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Book 7 – Episode 1: The Sissy Apprentice

In Victoria's living room, the air was thick with a sinister anticipation. The sound of running water coming from the master bathroom served as a discreet backdrop to the conversation between the two women. Pamela, still standing beside the black metal cage in her vinyl uniform and gleaming studs, watched the young guest with a cold, amused curiosity.

Tessa, the twenty-five-year-old with the angel face and elegant clothes, had settled onto the edge of the armchair, crossing her stockinged legs with a nonchalance that clashed deliciously with the ruthlessness of her words.

"So tell me, Tessa," Pamela began, slowly sliding the riding crop between her gloved fingers. "Why the rush to turn your boyfriend into a Sissy servant? What did he do to earn a treatment like that?"

Tessa let out a long sigh, a mix of deep boredom and thinly veiled contempt, running a hand through her impeccably groomed hair.

"The truth, Pamela, is that I've simply gotten tired of him," Tessa explained, her voice flat and utterly devoid of emotional investment. "His name is Roger. He's twenty-three. When I met him, I was already far more experienced than he was when it came to men, and I ended up playing a bit of a 'training vessel' for him, properly introducing him to sex and intimacy. At first I thought his devotion was cute, but he stayed so stupidly in love, so cloyingly kind and attentive, that I can't stand him anymore. He's a suffocating presence."

Victoria, from the couch, stroked her round belly and gave a knowing smile. "The classic doormat boy who thinks kindness is enough to keep a woman tied down..."

"Exactly!" Tessa confirmed, her eyes gleaming with a wicked light. "Meanwhile, I've met another man. His name is Bruce. He's over forty, a rough, imposing, massive type... a real man. One who never asks me anything, doesn't care in the slightest what birth control I'm on or what I do during the day. When he feels like it, he shows up at my apartment, even with Roger there. He makes that poor idiot Roger sit in a corner of the room, grabs me without much ceremony, lifts my skirt, and mounts me savagely from behind, coming inside me without the slightest consideration. Just insane roughness... and I love it to death."

Pamela burst into a silvery, merciless laugh. "And what does your little Roger do while he watches this show?"

"Cries quietly, or just stares into space," Tessa replied, chuckling in turn. "And that's exactly the point. In my own way, I'm still fond of him. He's so useful... I wouldn't want to lose him entirely. Since he's so desperately in love with me, I want to take full advantage of it. I want to keep him as a house slave: he has to clean the floors, cook for me, wash my clothes, and above all, he has to come clean me up after Bruce has done his business on me."

Miss Pain laughed with real relish, giving her boot a sharp crack with the riding crop.

"A truly sublime plan, my dear," Pamela remarked with obvious approval. "We'll take care of him. Leave him here with us for a few weeks: I guarantee that when you come back for him, you won't recognize him anymore. He'll be the most docile, broken little house pet you could ever wish for."

"Wonderful," Tessa concluded, rising from the armchair and settling her purse on her shoulder. "I'll pay whatever you want. I'm off to Bruce's now, I'm leaving you my little Roger. Have fun with him."

With a formal nod, Tessa took her leave, exiting the living room and closing the armored door behind her.

Meanwhile, inside the master bathroom, the air was thick with the hot steam of the shower and the sweet scent of shaving cream.

Roger sat on the edge of the tub, completely naked, arms crossed over his chest in a desperate attempt to cover himself, knees pressed tightly together. He trembled like a leaf, his wide, frightened eyes following Fanny's every movement. The Sissy, still wearing her rumpled maid's uniform with the leather collar cinched tight around her neck, moved around him with an unnatural grace, handling a razor with extreme delicacy.

With expert, methodical motions, Fanny was shaving every last hair off his body: first his chest, then his armpits, his legs, and finally his pubic area, carefully smoothing on the moisturizing cream afterward.

"There we go... look how smooth you are now," Fanny whispered in a soft, singsong voice, running her fingers between his bare thighs. "Just like a little doll. See? You too, just like me, have been kissed by fortune."

Roger looked at her, bewildered, swallowing hard. "Kissed by fortune? What are you even talking about? I was brought here by force..."

Fanny giggled, brushing two fingers lightly over his intimate area, now hairless and utterly inert.

"Look at this," Fanny taunted with a touch of perverse malice. "You've got a tiny little clitty, just like mine. Something you can handle with just two fingers... it's simply fantastic!"

The boy blushed violently, tried to draw back on the edge of the tub, and protested weakly: "But I really do have a penis! Maybe it's not big, fine, but it's a penis, through and through!"

"Sweetheart, it's really nothing much at all," Fanny cut him off, flashing a superior, almost motherly smile. "It's very cute, to be clear, but it's the perfect size for a Sissy. Nothing more."

"Why do you say that?" Roger asked, his voice trembling with humiliation.

"Because if it were big, you'd be tempted to act the macho man, to show it off, to think you were somebody," Fanny explained, giving his chin a little flick with her index finger. "Instead, with a ridiculous little thing like yours, all you can do is resign yourself and become a perfect submissive Sissy. It's your natural destiny."

"But I... I like women!" Roger exclaimed, desperately trying to reassert some scrap of his own identity. "I love Tessa! I want to be with her!"

Fanny leaned toward him, staring into his eyes with an expression thick with pity and veiled madness.

"That's very easily fixed, trust me," the Sissy murmured, brushing his lips with one finger. "Once you try what's really out there, once you feel what it means to be filled and completely undone, you'll change your mind instantly. Trust someone who's already been through it."

Right at that moment, the bathroom door swung open with a sharp bang that made the boy jump.

Miss Pain appeared on the threshold, tall and dark, the leather riding crop ready in her right hand.

"Are you two finished?" Pamela roared imperiously, looking them up and down. "There's a whipping waiting for you in the living room! Move that smooth ass and get out here, now!"

Roger tried to cover himself with his hands, but Fanny grabbed him firmly by the arm and pulled him up. "Come on, little sister... let's not keep the Mistress waiting."

The two of them filed out of the bathroom one after the other. Fanny led the way, moving with her head down, with the confidence of someone who knew every inch of that ordeal, while Roger followed with unsteady steps, completely naked, without a single hair left on his body, flushed with shame and fear.

When they reached the center of the living room, Victoria was lying on the couch with a stern look, while Pamela got straight to the point. She pulled a second leather collar out of her bag, identical in every way to Fanny's, and without any ceremony fastened it tightly around Roger's neck, snapping the steel buckle shut.

The two of them spent the first three days in close quarters. Roger was introduced to the most menial household chores, forced to comply with Victoria's every request and to move around on all fours under Fanny's constant supervision, who guided him with a combination of malicious sweetness and merciless Sissy discipline.

On the fourth day, an unexpected visitor arrived for Victoria. Kolo showed up at the apartment, an imposing African man, a close friend of Karim — the partner whose baby Victoria was expecting. Kolo was passing through the city, and Karim, still stuck in Africa on business, had asked him to stop by to say hello to Victoria and keep her a little company, to make sure she wanted for nothing during the final months of her pregnancy.

Victoria was happy to welcome him, but the apartment was at risk of becoming decidedly too crowded. Pamela, seeing the perfect opportunity to apply her harshest protocol without interference, made the appropriate arrangements.

"Victoria needs to rest, and Kolo will know how to keep you company and take care of the house," Pamela decreed, watching Roger dressed in a skimpy little apron, the blond wig tilted to one side. "Roger will stay here to serve as your housemaid, for the two of you. Kolo will make sure he understands his place right away. As for you, Fanny... I have a higher-level treatment planned for you."

Pamela grabbed the chain hooked to Fanny's collar and pulled it forcefully toward herself.

"Where... where are you taking me, Mistress?" Fanny whispered, her voice a thin thread, her heart pounding with curiosity and terror.

"Out of the city," Pamela hissed, a smile baring her teeth. "To an abandoned industrial building. I've set up my own personal torture chamber in the basement. No limits down there, no Victoria to hold me back, and no neighbors close enough to hear your screams."

Fanny flinched, but a flash of perverse electricity passed through her eyes. Pamela slipped a dark raincoat over her maid's uniform, blindfolded her, and led her out of the apartment.

After a long, silent car ride, the air changed drastically: it grew cold, damp, thick with the smell of mildew and rust. Fanny was helped out of the car, guided down a concrete stairway that descended deep into the ground, until she heard the boom of a heavy iron door closing and being barred shut behind them.

Pamela tore the blindfold from her eyes.

Fanny found herself in the center of an underground room lit only by a couple of halogen lamps pointed downward. The walls were rough, dark reinforced concrete, stained with damp. In the middle of the room stood a vertical wrought-iron restraint cage, surrounded by metal tables where black leather harnesses, spreader bars, electro-stimulation devices, whips of various weights, and steel chains hanging directly from the ceiling were all arranged in perfect order.

"Welcome to my torture chamber, Fanny," Pamela announced, cracking the knuckles of her black leather gloves. "Every last remnant of your old life ends in here."


Book 7 – Episode 2: The New Name

"Welcome, Kolo, I see Karim only has very handsome friends, and especially enormous ones. How tall are you?" Victoria asked, looking him over from head to toe with obvious appreciation, in no hurry at all to look away.

"Six foot ten," Kolo replied with a shy smile, his shoulders seeming to fill the entire doorway. "I grew too much for my parents, they always say they can't find enough food for me."

"Right, I can see that. But how old are you? You look young."

"Twenty-one, just turned, Ma'am."

"So formal, Kolo, we're all friends here, don't call me ma'am."

"Fine by me, but I thought that's how it worked here. That boy dressed as a woman called you Ma'am earlier."

"Yes, but he's not like you. You're a real man, that's plain to see, maybe too plain," she added with a little laugh, letting her gaze linger a moment longer than it should have. "He's a little joke of fate. Inside, he's female, but he hasn't quite figured that out yet, and I'm going to help him, the same way I did with my husband, who's off having fun somewhere else right now. Watch, I'll show you."

Victoria shifted on the couch, looking for a more comfortable position for the weight she was carrying, and Kolo couldn't help but notice how the light fabric of her dress stretched over her round belly. She noticed him noticing, and instead of covering up, she arched her back just slightly, as if to offer the curve better for his inspection.

"You know," Victoria said in a tone halfway between confiding and mischievous, sliding a hand under one breast to lift it slightly, "I'm not usually this exaggerated, but my breasts are getting enormous, I feel like a cow. Does it bother you?"

Kolo swallowed hard, his eyes glued to the cleavage pressing against the neckline of her dress, full and taut in a way that seemed one moment away from spilling over entirely.

"It... it doesn't bother me at all," he stammered, his voice cracking halfway through the sentence. "Actually, I think it's the most beautiful thing I've ever seen. Where I'm from, they say a woman like that is blessed, ready to feed an entire family."

Victoria burst out laughing, a full, satisfied sound. "I like you, Kolo. You're honest, and that's rare." She stroked her belly with slow deliberation, then trailed her hand up to brush a nipple through the fabric, just for an instant, just long enough that he couldn't pretend he hadn't seen it. "You'll see, with me here and Karim so far away, this kind of generosity from nature won't go to waste."

Then, as if nothing had happened, she raised her voice toward the kitchen. "Roger! Come here!"

Roger came hurrying from the kitchen, where he'd been putting away dishes. He was still wearing the skimpy maid's apron Pamela had made him put on days earlier, the black lace leaving his shaved thighs bare, and the blond wig slightly crooked over his real hair, gathered and hidden beneath a hairnet.

"Listen up," Victoria told him, "this handsome young man is called Kolo, and he's a real man. You're not. Tell him your name."

"Good morning, Mr. Kolo. My name is Roger."

"Not even close!" Victoria exclaimed, shaking her head with mock exasperation. "You need to pick a name that suits your new condition. You can't go on calling yourself Roger, that much is obvious. What would you like to be called?"

"Honestly, I'm quite attached to my name, Roger. I wouldn't want any other."

"First mistake! You don't say 'I'm attached,' you say, if anything, 'I'm attached' in the feminine form. That's the first thing you need to get used to in your new state. And besides, Roger doesn't work as a name. I'd go with something that always starts with an R, like Rosy, for instance. Do you like Rosy?"

"Miss Victoria, if I can't keep my own, any other name is fine. Even Rosy."

"Excellent, then. You'll be Rosy, and for simplicity's sake you can call me Ma'am, or Mistress, or Owner. You'll always address me formally. You'll do the same for Kolo, our guest. Now go back to the kitchen and finish tidying up, because afterward I have a few little tasks in mind for you."

Rosy, because that was truly how she had to think of herself now, went back to the kitchen with her eyes downcast and an unsteady step on the low heels she'd been made to wear. She went back to drying dishes, but couldn't help stealing a glance at the glass door leading out to the little terrace, its dark pane turning into an almost perfect mirror in the evening light. She paused for a moment, studying her own awkward reflection, her hips swaying the wrong way, still too stiff, too masculine. She tried to correct herself on her own, one small step at a time, trying to make her hip movement follow her leg movement the way Fanny had taught her, a soft, continuous sway instead of that clumsy jerk that still betrayed Roger underneath the surface. The little apron rustled, the skirt fluttered slightly, and for a second, watching that uncertain reflection, she nearly convinced herself she really was someone else.

She practiced a bit more, back and forth along the small strip of tile between the sink and the table, counting her steps under her breath the way she'd been taught: one, two, rotate the hips, three, four. Every so often she peeked toward the living room, where Victoria and Kolo's voices kept weaving together in an ever lower, more intimate tone, and every time she did, she felt a clench in her stomach that she could no longer quite identify: whether it was shame at what she was becoming, or a subtle, shameful arousal that grew precisely out of that same shame.

"Kolo, do you like my maid?" Victoria resumed meanwhile, turning to the young man with a cat's smile. "She's here to be trained. You can ask her for anything, you know?"

"Anything? Really?"

"Of course. What do you have in mind? Is there something you'd like her to do for you?"

"You know, I'm young, where I'm from there's not much openness about certain subjects, and I've never... I'm embarrassed to say it, it's mortifying." Kolo twisted his large hands, his eyes fixed on the floor like a kid caught red-handed.

"Don't be afraid to confide in me, Kolo. What have you never done?"

"Sleep with a woman. I mean, not just sleep. I feel embarrassed, but where I'm from there are certain old rules."

"You're funny, Kolo. But didn't Karim tell you anything? I'm a woman too, you know, it's not just Rosy in this house."

"But aren't you Karim's woman? You're carrying his child, I can't, he'd be furious."

"Kolo, we're in America here, nobody gets upset about these things. And besides, where is Karim right now? If I were really his woman, why isn't he here? I'm carrying a child of his, or maybe of one of his friends, we don't really know for sure." Victoria leaned forward slightly, letting her neckline gape open a little more. "Because my husband is a female, like Rosy, and I thought it only fair to humiliate him this way. So, if I don't disgust you because of the belly, or because of my intimate area, which since I got pregnant has become even hairier and darker, then you can sleep with me. And I mean other things too."

Kolo began to smile as if he'd just won the grand prize in a multi-million-dollar lottery, a huge, disbelieving smile that lit up his whole face.

"It's not that you disgust me," he stammered. "Quite the opposite, I can hardly believe it's real. You're the most beautiful woman I've ever seen this close up."

"Good boy, I see you've already warmed up," Victoria said, dropping her gaze with a pleased expression toward the increasingly obvious bulge under the young man's pants. "You're nice and swollen down there. Then, if you're willing, you'll also have to help me out with Rosy. She needs to understand a few things, and receive something substantial, and you seem decidedly well equipped for the job."

Kolo glanced down at himself, almost in disbelief, as if he hadn't yet realized how much that conversation had turned him on. Victoria allowed herself another moment to observe him, then slowly stroked her belly with both hands, as if reminding herself and him that this body, however swollen and transformed by pregnancy, was still capable of generating pure, simple, immediate desire.

"Come here," she said finally, extending a hand toward him. "There's no reason to wait any longer. Karim is far away, my husband is already a female, and I need to be treated the way a woman in my condition should be treated: with respect, but also with a bit of that wild strength you real men know how to give."

Kolo approached with a mix of reverent awe and barely restrained desire, the way someone approaches something precious and unfamiliar at the same time, while Victoria welcomed him with the gaze of someone who knows exactly how to guide another's inexperience toward her own pleasure.

Meanwhile, in an entirely different place, in a warehouse where the only light came from a couple of halogen lamps aimed at the concrete floor, Fanny was in the middle of a session with Miss Pain.

"Mistress, how much longer do I have to stay here? Victoria will miss me."

"Don't worry, Fanny. She has a new slave to train now. She might even grow fond of her and keep her forever, and stop wanting you back."

"What do you mean, stop wanting me back?"

"Exactly that. By the time you leave my dungeon, you won't be the same Sissy you were before. Now bend over and show me how wide you are back there."

Fanny leaned against the rough wooden table, her hands spread flat on the cold, rough surface, and felt the skirt of her uniform being lifted slowly behind her, one inch at a time, as if Miss Pain wanted to savor every instant of the wait before even touching her. Then came the contact: two fingers, then three, pressing firmly against her flesh without the slightest concession to gentleness. Fanny held her breath, her muscles clenching instinctively around the intrusion, while Miss Pain pushed with calculated patience, a rotating motion that widened the space inch by inch.

"Still so tight, after everything you've been through," Miss Pain murmured, a note of satisfaction in her voice, sinking in further. "I like that. It means I still have work to do on you."

The hand kept advancing, knuckle after knuckle disappearing until the entire palm was swallowed, and Fanny felt her own body close around her tormentor's wrist with a spasm that tore a strangled moan out of her against the wood of the table. Pain and pleasure blurred into a single taut thread, and when that fleshy grip closed completely, Fanny began moving her hips on her own, back and forth, in an undulation her body knew better by now than her conscious mind did.

"Good girl," Miss Pain whispered, twisting her wrist just slightly to make her jolt again. "See how naturally it comes to you? You don't even need me to order it."

She kept it up for long minutes, alternating deep thrusts with slow rotations, studying every reaction of Fanny's body like a craftswoman who knew her material by heart. Every time the Sissy tried to tense up, Miss Pain slowed down, waited, then sank in again with more determination, teaching her without words that resistance served no purpose, that the only path forward was total surrender. Sweat beaded on her forehead, her hair stuck to her temples, and one moan after another escaped her throat that she could no longer hold back.

It was right at that moment that what always happened, happened again, punctual as a sentence being carried out. The deeper Miss Pain's hand sank, the more Fanny's small member, instead of stiffening the way a real man's would, stayed stubbornly limp, flaccid against the inside of her thigh, and from the tip a thread of clear fluid began to trickle down, then another, until it became a steady drip that streaked her skin and fell silently onto the concrete beneath her.

Miss Pain noticed immediately. She stopped moving her hand for a moment and reached her free fingers to collect a drop, bringing it in front of Fanny's eyes with a slow, cruel smile.

"Look at this," she whispered, showing her the glistening thread hanging from her fingers. "Look what you do every time I fill you from behind. Doesn't rise a single inch, does it? You just lie there limp as a wet rag, and meanwhile you keep dripping like a broken little faucet. Isn't that pathetic?"

Fanny blushed to the roots of her hair, a wave of burning shame layering onto the one already present from the position she was in. "I'm... I'm sorry, Mistress, I can't control it..."

"You don't need to be sorry, quite the opposite," Miss Pain corrected her, resuming the movement of her hand with renewed vigor precisely to heighten the effect. "You just need to understand what you are. A real man would get excited, would go rigid, would want to use me in turn. But you, you melt, you give in, and that little thing up front becomes nothing but a broken faucet that only knows how to leak. The more I fill you, the more you drip. It's the most beautiful proof you could ask for, you know? Every drop tells me there's nothing masculine left inside you."

She kept deliberately dwelling on that point, changing her rhythm, pushing deeper right when she noticed the dripping slow down, as if to reignite it, to force that body to confess its own nature over and over again. Fanny closed her eyes, her face pressed against the rough wood of the table, feeling the warm little puddle spread beneath her, undeniable, humiliating proof of everything Miss Pain was telling her.

Her body carried out on its own everything it had been trained to do, while her mind was elsewhere, back at Victoria's house, picturing that damned new Sissy hopeful taking her place, sleeping in her corner, earning the caresses that had once been hers alone. She had to find some way to escape and reclaim her rightful place beside her Mistress, before it was truly too late to turn back.


Book 7 – Episode 3: Rosy's Lesson

Victoria got up from the couch with a sigh, one hand pressed against her aching lower back, and motioned for Kolo to follow her toward the hallway.

"Come with me, let's go to the bedroom. And you," she added, turning toward the kitchen, "Rosy, get moving, you come too."

Rosy set down the dish towel and followed with short steps, her heart pounding beneath the apron. Before entering the room, Victoria stopped for a moment and looked her up and down with a clinical eye.

"Wait. Lift your skirt, I want to check something."

Rosy obeyed, blushing, lifting the hem of the little black skirt up to her waist.

"Good, no panties," Victoria noted with an approving nod. "Remember that well: from now on, nothing under the uniform. Ever. Now go in."

The bedroom was bathed in amber light, the curtains half-drawn to filter the late afternoon sun. Victoria let herself fall onto the big bed with a sigh of relief, the weight of her belly suddenly feeling unbearable after hours spent sitting.

"God, I'm exhausted," she murmured, settling against the pillows. With a slow, almost listless gesture, she grabbed the hem of her maternity dress and pulled it up, exposing herself to the waist. Her intimate area appeared thick and dark, the dense, curly hair made even more abundant by the final trimester, and an intense, musky scent immediately spread through the warm air of the room, dense and unmistakable.

"Go on, Rosy," Victoria said, pointing at Kolo with a lazy wave of her hand. "You handle this one. Undress him. But don't get any strange ideas for now, this one's mine."

Rosy approached Kolo with obvious reluctance, her hands trembling slightly as she undid his belt. She pulled down his pants, then his underwear, and froze, speechless, eyes wide at what she found in front of her.

Even Victoria, propping herself up on her elbows for a better look, went wide-eyed.

"Kolo, you have a serious problem," she exclaimed, incredulous. "Where does that trunk of yours come from? That's not even a human thing. I don't know if I can take something like that in my condition, I'm actually scared."

Kolo looked embarrassed, his big hands fidgeting without knowing where to land. "But Victoria, what am I supposed to do, you've already got me all worked up, I need to empty out or I'll be stuck like this all day."

Victoria laughed, a warm, amused sound. "Poor thing, you're right, but I'm just not up for it, not right now at least." She leaned toward him, her belly preventing anything too abrupt. "Come here, Rosy, wrap your hands around it, I'll teach you how it's done. Then rest your lips on the tip and try to take it in, as much as you can manage of course, without dislocating your jaw."

Rosy reached out her fingers, hesitant, and closed them around that impossible circumference, feeling the heat pulse beneath her palm. She couldn't even get her fingers to touch each other around it. She swallowed, knelt on the edge of the bed, and brought her lips to the tip, opening her mouth as wide as she could.

"Slowly," Victoria corrected her at once, watching the scene with the attentiveness of a strict teacher. "Don't dive in headfirst, you'll hurt yourself. First get your lips good and wet, then let him do the pushing slowly, you just focus on relaxing your throat. Breathe through your nose, don't hold your breath or you'll end up gagging."

Rosy followed the instructions to the letter, or at least tried to. The tip filled her mouth until it pressed against her palate, and already at that first inch her eyes began to water. Kolo let out a low groan, his hands settling gently on the back of her neck, not to push but almost to steady himself.

"There you go, just like that," Victoria encouraged, her eyes half-closed with the pleasure of watching. "Rosy, use your tongue, circle it around, don't just sit there like a mannequin. And you, Kolo, feel free to move, but use some judgment, she's still a beginner."

Kolo began pushing with more determination, one inch at a time, and Rosy felt her throat open reluctantly, her breath growing short and labored. Tears streaked her makeup, running down her cheeks, while the effort of accommodating that measure made her jaw tremble. Every so often she had to pull back, panting, a thread of saliva trailing down her chin, before diving back in with renewed determination, as if wanting to prove to Victoria that she was equal to the task.

It was right while Rosy was so occupied, entirely focused on the effort of that impossible measure, that Victoria lazily stretched out a bare foot toward her and, with her toes, lifted the hem of the little maid's skirt out of curiosity.

What she saw made her sit bolt upright.

"No, Rosy, I did not expect this from you," she said, her voice losing every trace of amused tenderness. Under the lifted skirt, Rosy's small member, no bigger than a pinky finger, had gone rigid, stiff, decidedly out of place. "You need to learn to stay flaccid, always. It should become a little ornament, nothing more. This is not okay at all. If you do it again, I'll be forced to punish you seriously."

Rosy, her mouth still occupied and her eyes filling with fresh tears, this time of pure terror, tried to focus, to summon back that flaccidity she'd been taught was the only acceptable state. She forced herself to think of something horrible, something humiliating, until she felt that little thing soften again against her thigh, and only then did Victoria sink back against the pillows, satisfied, letting the skirt fall back into place.

"Good girl, very good girl," Victoria remarked, her voice growing huskier. She settled more comfortably against the pillows, her knees falling open lazily, letting the amber light of the room fully illuminate that thick black bush between her thighs, dense and curly, running unbroken almost to the inside of her buttocks. Her large lips, swollen and dark from the increased blood flow typical of the final months, jutted out visibly through the hair, glistening with a wetness that had already begun to soak the inside of her thighs, and the scent, that dense, animalistic musk, amplified by pregnancy as if every gland in her body were working overtime, had grown so intense by now that it filled the entire room, almost tangible in the warm afternoon air.

Victoria sank two fingers between those dark folds, beginning to stroke herself with slow, circular motions, her eyes half-closed, fixed on the spectacle of Rosy struggling with Kolo. Her breasts, already enormous from the pregnancy, seemed to swell even further with arousal, straining dangerously against the fabric of her maternity top, until with her free hand she slipped it off one side, then the other, freeing them entirely. The areolas were wide, dark, almost purplish, and from the tips of her already-hardened nipples, small drops of milk began to bead, glossy and thick, sliding slowly down the curve of her breast before disappearing into the folds of the sheet.

"Look how fast you're learning," Victoria murmured, her voice broken now with pleasure, one thumb lingering on a precise spot while her other hand moved to gently squeeze a nipple, coaxing another white droplet to pearl on the taut skin. "Kolo, tell her when you're about to come, so she can get ready."

"I... I don't think I can hold on much longer," Kolo panted, his grip on the back of Rosy's neck growing firmer, his hips picking up the pace with an instinct he could no longer control.

Rosy felt her breath fail her entirely just as he thrust one last time, deeper than the others, her throat closing in a choked gag. It was in that exact instant that Kolo went rigid with a deep, prolonged groan, the muscles of his thighs contracting under her hands, and the first burst arrived with a force that caught her off guard: thick, hot, almost salty, filling her mouth until it overflowed at the corners of her lips before she could even swallow. A second followed, then a third, each as abundant as the last, a river that seemed like it would never stop.

Rosy coughed, jerking back to breathe, and the last spurt landed on her cheek and trailed down her chin, while in her mouth that thick, bitter taste remained, making her throat contract with disgust. She tried to swallow quickly, to make every trace disappear, but a small trickle escaped anyway, running down onto her lower lip.

Victoria noticed immediately, and her tone turned sharp. "Rosy! What do you think you're doing, spitting out the prize like a spoiled child? That is not to be wasted, it's to be savored. Collect it, all of it, down to the very last drop, and be grateful for the luck you just had."

Rosy, still panting, ran a trembling finger over her chin and cheek, gathering what had spilled, and brought it to her lips under her Mistress's stern gaze. The taste spread across her palate again, thick and pungent, and she had to fight down another gag before managing to swallow it all without losing anything further.

"That's better," Victoria approved, her tone turning sweet again as quickly as it had hardened. "See? It's not so terrible after all. In time you'll even learn to appreciate it, and one day you'll come to crave it the way you'd crave a rare treat. Every drop you receive is a little trophy, Rosy, not a nuisance to put up with. I want to see you smile next time, not make that disgusted face."

"Yes, Ma'am," Rosy murmured, her voice reduced to a thread, the last remnant of that taste still clinging to her throat like a brand.

Rosy stayed kneeling at the foot of the bed, panting, her chest rising and falling in jerks, the thick taste still in her throat, while Kolo let himself go against the mattress with a sigh of total relief, his eyes closed and a blissful smile plastered across his face.

"That," Victoria said, pointing at the stain on Rosy's apron with a satisfied air, "I'm leaving on you for the rest of the day. That way, every time you look in the mirror, you'll remember what you learned today."

Then she settled back more comfortably against the pillows, her breasts still bare and damp with milk, her belly rising with every labored breath, and looked at Rosy with an expression that left no room for misunderstanding.

"You're not done, Rosy," she said, slowly spreading her thighs, one hand parting the large dark lips to show her better just how ready she was. "Now lick me."

Rosy crawled forward on the bed, her heart pounding, and positioned herself between her Mistress's legs. The scent hit her at once, dense and intoxicating, that warm musk that seemed to saturate the very air. She dove in without hesitation, her tongue carving a path through the thick hair until it reached those swollen, slippery lips, already wet.

"There you go, good girl," Victoria sighed, one hand sliding down to weave its fingers through the fake hair of the blond wig, pushing with gentle but firm insistence. "Don't be shy about it, sink your tongue in deep, circle around, then work your way slowly back up to the center."

Rosy obeyed, working her tongue along the entire length of that slit, savoring the intense, salty taste, while Victoria's breath grew shorter and shorter, punctuated by small moans that came more and more frequently. Her breasts trembled with every jolt of her hips, another drop of milk sliding slowly down the curve to disappear into the hollow of her collarbone.

"Yes, just like that, don't stop," Victoria panted, her hips beginning to move on their own, pressing against Rosy's face with an increasingly insistent rhythm. "Find the spot, there, right there, don't move."

Rosy focused on that exact spot, her tongue speeding up as Victoria's fingers tightened harder in her hair, almost painfully. Her Mistress's body arched off the mattress, her round belly lifting with every contraction, her moans growing sharper, more uncontrolled, until they merged into one long, drawn-out cry as the orgasm swept over her all at once.

A sudden, warm burst hit Rosy's face, followed immediately by a second, more abundant one, that soaked her lips and chin before trickling down her neck. Victoria kept trembling for long seconds, her hips lifting in weaker and weaker jolts, until she finally sank back completely against the pillows, breathless, a satisfied smile spread across her face.

"Good girl, Rosy," she murmured, still catching her breath, looking at her new servant, thoroughly soaked, kneeling between her legs. "See? This too, with a little practice, you'll learn to do to perfection."


Book 7 – Episode 4: No Protection

The sound of determined footsteps on the concrete stairs made Fanny flinch, still panting after yet another session with Miss Pain's hand. The heavy iron door opened with a metallic creak, and a figure Fanny knew all too well appeared in the doorway: tall, elegant even in the semi-darkness of the basement, hair pulled back into a perfect chignon, a gaze sharp as a blade.

"Elena," Fanny whispered, her voice already breaking at the mere sound of that name.

"At last, Fanny," Elena said, advancing with slow, measured steps, her boots echoing on the raw concrete. "At last you're mine, without Victoria's protection to hold me back. You have no idea how long I've waited for this moment."

Miss Pain stepped aside with a knowing smile, yielding her place to her partner with an almost reverent respect, quite unlike the ferocity with which she usually treated her own subordinates.

"I brought you everything you asked for," Miss Pain said, gesturing toward a metal tray holding a small black device, thin wires, and a few clamps of unsettling shape.

Elena approached the table where Fanny already lay, wrists and ankles bound securely at all four corners with leather straps that left not the slightest margin of movement. Before picking up the device, she bent over her with an almost formal expression, like someone performing an obligatory rite before letting herself go.

"You know very well what your word is, Fanny," Elena said, staring straight into her eyes. "'Red.' It still applies, always, at any moment. No one will ever take it from you." She paused, a thin smile curving her lips just slightly. "But I sincerely hope you won't need it. It would be such a shame to interrupt things right now, when we can finally be alone together."

Fanny, her throat tight with fear, nodded in silence.

Only then did Elena pick up the device from the tray with almost surgical care.

"So many years have gone by, Fanny," Elena murmured, bending over her as she fastened a small metal clamp right at the base of her small, flaccid member. "So many years since you stole Victoria from me at college. We were happy, she and I, before you showed up with your good-boy face and your promises. And now look at you. Look at what you've become. Isn't justice beautiful, when it arrives so late but so completely?"

Fanny tried to writhe free, but the straps gave nothing. "Elena, please..."

"Silence," Elena cut her off, fastening the second clamp a few inches lower. "You don't have the right to speak, except to answer whatever I ask you."

She pressed a small switch on the device, and a faint buzz filled the room. A light, pulsing shock began traveling through Fanny's small member at regular intervals, an electric tingle that turned into a sharp sting with every pulse. Fanny arched her back as much as the straps allowed, a strangled moan escaping her lips.

"Look, Elena, look how it's already dripping," Miss Pain observed, leaning in beside her with evident satisfaction. "It always does that. The more it suffers, the more it leaks. It's just its nature."

Elena watched with a slow smile as the first clear drops emerged from the tip, sliding down the shaft with every pulse. "Perfect. Then let's begin the real lesson, the one that matters most."

She leaned in even closer to Fanny's face, eye to eye, her voice growing low and insistent.

"Repeat after me," Elena ordered. "I want to be sold as a slave."

Fanny clenched her teeth and shook her head weakly, lips pressed shut. "No... I can't, Elena, not this..."

"Turn up the voltage, Pamela," Elena said without looking away from her, and a new buzz, sharper than before, made Fanny jolt with a choked cry. "Repeat it."

"I... I want to be sold as a slave," Fanny finally gave in, her voice broken, her eyes shut with shame.

"Good. Again. I want to become a street prostitute, to be used for spare change."

Fanny bit her lip, her chest heaving in jerks. "No... I don't want to say that, please, not that..."

Elena didn't answer right away. She simply turned a dial on the device slowly, and the intensity of the next shock tore a full, uncontrolled scream out of Fanny, her back arched to the very limit the straps allowed.

"Repeat it," Elena said again, unshaken.

"I want... I want to become a street prostitute, to be used for spare change," Fanny finally whispered, tears streaking her temples.

Elena allowed herself a slow, almost voluptuous smile, running her tongue over her lower lip as she watched the bound body still trembling beneath her.

"And I already know exactly where to take you, you know," she murmured, leaning in even closer, her voice turning almost intimate, a warm whisper against Fanny's ear. "Where you've already been, in fact. The truckers' rest stop. You like those handsome truckers in their tank tops, don't you, Fanny, with the hair on their shoulders and bellies?"

Fanny felt a shiver unlike any other run down her spine, a twisted mix of terror and an arousal she couldn't quite explain even to herself. "Yes," she answered in a thin voice.

"And what do you like to do with them?" Elena pressed, her fingers brushing lightly along the inside of Fanny's thigh, almost as a reward for her honesty.

"Everything," Fanny whispered, her breath growing shorter.

"Even with your mouth?"

"Yes, very much," she panted, her eyes half-closed, as if the memory alone were already soaking the dripping tip even further.

"And from behind?"

"Yes, from behind too," Fanny answered, her voice trembling now with pure desire more than fear.

"Even two at once, from behind?"

Fanny arched her back, a clear stream slipping more abundantly than ever down her flaccid shaft. "Yesss! Two behind, yesss!" she moaned, her voice breaking into a pleasure that was confused and shameful all at once, while Elena watched her with an expression of absolute triumph, savoring every instant of that total surrender.

She let a few moments of silence pass, as if to fully savor that confession, before continuing.

Then Elena resumed that strange game of coaxing Fanny into confessing desires she would never have wanted to admit to.

"Repeat this now," Elena said, her voice turning cold and measured again. "I am not worthy of a man's name, nor a man's body, nor a man's life."

Fanny shook her head again, one last scrap of pride clinging to her throat. "I... I can't, that involves Victoria too, I can't say that about myself like that..."

"Even more voltage," Elena ordered Miss Pain, her tone staying calm, almost bored, as if she were simply adjusting the volume on a radio. The shock that followed was the most intense yet, and Fanny screamed for a long while before she could form coherent words.

"I am not worthy of a man's name, nor a man's body, nor a man's life," she finally repeated, her voice reduced to a trembling thread, her body shaking with uncontrollable shivers.

"Again," Elena pressed. "Victoria doesn't need me anymore, and I'll be happy wherever they send me."

Fanny sobbed openly, but repeated it, word for word, while another clear trickle slid down the shaft and fell onto the cold metal of the table. Elena watched the scene with an expression of deep satisfaction, almost peace, as if every word wrenched from that bound body returned to her a piece of something that had been taken from her so many years before.

"Good girl," she said finally, switching off the device and letting Fanny slump against the table, panting and drenched in sweat. "See, Pamela? With patience, with method, you get everything you want. Victoria was far too indulgent with her for years. Not me. I have all the time in the world, and no rush at all to give her back in one piece."

***

At Victoria's house, the doorbell rang twice in quick succession, with the insistence typical of someone unused to waiting.

"That must be them," Victoria said, standing up with a sigh and motioning for Rosy to follow her to the entryway. She opened the door, and on the threshold appeared two young men in their twenties, both with the slightly awkward look of people finding themselves somewhere unfamiliar.

"Hi there," said the first one, a tall guy with dark hair. "We're Matthew and Dennis, Roger's college friends. Tessa told us to stop by, said we could find him here and that... well, she said we'd find something interesting."

"That's right, come in," Victoria said with a welcoming smile, ushering them into the living room. Kolo, sitting in an armchair with a drink in hand, looked them over with curiosity as they sat down on the couch.

The two young men glanced around, a little disoriented, until their eyes landed on Rosy, standing in the kitchen doorway in her maid's uniform, the apron still stained, the blond wig perfectly in place.

"Wait," Dennis said, frowning. "Isn't that Roger?"

"Her name is Rosy, now," Victoria corrected him, her voice sweet but firm, sitting down next to Kolo. "That's a detail you'll need to get used to quickly."

The two friends exchanged a stunned glance, then turned back to stare at the girl in the apron with a mix of disbelief and growing curiosity.

"So, boys, don't hold back," Victoria said, folding her hands over her belly with the air of someone about to explain something simple and reasonable. "Roger, now Rosy, made a choice, one shared with Tessa, her girlfriend. If she seems reluctant to do certain things, it's because it excites her — in fact, we agreed on a magic word that stops everything, and she can say it at any moment. So don't hold back on treating her badly. If something doesn't sit well with her, she can end the game on her own initiative. If she keeps going, it means she loves being treated like a little slut, because that's what she is."

Matthew and Dennis exchanged another glance, this one loaded with a growing excitement both were clumsily trying to hide.

"Rosy," Victoria said, turning to her with a tone that was gentle but unmistakable, "these gentlemen are our guests. Be nice to them, and show them what you've learned to do with your mouth these past few days."

Rosy blushed violently, but lowered her eyes in submission and approached the couch, where the two young men had already settled side by side, their eyes following her every step with a mix of attention and disbelief.

She knelt between their legs, her hands trembling slightly as she reached for Matthew's belt, the closer of the two. She freed him with uncertain but diligent movements, then turned to Dennis and repeated the process, until both were exposed in front of her, already partially aroused by the situation alone.

"Start with the one on the left," Kolo suggested from his corner, leaning forward with professional interest. "Then alternate, so neither one feels neglected. And remember to use your tongue the way Victoria taught you, don't just stay still."

Rosy bowed her head and wrapped her lips around Matthew, moving with the caution of someone still learning but with a diligence that didn't want to disappoint anyone present. The young man let out a surprised groan, his fingers weaving into the wig's blond hair.

"Good girl," Victoria remarked, watching the scene with approval while absentmindedly stroking her belly. "Now move to Dennis, don't keep him waiting too long, it would be rude."

Rosy shifted, taking in the second young man as well, alternating her attention between the two with a rhythm that grew steadier by the minute. Matthew, meanwhile, reached out a hand to guide her, while Dennis, still in disbelief over what he was experiencing, kept murmuring his old classmate's name under his breath, as if trying to convince himself it was really him.

"Faster with the one on the right," Kolo advised, standing up to get a closer look. "See how he stiffens when you change the rhythm? You need to learn to read these signals, Rosy, it's important."

Rosy sped up her rhythm, alternating her attention between the two with a skill that seemed to grow by the minute, her tongue circling decisively around each before moving to the next. Matthew was the first to go completely rigid, his fingers tightening in the wig's blond hair.

"He's about to come," Victoria announced, watching the young man's signals with an expert eye. "Rosy, stay right there, don't pull back."

Matthew let go with a deep groan, filling her mouth with two thick, hot bursts. Rosy, eyes closed, swallowed without hesitation, without letting a single drop escape, almost with pride, before turning immediately to Dennis, who was already right at the edge himself.

"You too, come on," Kolo encouraged him with a knowing smile. "Don't make her wait."

Dennis let go a few moments later, with a long, trembling sigh, and Rosy welcomed his release with the same devotion, her throat working with every pulse until she was certain she hadn't lost a single drop.

"Very good, Rosy," Victoria said, her voice full of genuine approval, as Rosy pulled back, carefully licking her lips clean. "See how it's done? Not a single drop wasted, not a moment's hesitation. I'm truly proud of you."

Rosy blushed violently, warmth rising all the way to the roots of her fake hair, a mix of shame and genuine emotion at that praise, which, despite everything, she felt she had wanted deeply.

Victoria nodded, satisfied with the practical lesson unfolding before her eyes, while Rosy remained kneeling between the two young men, her apron now completely stained, under the amused, satisfied gaze of everyone present.


Book 7 – Episode 5: The Big Event

"Stay for dinner, boys," Victoria said, rising from the couch with a smile that brooked no argument. "I have an idea for you two, and I think you'll like it."

Matthew and Dennis exchanged an uncertain glance, but neither seemed inclined to leave.

"Since you know her well," Victoria continued, gesturing at Rosy with a nod, "I'd like you two to be the first to try taking her from behind. You're both fairly average in size, and I think you're perfectly suited for the job. Now, our Kolo here," she added, resting a hand on the young man's thigh beside her, "has something truly excessive, and it won't fit inside her, not right away at least. Kolo, show the boys what we're talking about."

Kolo, with a mix of pride and embarrassment, unzipped his pants and pulled himself out in front of the two friends' wide eyes.

Matthew's jaw dropped, incredulous. "Jesus Christ."

"Yes, let's stay, let's stay," Dennis said, almost too quickly, as if afraid Victoria might change her mind. "For our friend Roger's sake, oops, Rosy. If she has to start with that," he added, gesturing nervously at Kolo, "she'll end up straight in the hospital."

Victoria laughed, a warm, satisfied sound. "All right, then. Rosy will serve us dinner, and afterward there'll be the big event."

Rosy hurried into the kitchen to prepare everything, returning shortly after with the plates, the apron cinched tight at her waist, eyes lowered as she served Victoria first, then Kolo, then the two guests.

"So, tell me," Victoria began, pouring herself a glass of wine while watching Rosy serve in silence, "you two knew Roger well. Did you ever pick up on anything about his tendencies? I don't mean this exactly," she added with a vague gesture toward the apron, "but any signs, any hints?"

Matthew and Dennis exchanged an embarrassed glance, and it was Dennis who spoke first, the glass trembling slightly in his hand.

"Honestly, kind of, yeah," he admitted. "He was always... submissive, I guess. Especially with Tessa. I remember once at school she asked him to carry her backpack across the whole campus, and he did it without a word of complaint, even though it weighed a ton. We laughed about it, but he seemed almost happy to do it."

"And then there was that whole laundry thing," Matthew added, gathering his courage. "Tessa made him wash her underwear, all of it, even the more... personal pieces. He never complained once. Let's just say we had our suspicions, but we never would have imagined it would come to this."

"Interesting," Victoria remarked, exchanging an amused glance with Kolo. "See, Rosy? Your friends knew you better than you thought."

"There's another thing too," Dennis added, fully in the swing of it now, the wine dissolving whatever embarrassment remained. "We caught him once trying on Tessa's stockings in her room, while she was in the shower. We never told him we saw, but we laughed about it between us for weeks."

"And the way he used to talk about Bruce," Matthew added, lowering his voice as if about to reveal a secret. "Tessa's new guy, the big, hulking one. Roger never talked about him with any anger, the way any other jealous guy would have. He talked about him almost with... admiration, really. It struck us as odd at the time, but we didn't think much of it."

Rosy, bent over serving Dennis's plate, felt her cheeks flush, but said nothing, simply lowering her eyes even further.

Dinner continued amid stories and laughter, the two young men growing more relaxed by the minute under the influence of the wine, while Kolo told anecdotes about his home country with the ease of someone who already felt like part of the household. When the plates were cleared, Victoria stood up and motioned for everyone to follow her to the bedroom.

"Rosy, on the bed, on all fours," she ordered, settling into an armchair beside the mattress with the ease of someone about to watch a long-awaited show. "Matthew, you first. Be gentle at the start, then you can let go."

Rosy positioned herself as instructed, her heart pounding, the little skirt lifted over her hips, her bare buttocks exposed to the warm lamplight. Victoria rose briefly from the armchair and came closer, pouring a bit of lubricant onto her own fingers.

"You have to prepare her a little first," she explained to Matthew, beginning to work two fingers against Rosy's opening, meeting a clear resistance, muscles clenching instinctively against the intrusion. "See? She's still all tight, tense. You have to be patient."

Rosy held her breath, a moan of discomfort and tension escaping her as Victoria's fingers pressed on, rotating gently to widen that reluctant space. Victoria leaned in toward her then, her lips very close to her ear.

"It's all right, sweetheart," she whispered, her voice low and reassuring, almost maternal. "Breathe, relax the muscles, don't hold them tight. The more you resist, the more it'll hurt. Trust me, the way you always have."

Rosy nodded, eyes closed, trying to follow that advice, and slowly felt her own resistance give way, the muscles loosening a little under the steady pressure of Victoria's fingers.

"There, very good," Victoria praised her, adding a third finger gently, stretching that space further before pulling back, satisfied. "She's ready for you now, Matthew."

Matthew approached with a mix of excitement and hesitation, guided at times by Kolo's suggestions, who had settled on the edge of the bed with the air of a pleased instructor.

"Slowly at the start," Kolo said. "Give her time to adjust, then you can push with more confidence."

Matthew followed the advice, positioning himself against her and pushing slowly, an inch at a time. Despite the preparation, Rosy still felt that resistance push back, her body clenching instinctively against that first, real intrusion.

"Does it hurt?" Victoria asked, sitting back down but never taking her eyes off the scene, her voice still sweet at Rosy's ear. "It's normal the first time. Breathe, let it in, don't fight it. You're doing wonderfully, look how well you're doing."

Rosy held her breath, a stifled moan escaping her as he kept pushing, the sensation still new and disorienting, pain and a confused pleasure blending into a tangle that was hard to separate.

"Good, just like that," Victoria remarked, watching with careful attention. "See how it's opening up little by little? Keep going, Matthew, don't stop now."

The young man gradually picked up the pace, his hands gripping Rosy's hips, his breath growing more and more labored. "God, it's... it's incredible," he panted, eyes closed in concentration.

"It won't be long now, look at him," Kolo observed with a knowing smile, noticing how the young man's movements were becoming increasingly erratic. "He's already there."

It didn't take long. Matthew went rigid with a long, strangled groan, his hips pressing against Rosy in one final thrust as he emptied himself inside her in a series of firm spasms, one after another, each weaker than the last, until he went still, panting, his forehead beaded with sweat.

"Excellent work for a first time," Victoria praised him, while Dennis was already stepping forward, undressing quickly with the impatience of someone who'd waited far too long for his turn.

"My turn," he said, positioning himself behind Rosy without waiting for further instructions, entering with more determination than his friend had, almost as if trying to prove something.

Rosy arched her back with a sharper moan, clutching at the sheets as Dennis set a fast, insistent rhythm right from the very first moments.

"Slow down, slow down," Kolo corrected him, reaching out a hand to slow him. "It's not a race, give her time to feel everything."

Dennis slowed down just slightly, but not by much, his eyes fixed on the point where their bodies joined, his breath coming in short bursts. "I... I can't hold out that long," he admitted in an embarrassed whisper.

"No one's going to complain," Victoria reassured him with a warm laugh. "Go ahead, Dennis, let go whenever you want."

It didn't take long. Dennis let go with a choked cry, his body shaken by a long tremor as he emptied himself in turn, his fingers gripping Rosy's hips hard enough to leave small red marks on her pale skin. His orgasm seemed to go on forever, wave after wave, until he collapsed forward, exhausted, his forehead against her back.

"Wow," Kolo remarked with genuine admiration. "You'd been storing up quite a bit, huh?"

"It's been... it's been a while," Dennis admitted, still breathless, slowly pulling out.

"Wonderful, both of you," Victoria concluded, clapping softly to herself, while Rosy remained on all fours on the bed, panting, her body still trembling from the accumulation of new sensations. "See? I told you it would be a nice evening."

***

In the basement, far from the warm light of that house, Miss Pain had come up with a new idea.

"Fanny, I've thought of something special for you," she announced, while finishing setting up a wooden structure in the middle of the room: an actual pillory, with holes for the neck and wrists, positioned so that anyone approaching from the front would find her mouth at exactly the right height, held open by a rigid spreader fixed between her teeth.

Fanny, pushed into position and locked inside the structure, felt the cold wood against the back of her neck and wrists, unable to move, her mouth forced to stay wide open.

"I made a sign," Miss Pain explained with evident satisfaction, showing her a piece of cardboard emblazoned in large letters with the words FIVE DOLLARS, before heading out to plant it in the street, right beside the warehouse's hidden entrance.

It didn't take long for word of mouth to do its work.

The first to come down was a man in his sixties, extremely thin, with an incomplete set of teeth and a smell of alcohol so strong it preceded his arrival by several yards. He kept laughing to himself, in fits, as he unbuttoned his pants with trembling fingers.

"I can't believe it, five dollars," he kept repeating between laughs, approaching the pillory. "Best thing that's happened to me in years." He positioned himself without much ceremony, and kept chuckling the whole time, as if the entire affair were the funniest joke he'd ever heard, until he stiffened with a satisfied grunt, spilling into Fanny's mouth with a couple of uncoordinated thrusts, then wandered off still laughing, struggling to button his pants back up.

The second was a stocky man with grease-stained mechanic's nails, who didn't say a single word from start to finish. He simply watched her with glassy, focused eyes, as if he were performing technical work on an engine rather than on a person, thrusting with mechanical, regular movements until he reached orgasm with a brief, muffled grunt, then zipped up and walked away without so much as a nod, as if nothing of note had happened at all.

The third arrived accompanied by a friend who stayed to watch from the corner of the room.

"Look, look how well she swallows," the friend remarked, chuckling, as the other one positioned himself in front of Fanny. "Get a picture after, I'll send it to the group chat."

"Shut up and enjoy the show," the other replied, thrusting with renewed vigor precisely to perform for his impromptu audience, the two of them trading crude comments and stifled laughter at her every reaction, as if her suffering were a comedy show staged just for them. He came with an exaggerated, theatrical cry, almost as if trying to earn his friend's applause, which indeed wasn't long in coming.

The fourth was perhaps the worst of all: a well-groomed, almost elegant man, jacket and tie, as if he'd just walked out of an office. Before beginning, he leaned in to whisper in her ear, his voice calm and reasonable.

"You know this is exactly the right place for you, don't you?" he murmured, almost gently. "Not a woman, not a man. Just a five-dollar hole, open for whoever happens to pass through. And the best part is, one day you'll believe it too, all the way down."

He took his time, slow and methodical, every movement calculated to prolong the humiliation more than the physical pleasure, until he finally emptied himself with a restrained sigh, almost bored. When he finished, he straightened his clothes with obsessive care, left the folded banknote on the edge of the pillory like a polite tip, and walked away without looking back.

One after another, more strangers continued down that concrete stairway, some quick and businesslike, others slower, as if wanting to savor every instant of that offered, defenseless mouth. There was a young man with tattoos up his neck who never stopped filming the scene on his phone, chuckling softly as he did, before finishing with a sharp groan and walking off with the video still running. Then came an enormous man, silent as a mountain, who lasted so long, thrusting with stubborn slowness, that he even worried Miss Pain about the pillory's structural integrity, until he finally let go with a low roar that shook the entire wooden frame.

The warm fluid filled her throat in repeated waves, over and over, until after a while she stopped even trying to count, simply letting herself be carried along by that continuous river, mechanically swallowing whatever was poured into her mouth, liters upon liters, her chin and neck now constantly damp despite her best efforts.

Miss Pain watched it all from the corner of the room, arms crossed, an expression of pure professional satisfaction on her face, mentally tallying the earnings as the line of strangers kept filing down that concrete stairway, one after another, drawn in by a sign and five dollars. When evening finally fell and the last customer climbed back up the stairs, satisfied, Miss Pain came over to count the haul of banknotes gathered in the jar, a satisfied smile on her lips.

"A real success, I must say," she remarked, bending down toward Fanny to finally free her mouth from the spreader. "We'll have to do this again soon. Maybe next time I'll put the sign up on the other side of town too."

Fanny, her jaw aching and her throat still burning, couldn't manage a single word in response, simply letting her head drop, exhausted, while Miss Pain walked off whistling, the jar full of jingling coins tucked under her arm.


Book 7 – Episode 6: The Rest Stop

Miss Pain's van pulled onto the dirt shoulder off the highway, shortly after sunset, at a rest stop where the dark shapes of tractor-trailers stood lined up one after another like sleeping beasts.

"Here we are," Miss Pain said, killing the engine and turning toward Fanny, sitting rigid in the passenger seat, still dressed in her maid's uniform. "The place of your dreams, isn't it? The one you confessed to wanting so insistently. And tonight we'll make a nice little bit of money too, on top of it."

Fanny swallowed, her heart pounding. "Mistress, I..."

"Quiet, and get out," Miss Pain cut her off, already out of the van, walking around to open her door and clip the leash to her collar. "You had your moment of glory at the pillory. Now it's time to earn a real living."

The first trucker to climb down from his cab was a massive man, his tank top stretched tight over a hairy belly, arms covered in faded tattoos. He approached without much ceremony, a sharp smell of stale sweat and chewed tobacco preceding him by a couple of yards, his eyes scanning Fanny with a mix of surprise and appetite.

"How much?" he asked, addressing Miss Pain directly.

"Twenty for the mouth, forty for everything," she answered without hesitation, pocketing the bill the man handed over at once, no haggling.

Fanny was pushed against the side of the truck, cold metal against her back, while the man freed himself from his pants with the haste of someone who couldn't wait any longer.

"Open that little mouth up good," he ordered her, one hand grabbing the wig's fake hair. "I want to see how good you are."

He used her with vigor, no niceties, one arm braced against the sheet metal above her head to keep his balance. "God, yeah, just like that," he grunted, his hips pushing with an ever more insistent rhythm, Fanny's throat stretching with effort to take him all the way, her eyes filling with tears at every deeper thrust. "Don't stop, good little slut, keep going."

He finished with a raw groan, spilling deep into her throat with two or three final thrusts, then pulled back, panting, buttoning his pants back up with a satisfied smile.

He wasn't even finished when a second trucker was already approaching, then a third, drawn by the voices and laughter spreading down the row of parked rigs. Miss Pain pocketed bill after bill with an ever-widening smile, checking her watch every so often, calculating how many more might pass through before dawn.

"Two at once from behind, if you want, it's double the price," she proposed at one point to a small group of three men waiting their turn, leaning against a flatbed. "And if you feel like adding a third in the mouth, so she maybe shuts up for a minute, that one's on the house."

The three of them burst out laughing, elbowing each other. "You hear that? On the house," one said, chuckling. "She must be pretty good if they're throwing in discounts too."

Fanny felt her heart drop, mixed with something she didn't dare call excitement. It wasn't the first time her body had been put through a test like this: she remembered it all too well, from other nights, other cages, other chapters of her life she'd hoped to leave behind. And yet here she was again, ready to repeat that all-too-familiar trial.

The third man, the one assigned to her mouth, approached first, and Fanny immediately caught a sharp, disgusting smell of rotten fish that made her stomach turn.

"Clean me off good with that little tongue first," he ordered her with a smirk, noticing her grimace. "I work at the fish market all day, I know I stink. But you'll like it just the same, won't you?"

Fanny choked back a gag and obeyed, running her tongue with meticulous care along the entire length, scrubbing away that acrid smell until the man declared himself satisfied and filled her mouth entirely, sealing off any chance of complaint.

The other two positioned themselves behind her, one over the other, and together began working their way into that single opening, stretching it beyond any limit reached until that night. Fanny felt the flesh give way and dilate inch by inch around that double intrusion, a sharp burning mixing with a dull, deep pleasure.

"Look how it's stretching," one of the two remarked to his buddy, voice rough. "She's taking it all without even complaining. Not that she could, with that one in her mouth."

"Look at the front, though," the other one laughed, jerking his chin downward. "Look how that little thing is dripping. She hasn't even moved and it's already leaking like a broken faucet."

The other waiting truckers came closer to get a better look, breaking into a chorus of laughter at the sight of that little faucet that kept dripping, uncontrollably, one thread after another, with Fanny's tiny member showing not the slightest inclination to stiffen.

"Look at that, doesn't even twitch," one observed, chuckling. "Just leaks and leaks, like a busted pipe. What a pathetic sight."

"Better that way," another remarked amid the general laughter. "At least there's no competition."

Fanny, humiliated by that chorus of mockery mixing with the confused pleasure she felt, could do nothing but keep dripping copiously as the three men carried on with their work, each one egged on to go further by the others' laughter, like a self-feeding contest of cruelty.

The two behind finished almost simultaneously, one after the other within a few seconds. As they pulled out, first one then the other, Fanny heard a small, wet pop, almost like a cork bursting from a bottle, followed immediately by a warm trickle sliding down the inside of her thighs, running down to her ankles and forming a small dark puddle on the dusty ground of the rest stop. The third let go in her mouth shortly after, leaving her trembling, panting, and still dripping from every side, her flesh dilated and throbbing, under the ironic applause of the spectators who had gathered in the meantime.

The night went on like that, one long unbroken sequence of trucks pulling in, engines shutting off, doors slamming. Miss Pain, growing more and more excited by the swelling jingle of coins in the jar, never missed a chance to invent new discounts and new combinations: two for the price of one for anyone who paid in advance, a family discount for groups of coworkers, one free round for every five paid. Fanny quickly lost all sense of time, reduced to a body that opened and closed, dripped and was filled, in a cycle that seemed to have no end under the commercial frenzy of her tormentor.

***

At Victoria's house, the table was set with the care of a special occasion. Tessa and Bruce had arrived shortly before eight, Tessa elegant as ever, Bruce enormous and silent, the kind of man who filled a room with his presence alone.

Rosy served at the table in silence, the apron freshly pressed for the occasion, moving among the diners with a grace hard-won over the past few weeks.

"I have to say, Victoria, the work you're doing is impressive," Tessa remarked, following Rosy with her eyes as she served the second course. "I never would have thought her capable of this much discipline."

"Wait, let me show you something," Victoria said with a mischievous smile, and without much ceremony grabbed the hem of Rosy's little skirt just as she was passing by, lifting it sharply in front of Tessa's eyes.

"Victoria!" Rosy exclaimed, blushing violently, but made no attempt to pull away.

"Look at this," Victoria continued, ignoring her, and slid two fingers in without warning, showing Tessa just how open, how welcoming, that space had already become. "See? Ready for almost anything already. And look at the face she makes," she added with a little laugh, noticing how Rosy, instead of protesting, had closed her eyes and stifled a small moan that betrayed anything but discomfort.

"Incredible," Tessa remarked, genuinely impressed, while Bruce simply watched with a pleased smile, saying nothing.

Victoria withdrew her fingers and let the skirt fall back, giving Rosy's backside an affectionate pat before sending her back to the kitchen.

"I have an idea for after dinner," she then announced, pouring herself more wine. "Bruce, what do you say to entertaining us a bit with Tessa, in the living room? Rosy can watch, and then clean you both up with her tongue, once the show's over."

Bruce smirked, nodding with the silent enthusiasm of someone who never needs to be asked twice, while Tessa burst into a pleased laugh.

"And then," Victoria continued, her eyes lighting up with an idea that had just occurred to her, "we could also try getting Kolo inside Rosy. It'll be hard, I admit, maybe impossible for now, but it would be a memorable show just to try."

After dinner, the living room turned into a theater. Bruce settled onto the couch with Tessa, who undressed without a shred of modesty, while Rosy was made to sit on the floor right in front of them, forced to watch every moment of that encounter without being able to take part directly.

"Watch closely, Rosy," Tessa said with a cruel smile, as Bruce positioned her without much ceremony. "This is what a real man knows how to do. Take notes."

Bruce took her with the same brutal roughness Tessa had described months earlier in Victoria's living room, his hips slamming into her with a heavy, relentless rhythm. "Still so tight," he remarked with a satisfied grunt, "despite everything I do to you."

"Shut up and keep going," Tessa panted, gripping the couch cushions, her body arching with every thrust.

When both of them reached their peak, almost together, with one long synchronized moan, Rosy was called forward to clean first one, then the other, with her tongue, an obedience that came almost naturally to her by now, the mixed taste of both filling her mouth while Tessa idly stroked her head, the way one would pet a well-trained house pet.

Then it was Kolo's turn. Rosy positioned herself on all fours, tense, as he approached cautiously, well aware of his own unusual size.

"Take it slow," Victoria warned him, watching closely. "One inch at a time."

Kolo pressed gently against that opening, already dilated from weeks of training, and for a moment it seemed like it might actually work: Rosy's flesh gave way a few inches, stretching beyond any limit reached until then.

"It's... it's going in," Rosy panted, her voice caught between pain and an incredulous astonishment.

But the moment Kolo tried to push past that first resistance, Rosy screamed, a sharp, genuine sound of pure pain that made everyone freeze at once.

"Stop, stop, I can't do it," she begged, tears streaking her face.

Despite the attempts, despite everyone's patience, there was no way around it: Rosy's body, however well prepared by the previous weeks, simply couldn't yield any further space beyond those first few inches, and after several failed attempts, accompanied by Rosy's genuine cries of pain, Victoria decided to call off the experiment.

"That's all right," she said, stroking Rosy's head with an almost maternal gesture. "There are limits even for you, apparently. No matter."

Later, while Bruce and Kolo had stepped out to smoke on the terrace, Tessa approached Victoria with a more serious expression.

"So," she asked, "when do you think she'll be ready? I mean, when can I have her back?"

Victoria hesitated, her eyes drifting for a moment toward Rosy, busy gathering the glasses scattered around the living room.

"I don't know yet, Tessa," she answered slowly. "I need to think about it. I'm growing more attached to her than I expected, and..." she paused, choosing her words carefully. "I'm seriously considering keeping her for good. In Fanny's place."


Book 7 – Episode 7: The Black Market

Elena arrived at Victoria's house the next day, around noon, her blond hair gathered as always into an immaculate chignon, her gaze sharp and evaluative, the look of someone who never passes up a chance to study someone else's work with an expert's critical eye. She carried with her that particular air of calm authority that had always set her apart, ever since her college days, an air that Victoria, despite everything that had changed between them over the years, had never stopped respecting deeply.

Victoria welcomed her with an almost maternal pride, taking her by the hand and leading her toward the living room, where Rosy was already kneeling in wait, ready to be shown off like a finished piece of work.

"Look what I've managed to accomplish in such a short time," Victoria said, lifting Rosy's little skirt without hesitation to show Elena — notoriously one of the most expert practitioners of domination and male-to-Sissy transformation that Victoria knew — the results of her labor. "She's already nicely dilated back there, see for yourself. The problem is I can't get Kolo inside her."

Elena, intrigued, bent down and slid in two fingers, then three, assessing the elasticity of that flesh with professional expertise. "Interesting," she murmured, nodding to herself. "Genuinely quite elastic, for someone so new to the process. But let me see this famous trunk of yours you keep talking about."

Victoria called Kolo over, who approached and displayed himself without much shyness, well used to that kind of exhibition by now.

Elena burst out laughing uncontrollably, a genuine, prolonged laugh that brought tears to her eyes. "That is not a human contraption, Victoria! Even you would struggle with that, and in your current condition, no less."

"Exactly," Victoria admitted with a resigned sigh, "I'm not up for it myself right now either. But poor Kolo, how's he supposed to get any relief?"

"Have you thought about Fanny?" Elena suggested, a mischievous look crossing her face. "She's tried just about everything by now. She might actually be able to manage it."

Victoria settled onto the couch, folding her hands over her belly with a thoughtful expression. "You know, I've grown tired of her. This new one is so sweet, so well-behaved. And the beauty of it is she's in love with Tessa, which frees me up, no ties holding me back. With Fanny there's the marriage binding us, I have responsibilities toward her too. I'd like to be rid of that." She paused, looking Elena in the eye. "How's it going with Miss Pain?"

"She's having the time of her life with her," Elena answered, a pleased smile curving her lips. "Tortures her every day. Makes money off her too, you know? First she put her up for five dollars a mouth in the basement. You wouldn't believe the line. Then she took her to her favorite spot."

"Don't tell me," Victoria exclaimed, her eyes widening. "The truckers' rest stop?"

"Yes, right there. A whole parade of trucks. Pamela brought her home dripping from head to toe. Locked her in her cell without letting her shower, and by morning she was covered in dried white crusts. A truly disgraceful sight."

"That's just how she is now," Victoria remarked, shaking her head. "If she had a full bathtub in front of her, she'd dive right in, and come out even filthier than when she went in. Do you see now why I'm tired of her? She's even too much for me."

"You're right," Elena agreed. "Keep this Rosy of yours. You'll see, sooner or later that enormous thing has to go in, you just need to keep at it."

"And what about Fanny? What do I do?"

"Why not sell her?" Elena proposed, her voice dropping lower, almost confidential. "There are dark markets out there that would pay top dollar to have her."

Victoria hesitated. "But afterward? What would they make her do? How would it end up?"

"Who knows?" Elena replied with a shrug, an almost surgical indifference in her voice. "Not one of the Sissies I've sold to that market has ever come back. They just vanish without a trace. All sorts of strange rumors go around. But why do you even care? You want to be rid of her anyway, don't you?"

"Right," Victoria murmured, her voice thinning. "Why do I even care?"

Her expression, though, seemed to shift as she spoke those words, as if something inside her had suddenly caught. The confident smile from a moment before vanished, replaced by a shadow of thought that crossed her gaze, a silent void that lasted only a few seconds but seemed to weigh as much as an entire shared life, a marriage, promises made long ago to a boy who barely existed anymore.

For an instant, Victoria saw herself sitting on that very same couch years earlier, long before the pregnancy, long before Fanny, when Julian had still just been Julian, an awkward, love-struck boy who had sworn eternal devotion to her in a church full of smiling relatives. She wondered, with a clarity that surprised her, whether that old version of him, buried now beneath layer upon layer of conditioning, knew what was about to be decided in his absence. Whether something, somewhere deep inside that now-shattered mind, could still feel fear at a future that would be decided by others, forever, with no room for choice at all.

But the thought, however insistent, found no firm enough foothold to take root. It was an echo, no longer a living voice.

Then, with an abrupt gesture, almost as if to chase away that thought before it could take root any further, Victoria clapped her hands and called Rosy and Kolo over.

"Come on, Rosy," she said, her voice turning suddenly cheerful, perhaps a little too cheerful. "Show Elena how good you've gotten with your mouth. And remember, stay flaccid this time."

Rosy blushed, remembering well the scolding she'd received days before, and got down on all fours in front of Kolo, who approached without needing further instruction, well accustomed to his role in that household by now.

Elena settled into the armchair beside Victoria, legs crossed, her gaze attentive and critical, the look of someone assessing a technical demonstration more than an erotic show.

"Let's see if what you're saying is true," she remarked, one eyebrow raised with professional skepticism.

Kolo positioned himself with the ease of someone who by now knew his role in that household well, while Rosy readied herself, her breath growing shorter under the double gaze of the two women, aware that this wasn't just a simple demonstration, but a kind of final exam before an authority even higher than her own Mistress.

Rosy wrapped her lips around that imposing measure, beginning to work with her tongue the way she'd been taught, circling around the base before slowly working her way up to the tip. Kolo let out a deep sigh, his hands settling gently on the back of her neck.

"Excellent technique," Elena observed, nodding with a mix of approval and surprise. "Good rhythm, good consistency too. I can see you've done real work on her, Victoria."

"I told you so," Victoria replied, a proud smile returning to her face, as if that brief moment of doubt from before had never happened at all.

Rosy continued with growing dedication, alternating the depth of her efforts, careful to keep her own body in check, to maintain that flaccidity that had been imposed on her as an absolute rule, despite the arousal building inside her with every one of Kolo's moans. It was a strange exercise, having to suppress a physical reaction while the rest of her body surrendered entirely to the pleasure of serving, of being watched, of being evaluated by two women who decided her fate with the same casual ease as discussing a piece of furniture. And yet, in that very imposed control, Rosy found a nearly meditative calm, a kind of inner peace that just a few months earlier, back as Roger, she never would have imagined she could feel in a situation like this.

"I'm about to come," Kolo announced after a few minutes, his voice growing tense, his hips beginning to move on their own in small, involuntary jerks.

"Stay still, Rosy," Victoria warned her, leaning forward slightly for a better look. "Don't pull back, take it all."

Kolo went rigid with a deep groan a few moments later, and the first burst arrived with surprising force, thick and abundant, immediately followed by a second, then a third, each as copious as the last. Rosy swallowed with effort, her throat working to contain that sudden flood, but the quantity was such that a small trickle escaped anyway from the corner of her lips, running down her chin and dripping onto her apron.

"Incredible," Elena remarked, genuinely impressed, watching Kolo still panting, eyes closed, exhausted by his own generosity. "I didn't think a beginner could handle a quantity like that without at least choking a little."

Rosy, panting in turn, ran the back of her hand across her chin to gather the last trickle, bringing it to her lips under the pleased gaze of both women.

"Good girl, Rosy," Victoria said, stroking her head with genuine pride. "See, Elena? I told you this one is worth keeping."

Elena nodded slowly, her gaze moving from Rosy, still kneeling and panting, to Victoria, whose smile now seemed steady again, confident, without a trace of that brief moment of confusion from before.

"Yes," Elena said at last, her voice thoughtful. "She really is worth it."

The two of them stayed silent for a moment, watching Rosy carefully wiping her lips clean, and Kolo fixing his pants with a satisfied smile plastered across his face. It was Elena, in the end, who broke that silence.

"So, about Fanny," she said, returning to the subject with the same practical coldness one would use discussing a real estate contract. "I'll take care of reaching out to the right people, if you want. Just say the word."

Victoria nodded, her gaze fixed on Rosy for a long moment, as if that gesture of confirmation held something far bigger than a simple yes.

"Do it," she said finally, her voice firm. "It's time to turn the page."


Book 7 – Episode 8: The Interested Parties

Elena posted the ad in the late afternoon, on one of those hidden forums that could only be reached by knowing the exact address, protected by layer upon layer of authentication. A few lines, a blurry photo, a starting price. That was enough for the phone to start ringing within a few hours.

Fanny, meanwhile, remained locked in Miss Pain's dungeon, still dirty with the sweat and acrid smell left behind by the truckers, without a single shower granted to her. Her skin had dried into whitish patches along her thighs and chin, a physical souvenir of that night that no one had bothered to wash away. Every so often she heard, from a distance, the rumble of a car pulling up outside the warehouse, followed by unfamiliar voices and footsteps on the concrete stairs, and every time her heart lurched with a silent question: who would come down this time, and what would they want from her.

The first to come down that concrete stairway was a man in his fifties, sport coat and the brisk manner of a businessman used to appraising merchandise with a professional eye.

"I manufacture accessories," he explained without much preamble, shaking Elena's hand while Miss Pain stayed off to the side, leaning against the wall with her arms crossed. "Extreme-sized dildos, plugs, whips, clamps, everything the industry demands. I need a new test subject. My previous one wore out."

"Wore out?" Elena asked, an eyebrow raised. "In what sense, if you don't mind my asking?"

"In the sense that she's no longer fit for purpose," the man replied with the same ease as someone discussing industrial machinery. "Over time, you see, these Sissies get slack. They lose tone, elasticity. They become useless for stress-testing new products. I gave her to a friend, out in the countryside. He keeps purebred stallions, needed someone for certain duties."

Elena didn't press further. She simply nodded, as if that explanation were perfectly reasonable, and motioned for the man to approach Fanny, chained in the middle of the room.

The businessman crouched in front of her with the same clinical care he'd have used examining a spare part, first prying her mouth open with two fingers to check her teeth, then turning her around to examine her from behind.

"Good residual elasticity," he remarked, more to himself than to Elena, inserting two fingers and then three with the ease of a veterinarian. "Though already fairly worn, from what I can see. How many men have had her, exactly?"

Fanny, feeling herself appraised like defective merchandise, couldn't suppress a shiver of humiliation running down her spine.

"Plenty," Miss Pain answered with a proud smile, adding nothing further.

"That'll do," the man concluded, standing up and brushing off his pants. "I'll put in an offer. My products need thorough testing, and the more durable, the better for everyone."

Before leaving, he turned back one last time toward Miss Pain. "If I may offer some advice, keep her hydrated before delivery, if the deal goes through. Dehydrated material responds worse to stress testing. And maybe a few days' rest, so she arrives fresh at the factory."

"We'll see about that," Miss Pain replied with a smile that promised nothing of the sort.

***

The second visitor arrived shortly after sunset: a tall woman, wrapped entirely in glossy black leather, her stern face framed by raven hair pulled into a tight braid.

"They call me the Queen of Needles," she introduced herself, in a tone that left no doubt she expected to be recognized. "I do online shows for subscribers. My specialty, the one most requested by my audience, is skewering the testicles live with a long knitting needle, straight through from one side to the other."

She bent over Fanny with almost surgical professionalism, delicately taking the small testicles between two fingers and weighing them with a critical air.

"Hm," she murmured, her brow furrowing. "Really quite small for this specialty. The audience expects a certain... visual spectacle. With such a modest target, I'm afraid the dramatic effect would suffer quite a bit."

Elena, noticing the woman's hesitation, jumped in promptly. "Look here instead," she said, lifting Fanny's little skirt and openly displaying her backside. "It can take absolutely anything, I guarantee you that. And there's another detail that might interest you." She paused for dramatic effect. "Look how it drips, from that little thing up front. A true broken faucet. Just the slightest stimulation and it starts leaking nonstop, never stops."

The Queen of Needles bent down to look with renewed interest, and indeed, under both their examining gazes, a clear thread had already begun trickling from Fanny's flaccid tip.

"Interesting," the woman admitted, a slow smile curving her black-painted lips. "The audience loves unusual physiological surprises. I could build an entire show around it. I'll think about it."

"How much would you be willing to offer?" Elena asked, with the practicality of someone unwilling to waste time on chitchat.

"Depends on the subscribers," the Queen of Needles replied, pulling a small leather notebook from her bag. "If I can promote the show well before the purchase, I could afford a generous offer. People love the unpredictable, and this one," she added, gesturing at Fanny with her chin, "seems to have quite a bit to offer in that department."

***

The third visitor arrived wearing an outdated top hat and a flashy ring on every finger, the air of someone who'd built himself a persona over the years and never let go of it, not even in a basement.

"I already know her, you know," he said the moment his eyes landed on Fanny, a smile of recognition that made her blood run cold. "I saw some videos, months ago, posted online by her... Victoria, right? The old Mistress. I'd recognize her anywhere."

Fanny felt a flush of shame at the thought that her own story had preceded her all the way down here, into unfamiliar hands, through screens and servers she would never know anything about.

"I want her for my circus," the man continued, his eyes shining with an almost childlike enthusiasm. "Whatever the cost. She'd be perfect."

"What kind of acts would she perform, exactly?" Elena asked, her voice cautious.

"Oh, a serious circus, the old-fashioned kind," he replied, spreading his arms with pride. "The kind that has everything: clowns, trapeze artists, tigers, camels, the elephant, even a gorilla. A real traveling menagerie, the sort of thing you hardly see anymore. And then, of course, the animal trainers..." He paused, a suggestive smile curving his lips. "There'd also be a need for someone to personally look after the trainer, after every show. A special assistant, all his own, to help him... unwind. Let's just say she'd become the real attraction hidden backstage, the one nobody sees but that everyone on staff would want to try someday."

Elena looked at him with an expression of thinly veiled disgust, crossing her arms. At those last words, though, Fanny felt her cheeks flush, a blush rising from her neck, and a new clear thread slid down her thigh, betraying an arousal she would have wanted to deny even to herself.

***

The last visitor was the most different of all: a small man, thin glasses, a folder under his arm, and the calm tone of a bureaucrat.

"I represent a humanitarian association," he explained, handing over a business card that Elena examined skeptically. "We work to combat overpopulation in the world's poorest countries. We purchase Sissies like her to bring to the most remote villages, where food scarcity makes every new birth a serious problem for the entire community."

"And they'd use her for..." Elena began.

"To give the village men a way to relieve themselves free of charge," the man explained with professional matter-of-factness, "so as to limit their relations with the local women, and consequently the birth rate. It's a program that's already produced excellent results elsewhere. Purely ethical, I assure you. A small individual sacrifice for a much greater collective good."

"And how exactly would she live?" Elena asked, genuinely curious, examining the business card more closely.

"With dignity, as much as possible," the man answered, adjusting his glasses. "A roof, food, clean water. In exchange, she makes herself available to the village's male community according to a schedule set by our local coordinators. It's not so different, in the end, from many other forms of socially useful labor."

Elena listened attentively, nodding slowly. Of all the proposals she'd heard that afternoon, this one struck her, strangely, as the most reasonable, almost noble in its practical cynicism.

"Could we also get, say, a report on her subsequent conditions?" Elena asked, surprising even herself with the question.

"Certainly," the man replied with a professional smile. "Total transparency with our donors and partners. We publish semi-annual reports."

"We'll let you know," Elena said finally, her voice neutral, tucking the business card into her purse along with the other papers.

***

When the last visitor had also climbed back up the concrete stairway, Miss Pain approached Elena with a satisfied smirk, eyeing the four sealed envelopes she held clutched in her hand.

"A decent turnout," Miss Pain remarked, mentally counting the heads that had filed through that afternoon. "Not bad for a single ad. Imagine what we could do with a real advertising campaign."

"I don't think Victoria would appreciate the idea of advertising her husband's sale on a large scale," Elena replied with a half-smile, carefully tucking the envelopes into her purse.

"True," Miss Pain conceded, "but four offers in a single afternoon isn't bad at all, considering how niche this market is."

Elena didn't answer right away. She simply gathered the last envelope, tucking them all carefully into her purse, without opening a single one, resisting the temptation to even peek at a figure.

"I'll bring them to Victoria," she said finally. "She'll decide. It's not my place to choose her wife's fate."

Fanny, still chained in the middle of the room, had barely heard any of those whispered negotiations, but the memory of those appraising looks, of those hands that had examined her like merchandise on a market stall, stayed with her all night, a new weight added on top of all the others. She wondered, for the first time with true clarity, whether any of those four strangers would ever take her away for good, and whether one day even the memory of Victoria, of the living room, of the kitchen, would fade until it disappeared entirely, replaced by an existence whose shape she still couldn't even begin to imagine.


Book 7 – Episode 9: A Matter of Principle

Elena set the four envelopes down on the crystal coffee table in the living room, lining them up with almost ceremonial care, while Victoria settled onto the couch, one hand absently stroking her belly, now very close to full term.

"Let's see what your friends from the market left us," Victoria said, opening the first envelope with a silver letter opener.

The businessman's offer was first: a respectable figure, accompanied by a brief handwritten note about the need for "durable material for extended testing." Victoria read the figure aloud, a low whistle escaping through her teeth.

"Not bad," she remarked, moving on to the second envelope. "Let's see the Queen of Needles."

The leather-clad woman's offer was lower, accompanied by a note that spoke of "growth potential tied to future subscriptions," more of a long-term bet than a lump payment.

"Interesting, but risky," Victoria judged, opening the third envelope with growing curiosity. The circus man had offered a surprisingly high figure, nearly double the first two, accompanied by a note written in flowing handwriting that promised "a future of applause and admiration, even if backstage."

"That one clearly has money to burn," Elena observed, sitting down beside her.

"I want to know more about this offer," Victoria said, pulling out her phone and dialing the number the circus man had left. When he answered, his voice bright and full of enthusiasm, Victoria put him on speaker.

"What kind of contract would she have? A fixed term, or forever?" Victoria asked, her voice businesslike.

"Forever, dear lady," the man replied without hesitation. "The circus becomes her family, once she joins. Room and board, a small symbolic stipend for personal expenses. Everything included."

"And the living conditions? I don't want her going hungry, or cold."

"Absolutely not, you have my word. Our attractions are treated with every consideration. A well-cared-for animal performs better in the ring, and the same goes for the staff," he replied, and there was an almost disarming sincerity in his voice, as if he genuinely considered that distinction between animal and person to be increasingly blurred.

"But what kind of show would she be involved in?" Victoria finally asked.

"I'm still working that out," the man replied, "but she could become the star of the circus, with that flair she has for drawing attention. That little... drip of hers, let's call it, could do wonders on stage. The crowd would go wild for her. We could even build her an entire show of her own, if that interests you: a girl who gets lost in the jungle and is captured by two men dressed as gorillas, two very well-made stage costumes, detailed down to the last touch. And then, naturally, whatever's supposed to happen in a situation like that happens."

"But isn't there a risk the real gorilla might follow the two costumed men and join the scene?" Victoria asked, a shadow of concern in her voice.

"No. I rule that out entirely," the man replied firmly. "I really don't think something like that could happen in my circus. Not even if the audience demanded it at the top of their lungs."

"I don't know," Victoria said, her voice betraying genuine uncertainty. "I wouldn't want anything vulgar, you understand. A dignified show, not some sideshow buffoonery."

"Wouldn't dream of it," the man reassured her emphatically. "Ours is a classy circus. A different scene every night, polished down to the smallest detail. It's spectacle, it's art, it's the circus in its truest form."

"But what shows do you have right now?" Victoria asked. "I mean, currently, before I decide whether to sell you Fanny."

"Right now we have the classic circus acts," the man replied, his voice lighting up with enthusiasm. "The lion tamer, with his beautiful cage. The clown who makes the crowd laugh. The trapeze artists doing their routines under the big top. And then the elephant, though he's been a bit sad lately, you know, he lost his companion a few months back and hasn't fully recovered. And the gorilla dressed as King Kong who poses for photos with the audience. Fanny would take part with a show all her own, I imagine. She could even do a bit of trapeze work sometimes, or play the clown's straight man. All still to be decided, of course."

"Very well," Victoria concluded, ending the call with a thoughtful expression.

The last envelope, the one from the humanitarian representative, contained the most modest offer of all, accompanied by a long letter listing birth-rate statistics and sustainability reports in exhaustive detail.

"Not very generous, these philanthropists," Victoria remarked with an ironic smile, setting the last envelope down on the table with the others. She fell silent for a long moment, her eyes moving from one figure to another, her face crossed by a shadow of indecision that Elena knew all too well.

"The circus offers more," Elena said, with the practicality of someone eager to close a favorable deal quickly. "It would be the most sensible choice."

"I know," Victoria replied, but her voice lacked the conviction the words would have required.

"So what's holding you back?" Elena asked, studying her closely. "It's not like you to hesitate this long over a purely financial decision."

Victoria ran a hand through her hair, an unusual gesture of nervousness for someone who normally controlled every expression with surgical precision. "It's not the figure that's the problem, Elena. It's that once it's signed, there's no going back. You know better than anyone what 'no trace' means."

"You knew that before you even posted the ad," Elena pointed out, not without a touch of impatience.

"I know," Victoria repeated, almost in a whisper this time. She rose from the couch with some effort and moved toward the window, looking out without really seeing anything. "Let's try something else first. I want to try again with Rosy and Kolo. One last time, with you here."

Elena sighed, but didn't object. She motioned for Kolo and Rosy to come closer, while Victoria sat back down, her arms crossed over her belly in tension-filled anticipation.

Rosy positioned herself on all fours on the rug, tense, her body already remembering all too well the pain of the previous attempt. Kolo approached with his usual caution, but this time the atmosphere in the room felt different, more charged, as if everyone sensed this attempt would carry a different weight than usual.

"Take it slow," Victoria said, her eyes fixed on the scene with an almost obsessive intensity.

Kolo pressed against the already-familiar opening, the tip working its way forward with calculated slowness. Kolo's shape was unusual, and in a way deceptive: the tip was relatively narrow, almost reassuring on first contact, but immediately after it widened drastically, an imposing bulge that then narrowed again along the rest of the shaft. It was precisely that first, extremely wide bulge that represented the true obstacle: everyone had become convinced, after the previous attempts, that once that single critical point was overcome, the rest of the way would be smooth sailing, the flesh adjusting more easily around the narrower measure that followed.

Rosy held her breath, fists clenched on the rug, as he advanced an inch, then another, the flesh stretching to the same limit reached the time before, right at that bulge that seemed unwilling to yield the slightest passage.

"It's... it's still going in," Rosy panted, her voice caught between pain and incredulous astonishment, but the moment Kolo tried to push past that first resistance, her body went rigid all at once, an invisible wall clamping shut with no room for negotiation.

Elena, who until that moment had been watching from the couch with her arms crossed, stood up with a sigh of impatience and came closer, kneeling beside Rosy with the coldness of someone about to solve a technical problem rather than assist someone in distress.

"Let me see," she said, reaching both hands out and decisively spreading Rosy's buttocks apart, trying to offer Kolo more room to work with. "There, hold it open, maybe it just needs a little more clearance."

"It hurts, Elena, please," Rosy moaned, tears beginning to fall again.

"Pain is not a valid argument in this house," Elena replied without a trace of pity in her voice, holding the position steady while Kolo attempted another cautious thrust. But even with that extra clearance, Rosy's body refused again, a purely physical refusal that no amount of willpower seemed able to overcome.

Elena, growing more irritated by the failure, changed tactics. She reached a hand between Rosy's legs and found her small testicles, squeezing them with firm pressure, not yet painful but unmistakably loaded with threat.

"Listen to me carefully," she whispered, her voice low and icy close to Rosy's ear. "If you don't relax immediately, if you keep tensing up out of sheer stubbornness, I promise you I will squeeze hard enough to make you see stars. Relax, and maybe I'll spare you the rest of the evening."

Rosy, her breath cut short by the terror of that whispered threat, tried desperately to obey, to loosen every muscle in her body, but the attempt to relax on command, under that very same threatening pressure, proved an impossible task. Her terrified body clenched even tighter instead of giving way.

"Stop, stop, I can't do it," she finally begged, sobs now wracking her entire body, unable to hold back any longer.

Victoria shot to her feet, her face contorted in an expression of frustration no one had ever seen from her with such intensity. "You're not even trying, Rosy! You're not cooperating at all! How do you expect to manage it if you tense up at the very first inch?"

"It's not my fault, Mistress," Rosy sobbed, her body shaking with sobs as she collapsed onto the rug, finally slipping free of Elena's grip. "Nobody could do it, I swear. Not even... not even Fanny could manage it. It's too much, for anyone."

The words fell in the room like a boulder. Victoria whipped around toward Rosy, her eyes suddenly lit with something beyond simple frustration, something that dangerously resembled wounded pride.

"We'll see if even Fanny can't do it," she said, her voice turning sharp. "Elena, bring her here, now."

Elena rose in turn, but her gaze was loaded with skepticism. "Victoria, wait a moment. We have good offers on the table. We risk breaking her, and then no one will want her. Kolo really is too much, think for a second before doing something rash."

"No," Victoria cut her off, her hands gripping the arms of the couch. "This is a matter of principle now. Kolo has to break through with one of the two of them, I want Fanny here, right now. I want both of them lined up, on all fours, and I want to see for myself which of the two gives in to Kolo's trunk first."

Elena stared at her for a long moment, weighing the futility of further objections against that sudden, irrational determination. Finally she nodded, resigned, and pulled out her phone to call Miss Pain.

"Bring her here," she said simply, without further explanation. "Victoria wants to see her. Now."

While they waited, Rosy remained huddled on the rug, her eyes still glistening, unable to understand whether what was about to happen was a punishment for her, or for Fanny, or perhaps for both of them at once. Kolo, off to the side, had sat down in an armchair, visibly uncomfortable with his role as involuntary referee of a competition no one had asked him to judge, his big hands clasped in his lap, his eyes down.

"I don't understand why this matters so much to you," Elena observed, pouring herself a glass of wine with a hand that wasn't entirely steady. "You've already decided to sell her. What does it matter whether she can manage it or not?"

Victoria looked at her, and for an instant her gaze lost that sudden hardness, revealing something more fragile beneath the surface. "I don't even know myself, Elena. Maybe I just want... to see how far I can push her, before she's gone for good. As if I need to know, once and for all, what she was truly capable of."

"It's a pointless cruelty," Elena remarked, sipping her wine with a thoughtful air. "But then again, when has that kind of detail ever stopped you?"

Victoria didn't answer, her eyes fixed on the front door, waiting.

The sound of Miss Pain's van pulling up outside the house cut that half-finished confession short. A few minutes later, the door opened, and Fanny appeared on the threshold, still marked by her days at the dungeon, the collar around her neck, her eyes widening at the sight of that living room she'd feared she would never see again.

"Come in, Fanny," Victoria said, her voice turning cold and ceremonious again. "We have a little contest for you."


Book 7 – Episode 10: Coming Home

Fanny and Rosy were positioned side by side on the living room rug, both on all fours, both tense with anticipation of what was about to happen. Victoria watched them from the couch with half-closed eyes, while Elena, still skeptical, had settled into the armchair with her arms crossed, ready to witness what she considered a pointless and risky experiment.

Kolo started with Rosy, repeating the same cautious attempts as the previous times, but the outcome didn't change: her body tensed up again at the same critical point, and after a few moments he was forced to stop amid her cries of pain.

"Your turn, Fanny," Victoria said, her voice betraying an almost feverish anticipation.

Fanny positioned herself, her heart pounding, aware of the weight of that moment, of how much depended on her more than anyone had ever told her outright. The air in the living room seemed to have thickened, charged with expectation, with four pairs of eyes fixed on her: Victoria, leaning forward on the couch; Elena, still skeptical but unable to look away; Rosy, slumped nearby, her face drawn with a mix of hope and envy; and Kolo himself, watching her with an almost fearful respect, as if sensing this would be the decisive trial.

Kolo approached, and this time something different passed through the air of the room, a tension that seemed to announce a different outcome. Kolo pushed calmly at first, then with growing determination, Fanny's flesh yielding inch by inch until it reached that same critical point that had stopped every previous attempt, on her just as it had on Rosy. For one endless instant it seemed like even this time the obstacle would prove insurmountable.

Then, all at once, without any warning, something gave way completely.

Fanny's body opened with a total, sudden release, and Kolo, who had been pushing with all his remaining strength, found himself sinking into her completely, all the way, in one single motion that caught them both off guard.

Fanny let out a sharp, frightening cry that made everyone present jump. Victoria shot up from the couch, one hand over her mouth, terror painted across her face for one endless instant.

But the cry was immediately followed by a different sound, a deep moan, thick with unmistakable pleasure, and the tension in the room dissolved at once.

"She's okay," Victoria murmured, sinking back onto the couch with a sigh of relief. "Look, she's okay."

Kolo, now fully inside her, stayed motionless for a few seconds, almost disbelieving himself at that long-awaited success. He could feel every inch of that tight flesh around him, an enveloping warmth that left him breathless for an instant, before instinct took over from every last shred of caution.

He began to move, slowly at first, as if savoring every single inch of that unexpected success, his hips swaying with a measured rhythm. Then, encouraged by Fanny's increasingly intense moans beneath him, he picked up speed, his hands shifting from her hips to her waist, then back to her hips again, as if he couldn't decide where to grip her harder. Every thrust seemed to push deeper than the last, Fanny's flesh now completely adapted to that imposing measure, welcoming it with an elasticity that would have seemed impossible only moments before.

"Look at him," Victoria whispered, unable to tear her eyes away, "look how he moves inside her, like she was made for this."

Rosy, still slumped a few feet away, watched the scene with an expression of pure envy painted across her face.

"I was almost there too," she protested, her voice cracking with frustration. "It's not fair. I went through the same pain, I tried just as hard."

No one answered her. Every gaze was fixed on Fanny and Kolo, who by now were moving with a relentless rhythm, his hips slapping against Fanny's buttocks with every thrust, Kolo's face contorted in an expression of pure pleasure.

"God, it's... it's incredible," Kolo panted, his hands gripping Fanny's hips with almost excessive force, his fingers sinking into her flesh. "I can't stop, I can't stop myself."

Fanny, beneath him, had completely stopped controlling herself. Her small, flaccid member, forgotten by everyone in that moment, was dripping like never before, a continuous, abundant thread pooling into a small puddle on the rug beneath her, a sign of an arousal her body could no longer contain.

Kolo picked up speed even more, his breath growing shorter, his hips slapping against Fanny's buttocks with an increasingly frantic rhythm, until he went rigid with a deep roar, his hips pressing against her one final time as he emptied himself completely, burst after burst, deep inside her.

When he finally pulled out, slowly, almost with reverence for what had just happened, Fanny remained there, panting, incredibly open, her flesh stretched beyond any previous limit, a gaping passage now unmistakable proof of what had just occurred. In the light of the living room, one could make out, deep inside, the thick white of Kolo's release, gathered in that so generously dilated cavity, and already a small trickle had begun sliding outward, running slowly down the inside of Fanny's thighs until it reached the rug.

Victoria pressed a hand to her chest, her eyes suddenly glistening.

"Only you, sweet Fanny," she murmured, her voice breaking with emotion. "Only you can do these things. Make my Kolo happy, where no one else could."

Elena shot to her feet, her face twisted in barely contained fury. "We've lost an enormous opportunity, do you understand? Look at her now, she's completely broken. No one would want her in this condition anymore." She turned to Victoria, hands on her hips. "What are we supposed to do about the offers now, Victoria? I spent hours negotiating, gathering those proposals."

Victoria didn't tear her eyes away from Fanny, still panting on the rug. "I don't know, Elena. I'm keeping Fanny." She paused, then a sudden smile lit up her face, as if she'd just had a brilliant idea. "Actually, take Rosy and sell her to the humanitarian association. It's a good deed, when you think about it. It can only do us good, right? A small sacrifice for a greater collective good, like that man said."

Rosy flinched, her eyes going wide with horror at that sudden decision, but she didn't have the courage to protest openly, her body still shaking with the aftermath of her own failure.

Elena exchanged a brief, meaningful glance with Miss Pain, who had stayed silently off to the side throughout the whole scene, a barely perceptible nod that was nonetheless enough. Miss Pain moved at once, with the readiness of someone who'd only been waiting for that signal, a satisfied smile spreading across her lips as if that assignment were particularly to her liking. She grabbed the collar Rosy had already worn on other occasions and cinched it around her neck with quick, decisive motions, clipping the chain on immediately after with a metallic click that rang out sharply in the room's sudden silence.

"Let's go, sweetheart," Miss Pain said, without a trace of tenderness in her voice, giving the chain a yank that forced Rosy to follow her on all fours toward the door. "Your new fate isn't going to wait."

"Victoria!" Rosy pleaded, twisting back with eyes full of tears, desperately searching for one last look of mercy. "Victoria, please!"

But Victoria didn't even turn around, her full attention now devoted only to Fanny, while Miss Pain dragged Rosy out of the living room, the sound of the chain fading down the hallway until it vanished completely behind the armored door.

Victoria, though, paid it no more mind. She rose from the couch with some effort, her belly now extremely heavy, and approached Fanny, calling her closer with a gentle wave of her hand.

"Sweet Fanny, come here," she said, and when Fanny dragged herself closer, still trembling, Victoria bent down to look between her buttocks with an almost tender curiosity. "You really are wide open now. You can see everything, deep inside." She shook her head, a wistful smile curving her lips. "Forgive me, you know. For wanting to sell you. That was foolish of me. Now be a good girl."

She lifted her skirt with a slow motion, revealing that thick black bush made even fuller by the final months of pregnancy, now rising all the way to her navel and running down to follow the crease of her buttocks almost to her back, a dark, dense territory the entire room seemed to recognize as sacred. She settled back against the couch cushions, her legs falling open with the slowness of someone who has nothing left to hide, the intense, familiar scent already beginning to fill the air.

"Lick me now," Victoria whispered, her eyes shining with an old, familiar desire. "I want to squirt for you the way we always used to, you and I, before all of this. Before Rosy, before the dungeon, before any of it."

Fanny, her face still streaked with tears, crawled toward her without a single instant of hesitation, burying her face in that familiar warmth with a devotion that no trial, no sale, no cage had ever managed to break entirely. Her tongue found the old rhythm at once, as if her body remembered what her mind, in the darkest moments of the dungeon, had almost risked forgetting.

Victoria let her head fall back against the cushions, a long sigh escaping her lips, her fingers weaving through Fanny's hair with the same tenderness as always, while pleasure built quickly, fed by months of accumulated, never truly satisfied desire.

"Welcome home, Fanny," Victoria murmured, closing her eyes as Fanny's tongue found, after so long, its way back home.
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