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Book 6 – Episode 1: Julian's Return

The air in the apartment's grand living room was thick with the metallic tang of cleaning products and the hot steam of the vacuum. The memories of their last wild nights were long gone now. Time had slipped away with the relentless slowness of months of waiting, and Victoria was easing into her seventh month of pregnancy. Her belly was no longer a soft suggestion — it had become a round, prominent womb, a smooth, heavy stone that had changed her posture, forcing her to move with an almost regal, stately calm.

Victoria lay sunk into the velvet of the couch, an orthopedic pillow behind her back, her legs spread slightly to make room for the burden of the life growing inside her. On the big wall screen, the glossy images of an overseas romantic comedy scrolled by. On TV, the leading lady was wrestling with a textbook romantic dilemma, torn between two diametrically opposed suitors.

In the kitchen meanwhile came the rhythmic scrubbing of a sponge against the backsplash tiles. Fanny had been working for hours. She wore her usual maid's uniform: a flared little skirt with black lace that hit mid-thigh, a starched white apron cinched at the waist to emphasize the line of her hips, and a pair of black pumps with twelve-centimeter stiletto heels that made every step ring out with a metallic, cadenced click. Her hair was pinned up, and her makeup, though light for housework, defined her lips with a sheen of pink lip gloss.

"Fanny! Come here to the living room for a second!" Victoria's voice rang out crystal clear, cutting through the sound of running water.

The Sissy quickly dried her hands on a dish towel, gave her skirt a quick smoothing with both hands, and hurried to the living room with the small, swaying trot her heels made mandatory. Reaching a spot a yard from the couch, she bent her knees into a perfect little curtsy, clasping her hands in front of her apron.

"Yes, Mistress. Do you need something to drink, or shall I warm up the tea for your swollen legs?"

Victoria didn't tear her eyes from the screen right away, only waving a hand toward the TV. "No, no, come look at this instead. Sit down on the floor by the pouf and tell me what you think. I was watching this movie... The heroine's having an affair with two men at once and keeps whining that she can't choose. Which one would you pick, in her place?"

Fanny curled up on the soft rug, carefully arranging the pleats of her miniskirt under her thighs so as not to show her panties. She watched the screen for a few seconds, studying the scene.

"See," Victoria went on, smoothing down her knit maternity dress. "Look at the Black one. He's dirt poor, works as a mechanic in some backwater garage, but he's clearly built. In this scene the heroine tells her best friend that with him she experiences things she's never felt before, that he leaves her completely full and exhausted every time they make love. The other one, though... look, the little blond one, the white guy. He's small, filthy rich, an heir who buys her diamonds and takes her up in a helicopter, very romantic, writes her poetry — but in bed... well, the girl admitted that he's done in under a minute and falls right asleep."

Fanny didn't think about it for even a moment. Her instinct, by now completely reprogrammed by months of conditioning, answered before her mind could even filter the words. A wicked smile curved her glossy lips.

"The first one, Mistress, no question. Looks like he's got such a full, oversized package in those pants that it'd be a crime to choose poetry over that."

Victoria burst into a booming laugh, one of those full laughs that made her belly bounce. "You're such a pig! Always the same Sissy, obsessed with size! Anyway, don't worry, I already saw this movie years ago. In the end she makes the logical choice: marries the rich, impotent one to enjoy the mansion and the money, and hires the other as her personal driver so he can take care of her on business trips. A real happy ending for everyone."

Fanny lowered her eyes with a small, amused sigh. "Only in movies do you get endings where everyone lives happily ever after, Mistress. In real life, things are a little more complicated."

Victoria stopped laughing and rested her hands on top of her belly. An expression of mild relief mixed with irritation crossed her face. "Ow... he's kicking like a demon today. Look, you can even see it through the fabric. The OB says that when he's this worked up I should walk around a bit — the motion usually rocks him and calms him down."

Victoria fell silent for a few seconds, looking down at Fanny with a thoughtful expression the Sissy had learned to both dread and love. In her Mistress's eyes that perverse spark had lit up, the one that always came before some new psychological experiment.

"You know what just occurred to me, Fanny?" Victoria said, tapping her fingers on her belly. "It's a beautiful sunny day today. We could go take a nice walk in the city park. And you... well, you could put on Julian's old men's clothes."

A cold shiver ran down Fanny's spine, raising the hair on the backs of her hands. "In... in men's clothes, Mistress?"

"Yes! It'd be a fantastic dress rehearsal for after the baby's born," Victoria exclaimed, brightening and pulling herself up slightly. "I can't wait for the baby to be born so we can go out together with the stroller and hear what people whisper behind our backs. Just picture the scene: distinguished white husband, and a baby who's obviously Black. People turning, whispering, staring at you and wondering just what kind of cuckold you are. It'd be so, so exciting, don't you think?"

Fanny swallowed hard. The mere thought of reopening that dusty closet gave her a wave of vertigo, of estrangement. "But... Mistress... it's been so long since I've worn them. The last time was months ago. I don't even know if they still fit, and besides... I don't remember how to walk without heels anymore. I'd feel completely out of place."

"Oh, what are you talking about! Of course you can walk," Victoria dismissed her with a wave of the hand, starting to rise from the couch with a certain slowness because of the weight. "Just stop wiggling your butt in that obscene, ridiculous way you always do when you wear skirts. Come on, up you get. Go to the bedroom and dig out a pair of pants and a shirt. I'll give you twenty minutes."

Reopening the closet reserved for the remnants of his old life was, for Julian, an almost ghostly experience. The men's clothes hung there, wrapped in clear plastic garment bags, like relics from some past geological era. They smelled of the dry cleaner's and of being shut away.

Julian reluctantly slipped off the maid's uniform, left standing in his underwear. He pulled a pair of khaki chinos and a well-made long-sleeved light blue shirt off the hanger. When he pulled his legs into the pants, his first sensation was of a total lack of containment: used to compression tights, the little girdle, and the chastity cage, the soft fabric of men's pants felt to him like an enormous sack, empty, shapeless. The shirt, buttoned to the second-to-last button, pulled slightly across his shoulders — shaped by housework and by slavish movements — but hung loose and flat around his waist.

The hardest part was the shoes. He pulled out a pair of brown leather lace-ups. Without the four or five inches of lift his tendons had by now adapted to, the impact of his heel landing completely flat on the floor gave him the sensation of falling backward. He walked with his knees slightly bent, his back rigid, his balance precarious.

Before leaving the room, he looked at himself in the mirror. The contrast was grotesque: his face was well-groomed, beardless thanks to constant laser hair removal, his lips soft, and the set of his shoulders naturally curled inward, in a posture of constant submission. Wearing men's clothes didn't make him look like a man — it made him look like a crossdresser in reverse, a person with no identity, clumsily trying to pass himself off as male.

Victoria was waiting for him in the entryway, wearing a light coat open over her belly and comfortable flats. The moment she saw him appear from the hallway, she burst into a stifled laugh, covering her mouth with her manicured fingers.

"Oh my God, Julian... you're pathetic! You look like a mannequin assembled backward," Victoria said, shaking her head. "Look how you're walking! It's like you've got two blocks of wood instead of ankles."

"It's just... the soles of my feet hurt without a heel, Mistress," he mumbled, keeping his eyes down.

"No 'Mistress' outside this door, remember that! Today you're my devoted, pathetic husband. Try to remember how that's done."

Once they were out through the building's front door, the impact of the crisp early-afternoon air and the sunlight was disorienting. The city park was only a few hundred yards away and was full of families, elderly people on benches, and people out walking their dogs.

Victoria walked at a slow pace, one hand resting under her belly to support its weight. Julian walked beside her, but his gait was a disaster. Without the forced stability of a stiletto heel and the constraint of a straight skirt, his hips kept swaying involuntarily. With every step his backside moved in a fluid rhythm, and his shoulders rocked to compensate for the lack of balance.

"Julian, cut it out!" Victoria scolded him under her breath, not letting her smile drop so as not to draw the attention of passersby. "You're wiggling that ass of yours in a shameful way. Keep those legs apart! Take longer strides! You look like a horny gay man trying to get the whole park's attention."

"I'm... I'm trying, Victoria, but the pants feel strange... it's like I'm walking blind," he stammered, trying to stiffen his hips, which only made him look even more unnatural, like a robot with jammed gears.

As they walked down the main tree-lined avenue, paved in fine gravel, another couple approached from the opposite direction. The woman was visibly pregnant too, her belly much the same size as Victoria's. The husband was a man in his forties, solidly built, wearing a sport jacket, hands in his pockets, with the typical air of authority of a bourgeois head of household.

The two groups crossed paths, and the classic dynamic between pregnant women kicked in immediately. Their eyes met, dropped to each other's bellies, and the two women exchanged a knowing smile that stopped all four of them in their tracks.

"Oh, congratulations!" the unfamiliar woman began, a well-groomed blonde in her thirties. "I see we're at almost the same point! What month are you?"

"Just started my seventh," Victoria replied in her usual bright, warm voice, stopping in the middle of the path. "And you?"

"Seventh too! Due date's the end of September," the other woman replied, stroking her bump. "Boy or girl?"

"A handsome little boy," Victoria said with a dazzling smile, shooting a quick glance at Julian, who stood frozen beside her, hands clasped in front of his hips, in exactly the position he assumed when wearing the maid's apron.

The stranger's husband, at that point, shifted his gaze to Julian. He looked him up and down, lingering for a second on the oddly yielding posture of this man in the blue shirt and on his face, entirely free of any five-o'clock shadow or rugged masculine features.

"A boy, fantastic!" the man said, stepping forward and giving Julian a hearty, almost violent clap on the shoulder. "Congrats to Dad, then! I bet you're over the moon, huh? There's no better feeling for a man. Changes your whole life."

Julian flinched at the physical contact. His brain short-circuited. The role of husband, which until ten minutes earlier had only been a fantasy playing out in Victoria's head, was suddenly demanding a real social performance in front of another alpha male.

"Yes... I... I mean," Julian stammered, his voice coming out a little too high-pitched at first, before he forced himself to clear his throat and drop it an octave. "Yes, of course."

Victoria bit her lower lip, turning her face to the side and pretending to look at a tree so she wouldn't burst out laughing in front of the two strangers.

The man, though, kept going, fueled by his masculine pride as a father-to-be: "First one? Let me tell you, when you hold him for the first time in the delivery room... well, you'll understand what it really means to be a man. Carrying on your own genes, seeing your own blood in a new life, finally having an heir who looks just like you in every way. That's the ultimate satisfaction for us, right?"

Julian stared at the man. For an instant, beneath the layers of conditioning, beneath the removed lipstick and the memory of the maid's skirt, the mind of the old Julian — the man who had once hoped for a normal life, a career, a traditional family — gave a jolt of pure anguish. He looked at Victoria, who was visibly trembling with the effort of holding back her laughter.

"Yes... I suppose," Julian stammered, lacing his fingers together so tightly his knuckles turned white. "I think... I think it's every real man's dream. Passing on your genes... having heirs who... who look like you."

"Exactly! Well said!" the man concluded, giving him another vigorous handshake that nearly knocked Julian off balance on his flat shoes. "Best of luck with everything, you two!"

"Same to you, all the best!" Victoria replied in a bright, ringing voice.

The two couples set off again down the path in opposite directions.

The moment they were twenty yards apart, the unfamiliar woman leaned in toward her husband, lowering her voice — but not enough to keep the mid-afternoon breeze from carrying a few fragments of their conversation.

"What kind of answers did you get out of him?" the wife asked her husband, elbowing him in the side. "And what were you even asking him that for? Didn't you see how that guy walks?"

Her husband gave a short, low laugh. "What do you mean?"

"Oh come on! She's clearly getting more action in that marriage than he is, mark my words! And that woman... well, she's got the look of someone who doesn't exactly hold back when the husband's out of the house."

The man turned for a brief second to look at them from behind. "Yeah... now that I get a better look from back here... good God, the way he moves those cheeks. Wiggles his ass exactly like a female in heat."

The two of them laughed quietly and walked on toward the park exit for good.

Meanwhile, Victoria and Julian had reached a more secluded stretch of the path, shaded by tall chestnut trees. Victoria couldn't hold it in any longer: she stopped, leaned a shoulder against a tree trunk, and let out a loud, clear laugh that sent a startled flock of sparrows flying up off the grass.

"Oh God... every real man's dream! Passing on your genes!" Victoria repeated, dabbing a stray tear from the corner of her eye with her fingertip. "Julian, you were incredible. An Oscar-worthy performance. Would you mind explaining to me what got into that thick head of yours?"

Julian stopped a yard from her, keeping his eyes fixed on the gravel. His face was flushed with shame, a bright red that climbed from his shirt collar all the way behind his ears.

"So when we come back here with the stroller, what exactly are you planning to tell people like him?" Victoria went on, the laughter in her voice shifting into a note of cold sarcasm. "What will you say when they see a baby as dark as night poking out from under the blanket, with Karim's curly hair? Will you tell them you've got some hidden African ancestor in the family tree?"

"I... I don't know," Julian mumbled, and for the first time in months his voice didn't carry Fanny's fluted lilt, but the rough, frustrated grain of a man backed into a corner. "It just came out of me, that answer. It was a matter of... of pride."

Victoria stopped smiling instantly. The mood between them shifted at once, turning cold as a steel blade. She took a step forward, closing the distance, and looked him over from the height of her role, flats or no flats.

"Pride?" Victoria said, pronouncing the word as if it were something disgusting. "What pride are you even talking about, Julian? Look at yourself. You're dressed as a man and you look like a botched caricature. You're a Sissy. Your only role in life is to endure, to serve, and to be used. You have no genes to pass on, no heirs to raise, and no pride whatsoever to defend in front of other men."

She took another step, staring straight into his eyes. "Being humiliated — knowing another man got your Mistress pregnant while you were polishing his shoes or serving him a drink — that's exactly what should turn you on. That's why we keep you around. If you've still got even one scrap of that manly pride you're talking about, it means we've done a terrible job with you so far."

Julian didn't have the nerve to answer. He dropped his head, unable to hold the woman's stern gaze.

But as he stood there in silence, the wind stirring the too-loose fabric of his khaki pants, something strange and profound happened inside him. His resolve to reclaim some scrap of masculine dignity — that small flicker of "pride" that had driven him to answer the stranger — cracked instantly under the axe blow of Victoria's words.

And yet, beneath that crack, there was no despair. There was something else.

Victoria was right. Knowing that the man in the park had taken him for a real father, only to mock him behind his back for his feminine walk; knowing that in a few weeks he'd be out here pushing the stroller of a baby fathered by Karim, a man who had dominated and used him; fully grasping the sheer scale of his own total, irreversible, public social castration... none of it made him angry.

Instead, it projected him into a future of humiliation so vast, so perfect, so utterly without escape that it short-circuited something inside him.

Julian felt a sensation he hadn't felt in what seemed like forever. Beneath the loose fabric of the men's pants, where the absence of the chastity cage left the flesh free to react for once, he felt a faint, unmistakable stiffening. Not a full erection — his body was by now too used to its passive role — but a warm, throbbing swelling, accompanied by the inevitable, ruinous response of his body.

His "broken faucet," triggered by that overdose of shame and loss of role, started giving way again. A liquid stream, thick and steady, began seeping through his underwear, spreading quickly across the pale fabric of the khaki pants, right at the crotch.

Victoria looked down, immediately noticing the dark stain spreading across the bluish fabric of the pants.

A slow, merciless, triumphant smile spread across her lips.

"Look at that..." Victoria whispered, pointing at the stain with the tip of her shoe. "The big man of the house... the future family father... has already wet his own pants like a little bitch in heat. Let's go home, Julian. It's time you took off this male garbage and got back down on all fours where you belong."


Book 6 – Episode 2: The Fear of Waking Up

Back inside the apartment, the silence of the house settled over Victoria and Julian like a heavy blanket of air. The metallic click of the lock snapping shut behind them marked the end of that disastrous public experiment. Julian stood frozen in the entryway, arms hanging at his sides like a marionette with its strings cut, head bowed, staring at the dark, damp stain that ruined the crotch of his khaki pants.

Victoria kicked off her flats with a sigh of relief, letting the light coat drop onto the coat rack. Then she turned toward him, looking him over with a mix of disdain and cold psychological calculation.

"Come to the living room," she ordered, her voice firm but not raised, as she made her way slowly toward the couch.

Julian followed her with short, awkward steps, the flat soles of his men's shoes scuffing against the parquet. Every movement of the wet fabric against his skin reminded him of the scale of his failure, of his abject weakness. Reaching the center of the room, he stood facing her.

Victoria settled onto the couch, leaning well back against a pillow to relieve the constant pressure of her seventh month. Her prominent belly lifted the fabric of her maternity dress, making every gesture slow, heavy, and inevitably commanding.

"Did those wet pants go to your head?" Victoria began, crossing her arms over her belly and fixing him with a hardness that allowed no argument. "Don't you want to be a Sissy anymore? Say it plainly, I don't want half measures. Do you want me to call Elena to whip you back into line?"

The name Elena rang out in the room like a tangible threat, conjuring in Julian's mind the image of a merciless discipline, stripped of any affectionate concession. A shiver ran down his spine, making the blue shirt he was wearing tremble.

"I'm sorry, Mistress, I don't know what's gotten into me," Julian answered, his voice wavering, terrified, between the man's deep register and Fanny's fluted tone, betraying the total chaos ravaging his soul. "For a while now I've been thinking about what would happen if I realized this whole thing was a dream and suddenly woke up as Julian. Today's outing has only made this fear worse. Please help me, I'm scared."

Victoria looked at him sternly, holding a glacial gaze that cut the slave's pleading short.

"Listen, you little slut, you need to make your peace with this. I'm not giving up our walks with you dressed as a man. It turns me on to no end to watch you struggle, stammer, blush — and I don't even want to think about what it'll be like once the baby's here. People's comments, the insinuations, the little laughs... just thinking about it makes me wet. Now tell me what's really going through that head of yours."

Fanny couldn't stand it any longer, that upright posture in men's clothes that felt to her like a heresy, an intolerable punishment. She let herself drop heavily to her knees on the rug in front of the couch, while Victoria stayed seated, leaning back even further to take the weight off the baby. The Sissy, completely demoralized and drained of every last scrap of male pride, gently rested her head on her Mistress's knee, right against the light fabric of her dress.

The scent of Victoria's skin, warm, intense, softened by the faint sweat of their walk, began having a certain effect on Fanny's scrambled senses almost at once.

The fact didn't escape Victoria's notice. With a smooth, casual motion, her Mistress grabbed the folds of her maternity dress and lifted them unhurriedly up to her waist, revealing her thick bush. Pregnancy was reshaping her body in profound ways: now in her seventh month, Victoria could no longer tolerate the elastic of panties pressing against her belly and swollen hips, and had given them up entirely. At the same time, the hormonal upheaval of carrying the baby had thickened her dark hair in a strange, pronounced way, right where her underwear should have been, creating a dense, wild dark thatch.

Her Mistress's scent, too, had grown stronger and more pronounced with each passing week. The constant pressure of the baby on her bladder made her need to urinate far more often, leaving frustrating, involuntary little drops that kept her lips constantly damp and warm.

Fanny, cheek still resting on Victoria's knee, couldn't resist that wild, primal scent, which vaguely called to mind the concentrated aroma of the fried fish she prepared more and more often in the kitchen at her Mistress's request, who was constantly at the mercy of the sudden, unruly junk-food cravings typical of her condition.

Without even waiting for an explicit order, guided only by a visceral need to lose herself completely, the Sissy's tongue pushed eagerly through that thick dark bush. Victoria's hands settled at once, decisively, on the back of her head, weaving their fingers into Fanny's hair to hold her there, to keep that unexpected urge to please her from fading before the intense final orgasm arrived.

"Forgive me, my Mistress," was all Fanny managed to say, her voice muffled, an instant before her face was pressed completely against that warm, damp, irresistibly scented cleft.

While Fanny's tongue worked with desperate devotion through the dark growth and the plump lips, yet another sudden kick from inside her belly landed against Victoria's compressed bladder. The blow triggered a copious, involuntary gush of warm urine, which Fanny only just managed to catch, sealing her lips and savoring every last drop with a total sense of submission.

Victoria let out a small sigh of relief, stroking the back of the slave's head more gently, though her grip remained firm.

"Don't worry," her Mistress murmured, her voice warm and reassuring. "You're my little slut. I'll re-train you if I have to. But you need to tell me honestly whether these little relapses of Julian's are just moments of weakness you want to suppress."

Fanny, her mouth completely occupied and her face soaked in Victoria's fluids, couldn't manage actual words. She nodded frantically, her cheeks dragging against her Mistress's thighs. Her tongue had gone almost wild, moving in a frantic, near-automatic rhythm. That intense, primal scent was intoxicating her to the point of near drunkenness, wiping out every rational thought of Julian, of the park, of men's clothes.

Fanny loved fried fish just as much, but when she cooked it for the house, her Mistress only ever left her the scraps to clean up — a bit still left to scrape off the shrimp shells or the cracked claws of the crabs. That scent aroused her beyond all measure, as if it flipped some magic switch in her brain that shut off every last trace of male rationality, throwing the doors wide open to remote, primal feminine instincts. She was going out of her mind, savoring that magic, living, pulsing cleft. Her tongue moved with a frenzy she'd never shown before, a work of pure carnal devotion that overwhelmed Victoria. Her Mistress arched her back on the couch, stiffened her thighs, and, with a muffled moan that made her belly tremble, squirted copiously straight onto her Sissy's face and hair.

Fanny stayed firmly in place until Victoria's last tremor had faded. Then she slowly drew her head back, thanking her Mistress for that extraordinary opportunity. Her face completely wet, glistening, and sticky, she looked up at her with glassy, reddened eyes, begging in a broken voice:

"Please, Mistress, I want nothing more than to stay your maid — punish me as I deserve whenever you see a regression, a return of Julian. Don't be afraid to go too far, and if you need Elena's help or anything else, don't hold back. I can feel Julian dangerously waking up, and it terrifies me."

Victoria smiled at her with a satisfied, maternal expression, running her fingers through the hair still wet with her own release.

"I will, don't worry," Victoria replied, her tone calm and final. "I would have anyway. You've already accepted a role. You have your little magic word, and until you use it to stop everything, I get to do whatever I want with you."

Fanny nodded fervently, staring at her Mistress with a pleading look. "Yes, my Mistress, I won't say it, but I'm afraid Julian will say it for me sooner or later. Please, re-train me."

Victoria kept stroking her head with slow, rhythmic movements, her gaze growing more distant, more calculating. She understood perfectly well the gravity of the situation: Julian's inner conflict was a crack that risked spreading dangerously, undermining the stability of their dynamic right when the baby's birth was drawing near. This called for emergency treatment, a drastic, exemplary intervention, before everything collapsed for good.

And Victoria knew perfectly well that only Elena, with her ruthless inventiveness and her total lack of empathy, was capable of managing and resolving a situation this difficult.

"All right, Fanny," Victoria said at last, withdrawing her hand from her hair. "Now get up, go to the bathroom, and get that ridiculous male junk off your body. Put it all in a trash bag and wash yourself thoroughly. I'll make a phone call in the meantime."

Fanny struggled to her feet, her knees aching from the long stretch on the floor. As she took her first steps toward the hallway, still clumsy in the flat men's shoes, she distinctly heard the sound of Victoria's smartphone keys as she dialed a number.

As the bathroom door closed behind her, Victoria's voice rang out clearly through the wood: "Elena? Hi, it's me. We've got an emergency with our Sissy... Yes, Julian is trying to raise the dead over here. We need you, something definitive... Bring the cage."


Book 6 – Episode 3: The Arrival of Miss Pain

The wait lasted exactly one hour, but to Fanny's terrified mind that stretch of time took on the dilated, merciless shape of an eternity. After stripping off the shirt and pants that had stirred up Julian's ghosts, and after sealing those clothes in a black trash bag with a panic-driven fury, the Sissy had gone back to the living room. She'd resumed her spot on the rug, strictly on her knees, head bowed, hands laced behind her back. She wore only a lace lingerie set, awaiting judgment.

On the couch, Victoria kept watching TV with Olympian calm, stroking her swollen seventh-month belly. Every so often she shot an amused glance at her trembling slave, savoring the thick aura of terror filling the room.

When the doorbell's chime finally sliced through the apartment's silence, Fanny flinched so violently her knees banged against the parquet.

"Stay exactly where you are, little dog," Victoria ordered, her voice smooth but unyielding, hauling herself up off the couch with some effort. "I'll go let your cure in."

The clank of the armored door's lock was followed by low voices in the entryway. Fanny expected to hear Elena's brisk, martial footsteps, ready to march toward her to deliver the usual cold discipline. But the sounds echoing down the hallway were different. There were two pairs of shoes. One was Elena's measured heel; the other was a heavy, metallic tread, like combat boots striking polished wood.

"Come in, make yourself at home," Victoria's voice said, tinged with a note of surprise and genuine curiosity. "You didn't tell me you'd be bringing company, Elena."

"It's a recent development," Elena replied, making her entrance into the living room. "And believe me, Victoria, the moment you explained the nature of the problem to me on the phone, I knew immediately she'd be the perfect medicine to cut out Julian's cancer."

Fanny slowly lifted her gaze from the floor, her heart pounding in her chest. Behind Elena had appeared a figure that looked like it had stepped straight out of a dark, grotesque nightmare.

She wasn't alone this time. The person with her was a dark-haired girl, unbelievably thin, almost skeletal, yet built with a wiry, taut musculature. Her skin was an unnatural pallor, white as cold wax, in stark contrast to her jet-black hair cut in an asymmetrical style. But what caught the eye instantly was the map of ink and metal covering her body. She was heavily tattooed with dark motifs: skulls with hollow eye sockets, sneering witches, tangles of thorny brambles, and esoteric symbols winding up her arms, climbing to her neck and vanishing beneath her collar.

The girl wore an outfit that was entirely black, aggressive and unsettling. Black combat boots with reinforced soles paired with a black leather miniskirt cinched by a studded belt. Above it she wore a fitted, slightly sheer black cotton T-shirt. It was obvious she wore no bra underneath: the thin fabric was stretched and warped by the presence of two large, unmistakable silver ring piercings punched through her nipples, standing out like a pair of metallic warnings. Numerous other piercings adorned her face: rings through her nostrils, her septum, her eyebrow, and a surgical-steel barbell through her lower lip. Her makeup was extremely heavy, a theatrical mask of black eyeshadow smudged thickly around ice-cold eyes and a tar-black lipstick that turned her mouth into a dark slash.

"Victoria, meet Pamela," Elena began, slipping off her jacket with her usual elegance. "Though she prefers, and insists, that only her stage name be used. Miss Pain."

The dark-haired girl didn't smile. She gave a tiny nod toward Victoria, then immediately fixed her black, heavily lined eyes directly on Fanny's trembling form, kneeling on the floor. Miss Pain's stare wasn't merely stern; it was predatory, loaded with a hungry cruelty.

"Miss Pain..." Victoria repeated, savoring the sound of the name. "Quite the evocative name. I imagine there's a story behind it."

"Oh, much more than a story," Elena explained, settling into an armchair and crossing her legs with her usual class. "Pamela and I started a... relationship a few days ago. A very particular dynamic. You see, Miss Pain has an entirely absolute view of pain and punishment. In our private lesbian arrangement, she loves to be on the receiving end. She's completely submissive to me. But her true specialty is something else entirely. She hates men. She despises them with a ferocity that borders on pathological. She feels a physical revulsion toward men, or toward anyone who still carries even the faintest trace of one inside or out. With them, or with wrecks like our Julian, Miss Pain does her best work. She switches from submissive to executioner. Her punishments aren't just painful... they're exemplary, bone-chilling. They destroy the psyche before they ever touch the flesh."

At those words, Fanny's breath came short, fragmented. Panic overrode every rule of conduct that had been drilled into her. The survival instinct, combined with the pure terror that dark creature inspired in her, made her bolt. Breaking her submissive pose, Fanny rose halfway, crawling on her knees across the rug until she reached the couch. In a pathetic, desperate gesture, she curled up between Victoria's legs, seeking shelter behind the bulk of her maternal belly, clutching the fabric of her Mistress's maternity dress with trembling fingers.

"Please... please, send her away," Fanny begged, sobbing desperately. Tears streaked her makeup, making her look even more pitiful. "I'm scared, Victoria... I'm terrified of her. I'll be good, I swear, just get her out of this house!"

Victoria didn't so much as flinch. In fact, an amused, broad, merciless smile lit up her face as she looked down at her sniveling Sissy. She didn't try to pry Fanny's hands off her dress; she preferred to savor the sensation of her terror, relishing the contrast between her own absolute power and the slave's total vulnerability.

"Send her away? Whatever for, pretty Sissy?" Victoria replied in a falsely sweet tone, stroking Fanny's disheveled hair the way one might soothe a pet frightened by a thunderstorm. "Elena had a brilliant idea. Miss Pain is exactly the right person for you right now. Didn't you say you were afraid Julian might wake up? That you needed help putting him back in his place? Well, here's your help. She's here to dismantle, piece by piece, every expectation, every microscopic grain of masculinity that Julian still dares to harbor in your body. She's going to tear it to shreds, so you can go on being my little slut without any more trouble. Shouldn't you be thanking her?"

Miss Pain took a step forward. The black combat boots creaked heavily against the wood floor. She stopped a yard from the couch and slowly raised her right hand, bringing it up to the level of her face. Her fingers were extremely long, thin as bone, tipped with black fake nails filed down into sharp, glossy points.

The dark girl moved her fingers, scraping the black nails against one another with a faint metallic click. She stared straight into Fanny's eyes, her black lips curling into a barely perceptible smirk thick with terrible promise. With a slow, deliberate motion, Miss Pain slid the nail of her index finger along her own forearm, pressing hard enough to leave a thin white trail on her cadaverous skin, to make sure the Sissy understood that very soon those same diabolical points would be sinking deep into her own flesh, flaying away every last trace of the old Julian.

Fanny let out a strangled whimper, curling in even tighter against Victoria's knees, squeezing her eyes shut in the desperate, childish hope of making the nightmare disappear simply by not looking at it.

At that moment, Victoria stopped smiling. Her face took on an expression of supreme, stern authority. She slid a hand under Fanny's chin, gripping her cheeks hard enough to force her eyes open, to make her look up. Victoria's well-manicured nails pressed into her jaw, demanding her total attention.

"Listen to me carefully, Julian," Victoria whispered, saying that name with deliberate venom, meant to wound. "You're making a pathetic scene. You're standing on the edge of the abyss and you keep crying. Let's make this simple. Do you perhaps want to say that little magic word? Your way out?"

Fanny's eyes went wide, her breath catching in her throat.

"Yes, exactly," Victoria went on, enunciating every word carefully. "Do you want to stop all of this? You know perfectly well how the arrangement works. You know that the moment you say that word, the game ends instantly. Miss Pain turns on her heel and leaves, Elena stops giving you orders, and I never call you Fanny again. You'll be free again, master of your own body. You can walk out of here, go buy yourself some men's clothes that don't make you look like a clown, and go back to pretending to be a man in the real world. Starting by leaving this house for good, right now. Say it. Say it and you're free."

The silence that followed was absolute, broken only by the dark girl's hissing breath and the distant hum of the refrigerator in the kitchen.

A storm broke loose inside Fanny's mind. The magic word. The key to her freedom. She could say it. She could stand up, gather her things, walk away from that sadistic, tattoo-covered woman and escape an afternoon of pure agony. But when she pictured himself outside that door, alone, dressed once more in those baggy pants he'd wet himself in at the park, stripped of purpose, stripped of the collar, stripped of Victoria's scent and of any sense of belonging... the terror of the outside world far outweighed her terror of Miss Pain.

The truth was that Julian was already dead; he was only the ghost of a man trying to haunt the body of a perfect Sissy.

Fanny lowered her eyes, surrendering to the inevitable. Her shoulders curved inward, losing every last trace of rebellious tension.

"I'm sorry, my Mistress," Fanny whispered, her voice reduced to a trembling thread, thick with shame and total submission. "I don't want to say it. I don't want to leave. It was... it was just a moment of weakness from Julian. Forgive me."

Victoria released the slave's chin, settling back comfortably against the back of the couch. A satisfied smile curled her lips again as she shot Elena a knowing glance; Elena, meanwhile, had lit a thin cigarette.

"Good little slut. Excellent choice," Victoria pronounced, in the tone of someone who's just closed an extremely profitable deal. "Now, since you've given up your freedom, it's time to face the consequences of your mood swings. Get up. Go on through, to the guest room, with Miss Pain."

Fanny rose to her feet, trembling, her legs like jelly, unable to look at the dark girl.

"And remember," Victoria added, raising her voice over the jingle of the metal chain Miss Pain had just pulled from the pocket of her leather skirt, "don't make too much noise once she starts working on you. Do your best to keep your screaming down. I need to talk about important things with Elena, and I won't tolerate being interrupted by your whimpering."

Miss Pain didn't say a word. She walked over to the glass coffee table at the center of the living room, where Victoria usually kept the restraint equipment. With her black nails, she picked up the heavy studded leather collar. She gave Fanny an imperious gesture, pointing to the floor at her feet.

The Sissy obeyed, kneeling before the executioner's combat boots. Miss Pain wrapped the thick leather around her neck, cinching the buckle to the very last hole, nearly cutting off her breath. The metallic click of the clasp closing rang out like a sentence being handed down. Then, with a fluid, practiced motion, the dark girl clipped the leash's heavy steel carabiner onto the collar's ring.

She gave her no time to prepare. Miss Pain yanked the chain upward with brutal, unexpected force, forcing Fanny halfway up, half-dragged and half-shoved, forced to scramble along on all fours at an unnatural speed to avoid being choked by the leather.

As she was literally dragged down the dark hallway toward the guest room, her breath cut short, her heart bursting with terror, Fanny twisted her neck desperately. She searched one last time for her Mistress's eyes, silently begging for a scrap of mercy, a limit, a lifeline.

But it was a wasted effort. Victoria had already turned toward Elena. The two women, now completely uninterested in the fate of the flesh being dragged away like a cow to slaughter, were already deep in conversation.

"So, Elena," Victoria was saying, in a light, conversational tone, oblivious to the violent tugs echoing down the hallway, "tell me about this famous cage you're planning to bring. I want to make sure it matches my living room décor..."

The dull thud of the guest room door slamming shut swallowed Fanny into the darkness, leaving her alone in Miss Pain's merciless hands.


Book 6 – Episode 4: The Re-Education of Miss Pain

The sharp, final click of the lock snapping shut in the guest room marked the boundary of a new, dark dimension. The room, usually kept in a protective shadow with the blinds down to spare the parquet, instantly became the stage for an intimate, merciless re-education. The air was thick with the dense, sweetish scent of Pamela's makeup, mixed with the cold metallic tang of studs, piercings, and the elaborate leather-and-vinyl gear the dark girl had brought with her.

Fanny stayed on all fours on the rug, her neck taut, her breath short from the chain still gripped tight in her tormentor's gloved hand. Every slight movement of her head made the chain's clasps jingle against the collar's steel ring, deepening the feeling of being a captured animal.

"Get on your stomach," Pamela ordered, in a low, muffled tone stripped of any trace of warmth.

With quick, practiced motions, Miss Pain used black vinyl tape to bind the Sissy's wrists behind her back, cinching the knots until Fanny felt a formidable vise closing on her tendons. Then, leaning over her face with the sinister grace of a predator, she wound a couple of loops of tape around her mouth, sealing her lips and reducing her protests to a muffled, nasal whine. With her free hand, Pamela dragged her long, sharp black nails down Fanny's bare back and buttocks; the points scratched her skin with just enough pressure to trace red, burning furrows, leaving deep marks and intense bruises that didn't quite draw blood but burned like live fire.

Without a word, Pamela grabbed Fanny by the hips and flipped her onto her back, leaving her completely exposed and defenseless on the room's rug. She crouched over her, looming with her thin, tattooed frame, and lowered her head to stare with contempt at the area between her thighs.

"What's this tiny little thing?" Pamela whispered, her voice laced with a thin, poisonous irony as she grazed the skin with the tip of the tape. "You really want to be a man with this? Do you feel like a man looking at this pathetic thing?"

Fanny tried to shake her head, but with her mouth sealed only a garbled whine escaped, dying against the glue of the vinyl strip.

Pamela took hold of a stiff leather riding crop and began slowly grinding its tip against the slave's exposed, sensitive head. Fanny's body's involuntary reaction was immediate: the tension, the shame, and the physical stimulation triggered a hint of carnal surge and, before the stiffening even became obvious, a couple of clear droplets welled up at the tip.

At that sight, Pamela's face twisted into an expression of genuine, ferocious rage.

"How dare you?" Miss Pain snarled, her eyes wide with contempt. "You're actually dirtying me, you filthy bitch? You dare to lose control and have a man's reaction in my presence?"

Pamela reached down and grabbed the skin between Fanny's thighs with merciless curiosity, examining the area with an inquisitorial air.

"Well, look at this..." she remarked with an icy laugh and a glance of pure disgust. "Look how shriveled and pathetic this scrotum is. There's really nothing left in there, it's an empty, ridiculous little sack."

Searching through the folds of skin, Pamela found the two shrunken little balls and, without any warning, sank her fingers in, squeezing them with an iron grip. Fanny jerked violently on the rug, writhing and letting out a desperate scream that the vinyl tape muffled entirely. Her legs stiffened instinctively at the jolt of pain, and the veins in her neck bulged with the strain.

"See how you clench up?" Pamela pressed on, amused by her victim's total psychological collapse. "You still think you have a man's testicles to pass your genes on with? Let me teach you how to erase this garbage completely."

And so began a methodical, prolonged ordeal. Pamela used her left hand to hunt down and squeeze the two shrunken balls with merciless force, while her right hand held the crop firmly. Every time the stimulation of her hand or the tension of the pain triggered a reflexive hint of stiffness at the tip, Pamela brought the leather down in a sequence of hard, sharp, devastating strikes, landed right on the most sensitive point.

Smack! Smack! Smack!

The sound of the strikes rang out rhythmic and crisp in the room's dim light, punctuated by Fanny's nasal, tortured moans. Every impact of the crop was a wave of fire that instantly wiped out any hint of an erection, while the vise of Pamela's fingers on her balls wrung bitter tears that wet her temples.

Pamela laughed openly, a dark, silvery laugh utterly devoid of mercy. She reveled in the spectacle of that controlled suffering, delighted to watch how, under the double grip of the whip and the squeeze, Fanny's tiny organ instantly lost all substance, going limp and shrinking back toward her abdomen, terrified, like a trodden-on caterpillar.

"There's where your manhood ends up," Pamela taunted between one lash and the next, tightening her grip even further until Fanny shook all over. "Look how quickly it wilts! Look how it goes right back to pathetic and limp! You're not a man, you're just a carcass to punish."

The punishment went on for a long while, until Fanny's body stopped reacting entirely and the area between her thighs remained utterly limp, reddened, and numb to every stimulus, bent under a dull ache that stole her breath.

Satisfied with the result and with the total destruction of every masculine reflex, Pamela finally let go of her grip. She grabbed Fanny by the shoulder, flipped her back over, and made her get back onto all fours, pushing her head down toward the floor and her hips up.

From her black leather bag, the dark girl pulled out an imposing instrument: an all-metal strap-on, gleaming and cold, topped with an enormous steel ball, as big as a tennis ball. Pamela used no lubricant of any kind; she knew perfectly well that any ease of entry would turn the act into a form of accommodating pleasure, when the intent had to remain a pure, harsh, unforgettable punishment.

Positioning herself behind the slave, Pamela pressed the cold steel surface against Fanny's taut flesh. Slowly, without any hurry, she began pushing her way in.

Fanny's first reaction was an instinctive muscular clenching. Her body was trying to reject that disproportionate, unprepared invasion.

"Just like a man..." Pamela remarked with a scornful little laugh, applying constant, relentless pressure. "Always resisting. Relax, whore."

Under the grip of the pain and the steady push, Fanny was forced to give in. Slowly, exhaling with difficulty through her nose, she let her muscles release. The huge metal ball began forcing its way through, sliding in millimeter by millimeter until the obstacle was cleared and the entire toy slid all the way in, filling her completely, crushingly. Her sphincter closed immediately behind that enormous ball, one final, inescapable embrace that could only mean one thing: coming out would hurt far worse than going in.

Pamela pushed the strap-on calmly all the way in, savoring the resistance and the sense of total dominance as the steel base met her taut flesh. Then, guided by a slow, theatrical sadism, she began an almost hypnotic motion. She pulled back imperceptibly, sliding the metal shaft out millimeter by millimeter. Her skin, stretched to its limit, seemed to cling to the cold metal. Pamela slowed her grip even further right as the giant steel ball reached the threshold of the exit: she held there, nearly motionless, savoring the sight of the flesh straining to the point of spasm around the glossy sphere. With one more slow pull, the ball slid almost entirely out, and Fanny let out a hissing breath through her nose as her muscles instinctively tried to close and clench around the space left empty.

But Pamela gave her no rest. Without letting the tip come all the way out, she reversed course with maddening slowness. The spherical mass of steel pressed back in from outside. Her flesh bent backward, strained by the disproportionate bulk, giving the impression it couldn't possibly yield again. Fanny writhed slightly on the rug, her head pressed against the floor. Pamela kept up the steady, fluid push until, reaching the point of maximum stretch, the resistance suddenly gave way: the steel ball crossed the threshold and slid all the way in, and the flesh closed instantly behind the sphere, settling back along the smooth length of the shaft.

Pamela repeated that slow, merciless journey several times, plunging all the way in, withdrawing slowly to display the stretched flesh folding back, then pushing in again until the sudden internal give. The sense of fullness and the deep, violent stimulation triggered an uncontrollable hormonal response. From the tip of Fanny's completely limp, punished flesh, copious drops of clear fluid began to fall, staining the rug beneath her.

Pamela noticed at once. She looked at the wet trail and whispered contemptuously in her ear: "Look at you dripping... You're just a broken little faggot."

Without giving her time to process the penetration, Pamela grabbed the strap-on's straps, gave it one last settling thrust, and then, a moment later, pulled it out decisively. She grabbed Fanny by the arms and laid her back down on her back, exhausted and panting.

With a brusque, sharp motion, Pamela ripped the tape off her mouth, taking a layer of lip gloss with it and leaving the skin red and raw.

"Open your mouth," she ordered, imperious.

Fanny opened her lips wide, trembling in anticipation of what was coming.

Pamela crouched down directly over her face. With a slow motion, she pulled up her leather miniskirt and pushed the thin, dark fabric of her panties aside, positioning herself exactly over the slave's open mouth.

"I should go to the bathroom," Pamela said, her voice dark and deep, looking down at her with those black-rimmed eyes. "But I'd rather do it here. God help you if you spill a single drop."

A few moments later, a warm, abundant, uninterrupted flow hit Fanny's palate and throat. The Sissy didn't hesitate for a single second: driven by survival instinct and by the total submission she'd been plunged into, she began drinking greedily, swallowing every single mouthful with rhythmic, desperate gulps, careful not to let a single drop slip out the corners of her lips, so as not to trigger another punishment.

When the flow finally stopped, Pamela calmly straightened her underwear and skirt, staying crouched there a few more seconds to enjoy the sight of the slave with her wet face and her completely emptied-out stare.

"What do you say?" Pamela asked, letting a poisonous smile slip out.

Fanny, her throat still warm, her breath ragged, her voice reduced to an almost inaudible whisper, looked up at her and answered:

"Thank you..."

Pamela stood, undid the ties on her wrists, and clipped the chain back onto her collar with a sharp tug, forcing her back down onto all fours.

"Now clean your face with your tongue if you need to, and crawl on through. Your Mistress is waiting for you."

Fanny dragged herself out of the guest room on Pamela's leash, moving across the parquet on trembling knees, her head down. Her whole body was one single knot of pain, marked by the red welts on her buttocks and by the fullness still burning inside her.

In the living room, the atmosphere had stayed muffled and calm. Victoria lay on the couch with her legs slightly raised, while Elena sipped her iced tea, smoking with her usual elegance. When they heard the rattle of the chain and Pamela's footsteps, both women turned toward the entrance of the room.

Victoria looked her Sissy over with an attentive, amused gaze. She noted Fanny's completely broken posture, her reddened skin, her face soaked in sweat and fluids, and above all her eyes: there was no longer a trace of that spark of resistance or doubt she'd shown at the park. Julian had been driven back into the shadows once more, erased by that merciless lesson.

"I see the cure worked beautifully," Victoria remarked with a satisfied smile, stroking her round belly. "Look how nicely she crawls now. You really did an excellent job, Pamela."

Elena gave her partner a knowing nod, stubbing out her cigarette in the ashtray. "I told you, Victoria. Miss Pain knows exactly where to strike to take apart certain masculine illusions. I don't think our Fanny will have any more second thoughts for quite a while."

Miss Pain let go of the chain, letting the metal end drop to the floor with a dull thud. Fanny immediately curled up at the foot of Victoria's couch, resting her cheek against her Mistress's slippers, without anyone having given her the order.

"Good girl, my little slut," Victoria whispered, running her fingers through her disheveled hair. "Now stay right there and be still. Elena and I need to work out the last details for the arrival of your new home... that lovely big cage waiting for you."


Book 6 – Episode 5: The Cage and the Tip

Victoria's living room was steeped in a surreal calm, broken only by the rustle of fabric from her maternity dress and the soft drags of the cigarette Elena held elegantly between her fingers. In that seemingly muffled atmosphere, Fanny had by now been reduced to a shell of total prostration. Completely naked, kneeling on the gleaming parquet, the Sissy trembled in every fiber of her body. Her skin still burned from the furrows left by the sharp nails and from the crop strikes that had wiped out every last trace of resistance. Around her neck she wore the heavy leather collar, its ring hung with the metal chain held firmly in Pamela's hand.

Miss Pain, towering in her black vinyl-and-studs uniform, gave the leash a sharp tug, forcing Fanny to crawl forward a few feet, right to the center of the living room, in front of the two women seated on the couch and the armchair.

"Come on, earn your keep, little dog," Pamela whispered in her deep, empathy-free voice, nudging Fanny's shoulder upward with the toe of her boot.

Then, turning to Elena with a nearly deferential nod loaded with complicity, she added: "Instructions carried out. She's ready to serve as furniture."

Elena smiled with cold approval. With a slow, languid gesture, she lifted her legs, sheathed in dark stockings, and set her feet directly onto Fanny's arched back. The thin heel sank slightly into the taut flesh of the Sissy's shoulder blades; she let out a faint, muffled moan but didn't dare move a single muscle, offering herself docilely as a human footstool for her Mistress.

"That's the real use for a creature like this," Elena began, picking the conversation back up with Victoria as if Fanny were nothing more than a piece of furniture. "You see, Victoria, the main problem in training a Sissy is consistency. Too many Mistresses fall into the trap of concession. They believe that a stroke here and there, a kind word, or a minute's reprieve might help strengthen the bond. It's the exact opposite."

Victoria settled herself more comfortably on the couch, carefully stroking the round shape of her belly. She watched Fanny with a mix of indulgence and veiled amusement, a faint frown of doubt crossing her face.

"I understand your point of view, Elena, and you know how much I respect your methods," Victoria replied in a soft voice. "Still, I think a touch of tenderness, given at just the right moment like an unexpected reward, might bind her to me even more deeply. In the end, the desire to please us also comes from a need for affection..."

"A dangerous illusion," Elena cut in firmly, shaking her head as she exhaled a plume of gray smoke toward the ceiling. "The man hiding underneath the Sissy's shell is an opportunistic, treacherous parasite. If he senses a crack in your resolve, one single instant of weakness, he'll use that tenderness to feed his own ego all over again. Every hope has to be severed. There can be no gentleness, ever. Only discipline, submission, and erasure."

Elena turned to her partner. "Pamela, show Victoria what I mean. Show her how you maintain body memory."

Miss Pain didn't need to be told twice. Her face, decorated with piercings and framed by tar-black makeup, stayed entirely blank as she gripped the stiff leather crop firmly. Stepping to one side to clear her line, she brought the leather down in a fast, violent sequence directly onto Fanny's bare, defenseless buttocks.

Smack! Smack! Smack!

The strikes rang out crisp across the wide living room. Fanny flinched on instinct under the weight of Elena's feet, arching her lower back and desperately trying to pull her buttocks in, growing redder and more marked with each impact.

"See how she wiggles at every strike?" Elena pointed out, indicating with the tip of her cigarette the Sissy's flesh jerking in fear. "That's exactly what she wants. Her body only recognizes what it is when it's being broken. The more you try to soften her, the more you'll wake up her masculine side. She has to be constantly shaped."

Victoria watched the scene in silence, struck by the merciless efficiency of the punishment. Fanny kept moaning softly, cheek pressed to the rug, her buttocks burning with a live, pulsing fire.

Right at that moment, the loud, prolonged buzz of the intercom cut through the tension in the room.

"There we go," Elena said, flashing a satisfied smile as Pamela tucked the crop back into her belt. "That's your new acquisition, Victoria."

Victoria got up from the couch and went to open the front door. After a few minutes' wait in the hallway, heavy, measured footsteps echoed, along with the metallic sound of an imposing structure being dragged forward with effort.

Two movers appeared in the doorway of the living room. They were imposing men, tall, with obvious, massive muscles, dark-skinned. Both wore heavy dark work-denim overalls, left completely unbuttoned and open at the sides, worn with no shirt underneath, leaving their broad, muscular chests bare and glistening with sweat from the effort. They were carrying an imposing, dark iron structure: a black metal cage, about a yard tall and wide and two yards deep, fitted with a dense grid of thick bars, a reinforced front door, and a heavy steel padlock hanging from the main frame.

"You can just set it down here, against the center of the wall," Victoria ordered, pointing to the open space beside the bookshelf.

The two men, breathing slightly hard from the effort, set the cage down with a metallic thud that made the glasses on the coffee table rattle. They wiped their foreheads with the backs of their hands, glancing around with some surprise at the décor and, above all, at the presence of the completely naked girl kneeling with the collar and chain.

Elena walked over to the two movers and pulled a wad of cash out of her purse to settle the delivery fee. After handing over the agreed amount, she turned to Pamela with an amused expression.

"Pamela, dear," Elena said in a honeyed tone, "why don't you bring Fanny over here in front of them. Let's give these kind gentlemen their tip."

Pamela grabbed the chain firmly and yanked Fanny forward, forcing her to crawl over to the two men's feet in their overalls. The movers watched the scene, half surprised, half curious, not quite understanding the situation but visibly drawn in by the grotesque, provocative context.

Miss Pain stepped forward, positioning herself between the two men and the Sissy huddled on the floor. She fixed the two movers with her black-rimmed eyes, her dark mouth set in a steel-hard line.

"Drop your overalls," Pamela ordered. Her tone allowed no argument, cold and peremptory as a military command.

The two big men exchanged a quick glance, caught off guard by the confidence and authority of that small, tattoo-and-piercing-covered girl. Still, the combination of surprise, the sight of Fanny submissive at their feet, and the flat command pushed them to obey. They unhooked their denim straps and let the overalls drop to their knees, revealing that they wore no underwear beneath the work fabric.

Pamela gave Fanny's collar chain another violent yank, forcing her head down.

"Go on, bitch," Miss Pain growled near her ear. "Start with your mouth. And God help you if you waste even a single drop."

Fanny, her face still red from crying and from the heat of her earlier punishment, didn't hesitate. Bent over the floor, she stretched her head toward the first of the two movers. Before her eyes stood an imposing member, long, dark, prominently veined, already stiffening rapidly under the visual stimulation and the atmosphere of the room. Fanny opened her mouth wide and took him in eagerly, wrapping her lips around the warm flesh and starting to work with rhythmic, desperate strokes of her tongue, driven by fear of another round of the crop.

The second mover, though, watched the scene, then glanced at his wristwatch with an impatient expression.

"Listen, miss," the second man said, addressing Pamela in a deep, rough voice, "we've still got a ton of deliveries to make all over the city today. If we have to do this one at a time, it's gonna take too long and our crew boss is gonna raise hell."

Pamela flashed a sardonic smile, its cruelty enough to send a chill through Fanny even while she was busy serving the first man.

"You're in a hurry? No problem," Miss Pain replied. "Go ahead and take the back."

The second mover didn't need to be told twice. He crouched down promptly behind Fanny, who was on all fours, hips raised, head occupied in front. The man positioned his impressive manhood at the threshold of the Sissy's still-irritated, still-hot flesh and, with no preparation or lubrication at all, drove deep inside her with one single, decisive thrust.

Fanny let out a long, muffled scream that died completely inside her throat, already occupied by the first mover's member. Her fingers clawed desperately at the parquet, tears filling her eyes at the sudden, violent filling.

Pamela positioned herself beside the slave, taking up the leather crop again.

"Keep the rhythm, little dog!" the dark girl commanded, starting to beat time by whipping Fanny's buttocks hard.

Smack! Smack! Smack!

With every strike of the crop, Fanny's buttocks grew redder, covered in a dense web of welts and reddened bruises. The two movers, spurred on by the Sissy's pain, by her body's reaction, and by the rhythm Pamela imposed, sped up the pace of their thrusts considerably. The man in front gripped her blond hair firmly at the back of her neck, guiding her head with deep, uninterrupted thrusts, while the one positioned behind kept punishing her with powerful, fast, steady thrusts of his hips, filling the room with the dull slap of their bodies striking the slave's bare flesh.

The violence and speed of the act made Fanny lose all sense of time. She could feel the metal of the collar tightening around her neck and Pamela's crop burning her skin, while the sensation of being filled from both ends stole away every last bit of her breath.

The man in front began breathing heavily, tangling his fingers into Fanny's blond locks until her head bent backward. He looked at his coworker over the Sissy's shoulders, letting out a rough, coarse laugh.

"I'm almost there," the first mover said, panting, picking up the pace of his thrusts down her throat. "Gonna shoot a whole liter into this bitch's mouth, you?"

The second mover, behind her, chuckled in turn, grabbing Fanny's scratch-marked hips and pulling her deeper against himself with every thrust.

"Same here," the second man replied, his voice thick and broken, driving into her hips without a shred of mercy. "I'm filling her up back here, she's not putting up any resistance at all. God knows how many she's taken... plenty of them big, judging by how wide she is."

The two of them kept going for a few more moments at a merciless, pounding rhythm. The man in front locked her head completely against his hips, thrusting all the way down her throat and beyond, while the one behind dug his fingers into the flesh of her buttocks for one final, desperate plunge.

With long, deep, generous thrusts, both of them emptied themselves completely inside the Sissy. Fanny took it all: she greedily swallowed every single pulse from the first man straight down her throat to keep any trace from escaping, while behind her she received the warm flood from the other.

The two movers slowly withdrew, panting, their dark chests glistening with sweat. They pulled their overalls back up, refastening the straps with quick motions.

"Really, thank you, ma'am," the first mover said, wiping his forehead with the back of his hand and flashing a broad, satisfied smile at Elena and Victoria. "Definitely an unusual tip, but a very, very welcome one."

"Good work, boys," Elena dismissed them with a wave of her hand.

The two men picked up their delivery paperwork and left the apartment, closing the door behind them.

Fanny stayed on the floor, utterly destroyed, collapsed face-down on the wood. Her body had been put through the wringer: behind her she was dripping copiously and steadily onto the parquet, while in front her mouth showed only moist, glossy lips, having swallowed every last drop with absolute, desperate devotion.

Pamela didn't give her time to catch her breath. She grabbed the padlock key, opened the door of the big black metal cage, and gave the collar chain a fierce yank.

"In, now," Miss Pain ordered.

Fanny, dragging herself along on her elbows and aching knees, crawled with great effort into the cramped metal enclosure. The cage, though two yards long, forced the Sissy to remain strictly on all fours or curled up. Pamela slammed the door shut and snapped the heavy steel padlock closed with a sharp, final click.

Victoria walked slowly over to the cage, watching the scene with a surprised expression and a hint of fascination at this extreme new development.

Inside the grid of black bars, Fanny was completely naked, still on all fours, her body marked with red welts and fatigue. In front of her, on the cage's metal floor, the drops of her total erasure kept falling steadily, wetting the frame. The Sissy slowly lifted her head, turning toward her Mistress two large eyes swollen with tears, glistening, silent, and deeply pleading, silently begging for a scrap of mercy or a word of comfort.

Victoria met that portrait of absolute submission. She looked into Fanny's eyes for a long moment, and then she understood. She understood with absolute clarity that this had become her natural place, her true dimension, and that as long as Pamela was there to keep control with her ruthless discipline, no one on earth would ever be able to get her out of there.

Victoria smiled with icy sweetness, turned her back on the cage, and went to sit back down on the couch to finish her conversation with Elena.


Book 6 – Episode 6: The Disappointment and the Sentence

The dull thud of the armored door closing behind Elena and Pamela left a heavy, almost unnatural silence in the living room, broken only by the soft hum of the air conditioning and Fanny's labored breathing inside the cage.

Just before crossing the threshold, Elena had turned to Victoria, adjusting her jacket collar with her usual impeccable elegance.

"Remember, Victoria," she had told her in a peremptory tone, staring into her eyes with extreme gravity. "Don't let yourself get caught up in useless sentimentality. Fanny needs to stay locked in that cage, strictly naked, for the rest of the afternoon. Any concession, even the smallest one, would undo the excellent re-education work Pamela just finished. Don't let yourself soften at her complaints or her beaten-puppy looks."

Pamela, beside her, had leaned slightly forward, the leather of her black miniskirt creaking. Her black-rimmed eyes had shot the Sissy a look through the iron bars loaded with an almost visceral contempt.

"Those degenerate males are all the same," Miss Pain had added in her deep, hissing voice, swinging the crop still hooked to her belt. "They're driven only by their ego and their most squalid instincts. The only way to keep the beast in check is constant suffering. Remember to lay the crop across her buttocks at least every half hour: the skin needs to turn purple and stay that way. Only pain will remind her who she really is."

Victoria had nodded with a calm, reassuring smile. "Don't worry, Pamela. I promise. I'll follow your instructions to the letter."

The moment the click of the lock confirmed the two guests had gone, a heartbreaking whine had risen from the back of the metal structure. Fanny had pushed forward until her forehead pressed against the cold bars, looking at her Mistress with big, glistening, pleading eyes.

"Please, Victoria... please, let me out," she had whimpered, her voice a thin, tear-thickened thread. "Everything hurts... I'm destroyed. Let me stay on the rug at your feet, I'll be so good, I swear..."

Victoria had walked toward the cage, stopping a yard away. She had crossed her arms over her prominent seventh-month belly, looking the slave over with an icy, unyielding calm.

"I can't do that, Fanny," she had answered, her voice firm and free of hesitation. "You heard what Elena and Pamela said. Besides, I still have my own job to do: if I don't whip you properly every half hour, how's your backside supposed to turn purple?"

Over the following hours, the promise had been kept. At regular intervals, Victoria had walked over to the iron grid and, sliding her arm between the bars, had brought the leather crop down onto Fanny's defenseless buttocks. With each volley of strikes, the Sissy had writhed on the metal floor, letting out sharp, muffled moans, while her skin shifted from bright red to a deep, dark violet, exactly as Miss Pain's discipline had prescribed.

Only around dinnertime, when the sunset light had begun to filter faintly through the blinds, had Victoria finally decided to open the heavy steel padlock.

"Come out," she had ordered coldly. "And cover yourself. Put on the maid's uniform, the one with the little white apron and the sheer stockings. Then go straight to the kitchen: tonight I've got a real craving for fried fish, and I expect it crispy and perfect."

Fanny, trembling, her aching buttocks pulling a wince from her at every step, had hurried to put on the required clothes. She'd spent the next half hour at the stove, fighting off exhaustion and nausea, careful to fry the squid and shrimp in the hot oil without a single mistake.

When the dish was ready, she'd served it in the living room with a subdued manner, head bowed, hands trembling. Victoria had settled at the dining table and begun eating with relish, savoring every bite in total silence, while Fanny stood frozen in a corner of the room, on an empty stomach, watching her with wide eyes, mouth watering with hunger.

Once dinner was over, Victoria had gathered up the leftovers — a few roasted shrimp heads and a couple of cold, rubbery calamari rings — and had tipped them straight onto the floor near the wall.

"There," she had said, wiping her lips with a paper napkin. "Now you can eat too. Clean it all up with your tongue."

Fanny had knelt immediately, devouring the scraps straight off the parquet with desperate hunger, then licking the floor's surface until it shone. Then she had tidied up the kitchen and wiped away every last trace of mess.

Later, while Victoria lay on the couch watching television, her Mistress's voice had broken the evening's monotony.

"Listen, Fanny... come here," she had called her, in a strange tone, less stern than usual, almost thoughtful.

The Sissy had hurried over, kneeling beside the couch. "Yes, my Mistress. What do you need?"

Victoria had slowly stroked her round belly, sighing with an expression of clear frustration and physical exhaustion.

"I really don't know what to do," she had begun, staring at the ceiling. "I've got this enormous belly weighing me down, I feel so clumsy, it's a huge effort just to leave the house. But... I have this gnawing need. I need a man, Fanny. I need to feel something inside me, real, physical fullness."

Fanny had swallowed hard, quickly trying to offer a safe, already-proven alternative.

"I could... I could use my tongue, Mistress," she had proposed timidly. "I can make you feel good, I'll get down on the floor and..."

"No, not your tongue..." Victoria had cut her off, shaking her head irritably. "Tongue's not enough tonight. I need something else. Today Pamela mentioned that, despite the whippings and the punishments, your little thing still tended to stiffen up on the sly. I don't know... I know it's basically nothing, useless junk, but tonight I really want it and I don't have any other options available. What do you think?"

Fanny had been struck by a shiver of pure terror. Elena's words, and the memory of Miss Pain's merciless punishment, echoed in her head like a deadly warning.

"But... but did you hear what Mistress Elena and Mistress Pamela said?" the Sissy had stammered, going pale. "They were absolutely clear! And besides... I'm terrified that Julian might wake back up inside me, that I might fail again and disappoint you..."

"Oh come on, let's try!" Victoria had pressed, suddenly showing a capricious, insistent side. "We won't tell them, it'll be our little secret. I want it too badly tonight. Let's go to the bedroom, but be gentle: I'll get on all fours and rest my belly on the pillow so I don't crush the baby."

Without waiting for a definitive answer, Victoria had risen from the couch and headed toward the master bedroom. Fanny had followed with slow steps, her heart pounding in her chest from the inner conflict between blind obedience and the terror of punishment.

Once in the room, Victoria had positioned herself on the big bed exactly as described: she'd gotten on all fours, hips raised, gently resting her large round belly against a soft feather pillow, lifting her nightgown up.

Seeing her Mistress in such an intimate, vulnerable position, something ancestral and dormant suddenly stirred in Fanny's deepest instincts. Her gaze fell on that dark growth of hair rising thick and natural along the cleft of Victoria's buttocks, and the strong, tangy, unmistakable scent of her pregnant femininity flooded her nostrils. The effect was immediate and devastating: after long months of total psychological and physical castration, Fanny felt a jolt of heat run down her spine. Her small organ, battered only a few hours earlier by Pamela's crop, miraculously and completely stiffened, reaching a full, unexpected erection.

Driven by a surge of rediscovered masculinity, the Sissy pushed forward, gripping her Mistress firmly by her full hips and pressing the tip against her entrance.

"I'm in!" Fanny exclaimed, an unexpected, ridiculous note of pride in her voice.

Victoria, without even turning around, let out a small sigh of disappointment.

"Really?" she replied, her tone bitterly sarcastic. "I thought that was the tip of your pinky finger..."

Despite the icy shock of that remark, Fanny desperately tried to do her best. She began thrusting, trying to push in as far as her meager, humiliated member would allow. But the effort lasted the blink of an eye: within barely ten clumsy, labored thrusts, an involuntary muscular clench swept through her lower back, and a couple of pitiful white droplets weakly leaked from the tip, while the shaft went irretrievably, instantly limp, shrinking back into a clump of inert flesh.

"Already done?" Victoria remarked, calmly rising up off the pillow and straightening her nightgown with a gesture full of contempt. "Just like the old days... I see absolutely nothing has changed."

Fanny had looked up at her from below, still kneeling on the bed, mouth half open, her face fully painted with an unbearable mix of shame, humiliation, and embarrassment.

"Elena and Pamela were completely right," Victoria pronounced coldly, getting up from the bed and leaving the Sissy half-collapsed, drained and ridiculous, on the covers. "The man inside you is nothing but a pathetic illusion. Useless for anything."

Victoria had left the room, leaving Fanny in the darkness for a few minutes. When she came back in, she was carrying the heavy leather collar and the metal chain. Before the Sissy, still stunned by her failure, could react in time to put up any defense, Victoria had firmly cinched the leather around her neck, snapping the buckle shut with a quick, merciless motion.

She found herself chained once again.

Victoria, visibly irritated and disappointed by her slave's failed performance, had given the leash a violent, merciless yank, dragging Fanny out of the bedroom, down the hallway, and back into the living room, straight toward the grim iron structure.

"Useless... you're just completely useless," her Mistress had hissed, shoving her brutally inside the cage. "I really don't know what to do with you. You've disappointed me deeply. You're going to stay in there all night now, in the dark and cold. See you tomorrow."

Victoria had slammed the metal door shut with a dull thud, snapping the heavy steel padlock closed. Then she had switched off the living room light, leaving the room in complete darkness.

Fanny, aware that she'd failed miserably both as a man and as a slave, and crushed under the weight of the disappointment she'd caused her Mistress, had curled up on the cold metal floor of the cage. With her buttocks still burning from the purple bruises and her throat dry, she'd huddled silently on the floor, facing the night in wait for the next day, with the one desperate hope that she might one day earn forgiveness.


Book 6 – Episode 7: The Submission Market

At seven o'clock sharp in the morning, the sharp, sudden chime of the doorbell tore through the apartment's quiet. Victoria, still in her robe, sleep still in her eyes, went to answer the door. Pamela appeared on the threshold: the dark girl was already impeccable in her extreme look, her black eye makeup flawless, her leather miniskirt and studs gleaming under the landing light.

Walking into the living room, Miss Pain's eyes fell immediately on the metal cage. Fanny was still in there, curled up on all fours, naked, worn out from the night spent on the iron floor, the leash still clipped to her collar and hanging limply outside the bars.

A fierce, satisfied smile spread across Pamela's dark lips.

"Well done, Victoria," Miss Pain complimented her, brushing her shoulder. "I see you followed my instructions to the letter. This is the only way to permanently break whatever's left of her ego."

Without wasting any time, Pamela slid the key into the padlock, snapped the steel jaws open, and threw the door wide. She grabbed the chain with a violent yank and dragged Fanny out of the cage, sending her tumbling onto the parquet.

"Out, little dog! On all fours, now!" she ordered, peremptory.

Fanny, her muscles stiff, her skin still marked, obeyed on instinct, dropping into the required position. Pamela drew the leather crop she wore at her belt and, with no warning at all, delivered three hard, sharp strikes to her already reddened, purple-bruised buttocks.

Smack! Smack! Smack!

Fanny flinched, choking back a whimper against the gleaming floor.

"That's your wake-up call, to remind you who you are," Pamela hissed. Then, turning to Victoria, who was watching the scene while sipping a coffee, she added: "Now let's get her dressed as a maid. I'll take the leash and take her out shopping."

Victoria's eyes went wide, clearly surprised. "You really want to take her out in the street like that? With the collar and the chain?"

"Absolutely," Pamela replied with total nonchalance and a hint of contempt. "That's exactly how all males should be treated. They're inferior beings, beasts of burden that should be shown off in public for what they really are."

Fanny was made to quickly put on the maid's uniform: the short skirt, the little white apron, the dark sheer stockings. Terrified at the thought of showing herself outside in that state, she tried to take a few steps backward, but Pamela gave the collar chain a sharp yank, dragging her out of the apartment and down the stairs.

Once out in the street, the walk turned into a public pillory. People out and about at that hour stopped to stare at the odd pair: the dark girl in combat boots leading a Sissy dressed as a maid on a leash, walking with her head down and her knees shaking. Laughter, whistles, and extremely crude comments rose up from the sidewalks and passing cars.

At the corner, near a café, three Black men with long dreadlocks, heavily built, with the bearing of guys who ruled the block, were hanging around. Noticing the bizarre procession, the three exchanged an amused look and rushed over to the edge of the sidewalk.

"Look at that show!" the first one exclaimed with a booming laugh. "This is the role every white guy should have! We're the real alpha males, us Black guys!"

His friends laughed loudly, and the second one leaned toward Pamela with a provocative tone: "Hey, girl! Let us use her for five minutes! This bitch isn't waiting for anything else, come on!"

Pamela, however, had no intention of stopping or wasting time on small talk. Unfazed, she brought the crop down straight onto Fanny's stockinged legs, delivering a painful strike to the thigh.

"Pick up the pace, move!" she ordered coldly.

The three thugs burst into another booming laugh, watching Fanny flinch and hurry her walk, tears in her eyes.

Fanny, frightened but also secretly stirred by that brutal attention, whispered with her head down to her tormentor: "Mistress... those three are the neighborhood thugs. It's better to stay on their good side... it was only five minutes, after all..."

Pamela stopped dead and gave her a look of pure hatred, giving her chain another yank that knocked the breath out of her.

"Quiet!" Miss Pain hissed. "You really are bottomless, an insatiable whore. Those three would've kept you there all morning, everyone knows how men are once they get started. Walk, and keep your mouth shut!"

They kept going until they reached the tinted storefront of a sex shop. Pamela pushed the door open and dragged Fanny inside. Waiting behind the counter to greet them was the owner, a conspicuously overweight woman, her enormous breasts nearly spilling out of her neckline, her makeup heavy.

"Good morning!" the shopkeeper exclaimed in a raspy voice, immediately looking over the Sissy on the leash. "I see you've brought your little slave along! What can I get you two today? I've got new arrivals, some really massive stuff."

"We'd like one of those automatic machines that go back and forth, the remote-controlled kind," Pamela explained, getting straight to the point.

"Sure, I've got just the thing for you," the owner replied with a knowing smile. "I've got a fantastic one on sale for two hundred dollars, comes with three maxi silicone dildos."

"Is it fast, though? And what's the maximum stroke length?" Pamela asked, in a technical tone that demanded precision.

"Very fast, the best on the market," the woman assured her from behind the counter. "The stroke's adjustable up to about two feet, specifically designed for the semi-rigid rubber dildos, so it follows the internal curves perfectly."

"Perfect," Pamela nodded without hesitation. "Give me an extra rubber dildo too, the two-foot one."

Fanny, listening to the conversation a couple of steps from the counter, felt the blood freeze in her veins and her face turn to stone. She understood, with instinctive terror, that those torture accessories would be tried and tested directly on her the moment they got home.

"Oh, almost forgot," Pamela added, pulling a note out of her bag. "Give me a foot-long strap-on too, one of those gentle ones made for pregnant women."

While the owner headed to the back room to package everything up, the entrance bell rang. A young woman in her mid-twenties walked into the shop, elegantly and carefully dressed. The moment her eyes landed on Fanny, still kneeling on the leash near the counter, the young woman stopped in her tracks, visibly struck and fascinated.

"This Sissy is just fantastic!" the young woman exclaimed, walking over without much hesitation. "I'm trying every way I can to turn my boyfriend into exactly this, but he always makes such a fuss and resists so hard... but tell me, is she very stretched out back there?"

"See for yourself," Pamela replied with a sardonic smile. "Fanny! Lift your skirt in the back and show her!"

Fanny, blushing violently, lifted her little maid's skirt and exposed her marked buttocks. The young woman had no qualms whatsoever: without any lubrication at all, she slid her entire hand into her flesh, violating her and testing the depth with little regard.

Fanny let out a muffled moan as the woman's fingers moved inside her.

"Fantastic... truly incredible!" the twenty-five-year-old said, withdrawing her hand and wiping it clean with a tissue. "If you'd do me the favor of turning my boyfriend into this too, that would be just wonderful."

Pamela turned to the slave with an amused look. "What do you say, Sissy? Should we do it?"

Fanny, completely tamed and unable to say no, nodded weakly. The two women quickly exchanged phone numbers. Then Pamela pulled Julian's credit card out of her bag and settled the shop's hefty bill.

They left the sex shop with the large bag holding the automatic machine, the enormous dildos, and the strap-on for Victoria. Fanny walked along the sidewalk torn apart by conflicting feelings: on one hand she was terrified at the thought of what the two-foot rubber dildo would do to her once the machine got going, but on the other she felt a strange, perverse thrill of arousal. In the distance, in fact, she could already see the shapes of the three dreadlocked thugs at the corner, and she knew perfectly well that, on the way back, they wouldn't show the same patience they had on the way there.


Book 6 – Episode 8: At the Mercy of the Neighborhood

The walk back down the sidewalk, bathed in the bright light of nine in the morning, turned into a waking nightmare. Pamela walked at a brisk pace, keeping a firm grip on Fanny's chain and the bag of new purchases, but her usual air of confidence began to crack the moment the shapes of the three Black men appeared again at the corner. The three men with dreadlocks were no longer just standing there laughing from a distance: they had positioned themselves right in the middle of the sidewalk, blocking the way with the bulk of their imposing frames.

Before Pamela could pull out the crop or order them to move, the three of them moved with feline coordination, completely surrounding the girl and her Sissy.

The one who seemed to be the group's leader, a tall man with thick braids falling over his massive shoulders, stepped forward. He ignored Pamela's proud but visibly tense stare entirely and reached out a dark, rough hand, stroking Fanny's trembling chin with a provocative slowness.

"Leave this beauty with us," the leader said, his voice deep, warm, and utterly without hesitation. "We'll bring her back home later."

Pamela hadn't expected such a direct, physical approach, one so completely devoid of any reverential fear toward her vinyl uniform. Used to dominating submissive subjects or moving through controlled environments, faced with the brute, numerical, street-level force of the three men, she was suddenly gripped by panic. Her piercing-decorated face went visibly pale, her grip on the metal chain loosened out of anxiety, and, without saying a single word to defend the slave, she let the leash drop to the ground. Overcome with panic, she turned and bolted, running at full speed down the sidewalk, clutching only the sex shop bag to her chest, and disappeared around the corner.

Fanny stayed there, completely alone and frozen with terror. The leader of the group picked the metal end of the chain up off the ground with a contemptuous little smile, giving the collar a sharp tug to force the Sissy to follow him.

"Come with us, little dog," the second man said with a low laugh. "You've got quite a bit of work to do today."

The three of them dragged her a few yards down a side alley to the entrance of a ground-floor apartment with its blinds down, used by the group as their hideout and home base for their activities. Once shoved inside, the door slammed shut with a heavy thud that echoed through the dark room, thick with the dense smell of smoke, alcohol, and leather.

The three of them settled in around her. With casual, coordinated movements, they unbuttoned their pants and let them drop to their ankles, freeing their imposing dark, already-hard members.

The leader crouched down a few inches from Fanny's face, gesturing at the three members on full display.

"So, little dog," he began, in a tone somewhere between cocky and curious. "Take a look. These are the accessories you're going to be handling today. But first let's get one thing straight: do you really think you can handle this stuff? If you don't feel up to it, or if you're scared, the door to leave is right there behind you, wide open. Nobody's holding you here by force."

Fanny, despite the anxiety tightening her throat, looked over the imposing merchandise laid out before her eyes. Unexpectedly, a spark of perverse vanity and submissive defiance lit up inside her, fueled by her long months of training.

Thinking of what awaited her at home — Pamela, with her new toys — she found the nerve to try to escape, at least for a few hours, the punishments Elena's sadistic partner had planned for her.

"Leave?" Fanny replied, flashing a provocative little smirk and suddenly turning brazen. "Oh, please... I've done far worse and swallowed things far bigger than this. I don't need to leave at all. The real question here is a different one: will the three of you last long enough to keep up with me, or will you tire out right away?"

The three of them exchanged a surprised glance and burst into a deep, coarse laugh.

"Oh, is that right? A cocky little bitch!" the second one fired back. "Well then, let's see if your mouth and your body are as big as your words."

And so began an ordeal of unbridled, uninterrupted sex that went on for hours. The three of them went at her without holding back, determined to fully test her declared stamina. The leader gripped her blond hair, guiding her with deep thrusts straight down her throat, forcing her to take the warm flesh all the way to the back of her palate. Fanny worked tirelessly with desperate, rhythmic strokes of her tongue, while the other two positioned themselves behind her.

With no lubrication at all, the second man crouched behind her, thrusting hard and driving his manhood completely into her already-irritated flesh. Fanny let out a muffled scream that died directly against the first man's shaft, filling her mouth. The third positioned himself to the side, using her hands and face for support, thrusting in turn and imposing a pounding, coordinated rhythm.

The three of them took turns in every possible position on the apartment floor: on all fours, lying on her back with her legs spread up in the air, and even lifted bodily off the ground. Fanny's throat was forced to endure continuous fillings and violent impacts, while behind her the alternating double penetration wore her out and stretched her to the point of spasm. The sound of bodies slamming violently against her bare buttocks rang out through the room along with the three thugs' crude laughter, spurred on by the total dedication with which the Sissy accepted every single demand.

Taking turns, the three of them emptied themselves inside her multiple times: the first filled her mouth with warm, abundant bursts that Fanny swallowed greedily without letting a single drop fall; the other two flooded her deeply from behind, leaving her completely saturated and spent.

The pace didn't let up all day long. Whenever Fanny showed the slightest hint of fatigue, the three of them reminded her of her opening challenge, going back to thrusting vigorously and forcing her to keep her word. Her maid's uniform was completely destroyed, the little apron torn, the stockings reduced to red shreds along her thighs.

After a full eight extremely long hours of continuous, brutal use, as dusk approached, the three men finally composed themselves, visibly exhausted and breathing hard, but thoroughly satisfied with the incredible performance they'd put the slave through.

The leader buttoned his pants back up and went to open the apartment door, letting in the first shadows of evening.

"You can go now, bitch," he said, giving her a light kick on the hip to get her moving. "Gotta admit, you were right... you really held your own. Whenever we want, we know where to find you."

Fanny, her muscles completely wrecked, her knees scraped raw, her body dripping copiously from behind while in front her mouth showed only moist lips from having swallowed it all, dragged herself out of the hideout with tremendous effort.

Head down, her vision blurred, her steps unsteady, Fanny slowly made her way back toward Victoria's home, knowing that another night of punishment inside the cage was waiting for her there.


Book 6 – Episode 9: The Script and the Machine

The doorbell on the landing rang in a burst, followed by a frantic sequence of pounding on the armored door. Victoria walked over to answer it calmly and found Pamela standing there, completely disheveled, out of breath, her hair a mess, her black makeup slightly smeared with sweat from running.

"Victoria! Something terrible happened!" Pamela shouted, crossing the threshold and letting the door fall shut behind her. "Fanny's been kidnapped! Three thugs from the neighborhood tore her right out of my hands! I tried to fight them off with everything I had, but there were too many of them, and they were so violent! They dragged her into a ground-floor apartment... God knows what they're doing to her right now! We have to call the police, we have to save her!"

Victoria stayed oddly calm. She adjusted her silk robe over her seventh-month belly with a lazy motion and brought a hand to her chin, looking the dark girl over with an amused expression.

"By any chance, are we talking about three young thugs with dreadlocks?" Victoria asked in a placid voice.

Pamela's eyes went wide with surprise. "Yes! Exactly them! But how do you know about them? They were forcing her inside, dragging her by the leash!"

"And did she look scared to you?" the Mistress went on, with an ironic little smile.

"Yes! She was terrified! Her eyes were wide with panic!"

Victoria couldn't hold it in any longer and burst into a loud, extended laugh.

"Same old routine..." she remarked, shaking her head. "You'd think they'd be sick of that script by now, but every time they put even more energy into it than the last."

Pamela stared at her, utterly baffled, moving from fear to a state of deep confusion. "'Script'? 'Energy'? Victoria, explain yourself! What are you talking about?"

"They're three horny young thugs who hang around the corner," Victoria explained, walking over to the couch to settle in. "They pretend to kidnap her and use her against her will, but it's a little game Fanny came up with herself, the very first time she saw them. She walked up to them and asked if they happened to have a problem with Sissies... Obviously, those three jumped at the invitation. You'll see, around dinnertime she'll come walking home on her own, just as soon as she's managed to drain all three of them completely."

At those words, Pamela's face transformed. Her fear vanished instantly, replaced by a blind, black rage. She felt deeply mocked, humiliated for having fled in a panic over a piece of theater orchestrated by that slave.

"When she gets back, I'm the one punishing her..." Miss Pain hissed, clenching her fists until her knuckles went white. "I'll make sure she loses the urge to mock me and make me look like a fool."

"Come on, don't be like that," Victoria reassured her with a wave of her hand. "You know how she is: she's a little pig always in heat, always looking for any excuse to get filled up. Anyway... show me what you bought at the sex shop."

Pamela tried to compose herself. She picked up the large paper bag she'd left on the floor and pulled out an elegant package.

"I got you a gift," she said, showing off the packaging. "It's a special foot-long strap-on, specifically designed for pregnant women. Soft padding, anatomical shape. Maybe you'll have Fanny wear it for you once she's done playing the slut, seeing as her own dick is completely useless and tiny."

Victoria took the toy in her hands, tested its texture, and smiled with genuine enthusiasm. "What a beautiful idea! A truly exquisite thought. And what's the other thing?"

"That one I'll only show you once that little slut gets back," Pamela replied with a wicked smile, tapping the larger box. "It's the automatic machine with the two-foot rubber dildo. Just wait till you see the show when I hook it up."

Victoria settled back into the couch cushions, looking at Pamela with a gaze full of mischief and a sudden hunger in her eyes.

"Listen, Pamela..." she said, her voice warm and coaxing. "Since we have to wait until tonight for Fanny to get back... why don't you put this strap-on on and give me a little pleasure?"

Pamela was caught off guard by the request, but her expression softened right away. "Gladly, Victoria. But we have to be careful... I wouldn't want to hurt you, with the belly we need to be extremely gentle."

"Don't worry, I know how to position myself," her Mistress replied.

Victoria rose from the couch and headed toward the bedroom, followed by Pamela, who was already unbuckling her miniskirt to put on the leather harness of the foot-long strap-on. Once on the big bed, Victoria got herself into position on all fours, resting her large round belly against a mountain of soft pillows to avoid any pressure on the baby, pushing her hips well up and letting the silk robe fall away at her sides.

Pamela positioned herself behind her, moving with an almost reverent slowness and devotion. She pressed the soft, anatomically shaped tip of the strap-on against Victoria's warm skin. With calibrated, fluid, steady thrusts, she began sinking into her Mistress. Victoria let out a long sigh of pure pleasure, closing her eyes and burying her face in the pillows while Pamela stroked her back and her full hips, keeping up a gentle, deep, steady rhythm that carried them both to a long, intimate release.

Around dinnertime, the sound of the front door lock finally announced the slave's return.

Fanny walked into the apartment dragging her legs, completely wrecked, her maid's uniform reduced to shreds, her stockings torn, her body dripping copiously from behind onto the parquet, leaving a wet trail with every step.

Pamela and Victoria were already waiting for her in the living room. The moment the Sissy crossed the threshold, Miss Pain rose from the armchair with a look of pure fire in her eyes.

"Into the cage, little slut!" Pamela roared, not even giving her time to catch her breath.

Fanny, too exhausted to protest, crawled docilely into the metal structure and curled up on all fours. Pamela slammed the door shut, snapped the padlock closed, and then pulled the automatic machine out of its box.

She mounted the imposing two-foot rubber dildo onto the mechanical arm, positioning the machine right up against the back bars of the cage. With no lubrication at all, she pushed the tip of the long rubber torpedo into Fanny's already hypersensitive, open flesh, then took up the remote control and set the speed to maximum, the stroke length to its full two-foot limit.

Zzz-clack! Zzz-clack! Zzz-clack!

The electric motor kicked on with a powerful, deep hum. The mechanical arm began moving back and forth at a frightening speed, driving the rubber dildo its full length inside the Sissy and pulling it almost all the way out before plunging back in again with hammering violence.

Fanny's eyes flew wide open and she let out a piercing scream, clutching desperately at the bars of the cage as her body was shaken by that mechanical, unstoppable invasion. The semi-rigid rubber followed her internal curves, filling her and stretching her with every single stroke of the piston.

Victoria watched the scene from the couch, sipping a cold drink with an expression of absolute contentment, while Pamela, remote in hand, savored the spectacle of her merciless revenge, letting the machine punish the little pig all night long.


Book 6 – Episode 10: The Sissy's Legacy

The first light of morning filtered faintly through the cracks in the living room blinds. When Victoria stepped out of the bedroom, still in her robe, one hand resting on her seventh-month belly, she felt a strange sloshing beneath the soles of her slippers. The parquet near the entryway and around the couch was completely slick, covered by a wide pool of clear water that seemed to be spreading before her eyes.

"What on earth is going on here?" Victoria exclaimed, startled, raising her voice. "There must be a leak somewhere!"

Pamela, waking up in turn, came out into the hallway and stared wide-eyed at the flooded floor. Without wasting any time, Victoria grabbed the phone and called an emergency plumber.

Less than half an hour later, a heavyset, powerfully built man showed up at the door, with a thick dark beard and a work jumpsuit covered in oil stains. Toolbox in hand, the repairman began carefully inspecting the pipes under the sink, the radiators, and the bathroom fittings, shaking his head, puzzled.

"That's strange, ma'am," the plumber said, scratching his beard. "The pipes are perfect, there's no leak anywhere in the system."

Meanwhile, Pamela had walked over to the metal cage, where the automatic machine was still working away at a reduced pace. Looking closely at the bottom of the grid, Miss Pain uncovered the truth. The flooding hadn't come from the house's plumbing at all: it had been Fanny. Left all night with the two-foot rubber dildo working her continuously from behind, the Sissy had kept dripping steadily from the front for hour after hour, flooding the entire living room.

Fanny was slumped on all fours inside the structure, her eyes sunken, her lips dry, her expression entirely blank: she was on the edge of complete dehydration.

Victoria, grasping the situation, hurried to apologize to the repairman for the false alarm. "I'm so terribly sorry for wasting your time... Please, just tell me what I owe you for the call and the trouble."

The plumber, who had meanwhile been watching the girl in the maid's uniform locked in the iron cage with great interest, let a sly smile spread beneath his thick beard.

"Look, ma'am... instead of money for the call, I'd really love to sit down on that couch for a minute and give your little dog a hand rehydrating," he said in a deep, gravelly voice.

Without waiting for a formal answer, the repairman unzipped his work jumpsuit from top to bottom, stripping bare: he wore absolutely nothing underneath, revealing a powerful, extremely hairy body and an impressive manhood, thick and already visibly at attention.

Pamela smiled, amused. She grabbed the key, unlocked the cage's padlock, and threw the metal door wide open. Fanny, her knees barely able to move, wiggling her hips in an entirely instinctive way despite her extreme exhaustion, shot out of the cage on all fours. Spotting that imposing source of nourishment, she opened her mouth wide and threw herself eagerly onto the plumber's thick "pipe," devouring it with desperate, blind devotion.

The scene was long, intense, and viscerally detailed. Fanny worked with unstoppable fervor, using her dry tongue to wrap around every inch of that warm, dark flesh. The plumber, sunk into the couch cushions with his legs spread wide, held her head locked between his enormous, calloused hands, guiding the rhythm with steady, deep thrusts of his hips that repeatedly touched the back of her throat. The Sissy offered not the slightest resistance: she sucked, licked, and drew on him with a wet sound that echoed through the living room, driven by a pure, primal need to quench her thirst.

After several minutes of that uninterrupted treatment, the man tensed the muscles of his thighs, took a deep breath, and let go. He erupted in five or six powerful, copious contractions, unloading an enormous quantity of thick, warm fluid straight down Fanny's throat. Fanny didn't lose a single drop: she swallowed it all with sheer relish, cleaning the repairman's shaft with devoted thoroughness down to the very last trace.

Satisfied and refreshed, the plumber got up, zipped his jumpsuit back on, and gave the Mistresses a nod before heading out of the apartment.

Victoria walked over to Fanny, who had stayed sprawled on the floor, wiping her lips. She noticed a striking detail right away: the night-long marathon with the automatic machine had left a permanent effect on the Sissy's body. Her back passage remained visibly stretched and open, the inner tissue fully exposed, lit up a bright, hypersensitive red.

Right at that moment, Pamela's phone started ringing. Miss Pain answered the call, listened for a few seconds, then smiled.

"Of course, bring him right over," she said before hanging up.

Half an hour later, the intercom buzzed. Victoria went to answer and let in the twenty-five-year-old young woman Pamela had met the day before at the sex shop. Behind her stood her boyfriend: a man in his twenties, distinguished-looking and visibly uneasy, glancing around the room with a nervous air.

The young woman pushed her boyfriend toward the center of the living room, showing him Fanny, still sprawled on the parquet in her rumpled maid's uniform, the collar and her clearly reshaped body a testament to her training.

"There," the young woman said to her boyfriend, her tone firm. "Take a good look at her. This is exactly what you're going to become too."

The young man went visibly pale, chilled by the sight of Fanny and by the awareness of the fate awaiting him. Still, overwhelmed by his girlfriend's authority and by the perverse allure of the setting, he bowed his head and nodded in surrender.

Victoria turned to her slave with a benevolent smile.

"Fanny," her Mistress said, stroking her belly. "You're going to have an assistant maid for a while... Are you happy?"

Fanny, her eyes shining with a new, perverse awareness, slowly rose up off the floor. A sweet, welcoming smile spread across her face. She walked over to the young man and gently took his hand in hers.

"Come with me to the bathroom," she told him, her voice soft and reassuring. "I'll help you get hair-free."
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