welcomed them, along with the murmur that was slowly dying down among the trucks. Right at that moment, the semi's door opened and Fanny slid out. She was visibly wrecked: her hair was disheveled, her makeup reduced to a messy mask, and she walked with her legs conspicuously wide apart, moving in jerks as if she literally couldn't squeeze her thighs together.

Victoria and Elena walked out to meet her, stopping a few paces away.

"Care to explain what happened in there? You walk like you're on tank treads," Victoria asked her, eyeing her with a mix of amusement and curiosity.

Fanny didn't answer with words right away. With a slow and awkward movement, she turned her back to her mistresses, grabbed the edges of her miniskirt, lifted it all the way up, and bent sharply forward. Protruding deep from the rear of her body was a strange and obvious cylindrical base made of white plaster.

Victoria widened her eyes, leaning down slightly to get a better look at the foreign object. "What on earth is that thing, Fanny?"

The sissy, maintaining her bent position and panting slightly from the exertion, replied with a thread of a completely submissive voice: "It’s... it’s a plaster reproduction of a famous Italian tower, my Mistress. The trucker kept it fixed on his dashboard as a lucky charm... I liked its shape so much that, at the end of the session, he decided to give it to me as a gift."

Elena stared at the scene for three solid seconds, then burst into a roaring laugh that echoed through the deserted parking lot. "The Leaning Tower of Pisa! I don't believe it—you got yourself rammed with a plaster souvenir!" Her face instantly turned strict and predatory as she addressed the slave. "Well, little whore, since you like gifts, now you’re keeping it exactly inside there for the entire ride back home. And woe to you if you try to take it out!"

Fanny let out a weak whimper of assent, letting her skirt drop back down over the unusual artistic obstacle.

Shortly after, the car set off again on the highway, heading for home. While the sissy took her place back in the trunk, forced to travel in an absurdly rigid position because of the Tuscan souvenir, Victoria switched her smartphone back on in the front seat. The screen lit up immediately, flooded by a relentless rain of notifications: on social media, the video shot at the park that afternoon had officially gone viral, and Victoria’s account was literally blowing up with comments, shares, and new followers from all over the country.


Book 5 – Episode 9: Julian’s Truth

Victoria burst out laughing, staring at her phone screen as it kept lighting up at a pounding pace. "Sissy, look at how persistent this circus owner is. He just sent another picture to convince us. What a strange thing, though... look, it looks huge, dark, and gray. What on earth could it be?"

Elena cast a fleeting glance toward the smartphone, studying the image for a few seconds before Victoria leaned all the way back, shoving her arm under the trunk's rear shelf to show the display directly to Fanny.

"How hideous! Gray, wrinkly, and gigantic... I know what that is, Victoria, and it is something completely out of this world!" Elena exclaimed, shaking her head with a mix of disgust and incredulity as she put her hands back on the steering wheel. "That sicko wants to take her into the circus attraction pen, let me tell you. Total nonsense about a niche show. That’s a one-way ticket to the emergency room."

The sissy, looking at that illuminated image in the darkness of the trunk, understood instantly what it was. The impressive bulk and that wrinkled, ancient texture evoked unspeakable fantasies in her mind. She had one of her sudden moments of total liquidity, feeling her faucet start up like crazy and soak the carpet, but she preferred not to say a word so as not to interrupt her mistresses.

Victoria retrieved the phone, amused by that reaction, and continued to taunt the slave out loud: "Of course, a show with a thing like that would draw a crazy crowd, don't you think, my beautiful little Piggy? Or maybe I should say little Elephant. We’d pack the big top. Would you be up for it? Come on, what do I reply to the message? Do I tell him you accept the challenge?"

Immediately, from beneath the rear shelf, came an enthusiastic, visceral, and muffled: "Yes!!!"

Victoria burst out laughing heartily, turning toward Elena. "I was only joking! As if I’d ever let you do something like that, Fanny. No circus, forget it, I said it and I mean it. Though I can well imagine how much you’d love to get yourself devastated by a beast like that for the joy of the spectators."

"You’re too good to her," Elena grunted, turning sharply at the last intersection before heading down the street toward home. "I would have already rented her out to the circus for a week. At least she would have learned what real work means, instead of being a spoiled, high-maintenance slut in luxury clubs."

Fanny remained silent in the trunk, thinking for the rest of the ride about that strange, colossal opportunity and her mistress's unjustified refusal. The more her mind visualized that gray, wrinkly object, the more her body responded with pangs of forbidden pleasure.

Finally, the car came to a halt in the garage. Fanny climbed out of the trunk and, still walking with her legs conspicuously wide apart and rigid due to the Tuscan souvenir, tackled the steps of the apartment building stairs with tremendous effort, letting out little whimpers at every single step.

"She has to keep it shoved inside until tomorrow morning, mind you," Elena decreed at the apartment door, looking at the sissy panting on the hallway floor. "She needs to learn to control herself, to say no every once in a while instead of accepting whatever gets shoved into her by truckers. A little healthy nighttime discipline will do her good."

Victoria reassured her with a knowing nod, promising she would do exactly as she said. Then, as soon as Elena left and the armored door clicked shut, the Mistress turned toward the slave with a tone that was suddenly softer: "You can take it out now, Fanny. Don't worry, Elena is gone and I'm the boss here."

With a sigh of immense relief, the sissy finally slid out the Leaning Tower of Pisa and proudly showed it to her mistress, roughly wiping it clean. It was truly very well made: even though it was crooked, the hard stone of the souvenir had a decidedly stimulating anatomical shape.

Victoria barely looked at it, then crossed her arms and suddenly changed the subject, fixing her gaze on her belly. "What do you think, beautiful Sissy... is the belly starting to show, in your opinion? Are you by any chance jealous of Karim’s child? Would you be up for signing as the father at the registry office when it’s born?"

Fanny, caught off guard by such a serious, intimate, and destabilizing question, lost her mask for a brief instant. She forgot to use her usual falsetto voice, shed the persona of the little whore, and went back to expressing herself in the deep, masculine voice from when she was still a man.

"But... it will be dark-skinned," Julian replied, looking Victoria in the eyes with sincere concern. "What will people think of me? What will the neighbors or my colleagues say when they see us out and about with a baby that is clearly not mine?"

Victoria remained silent for a second, then burst into one of her loudest and most brazen laughs. "Julian, you just gave me a great idea! Do you know what we'll do once the baby is born? Every now and then, I'll force you to put on your old men's clothes. We'll walk around the city center with the stroller—you dressed as a guy and me by your side. I really want to hear the comments people make behind your back! They’ll definitely say you're the most colossal cuckold in history... Does that idea turn you on?"

"No, not that much," Julian replied, lowering his gaze, visibly uncomfortable at the prospect of that public masculine humiliation.

Victoria gave him an affectionate pat on the cheek, changing the atmosphere once again with her usual unpredictability. "Tell you what instead? Now we’re going to get some sleep to recover our strength. Then, tonight, we’ll get dressed and put on makeup like two real streetwalkers and go dancing at the club. To hell with Karim and his relatives in Africa! We’ll pick up two beautiful, buff hunks. How about it?"

At those words, the sissy’s face lit up, and Fanny immediately resurfaced, sporting a radiant smile. For the longest time, she had dreamed of going dancing in a real club, free, wearing makeup and dressed as a woman. However, the experience of the evening just spent and the prospect of the dance club started a thousand questions buzzing in her head. She curled up at the foot of the couch where Victoria had just laid down, looking up at her from below.

"Mistress... what kind of tastes will the men at the club have?" Fanny asked, her eyes shining with curiosity. "I mean, there’s no wall or glass to protect us there. It will all be out in the open, right in the middle of the dance floor. If they hit on us... what are we supposed to do? Should I give in right away if someone buys me a drink?"

Victoria stroked her hair, amused by that sudden fervor. "At the club, there is prey and then there is prey, Fanny. The men there are looking for fresh meat; they are hunters. And we will be the perfect bait."

"And if... if I find someone like the guy with the piercings tonight?" the sissy continued, almost intimidated but visibly excited. "Or if they want to take me to the venue's bathrooms? Do I have to do like at the Glory Hole and take them all in a row, or should I act hard to get like a real woman? If they touch me while we're dancing, should I let them or do I look at you for permission?"

"You won't do anything I don't tell you to do," Victoria replied with a firm but amused tone. "If someone buys you a drink, you accept it. If they grind against you on the dance floor, you wag your backside just like you did tonight with the Leaning Tower of Pisa. And if someone says it's time to take you to the bathrooms... well, I’ll be the one to decide if the man is worthy of my slave or if we should leave him high and dry. You just worry about putting on heavy makeup; tonight I want us to look like two real predators of the night."

Fanny smiled, feeling a shiver run down her spine. The idea of going dancing, of being used and watched in such a public and chaotic context under Victoria’s careful direction, was the fulfillment of her every forbidden dream.


Book 5 – Episode 10: The Pregnancy Effect

Getting ready for the night took hours. In the bedroom, Victoria pulled the most provocative outfits out of the closet. For Fanny, she chose a tiny white miniskirt made entirely of detached strips of fabric that fluttered with her every single step.

"No panties needed with this one, Fanny," Victoria decreed, tossing her the garment, "but the chastity cage is a must. And we’re adding the six-centimeter steel plug. You’ll keep it inserted only until we reach the club’s entrance, just to keep your backside nice and tight during the ride."

On top, she had her wear a shiny black top with heavy padding at the chest, which left her belly completely bare. The makeup was pushed to the absolute limit: heavy smudged dark eyeshadow, incredibly long fake eyelashes, and a glossy, fire-engine red lipstick outlined with a black pencil. Victoria, on the other hand, opted for a slightly more sophisticated yet incredibly sensual look: a single-piece dress in burgundy velvet with a generous cleavage. On the front, her round belly was beginning to slightly show, reshaping her curves.

Fanny, looking at the mirror alongside her mistress, flashed a sly smile. "You know, Mistress... the males are going to compete for you tonight when they see that belly. With pregnant women, they know they don't need to use protection or be gentle. They’re going to lose their minds."

Victoria burst out laughing, adjusting her hair. "Gladly! Let them have their fun. That way, when we get back home, you’ll have plenty of work to do with your little mouth to clean me up."

To avoid any trouble with traffic stops and to be able to drink freely, the two took a taxi. During the ride, Fanny had to squeeze her thighs tightly due to the six-centimeter plug pressing hard with every curve, while Victoria monitored the views on the social media video, which were officially skyrocketing.

Once they stepped inside the club, the atmosphere immediately became a chaotic vortex of strobe lights, high-volume techno music, and thick smoke. At the bar counter, Victoria ordered an endless series of strong cocktails, paid for promptly by the first patrons who had approached to hit on them. Fanny, freed from the plug in the bathrooms before hitting the floor, began to dance, frantically shaking the white fabric strips of her skirt.

From that moment on, the sissy was literally handled like a rag doll by a flood of strangers. In the delirium of the alcohol and the thumping bass that made their stomachs vibrate, everything happened, and memories began to fragment, suspended in a limbo of blurry images. Fanny remembered and didn't remember, lost in an alcoholic haze where the faces of the men blurred out one after the other.

However, one sharp memory emerged vividly from the chaos: her encounter with a gigantic, incredibly hairy, muscular, and brute guy—exactly the kind of man who triggered her lowest instincts and whom she loved to distraction. That mountain of a man had dragged her toward the venue's bathrooms, where in a short time a mile-long, messy line of waiting customers had formed behind the door. Fanny was in sheer ecstasy, completely submissive to the fury of that hairy giant, when suddenly a group of younger, arrogant guys burst in, literally ripping her from his hands to take her away into the VIP booth area.

In her hazy mind, Fanny remembered the sense of urgency that had struck her: she had yielded to that new group, trying to satisfy them all as fast as possible, moving her mouth and body with desperate haste for the sole purpose of breaking free and running back to that hairy giant who had bewitched her. But when she finally managed to slide away from the booths and head back, the man had mysteriously vanished into thin air, leaving her with an insatiable sense of emptiness. Then there were only more dim lights, rough hands grabbing her by the collar and shoving her against the tiles, and a continuous coming and going of unbuttoned shirts in the dark, until the alcohol completely shut down her consciousness.

The next day, the blinding morning light woke Victoria up in her bed. Her head felt heavy, and she had a total memory blank regarding how the night had concluded. She sat up, noticing that her burgundy dress was tossed haphazardly on the floor.

"Fanny... get in here," she called out in a raspy voice.

The sissy entered the room, shuffling her feet, her makeup still a disastrous wreck, and her top torn at one shoulder. She knelt down immediately at the foot of the bed.

"Clean right here, use your little mouth," Victoria ordered, pointing at her own legs, which were still dirty with the residues of the previous night.

Fanny obeyed instantly, moving her velvet tongue with devotion. While executing the task, she confirmed her mistress's suspicions in a high, fluty voice: "There was a crazy coming and going last night in the VIP booths, my Mistress... It’s the effect your pregnancy has on the males. They were completely out of control."

Victoria chuckled, enjoying the sensation of the slave's tongue, then leaned forward and reached her hand toward Fanny’s backside. She slid her fingers behind, underneath the strips of the white miniskirt, and found not the slightest resistance. The flesh was incredibly soft, wide open, and elastic.

"Little whore... I see the entire club had a good time back here last night," Victoria commented with a knowing grin.

"Yes, Mistress... it's just a pity I remember almost nothing," Fanny replied, sighing with regret between one lap and the next. "We should absolutely go back there, but sober next time."

Victoria lifted her chin, locking eyes with her watery gaze. "Don't you worry, my beautiful little pig. This morning, while you were asleep, I wrote back to the circus owner... I wanted to give you a wonderful surprise."

At those words, Fanny’s mind instantly visualized the huge, gray, and wrinkly image she had seen on the phone during the trip. Excitement overwhelmed her instantly: happy and terrified at the thought of what awaited her under the big top, she frantically accelerated the pace of her little tongue on Victoria’s legs, while her biological faucet, completely unhinged by the emotion, released an unstoppable, long, and continuous hot jet that abundantly soaked the bedroom floor.
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