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BOOK 1

From Husband to Sissy Maid


1.1


The Uniform 

The “Catering and Services” department of the massive professional apparel store was deserted, soaked in the pungent smell of new polyester, plastic, and cardboard boxes. Julian had slipped in there almost without realizing it, taking advantage of the fact that Victoria had lagged behind to look at some gardening overalls.

Slender and not very tall, he felt microscopic among those towering shelves. But his eyes caught a hanger at the very back. It was a classic maid’s dress: stiff, black synthetic fabric, completed by a white apron trimmed with lace and a starched collar. There was an XL size left—the only one. With his heart starting to hammer against his chest, Julian reached out a hand. He brushed the rough fabric. He closed his eyes for a second, imagining the sensation of that scratchy skirt against his bare thighs, the humiliation and the thrill of seeing himself like that. In his pants, a sudden, uncontrollable heat began to spread.

“Do you like the cut, Julian, or do you just think it’s slimming?”

Victoria’s voice rang out behind him like a whip cracking. Julian gasped, letting go of the hanger, which swung precariously. He spun around, his face burning hot.

Victoria stood there, motionless, her arms crossed. She was a magnificent, dark-haired woman with lush, abundant curves that aggressively filled out her jeans and low-cut blouse. It was a sight that had always intimidated Julian, especially in bed. Things between them had never gone smoothly under the sheets: Julian’s petite frame and his decidedly below-average size had always left Victoria visibly unsatisfied, bored by a sexually stagnant marriage.

“N-no... I was just looking... I thought it was a costume for a party, or for the cleaning company of...” Julian stammered, feeling ridiculous.

Victoria didn’t answer right away. She looked him up and down, noticing his downcast gaze and, above all, the prominent bulge deforming his pants. An enigmatic, almost cruel smile lit up her shapely face. She understood everything.

“You know what? It’ll look great on you. We’re buying it,” she said in a calm tone that brooked no argument. She grabbed the hanger firmly, took Julian by the arm, and dragged him toward the register. He didn’t dare say a single word, paralyzed by shame while Victoria paid the cashier, who stuffed the black dress and white apron into an anonymous plastic bag.

The drive back home was a torment of silence. The plastic bag on the back seat seemed to radiate heat. Julian stared at the windshield, gripping the steering wheel until his knuckles turned white. He knew he had just handed his most shameful fantasy over to an unsatisfied wife, and the terror of what would happen next mixed with an excitement so violent it almost hurt.

Beside him, Victoria didn’t speak. She watched the road, resting her elbow on the window, glancing at him now and then with that superior smile. She licked her lips, savoring the absolute power she had just gained over this fragile man. For the first time in years, she seemed genuinely interested in him.

The moment they stepped through the front door, the atmosphere shifted. Victoria didn’t even put down her keys. She grabbed the bag, tossed it onto the bedroom bed, and turned to face him, blocking his exit. Her voluptuous figure filled the room.

“Strip. Everything. And put this on,” she ordered. Her voice was low, firm, devoid of any hint of a joke.

With trembling hands, Julian took off his shoes, his pants, his shirt, until he stood completely naked before her. He felt microscopic, exposed, as Victoria judged his slender body and his modest endowments with a cold expression. Then, he picked up the maid’s outfit. Slipping into that stiff polyester fabric was awkward; the zipper on the back caught halfway up his spine.

Victoria took a step forward. Her large, warm hands gripped the fabric, yanking the zipper up with a sharp tug that forced Julian to arch his back. She adjusted the white apron in the front, tying the knot around his waist almost painfully tight.

Before letting him go, Victoria grabbed his chin, forcing him to look her in the eyes.

“From this moment on, in this house, Julian no longer exists. When you wear this uniform, your name is Fanny. You are my domestic sissy maid, do you understand?”

Julian swallowed, nodding weakly. Hearing that female name spoken by her took his breath away.

“And listen to me carefully, Fanny,” Victoria continued, tracing his cheek with her fingernail, leaving a faint red mark. “This isn’t a game you can quit whenever you feel like it. I am in control. But if things get too intense for you, if you physically can’t handle it... there’s a safe word. Tell me ‘Red,’ and I will stop instantly. But if you don’t say it, you will do everything I command. Are we clear?”

“Y-yes, Victoria... I understand,” he whispered, excited to the point of agony.

“Good. Now that you have the uniform and a name, you have to earn them,” Victoria said, stepping back and resting her hands on her wide hips. “Go to the bathroom. Get on your knees and clean the tiles behind the toilet. I want it to shine. Move it, Fanny.”

The bathroom floor was cold against Julian’s bare knees. With the sponge in his hand and the bucket of detergent beside him, he began to scrub. With every movement of his arms, the polyester skirt inevitably rode up higher and higher, leaving his backside completely exposed and vulnerable to the cool air of the room. He felt like an object, a nobody, but his body responded to that humiliation with a desperate erection pressing against his briefs.

He heard Victoria’s heavy, purposeful footsteps. The bathroom door opened.

Julian didn’t turn around; he kept scrubbing, his heart in his throat. Victoria positioned herself directly behind him, looking down at this small husband, kneeling at her feet in a servant’s uniform. With a slow, deliberate gesture, Victoria reached out, grabbed the hem of the black skirt and the apron, and flipped them completely over his back, leaving his buttocks and his intimacy entirely bare and at her mercy.

Victoria stared down at him as he knelt with the rag in his hand, frantically scrubbing the floor near the toilet. The black uniform skirt was completely inverted over his back, exposing his rear. The male cotton underwear contrasted ridiculously with the rest of the outfit.

With a sudden movement, Victoria grabbed them by the waistband and ripped them away with a sharp tug. “You won’t be needing these anymore from now on,” she declared in a ice-cold voice.

Instead of trying to cover himself or hide in shame, Julian reacted by yielding to the gesture: he arched his back conspicuously upward and spread his legs slightly, offering himself to her.

Victoria let out a low laugh, heavy with superiority. “My maid already knows exactly what she wants, it seems.”

She reached toward the sink, grabbed a tube of moisturizer, and squeezed a generous amount onto her fingers. Without any gentleness, she began to spread it over Julian’s exposed rear, massaging the entrance to his intimacy with insistence. At that slimy, cold contact, his pelvis began to move impatiently, arching even more and grinding in search of something deeper. In front, tucked between his thighs, his member was completely devoid of vigor, shrunk to its absolute minimum by the intensity of the humiliation, but a clear, slick fluid had already begun to drip from the tip, wetting the floor.

“I see you like this, Fanny,” Victoria murmured, using that name for the first time with a tone of erotic mockery.

She placed the tip of her index finger, tipped with a manicured nail, directly against her husband’s entrance. She held it there, applying only slight pressure for a few seconds, torturing him with the anticipation. Julian’s instinct took over: with a sudden backward thrust of his hips, he pushed his body against his wife’s hand, causing her finger to penetrate halfway inside him.

“Well, look at what a little bitch you are!” Victoria exclaimed, surprised and pleased by such an active submission.

Driven by that invitation, she buried her finger completely, moving it inside Julian. In front, her husband’s physical reaction was immediate: the tip of his member began to leak again, staining the tiles below.

“We’ve discovered your true nature. I wonder how long you’ve been dreaming of this moment, Fanny, right?”

Julian didn’t answer with words. He didn’t need to. He simply turned his head back toward his wife, looking up at her from below, and gave her a grateful, totally submissive smile.

Victoria quickened the pace of her finger, enjoying her husband’s twitches and the fluid that continued to stain the clean floor. Then, with the same coldness she had started with, she pulled away abruptly, wiping her hand on his white apron.

Julian let out a groan of frustration at the sudden interruption, remaining motionless, his hips still raised and trembling.

Victoria gave his wet backside a light slap, making him jump.

“That’s enough for today, Fanny. Finish cleaning the floor and then put the bucket away,” she said, adjusting her blouse and heading toward the bathroom door. Before leaving, she turned to look down at him one last time with a dominant smile.

“Get ready for the next few days. This uniform is going to become your second skin... and I have a feeling that very soon we’ll have guests over for dinner, and you’ll be serving the coffee.”

The door closed, leaving Julian alone in the silence of the bathroom, his skirt pulled up, the floor unfinished, and the absolute certainty that his old life as a husband was gone forever.


1.2


The Guest 

The following morning, the sunlight filtering through the bedroom blinds didn’t bring back the return to normalcy that Julian, deep down, had hoped for—or perhaps feared. For him, the transition was already underway, and Victoria had no intention of slowing down the pace.

“Wake up, Fanny. We have a busy schedule today, and there’s no time to waste being lazy,” Victoria ordered, walking into the room with her arms crossed. She wore a floral one-piece dress that accentuated her full hips and generous breasts, carrying the proud gaze of someone in total control.

Julian sat up on the edge of the bed, naked and vulnerable. Victoria looked him up and down, lingering on the hair covering his slender legs and chest. An expression of slight annoyance clouded her perfect face.

“A real maid can’t look this unkempt. To the bathroom, right now. I’ve set up everything you need.”

On the bathroom counter, Julian found a tube of professional hair removal cream and a brand-new razor. Victoria leaned against the doorframe, watching him as, with trembling hands, he spread the cream over his legs, arms, and chest. The anticipation of the treatment and the chemical scent of the cream made the air thick. When it was time to rinse and use the razor to clean up his intimate area, Victoria stepped in, taking the tool from his hands.

“I’ll do it; you might hurt yourself. And I want everything down there to be smooth as silk,” she said, squatting down in front of him. The proximity of his wife’s statuesque, voluptuous body, the scent of her skin, and the coldness of the blade caressing his intimacy reduced Julian to a state of total psychological submission. When Victoria was finished, Julian looked in the mirror: his body appeared fairer, stripped of any superficial trace of masculinity.

But the transformation had only just begun.

Victoria led him back to the bedroom, where a cardboard box sat on the bed. She opened it, pulling out a synthetic blonde wig, shoulder-length and soft to the touch.

“Your short hair doesn’t match the uniform. Put this on,” she ordered. With an almost maternal yet firm care, Victoria adjusted the wig on his head, shaping the blonde strands around Julian’s petite face. The contrast was hypnotic. Then, she made him sit on the vanity stool. With eyeshadow palettes, mascara, and a bright red lipstick—the exact same shade she was wearing—Victoria began applying his makeup. Julian kept his eyes closed, feeling the light touch of the brushes and his wife’s warm breath on his face.

“Open your eyes, Fanny,” Victoria finally said, a smile of pure satisfaction on her full lips.

Julian looked at his reflection. The 39-year-old, meek husband was gone. In his place stood a blonde sissy maid, her eyes lined with black kohl and her lips stained scarlet. He slipped back into yesterday’s black uniform, clean and starched, completed by the white lace apron.

Victoria sat on the edge of the bed, crossing her legs and looking her creation up and down. The atmosphere suddenly turned more serious.

“Fanny, listen to me carefully,” Victoria began, her voice lower, more confidential. “In a little bit, an old friend of mine is coming over, a special guest. You should know that many years ago, before you and I got married, she and I had a relationship... a very intense sapphic affair that we never truly forgot.”

At those words, Julian’s heart leaped in his chest. The thought of a third person—especially a woman linked to his wife’s intimate past—seeing him in this state made him freeze.

“Tell me the truth, do you feel ready?” Victoria asked, staring at him intensely.

Julian swallowed hard, feeling the heat of excitement mix with a paralyzing embarrassment. “Yes, Victoria... I feel ready. But I’m so embarrassed... the idea of her seeing me like this...”

Victoria stood up, approached him, and caressed his made-up cheek, her fingers tracing down to the white collar of the uniform. “Embarrassment is part of your new role, my dear. Remember, all you have to do is obey and serve us. You don’t need to think; you don’t need to decide anything. If the intensity of the situation becomes too much for you, remember you always have your safe word. Just say ‘Red,’ and everything will stop instantly. Do you remember it?”

“Yes, I remember,” Fanny replied with a slight bow of her head, inwardly accepting this fate.

“Good.” Victoria took her cell phone and dialed the number. She put it on speaker, allowing Fanny to listen. After a few rings, a warm, bright female voice answered.

“Hello, Elena?” Victoria said, a smile in her voice.

“Victoria! What a surprise, how are you?”

“I’m doing great. I’m calling because... well, I finally did that thing you’ve been telling me to do for so long. Remember our talks about my husband?”

There was a second of silence on the other end of the line, followed by an enthusiastic gasp. “No way! Did you really do it? Did you finally put him in his place?”

“Let’s just say I found a new and excellent domestic maid for the house. Her name is Fanny, and she’s very obedient,” Victoria replied, looking Fanny in the eyes, enjoying the flush blooming guiltily beneath her husband’s foundation.

“Oh my god, Victoria! That’s amazing! I absolutely have to come see, I can’t miss this. Are you home? Can I stop by right now?” Elena’s voice was filled with a contagious excitement.

“Yes, I’m home, and that’s exactly why I was calling. We’ll wait for you for drinks. Hurry over,” Victoria concluded, hanging up. She turned to Fanny. “You heard her, right? She’ll be here in half an hour. Go to the kitchen, prepare the tray with the glasses of prosecco and the appetizers. And make sure you look impeccable.”

The next half hour passed in a blur of anxiety and anticipation. Fanny arranged the glasses on the silver tray, careful not to let her hands shake. Every step in the flats Victoria had given her caused the polyester skirt to rustle against her perfectly shaved, smooth thighs.

Suddenly, the sharp ring of the doorbell echoed through the apartment.

Fanny startled, nearly dropping a glass. From the living room, Victoria’s voice boomed firmly: “Fanny, go open the door. Welcome our guest.”

With legs that felt like jelly, Fanny walked toward the entryway. She gripped the metal handle, took a deep breath, smelling her own lipstick, and opened the door.

Standing before her was Elena. She was a stunning woman in her late thirties or early forties, just like Victoria, characterized by a voluptuous figure, wide hips, and a generous bust pushing against a low-cut blouse. Her blonde hair was cut into a playful bob, and her blue eyes widened the moment they landed on the figure who had answered the door.

Elena stood frozen for three seconds, then burst into a loud, amused laugh that filled the entrance hall.

“I don’t believe it! This is wonderful!” Elena exclaimed, stepping into the house without asking. Without the slightest hesitation, she brushed past Fanny and, in a lightning-fast move, gave her a hard, resounding slap on her rear covered by the black skirt. The sound of the slap on the synthetic fabric made the crossdressed husband jump, immediately lowering his eyes in shame.

Before Fanny could say a word, Elena leaned down slightly. With a swift and far from gentle gesture, she grabbed the hem of the black skirt and the white lace apron, lifting them completely up to Fanny’s waist to inspect what lay beneath.

Fanny stood motionless, her hands clasped in front of her, forced to display her bare front and rear nudity to the newcomer. Elena observed the completely hairless thighs and pelvis with a clinical eye. She reached out two fingers, brushing the smooth skin and noting how Fanny’s attribute, shrunk from embarrassment and awe, was entirely flaccid and submissive.

“Victoria, come look at this!” Elena shouted toward the living room, letting the skirt drop back down. “You did an absolutely exceptional job. She’s perfectly shaved and smooth; she looks just like a real sissy!”

Victoria made her entrance into the hallway with a triumphant smile, enjoying the sight of her own generous curves next to her friend’s. “I told you she had potential. She’s spent the whole morning obeying my orders.”

Elena looked at Fanny with a critical air, placing her hands on her full hips. “Yes, the makeup is well done, the blonde wig looks enchanting on her, and the uniform accentuates her frailness. But, if we’re being picky, I think something fundamental is still missing to complete the masterpiece.”

Victoria arched an eyebrow, intrigued. “Oh really? And what’s missing, let’s hear it?”

Elena took a step toward them, locking eyes with Victoria in erotic complicity. “She needs a nice metal chastity cage locked on her front. Something to seal her intimacy and give you absolute keyholding power over her pleasure. That way, she can never forget her role, not even for a second.”

Victoria seemed struck by the idea. Her eyes gleamed. She turned toward her husband. “You know you’re right, Elena? I hadn’t thought of that. It would be the perfect finishing touch.” Then, lowering her gaze to Fanny, she asked: “What do you think, Fanny? Do you agree to be locked up under key by me?”

Fanny, her face on fire and her heart racing a mile a minute, couldn’t utter a word. She looked at the two voluptuous, dominant women in front of her. Feeling completely crushed by their combined power, she simply nodded her head vigorously, accepting this new clause of her submission.

“See how she says yes right away? She’s such a good girl,” Elena chuckled. “Now, though, this beautiful hostess and her guest are thirsty. Fanny, go get our drinks and bring them to the living room.”

A few minutes later, Victoria and Elena were comfortably seated on the large living room sofa, close together, their shapely bodies brushing in an attitude of rekindled intimacy. Fanny entered the room with small, measured steps, holding the silver tray in her hands. She knelt before the low coffee table, right in front of the two women, and served the glasses of prosecco and the small plates with care.

The two friends began to drink and eat, chatting about this and that, laughing and remembering old times, almost completely ignoring the maid who remained motionless on her knees at their feet, her skirt tucked over her bare cheeks. Every now and then, Elena would stretch out a foot, caressing Fanny’s shaved leg with her high-heeled shoe, making her twitch at every contact.

After finishing the first glass, the atmosphere in the living room suddenly grew thicker and warmer. Elena set her empty glass on the table, turned to Victoria, and whispered something in her ear, making her smile wickedly.

Then, Elena fixed her stern blue eyes on the crossdressed husband.

“Alright, Fanny. The service was excellent, but now it’s time to really entertain us,” Elena said in a voice that brooked no argument. “Get on all fours in front of us, face away from the sofa, and lift that pretty black skirt all the way up. I want to see just how far your obedience goes.”

Fanny looked at Victoria for confirmation. His wife gave a small nod, a dominant smile plastered across her shapely face.

Left with no defenses, Fanny turned around, placing her hands on the floor and lifting her rear toward the two women. Elena reached out and with a firm gesture pulled up the white lace of the apron and the hem of the uniform. Fanny arched her backside upward, just as his wife had taught him the day before, completely exposing her fair buttocks.

Elena smiled, her gaze alight with erotic malice at the sight of that ready, vulnerable hole between the separated, slender cheeks of her friend’s husband.

“Being in this position makes you crave it... She’s perfect for this role, you should have done this a long time ago, Victoria. May I?” Elena said, never taking her eyes off Fanny’s exposed rear.

“But of course, I invited you over on purpose, I know you’re an expert,” Victoria replied, making herself more comfortable on the sofa to enjoy the show. “I’d like to organize something more structured for her, but I don’t really know what. This is all very stimulating to me, it opens up a world of fantasies, but I don’t know where to start.”

Elena extended her manicured fingers and began to caress the entrance of Fanny’s hole with her index finger. At that touch, the husband’s body shuddered instantly; shamelessly, Fanny began to move her pelvis backward, trying to get penetrated by the guest’s fingers. But his wife’s friend was clever: with obvious malice, she would quickly pull away every time Fanny, with an impatient jerk, pushed her rear against her fingers to find depth.

“Look at her squirm!” Elena exclaimed, laughing at the sissy’s frustration. “You really need to do something, Victoria. Look how she pushes... she looks like a bitch in heat.”

“Yes, she’s been like this since yesterday,” Victoria confirmed, shaking her head with a mix of amusement and superiority. “Even last night in our big bed, she did nothing but writhe her rear against me, constantly seeking contact.”

Elena froze for a moment, withdrawing her hand. She arched her eyebrows, looking at her friend sternly. “What? You let her sleep with you in the marital bed? Are you crazy, Victoria? Absolutely not! From now on, she sleeps in the guest bedroom, alone. You’re completely missing the basics of discipline, my dear.”

Victoria seemed struck by the reprimand. “But what do you mean in the guest room? And do I stay in bed alone?” she asked, almost disappointed.

Elena let out a conspiratorial, wicked laugh, leaning toward her. “Of course not, my dear. Didn’t you tell me, the last time we saw each other, that you got yourself a lover? That guy who works at the supermarket, the cart boy you were talking about with so much passion... the Black guy with that insane physique.”

At those words, the living room fell into a silence heavy with psychological tension. Fanny, hearing that shocking revelation, froze on all fours. With an instinctive movement of her head, she turned partially backward beneath the blonde wig, staring at her wife with wide eyes and a deeply perplexed, hurt expression.

Victoria’s face turned beet red, visibly embarrassed by her friend’s indiscretion. “What are you saying, Elena! Stop it! He... he doesn’t know, it was a secret between the two of us! What’s gotten into you now?” she hissed under her breath, trying to regain control.

Elena simply giggled, amused by the chaos she had just unleashed. Exploiting Fanny’s distraction and shock, she buried her long index finger all at once into the sissy’s unguarded hole.

Startled by that sudden, painfully deep thrust, Fanny arched her rear conspicuously and let out a stifled whimper of pure pleasure that echoed through the room, momentarily forgetting the shock of the news.

“Well, it won’t be a secret anymore, Victoria!” Elena exclaimed, continuing to move her finger inside the husband. “In fact, bring that boy over here whenever you want. You’ll see that your Fanny will even enjoy serving you both in bed, won’t you, Fanny?”

Despite the turmoil over his wife’s betrayal, the conditioning of the uniform and the intense pleasure of the penetration took over. Fanny, her gaze lowered and her breathing heavy, nodded her head weakly but clearly.

Elena smiled triumphantly and, as a reward for that act of total submission, pushed her fingers even deeper, sliding her middle finger in alongside her index. With her other hand, Elena leaned forward, reaching her arm between the sissy’s shaved thighs to touch her front.

“She really is tiny in the front, your sissy, Victoria...” Elena commented with mockery, squeezing the minimal dimensions of the husband’s member. “And look how she’s leaking from the excitement. She’s soaked the whole floor beneath her. I think, since she’s a good maid, she should lick the floor and clean up the mess she made.”

Victoria, recovering from her embarrassment and stimulated by her friend’s authority, burst into a hearty laugh, pointing her finger at the floor. “Did you hear what Elena said, Fanny? Start cleaning it up with your tongue right now, move it.”

Fanny, still feeling Elena’s two fingers pressing and moving inside her rear, obeyed without hesitation. Pushing her pelvis backward so as not to lose that slick contact, she lowered her made-up face all the way to the living room tiles, extending her tongue to lap up the wet drops dripping from her vigorless sex.

The revelation of his wife’s secret affair with the cart boy had deeply shaken and confused his soul; he wanted to speak, to scream, to ask questions, but his body now responded only to commands. His penis continued to leak frantically onto the floor, and his tongue, a slave to this perverse game for two, couldn’t stop cleaning the room under the amused eyes of his two mistresses.


1.3


The Wait 

Fanny was still on all fours on the living room floor, Elena’s fingers moving with a steady rhythm inside her rear, forcing her into absolute submission. The cold taste of the tiles and the bitter aftertaste of her own arousal filled her mouth, but her mind was completely captivated by the words floating above her blonde head.

Victoria leaned forward on the sofa, her eyes glossy, lit up by a curiosity she could no longer restrain. The fear of being caught had vanished, replaced by the thrill of complicity with her friend.

“Elena, are you serious?” Victoria confided in a low, almost excited whisper. “Do you really think I could... I mean, that I could bring him here to our house? With Fanny present?”

Elena let out a husky little laugh, slightly increasing the pressure of her fingers in the sissy’s hole. “Of course I’m serious, my dear! In fact, you shouldn’t just do it, you must do it. Look at yourself. You’re a gorgeous woman, in the prime of your maturity, with curves that would make anyone lose their mind. For how many years did you sacrifice yourself at the side of this pathetic excuse for a man?”

Victoria sighed, lowering her eyes for a moment before regaining the pride in her gaze. “You’re right. With him... with that boy, after so many years of emptiness, I rediscovered what it means to make love. It’s incredible, Elena. He’s always ready, at any hour, and then his size... it’s something I’ve never seen in my life.”

Elena burst into a loud laugh of pure amusement, giving a light nudge with her high-heeled shoe against Victoria’s soft hip. “Then why deprive yourself? You have every right to enjoy yourself and take whatever you want, after all that time spent chasing a perverted husband who’s endowed with a ridiculous micro-penis. Your life has changed, Victoria. Accept it.”

On her knees, Fanny listened to every single word in a dead silence. The humiliation of hearing her own wife praise the sex with another man, describing his endowments in front of a stranger, was a devastating psychological torture. Yet, her body responded in the exact opposite way: the submission aroused her to such an extent that, despite the paralyzing embarrassment, she didn’t know how to stop leaking. The fluid kept sliding down the smooth skin of her shaved thighs, wetting the floor she was forced to kiss.

Victoria looked at the sissy maid at their feet, undecided on what to do. “Yes, I agree with you. But... how should I handle him? How do I fit this new change into our routine?” she asked, nodding toward Julian with her chin.

Elena’s expression darkened for a moment, and she shook her head reproachfully. “First of all, my dear, you need to stop referring to Fanny as a ‘he.’ Look at her: she’s wearing a blonde wig, she’s made up, she’s wearing a lace apron, and she’s on all fours in front of us while being used. It’s obvious she’s a ‘she,’ an obedient maid. And she must be treated as such.”

Victoria took the correction, nodding submissively to her friend’s experience. “You’re right. She’s a she.”

“Exactly. And as for the rest, you don’t have to worry about a thing,” Elena continued with a predatory smile. “In fact, I’ll tell you more: the first time you decide to call him over, I want to be here too. I officially volunteer to be present and participate. I’ll be the one to manage the games and give Fanny orders, so I can show you how to train a real sissy in the presence of a real male.”

At that proposal, Victoria practically bounced on the sofa, her eyes wide with enthusiasm. “Elena, that would be amazing! A wonderful idea, I really don’t know how to thank you. I feel so relieved to have you here.”

“There’s no need to thank me, you know these dynamics stimulate me quite a bit,” her friend replied wickedly. Then, Elena’s gaze grew more urgent. She stroked her blonde bob and looked at her wristwatch. “So why wait? Call him now. Call him right away.”

Victoria hesitated for a second. “Now? But what do I tell him?”

“Don’t tell him anything about our game for now,” Elena instructed with surgical precision. “Just make up an excuse that your husband is out of town on business and that you have the house completely to yourself. Tell him you want to see him right away.”

Victoria picked up the phone from the coffee table with a slightly trembling hand, but the excitement in her eyes was unmistakable. She found the number in her contacts and started the call. The living room fell silent again, interrupted only by Fanny’s heavy breathing on the floor.

After two rings, a deep, warm male voice answered on the other end.

“Hello, Victoria? What a surprise,” the boy said, his tone immediately betraying a strong intimacy.

“Hi... listen, am I disturbing you?” Victoria asked, trying to keep her voice steady under Elena’s watchful gaze. “I wanted to tell you that... my husband had to leave suddenly, he’s away on business and won’t be back for quite a while. Would you like to stop by my place? I really want to see you.”

A short, smug laugh came from the other side of the phone. “Would I like to? I’m always available for you, you know that. Just give me time to change, I can be at your place within ten minutes at the most.”

“Perfect. I’ll be waiting,” Victoria concluded, hanging up the phone with a triumphant smile plastered across her red lips.

At those words, panic definitively took possession of Fanny. Ten minutes. There were only ten minutes left before her wife’s lover crossed the threshold of her home and found her in that state. With a sudden jerk of her pelvis, Fanny tried to turn back, staring at the two women with wide eyes, full of terror and a mute plea for mercy.

But Elena had absolutely no intention of tolerating insubordination.

With a lightning-fast move, Elena delivered a violent slap to Fanny’s bare, slender butt cheek. The sound of the slap on the tight flesh echoed sharply through the room, leaving a highly visible red imprint on the husband’s fair skin.

“Stay down, obey, and don’t look!” Elena thundered in an authoritative voice.

Immediately after, with a firm movement, she slipped her two fingers out of Fanny’s hole. Feeling the sudden emptiness, the sissy maid’s rear gave an involuntary twitch, wiggling slightly in an unconscious attempt to hold onto the pleasure being denied to her.

Elena noticed it and smiled with erotic contempt. “Look at her wagging her tail... you really are a bitch in heat, Fanny.”

Without giving her time to breathe, Elena extended her hand again and, taking advantage of the natural lubrication, buried three fingers all at once into Fanny’s unguarded hole, pushing deep. The sudden, violent stretching ripped a sharp groan from the sissy—almost a cry of pleasure and despair.

The pain of the penetration and the total humiliation of her position caused her small member to start leaking even more copiously than before, noticeably staining the tiles.

“Do you see what a mess she makes?” Elena said, looking at Victoria. Then she faced downward again, pressing her three fingers hard inside Fanny. “And now get back to work, bitch. Lick that floor and clean it all up. You need to be impeccable before the guest arrives.”

Fanny, her will completely broken and overwhelmed by the pleasure of the three fingers possessing her from behind, lowered her made-up face to the floor once more. With the blonde wig brushing against her cheeks, she frantically began to lap up every single fallen drop, her heart in her throat, waiting for the doorbell to ring again and for her wife’s lover to enter and take possession of the house.
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The True Male 

The ten minutes spent in that position felt like an eternity, measured only by the sound of Fanny’s tongue on the tiles and the heat of Elena’s three fingers, which kept claiming possession of her rear. Whenever the husband’s breathing grew too heavy, Elena would move her hand firmly, reminding him of his role as a domestic sissy maid. Victoria, sitting beside her friend, caressed her own generous hips, savoring the anticipation with an almost palpable sensuality.

Suddenly, the buzz of the intercom shattered the suspended atmosphere in the living room.

Fanny shuddered violently. The long-dreaded moment had arrived.

“It’s him,” Victoria whispered, straightening her spine. A flash of genuine arousal lit up her dark eyes.

Elena smiled with supreme calm. She slowly slipped her three fingers out of Fanny’s hole, making her let out a faint groan at the sudden emptiness. Elena wiped her hand with a paper tissue, then gave another warning slap to the husband’s reddened butt cheek. “Stay exactly like that, on your knees and on all fours. Don’t move a single millimeter unless you’re ordered to.”

Victoria stood up from the sofa, adjusting the neckline of her floral dress, which struggled to contain her explosive curves. She headed toward the entrance, leaving the living room door open so Fanny could hear every single fraction of what was about to happen.

A few seconds later, the front door opened and closed.

“Hey, beautiful,” a deep, warm voice echoed, carrying a confident, masculine cadence that made the hallway walls vibrate. It was Karim.

“Hi... come in, come on through,” Victoria replied, and from her tone, Fanny perceived a feminine fragility and submission that his wife had never shown with him. The contrast was painful: his proud, statuesque Victoria made herself small and welcoming in front of a true male.

Karim’s heavy footsteps approached the living room. When the man crossed the threshold, the room seemed to shrink. Karim was a Black guy in his early twenties, tall, with broad shoulders and a statuesque physique molded by hard labor. He wore a simple, tight-fitting T-shirt that highlighted his powerful biceps and a pair of jeans that struggled to hide the significant size Victoria had spoken of shortly before.

Karim stopped dead in the center of the room. His dark eyes immediately noticed Elena on the sofa and, above all, the blonde figure on all fours on the floor, her maid’s uniform hitched up and her slender rear completely exposed and glistening.

A surprised, pleased smile spread across the young man’s face. “And what’s this? Victoria, you didn’t tell me you had guests... and especially that you had a new maid.”

Elena leaned forward, offering Karim a magnetic gaze. “Hi, Karim. I’m Elena, a very close friend of Victoria’s. And this one you see at our feet isn’t just any maid... she’s Fanny. Victoria’s husband. Let’s just say we decided to clean her up and make her do the only thing she’s actually good for: serving.”

Karim looked at Victoria, arching an eyebrow. “Your husband? Really?” Taking a step forward, he positioned himself right in front of Fanny’s head. From that position, Fanny found the man’s pelvis just inches away from her made-up face. She could smell Karim’s intense, masculine scent—a musk of skin and raw virility that made her tremble beneath the blonde wig.

“Yes, Karim... it’s him,” Victoria said, approaching the young man and placing a full hand on his muscular chest. “We wanted to surprise you. Elena is helping me manage him. We want him to learn to obey you, too.”

Karim looked Fanny up and down, observing the black uniform, the apron, and the stark contrast between his own imposing body and the frailness of the crossdressed husband. With a slow, deliberate gesture, he reached out his large, dark hand, gripping a strand of Fanny’s blonde wig to force her to lift her face up to him.

“Lift your head, Fanny. Let me see your face,” Karim ordered. His tone wasn’t angry, but it possessed the natural authority of someone who knows they are in absolute control.

Fanny locked eyes with her wife’s young lover. Her eyes burned with embarrassment; her red lips trembled. Before this giant who regularly possessed his wife, Julian felt stripped of any remaining masculine dignity. He was just Fanny—a confused, completely submissive sissy maid.

Karim observed the smudged makeup, the lipstick, and the tears of submission tracking through the foundation. Then, he lowered his gaze down further, where Fanny’s small attribute continued to leak onto the floor.

“Look at this...” Karim commented, letting go of the wig with a slight tug. “Your wife has talked about you often, Julian. She told me you never had much to offer down there. But seeing you done up like this... well, I gotta say, as a woman, you’re much more believable.”

Elena chuckled from the sofa, crossing her legs. “See, Karim? I told you. In the front, she has a ridiculous micro-penis that only serves to leak from excitement. In fact, we were teaching her to keep the floor clean with her tongue. Right, Fanny?”

Fanny, struck in her pride but totally conquered by the pleasure of the situation, let out a weak groan and nodded her head, unable to resist.

“Good, then keep doing your job,” Karim said, taking a step back to give Victoria and Elena room. The young man slowly unbuttoned the first button of his jeans, hinting that the entertainment had only just begun. “I want to see how well you clean my shoes before I take your wife on that sofa.”

Victoria looked at her lover with adoration, then turned to Fanny with a harsh tone: “You heard Mr. Karim, Fanny. Show him how obedient you can be. Move it.”

Fanny, her heart bursting in her chest and the awareness that her old life as a husband was now a distant memory, crawled forward on the floor, ready to kiss the shoes of the true male who now dominated her home.
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The Price of Obedience 

Fanny crawled across the floor, the rustle of the polyester skirt against the tiles the only sound accompanying her final descent to the rock bottom of surrender. Before her, Karim’s dark leather boots towered like columns. With her scarlet lips trembling, the sissy maid bent down, beginning to lick the tip of the young man’s footwear, lapping away the street dust under the amused eyes of the onlookers.

Karim kept his hands on his hips, looking down at the scene with a smile of pure superiority. But Elena, sitting on the sofa, was still not satisfied. Her hunger for dominance demanded something far more ruthless.

“Step back, Karim. Give me some room,” Elena ordered, standing up from the couch with a cold, determined expression.

The young man stepped back, amused by the authority of Victoria’s friend. Elena positioned herself directly over Fanny. Without the slightest warning, she lifted her leg and slammed the stiletto heel of her shoe directly onto Fanny’s open hand, pressing down hard.

A sharp, choked cry of pain escaped the sissy’s lips. She instinctively tried to pull her hand back, but the weight of the voluptuous woman pinned her to the floor.

“Don’t you dare move, bitch!” Elena thundered, her voice cutting through the air like a blade. “Do you think being a maid just means licking a little leather? You haven’t understood a damn thing about your new status.”

Elena bent down, violently grabbing the synthetic hair of the blonde wig and yanking it backward with such force that Fanny was forced to arch her back, staring up at her with eyes wide with tears.

“Look at your wife, Fanny. Take a good look at her,” Elena hissed, forcing the husband’s head toward Victoria, who watched the scene with shallow breath, visibly aroused by her friend’s ruthlessness. “She is a real woman—lush, thick, fleshy. She needs a true male to take her properly, not a freak of nature like you. You are nothing but an object for our amusement, and today you pay the price for all the years you left her unsatisfied.”

Elena let go of Fanny’s hair with a jerk that nearly sent her face slamming into the floor. Then, she turned toward Karim, her gaze gleaming with a wicked light.

“Karim, pull it out. Show this nobody what it means to be a man,” Elena ordered.

The young man didn’t need to be told twice. With a fluid motion, he unzipped his jeans completely and freed his massive virility. Karim’s dimensions were frightening—dark, heavy, and already fully erect, a definitive and embarrassing contrast to the husband’s ridiculous endowment.

Fanny, remaining on all fours with her rear raised and her cheeks still reddened from the previous slap, stared at that massive attribute with a terror that mixed with an unspeakable excitement. Her small penis continued to leak onto the floor at a frantic pace, a physiological reaction that betrayed her total psychological submission.

“Victoria, come over here,” Elena called out, grabbing her friend by the arm and pulling her toward the center of the room. “I want you to enjoy your man right here, right in front of your maid. But first, Fanny has to do her part.”

Elena approached Fanny’s exposed rear once again. Without any gentleness, she opened the jars of cream on the table, scooping a cold handful directly onto the sissy’s hole, lubing it up. Then, she looked at Karim.

“Get behind her, Karim. But don’t use her for your own pleasure just yet. I want you to use her as a mere piece of meat to warm yourself up before you take Victoria.”

Karim positioned himself behind Fanny. His massive, dark thighs squeezed the slender hips of the crossdressed husband. With a firm, brutal thrust, Karim pressed the head of his enormous virility against Fanny’s lubricated hole. The impact was devastating for the sissy; his sheer size meant that just the first few inches were enough to stretch her walls to their absolute limit, tearing a desperate sob from her.

“Move it, Karim. Push, but not all the way. Give her a taste,” Elena urged, kneeling beside them to watch the penetration up close, while her hand firmly clamped Fanny’s jaw to keep her from screaming too loudly. “Feel how she opens up? Look at this sissy cry... obey, bitch! Take your wife’s lover’s cock!”

Karim began to thrust with slow, deep, ruthless strokes, entering only partially but with a force that made Fanny’s entire body shudder. Each plunge was an unspeakable humiliation: the husband felt the lover’s massive member moving inside her, while his wife Victoria, just inches away, caressed her own heavy breasts, letting out small moans of arousal as she watched her man brutally possess her domestic spouse.

“Yes, Karim... just like that... look at her give in,” Victoria whispered, now entirely stripped of inhibitions, completely submissive to the young man’s will and Elena’s cruel direction.

After a few minutes of that delicious torture, Elena signaled Karim to stop. The young man pulled out, leaving Fanny’s hole wide open, pulsing, and visibly spent.

“Good. Now that you’re warmed up, take the mistress of the house,” Elena ordered with a sadistic smile. She shoved Victoria onto the sofa, lifting her floral dress to expose her generous thighs and wide hips. Karim lunged onto her, and within seconds the living room was filled with the sound of their heavy bodies violently slamming together and Victoria’s loud cries of pure pleasure.

Fanny remained on the floor, trembling, her rear aching and slick from the lube and Karim’s stimulation. She wanted to weep for the betrayal being consumed right before her eyes, but Elena’s cruelty was far from over.

Elena stepped over to Fanny, stomping on her skirt once more with her heel.

“And what are you looking at? You think you get to rest?” Elena hissed, grabbing her head and forcing her made-up face directly beneath Victoria and Karim’s pelvises as they continued to copulate wildly on the sofa. “Your job isn’t to watch. Look how soaked the sofa is... stick out that sissy tongue and clean up the juices of your wife and her true male’s pleasure. Do it right now, or I swear to God I’ll have Karim use you until you pass out!”

Fanny, completely annihilated by the pain, the humiliation, and Elena’s relentless malice, could do nothing but open her mouth wide. With her red lipstick smudged and tears tracking down her blonde face, she extended her tongue toward her wife’s wet thighs and the fluids dripping onto the fabric of the sofa, accepting her definitive fate as the sexual slave of the house.
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The Humiliating Shopping Trip 

The rhythmic sound of Victoria and Karim’s bodies on the sofa gradually faded, replaced by their heavy breathing and Elena’s smug laughter. Fanny was still on the floor, her makeup completely melted by tears and her messy blonde wig partially blocking her view.

“The sofa is an absolute disaster; you two got it wet everywhere,” Elena commented, standing up and looking down at the sissy maid at her feet with a sadistic smile. Without any warning, Elena reached out, firmly grabbed the synthetic hair of Fanny’s wig, and yanked it upward with violence, forcing her to show her tear-streaked face.

“And what are you doing just sitting there spaced out? Look at the mess your mistress and her true male left behind. Stick out that little sissy tongue and clean them up properly, from top to bottom,” Elena ordered, forcefully shoving Fanny’s head first against Victoria’s full, still-wet thighs, and then toward Karim’s intimacy.

Fanny, completely annihilated by the pain at the roots of her hair and overwhelmed by a perverse arousal, opened her mouth. With her tongue, she began to meticulously clean up the fluids of the two lovers, lapping the skin of their bodies and the residue on the fabric of the sofa, while Elena continued to hold her by the hair, savoring every single submissive movement of her friend’s husband.

After checking that everything was clean, Elena let go of the wig with a jerk and turned to Victoria. “The service was excellent, but as I was telling you earlier, this bitch is still missing something fundamental. She needs a nice metal chastity cage to lock her up once and for all. Since you and Karim are busy, I’ll go buy it myself at the adult store nearby. And I’m taking Fanny with me so we can choose the right size.”

Elena looked down at the crossdressed husband. “For this time, you can put your male clothes back on, Julian. But know that this will be one of the last times you ever wear pants in this house.”

Before leaving, Elena turned toward the sofa and winked at Karim and Victoria. “You two make sure to keep having fun, but try not to waste too many precious juices on the floor... you know very well that we now have a sissy maid in the house who is absolutely crazy for them!” she concluded, laughing coarsely.

A few minutes later, Elena and Julian arrived at the neighborhood adult store. Julian wore his old male clothes, but beneath his pants, the skin of his thighs was still smooth and shaved, and the memory of the hastily removed makeup still burned on his face.

Behind the counter of the store was the clerk, a woman in her late fifties, decidedly voluptuous and wearing very heavy makeup on her eyes and lips.

Elena approached with a confident stride. “Good morning. I need a metal chastity cage for a special training program. What do you recommend?”

The middle-aged clerk looked Elena up and down, then fixed her gaze on Julian, who was desperately trying to stare at the floor out of embarrassment. The clerk smiled, adjusting her glasses. “It depends heavily on your needs, but it’s not easy at all to recommend the right size without first seeing what that iron will have to contain.”

Elena let out a wicked laugh and turned toward Victoria’s husband. “No problem at all. Julian, drop your pants immediately and pull down your underwear. Show the lady the merchandise.”

Julian turned pale. Inside the shop, there were three other customers browsing the shelves a little further away. His heart leaped into his throat. “Elena, please... there are other people... not here...” he tried to whisper with the faint remnants of his voice.

Elena glared at him, her eyes narrowing into two ice-cold slits. “I don’t recall asking for your opinion. Move it, obey.”

Left with no defenses, terrified of the woman’s authority, Julian had to bend to Elena’s will. He positioned himself right in front of the counter, using the wooden structure to partially shield himself from the view of the other patrons. With his hands visibly shaking, he unbuckled his belt and lowered his pants and briefs down to his knees, exposing his completely shaved, smooth intimacy to the close, clinical gaze of the clerk.

As soon as his underwear dropped, the shop lady’s eyes widened and she burst into a loud, blatant laugh that echoed through the entire establishment. “Oh my god! Well, I’d say we will definitely need the smallest size in our collection... in all my years of work, I have never seen something so tiny!”

Elena joined in the clerk’s laughter, speaking in a deliberately loud voice to be heard, pointing at the man’s sex. “Look at that thing, right? To think that poor excuse of a wife of his had to settle for this micro-penis for years. Luckily, she’s finally making up for it with interest now with a true male!”

The sound of that coarse laughter and the heavy comments inevitably drew the attention of the other customers present in the adult store. A man and two women peeked curiously from behind the DVD rack and, though they couldn’t see Julian directly due to the counter, they understood the situation perfectly from the tone of the conversation, beginning to chuckle and comment under their breath, enjoying the spectacle of the forty-year-old’s public humiliation.

The clerk turned toward the glass display case and pulled out the smallest cage in the catalog. It was an object made of stainless steel, perfectly polished and cold to the touch, already equipped with a small padlock and its brass key.

“This will do just fine,” Elena commented, taking it in her hand and testing its weight. “The plastic ones are too soft and flexible. Fanny deserves something rigid that will restrict her properly and remind her every single second of the day what her new role as a slave is.”

The shop lady, amused by Elena’s ruthlessness, pointed to another shelf. “If you want to complete the masterpiece, I also recommend one of these metal butt plugs. Look how beautiful they are, they all have a shiny pink gemstone embedded at the base, perfect for a sissy.”

Elena looked at Julian. Victoria’s husband, hearing the word plug, frantically shook his head with wide eyes, silently begging her not to do it.

Elena caught the gesture, and her smile grew even more sadistic. “I see the idea excites you, Fanny. Ma’am, give me the plug as well. I’ll take the largest one in the series, the five-centimeter diameter one.”

The clerk looked at Julian with a shred of professional compassion. “If I may offer some advice, perhaps to start with, the smaller one, the four-centimeter one, would be better... five centimeters is really demanding for such a frail frame.”

“I don’t want to hear it, take the five-centimeter one. She’ll learn to stretch,” Elena replied in a firm tone, brooking no argument. Then she shoved Julian toward the counter. “And now pull out your credit card and pay the whole bill.”

Julian, with his pants still around his ankles, reached into his jacket pocket, retrieved his wallet, and handed the card to the clerk. While the lady was packaging the items, Elena’s eye caught a display near the register where some black leather riding crops were hanging.

“We’ll take this too. We’ll need it tonight to correct your mistakes at the dinner table,” Elena said, grabbing the riding crop and passing it to the clerk. The middle-aged woman chuckled heartily, ran Julian’s credit card through the POS terminal again, and handed her the black bag with the purchases. “Have fun, ma’am. I hope your maid is obedient.”

Julian pulled up his pants in a frantic hurry, his cheeks burning with deep shame, and walked out of the shop following Elena.

Once out on the street, the cool evening air hit him, but the combination of the humiliation endured in front of the customers and the thought of what awaited him at home had triggered an uncontrollable reaction in his body. Elena stopped dead on the sidewalk, turning to look at him. She scanned Julian’s pants and immediately noticed a prominent wet patch spreading right at the crotch of his trousers.

His micro-penis was continuing to leak copiously from the pure excitement of submission.

Elena pointed at it with the newly purchased riding crop, shaking her head. “You really are a bitch in heat, Fanny. Look at the state you’ve gotten yourself into just from having to show your frail sex for sizing. But know that this is only the beginning of the treatment. I have some surprises in mind for tonight that you are going to absolutely love.”

They walked at a brisk pace toward the apartment, with Elena laughing heartily while clutching the bag with the cage, while Fanny walked by her side, terrified and completely aroused for the arrival of her wife’s lover.
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The True Male’s Seed 

Elena re-entered the apartment with a triumphant stride, clutching the black bag from the adult store as if it contained the trophies of a successful hunt. Fanny followed behind her with her head bowed, still shaken by the humiliation endured in front of the shop’s customers.

From the master bedroom, the door of which had been left wide open, came unmistakable sounds: deep moans, the rhythmic squeaking of the mattress springs, and the wet slap of bodies joining together.

The two headed toward the threshold and stopped to watch. Karim was lying on his back, imposing and relaxed, while Victoria, completely naked and on top of him, rode him with a wild rhythm. Karim firmly massaged her huge, heavy breasts, which bounced and swayed conspicuously with her every shudder. Suddenly, the pace grew even more intense, almost frantic. Victoria began to moan loudly, gripping the young man’s shoulders, and Karim too let out a deep grunt, matching the final thrusts before the climax.

Julian stood frozen, watching the entire scene from the doorway. When he saw that Victoria was finished, she slowly slid off her lover’s body and rested her head on Karim’s muscular chest, kissing him passionately. It was at that moment that Julian noticed a detail that made his blood run cold: Karim had consumed the act without any protection.

Unable to contain himself, Julian opened his mouth and said, “But Victoria, you aren’t taking anything... you stopped the pill years ago.”

Victoria raised herself slightly, looking at him with a lazy, completely indifferent smile. “Yeah, I forgot about that. With you, there was no need for it, and now...”

Elena burst out laughing, leaning against the doorframe and shaking the shopping bag. “My dear, you’re almost forty, what are you worrying about? It’s now or never!”

Victoria smiled wickedly, sliding her fingers through the thick hair on Karim’s chest. “Yes, now or never. Right, Julian?”

Julian lowered his gaze, overwhelmed by a mix of jealousy and confusion, but suddenly he felt a sharp, burning sting on his rear. It was Elena, who had struck him straight across the buttocks with the newly purchased riding crop.

“Strip, sissy! Those male clothes don’t suit you in here anymore,” Elena thundered in an ice-cold voice. “Move it and get ready, because inside this bag are two new items that are going to make you very happy.”

Victoria and Karim, holding each other in bed, watched with amusement as Fanny was forced into her new gear. Under the eyes of his wife and her lover, Elena forced Victoria’s husband onto all fours on the bedroom floor. She heavily lubricated the massive, five-centimeter metal butt plug and shoved it against her rear. The object entered with great difficulty, stretching Fanny’s walls to the limit of her endurance, until it slid all the way in with a loud, wet sound that made everyone burst out laughing—everyone except Fanny, who gritted her teeth with tears in her eyes.

Immediately after, Elena moved to the front. She grabbed Fanny’s frail sex and locked it inside the steel tube of the smallest cage, snapping the padlock shut. The metal grip was so tight and cold that it hurt, but the sissy’s body reacted in its own way: from the gaps in the steel, her imprisoned attribute continued to leak from excitement without pause.

Elena, seeing her reduced to that state, delivered another sharp lash across her reddened buttocks.

“Don’t just stand there frozen! Can’t you see your mistress still wants to have some fun? Open that mouth and go revive poor Karim. And woe to you if you don’t make him get hard fast!” A third strike of the riding crop underscored the command.

Karim pulled back the sheet, showing his temporarily flaccid virility, and gestured to Fanny with his hand, inviting her to come forward.

Fanny, with the plug pressing inside her and the cage restricting her in front, crawled onto the bed. She began to stimulate her wife’s lover, first with her hands and then with her mouth. The man’s masculine taste mixed with the lipstick remaining on her lips. Within minutes, under the sissy maid’s care, Karim became rock-hard and enormous again—so much so that Fanny could barely contain all of him inside her mouth.

Victoria looked at her and stroked her cheek with fake sweetness, gesturing for her to step aside.

“Good girl, Fanny,” she said condescendingly. “If you keep being this useful, sooner or later Karim will dedicate himself entirely to you... but right now, he’s mine.”

Without wasting time, Victoria bent down in turn, greedily welcoming the young man’s member. Fanny remained to the side, observing the scene without a word. The visual stimulation was such that an uninterrupted stream of fluid continued to pour from her steel cage, staining the sheets.

Elena noticed it and commented with a mix of disgust and amusement: “You should wear a diaper, Fanny. It’s impossible for you to leak like this everywhere you move.”

Finally, Victoria got on all fours on the mattress, offering her wide, generous hips. Karim positioned himself behind her and took her brutally. Victoria’s heavy breasts swayed conspicuously with each violent thrust, brushing against the fabric of the sheets. The sound of the impacts filled the room as Karim increased the rhythm, driving deep until the culmination of the act, leaving the woman completely possessed and submissive to his virility.

Fanny stared at the scene, motionless. Her thoughts returned to Victoria, to his wife, totally defenseless and devoid of contraceptives. What would happen if she got pregnant?

The thought of seeing his wife’s belly grow because of that boy, the idea of legally becoming the father of a child that wasn’t his—born to seal the dominance of the true male of the house—excited her in a way so profound and perverse that she lost all control. Despite the steel vice clamping her, a stream of liquid even more copious and evident squirted out from the gaps in the cage, definitively soaking the master bed.
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The Guest of Honor 

Dinner was an exercise in calculated power, a silent drama where the boundaries between dominators and servant were drawn with every course. In the softly lit dining room, Victoria, Elena, and Karim sat around the dark mahogany table, surrounded by the inviting aroma of the freshly served roast and the rich notes of a vintage red wine. Fanny, on the other hand, was the only one left standing, reduced to a mere piece of living furniture, stripped of all dignity.

The short, puffy white sissy maid apron fluttered at her slightest movement, leaving her rear completely exposed and creating a grotesque contrast with the complex metal harness binding her body: the steel front cage locking away her virility and the massive five-centimeter plug driven deep inside. That metallic weight strained her flesh, inflaming her receptors with every breath and forcing her into a clumsy gait—a forced, humiliating waddle. Every step was a silent torment; the awareness of being watched set her cheeks ablaze with a shameful red.

As she bent down with trembling arms to pour wine into Karim’s glass, the muscular tension and shame played a cruel trick on Fanny. From the gaps in the steel cage, a thick, glistening drop slowly slid down the inside of her thigh, tracking across her skin until it fell with a soft patter onto the immaculate hardwood floor, right next to Karim’s shoe.

Elena placed her silver fork on her plate, producing a metallic clink that broke the chatter. A wicked light sparked in her eyes, and a second later she burst into a sharp, crystal-clear laugh, pointing at the wet spot on the floor. “Karim, take a look at your little bitch! We haven’t even made it to dessert and she’s already christened the dining room floor. She’s desperately starved, poor thing, but she’s completely sealed in iron in the front. She’s leaking like a broken faucet.”

Karim raised his chin, looking down at Fanny with a smile of pure contempt, thoroughly enjoying the tremor that had just shaken the sissy’s legs. “She’s thirsty, Elena. And I doubt that steel shell can satisfy the emptiness she feels.”

“Then let’s call someone who can actually do it,” Elena proposed, bringing the wine glass to her lips without breaking eye contact with Fanny. “Karim, don’t you have a friend of yours you can invite over for an after-dinner drink? One of those real males—tall and massive. This big sissy is in desperate need of being opened up and explored from behind, and tonight a single male presence in the house isn’t enough to fill the atmosphere.”

Karim let out a low laugh, a visceral sound that vibrated in his chest. “You’re absolutely right. Malik is in the area; he just finished his work shift. He’s huge, a mountain of muscle, and he has a soft spot for well-trained sissy maids. There’s just one detail, though... he has a habit of rarely washing when he’s out working all day.”

Elena didn’t flinch in the slightest; on the contrary, her pupils dilated with excitement and a ruthless smile curved her lips. “Perfect! That makes it even more educational. So, before we even finish dinner, our little Fanny will use her pretty little maid’s mouth to clean him up from top to bottom. It’ll be her personal appetizer, a small token of her devotion.”

Victoria, who until that moment had remained watching in silence while sipping her wine, reached out to stroke her friend’s arm, going along with the game with total naturalness. “It sounds like an excellent way to entertain ourselves and see just how obedient she can be.”

A few minutes later, the sharp buzz of the intercom pierced the silence. Fanny, her heart pounding wildly against her ribs, was dragged into the entryway and forced to her knees on the rug, on all fours with her head bowed. She had to serve as a human footstool. When the door opened, Malik stepped across the threshold. He was imposing, an impressive bulk of muscle packed into work clothes, and he carried with him the pungent, masculine scent of a hard day’s labor—a mixture of sweat and raw virility that immediately saturated the entryway air.

Without even greeting him, Malik looked down at the ridiculous figure kneeling at his feet and smiled at Karim and Elena, who had joined him in the hallway with glasses in hand. The man sat down on the armchair in the foyer, spread his legs, and exposed himself, releasing his massive virility—dark, turgid, and marked by the heavy scent of unwashed skin.

“Go on, Fanny,” Elena ordered, standing over her with the riding crop swinging menacingly. “Clean the gentleman up. And make sure you don’t miss a spot.”

Fanny crawled forward, tears already blurring her vision from the utter humiliation. As she brought her face close, Malik’s pungent, wild odor filled her nostrils, triggering a shiver of pure psychological terror. She opened her mouth and pressed her tongue against the man’s warm, damp skin. The taste was strong, musky, almost unbearable for her past life as Julian, but the pressure of Elena’s riding crop on her back left her no choice. With slow, rhythmic movements, Fanny had to engulf that massive weight, using her lips and saliva to cleanse every fold, moving up the veiny shaft all the way to the glans.

Malik gripped the hair of her wig with thick fingers, guiding the sissy maid’s head with firm thrusts, laughing coarsely with Karim. Elena followed every detail, commenting aloud on the scene: “Look how she loves the taste of a real male! Look how she uses her tongue to gather every drop of sweat. You’re a born little sow, Fanny—clean up well down there, don’t leave anything behind!” Fanny continued to lick and suck with forced devotion, feeling Malik’s warmth and taste imprint themselves indelibly into her mind, until the man finally deemed himself satisfied.

Once the cleanup was finished, Fanny was dragged with difficulty into the living room and positioned in the center of the room, on all fours on the rug. With a sharp, unceremonious yank, Karim gripped the base of the five-centimeter plug and pulled it out. The wet sound of the metal leaving Fanny’s body echoed clearly, leaving her rear dilated, exposed, and helpless, twitching with involuntary tremors. Malik immediately positioned himself behind her, his massive shadow completely towering over her. The warmth of the man’s skin brushed against the sissy maid’s buttocks, and she began to weep silently, terrified of the imminent penetration.

Victoria immediately noticed that uncontrollable trembling. She stood up from the sofa, walked over calmly, and knelt right in front of her husband’s face. With an unexpected, almost maternal gentleness, she lifted her chin and stroked her tear-dampened cheek with her thumb.

“Fanny, look at me,” Victoria murmured in a calm, protective tone. “You’re very scared, aren’t you? Look at how you’re shaking. Do you remember our safe word? If you say it right now, we stop everything immediately. No one will touch you.”

Fanny met her wife’s eyes. In that gaze, she found a lethal mix of absolute inflexibility and genuine warmth—a combination that bound her to her in total emotional dependency. Julian was gone; there was only Fanny, desperate to please her mistress. The sissy maid slowly shook her head, rejecting the escape route. “No... I want to keep going,” she whispered in a faint, feminine thread of a voice.

“That’s my good big sissy,” Victoria replied with a radiant smile, leaning in to gently kiss her sweaty forehead. “I’ll stay right here close to you, right in front of you. I’ll hold your hand and describe every single moment of what’s happening back there, so you won’t feel alone.”

Victoria straightened up slightly and looked Malik in the eye, taking control of the situation. “Malik, stay still. Don’t thrust. She will decide the pace.” Then, she placed her delicate but firm hands on Fanny’s slender hips, reassuring her. “Now, Fanny, take a deep breath and push back. Slowly. Millimeter by millimeter.”

Fanny obeyed, pushing her pelvis backward. As soon as Malik’s massive tip pressed against her violated intimacy, a gasp of pain and pleasure caught in her throat.

“Like that, slowly...” Victoria whispered, caressing her face as Fanny backed up further. The flesh stretched, barely accommodating that disproportionate width. “Another centimeter, good girl... breathe.”

With every tiny backward movement, the sissy maid let out sharp little whimpers, while Victoria continued her gentle play-by-play: “There, he’s filling you completely, Fanny. The skin is stretching, you’re doing so well... look at how you’re taking him.”

Finally, with one last, deep movement, Malik was completely inside, buried to the root in the sissy maid’s body. Fanny nearly collapsed forward, but Victoria’s hands supported her, stroking her hair. “I’m so proud of you, my love. Look at what you managed to do—you took all of him inside you.”

From the other side of the room, Elena witnessed the scene and couldn’t hold back her obscene, coarse comments, shaking the riding crop: “Look at the hole on this ex-man! Malik went in like butter into a prize sow. Look at how stretched out the big sissy is—her flesh is wide open and gaping for her master! I bet you won’t be able to live without it now, Fanny!”

Victoria, keeping her eyes locked onto her husband’s, changed her tone, turning inflexible once more. “Now be a good girl, Fanny. Let him pump you, alright? Don’t move.”

Fanny, completely hypnotized and submissive, could only manage a faint: “Yes, Victoria.”

Malik received the green light and began his work. He firmly gripped Fanny’s hips with his massive hands and began to thrust. The rhythm immediately became heavy and measured—an obscene, relentless in-and-out that shook the sissy maid’s entire body. With every plunge and every extraction, the room was filled with wet, thick, squelching sounds, like a suction cup gripping against internal walls slick with lube and saliva. Splat, splat, slap. The impact of Malik’s pelvis against Fanny’s buttocks echoed like rhythmic cracks of a whip.

Fanny was completely overwhelmed. The deep, continuous stimulation of her prostate began to radiate a devastating wave of heat throughout her entire pelvis. Despite the terror and psychological humiliation of being in that position in front of her wife, her sissy body capitulated. Without anyone touching the front steel cage, her internal walls contracted wildly, and Fanny was hit by an involuntary, overwhelming prostatic orgasm. From the gaps in the metal, a copious, continuous stream of clear fluid squirted out, soaking the rug and Karim’s shoes in an uncontrollable jet.

Elena burst out laughing even louder, pointing at the mess: “Look at her! She comes all on her own like a bitch in heat just from being pumped from behind! She’s spraying like a fire hydrant!”

Malik accelerated for the final, incredibly violent thrusts, grunting from the exertion, until he reached the peak of pleasure and came deep inside Fanny, discharging all of his warm seed inside the sissy maid. He stayed motionless for a few seconds, panting on her sweaty back, enjoying the final twitching of his victim.

As Malik slowly withdrew, the effect of gravity was immediate. A thick, mixed, glistening trickle began to ooze slowly down the inside of Fanny’s trembling thighs, dripping past her knees and ending up creating a prominent stain on the floor.

Fanny collapsed onto her side on the floor, exhausted, drained of any remaining masculinity, her breath shattered. But the reprieve lasted only an instant.

Elena took two steps forward, snapping the riding crop against the floor just inches from her face, her gaze ruthless and amused at the same time. “Did you hear your master, Fanny? Now look at the pigsty you’ve made on the floor with your big sissy fluids. Come on, move it, clean everything up immediately with your tongue, just like I already taught you to do. Not a single trace must be left.”

Fanny, under Victoria’s silent, stern gaze, slowly turned back onto all fours and, with tears in her eyes, extended her tongue toward the floor to begin cleaning up the mess.


1.9


The Keeper of Secrets 

The silence that followed Karim and Malik’s departure from the room was surreal, magical. The living room still bore the marks of that storm of raw virility: the scent of sweat, Elena’s expensive perfume, and, on the floor, the glistening residues of Fanny’s definitive breakdown. The sissy maid was still stretched out on the floor, on her side, exhausted. Her white apron was rumpled, her slender legs were tracing residual shivers, and her blonde wig was slightly askew, revealing Julian’s wounded soul.

Victoria observed her from above for a few moments. In her eyes, there was none of Elena’s amused cruelty, but a profound calm, tinged with a strange, incredibly sweet melancholy. She took a deep breath, slipped off her high heels, and sat down on the rug right next to her husband’s trembling body. She extended her legs, smoothed her skirt, and, with an incredibly graceful gesture, gently lifted Fanny’s head, cradling it upon her bare thighs.

Her fingers, cool and soft, began to stroke the sissy’s reddened cheeks, carefully tucking a strand of fake blonde hair behind her ear.

“What am I going to do with you, you silly girl...” Victoria murmured, using a tone of voice so sweet and intimate that it made Fanny’s heart clench. “I saw you, you know? I saw you clearly. What a crazy squirt you made from that steel cage while Malik was taking you from behind... You liked it, didn’t you? Come on, tell the truth to your Victoria.”

Fanny opened her eyes, her gaze glossy with tears and confusion. Feeling her wife’s warmth and her caresses after that storm made her give in. “Yes, Victoria... it was beautiful,” she whispered, partially hiding her face against the fabric of her skirt. “It was like an internal, deep feeling, completely uncontainable. But I was so ashamed. I’m still ashamed even now... look at the state I’m in.”

“Oh, foolish girl, you shouldn’t be ashamed at all, quite the opposite,” Victoria replied, continuing to pat her cheek affectionately, as if to banish those masculine thoughts. “You should be happy, Fanny. Tonight you finally discovered your true nature. You’re perfect for satisfying men, don’t you see? It’s a gift. There’s no room for shame in your new world.”

Fanny sniffled, weakly clutching a hem of Victoria’s skirt. “But... you’re going to leave me now, aren’t you? You love Karim now... and I understand, he’s a real man.”

Victoria let out a soft little sigh, her gaze wandering for a moment toward the room’s window before settling back onto her husband’s face. “I love you too, Fanny. I’ll never leave you—after all, you are my husband. But it’s a different kind of love, as you now realize yourself. As for Karim... well, I don’t know if I truly love him. He drives me crazy in bed, he makes me feel like a real, fulfilled woman, the way I haven’t felt in years. But... come on, he’s also much younger than me. Sooner or later he’ll get bored; boys like him are always looking for something new.”

Victoria paused for a moment, slowly stroking Fanny’s chin with the tips of her fingers, introducing a thought that had been flashing through her mind for days. “You know... if by chance I were to get pregnant by Karim, I’d want to keep the baby. What do you think? You’d make an excellent nanny—so precious, so attentive to the housework. We could even have it listed as your child on the paperwork. It would be our little, big secret. Of course...” Victoria chuckled, a low, ironic, and complicit sound. “...even if everyone, looking at his face once he grows up, would understand right away that it’s not true. What do you think, would you like that?”

At those words, a mixture of hope and submission made its way into Fanny’s chest. “Really... you really wouldn’t leave me? Everything would go back to how it was between us?”

Victoria’s thumb stopped on Fanny’s lips, pressing lightly to silence her. Her tone, while remaining incredibly sweet, suddenly turned inflexible.

“No, my little one. Not like before. That past no longer exists. You are my personal maid now, my sissy maid. I’m keeping you this way, at my service. If you’re a good girl and you’re obedient, I might let you have some fun again, just like what happened a moment ago with Malik... But you have to toe the line. And besides, remember that you always have your safe word, if you ever get tired of this game.”

“And... and if I said it? If I pronounced the word?” Fanny asked, a shred of hesitation in her voice. “Would everything go back to how it was before?”

Victoria shook her head, smiling with a coldness that turned the sissy’s blood to ice. “I said no, Fanny. If you say the safe word, you’ll be free to pack your things and get out of this house. I won’t hold you by force, I promise. But I will stay here. I will stay in this apartment with Karim... and, you know what? I think I might just keep Malik around too.”

Fanny’s eyes widened, her breathing turning shallow and ragged once more. “What... both of them? Together?”

“What do you think, huh?” Victoria teased her, moving her fingers down Fanny’s neck, descending to the lace trim of the apron. “Would you be jealous if I decided to sleep in the big master bed with both of my men tonight?”

“Yes... yes, so much,” Fanny admitted, lowering her gaze out of humiliation.

“What a liar you are!” Victoria exclaimed, squeezing Fanny’s cheeks slightly between her fingers to force her to look her in the eyes. “You started leaking from your cage again the exact moment I said it! Leaking from jealousy and excitement at the same time, admit it.” Victoria stroked her forehead again, turning maternal once more. “Listen, if you’re a good girl, tonight I’ll let you stay in the bedroom with us. You’ll sit right there, in a little corner on the rug, watching your masters enjoy themselves. Then, if I order you to, you’ll have to come clean us up... would you like that?”

Fanny swallowed hard, feeling the warmth of the metal in front turn hopelessly damp all over again. “Okay... but don’t do things that are too strange with them... I’m jealous.”

“Silly girl,” Victoria giggled, giving her an affectionate pat on the cheek. “I told you that, in some way, I still love you. You shouldn’t be jealous of your mistress. Now see to it that you stop leaking. If Elena comes back into the living room and sees it, she’ll whip you for sure.”

“I... I can’t stop it, Victoria,” Fanny confessed, her voice a mix of pleading and despair. “I don’t understand what’s happening to me. Even when she whips me... I just keep leaking through the iron.”

Victoria burst out laughing, shaking her head in mock resignation. “You really are incorrigible, my little retired nymphomaniac. You know what? With this tendency of yours to get turned on by every humiliation, you could even go out and streetwalk... yes, out on the pavement, dressed just like that...”

At the mere thought of being shoved onto the sidewalk, exposed to the judgment of the world with ruined makeup, heels, and a steel cage, Fanny’s body gave a violent shudder. From the chastity metal, a new, copious trail of clear fluid shot out, soaking the floor once more, right under Victoria’s eyes.

“Well, look at that...”

Elena’s voice suddenly rang out from the entryway of the room. The blonde mistress had re-entered with slow steps, her black leather riding crop swinging rhythmically in her right hand. Her ruthless gaze immediately locked onto the new glistening patch on the hardwood floor. She approached with a menacing air, clicking her tongue against her palate. “What did I tell you before leaving, you filthy big sissy? Victoria, move out of the way. This bitch needs another reminder of who runs this house.”


1.10


The Price of Devotion 

The sharp crack of the black leather whip shattered the living room’s silence like a gunshot. The blow struck Fanny’s bare buttocks dead-on, leaving a reddish welt that immediately flared against her pale skin.

“Move it, you filthy sissy! Get into position!” Elena thundered, her eyes gleaming with sadistic fervor. “On your knees, now! On all fours, raise that ass if you don’t want me to skin you alive!”

With her heart in her throat and her breath stolen by the pain, Fanny obeyed instantly. She bent over the carpet, digging her elbows into the floor and raising her backside as high as possible, offering herself completely to the punishment. Every time the whip lashed her flesh, a violent shiver coursed down her spine. The humiliation of being struck like this right in front of her wife, combined with the absolute submission of the posture, acted as a psychological detonator. From the gaps of her steel chastity cage, the clear pre-cum began to gush with unprecedented intensity, pouring in continuous streams down her thighs and soaking the carpet. She was leaking like never before, completely unable to stop her body’s betrayal.

Victoria, sitting calmly on the floor with her legs stretched out, watched the scene with her usual serene composure, stroking her hair. “You know, Elena...” she began, interrupting the rhythm of the lashes. “Look at the state of her on the floor. She loves it, there’s no denying it. Her body speaks for her. A moment ago, we were talking about her total dependence on humiliation. I was telling her that, with this tendency of hers, we could even put her on the streets. Yes, I mean... turn her into a street whore, dressed exactly like this.”

Elena stopped mid-air, her arm raised in visible surprise. She lowered the whip and looked at her friend with an incredulous smile. “Are you serious, Victoria? A streetwalker? And what does our Fanny think about that?”

Victoria let out a brief, detached laugh, never breaking her gaze from her humiliated husband. “Oh, come on, what does it matter what she thinks? She’s ready for it now, there’s no denying it. Her body was made to serve.”

Elena studied the sissy maid on all fours, stroking her back with the tip of the whip. “Hmm, if you say so... But to do that, she needs proper training. Whoever mounts her might complain if she doesn’t measure up to real clients. She still has too many of Julian’s hesitations left in her.”

“That’s possible,” Victoria admitted, standing up and smoothing her clothes. “But that’s precisely why we could take her to the truck stop area, near the highway junction. Those men aren’t very picky, you know? They work hard, they travel all night... they just want to pay a little to blow off some steam. Fanny will be perfect for that kind of clientele.”

Elena’s face lit up with pure malice. She clapped her hands in excitement. “But that is a perfect idea! Oh, yes! We absolutely have to do it tomorrow. Tomorrow we hit the streets, right Fanny?”

Fanny, her face still pressed against the carpet and her rear raised high, let out a confused moan. She nodded slowly, not entirely convinced. Terrified by the idea, she was yet inwardly shaken by an unspeakable arousal that caused another wave of fluid to leak out.

“Well, it’s getting late,” Elena cut across, checking her watch. “I’ll take my leave for tonight, and Malik is leaving too. But rest assured, I will be here very early tomorrow. We must begin the preparation for the new plan: tomorrow our Fanny goes to whore herself out at the truck stop!”

Before crossing the living room threshold, however, Elena headed toward the kitchen. She returned holding a large roll of paper towels. With quick, decisive movements, she tore off about ten sheets, layered them, and folded them several times, creating a sort of thick, crude padded diaper. She stepped up to Fanny, grabbed her hips, and forcefully wedged that block of pressed paper under her apron, shoving it directly against the steel cage.

“There you go. This way you won’t mess the floor anymore,” Elena commented with a smirk, before saying goodbye to Victoria and leaving together with Malik.

Silence returned to the apartment, but the night was long. From the shadows of the hallway, Karim appeared. He walked naked toward Victoria with a hard erection; his amber skin highlighted a toned, vigorous musculature, and his shaft was turgid and pointing straight forward. He approached Victoria with a confident stride. The woman took it in her hand and realized just how rock-hard he was. She smiled, letting herself be led slowly into the bedroom.

Before closing the door, Victoria turned toward the living room and gestured for Fanny to get into a corner and watch.

Fanny followed them, crawling on all fours across the carpet into the designated corner, the paper towels pressing painfully against her iron chastity. That night became a torture of the senses. Karim possessed Victoria three times over the next few hours with a tireless, raw fervor. Each time he changed positions: first on their sides, then with Victoria on top, and finally with the woman bent over the edge of the bed.

From the darkness of her corner, Fanny watched and leaked. The destructive jealousy and forbidden arousal sent her body into a short circuit. The cage continued to secrete fluid for hours until even the paper became completely drenched, soaked through with transparent moisture that began staining the floor anyway. Every time Karim came, Victoria called Fanny over to clean up with her little mouth: “Fanny... come here. Clean it all up. Come on, don’t leave a single drop.” And Fanny, obediently, crawled onto the bed to clean her masters’ bodies.

In the morning, sunlight filtered through the blinds. Victoria was exhausted, with dark circles under her eyes and a body spent from the night’s exertions. Karim, however, was ready again. He rolled over in bed, vigorous and turgid, seeking his lover’s graces once more. Incredulous at such vitality, Victoria smiled. She declined his advances and ordered Fanny to take care of him with her mouth instead: “Fanny... I can’t do it, I’m exhausted. You take care of him, quick.”

Fanny executed the order immediately. She climbed onto the bed and did her best, using her lips and tongue with the devotion of someone who has lost every last ounce of male pride, lulled by the steady rhythm of Karim’s thrusts. The man had no intention of rushing the finish; he placed his hands behind his head to enjoy the scene and Fanny’s pampering almost like a spectator. Victoria watched with curiosity too; she had never imagined that her devout little husband, now reduced to the role of a maid and a servant, possessed those innate skills to give pleasure with his mouth. Fanny tried to help herself with her hands given the length of Karim’s shaft, now teasing the tip with her tongue, now wrapping her lips entirely around it. The finale was truly overwhelming. With an expert eye, Victoria knew instantly that Karim was close to exploding—his tensed abs and closed eyes spoke for him. Fearing that Fanny might pull back at the climax, she stepped close, placed a hand on her hair, and forced her head down. When the man fully released himself, the maid could do nothing but taste and swallow, her Mistress’s firm hand not yielding a single millimeter.

“Excellent,” Victoria praised her. “You were a very good girl. You didn’t let a single drop fall.” Finally, she gave her a hard but affectionate slap on her bare bottom and ordered her to dry between her thighs before her crazed prostate flooded the entire room.

When Elena arrived later, the preparation began. The woman marched into the bedroom without ceremony, dragging a large bag filled with makeup and clothes. “Wake up! Fanny, get up from there, we need to get you ready for your first day of work!”

The two women took Fanny and brought her into the bathroom. Elena applied heavy, almost vulgar makeup to her face: a fire-red lipstick smeared past the contours of her lips, dark eyeshadow over her eyes, and a massive dose of blush. She adjusted the blonde wig, teasing it into a messy style, and made her put on a pair of torn black thigh-high stockings and dizzying stiletto heels that forced her to arch her back obscenely. The steel cage remained in place, covered only by a micro-skirt that hid almost nothing.

The car ride to the industrial area was a nightmare of silence. The car pulled over into a gravel layby near a large highway junction where semi-trucks lined up. The air smelled of diesel, dust, and hot asphalt.

“Here we are,” Elena said, shoving Fanny out of the vehicle. “Stand right there, next to that wall.”

Fanny was left alone on the side of the road. The terror that someone might recognize her made her weep inwardly, yet the cage beneath her skirt kept leaking onto the packed dirt. After a few minutes of agonizing waiting, an old canvas-topped truck slowed down and pulled abruptly into the layby.

The door swung open, and a massive truck driver emerged. He was a middle-aged man, fat, hairy, and sweaty, with a prominent belly straining a white tank top stained with grease. His arms were covered in dark hair, his head was nearly bald, and his face shone with a greasy sweat that gave off a pungent odor of smoke and onions. The man eyed Fanny with bloodshot eyes, spat on the ground, and grunted: “How much, blondie?”

Her voice choked with shame, Fanny repeated the price. The man grabbed her by the arm with thick fingers and shoved her inside the truck cab, a cramped space reeking of stale smoke. The trucker pulled down his pants, revealing a raw, unwashed virility, and ordered Fanny to get on all fours on the worn-out seat. The act was swift, brutal, and devoid of any gentleness. The man took her from behind with heavy, sweaty thrusts, while his hairy chest, wet from his greasy face, pressed against Fanny’s back, smothering her in his nauseating scent. The wet sounds of flesh filled the cab while Fanny gritted her teeth, enduring the ultimate humiliation. When the man finished, he tossed the bills at her and shoved her out of the cab.

Victoria’s car pulled up immediately. Elena got out, took the cash, and burst into laughter looking at Fanny’s smeared makeup. “See? I knew those truckers would appreciate our sissy. But enough with the streets, it’s time to head home for the final exam.”

Back in the apartment, the atmosphere changed instantly. The living room had been prepared: in the center of the room, on the carpet, a pile of shiny satin pillows had been positioned. Karim was already there, along with Malik, who had been summoned back for the occasion. Both men were shirtless, massive, and dominant.

“Get down there, Fanny. On the pillows,” Elena ordered, cracking the whip.

Fanny positioned herself on all fours, but the thickness of the pillows raised her pelvis excessively high, isolating her rear and placing it in the absolute foreground—completely defenseless and wide open to the room. Upon seeing the two giants stepping into position, Fanny suffered a total panic attack. Tears streamed down her face, ruining the heavy trucker makeup framing her eyes. She desperately sought her wife’s gaze with pleading eyes.

Victoria understood that terror. She walked over calmly, knelt on the carpet right in front of Fanny’s face, and took her hands in hers, squeezing them with infinite tenderness. She kissed her lips gently, whispering into her ear in a warm, manipulative voice: “Do it for me, my little Fanny... Show everyone how much you love your mistress. Prove to me that you are willing to do anything to stay with me. I will be right here in front of you, I’ll hold your hand the entire time, and I will be proud of my sissy.”

Those reassuring yet terrible words wiped out any remaining resistance. Totally subjugated by her love and dependence on her wife, Fanny closed her eyes and whispered: “Yes, my mistress... anything for you.”

At that point, the arrangement of their bodies became a twisted puzzle. Malik and Karim acted in tandem. Malik on the bottom, Fanny in the middle, and Karim behind. Malik lay flat on his back on the pile of pillows, pulling Fanny on top of him on all fours, forcing her to flatten against his muscular chest and warm skin, while Karim positioned himself immediately behind her. They aimed at Fanny’s elevated rear and, coordinating their movements, began their simultaneous entry.

The sensation for the sissy maid was one of unbearable pressure, an immense heat that felt as if it would tear her flesh apart, stretched far beyond any natural limit to accommodate the double virility of the males. A deep, prolonged groan escaped her lips, while Victoria’s hands squeezed her fingers to comfort her.

“There... perfect, just breathe,” Victoria whispered, looking into her eyes with a proud smile. “Look at how you take them both, you are wonderful.”

The in-and-out rhythm began—heavy, asymmetrical, and relentless. The wet, suctioning sounds doubled, filling the room with an obscene echo punctuated by the rhythmic slaps of the two men’s flesh striking the buttocks of the sissy, squashed in the middle of that human sandwich. Elena walked around the trio, fanning herself with the whip and tossing out ruthless insults and praise: “Look at this show! This sissy is a true champion! You are the exclusive property of this house now, Fanny! You are no longer a man, you are just a container for your masters!”

The doubled prostatic stimulation and devastating internal pressure brought Fanny’s body to a final collapse. Without anyone even touching the steel cage, her internal walls contracted wildly, triggering a prolonged and violent prostatic orgasm. A continuous jet of clear fluid squirted copiously from the iron chastity, soaking the satin pillows and Malik’s stomach, leaving him flooded in her fluid of submission.

Shortly after, Karim and Malik reached their peaks together, grunting from the exertion and coming deeply inside her, filling her to the brim with their warm seed.

When the two men slowly withdrew, gravity took its course: a thick, mixed, glossy stream began to leak visibly down Fanny’s trembling legs, permanently staining the pillows and the floor. Fanny collapsed forward, exhausted, drained of all strength, her mind completely blank. Julian was dead forever on that floor; no link to the man of the past existed anymore.

Victoria stood up, went to the closet, and returned with an elegant box. She opened it and pulled out a brand-new permanent sissy maid uniform, trimmed with the finest lace, complete with an even tighter, shinier steel cage. She squatted beside her once more and whispered against her face: “Our old marriage is over, Fanny. From today on, this will be your permanent uniform. We will prepare the paperwork for Karim’s baby, and you will be our nanny and our favorite sissy forever. You’ll be happy in my service, won’t you?”

With tears smudging her ruined makeup, Fanny looked up at her mistress. A smile of pure gratitude and submission curved her lips. She leaned forward, devoutly kissed Victoria’s bare feet, and whispered with absolute joy: “Yes, my mistress... yours forever.”


BOOK 2

A Sissy Maid Movie Star
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The Jar of Destiny 

The front door swung open abruptly, welcoming the usual burst of chaotic, dominant energy that Elena always brought with her. She barged into Victoria’s living room without even knocking, tossing her designer purse onto the couch with an annoyed gesture.

“I absolutely need to talk to you, Victoria! Things cannot go on like this anymore!” she exclaimed, crossing her arms over her chest with an expression caught between irritation and excitement.

Victoria, who was sipping coffee in her silk robe, looked up with a sly smile, well-accustomed to her friend’s outbursts. “What’s on your mind, Elena? When you get going, you really charge ahead... You clearly need to blow off some steam. By the way, aren’t you seeing that Thai girl you liked so much anymore?”

Elena let out a groan of pure disgust, waving her hand in the air. “Forget about that one! I found out she was a guy who had it chopped off... Yeah, you know, a trans girl. And yet, she looked truly natural, a job well done. But I should have realized it on my own—she was always way too skinny!”

Victoria burst out laughing from the bottom of her heart, nearly spilling her coffee. “What does it change, anyway? You were having so much fun with her...”

“Oh come on, you know how I feel about men, don’t you?” Elena replied, narrowing her eyes firmly. “Men are meant to serve or be served, there is no middle ground. I only like real women, like you, my dear.” Elena took a step forward, her gaze suddenly becoming complicit and ambiguous.

Victoria stopped her immediately with a wave of her hand, keeping her tone amused but firm. “Don’t even try it, Elena. You know that was just a youthful fling, a college thing. I like men, and I like them alpha. Speaking of which...” Victoria looked around, adjusting her robe, which struggled to contain her mature, voluptuous curves. “I don’t see the big sissy... where did you send her?”

“She’s in the bedroom,” Victoria sighed, setting down her cup. “A new friend of Karim’s stopped by. Word of mouth has spread among his acquaintances, and now it’s a non-stop parade of big boys around here. Just think, that giant wanted to leave after cumming for the third time—he was completely exhausted—but Fanny insisted... she got right down on her knees with her mouth open and convinced him to keep going. I don’t know what to do with her anymore, Elena. She leaks constantly; she gets everything wet. The other day I had to take her to the doctor for a checkup, and even there she soaked the entire examination table while the doctor was performing her rectal exam... an unspeakable shame, she just kept producing that clear fluid out of sheer humiliation.”

Hearing those words, Elena’s eyes lit up. She sat down opposite Victoria, leaning forward. “Exactly! That’s precisely what I wanted to talk to you about: Fanny! Have you taken a good look at her? She’s completely flat on top, a misshapen boyish body. We should do something to make her presentable. I have half an idea to rent her out for some private gangbangs at a villa owned by some acquaintances of mine... they pay astronomical figures for a sissy, but she needs some tits for those situations. Clients want something to grope while they use her.”

Victoria wrinkled her nose, looking a bit reluctant. “No, no plastic surgery for my big sissy... no silicone. Deep down I care about her, I don’t want her to suffer through an operation.”

“Of course not! Who said anything about surgery?” Elena interrupted with a triumphant smile, rummaging through her purse. “I’m talking about natural breast growth. Organic supplements, concentrated herbal stuff. Fenugreek especially, and other herbs that stimulate female tissues. Look at this...” Elena pulled out a dark plastic jar, rattling it. “This jar has thirty concentrated pills. Let’s go in there and ask her if she wants to try them.”

Victoria eyed the jar, intrigued. “Alright, let’s see what she thinks.”

The two women stood up and walked toward the master bedroom, cracking the door open without making a sound. The scene that opened before their eyes was a spectacle of pure physical submission.

A giant Black man, with dark, glistening skin and massive muscles, was lying flat on his back on the bed. Fanny was impaling herself on top of him, her back completely turned to him, her disheveled blonde wig falling over her shoulders. The giant, using his enormous arms as if Fanny weighed absolutely nothing, held her up by the inside of her knees: he would lift her high up and then let her drop heavily back down onto his huge member. Then he would pull her back up, sliding her almost completely off, and let her fall again with a wet thud.

With every brutal thrust from the man, a squirt of clear fluid shot into the air from Fanny’s limp penis—which was completely free of any cage—betraying the extreme, psychological arousal that the big sissy experienced in that submission.

Elena, instead of enjoying the view, frowned. She looked at Fanny angrily and then turned to Victoria with her hands on her hips. “But where is the cage? What kind of story is this? Why is she unlocked?”

“I took it off this morning,” Victoria justified herself in a low voice, crossing her arms beneath her heavy breasts. “Poor thing, I felt a little sorry for her; she had it on for too many days in a row. But she’s good, you know? She stays completely limp; she doesn’t dare get hard. I told her flat out that if I see even the slightest hint of stiffness in that little thing, I’ll take a needle and thread and sew her back door shut forever. You should have seen how she leaked out of sheer terror when I said it... she submitted even more.”

Meanwhile, the giant, noticing the presence of the two mature, voluptuous women at the door, decided to show off for them. He gripped Fanny’s hips with more force and began to accelerate the pace wildly. The thrusts became so rapid and deep that Fanny could only emit shrill, feminine whimpers as his flesh slammed rhythmically against the sissy’s rear. With a powerful grunt, the giant finally exploded inside her, filling her completely.

The sissy’s micropenis, of course, followed suit. Despite being completely soft and flaccid, devoid of any erection, it reacted to that hormonal climax: thick, clear, sticky strands shot from the tip, dripping down her own thighs and onto the man’s belly.

Catching his breath, the giant shoved the sissy off with a final push, leaving her to tumble onto the mattress like a used ragdoll. Fanny lay there on her side, completely spent, panting heavily, her rear visibly stretched wide open from the sheer size of what she had just endured. It would take her several minutes just to show any sign of closing up, and even then, it wouldn’t be fully tight again anytime soon.

Elena and Victoria walked over to the edge of the bed, towering over the sissy maid’s naked, humiliated body. Elena shook the pill bottle right above her head, catching her attention.

“Very well,” Elena smiled, unscrewing the cap. “I have some natural pills here that will really boost your estrogen levels while inhibiting your testosterone... if you even have a single drop left in that big sissy body of yours. Starting today, this will be your new daily treatment. You’ll notice your nipples becoming harder and more sensitive, then you’ll grow a pair of little tits, most of your body hair will disappear, and your erections should vanish completely—assuming you’re even capable of getting them anymore.”

Fanny, still lying on her side on the wet mattress, slowly brought a hand to her chest. She touched her still flat, small nipples, imagining the moment when that natural treatment would begin to reshape her body, making it definitively round and submissive. A shiver of pure psychological arousal ran down her spine. She smiled up at Elena, her eyes glossy with gratitude: “Thank you, that would be my dream. I don’t care about the erections at all.”

“Good girl,” Elena commented, pleased by such compliance, though her tone immediately turned stern again. “However, you absolutely must put the cage back on.”

Fanny looked down, blushing deeply beneath her smudged makeup. “But I told Victoria... sometimes she is too good to me, I don’t deserve it. I need the iron to remind me who I am.”

At that exact moment, Victoria’s phone rang on the nightstand, breaking the atmosphere. The woman answered immediately, bringing the device to her ear.

“Hello? Is that you, Karim?” Victoria paused, glancing at the giant who was pulling on his shoes at the foot of the bed. “I think they just finished, yes... it was the fourth time, he’s destroyed. I think he’ll be leaving shortly.” Another pause, during which Victoria’s expression shifted, becoming more serious and surprised. “How many? But she’s tired now, she just gave everything she had...” A final pause, as Victoria sighed, looking up at the ceiling with indulgence. “Alright, we’ll make it work somehow. Bye.”

Fanny looked at Victoria in terror. Her eyes were fixed on her wife; knowing the inner workings of that house by now, she had already figured out what was happening. Her heart began to pound wildly against her ribs once more.

Victoria hung up the phone, adjusted her robe, and stepped closer to the bed with a cynical smile. “Get ready, Fanny. Four of Karim’s Black friends are on their way. They just got back from Africa, you see? Over there, women are either difficult or you have to pay for them, and they haven’t had any action for a whole month. They are loaded like coiled springs. I’m leaving you with them and going out with Elena. Behave yourself.”

Fanny’s initial fear melted away in an instant, transforming into that visceral heat that now governed her every reaction. Feeling so intensely desired as a mere object to be used, the humiliation turned into pure gratitude. Instead of despairing, Fanny blew her a loud kiss and, hugging the pillow that was still warm from the previous encounter, smiled happily, ready to be found completely open and submissive upon their arrival.


2.2


The Unexpected Africa 

In front of the ornate gilded mirror in the hallway, Victoria and Elena were putting the final touches on their makeup before heading out to run their errands. The crisp, sharp click of their lipstick tubes snapping shut echoed all the way into the master bedroom, where Fanny sat entirely alone, reduced to an absolute bundle of nerves. Her heart was pounding so wildly against her ribs that she could practically feel it in her throat.

The big sissy was already leaking copiously from her limp micropenis at the mere thought of what awaited her. In her overheated mind, she was already envisioning four two-meter-tall giants, with massive biceps like Malik’s and Karim’s and terrifying members, ready to storm her without a single moment of respite or gentleness. She clutched the pillow tightly against her chest, her thighs growing warm and damp in feverish anticipation. Every tiny rustle from the street sounded to her like the approaching footsteps of her next masters.

Suddenly, the front doorbell rang with a sharp, piercing chime, cutting through the silence of the apartment.

“They’re here!” Elena called out from the hallway, a sly grin on her face betraying her sadistic curiosity.

Victoria walked calmly to open the door, while Elena strategically positioned herself on the threshold of the bedroom to enjoy the view from atop her stiletto heels. Karim’s four friends stepped inside... but the moment the men crossed the threshold into the bedroom, harsh reality obliterated Fanny’s epic, terrifying fantasies in a single second, leaving her jaw dropped and completely bewildered.

There wasn’t a single two-meter giant in sight. Instead, four Eritrean men arranged themselves before the master bed—short, skinny, and practically swallowed whole by Western clothes that were far too baggy for their petite frames. They looked almost intimidated by the environment and by the imposing presence of the two women. But the real shock came when Victoria, with an imperious nod of her head, ordered them to strip.

The four men shed their clothes with quick, efficient movements. Once they were completely naked, Fanny’s disappointment was total and crushing: all four of them exhibited decidedly small, thin, almost comical members that had absolutely nothing to do with the extra-large proportions that Karim and Malik had accustomed the sheets of that house to.

Elena and Victoria locked eyes for a second, and then, without the slightest shred of restraint or respect for their guests, burst into open laughter. Elena let slip one of her trademark venomous quips, commenting that Africa must have shrunk drastically in the wash lately.

For her part, Fanny felt a sudden, unexpected surge of pride—the last, ridiculous remnant of the Julian of the past. She backed away across the mattress until her back hit the headboard, awkwardly covering her lower belly with the pillow. “No, not with them... they’re tiny! Victoria, please, send them away, it’s a joke! I’m used to much bigger things by now!”

The smile on Victoria’s face vanished instantly, replaced by a stern, icy, and cutting expression. She took two slow, heavy steps toward the edge of the bed, towering over the big sissy with the full weight of her majestic, voluptuous presence as a mature woman.

“You are nothing but a cock-sucking big sissy, Fanny! If you don’t behave yourself, I will punish you severely, or I’ll take you right back to turn tricks at the truck stop!” Victoria thundered, resting her fists firmly on her hips.

Fanny turned white beneath her makeup, a shiver of pure terror racing down her spine. “No, please, not the truck stop...” she implored in a shrill, high-pitched voice, squeezing the pillow.

But Victoria, who knew her all too well, cast her eyes down toward Fanny’s thighs and noticed an unmistakable detail: the exact moment the word truck stop had left her mouth, a sudden squirt had shot from Fanny’s limp micropenis, and the sheet beneath her was soaking through right before their eyes. The big sissy had made a terrible wet mess of herself, leaking even worse than before out of sheer psychological fear and arousal.

Elena stepped in with a cynical laugh: “Victoria, did you see what the word truck stop does to her? We absolutely have to take her back there one of these days; the sheets will thank us!” Both women laughed heartily, thoroughly enjoying the deep humiliation of the sissy.

Victoria’s expression hardened again, crossing her arms beneath her heavy breasts. “Let me remind you that these men are dear friends and guests of Karim, and they have spent a month traveling in total abstinence. And above all, my little sissy, I adapted to your ridiculous micropenis for years and years without ever complaining, so you are the absolute last person on the face of this earth who can afford to be picky!”

At that point, seeing the big sissy’s hesitation and comments, the four Eritrean men feigned deep offense at her behavior. They crossed their arms over their chests, exchanging disgruntled glances and muttering among themselves in low voices before turning to Victoria, demanding firm guarantees that Fanny would do her duty without making a scene and submit completely.

Victoria whirled toward the bed, burning the sissy with her gaze. “Isn’t it true, sissy, that you will do everything they ask of you? Otherwise, heaven help you! You know exactly where I’ll leave you tonight!”

Fanny, terrified at the thought of ending up back in that roadside layby, nodded frantically and tried to apologize in a thousand different ways, stammering and crying. To prove her absolute submission and as a gesture of goodwill, she turned over on the bed onto all fours, presenting her wide-open rear to the Eritreans, and said in a trembling voice: “Please excuse me... look, does this interest you? You can use me however you want...”

Seeing that ridiculous, submissive body, the Eritreans began to laugh among themselves. One of them stepped forward, delivering a loud, incredibly hard smack right across her naked cheek, making her gasp, and said with a thick accent: “Very nice, that comes later... but first, you must begin with your little mouth!”

“Yes, right away, forgive me...” Fanny whispered, her eyes glossy with tears.

Without needing to be told twice, she crawled on all fours across the mattress to the edge of the bed, lowered herself onto her knees on the floor, and, with total devotion, offered her lips to the first man. She grasped his small member and began to perform her duty with frantic energy to earn their forgiveness, while her rear remained fully on display for the others.

Elena and Victoria exchanged a knowing look, completely satisfied with the lesson they had taught her. They walked out of the bedroom chuckling softly, pulling the door shut behind them and turning the key in the lock from the outside.

Fanny was left alone, locked inside with the four men. They might have been small, but a whole month of travel-induced abstinence had built up a terrifying amount of hormonal pressure and eagerness within their bodies. Without the slightest hint of gentleness or the slow, drawn-out pacing that Malik usually provided, the four of them moved on her like swift, tireless, rapid, and aggressive ferrets.

They flipped and rolled her across the bed at their whim, using her in turns and all at once. Their pace was frantic, incredibly rapid—a continuous barrage of tightly spaced thrusts that didn’t even leave Fanny enough time to catch her breath or whimper. She was used from every angle with a speed that quickly threw her brain into a total short circuit.

And it was right in the middle of that whirlwind that the real physical surprise arrived. Despite their small sizes, the four men revealed themselves to be absolute human pressure washers. When they reached the climax of their heat simultaneously, their accumulated abstinence exploded with devastating force. Thick, terrifyingly copious, and continuous torrents shot from the tips of their small members. It was a staggering, anomalous quantity of white fluid that drenched Fanny everywhere, completely soaking her blonde wig, dripping down her face, over her closed eyes, and trailing down her back and buttocks.

Fanny found herself literally submerged, flooded, and sticky, covered in liters of that concentrated heat. Under the weight of that grotesque, intensive, and bizarre treatment, her micropenis—completely soft, flaccid, and utterly devoid of strength—responded through pure nervous and prostatic reaction, continuing to squirt thick, clear strands onto the already drenched mattress, sealing her absolute, ridiculous, and happy submission to the decisions of her mistresses.


2.3


The Surprise in the Bed 

A few hours later, the key turned in the lock once again, and the front door opened. Victoria and Elena walked back in, tired but satisfied from their round of errands, deeply immersed in conversation. The moment they stepped near the bedroom and cracked the door open, however, they were hit by a pungent, musky odor that made them nearly step back.

The scene that opened before their eyes was an absolute disaster. It was wet everywhere, even on the floor near the edges of the mattress. In the center of the bed, Fanny lay completely wrecked, spent, her blonde wig reduced to a shapeless, sticky mess, and her body entirely covered in whitish stains. Around her, the four Eritrean men were fast asleep, exhausted and completely drained of every single ounce of energy, laid out like fallen soldiers in battle.

Victoria and Elena took a step forward and immediately noticed a decidedly bizarre anatomical detail. Fanny’s belly, usually flat and lean, showed a strange, round, taut bulge—looking very much like a small pregnancy. The two women exchanged perplexed, intrigued glances at the grotesque sight.

Victoria walked over and shook Fanny by the shoulder, waking her abruptly. “What is this mess, Fanny? Why is it wet all over the place? We taught you to use your mouth for these things, not to make a total pigsty.”

Fanny struggled to open her eyes, visibly uncomfortable and intimidated by her mistress’s stern gaze. She tried to pull herself up, covering her swollen belly with her hands, and attempted to apologize in a trembling voice. “Forgive me, Victoria... I did exactly as you taught me, I swear. But a whole month of abstinence was simply too much for them. They just wouldn’t stop; they were constantly loaded. I swallowed as much as I possibly could...” the big sissy said, pointing a mortified hand toward her bloated stomach. “Then I felt full all the way up to my throat, and I couldn’t force any more down. It’s my fault, I need to improve, I know.”

Victoria looked down her nose at her, her expression heavy with mock disgust. “I am truly disappointed in you, Fanny. This mess and this smell are simply unbearable. Now move it: wake those men up and give every single one of them one last mouth-job, just to be sure they are completely empty before they leave. Then, once they’re gone, clean up this whole stable perfectly and take a shower. Unless you want to finish your day at the truck stop layby.”

At the word truck stop, Fanny gasped. She shook her head frantically, terrified, but her body betrayed her instantly: a substantial, visible squirt shot right from the front of her limp micropenis, further soaking the already drenched sheet.

Elena burst into hearty laughter, pointing a finger at her. “Victoria, did you see that? The idea of finishing her day at the truck stop layby would actually be perfect for her!”

“Maybe another time,” Victoria replied with a complicit smile. “I have a romantic dinner planned with Karim tonight, and I am in absolute need of a perfect maid at my service.”

Then, Victoria took Elena by the arm and led her aside into the hallway, making sure Fanny could neither hear nor see them. With a radiant smile, she opened her purse, pulled out a small cardboard box, opened it, and showed the contents to her friend. Inside was a pregnancy test, bearing two highly distinct, bold pink lines.

Elena’s eyes widened, and then she smiled and hugged her warmly. “But that is wonderful news, Victoria! Does the father know?”

“No, I haven’t told Karim yet,” Victoria whispered, adjusting her hair.

“And what does your husband think about it?” Elena asked, intrigued.

“Fanny doesn’t know either,” Victoria explained with a cynical little smirk. “She’ll find out tonight, when I show the test to Karim during dinner. I want it to happen right while she’s standing there by the table, in her maid uniform, waiting for orders. I want to see the look on her face.”

Elena nodded, but a shade of worry crossed her face. “Excellent idea, but Karim is very young—he only recently turned twenty-one... do you think he’ll stick around to play father?”

“I highly doubt it,” Victoria admitted with absolute calm. “He told me a while ago that he wants to go back to Africa, back to his home country. Actually, I already discussed the possibility with Fanny in the past, just in case... She said that on paper, she could be registered as the father—or rather, he could, Julian.”

Elena made a skeptical grimace. “Won’t that go to her head, though? I wouldn’t want her putting the pants back on and trying to act like the man of the house. We would have done all that feminization work for nothing.”

“Oh please, Elena! Have you taken a good look at her in there?” Victoria chuckled, waving a hand in the air. “Just hearing the word truck stop makes her leak like a little whore. She doesn’t have a shred of masculinity left in that body.”

“Yeah, you’re right,” Elena agreed, her eyes gleaming with sadism. “Tomorrow we absolutely must take her to that rest area; she’s too funny when she gets scared.”

“Yeah, we’ll think about tomorrow then,” Victoria concluded, slipping the test back into her purse. “But tonight, after breaking the news to Karim, I want to give my big sissy a little reward for our future agreement. Three of Karim’s friends are coming over—the ones from his home country... but the real deal, not like those shrunken ones from this afternoon.”

Elena burst out laughing, catching on instantly. “And while she’s busy in there with the three giants, I assume you’ll lock yourself in the bedroom with your young Karim, right?”

“Obviously,” Victoria winked with a broad smile. “Provided the sissy hurries the hell up, cleans up that whole disaster in the bedroom, and makes sure she’s ready.”

The two women chuckled together in low voices, already anticipating the evening, while from the end of the hallway came the sound of Fanny, faithful to her orders, awkwardly trying to wake the four Eritreans.


2.4


The Dinner of Secrets and the Real Reward 

The dinner was proceeding in a surreal silence for Fanny, punctured only by the metallic clink of silverware against the plates, Victoria’s complicit laughter, and the deep, confident cadence of Karim’s voice. Standing in her perfectly ironed maid uniform, white apron, sheer stockings, and neatly adjusted blonde wig, Fanny remained frozen just a few steps from the table. Her hands gripped the silver serving tray so tightly that her knuckles turned white, her gaze pinned strictly to the floor.

A deep, tearing sadness squeezed her heart. The more she looked at Karim sitting in his spot—the man who had taken total possession of her wife and her home—the more she felt the crushing weight of her own failure. She felt like an empty shell, stripped of all dignity, forced to play spectator to someone else’s happiness while dressed as a woman.

Suddenly, Victoria set down her wine glass, opened her purse with a radiant smile, and slid the white pregnancy test box across the table. Karim looked at it confused for a split second, then spotted the two bold pink lines. The young man’s eyes widened; he burst into a spontaneous shout of joy and jumped up, catching Victoria’s face in his hands to kiss her passionately.

At that sight, Fanny felt the blood freeze in her veins. It was a total psychological collapse. She realized in a millisecond that the very last, invisible thread binding her to her past as a man—to her old life outside the cage—had snapped forever. Victoria broke away from Karim for a brief moment and locked eyes with the maid, savoring every single second of that completely destroyed, despairing expression.

In a falsely sweet, consoling tone, her mistress addressed her. “Don’t make such a sad, pathetic face, Fanny. Look on the bright side: you get to be the father on paper for this baby, registered on all the official documents. It’ll be an excellent way to make yourself useful to this family, won’t it? And besides, since you did such a wonderful job cleaning up that whole disaster with the Eritreans this afternoon, I’ve prepared a splendid surprise just for you.”

At that exact moment, the doorbell rang with three firm, heavy knocks.

Victoria gave Karim a complicit smile and then pointed her index finger at the maid. “Go open it, Fanny. Your surprise has arrived.”

With her legs shaking so violently she could barely stand, Fanny headed toward the foyer. When she opened the door, her breath caught in her throat, and her eyes filled with tears of pure helplessness. Standing before her were three giant, massive men, their bursting biceps completely crowding the hallway. Utterly submissive and terrified by such an imposing physical display, Fanny immediately cast her eyes downward, stammering a timid, “Please, come in...” as she pressed herself flat against the wall.

The three giants stepped into the house with heavy strides, and Fanny, walking ahead of them with her skirt swaying, guided them toward the living room. One of the men, lingering a step behind, turned toward the entryway and burst out laughing, catching his companions’ attention. Right on the exact spot where Fanny had stood to welcome them, a glaring, wet puddle stained the polished hardwood floor. Wearing no panties beneath her uniform due to the rules of the house, the visual terror of those huge men had instantly triggered the sissy’s faucet, leaking right through her sheer stockings and leaving a trail of liquid anxiety on the floor. The three exchanged a knowing look, whispering comments about the strange maid’s reaction.

In the living room, Karim wasted no time. Without a single word, he scooped Victoria up into his arms as if she were light as a feather and strode purposefully toward the master bedroom to celebrate the news. Fanny watched them vanish down the hall with a shattered heart, and the sound of the bedroom door shutting with a sharp, definitive click of the key sealed her absolute loneliness and the beginning of her punishment.

Before Fanny could even turn around, she felt herself suddenly snatched from behind. Two of the newly arrived boys hoisted her up by her knees, lifting her off the ground without the slightest effort and holding her completely split wide open from behind, locked helpless in the grip of their enormous hands as they hitched her maid skirt up past her waist. Fanny whirled her head around, her breath short, and saw that the third giant was already comfortably seated on the living room sofa, his enormous, terrifyingly erect member towering upward.

The two carried her backward right over him, suspending her in mid-air, and then lowered her down slowly, inch by inch. The moment Fanny felt the brutal, hot, slick contact between her bare cheeks and the man’s balls on the couch, the emotional and nervous short circuit in her brain was so violent that a copious, clear torrent shot from her tiny, caged penis, dripping directly down her own thighs and soaking the sofa before the act had even begun.

One of the two men in front shoved her firmly backward, while the guy she was impaled upon locked his powerful arms around her, squeezing her tight against his chest to pin her completely. Fanny was wedged in, filled to capacity, with absolutely no way out. At that point, the second man from the front grabbed her legs, spreading them to the absolute limit, and drove himself in with powerful thrusts, forcing an equally large, massive member inside her.

Overwhelmed by that terrifying, double fullness that packed every single millimeter of her body and flesh, Fanny threw her head back against the sofa, closing her eyes and opening her mouth in a deep sigh of absolute hormonal surrender. She could feel her inner walls giving way, stretching under that overflowing, driving force. But the assault wasn’t over. The third giant leaned forward over her and immediately shoved his own massive member into her mouth, blocking any chance for her to breathe or whimper from the pain.

Fanny, now entirely devoid of any masculine will and driven solely by the pure instinct of submission, gripped him tightly with one hand to pleasure him even better, moving her head back and forth and swallowing him completely into her mouth, while her body was rocked by the powerful thrusts of her three masters for the evening.

Toward the end, when the three giants reached their climax simultaneously, filling her to the brim with their thick heat, Fanny felt herself definitively and irretrievably stretched wide open. A sensation of total, permanent physical dilation that made her realize, in the deepest depths of her sissy soul, that she would never rise from that sofa as a man again.


2.5


Family Secrets 

The first lights of dawn filtered through the living room blinds, illuminating the battlefield. The three giants were finally taking their leave after an intense, relentless night. On the sofa, Fanny was a picture of total exhaustion: disheveled, her blonde wig sitting sharply askew, her body still thoroughly marked by the hours that had passed. Yet, despite being literally broken, an absurd sense of performance anxiety began to claw its way into her sissy brain.

As the men headed toward the foyer, Fanny dragged herself off the sofa, walking with heavy friction, her legs still shaking violently. She chased them all the way to the front door, looking up at them with pleading, watery eyes. “But... excuse me... will you come back? Was there something that didn’t satisfy you last night? Please, tell me—I feel as though I wasn’t entirely up to par...” she stammered, twisting her hands nervously over her maid apron. The three huge men turned to look at her, barely suppressing their laughter at the pathetic sight of this sissy maid who, despite enduring a brutal pounding all night long, actually begged to know if she had served them well. One of them delivered a final, parting smack across her rear, then stepped out onto the landing without granting her a serious reply.

Right at that moment, the master bedroom door swung open. Victoria stepped out, looking gorgeous, soft, and radiant in her nightgown, escorting Karim to the door. Her mistress said goodbye to him with a sweetness and attentiveness never seen before, clinging to him and kissing him as if she were madly in love, completely ignoring the presence of Fanny, who stood frozen and humiliated in the hallway, entirely invisible.

Karim left. Victoria lingered for a few seconds, leaning against the door with a sigh. When she turned around, she saw Fanny staring at her, motionless, her mouth agape and a tear smudging her makeup.

“Don’t look at me like that. You aren’t Julian anymore; now you’re Fanny, my sissy maid. I have the right to fall in love too, and Karim possesses a vigor I have never experienced before. You had your own night of passion, too—I heard it through the bedroom door. Those three didn’t give you a single minute of peace. Come over here to me; I want to see how they broke you in.” Victoria spoke to her with a gentleness she hadn’t shown in days.

Fanny stepped closer, still in her black uniform and her short, white lace apron. Her dress was completely stained with whitish patches. Her mistress seemed genuinely invested in her condition. “Come here, turn around, and bend forward. I want to take a good look at how you’re holding up.” Fanny turned and leaned over. Victoria hitched up her skirt and gasped, “Well, look at my little sissy whore, look what you’ve done to yourself. You are completely stretched wide open behind. You are truly incorrigible. Couldn’t you have stopped them at some point? What was the need to let yourself get so ruined? I don’t think you’ll ever close up again. We’ll have to check with Elena; she has experience with this.”

Fanny kept her eyes glued to the floor and tried to justify herself. “They wanted to take me simultaneously the entire time. I tried to say something at first, but they told me white sissies don’t have the right to speak. They kept making fun of me because I leaked too much. They called me a broken little fountain. I was also afraid you’d be upset if they weren’t satisfied, so I tried to revive them with my mouth whenever they got tired. Are you angry with me?”

“Of course not. You did a good job—at least judging by how torn open you are. You really are incorrigible.”

Victoria barely had time to reassure Fanny before the doorbell began to ring insistently.

Victoria checked the peephole and her eyes widened. Turning back to the maid with an imperious look, she whispered, sharp enough to be heard over the door, “Fanny, move it! It’s your mother! Race into the bedroom right now, hide inside the closet, and heaven help you if you breathe or make a single sound! I’ll tell her you’re away on business.”

Terrified at the thought of being seen in such a state, Fanny ran into the bedroom at lightning speed, squeezed herself into the built-in closet among the hanging clothes, and pulled the doors shut, remaining in the dark, trembling.

Victoria opened the door, welcoming her mother-in-law with a broad smile. Julian’s mother walked into the house, looking around with the classic, critical air peculiar to mothers. The two women settled in the kitchen for a cup of coffee, and after the routine small talk about Julian’s long absences, Victoria decided to drop the bomb.

“You know, Mom... I wanted to give you some wonderful news. I’m pregnant,” Victoria said, caressing her belly.

Julian’s mother froze, her coffee cup suspended in mid-air, her gaze completely blank. She blinked a couple of times, convinced she had misheard. “Pardon me? Pregnant? Victoria, dear, but how is that even possible? I mean, we’re both women here, let’s speak frankly...”

The mother leaned across the table, lowering her voice into a confidential whisper. “I watched my son grow up. Julian had always had those tiny little balls and a wee penis that looked like a shriveled little bean. He never possessed a single shred of virility—let alone the strength to get a voluptuous, statuesque woman like you pregnant! And to be completely honest, it doesn’t surprise me that he’s never home. Even at twenty, I used to catch him stealing my clothes from the closet all the time; he’d put on my skirts in secret. And he was always seeing a local boy, a much older bull, a massive lad. Julian would come home acting all strange... if you ask me, he was already playing the little woman back then.”

Behind the closet doors, Fanny heard those words and went into a total psychological short circuit. The raw humiliation of hearing her own mother recount secrets from her youth and mock her tiny proportions was a devastating blow. The psychological shame triggered yet another uncontrollable hydraulic reaction: a sudden squirt shot directly from her limp micropenis, dripping right down her sheer stockings and soaking the floor of the closet.

In the kitchen, Victoria pricked up her ears, captivated by her mother-in-law’s revelations, especially the story about the bull from his youth. A flash of pure malice lit up her eyes. “Oh, really? He used to do those things? And tell me about this bull... what was he like?” she asked, visibly intrigued for her future plans.

Then, amassing a healthy dose of sadism, Victoria decided the game had gone on long enough. She rose from her chair with a diabolical smile. “Come with me, Mom. I want to show you something.”

The mother, confused, followed her down the hallway to the bedroom. Victoria positioned herself in front of the built-in closet, grabbed the handles, and flung the doors wide open all at once, revealing the contents.

Fanny was cowering inside among the clothes, her blonde wig crooked, last night’s makeup heavily smudged, her maid apron stained, and her bare legs visibly wet from her own leaking shame.

Julian’s mother stood frozen for a second, her eyes stretching wide at the grotesque sight. Then, realizing that her son had reduced himself to the exact little woman he had always dreamed of being, she couldn’t contain herself. She brought a hand to her mouth and burst into a loud, coarse, uncontrollable roar of laughter, pointing directly at her sissy-dressed son, while Victoria savored the scene with crossed arms, completely satisfied with the new depth of humiliation achieved.
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Confessions and Wet Promises 

Following the explosion of laughter, the atmosphere in the room shifted in an unexpected way. Julian’s mother stopped laughing, looking at her son curled up in the closet with those watery, frightened eyes, and her maternal heart experienced a sudden surge of pure understanding. She took a step forward, parted the hanging clothes, and extended her arms toward him, inviting him out. Fanny crawled out of the closet, awkward and trembling, and allowed herself to be pulled into a long embrace.

The mother caressed her disheveled blonde wig with a sweet smile. “Julian... rather, Fanny... it’s alright. I knew something like this would happen sooner or later. I’m happy that you’ve finally found your path, a path that makes you happy and allows you to express what you’ve always kept hidden ever since you were young.” Then the mother turned toward Victoria, visibly enthusiastic. “And the idea of becoming a grandmother in some way fills me with joy! Of course, let’s make a pact... for the time being, it is absolutely best not to reveal any details to Julian’s father. You know him—he thinks the old-fashioned way and would never understand such a modern situation.”

Fanny, deeply moved by that unexpected acceptance, remained silent while Victoria offered another cup of coffee to her mother-in-law. Seated in the living room, Victoria decided to open up, showing a vulnerable side that Fanny had never seen in her before. “You know, Mom... I’ve fallen madly in love with Karim. But I’m so worried... he’s much younger than me, and to make matters worse, he’s about to leave to go back to his home country in Africa.”

Julian’s mother listened to Victoria’s sigh, squeezed her hand with sincere sympathy, and gave her some very blunt advice. “I’m so sorry, dear Victoria. But listen to me carefully: you are a beautiful and strong woman; you absolutely must not settle for being alone. And least of all should you think about spending your life with Julian, given his new role in this house. Look for another man who can give you stability.”

Then the mother began to observe Fanny closely. She noticed that her physique seemed to have changed compared to some time ago. She had always remained skinny, slender, and completely devoid of masculine muscle, but the maid uniform now highlighted a conspicuous, soft swell in her chest, and her hips also appeared to have become decidedly rounder and more voluptuous. She smiled, winking at this novelty. “You’ve turned into a woman; you’ve got some tits and you’re putting on a nice bride’s ass.” Fanny, flattered by those glances, began to spin left and right with a radiant smile, swishing her skirt as if she were a model on a runway, proud of those feminine compliments.

At that point, Victoria spoke up, flashing a complicit smile. “See, Mom? It’s all thanks to a dear friend of mine, Elena. A true friend who, completely selflessly and solely to help her feel more comfortable with her own body, procured some miracle pills for her. They are made from fenugreek and other natural essences—totally organic, harmless stuff that is slowly accentuating her femininity.”

The mother smiled tenderly, hugged Fanny again, and whispered a deep confession into her ear: “Julian... rather, Fanny... it’s alright. I’ll let you in on a secret: I don’t mind at all now having a daughter instead of that male son who always seemed so incomplete to me. You have no idea how much worry he caused me. And besides, he always had a little flaw—I don’t know if he’s outgrown it now—but he was always constantly leaking from the front. I had to wash at least three pairs of underwear a day for him.”

Victoria burst into laughter; Fanny smiled too, and out of sheer embarrassment, she began to leak once more. The mother, catching on to the situation instantly, shook her head and joined in the general laughter.

After giving Fanny one last kiss and Victoria a warm goodbye, the mother took her purse and left, closing the door behind her.

Left alone in the hallway, Fanny burst into a heavy sob, tears streaking her thick makeup. Victoria, seeing her so shaken, stepped closer and tried to reassure her in an unusually soft tone. “Come on, Fanny, nothing terrible happened. Don’t cry. Mothers always understand their children, even when they reduce themselves to exactly what you’ve reduced yourself to.”

Fanny shook her head, wiping her eyes with the sleeve of her lace apron. “No, Victoria... you don’t understand. It’s not because of my mother that I’m crying.”

Victoria looked at her, confused. “And what for, then?”

“Last night... the night spent with those three giants... I felt so fulfilled, so immensely filled,” Fanny confessed in a whisper, blushing visibly. “But I am in pure terror that I made a bad impression. I’m afraid I wasn’t up to par, that I didn’t satisfy them enough. When they were about to leave, I asked them if they would come back, but they didn’t answer me—they just left. Victoria, please, tell me the truth... do you think they’ll come back?”

Victoria cast her eyes downward. At Fanny’s feet, a glaring, fresh wet puddle had already formed on the hardwood floor, fed by the sheer stockings that kept soaking through. Her mistress smiled, amused by that absolute lack of modesty and control.

“I certainly hope so for your sake, Fanny,” Victoria said, crossing her arms. “From the way you leak conspicuously just talking about them, it’s plain to see you’ve fallen madly in love. With which of the three, let’s hear it?”

Fanny lowered her head, completely overwhelmed by emotion, and whispered her truth: “All three. Together.” And as she uttered those words, a fresh release of heavy drops fell to the floor.

“Well, if it’s any consolation, you should know that Elena is stopping by later,” Victoria announced with a sadistic little smirk. “She absolutely wants to take you to the truck stop rest area to finish the day in style.”

Fanny’s eyes stretched wide, petrified by pure terror. The psychological short circuit caused by the words truck stop, combined with the residual arousal from the night, created an instant, devastating hydraulic pressure inside her. Before she could even open her mouth to beg, a sudden, substantial, and incredibly hot, copious squirt shot forward from her tiny, caged, pantyless penis, striking Victoria’s bare foot dead-on.

Victoria didn’t flinch; instead, a malicious smile illuminated her face. She stood her ground, enjoying the spectacle of that total loss of control. She didn’t move her struck foot by a single millimeter, letting the heat of the sissy’s squirt slowly evaporate on her bare skin.

Fanny, for her part, was left petrified. Her hands were pressed tight against her thighs, her eyes wide with terror, and her mouth agape in an expression of pure panic. She had just committed the most glaring, unthinkable hydraulic affront directly onto her mistress’s body, and all because of a single word: truck stop.

“Well, look at what a filthy, frantic little whore we have here...” Victoria whispered, lowering her gaze to pin the sissy to the floor with icy eyes. “You are so completely reduced to a broken colander that you can’t even hold it in front of your mistress. You just squirted right onto my bare foot, Fanny. Do you realize how degraded and unwatchable you’ve become?”

“I’m sorry! Victoria, please, forgive me—it was the terror, I didn’t mean to!” Fanny pleaded, bursting into a desperate cry once more that melted the mascara on her cheeks. She went to bend her knees and huddle down in a desperate attempt to hide herself, but without panties, the flow from her lower belly showed no sign of stopping. The wet trail on the parquet kept expanding at a rapid pace, fueled by adrenaline and shame.

Victoria remained impassive, but her mind was already calculating how to exploit this incident to bend her even further. She took a small step forward, bringing her wet foot just inches from the sissy’s face.

“On your knees, right now. Clean my foot immediately with your little cock-sucking mouth, and do it before I lose my patience entirely. You must eliminate every single trace of your fluid from this room, starting with my skin.”

Fanny didn’t need to be told twice. Overwhelmed by guilt and the terror of punishment, she dropped immediately onto all fours onto the slick floor, heedless of her maid uniform getting soiled and her blonde wig now sitting completely out of alignment. She lunged forward and, with total submission, began to kiss and lick Victoria’s bare foot clean with her tongue, straining to be as meticulous as possible to earn her forgiveness.

While Fanny was busy with that humiliating cleaning task, Victoria’s phone on the hallway table buzzed, signaling the arrival of a text. Victoria picked it up with one hand, keeping her other foot planted near the sissy’s head to hold her still.

“Look who’s texting,” Victoria said aloud, in an amused tone that made Fanny’s blood run cold. “It’s Elena. She says she just finished fueling up and that in exactly twenty minutes she’ll be down here with the car to load you up. She said she’s already alerted a couple of her acquaintances who manage the big rigs at the rest area. They want to see if this famous sissy we always talk about knows how to do her duty on the high seats, too.”

At those words, Fanny’s body gave a fresh, violent shudder. Despite having her mouth occupied licking her mistress’s skin, the mere thought of what awaited her within twenty minutes triggered yet another hydraulic short circuit: a fresh, copious sequence of clear strands shot from her tiny member, further soaking the surrounding floor, sealing her absolute, ridiculous, and happy submission to the destiny that the two Domines had written for her.
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The Sissy’s Mission 

The horn of Elena’s car honked twice from the street, abruptly cutting short the moment of submission in the hallway. With her heart in her throat, her makeup partially ruined, and her gaze pinned down, Fanny climbed into the heavy vehicle belonging to Victoria’s friend, smoothing down the skirt of her uniform. The moment the car merged onto the highway, Elena turned toward her with a cold, calculating look.

“Listen, Fanny, I need to tell you something important about my natural pills,” Elena began, tightening her grip on the steering wheel. “Victoria thinks I was being selfless and generous. In reality, those hormonal pills that are doing such a good job growing your tits and widening your hips cost a massive amount of money. But to me, it’s an investment. Now that you have a decidedly more curvaceous, womanly look, you’re going to be appreciated a whole lot more by the truckers at the rest stop we’re heading to. They’ll be willing to pay much higher rates.”

Seeing Fanny shrink into the passenger seat, Elena added a touch of fake humanity, softening her tone. “But see, Fanny... you have to look at this a bit like a mission, too. These are hard-working men, poor truckers who spend days on the road and who, for a few bucks, are in desperate need of relaxing—of emptying themselves out a bit... physically above all,” she said, laughing heartily. “That sweet little mouth of yours was made for this too, don’t you think?”

Enchanted by those words, Fanny nodded weakly, continuing to leak conspicuously from the sheer excitement. Elena immediately reassured her: “Don’t worry about my car; knowing you, I put down an absorbent seat cover on purpose.”

Curious, Fanny timidly asked how much she should charge the clients. “Ten dollars is enough,” Elena replied firmly. “The other girls on the strip ask for thirty, but we need to build a clientele; we’re new. For now, we work on volume.” Her eyes widening, Fanny asked naively if she was going to be tricking too, since Elena used the word “we.” Elena burst into a roaring laugh. “Are you kidding me? I like women; I could never do that! I say ‘we’ because you and I are a team now. But remember: for the time being, all the cash belongs to me to cover the expenses for the organic pills.” Fanny nodded again, totally submissive. “Now go out there and do your duty. Remember, it’s a milestone mission for you.”

The car pulled up at the rest area. Fanny stepped out, her legs trembling as she walked. She barely managed a few paces before the first big rig ground to a halt right in front of her. The driver signaled her to climb up, drove the heavy truck a little further down into an isolated zone, and pulled the brake. He was a hairy guy in his fifties, completely bald, wearing a worn-out tank top. The odor inside the cab was overpowering—a heavy mix of stale, trapped sweat.

The instant the truck stopped, the man unbuckled his pants without wasting a second and pulled down his white briefs, which were visibly covered in yellow stains. Fanny tried to chat a bit, to act like a polite little lady by asking his name, but he gripped her head firmly, shoving her downward onto his already semi-hard member. Fanny noticed that his dimensions were nothing to boast about, but the smell was pungent and intense, vaguely reminding her of canned tuna. Surprisingly, she didn’t mind it. She opened her mouth, and she barely had time to manage two or three strokes before she felt her throat completely filled to capacity. She swallowed everything down rapidly to keep from choking. The guy, satisfied, let go of her head, handed her the ten-dollar bill, and pointed to the door without saying a word.

Fanny climbed down from the cab and spotted Elena’s car parked a short distance away. She reached it almost into a run. “Done already? You’re lightning fast! The money?” Elena asked. Fanny handed over the ten-spot, still breathing heavily. “I almost choked... I actually felt a bit sorry for him; who knows how long it’s been since he emptied himself out to have that much.” Elena smiled, amused. “You have a heart of gold to say that, huge sissy, but now get right back out there and move on to the next one.”

Fanny walked back to her position in the rest area. Just then, a luxury black sedan with completely blacked-out windows rolled into the parking lot, moving slowly. Fanny looked at the other girls on the street and realized, with a sudden surge of pride, that this high-end ride was heading straight for her. She felt immensely flattered: out of all the real women present, they had chosen her.

The car slammed to a halt. The doors flew open, and two black enforcers stepped out. Before she could even react, they grabbed her bodily and hoisted her inside, wedging her onto the back seat right between the two of them. Fanny found herself squeezed tight, utterly terrified. Up front, next to the driver, an elegant-looking young guy spun around toward her, flashing a sadistic smile. “Hey, beautiful. This is our territory. Now we’re taking you to a spot, and you’re going to show me what you can do. You’re free not to come... but I imagine the thought excites you quite a bit, doesn’t it?”

With her heart in her throat, Fanny couldn’t manage a single word and simply nodded her head. She tried to cover her front with her hands to hide her embarrassment, desperately attempting to conceal the fact that she was already squirting without any control onto the leather seat. One of the enforcers next to her noticed immediately and burst out laughing. Then, with a massive hand, he cupped her chin and turned her face toward him. Fanny saw him lean in, and a moment later, the man pressed his lips against hers, kissing her passionately. His tongue was rough but incredibly pleasurable as it explored her mouth. It was the first time in her life a man had kissed her on the mouth, and strange as it felt, Fanny completely let herself go to this overwhelming new experience.

While she was lost in that kiss, she heard the other enforcer beside her comment on the scene aloud with pure contempt: “Man, this is nasty—this bitch is literally pissing all over the place!” Fanny wanted to break off the kiss to reassure him, to explain that it wasn’t urine at all but just her usual, uncontrollable emotional and hydraulic reaction to danger, but the sensuality of the moment was too overwhelming, and she preferred to enjoy the man’s tongue inside her.

Meanwhile, a short distance away, Elena witnessed the entire scene from her car window. She watched the black sedan peel out and speed away with Fanny on board. Terrified, she immediately started the engine and backed away in a panic; she realized too late that she hadn’t considered this rest stop already had its own protectors. She slammed on the gas, leaving the sissy entirely alone to her fate.
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The Body Double’s Audition 

The luxury black sedan with blacked-out windows ground to a halt in the inner courtyard of an anonymous and apparently high-end building. Her heart hammering at a million miles an hour and her maid uniform now thoroughly crumpled, Fanny was escorted out of the vehicle by the two black enforcers and led inside a large, modern office. Behind a massive glass desk sat the boss: a distinguished, middle-aged man, dressed in an impeccable and extremely elegant tailored suit.

Fanny was instantly submissive to him. There was an aura of power and authority about him that made her tremble, yet his demeanor was surprisingly calm. The man sized her up from head to toe, lighting a cigar. “Make yourself comfortable, dear,” he said in a deep, resonant voice. “I am an adult entertainment manager—a talent scout of sorts. I select and elevate the most unique talents in this industry.” While speaking with absolute nonchalance, the man slowly unbuttoned his trousers and gave her an unmistakable flick of his hand, signaling her to step closer.

Flattered by that professional tone and undivided attention, Fanny immediately dropped to her knees before him, fully intent on doing her absolute best. The moment the man freed himself, she parted her lips and began to work with total dedication. The manager continued his monologue, praising his own business and explaining how he cornered the adult entertainment market. The lecture lasted nearly ten minutes, during which the man watched with sheer curiosity the strange, continuous clear leakage shooting from Fanny’s tiny member, soaking through her stockings. In the end, the manager tensed up in his armchair, and Fanny, with meticulous care, ensured not a single drop was left behind, swallowing everything down to prove her skill.

The man composed himself, visibly impressed. “Very good, truly. But tell me something... what is that constant leaking you’ve got going on down there?”

Fanny blushed to the roots of her hair and cast her eyes downward, mortified. “Forgive me, sir... I’m so sorry. Unfortunately, I’ve always had this little flaw whenever I get emotional...”

“A flaw? On the contrary!” the boss interrupted with a calculating smile. “It’s extremely cinematic. It gives me a very interesting idea for one of my upcoming productions... But first, I’d like to test you with a more traditional setup, just to see how you handle yourself under pressure. Are you game?”

Completely unaccustomed to such polite and formal treatment, Fanny nodded with an almost childlike enthusiasm. The boss pressed a button on his desk, summoning the two previous enforcers back into the room, accompanied by a third man, equally massive and strictly black. The three already knew exactly what to do.

Without a word, they hoisted Fanny up like a rag doll, stripping her of her uniform and leaving her in nothing but her disheveled blonde wig. For a whole hour, they didn’t grant her the slightest reprieve. The sissy was flipped, bent, and lifted into every conceivable position. The three giants, coordinated like a flawless piece of machinery, even managed—through a strange and unbelievable sequence of simultaneous positioning—to enter her from behind all at once, packing her well past her limits. Utterly overwhelmed by that total invasion, Fanny created a literal lake on the office floor due to her hydraulic short circuit.

When they finally emptied themselves completely, each of them a couple of times over, they let her go. Wrecked and panting, Fanny felt entirely stuffed. That familiar little bulge had reappeared in her tummy. She felt so full, in fact, that she had to reluctantly turn down a glass of champagne offered by the elegant manager. She absolutely adored those light bubbles, but she felt as though she couldn’t force down another single drop of anything else.

Then she looked around. Noticing the lake left by her broken little fountain, and driven by her usual domestic submission instinct, she whispered, “If you like... I can lick the whole floor clean...”

The polite boss smiled, shaking his head. “No, that won’t be necessary, dear.” He gestured to a janitor who immediately stepped in with a mop, then leaned toward her with a completely new proposition. “Tell me, how would you like to be an actress in a film? Besides managing, I’m also a film producer.”

At those words, Fanny’s eyes lit up. Blushing visibly, she immediately agreed, her heart thumping in her chest. “Oh, yes! Absolutely! I’ve watched all of Rita Hayworth’s movies on television... I would love so much to be just like her!” Swept up in a moment of pure, naive euphoria, Fanny scrambled to her feet and performed a clumsy, ridiculous little striptease dance, swiveling her round hips and striking poses like a 1940s diva, completely naked save for her crooked wig.

Every man in the office burst into a roaring laugh at the bizarre spectacle. Amused, the boss stopped her with a wave of his hand. “You’re wonderful, Fanny, a natural talent. However, for the time being, I have a smaller role for you. The lead actress in the movie we’re currently shooting—a famous trans star—is acting prissy and refuses to shoot the most extreme close-ups. You would act as her body double for those specific close-ups. Your face won’t be seen; we’ll only frame the lower half. In a few scenes we might show your face, but only close-ups of your lips. In the movie, it will look like the famous trans star is doing it all, but you and I will know that the real actress is you. You’ll be able to boast to everyone that you shot the best scenes.”

Fanny was overjoyed and deeply flattered; the idea of being a cinematic body double and shooting the most pivotal parts made her feel like a true star of the screen. Filled with curiosity, she asked for the title of the feature.

The boss locked eyes with her and replied with a sadistic little smirk, “The Hot Nights of Frankenstein.”

Hearing that name, a powerful shiver raced down Fanny’s spine, and an immediate, copious trickle of submission shot from her body, re-wetting the freshly cleaned floor. “Oh dear...” Fanny whispered, bringing her hands to her cheeks. “I’ve seen several of the monster’s movies in the past. He used to scare me so much... so big, so enormous... to tell you the truth, I always wondered about one funny thing regarding the monster...”

The boss cut her off with an understanding laugh. “Yes, it’s exactly as you’re imagining it—the monster is enormous from every point of view,” he said, giving her a wink as the three enforcers took her by the arms once more to lead her toward the dressing rooms.

Fanny was absolutely thrilled and let herself be guided docilely, ready to face the spotlights of the set.
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The Set of Wonders 

The three enforcers escorted Fanny out of the main office, crossing a large inner courtyard toward an immense warehouse converted into a recording studio. Before crossing the threshold, Fanny’s attention was captured by an enchanting sight: a beautiful vintage carriage parked in the yard, with two majestic, splendid white horses hitched out front.

“Oh, how wonderful...” Fanny whispered, pausing for a moment to stare with wide eyes. “It looks just like Cinderella’s carriage, one of my absolute favorite stories!”

The enforcer who had kissed her passionately in the car, and who was now tenderly holding her hand, smiled at her gently and explained the plot: “See, dear, that’s the carriage we use for the exterior scenes. It’s pulled by two real male stallions, very restless, and it’s driven by a coachman who is already inside the set right now. In the story, the trans protagonist is using it... until Frankenstein bursts out of the woods, blocks the horses because he falls madly in love with her, kidnaps her, and carries her deep into the brush to use her entirely to his liking.”

“What a beautiful, romantic story...” Fanny slipped out, visibly and genuinely moved by that tale of love and adventure. And as she said it, triggered by that sudden wave of romanticism, she felt an immediate, abundant release from below that soaked her legs once again.

Once inside the warehouse, the glare of the spotlights nearly blinded her. The director himself came forward to meet her: a man with a decidedly artistic aura, messy hair, and an eccentric bow tie. Further back on the set, seated in an armchair, Fanny caught a glimpse of the trans starlet puffing with practiced elegance on a cigarette, using a very long black cigarette holder like a true silver-screen diva.

“Hi, you must be Fanny, right?” the director began, approaching her with open arms.

“Y-yes, I am...” she replied, deeply embarrassed but flattered that a real director was speaking directly to her, a simple and humble body double.

“Listen, our star is throwing a tantrum today about the more extreme scenes,” the man in the bow tie explained. “It takes a whole lot of courage to shoot this movie... do you have it?”

Fanny merely nodded her head, blushing visibly. The director then gestured toward the backstage area. “Good, then don’t get frightened. Look over there.”

Out of the shadows stepped a white giant of monstrous human proportions. He was a man afflicted with acromegaly, standing an incredible seven feet, six inches tall. The condition had caused him to grow disproportionately in every part of his body: his hands were as huge as shovels, his feet gigantic, his facial features massive, and, naturally, the same fate had befallen his private parts. “We’re going to paint him entirely green,” the director continued enthusiastically, “but he is the perfect actor to play the part of Frankenstein.”

Fanny stood literally hypnotized by that colossal vision. Her eyes instantly dropped to the giant’s lower belly, and, overwhelmed by astonishment, she brought her hands to her cheeks. “But... but that’s impossible! He’s gargantuan! That is not a human member!” she exclaimed with genuine awe.

The director smiled, proud of the reaction. “This feature film needs to be a true work of art, Fanny. The authentic, behind-the-scenes look at monster movies that Hollywood never had the guts to produce. But to truly stun the audience, what you’ve just seen isn’t quite enough.”

Just then, a makeup artist stepped onto the set holding a mammoth prosthetic. It was an enormous, bright green latex equine reproduction, at the base of which two gigantic testicles had been molded, also green and covered in synthetic hair. A small, clear tube connected directly to the tip of the prosthetic and, running all the way through the inside of the latex, terminated at the end of a plastic plunger of massive proportions.

“See, Fanny, in the close-up shots that you’ll be filming, the monster will be wearing this special prosthetic,” the director patiently illustrated. “The plunger at the back will be filled with real male seed, so as to make the finale of the scene as realistic and impactful as possible.”

While the director spoke, Fanny noticed a studio assistant walking around with a small plastic bucket among the various crew members. One by one, audio techs, stagehands, and lighting crew pulled down their pants, massaged themselves for a few minutes, and contributed their share into the bucket. When the container was filled to the brim, the assistant poured the entire liquid content inside the large plunger of the prosthetic.

“Lights! Camera... Action!” the director yelled.

Fanny, proud and filled with prestige to find herself at the center of a real cinematic production, was brought onto the set design and positioned on all fours. From behind arrived the fake Frankenstein, colossal and with the green equine prosthetic firmly secured. With extreme slowness, the giant made his way inside her, invading her body. Looking at the monitor, the director went wild with joy seeing the tight close-ups of Fanny’s hydraulic short circuit, squirting onto the studio floor out of sheer emotion, and immediately gave the green light for the grand finale. The assistant pressed the plunger, and Fanny felt herself filled to capacity like never before in her life, under a devastating amount of pressure.

“Brilliant! Sublime! What an extraordinary actress!” the enthusiastic director commented at the end of the take. He approached her with extreme politeness and, offering her a hand to help her up, asked, “Would you feel up to shooting the lip scene now?”

Fanny, decidedly sore but with her heart overflowing with the enthusiasm of a diva, nodded once more. The assistant immediately made the rounds of the set again with the bucket to gather a fresh supply from the crew, and the scene recommenced.

“Action!”

Fanny truly gave the absolute best of herself with her lips and her tongue, applying herself with absolute dedication onto the green prosthetic. The framing was so close that her face wasn’t being recorded, but she was happy nonetheless to be doing such an important job. She licked, sucked, and fondled the latex with her hands for nearly an hour straight, until the director ordered the plunger to be operated once again. Fanny accomplished the impossible, gritting her teeth and straining to the utmost to swallow the entire flow so as not to ruin the take.

“The scene is almost perfect,” the director decreed, scratching his head, “but we have to redo it. I want more shots from different angles.”

The problem arose when the assistant made his rounds with the bucket again: the crew was now completely exhausted and drained, and the new round didn’t go well at all. Fanny, too, began to look worried, fearing that the filming of her movie would have to be cut short just when it was getting good.

Suddenly, the carriage coachman stepped forward. “Give me that bucket, I have an idea,” he said with a sly smile. He grabbed the plastic container, walked out to the courtyard, and drove off in the carriage with the horses at a full gallop. After about a twenty-minute wait, he re-entered the warehouse with the bucket magically filled to the brim with a thick, whitish liquid.

Deeply moved, the director asked no questions and hugged him tightly. “You’re a genius!” he exclaimed. “But how did you pull it off?”

“Sour cream!” the proud coachman replied. “I read on the internet that it looks exactly like the real thing in movies. I went to grab a stash at the strip mall nearby.”

Fanny, seeing that the production was saved, couldn’t contain her joy and shouted happily, “Hooray!” She immediately dropped to her knees before the monster. The plunger was full once more, and the scene could finally begin again.
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The Taste of Success 

“Let’s redo it! Lights, camera... Action!” shouted the director in the bow tie, gesturing toward the monitor screen.

Fanny, once again on her knees before the fake green Frankenstein, resumed giving her absolute best for the tight close-up of her lips. She poured every ounce of passion she had into it, smoldering with the eyes of a seasoned diva. Looking on enthusiastically at the sissy’s performance, the director barked frantic directions from off-camera: “Brilliant! Now lick the tip. Work your way down the shaft. You on the plunger, let a few drops out. Fanny, lick greedily, as if you can’t wait for the grand finale!”

Fanny felt on top of the world, electrified by the realization that she had become a real actress. Around her, the crew watched in an almost religious silence; they were completely unaccustomed to such dedication. Actresses in this genre usually acted like spoiled divas and categorically refused to shoot the most extreme scenes. Even the trans lead, who had stood prissily on the sidelines until that moment, was so struck by Fanny’s flawless performance that she experienced a sudden erection—something she hadn’t felt in a very long time. A star was being born, no doubt about it. Meanwhile, a clear little puddle had pooled at the sissy’s feet, slowly expanding until it reached the gigantic feet of the acromegalic giant.

“You on the plunger, let a few more fat drops out!” the director continued in the middle of his artistic ecstasy. “Fanny, lick it clean—hold it on your tongue first, show me that you’re truly savoring it before you swallow it down!”

Fanny flicked her little tongue before the camera, showcasing and tasting those thick drops as if they were the sweet nectar of the gods. Finally, the director gave the ultimate order, gesturing to the assistant to slam down on the large plunger at the back of the latex prosthetic. The thick, whitish flow retrieved by the coachman invaded Fanny’s mouth with a generous amount of pressure. She gritted her teeth, swallowing with absolute dedication so as not to ruin the take, and the moment the director screamed the long-awaited, “Cut! That’s a wrap on the first take!”, she wiped the corner of her mouth with a finger, bobbing her disheveled blonde wig.

“Phew... I certainly expected the strip mall sour cream to taste different,” Fanny commented aloud with her usual disarming naivety, while the crew watched her in silence, stifling their laughter. “To tell you the truth... it tasted like the usual flavor, just a bit richer... and maybe a tad wilder!”

The coachman, leaning against the warehouse wall, gave her a complicit wink without saying a word, while the director burst into an enthusiastic round of applause. “Sublime, Fanny! A natural swallowing talent that the major Hollywood actresses can only dream of! The editing will emphasize every single drop. The sour cream was a stroke of genius!”

Fanny felt her heart bursting with pride. Despite the widespread soreness and that sense of fullness visibly bloating her tummy beneath the remnants of her maid uniform, she felt like a true star of the silver screen. She had saved the production and shot the most pivotal close-ups of the film. The guys on the crew immediately stepped forward to offer compliments and ask for her phone number.

Even the acromegalic giant had been deeply shaken by the performance: he had slipped off the green latex prosthetic and was now presenting his natural member, standing monumentally at attention. At that vision, Fanny began to leak from below without any restraint left. The men on the crew cheered with a long applause, practically clamoring for an encore. The trans protagonist fumbled with her hand beneath her robe, trying to hide her envy over the attention everyone was showering on Fanny, while she alone in a corner desperately tried to empty herself after years of never feeling the need.

The sissy now felt like Hollywood’s newest diva. Not wanting to disappoint her impromptu audience, she flashed a sweet smile at the acromegalic giant, who caught on to her intentions instantly. The man grabbed her by her armpits and hoisted her up like a feather; she wrapped her legs around his hips and let herself be lowered by his enormous hands until she welcomed him completely inside her. Dozens of smartphones appeared in the hands of the stagehands, who began to immortalize the scene with tight videos that would commit Fanny’s art to eternity.

When the giant reached his climax, the rhythm became unbearable even for the sissy, who began to feel uncontrollable internal contractions and tremors throughout her entire body. She surrendered herself to that pure ecstasy of pleasure, while long, continuous, clear jets of stringy fluid shot from her virtually useless, limp external appendage. The giant finished his final thrusts with obscene sounds, resembling a plunger desperately trying to unclog a sink.

Exhausted but satisfied, the massive actor gently set Fanny down right on top of her own fluid. At the explicit request of the crew, the sissy docilely got down on all fours, proudly showcasing her wide-open intimacy dripping with the giant’s seed to the still-recording phones.

The director, caught in a full-blown wave of artistic and creative inspiration, frantically jotted down notes, camera angles, and scripts for his next Oscar-worthy film in a notebook. Just as Fanny was painstakingly adjusting her completely torn maid uniform, the man approached her, handing her a fat white envelope stuffed with cash.

“You were wonderful, dear. Big-time cinema will notice you very soon. You have an innate talent,” he told her in a solemn tone. “Leave me your number; I’d like to pitch you the details for my next film. I already have a plot ready—a remake of a Hollywood blockbuster that I’m sure will completely erase the original movie from history.”

Fanny smiled radiantly. She couldn’t believe she was on the verge of following in the footsteps of her favorite actress, the red-headed diva she had always admired so much. “We should check with my mistress, Victoria, first,” she replied timidly. “I can’t just accept a job like this out of the blue. I’ll give you her phone number... But tell me, have you already decided on the title for this Oscar-winning film?”

The director diligently noted down Victoria’s number and reassured her with a wave of his hand: “Don’t you worry, I’ll convince her. Nobody can stop the rising new star of world cinema. And yes, I’ve already decided on the title and the subject.”

Fanny was immensely relieved to hear that the director had no problem dealing with Victoria, and driven by her desire to know, she asked, “I’m so curious... what is the title?”

“A Trans for King Kong,” the director proudly replied.

Hearing that name, Fanny’s eyes widened in sheer amazement, and from the sudden surge of emotion, a copious, powerful squirt shot from below, landing directly onto the director’s trousers.

“Oh, forgive me! I’m so sorry!” she exclaimed, bringing her hands to her mouth.

“Don’t worry about it, gorgeous. I’ll keep them just like this until they dry on their own,” the man replied with an ecstatic smile. “This is the true scent of success. The nectar of the new, future silver-screen diva.”

The director then called over the black enforcer with whom Fanny had shared her first kiss in the car and ordered him to escort the new star home in a limousine. Proud and happy, Fanny took the man by the hand and let herself be led docilely toward the luxury vehicle.

“King Kong... I still can’t believe it,” she thought ecstatically to herself as the car silently started toward home. “The beautiful fantasies I’ve had about that movie ever since I saw it in theaters...”

The limousine cruised through the city while Fanny fantasized, squeezing her companion’s hand. He very gently brought his lips to hers. The rough texture of the guy’s tongue made the sissy’s emotion uncontrollable. When she heard the sound of the zipper and the man’s hand caressed the back of her neck, she offered no resistance whatsoever. She let herself be guided slowly downward. The new movie would require a memorable performance; she felt deep down in her heart that she needed to practice right away so as not to disappoint the director. She parted her lips wide, imagining she was already on the set.


BOOK 3

A Sissy at the Factory


3.1


The Pact with the Devil 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No, Victoria. I don’t get it; I really can’t understand you.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The doorbell rang insistently.

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

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

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

“Julian, my love!” Victoria exclaimed, overwhelmed by emotion.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


3.2


A Clean Cut 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Clack.

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

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

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

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

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

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


3.3


New Rules for the Office 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


3.4


Fanny’s Awakening 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Of course, my little bitch, but please try to leak less—you’re already staining them.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


3.5


The Entrance into the Factory 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Let’s see about this bolt...” the man said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


3.6


The Pact in the Director’s Office 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


3.7


The Director’s Harem 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You owe me that anyway. I want something else.”

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

The guard held her by the arm.

“Please, let me go.”

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

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

“In the locker room, I mean, after the game. We’ll celebrate all together.”

“Together with who? With the players’ wives?” she asked naively.

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

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

“Obviously, us from the soccer team and you, alone. You’ll have fun.”

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

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

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

Fanny thought she had misheard and quickened her pace.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


3.8


The Production Bonus 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“She’s ours!” they exulted between thrusts, striking her with a ferocity that took her breath away.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She turned around. “Fanny. My name is just Fanny.”

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

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

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

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

The boy seemed more relieved upon hearing those words.

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


3.9


The Scent of Success 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She knew that game well, ever since her days as Julian. He had been twenty-three then, living on his own and just starting his first job, and his “bull” from the gym always made him play it in the locker room, once everyone else had gone. Every time, Julian bent down to pick up the soap that had dropped almost as if by accident, fantasizing about what would happen next. Every time, he straightened up disappointed, met by the other man’s mocking laugh and a fresh bar of soap already shoved behind him.

“What did you think? I’m no fag,” he would say every time. Then he would take Julian’s hand and place it under his belly button, in the tangle of black hair. “You’re in luck today, Julian, get to work, I’ll save you a tissue.” Julian got to work. He gripped it and began the slow back-and-forth, gently at first, and then after a few minutes, as their breathing quickened, faster, in a crescendo of emotion and expectation. Once he tried to get down on his knees with some excuse, but the bull pulled him back up and scolded him: “Who do you take me for? Keep going with your hand, you queer. You’re hopeless. As a punishment I’ll leave the soap inside you even after the shower, when we walk back to your place.” And he did exactly that. Back in his apartment, sitting at the table, the soap slid deeper and it took him half an hour and a mountain of shame to get it out. The next day at the office, Julian made up a story about slipping in the gym shower, to explain the way he walked.

That night, as he soothed his shame with a bag of ice, Julian thought that none of it bothered him as much as it should. If anything, he liked that the bull decided for him, told him what to do and when. It was a secret he kept well, even from himself. And he kept it even better because nobody asked him to. The bull was a quiet guy, with big hands and short patience, who worked on a construction site by day and lifted weights until closing at night. Julian had never asked his last name, and the bull had never asked his. They met three times a week, always at the same hour, always in the same corner of the locker room, like two partners in a business neither of them dared to name. After every session, the bull dried off with his towel, put on his cap and left without a goodbye, and Julian stayed a while on the bench, with weak legs and a silly smile. On the way home he went over every sentence, every order, every insult, and kept them the way other people keep photos from a vacation. Over time he had learned to tell the good days, when the bull was in a mood and even left him a nice job to do with his mouth, from the bad days, when a single look was enough to know the shower would be a long one that night. He had never told anyone, not his coworkers, not his sister, who called him on Sundays to ask whether he was eating well. He thought it was an oddity of his, a sort of private mania, something that would end when he met the right woman. The right woman came, her name was Victoria, and, to his surprise, he didn’t even have to confess anything. She read it in a few weeks, like reading a sign on the street, and from then on the mania stopped being private. Julian had trembled that first time. Then, little by little, he had stopped trembling. Fanny’s sweet memories, the fantasies of a man still inexperienced, were interrupted by the words of Doctor Vance, who walked up to her, pinching his nose, and said:

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


3.10


The Return Home 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


BOOK 4

The Sissy Maid Auction


4.1


This, Too, Is Love 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“How dare you complain? You insatiable little bitch, I’ll teach you how to behave.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Good my little whore,” the mistress told her. “That’s it, relax, push these insatiable cheeks back.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What a cheeky little whore you are.”

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


4.2


The Vanilla Filling 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Victoria raised a hand and waved goodbye to them.

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

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

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

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

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

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


4.3


The Signature of Master E 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What a beautiful house you have!” Fanny exclaimed.

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

“What a strange message on that sign,” Fanny commented. “What does ‘E’ with a period mean?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Mademoiselle,” he said simply, keeping the door wide open.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


4.4


The Mask Falls 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“This is for you,” the servant said, handing her the colored box. “And for your ‘reward’.”

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

“Understood,” Carol whispered, her voice husky.

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

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

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

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


4.5


Just for a Gambling Debt 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


4.6


The Sissy Ritual 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Neanderthals?” the sissy barely murmured. “How is that possible?”

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

“Please don’t hurt me. Whatever you want we will do together, but gently, please.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


4.7


The Invisible Trophy 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


4.8


The Auction 

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

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

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

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

“But can’t it be postponed?” Fanny insisted, her tone bordering on pleading. “Please.”

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

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

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

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

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

The evening arrived inexorably.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“He’s in... he’s really inside!” someone in the crowd shouted, unable to contain the excitement.

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


4.9


A Sissy for Everyone 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


4.10


A Sweet Awakening 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


BOOK 5

A Sissy at the Glory Hole


5.1


Elena’s Solution 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


5.2


The Bitch’s Journey 

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

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

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

“For dogs, obviously,” the mistress replied, caressing her belly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


5.3


A Strange Sign 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


5.4


A Harmonious Couple 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Victoria agreed with her friend’s statements; they had known each other for too long by now. “Elena, you are always right. Who knows, if I could turn back time, maybe I would never leave you. Certainly not for this bitch always in heat. Although I must tell you, I’ve grown fond of her now, and I wouldn’t give her away for anything in the world.”

“You wouldn’t even sell her for a million dollars?” Elena asked, confident she would shatter that last statement.

Victoria thought about it for a second and replied, “A million dollars? That’s a lot of money. Who would ever pay that for this little pig? I’d definitely give it some thought. Maybe even for less.”

Fanny, meanwhile, was playing difficult. Reluctant to move across that brightly lit parking lot, she was literally being dragged by the leash by her mistress’s friend, her heels scraping against the asphalt.

“Yeah, I’m afraid this isn’t the right place at all for our sissy,” Elena replied, giving a sharp tug to the chain to bring the slave back into line. “We absolutely must talk to the owner. Maybe we can show him this video to convince him to make an exception.”

On Victoria’s smartphone, the comments beneath the clip had by now surpassed a thousand, piling up at a terrifying speed. Among the many notifications, a particularly absurd proposal stood out: the owner of a traveling circus had made a written offer in extremely poor taste. Defining that encounter as “animalistic,” he wanted to hire Fanny to perform under the main big top in special, exclusive late-night shows for adults only, offering a considerable sum in exchange. He even attached a photo of strange private parts to explain how Fanny would perform.

“This is truly too much,” Victoria decreed, stopping dead in the middle of the parking lot. “This is completely unacceptable, right, Fanny?”

The sissy read the message on the screen that her mistress was waving in front of her eyes and nodded visibly, while her hips immediately began to wag in a nervous manner, betraying her real state of excitement.

“No, Fanny, this is really too much,” Victoria reprimanded her, noticing that instinctive movement. “I will never give you up for this kind of squalid stuff. It’s entirely useless for you to shake your ass. This proposal is excessive even for a pig like you.”

The sissy resumed walking with her eyes fixed on the ground, mortified. Victoria gave a firm thumbs-down to the circus proposal directly on social media and, immediately after, delivered a loud, open-handed slap to her slave’s bare bottom, making the smack echo across the parking lot. “It would completely ruin you, my little one. You can’t keep thinking always and only with your little hole.”

Elena seemed genuinely disappointed by that protective decision. “If it were up to me, I would have sent her there and to even worse places, Victoria. It’s just a show, nothing more than pure entertainment for the audience.”

“It’s too dangerous,” Victoria countered firmly. “We don’t know what could happen to her inside there. I did a quick check on the internet, and it says that something like this, with a sissy exposed in that manner, has never been attempted before.”

“There’s always a first time for everything,” Elena commented sarcastically, continuing to drag Fanny toward the glass doors. “She would rightfully enter the history of the genre; she’d even become famous.”

“No, I said no, and I’m not changing my mind,” Victoria concluded, determined to preserve her slave from experiences she considered decidedly too degrading, even by her standards.

For once, in the depths of her submissive mind, Fanny did not agree with her mistress at all; the idea of that big top and all those eyes on her had made her heart leap. But she had to accept it: these were certainly not choices she could make on her own. Her only function was to obey, and at that moment, the only thing that truly mattered was finding out what the club’s Wall had in store for her.


5.5


The Rules of the Club 

The club seemed to be a huge success. There was still half an hour left before the official opening to the public, but an orderly line of customers was already forming outside the entrance. A brushed steel sign clearly explained the club’s rules. At the bottom, in highly visible pink lettering, it read: Admission $10, includes two holes, maximum one ejaculation.

Fanny read those lines, but her mind couldn’t quite grasp their precise meaning. She widened her eyes, lifting her submissive gaze.

“Mistress... the sign. What does that specification mean?” Fanny asked with a thread of a trembling voice, nodding toward the lettering.

Victoria leaned forward, narrowing her eyes to reread it. “Ten dollars, two holes... Huh, I don’t really get it either. Do you figure it out, Elena?”

Elena shook her head in a dismissive manner, tightening her grip on the leash. “No, never heard of a formula like that. Must be some strange corporate policy of theirs. What do you care anyway, Fanny? Your only duty is to stay on your knees.”

“Still, I’m curious,” Victoria admitted. She took a step to the side and decided to directly address a man who was waiting in line just a few paces ahead. The guy was bald, with a bizarre, grayish ponytail. He had his shirt open and crudely knotted at the waist, a very hairy chest, and a prominent belly. A thick mustache hid a yellowish smile, from which several teeth were clearly missing.

“Excuse me, good man,” Victoria began in a falsely polite tone, immediately catching his attention. “We’re new around here and we don’t understand that sign. Could you explain to us how it works?”

The guy whipped around, scanning Victoria from head to toe with glassy eyes. Then his gaze immediately slid down to Fanny on the leash. “Ah, you’re new? I can’t wait for them to open so I can try it out! What rooms do you girls have tonight? Which booth did they put you in?”

Elena stepped forward, putting herself in the middle to cut things short. “The two of us are just her escorts. We’re bringing this little slut here, but she hasn’t been assigned a room yet.”

The man smiled even wider, showing a conspicuous dark gap where a top incisor should have been, and turned back to Victoria. “Ah, I get it, I get it! Then let me explain the rule to you, beauties. With the ten-dollar ticket, you have the right to shove your tool into two different holes—meaning in two different rooms. However, if unfortunately you come on your very first try, your ticket expires instantly and you have to leave, or else you have to get back in line outside and pay all over again.”

“And why do they make this distinction of the two holes?” Victoria asked, intrigued by that mechanism.

“They do it because some of the women working inside there are completely useless; they don’t know how to move or they just don’t put any effort into it,” the gentleman replied with absolute naturalness. “That way, the customer doesn’t risk throwing his money away. If he ends up in a booth where the chick doesn’t suck well or doesn’t cooperate, he has the chance to switch once and try another room before emptying himself.”

Right after he finished talking to Victoria, the man snapped his attention toward Fanny. With a sudden and vulgar move, he made an explicit gesture indicating he was ready to unzip the fly of his worn-out pants. “Want to start with a little taste out here, beauty?”

Fanny, driven by that uncontrollable instinct, didn’t think twice. She parted her lips slightly and made a move to bend her knees to drop straight onto the parking lot asphalt, ready to receive her first customer in front of everyone.

Elena, however, was lightning fast. She delivered a violent yank to the collar’s chain, pulling her away with force. “Inside! You’ll do it inside, if they even accept you!” Elena hissed, flashing her a death glare. “You really are a hopeless and incorrigible little whore, Fanny. You just don’t know how to carry yourself with any dignity.”

Victoria burst out laughing heartily just as the club’s mirrored doors were finally about to open.

“What on earth got into you, Fanny? Do you really think it’s appropriate to do something like that in front of everyone in the parking lot?” Victoria asked her, shaking her head, visibly amused by her slave’s impudence.

“You’re right, my Mistress, forgive me,” the sissy replied, keeping her eyes low and nervously playing with her fingers. “The gentleman had been so kind to explain the sign... I thought it was appropriate to return the courtesy. Just a matter of good manners, that’s all.”

Elena shook her head, increasingly disgusted but thoroughly accustomed to those distorted logics by now. “Look, down there is the entrance dedicated to ones like you. It literally says ‘suckers.’ Let’s go before the slots run out.”

The three of them headed toward the secondary access. Pushing the heavy, dark glass door, they found themselves in a dimly lit lobby, where a giant bodybuilder with his arms crossed over his chest immediately blocked their path. “Where do you three think you’re going without a pass?” the man thundered, eyeing them sternly.

“Actually, we’re here for her,” Elena promptly replied, gesturing toward Fanny with a nod of her chin. “She would like to enter one of the rooms of the Glory Hole.”

“No entry without a pass,” the gorilla cut her short, standing as still as a statue.

“And where do we get this pass?” Elena asked, not intimidated in the least.

“From the owner. The last door at the end of the hallway.”

The three of them walked down that strange black hallway. Meanwhile, around them, other women were trickling in. They quickly checked their assignments on a sheet hanging near the entrance and headed briskly toward the numbered rooms, which were arranged in a horseshoe shape around a central corridor.

Elena knocked firmly on the black door and walked in without waiting for any permission. They found themselves inside a chaotic office, facing a large desk where a guy with a long white beard and very little hair on his head was staring at a series of monitors that framed the booths and the hallway.

“Who are you? I only have one room free tonight, and there are too many of you,” the man said without lifting his eyes from the monitors.

Elena took the floor for all of them, stepping forward. “Perfect, then we’re golden. Only this little slut will be performing in your venue.” Pulling the leash, she made the sissy step right in front of the desk.

“Little slut?” the man asked, finally lifting his gaze, suddenly annoyed. “I don’t want professionals in here; this is a serious establishment! Only normal women perform here: housewives, wives, students. The reputation and seriousness of the environment depend on it.”

Elena smiled with malice. “But she isn’t a real whore. She is a sissy slave, our maid. She would be doing it purely out of passion.”

“Sissy?” the owner replicated, narrowing his eyes, even more bothered. “So it’s a gay guy? Out of the question. I told you, this is a club for women only.”

Fanny, feeling the opportunity of her life slipping away, felt tears sting her eyes. She liked the venue, the atmosphere excited her, and it seemed like the perfect opportunity to prove her incredible skill to everyone. “Please, sir... give me a chance,” the sissy implored, clasping her hands together. “Let me do an audition, please.”

The guy stared at her for a few moments, then an enigmatic smile curved his lips. “An audition? All right then. But I’m warning you, little doggy, you won’t like it.” He picked up the receiver of the landline telephone on the desk and said just two words: “Send in the jester.”

A few seconds later, the door opened and a tiny little old man entered. He was barely over three feet tall, with a thick white beard that reached almost to his feet. He was wearing a highly conspicuous, colorful tank top and was made up like a circus clown. Without saying a word, the little man positioned himself in the center of the room, stepped up onto a chair, and lifted that very long beard of his with his hands. Underneath he was completely naked, without pants or underwear, and his anatomy confirmed to Fanny, in a single glance, that every legend and strange fantasy about very short men was terribly true.

The owner pulled out a stopwatch. “All right, beauty. You have exactly three minutes to make him come. And remember: mouth only.”

Fanny didn’t need to be told twice. She knelt on the office floor and put into it all the effort, experience, and devotion she was capable of. The jester, from high up on the chair, seemed to be having the time of his life; he was visibly straining to resist in order to prolong the game, but Fanny’s tongue was like soft, wet velvet, relentless in its rhythm.

She put every bit of effort possible into it; she didn’t want to disappoint her mistress, but above all, she didn’t want to lose this chance to perform in such a peculiar venue. Her head moved back and forth at a rapid pace, and the suctions were of such intensity that the little bearded man felt himself pulled forward every single time, having to use all his balance not to fall off. No matter how much he tried to oppose and resist that treatment, he soon began to groan visibly. Opposing Fanny’s art was impossible even for him.

At exactly ten seconds before the time expired, the little man shuddered, and the first of five long, copious, and thick spurts shot out. The sissy, wagging her backside out of excitement, proudly drank down to the very last drop, cleaning everything up with surgical precision. It was a total triumph; she had been put to the test, but her skill and passion had prevailed over the resistance of that funny little man who was so disproportionate in his private parts.

The owner, impressed by such mastery, put away the stopwatch and signed a pink card. “I’m speechless. Usually, I grant ten minutes because the jester is truly unique at resisting these attentions, and most of the time the women don’t pass the test. She definitely deserves a chance.”

They had finally earned the pass. The night at the Woman Glory Hole was about to officially begin, and Fanny would enter her booth under the watchful and strict gaze of Elena and Victoria.


5.6


The Magic Mirror 

The three of them were surprised by the assigned room, number 3. “What a strange coincidence,” Fanny pointed out. “There are exactly three of us.”

“But only you will be performing, obviously. We aren’t here for that, just to make sure you don’t make us look bad,” Elena commented.

There was a structural feature that completely flipped the dynamics: the dividing wall was indeed a two-way mirror, but mounted backward. From the room where Fanny stood, the wall was a huge, flawless mirror, while from the customers’ booth on the other side, the wall was completely transparent glass.

Right in the center of that crystal pane, about three feet off the ground, protruded the circular hole lined with soft black rubber.

“Well, look at that,” Elena commented, immediately making herself comfortable on one of the red velvet armchairs positioned in the corner and crossing her legs. “Whoever enters on the other side can see you perfectly, Fanny. They can look right at your face, your makeup, your filthy sissy eyes while you do your duty. You, on the other hand, will only see yourself reflected.”

Victoria approached the kneeling pad positioned beneath the mirror. “It’s a perverse psychological concept. You, Fanny, will be forced to look at yourself in the mirror all night long. You’ll watch your degradation live every time you open your mouth, without being able to catch the eye of whoever is using you. But they will see you.”

Fanny stared at her reflected image. Her heart was pounding wildly. Watching herself being used by total strangers, without being able to see their faces but knowing she was completely exposed to their gazes, triggered an immediate rush of adrenaline. She felt the usual, unbearable dripping start up violently again along her thighs, wetting her high heels.

“Mistress... I will look at myself the whole time,” Fanny whispered, her voice trembling with excitement.

“Exactly, little whore,” Elena replied, pulling a tube of lubricant from her bag and passing it to Victoria. “Grease her lips good. They open in a few minutes and we need to be ready.”

Victoria grabbed her chin, smearing the gel with firm fingers. “I want you to be perfect. You have to make us look good tonight, remember we have a reputation to uphold on social media.”

Fanny got down on her knees on the designated cushion. She grabbed the chrome side handles, lifted her torso, and positioned her mouth exactly in line with the rubber-lined hole, fixing her eyes on herself in the mirror ahead.

Suddenly, a metallic click signaled the opening of the club’s doors. A hum of male voices and the sound of heavy footsteps filled the central corridor. A few seconds later, the red light above the adjacent booth turned green, a sign that someone had just entered.

Fanny held her breath, staring at her reflection. On the other side of the glass, a man was looking into room number 3, studying that kneeling sissy on the leash. Without hesitating, the customer unbuttoned his pants and firmly shoved his manhood through the black rubber hole.

The warm flesh made its appearance in the room, right in the center of the mirror. Fanny, her wide eyes fixed on her own image, stretched her neck forward and welcomed the customer with total voracity. Seeing herself in the mirror while swallowing the stranger, knowing the man was looking down at her through the glass, amplified her excitement to an intolerable degree. Her hips began to wag all on their own again, while Elena, seated in the armchair, pulled out her phone to immortalize this new, public humiliation.

Fanny kept moving her head back and forth over that rubber hole, her wide eyes locked onto her own reflected image, which continued to degrade with every passing minute. She could see her flushed cheeks, her slightly smudged makeup, and the taut leather collar.

When she felt the veins throbbing, she picked up the pace, trying to tighten her lips to increase the pressure and not miss a single drop of what was magically about to arrive. The pleasure of the man on the other side of the glass was particularly intense and substantial. Fanny loved being guided in those situations, feeling hands behind the nape of her neck setting the rhythm, making her feel appreciated as if her lips belonged to a real woman. The final explosion was difficult to handle. She knew that any wasted drop would be noticed from the other side of the glass, so she helped herself by cupping a hand right under her chin. A few drops did indeed fall, landing right on her palm.

When that faceless, bodyless piece of pink flesh released its final shudder, Fanny heard a few comments from the other side—protests, almost—hints about wasted drops, about fluids that hadn’t been appreciated with the proper devotion, even accusations of incompetence. “Listen to what they’re saying about your little whore, Victoria,” Elena said promptly, taking advantage of the sissy’s first moment of embarrassment. “She can’t even do a proper mouth job. She only knows how to get on all fours and let everyone else do the work. She’s an absolute flop.”

Fanny was seized by a sudden anguish; she wanted to be up to the task, up to the opportunity she had been given in this venue. She didn’t want to disappoint. She showed her still-cupped hand to the mirror, where in truth the fallen white drops were a very minor thing, and narrowing her eyes, she vibrated her tongue between her lips. Then, slowly and with multiple laps, she cleaned the palm of her hand, leaving it damp with saliva but entirely stripped of that delectable nectar which, from the other side of the glass, they demanded be savored in its entirety. And Fanny did just that. She held those drops on her tongue and showed them to the mirror, then retracted it inside her mouth and swirled the tip against her palate. From the movement of her cheeks, it was clear she was appreciating the flavor, like a good sip of wine to be held as long as possible before swallowing.

“Excellent job,” came distinctly from the other side of the glass, and immediately another piece of flesh appeared in the hole—dark this time, and furrowed by very prominent, throbbing veins. Fanny felt proud of that unexpected appreciation and, even though the smell of sweat and dried, old white pleasure from the new customer bothered her slightly, she opened her mouth wide. To reassure him, she clearly showed that her tongue was already perfectly clean before dedicating herself to the veneration of this new offering.

The sissy’s activity continued without interruption. She could only imagine what the faces of those men on the other side of the mirror looked like. She only saw a piece of them—the most interesting piece—and each time she tasted the essence, always different in flavor, consistency, and quantity. The strangers alternated one after the other, enjoying the show of the kneeling sissy, but no one had ever backed out before the finale. She was good, and soon word of mouth spread among the customers. In front of her black rubber-lined hole, a line formed that was longer than those of the other passionate practitioners of that ancient and refined art of giving pleasure to others with nothing but one’s lips.

Victoria, sitting comfortably in the red velvet armchair with her legs crossed, had opened the notes app on her smartphone and, with an amused smile, tapped her finger on the screen to keep count.

“We’re at number twelve, Elena,” Victoria said halfway through the evening, without taking her eyes off the slave. “This little slut is really getting a taste for it. Look at how she uses her throat.”

Elena leaned forward, analyzing the flesh protruding from the center of the mirror with the clinical eye of an expert. “The twelfth one was truly remarkable, did you see? Long and crooked, it almost didn’t fit inside her. But our Fanny has a welcoming cavity. Look at her, she doesn’t even flinch; she even cleans the rubber of the hole so she won’t lose a single drop.”

The night at the Woman Glory Hole proceeded at a pounding pace. The light above the booth switched from red to green without pause, punctuated by the heavy sound of zippers opening on the other side. The tools penetrating room number 3 came in every shape, color, and size, and some put Fanny’s endurance to the ultimate test.

On the fourteenth turn, a piece of flesh completely covered in dark ink shoved into the hole. It was the tool of a heavily tattooed man; even on the sensitive skin of the shaft, there were letters and tribal designs that went in and out of Fanny’s mouth. The texture of the skin, made almost rough by the tattoo pigments, gave her a strange sensation on her tongue, but the sissy gripped the handles tightly and kept up her work.

Right after, at number fifteen, arrived a true biological oddity that left Victoria and Elena open-mouthed. The man on the other side was incredibly hairy, and that thick, dark hair wasn’t limited to the base but ran up the entire shaft, reaching almost to the tip. Fanny found her mouth invaded by coarse hairs that tickled her throat, risking making her gag with every thrust.

“Gross, look at that!” Elena commented, chuckling and pointing at the mirror. “Fanny, it looks like you’re plucking a chicken with your tongue. Come on, swallow those too, don’t be prissy!”

The sissy, her eyes watering from the effort not to cough, forced herself to ignore the discomfort, cleaning the tool with her saliva until the man discharged.

But the greatest challenge arrived with number nineteen. The individual on the other side was a body modification fanatic: his tool was literally full of metal, studded with a series of ring and barbell piercings along its entire length and even on the foreskin. When he pushed it through the rubber hole, the cold metal clanked violently against Fanny’s teeth. It was an incredibly difficult piece to manage; the piercings risked catching on her lips or cutting her palate with every movement. Fanny had to slow down the pace, widening her mouth to the maximum and using only the softness of her tongue to envelop both the flesh and the iron, moving with millimeter caution under the amused eyes of her mistresses.

“Number nineteen is making her work for it, look at how she stretches her jaws,” Victoria commented, updating the note on her phone. “She looks like a snake trying to swallow an egg.”

“But she can handle it, she always does,” Elena replied with a cynical grin. “Our pig has a flexible endurance.”

Toward the end of the evening, the flow slowly began to thin out. Elena’s commentary didn’t let up, turning the performance into a ruthless, play-by-play broadcast between giant pieces and tiny ones. Fanny’s knees were aching on the cushion by now, her neck muscles tense from the exertion, but her biological instinct wouldn’t let her stop.

“Number twenty-one was embarrassing, a tiny little thing, Fanny disposed of him in thirty seconds,” Elena laughed, sipping a cocktail she had ordered from a club waiter. “But twenty-two... oh, twenty-two was a real monster. Purple and aggressive. I saw the tears streaming down the sissy’s face in the mirror, but she gripped the chrome handles and swallowed everything like a good little doggy.”

Fanny listened to those comments, and every word from her mistresses acted like a whip crack of pure cerebral pleasure. Her hips, by now completely out of control, oscillated nervously from right to left, while her high heels beat a dull rhythm on the floor. Knowing that on the other side of the glass the man of the moment could admire her total submission, while she was condemned to stare only at herself, was driving her into a delirium.

“Twenty-three!” Victoria exclaimed a few moments later, stretching out in the armchair. “The twenty-third one literally baptized Fanny’s nose. What an aim.”

“That’s the beauty of a live show,” Elena replied with a sneer. “Come on, Fanny, don’t slow down. The line outside shows no sign of shrinking. Show what you’re worth to Victoria’s followers, since the video is still racking up views.”

Time seemed to have stopped inside that pink-lit booth. Fanny’s knees were aching on the cushion by now, her neck muscles tense from the exertion, but her biological instinct as a sucker wouldn’t let her stop. Toward the end of the evening, the flow slowly began to thin out.

“Twenty-five...” Victoria murmured, updating her phone screen. “The last one was an old timer, took him an eternity to empty himself, but Fanny was patient.”

The red light turned on one last time, only to become green after a few moments. It was the twenty-sixth customer of the night. A solid, regular tool that pushed firmly into the rubber hole, seeking the back of the sissy’s throat. Fanny put all her remaining pride into it, using her tongue like soft velvet until the man on the other side shuddered, flooding her for the last time.

When the flesh slid out and the booth’s light turned off for good, Fanny remained motionless, her mouth still open in front of the mirror, her chest heaving heavily.

Victoria stood up and pressed the final click on her phone notes. “And with that, we’re at twenty-six, Elena. Twenty-six in just over four hours. Not bad for our first official outing.”

Elena walked over to the slave, grabbing the leash’s chain and tugging it gently to make her lift her head. “You’ve been a good little doggy, Fanny. Look at how you’re wrecked in the mirror. Tomorrow the whole city will be talking about the sissy in room number 3.”

Fanny, her eyes watery and her mind completely blanked out, could only manage to wag her hips weakly, proud of her monstrous and public degradation.


5.7


The Princess and the Seven Ogres 

The return journey had been underway for about an hour. The car glided smoothly along the deserted highway, illuminated only by the headlights of the rare passing vehicles. Elena gripped the steering wheel with a pensive expression, while Victoria, sitting beside her, relaxed in the passenger seat. In the darkness of the trunk, curled up beneath the rear shelf, Fanny listened with her heart in her throat to every single word of the conversation.

“Victoria, I don’t think Fanny behaved well tonight,” Elena began suddenly, breaking the silence of the cabin. “She should have been faster, handled more customers. I almost got the impression that she was lingering with some of them, as if she wanted to prolong certain situations.”

In the trunk, the sissy tensed her neck muscles to hear better, gripped by a sudden knot of anxiety.

“With that tattooed guy, for instance,” Elena continued, glancing at her friend. “He took twice as long as the others. If you ask me, she was turned on by all that color, by that roughness on her palate.”

Victoria listened carefully, but she didn’t entirely agree. She shook her head slightly and smiled. “I didn’t get that impression, Elena. Sometimes I noticed too that she would pause right when they were on the verge of releasing, but I think she did it to increase the volume of the finale. The old timer, for example, came right away but only produced two inconsistent drops. Fanny doesn’t do it for the money... to her, it’s an art. She wants everyone to leave that booth happy and satisfied.”

Elena took her eyes off the road for a moment and gave her a look of deep dissent. “Twenty-six, she did. At four dollars each, which is the cut the club leaves us, that makes one hundred and four dollars in total. We don’t even cover the travel expenses with that! If she had been quicker, she could have reached forty customers, at least. Will you explain to me why we went all the way out there then?”

Curled up in the dark, Fanny listened, growing more and more worried. Tears stung her eyes: if she hadn’t fully met her mistresses’ expectations, it meant she would never be allowed to return to that delightful place again. She would have loved to have her say, to explain how much she had given it her all, but she hadn’t been invited to speak, and like a well-trained slave, she maintained absolute silence.

Victoria, on the other hand, smiled, amused by her friend’s rigidity. “But we didn’t do it for the money, Elena. It was just to test our little slut. And I’d say she loved it. Did you see what a little puddle she left on the faux-leather kneeling pad? Her little fountain has never been as active as it was tonight. Right, Fanny? Did you like it? You can speak, you know, I authorize you.”

The sissy was immensely comforted by those kind words. From the depths of the trunk, her voice muffled by the carpeting, she made sure to have her say for once: “It was... it was very beautiful, my Mistress. I’ve always heard talk about these strange places. I even thought they didn’t exist in reality. I’d gladly do it all over again tomorrow.”

The two women burst out laughing heartily, filling the cabin with cheer.

“I bet!” Elena commented ironically. “I hadn’t the slightest doubt. Rather, shall we stop to grab a bite? Further ahead, there’s a service station with a diner. It’ll just be the usual truckers at this hour, but they should be able to serve us a hot plate.”

“All right, let’s stop,” Victoria replied. Then, turning slightly toward the back of the car, she added: “What do you think, Fanny? Are you hungry?”

The sissy felt a sudden shiver. The mere word truckers had an immediate and uncontrollable effect on her broken faucet, which instantly began to leak conspicuously onto the carpet. “I... I feel quite full tonight, Mistress. Maybe while you two eat inside, I can take a little stroll around the truck parking lot, just to walk around a bit.”

“I can picture perfectly well what you’ll try to do with those poor men!” Elena commented immediately with malice, steering into the deceleration lane.

The car took the exit toward the service station and pulled up right next to the diner’s entrance. The outside lot was packed with enormous semi-trucks loaded with freight. Victoria got out, opened the trunk lid, and gave Fanny the green light, leaving the collar around her neck but unclipping the leash to let her move freely.

The two women headed toward the venue, while the sissy, drawn by the various smells of diesel and asphalt, sniffed the night air and, trotting awkwardly in her high heels, headed straight toward the shadows where the trucks were lined up.

While Elena was ordering something good to eat from the waitress behind the counter, she leaned toward the window to see what was happening out in the lot, which was illuminated by yellow streetlamps. She was just in time to see a pot-bellied brute with a t-shirt that was too short, from which a hairy belly button protruded. The man, both his hands firmly planted on Fanny’s bare bottom, was shoving her decisively up into the high cab of his rig, before immediately following her inside and slamming the door shut with a sharp thud.

“Just as I thought,” Elena said to Victoria, shaking her head with a mixture of cynicism and resignation.

Victoria smiled and, in an almost maternal tone, commented: “She can’t resist, it’s stronger than her. You have to have patience, Elena... Fanny always feels like she’s inside a fairy tale. Like the princess with the seven ogres.”

“Actually, the original fairy tale is Snow White and the Seven Dwarfs,” Elena countered, looking at her sideways. “And anyway, in no version does it end in the depraved way she desires.”

Victoria chuckled, shrugging her shoulders. “Are you sure? And yet, she always tells me that her mother, to put her to sleep back when she was still Julian and came to visit her, used to tell her that exact strange version of the fairy tale with the ogres, and she absolutely loved it. She says that story always gave her the most beautiful and pleasant dreams.”

Elena picked up the plate of meat and roasted potatoes that the waitress had just placed on the table and began to eat in silence, preferring not to comment any further on that absurd discussion. Fanny’s psychological world was entirely different from hers, starting with the perverse fairy tales that had lulled her so long ago.


5.8


The Pisa Souvenir 

Inside the service station diner, the atmosphere was typical of late-night highway stops: overly bright neon lights, the smell of burnt coffee, and the low hum of refrigerators. Elena and Victoria sat at the corner table, continuing to discuss their slave while eating their dinner.

“I’m just saying you should be much harder on her, Victoria,” Elena began, spearing a piece of meat with her fork. “You should keep her on a short leash at all times, without granting her all these freedoms. A sissy left to run wild just ends up causing chaos.”

Victoria calmly sipped her drink, leaning back into her seat with a relaxed smile. “But she doesn’t need that, Elena. Fanny is already totally obedient; she answers to every single command. As long as she does what I order, I think it’s fair to let her have some fun. Look at how she bolted into that lot—she’s happy.”

“Have some fun? That’s hormonal anarchy,” Elena countered, turning to look out the large window facing the dark parking lot.

From that position, Elena’s clinical eye kept watch on the cab of the enormous semi-truck into which Fanny had vanished shortly before. The sissy was still inside, but the situation in the lot was taking a decidedly crowded turn. Around the truck’s steps, there was an unusual coming and going: one trucker had just climbed down, pulling up his pants zipper with a sharp yank, while another climbed up immediately after him, shutting the door behind his back. Outside, grouped in a circle near the massive tires, there were at least a dozen men laughing boisterously, talking loudly, and mimicking explicit gestures and unmistakable positions with their hands.

“Look out there, Victoria,” Elena commented, gesturing toward the scene with her chin. “Your ‘princess’ has set up an assembly line. Those guys are trading shifts like it’s a carnival attraction.”

Victoria cast a casual glance beyond the glass and played it down with a little laugh. “Well, I told you she’s generous. At least this way we don’t have to worry about her suffering from loneliness in the trunk for the rest of the trip.”

The line in the parking lot was growing longer and longer. The men were showing some impatience, and a heated argument broke out. At a certain point they calmed down, as if an agreement had been reached, and as soon as Fanny’s last customer stepped out of the cab, three of them climbed up at the same time. The driver’s cab soon began to rock conspicuously in every direction, cushioned only by the bounce of the suspension. Something strange was happening inside—something that could only be imagined given the situation.

The two women finished eating at their leisure, making ironic comments on the sissy’s efficiency, then stood up and paid the bill at the register. The latest development didn’t shock them at all; they were getting used to everything with that insatiable little slut.

As soon as they stepped through the diner’s sliding doors, the cool night air welcomed them, along with the murmur that was slowly dying down among the trucks. Right at that moment, the semi’s door opened and Fanny slid out. She was visibly wrecked: her hair was disheveled, her makeup reduced to a messy mask, and she walked with her legs conspicuously wide apart, moving in jerks as if she literally couldn’t squeeze her thighs together.

Victoria and Elena walked out to meet her, stopping a few paces away.

“Care to explain what happened in there? You walk like you’re on tank treads,” Victoria asked her, eyeing her with a mix of amusement and curiosity.

Fanny didn’t answer with words right away. With a slow and awkward movement, she turned her back to her mistresses, grabbed the edges of her miniskirt, lifted it all the way up, and bent sharply forward. Protruding deep from the rear of her body was a strange and obvious cylindrical base made of white plaster.

Victoria widened her eyes, leaning down slightly to get a better look at the foreign object. “What on earth is that thing, Fanny?”

The sissy, maintaining her bent position and panting slightly from the exertion, replied with a thread of a completely submissive voice: “It’s... it’s a plaster reproduction of a famous Italian tower, my Mistress. The trucker kept it fixed on his dashboard as a lucky charm... I liked its shape so much that, at the end of the session, he decided to give it to me as a gift.”

Elena stared at the scene for three solid seconds, then burst into a roaring laugh that echoed through the deserted parking lot. “The Leaning Tower of Pisa! I don’t believe it—you got yourself rammed with a plaster souvenir!” Her face instantly turned strict and predatory as she addressed the slave. “Well, little whore, since you like gifts, now you’re keeping it exactly inside there for the entire ride back home. And woe to you if you try to take it out!”

Fanny let out a weak whimper of assent, letting her skirt drop back down over the unusual artistic obstacle.

Shortly after, the car set off again on the highway, heading for home. While the sissy took her place back in the trunk, forced to travel in an absurdly rigid position because of the Tuscan souvenir, Victoria switched her smartphone back on in the front seat. The screen lit up immediately, flooded by a relentless rain of notifications: on social media, the video shot at the park that afternoon had officially gone viral, and Victoria’s account was literally blowing up with comments, shares, and new followers from all over the country.


5.9


Julian’s Truth 

Victoria burst out laughing, staring at her phone screen as it kept lighting up at a pounding pace. “Sissy, look at how persistent this circus owner is. He just sent another picture to convince us. What a strange thing, though... look, it looks huge, dark, and gray. What on earth could it be?”

Elena cast a fleeting glance toward the smartphone, studying the image for a few seconds before Victoria leaned all the way back, shoving her arm under the trunk’s rear shelf to show the display directly to Fanny.

“How hideous! Gray, wrinkly, and gigantic... I know what that is, Victoria, and it is something completely out of this world!” Elena exclaimed, shaking her head with a mix of disgust and incredulity as she put her hands back on the steering wheel. “That sicko wants to take her into the circus attraction pen, let me tell you. Total nonsense about a niche show. That’s a one-way ticket to the emergency room.”

The sissy, looking at that illuminated image in the darkness of the trunk, understood instantly what it was. The impressive bulk and that wrinkled, ancient texture evoked unspeakable fantasies in her mind. She had one of her sudden moments of total liquidity, feeling her faucet start up like crazy and soak the carpet, but she preferred not to say a word so as not to interrupt her mistresses.

Victoria retrieved the phone, amused by that reaction, and continued to taunt the slave out loud: “Of course, a show with a thing like that would draw a crazy crowd, don’t you think, my beautiful little Piggy? Or maybe I should say little Elephant. We’d pack the big top. Would you be up for it? Come on, what do I reply to the message? Do I tell him you accept the challenge?”

Immediately, from beneath the rear shelf, came an enthusiastic, visceral, and muffled: “Yes!!!”

Victoria burst out laughing heartily, turning toward Elena. “I was only joking! As if I’d ever let you do something like that, Fanny. No circus, forget it, I said it and I mean it. Though I can well imagine how much you’d love to get yourself devastated by a beast like that for the joy of the spectators.”

“You’re too good to her,” Elena grunted, turning sharply at the last intersection before heading down the street toward home. “I would have already rented her out to the circus for a week. At least she would have learned what real work means, instead of being a spoiled, high-maintenance slut in luxury clubs.”

Fanny remained silent in the trunk, thinking for the rest of the ride about that strange, colossal opportunity and her mistress’s unjustified refusal. The more her mind visualized that gray, wrinkly object, the more her body responded with pangs of forbidden pleasure.

Finally, the car came to a halt in the garage. Fanny climbed out of the trunk and, still walking with her legs conspicuously wide apart and rigid due to the Tuscan souvenir, tackled the steps of the apartment building stairs with tremendous effort, letting out little whimpers at every single step.

“She has to keep it shoved inside until tomorrow morning, mind you,” Elena decreed at the apartment door, looking at the sissy panting on the hallway floor. “She needs to learn to control herself, to say no every once in a while instead of accepting whatever gets shoved into her by truckers. A little healthy nighttime discipline will do her good.”

Victoria reassured her with a knowing nod, promising she would do exactly as she said. Then, as soon as Elena left and the armored door clicked shut, the Mistress turned toward the slave with a tone that was suddenly softer: “You can take it out now, Fanny. Don’t worry, Elena is gone and I’m the boss here.”

With a sigh of immense relief, the sissy finally slid out the Leaning Tower of Pisa and proudly showed it to her mistress, roughly wiping it clean. It was truly very well made: even though it was crooked, the hard stone of the souvenir had a decidedly stimulating anatomical shape.

Victoria barely looked at it, then crossed her arms and suddenly changed the subject, fixing her gaze on her belly. “What do you think, beautiful Sissy... is the belly starting to show, in your opinion? Are you by any chance jealous of Karim’s child? Would you be up for signing as the father at the registry office when it’s born?”

Fanny, caught off guard by such a serious, intimate, and destabilizing question, lost her mask for a brief instant. She forgot to use her usual falsetto voice, shed the persona of the little whore, and went back to expressing herself in the deep, masculine voice from when she was still a man.

“But... it will be dark-skinned,” Julian replied, looking Victoria in the eyes with sincere concern. “What will people think of me? What will the neighbors or my colleagues say when they see us out and about with a baby that is clearly not mine?”

Victoria remained silent for a second, then burst into one of her loudest and most brazen laughs. “Julian, you just gave me a great idea! Do you know what we’ll do once the baby is born? Every now and then, I’ll force you to put on your old men’s clothes. We’ll walk around the city center with the stroller—you dressed as a guy and me by your side. I really want to hear the comments people make behind your back! They’ll definitely say you’re the most colossal cuckold in history... Does that idea turn you on?”

“No, not that much,” Julian replied, lowering his gaze, visibly uncomfortable at the prospect of that public masculine humiliation.

Victoria gave him an affectionate pat on the cheek, changing the atmosphere once again with her usual unpredictability. “Tell you what instead? Now we’re going to get some sleep to recover our strength. Then, tonight, we’ll get dressed and put on makeup like two real streetwalkers and go dancing at the club. To hell with Karim and his relatives in Africa! We’ll pick up two beautiful, buff hunks. How about it?”

At those words, the sissy’s face lit up, and Fanny immediately resurfaced, sporting a radiant smile. For the longest time, she had dreamed of going dancing in a real club, free, wearing makeup and dressed as a woman. However, the experience of the evening just spent and the prospect of the dance club started a thousand questions buzzing in her head. She curled up at the foot of the couch where Victoria had just laid down, looking up at her from below.

“Mistress... what kind of tastes will the men at the club have?” Fanny asked, her eyes shining with curiosity. “I mean, there’s no wall or glass to protect us there. It will all be out in the open, right in the middle of the dance floor. If they hit on us... what are we supposed to do? Should I give in right away if someone buys me a drink?”

Victoria stroked her hair, amused by that sudden fervor. “At the club, there is prey and then there is prey, Fanny. The men there are looking for fresh meat; they are hunters. And we will be the perfect bait.”

“And if... if I find someone like the guy with the piercings tonight?” the sissy continued, almost intimidated but visibly excited. “Or if they want to take me to the venue’s bathrooms? Do I have to do like at the Glory Hole and take them all in a row, or should I act hard to get like a real woman? If they touch me while we’re dancing, should I let them or do I look at you for permission?”

“You won’t do anything I don’t tell you to do,” Victoria replied with a firm but amused tone. “If someone buys you a drink, you accept it. If they grind against you on the dance floor, you wag your backside just like you did tonight with the Leaning Tower of Pisa. And if someone says it’s time to take you to the bathrooms... well, I’ll be the one to decide if the man is worthy of my slave or if we should leave him high and dry. You just worry about putting on heavy makeup; tonight I want us to look like two real predators of the night.”

Fanny smiled, feeling a shiver run down her spine. The idea of going dancing, of being used and watched in such a public and chaotic context under Victoria’s careful direction, was the fulfillment of her every forbidden dream.


5.10


The Pregnancy Effect 

Getting ready for the night took hours. In the bedroom, Victoria pulled the most provocative outfits out of the closet. For Fanny, she chose a tiny white miniskirt made entirely of detached strips of fabric that fluttered with her every single step.

“No panties needed with this one, Fanny,” Victoria decreed, tossing her the garment, “but the chastity cage is a must. And we’re adding the six-centimeter steel plug. You’ll keep it inserted only until we reach the club’s entrance, just to keep your backside nice and tight during the ride.”

On top, she had her wear a shiny black top with heavy padding at the chest, which left her belly completely bare. The makeup was pushed to the absolute limit: heavy smudged dark eyeshadow, incredibly long fake eyelashes, and a glossy, fire-engine red lipstick outlined with a black pencil. Victoria, on the other hand, opted for a slightly more sophisticated yet incredibly sensual look: a single-piece dress in burgundy velvet with a generous cleavage. On the front, her round belly was beginning to slightly show, reshaping her curves.

Fanny, looking at the mirror alongside her mistress, flashed a sly smile. “You know, Mistress... the males are going to compete for you tonight when they see that belly. With pregnant women, they know they don’t need to use protection or be gentle. They’re going to lose their minds.”

Victoria burst out laughing, adjusting her hair. “Gladly! Let them have their fun. That way, when we get back home, you’ll have plenty of work to do with your little mouth to clean me up.”

To avoid any trouble with traffic stops and to be able to drink freely, the two took a taxi. During the ride, Fanny had to squeeze her thighs tightly due to the six-centimeter plug pressing hard with every curve, while Victoria monitored the views on the social media video, which were officially skyrocketing.

Once they stepped inside the club, the atmosphere immediately became a chaotic vortex of strobe lights, high-volume techno music, and thick smoke. At the bar counter, Victoria ordered an endless series of strong cocktails, paid for promptly by the first patrons who had approached to hit on them. Fanny, freed from the plug in the bathrooms before hitting the floor, began to dance, frantically shaking the white fabric strips of her skirt.

From that moment on, the sissy was literally handled like a rag doll by a flood of strangers. In the delirium of the alcohol and the thumping bass that made their stomachs vibrate, everything happened, and memories began to fragment, suspended in a limbo of blurry images. Fanny remembered and didn’t remember, lost in an alcoholic haze where the faces of the men blurred out one after the other.

However, one sharp memory emerged vividly from the chaos: her encounter with a gigantic, incredibly hairy, muscular, and brute guy—exactly the kind of man who triggered her lowest instincts and whom she loved to distraction. That mountain of a man had dragged her toward the venue’s bathrooms, where in a short time a mile-long, messy line of waiting customers had formed behind the door. Fanny was in sheer ecstasy, completely submissive to the fury of that hairy giant, when suddenly a group of younger, arrogant guys burst in, literally ripping her from his hands to take her away into the VIP booth area.

In her hazy mind, Fanny remembered the sense of urgency that had struck her: she had yielded to that new group, trying to satisfy them all as fast as possible, moving her mouth and body with desperate haste for the sole purpose of breaking free and running back to that hairy giant who had bewitched her. But when she finally managed to slide away from the booths and head back, the man had mysteriously vanished into thin air, leaving her with an insatiable sense of emptiness. Then there were only more dim lights, rough hands grabbing her by the collar and shoving her against the tiles, and a continuous coming and going of unbuttoned shirts in the dark, until the alcohol completely shut down her consciousness.

The next day, the blinding morning light woke Victoria up in her bed. Her head felt heavy, and she had a total memory blank regarding how the night had concluded. She sat up, noticing that her burgundy dress was tossed haphazardly on the floor.

“Fanny... get in here,” she called out in a raspy voice.

The sissy entered the room, shuffling her feet, her makeup still a disastrous wreck, and her top torn at one shoulder. She knelt down immediately at the foot of the bed.

“Clean right here, use your little mouth,” Victoria ordered, pointing at her own legs, which were still dirty with the residues of the previous night.

Fanny obeyed instantly, moving her velvet tongue with devotion. While executing the task, she confirmed her mistress’s suspicions in a high, fluty voice: “There was a crazy coming and going last night in the VIP booths, my Mistress... It’s the effect your pregnancy has on the males. They were completely out of control.”

Victoria chuckled, enjoying the sensation of the slave’s tongue, then leaned forward and reached her hand toward Fanny’s backside. She slid her fingers behind, underneath the strips of the white miniskirt, and found not the slightest resistance. The flesh was incredibly soft, wide open, and elastic.

“Little whore... I see the entire club had a good time back here last night,” Victoria commented with a knowing grin.

“Yes, Mistress... it’s just a pity I remember almost nothing,” Fanny replied, sighing with regret between one lap and the next. “We should absolutely go back there, but sober next time.”

Victoria lifted her chin, locking eyes with her watery gaze. “Don’t you worry, my beautiful little pig. This morning, while you were asleep, I wrote back to the circus owner... I wanted to give you a wonderful surprise.”

At those words, Fanny’s mind instantly visualized the huge, gray, and wrinkly image she had seen on the phone during the trip. Excitement overwhelmed her instantly: happy and terrified at the thought of what awaited her under the big top, she frantically accelerated the pace of her little tongue on Victoria’s legs, while her biological faucet, completely unhinged by the emotion, released an unstoppable, long, and continuous hot jet that abundantly soaked the bedroom floor.


BOOK 6

A Sissy in a Cage


6.1


Julian’s Return 

The air in the apartment’s grand living room was thick with the metallic tang of cleaning products and the hot steam of the vacuum. The memories of their last wild nights were long gone now. Time had slipped away with the relentless slowness of months of waiting, and Victoria was easing into her seventh month of pregnancy. Her belly was no longer a soft suggestion — it had become a round, prominent womb, a smooth, heavy stone that had changed her posture, forcing her to move with an almost regal, stately calm.

Victoria lay sunk into the velvet of the couch, an orthopedic pillow behind her back, her legs spread slightly to make room for the burden of the life growing inside her. On the big wall screen, the glossy images of an overseas romantic comedy scrolled by. On TV, the leading lady was wrestling with a textbook romantic dilemma, torn between two diametrically opposed suitors.

In the kitchen meanwhile came the rhythmic scrubbing of a sponge against the backsplash tiles. Fanny had been working for hours. She wore her usual maid’s uniform: a flared little skirt with black lace that hit mid-thigh, a starched white apron cinched at the waist to emphasize the line of her hips, and a pair of black pumps with twelve-centimeter stiletto heels that made every step ring out with a metallic, cadenced click. Her hair was pinned up, and her makeup, though light for housework, defined her lips with a sheen of pink lip gloss.

“Fanny! Come here to the living room for a second!” Victoria’s voice rang out crystal clear, cutting through the sound of running water.

The Sissy quickly dried her hands on a dish towel, gave her skirt a quick smoothing with both hands, and hurried to the living room with the small, swaying trot her heels made mandatory. Reaching a spot a yard from the couch, she bent her knees into a perfect little curtsy, clasping her hands in front of her apron.

“Yes, Mistress. Do you need something to drink, or shall I warm up the tea for your swollen legs?”

Victoria didn’t tear her eyes from the screen right away, only waving a hand toward the TV. “No, no, come look at this instead. Sit down on the floor by the pouf and tell me what you think. I was watching this movie... The heroine’s having an affair with two men at once and keeps whining that she can’t choose. Which one would you pick, in her place?”

Fanny curled up on the soft rug, carefully arranging the pleats of her miniskirt under her thighs so as not to show her panties. She watched the screen for a few seconds, studying the scene.

“See,” Victoria went on, smoothing down her knit maternity dress. “Look at the Black one. He’s dirt poor, works as a mechanic in some backwater garage, but he’s clearly built. In this scene the heroine tells her best friend that with him she experiences things she’s never felt before, that he leaves her completely full and exhausted every time they make love. The other one, though... look, the little blond one, the white guy. He’s small, filthy rich, an heir who buys her diamonds and takes her up in a helicopter, very romantic, writes her poetry — but in bed... well, the girl admitted that he’s done in under a minute and falls right asleep.”

Fanny didn’t think about it for even a moment. Her instinct, by now completely reprogrammed by months of conditioning, answered before her mind could even filter the words. A wicked smile curved her glossy lips.

“The first one, Mistress, no question. Looks like he’s got such a full, oversized package in those pants that it’d be a crime to choose poetry over that.”

Victoria burst into a booming laugh, one of those full laughs that made her belly bounce. “You’re such a pig! Always the same Sissy, obsessed with size! Anyway, don’t worry, I already saw this movie years ago. In the end she makes the logical choice: marries the rich, impotent one to enjoy the mansion and the money, and hires the other as her personal driver so he can take care of her on business trips. A real happy ending for everyone.”

Fanny lowered her eyes with a small, amused sigh. “Only in movies do you get endings where everyone lives happily ever after, Mistress. In real life, things are a little more complicated.”

Victoria stopped laughing and rested her hands on top of her belly. An expression of mild relief mixed with irritation crossed her face. “Ow... he’s kicking like a demon today. Look, you can even see it through the fabric. The OB says that when he’s this worked up I should walk around a bit — the motion usually rocks him and calms him down.”

Victoria fell silent for a few seconds, looking down at Fanny with a thoughtful expression the Sissy had learned to both dread and love. In her Mistress’s eyes that perverse spark had lit up, the one that always came before some new psychological experiment.

“You know what just occurred to me, Fanny?” Victoria said, tapping her fingers on her belly. “It’s a beautiful sunny day today. We could go take a nice walk in the city park. And you... well, you could put on Julian’s old men’s clothes.”

A cold shiver ran down Fanny’s spine, raising the hair on the backs of her hands. “In... in men’s clothes, Mistress?”

“Yes! It’d be a fantastic dress rehearsal for after the baby’s born,” Victoria exclaimed, brightening and pulling herself up slightly. “I can’t wait for the baby to be born so we can go out together with the stroller and hear what people whisper behind our backs. Just picture the scene: distinguished white husband, and a baby who’s obviously Black. People turning, whispering, staring at you and wondering just what kind of cuckold you are. It’d be so, so exciting, don’t you think?”

Fanny swallowed hard. The mere thought of reopening that dusty closet gave her a wave of vertigo, of estrangement. “But... Mistress... it’s been so long since I’ve worn them. The last time was months ago. I don’t even know if they still fit, and besides... I don’t remember how to walk without heels anymore. I’d feel completely out of place.”

“Oh, what are you talking about! Of course you can walk,” Victoria dismissed her with a wave of the hand, starting to rise from the couch with a certain slowness because of the weight. “Just stop wiggling your butt in that obscene, ridiculous way you always do when you wear skirts. Come on, up you get. Go to the bedroom and dig out a pair of pants and a shirt. I’ll give you twenty minutes.”

Reopening the closet reserved for the remnants of his old life was, for Julian, an almost ghostly experience. The men’s clothes hung there, wrapped in clear plastic garment bags, like relics from some past geological era. They smelled of the dry cleaner’s and of being shut away.

Julian reluctantly slipped off the maid’s uniform, left standing in his underwear. He pulled a pair of khaki chinos and a well-made long-sleeved light blue shirt off the hanger. When he pulled his legs into the pants, his first sensation was of a total lack of containment: used to compression tights, the little girdle, and the chastity cage, the soft fabric of men’s pants felt to him like an enormous sack, empty, shapeless. The shirt, buttoned to the second-to-last button, pulled slightly across his shoulders — shaped by housework and by slavish movements — but hung loose and flat around his waist.

The hardest part was the shoes. He pulled out a pair of brown leather lace-ups. Without the four or five inches of lift his tendons had by now adapted to, the impact of his heel landing completely flat on the floor gave him the sensation of falling backward. He walked with his knees slightly bent, his back rigid, his balance precarious.

Before leaving the room, he looked at himself in the mirror. The contrast was grotesque: his face was well-groomed, beardless thanks to constant laser hair removal, his lips soft, and the set of his shoulders naturally curled inward, in a posture of constant submission. Wearing men’s clothes didn’t make him look like a man — it made him look like a crossdresser in reverse, a person with no identity, clumsily trying to pass himself off as male.

Victoria was waiting for him in the entryway, wearing a light coat open over her belly and comfortable flats. The moment she saw him appear from the hallway, she burst into a stifled laugh, covering her mouth with her manicured fingers.

“Oh my God, Julian... you’re pathetic! You look like a mannequin assembled backward,” Victoria said, shaking her head. “Look how you’re walking! It’s like you’ve got two blocks of wood instead of ankles.”

“It’s just... the soles of my feet hurt without a heel, Mistress,” he mumbled, keeping his eyes down.

“No ‘Mistress’ outside this door, remember that! Today you’re my devoted, pathetic husband. Try to remember how that’s done.”

Once they were out through the building’s front door, the impact of the crisp early-afternoon air and the sunlight was disorienting. The city park was only a few hundred yards away and was full of families, elderly people on benches, and people out walking their dogs.

Victoria walked at a slow pace, one hand resting under her belly to support its weight. Julian walked beside her, but his gait was a disaster. Without the forced stability of a stiletto heel and the constraint of a straight skirt, his hips kept swaying involuntarily. With every step his backside moved in a fluid rhythm, and his shoulders rocked to compensate for the lack of balance.

“Julian, cut it out!” Victoria scolded him under her breath, not letting her smile drop so as not to draw the attention of passersby. “You’re wiggling that ass of yours in a shameful way. Keep those legs apart! Take longer strides! You look like a horny gay man trying to get the whole park’s attention.”

“I’m... I’m trying, Victoria, but the pants feel strange... it’s like I’m walking blind,” he stammered, trying to stiffen his hips, which only made him look even more unnatural, like a robot with jammed gears.

As they walked down the main tree-lined avenue, paved in fine gravel, another couple approached from the opposite direction. The woman was visibly pregnant too, her belly much the same size as Victoria’s. The husband was a man in his forties, solidly built, wearing a sport jacket, hands in his pockets, with the typical air of authority of a bourgeois head of household.

The two groups crossed paths, and the classic dynamic between pregnant women kicked in immediately. Their eyes met, dropped to each other’s bellies, and the two women exchanged a knowing smile that stopped all four of them in their tracks.

“Oh, congratulations!” the unfamiliar woman began, a well-groomed blonde in her thirties. “I see we’re at almost the same point! What month are you?”

“Just started my seventh,” Victoria replied in her usual bright, warm voice, stopping in the middle of the path. “And you?”

“Seventh too! Due date’s the end of September,” the other woman replied, stroking her bump. “Boy or girl?”

“A handsome little boy,” Victoria said with a dazzling smile, shooting a quick glance at Julian, who stood frozen beside her, hands clasped in front of his hips, in exactly the position he assumed when wearing the maid’s apron.

The stranger’s husband, at that point, shifted his gaze to Julian. He looked him up and down, lingering for a second on the oddly yielding posture of this man in the blue shirt and on his face, entirely free of any five-o’clock shadow or rugged masculine features.

“A boy, fantastic!” the man said, stepping forward and giving Julian a hearty, almost violent clap on the shoulder. “Congrats to Dad, then! I bet you’re over the moon, huh? There’s no better feeling for a man. Changes your whole life.”

Julian flinched at the physical contact. His brain short-circuited. The role of husband, which until ten minutes earlier had only been a fantasy playing out in Victoria’s head, was suddenly demanding a real social performance in front of another alpha male.

“Yes... I... I mean,” Julian stammered, his voice coming out a little too high-pitched at first, before he forced himself to clear his throat and drop it an octave. “Yes, of course.”

Victoria bit her lower lip, turning her face to the side and pretending to look at a tree so she wouldn’t burst out laughing in front of the two strangers.

The man, though, kept going, fueled by his masculine pride as a father-to-be: “First one? Let me tell you, when you hold him for the first time in the delivery room... well, you’ll understand what it really means to be a man. Carrying on your own genes, seeing your own blood in a new life, finally having an heir who looks just like you in every way. That’s the ultimate satisfaction for us, right?”

Julian stared at the man. For an instant, beneath the layers of conditioning, beneath the removed lipstick and the memory of the maid’s skirt, the mind of the old Julian — the man who had once hoped for a normal life, a career, a traditional family — gave a jolt of pure anguish. He looked at Victoria, who was visibly trembling with the effort of holding back her laughter.

“Yes... I suppose,” Julian stammered, lacing his fingers together so tightly his knuckles turned white. “I think... I think it’s every real man’s dream. Passing on your genes... having heirs who... who look like you.”

“Exactly! Well said!” the man concluded, giving him another vigorous handshake that nearly knocked Julian off balance on his flat shoes. “Best of luck with everything, you two!”

“Same to you, all the best!” Victoria replied in a bright, ringing voice.

The two couples set off again down the path in opposite directions.

The moment they were twenty yards apart, the unfamiliar woman leaned in toward her husband, lowering her voice — but not enough to keep the mid-afternoon breeze from carrying a few fragments of their conversation.

“What kind of answers did you get out of him?” the wife asked her husband, elbowing him in the side. “And what were you even asking him that for? Didn’t you see how that guy walks?”

Her husband gave a short, low laugh. “What do you mean?”

“Oh come on! She’s clearly getting more action in that marriage than he is, mark my words! And that woman... well, she’s got the look of someone who doesn’t exactly hold back when the husband’s out of the house.”

The man turned for a brief second to look at them from behind. “Yeah... now that I get a better look from back here... good God, the way he moves those cheeks. Wiggles his ass exactly like a female in heat.”

The two of them laughed quietly and walked on toward the park exit for good.

Meanwhile, Victoria and Julian had reached a more secluded stretch of the path, shaded by tall chestnut trees. Victoria couldn’t hold it in any longer: she stopped, leaned a shoulder against a tree trunk, and let out a loud, clear laugh that sent a startled flock of sparrows flying up off the grass.

“Oh God... every real man’s dream! Passing on your genes!” Victoria repeated, dabbing a stray tear from the corner of her eye with her fingertip. “Julian, you were incredible. An Oscar-worthy performance. Would you mind explaining to me what got into that thick head of yours?”

Julian stopped a yard from her, keeping his eyes fixed on the gravel. His face was flushed with shame, a bright red that climbed from his shirt collar all the way behind his ears.

“So when we come back here with the stroller, what exactly are you planning to tell people like him?” Victoria went on, the laughter in her voice shifting into a note of cold sarcasm. “What will you say when they see a baby as dark as night poking out from under the blanket, with Karim’s curly hair? Will you tell them you’ve got some hidden African ancestor in the family tree?”

“I... I don’t know,” Julian mumbled, and for the first time in months his voice didn’t carry Fanny’s fluted lilt, but the rough, frustrated grain of a man backed into a corner. “It just came out of me, that answer. It was a matter of... of pride.”

Victoria stopped smiling instantly. The mood between them shifted at once, turning cold as a steel blade. She took a step forward, closing the distance, and looked him over from the height of her role, flats or no flats.

“Pride?” Victoria said, pronouncing the word as if it were something disgusting. “What pride are you even talking about, Julian? Look at yourself. You’re dressed as a man and you look like a botched caricature. You’re a Sissy. Your only role in life is to endure, to serve, and to be used. You have no genes to pass on, no heirs to raise, and no pride whatsoever to defend in front of other men.”

She took another step, staring straight into his eyes. “Being humiliated — knowing another man got your Mistress pregnant while you were polishing his shoes or serving him a drink — that’s exactly what should turn you on. That’s why we keep you around. If you’ve still got even one scrap of that manly pride you’re talking about, it means we’ve done a terrible job with you so far.”

Julian didn’t have the nerve to answer. He dropped his head, unable to hold the woman’s stern gaze.

But as he stood there in silence, the wind stirring the too-loose fabric of his khaki pants, something strange and profound happened inside him. His resolve to reclaim some scrap of masculine dignity — that small flicker of “pride” that had driven him to answer the stranger — cracked instantly under the axe blow of Victoria’s words.

And yet, beneath that crack, there was no despair. There was something else.

Victoria was right. Knowing that the man in the park had taken him for a real father, only to mock him behind his back for his feminine walk; knowing that in a few weeks he’d be out here pushing the stroller of a baby fathered by Karim, a man who had dominated and used him; fully grasping the sheer scale of his own total, irreversible, public social castration... none of it made him angry.

Instead, it projected him into a future of humiliation so vast, so perfect, so utterly without escape that it short-circuited something inside him.

Julian felt a sensation he hadn’t felt in what seemed like forever. Beneath the loose fabric of the men’s pants, where the absence of the chastity cage left the flesh free to react for once, he felt a faint, unmistakable stiffening. Not a full erection — his body was by now too used to its passive role — but a warm, throbbing swelling, accompanied by the inevitable, ruinous response of his body.

His “broken faucet,” triggered by that overdose of shame and loss of role, started giving way again. A liquid stream, thick and steady, began seeping through his underwear, spreading quickly across the pale fabric of the khaki pants, right at the crotch.

Victoria looked down, immediately noticing the dark stain spreading across the bluish fabric of the pants.

A slow, merciless, triumphant smile spread across her lips.

“Look at that...” Victoria whispered, pointing at the stain with the tip of her shoe. “The big man of the house... the future family father... has already wet his own pants like a little bitch in heat. Let’s go home, Julian. It’s time you took off this male garbage and got back down on all fours where you belong.”


6.2


The Fear of Waking Up 

Back inside the apartment, the silence of the house settled over Victoria and Julian like a heavy blanket of air. The metallic click of the lock snapping shut behind them marked the end of that disastrous public experiment. Julian stood frozen in the entryway, arms hanging at his sides like a marionette with its strings cut, head bowed, staring at the dark, damp stain that ruined the crotch of his khaki pants.

Victoria kicked off her flats with a sigh of relief, letting the light coat drop onto the coat rack. Then she turned toward him, looking him over with a mix of disdain and cold psychological calculation.

“Come to the living room,” she ordered, her voice firm but not raised, as she made her way slowly toward the couch.

Julian followed her with short, awkward steps, the flat soles of his men’s shoes scuffing against the parquet. Every movement of the wet fabric against his skin reminded him of the scale of his failure, of his abject weakness. Reaching the center of the room, he stood facing her.

Victoria settled onto the couch, leaning well back against a pillow to relieve the constant pressure of her seventh month. Her prominent belly lifted the fabric of her maternity dress, making every gesture slow, heavy, and inevitably commanding.

“Did those wet pants go to your head?” Victoria began, crossing her arms over her belly and fixing him with a hardness that allowed no argument. “Don’t you want to be a Sissy anymore? Say it plainly, I don’t want half measures. Do you want me to call Elena to whip you back into line?”

The name Elena rang out in the room like a tangible threat, conjuring in Julian’s mind the image of a merciless discipline, stripped of any affectionate concession. A shiver ran down his spine, making the blue shirt he was wearing tremble.

“I’m sorry, Mistress, I don’t know what’s gotten into me,” Julian answered, his voice wavering, terrified, between the man’s deep register and Fanny’s fluted tone, betraying the total chaos ravaging his soul. “For a while now I’ve been thinking about what would happen if I realized this whole thing was a dream and suddenly woke up as Julian. Today’s outing has only made this fear worse. Please help me, I’m scared.”

Victoria looked at him sternly, holding a glacial gaze that cut the slave’s pleading short.

“Listen, you little slut, you need to make your peace with this. I’m not giving up our walks with you dressed as a man. It turns me on to no end to watch you struggle, stammer, blush — and I don’t even want to think about what it’ll be like once the baby’s here. People’s comments, the insinuations, the little laughs... just thinking about it makes me wet. Now tell me what’s really going through that head of yours.”

Fanny couldn’t stand it any longer, that upright posture in men’s clothes that felt to her like a heresy, an intolerable punishment. She let herself drop heavily to her knees on the rug in front of the couch, while Victoria stayed seated, leaning back even further to take the weight off the baby. The Sissy, completely demoralized and drained of every last scrap of male pride, gently rested her head on her Mistress’s knee, right against the light fabric of her dress.

The scent of Victoria’s skin, warm, intense, softened by the faint sweat of their walk, began having a certain effect on Fanny’s scrambled senses almost at once.

The fact didn’t escape Victoria’s notice. With a smooth, casual motion, her Mistress grabbed the folds of her maternity dress and lifted them unhurriedly up to her waist, revealing her thick bush. Pregnancy was reshaping her body in profound ways: now in her seventh month, Victoria could no longer tolerate the elastic of panties pressing against her belly and swollen hips, and had given them up entirely. At the same time, the hormonal upheaval of carrying the baby had thickened her dark hair in a strange, pronounced way, right where her underwear should have been, creating a dense, wild dark thatch.

Her Mistress’s scent, too, had grown stronger and more pronounced with each passing week. The constant pressure of the baby on her bladder made her need to urinate far more often, leaving frustrating, involuntary little drops that kept her lips constantly damp and warm.

Fanny, cheek still resting on Victoria’s knee, couldn’t resist that wild, primal scent, which vaguely called to mind the concentrated aroma of the fried fish she prepared more and more often in the kitchen at her Mistress’s request, who was constantly at the mercy of the sudden, unruly junk-food cravings typical of her condition.

Without even waiting for an explicit order, guided only by a visceral need to lose herself completely, the Sissy’s tongue pushed eagerly through that thick dark bush. Victoria’s hands settled at once, decisively, on the back of her head, weaving their fingers into Fanny’s hair to hold her there, to keep that unexpected urge to please her from fading before the intense final orgasm arrived.

“Forgive me, my Mistress,” was all Fanny managed to say, her voice muffled, an instant before her face was pressed completely against that warm, damp, irresistibly scented cleft.

While Fanny’s tongue worked with desperate devotion through the dark growth and the plump lips, yet another sudden kick from inside her belly landed against Victoria’s compressed bladder. The blow triggered a copious, involuntary gush of warm urine, which Fanny only just managed to catch, sealing her lips and savoring every last drop with a total sense of submission.

Victoria let out a small sigh of relief, stroking the back of the slave’s head more gently, though her grip remained firm.

“Don’t worry,” her Mistress murmured, her voice warm and reassuring. “You’re my little slut. I’ll re-train you if I have to. But you need to tell me honestly whether these little relapses of Julian’s are just moments of weakness you want to suppress.”

Fanny, her mouth completely occupied and her face soaked in Victoria’s fluids, couldn’t manage actual words. She nodded frantically, her cheeks dragging against her Mistress’s thighs. Her tongue had gone almost wild, moving in a frantic, near-automatic rhythm. That intense, primal scent was intoxicating her to the point of near drunkenness, wiping out every rational thought of Julian, of the park, of men’s clothes.

Fanny loved fried fish just as much, but when she cooked it for the house, her Mistress only ever left her the scraps to clean up — a bit still left to scrape off the shrimp shells or the cracked claws of the crabs. That scent aroused her beyond all measure, as if it flipped some magic switch in her brain that shut off every last trace of male rationality, throwing the doors wide open to remote, primal feminine instincts. She was going out of her mind, savoring that magic, living, pulsing cleft. Her tongue moved with a frenzy she’d never shown before, a work of pure carnal devotion that overwhelmed Victoria. Her Mistress arched her back on the couch, stiffened her thighs, and, with a muffled moan that made her belly tremble, squirted copiously straight onto her Sissy’s face and hair.

Fanny stayed firmly in place until Victoria’s last tremor had faded. Then she slowly drew her head back, thanking her Mistress for that extraordinary opportunity. Her face completely wet, glistening, and sticky, she looked up at her with glassy, reddened eyes, begging in a broken voice:

“Please, Mistress, I want nothing more than to stay your maid — punish me as I deserve whenever you see a regression, a return of Julian. Don’t be afraid to go too far, and if you need Elena’s help or anything else, don’t hold back. I can feel Julian dangerously waking up, and it terrifies me.”

Victoria smiled at her with a satisfied, maternal expression, running her fingers through the hair still wet with her own release.

“I will, don’t worry,” Victoria replied, her tone calm and final. “I would have anyway. You’ve already accepted a role. You have your little magic word, and until you use it to stop everything, I get to do whatever I want with you.”

Fanny nodded fervently, staring at her Mistress with a pleading look. “Yes, my Mistress, I won’t say it, but I’m afraid Julian will say it for me sooner or later. Please, re-train me.”

Victoria kept stroking her head with slow, rhythmic movements, her gaze growing more distant, more calculating. She understood perfectly well the gravity of the situation: Julian’s inner conflict was a crack that risked spreading dangerously, undermining the stability of their dynamic right when the baby’s birth was drawing near. This called for emergency treatment, a drastic, exemplary intervention, before everything collapsed for good.

And Victoria knew perfectly well that only Elena, with her ruthless inventiveness and her total lack of empathy, was capable of managing and resolving a situation this difficult.

“All right, Fanny,” Victoria said at last, withdrawing her hand from her hair. “Now get up, go to the bathroom, and get that ridiculous male junk off your body. Put it all in a trash bag and wash yourself thoroughly. I’ll make a phone call in the meantime.”

Fanny struggled to her feet, her knees aching from the long stretch on the floor. As she took her first steps toward the hallway, still clumsy in the flat men’s shoes, she distinctly heard the sound of Victoria’s smartphone keys as she dialed a number.

As the bathroom door closed behind her, Victoria’s voice rang out clearly through the wood: “Elena? Hi, it’s me. We’ve got an emergency with our Sissy... Yes, Julian is trying to raise the dead over here. We need you, something definitive... Bring the cage.”


6.3


The Arrival of Miss Pain 

The wait lasted exactly one hour, but to Fanny’s terrified mind that stretch of time took on the dilated, merciless shape of an eternity. After stripping off the shirt and pants that had stirred up Julian’s ghosts, and after sealing those clothes in a black trash bag with a panic-driven fury, the Sissy had gone back to the living room. She’d resumed her spot on the rug, strictly on her knees, head bowed, hands laced behind her back. She wore only a lace lingerie set, awaiting judgment.

On the couch, Victoria kept watching TV with Olympian calm, stroking her swollen seventh-month belly. Every so often she shot an amused glance at her trembling slave, savoring the thick aura of terror filling the room.

When the doorbell’s chime finally sliced through the apartment’s silence, Fanny flinched so violently her knees banged against the parquet.

“Stay exactly where you are, little dog,” Victoria ordered, her voice smooth but unyielding, hauling herself up off the couch with some effort. “I’ll go let your cure in.”

The clank of the armored door’s lock was followed by low voices in the entryway. Fanny expected to hear Elena’s brisk, martial footsteps, ready to march toward her to deliver the usual cold discipline. But the sounds echoing down the hallway were different. There were two pairs of shoes. One was Elena’s measured heel; the other was a heavy, metallic tread, like combat boots striking polished wood.

“Come in, make yourself at home,” Victoria’s voice said, tinged with a note of surprise and genuine curiosity. “You didn’t tell me you’d be bringing company, Elena.”

“It’s a recent development,” Elena replied, making her entrance into the living room. “And believe me, Victoria, the moment you explained the nature of the problem to me on the phone, I knew immediately she’d be the perfect medicine to cut out Julian’s cancer.”

Fanny slowly lifted her gaze from the floor, her heart pounding in her chest. Behind Elena had appeared a figure that looked like it had stepped straight out of a dark, grotesque nightmare.

She wasn’t alone this time. The person with her was a dark-haired girl, unbelievably thin, almost skeletal, yet built with a wiry, taut musculature. Her skin was an unnatural pallor, white as cold wax, in stark contrast to her jet-black hair cut in an asymmetrical style. But what caught the eye instantly was the map of ink and metal covering her body. She was heavily tattooed with dark motifs: skulls with hollow eye sockets, sneering witches, tangles of thorny brambles, and esoteric symbols winding up her arms, climbing to her neck and vanishing beneath her collar.

The girl wore an outfit that was entirely black, aggressive and unsettling. Black combat boots with reinforced soles paired with a black leather miniskirt cinched by a studded belt. Above it she wore a fitted, slightly sheer black cotton T-shirt. It was obvious she wore no bra underneath: the thin fabric was stretched and warped by the presence of two large, unmistakable silver ring piercings punched through her nipples, standing out like a pair of metallic warnings. Numerous other piercings adorned her face: rings through her nostrils, her septum, her eyebrow, and a surgical-steel barbell through her lower lip. Her makeup was extremely heavy, a theatrical mask of black eyeshadow smudged thickly around ice-cold eyes and a tar-black lipstick that turned her mouth into a dark slash.

“Victoria, meet Pamela,” Elena began, slipping off her jacket with her usual elegance. “Though she prefers, and insists, that only her stage name be used. Miss Pain.”

The dark-haired girl didn’t smile. She gave a tiny nod toward Victoria, then immediately fixed her black, heavily lined eyes directly on Fanny’s trembling form, kneeling on the floor. Miss Pain’s stare wasn’t merely stern; it was predatory, loaded with a hungry cruelty.

“Miss Pain...” Victoria repeated, savoring the sound of the name. “Quite the evocative name. I imagine there’s a story behind it.”

“Oh, much more than a story,” Elena explained, settling into an armchair and crossing her legs with her usual class. “Pamela and I started a... relationship a few days ago. A very particular dynamic. You see, Miss Pain has an entirely absolute view of pain and punishment. In our private lesbian arrangement, she loves to be on the receiving end. She’s completely submissive to me. But her true specialty is something else entirely. She hates men. She despises them with a ferocity that borders on pathological. She feels a physical revulsion toward men, or toward anyone who still carries even the faintest trace of one inside or out. With them, or with wrecks like our Julian, Miss Pain does her best work. She switches from submissive to executioner. Her punishments aren’t just painful... they’re exemplary, bone-chilling. They destroy the psyche before they ever touch the flesh.”

At those words, Fanny’s breath came short, fragmented. Panic overrode every rule of conduct that had been drilled into her. The survival instinct, combined with the pure terror that dark creature inspired in her, made her bolt. Breaking her submissive pose, Fanny rose halfway, crawling on her knees across the rug until she reached the couch. In a pathetic, desperate gesture, she curled up between Victoria’s legs, seeking shelter behind the bulk of her maternal belly, clutching the fabric of her Mistress’s maternity dress with trembling fingers.

“Please... please, send her away,” Fanny begged, sobbing desperately. Tears streaked her makeup, making her look even more pitiful. “I’m scared, Victoria... I’m terrified of her. I’ll be good, I swear, just get her out of this house!”

Victoria didn’t so much as flinch. In fact, an amused, broad, merciless smile lit up her face as she looked down at her sniveling Sissy. She didn’t try to pry Fanny’s hands off her dress; she preferred to savor the sensation of her terror, relishing the contrast between her own absolute power and the slave’s total vulnerability.

“Send her away? Whatever for, pretty Sissy?” Victoria replied in a falsely sweet tone, stroking Fanny’s disheveled hair the way one might soothe a pet frightened by a thunderstorm. “Elena had a brilliant idea. Miss Pain is exactly the right person for you right now. Didn’t you say you were afraid Julian might wake up? That you needed help putting him back in his place? Well, here’s your help. She’s here to dismantle, piece by piece, every expectation, every microscopic grain of masculinity that Julian still dares to harbor in your body. She’s going to tear it to shreds, so you can go on being my little slut without any more trouble. Shouldn’t you be thanking her?”

Miss Pain took a step forward. The black combat boots creaked heavily against the wood floor. She stopped a yard from the couch and slowly raised her right hand, bringing it up to the level of her face. Her fingers were extremely long, thin as bone, tipped with black fake nails filed down into sharp, glossy points.

The dark girl moved her fingers, scraping the black nails against one another with a faint metallic click. She stared straight into Fanny’s eyes, her black lips curling into a barely perceptible smirk thick with terrible promise. With a slow, deliberate motion, Miss Pain slid the nail of her index finger along her own forearm, pressing hard enough to leave a thin white trail on her cadaverous skin, to make sure the Sissy understood that very soon those same diabolical points would be sinking deep into her own flesh, flaying away every last trace of the old Julian.

Fanny let out a strangled whimper, curling in even tighter against Victoria’s knees, squeezing her eyes shut in the desperate, childish hope of making the nightmare disappear simply by not looking at it.

At that moment, Victoria stopped smiling. Her face took on an expression of supreme, stern authority. She slid a hand under Fanny’s chin, gripping her cheeks hard enough to force her eyes open, to make her look up. Victoria’s well-manicured nails pressed into her jaw, demanding her total attention.

“Listen to me carefully, Julian,” Victoria whispered, saying that name with deliberate venom, meant to wound. “You’re making a pathetic scene. You’re standing on the edge of the abyss and you keep crying. Let’s make this simple. Do you perhaps want to say that little magic word? Your way out?”

Fanny’s eyes went wide, her breath catching in her throat.

“Yes, exactly,” Victoria went on, enunciating every word carefully. “Do you want to stop all of this? You know perfectly well how the arrangement works. You know that the moment you say that word, the game ends instantly. Miss Pain turns on her heel and leaves, Elena stops giving you orders, and I never call you Fanny again. You’ll be free again, master of your own body. You can walk out of here, go buy yourself some men’s clothes that don’t make you look like a clown, and go back to pretending to be a man in the real world. Starting by leaving this house for good, right now. Say it. Say it and you’re free.”

The silence that followed was absolute, broken only by the dark girl’s hissing breath and the distant hum of the refrigerator in the kitchen.

A storm broke loose inside Fanny’s mind. The magic word. The key to her freedom. She could say it. She could stand up, gather her things, walk away from that sadistic, tattoo-covered woman and escape an afternoon of pure agony. But when she pictured himself outside that door, alone, dressed once more in those baggy pants he’d wet himself in at the park, stripped of purpose, stripped of the collar, stripped of Victoria’s scent and of any sense of belonging... the terror of the outside world far outweighed her terror of Miss Pain.

The truth was that Julian was already dead; he was only the ghost of a man trying to haunt the body of a perfect Sissy.

Fanny lowered her eyes, surrendering to the inevitable. Her shoulders curved inward, losing every last trace of rebellious tension.

“I’m sorry, my Mistress,” Fanny whispered, her voice reduced to a trembling thread, thick with shame and total submission. “I don’t want to say it. I don’t want to leave. It was... it was just a moment of weakness from Julian. Forgive me.”

Victoria released the slave’s chin, settling back comfortably against the back of the couch. A satisfied smile curled her lips again as she shot Elena a knowing glance; Elena, meanwhile, had lit a thin cigarette.

“Good little slut. Excellent choice,” Victoria pronounced, in the tone of someone who’s just closed an extremely profitable deal. “Now, since you’ve given up your freedom, it’s time to face the consequences of your mood swings. Get up. Go on through, to the guest room, with Miss Pain.”

Fanny rose to her feet, trembling, her legs like jelly, unable to look at the dark girl.

“And remember,” Victoria added, raising her voice over the jingle of the metal chain Miss Pain had just pulled from the pocket of her leather skirt, “don’t make too much noise once she starts working on you. Do your best to keep your screaming down. I need to talk about important things with Elena, and I won’t tolerate being interrupted by your whimpering.”

Miss Pain didn’t say a word. She walked over to the glass coffee table at the center of the living room, where Victoria usually kept the restraint equipment. With her black nails, she picked up the heavy studded leather collar. She gave Fanny an imperious gesture, pointing to the floor at her feet.

The Sissy obeyed, kneeling before the executioner’s combat boots. Miss Pain wrapped the thick leather around her neck, cinching the buckle to the very last hole, nearly cutting off her breath. The metallic click of the clasp closing rang out like a sentence being handed down. Then, with a fluid, practiced motion, the dark girl clipped the leash’s heavy steel carabiner onto the collar’s ring.

She gave her no time to prepare. Miss Pain yanked the chain upward with brutal, unexpected force, forcing Fanny halfway up, half-dragged and half-shoved, forced to scramble along on all fours at an unnatural speed to avoid being choked by the leather.

As she was literally dragged down the dark hallway toward the guest room, her breath cut short, her heart bursting with terror, Fanny twisted her neck desperately. She searched one last time for her Mistress’s eyes, silently begging for a scrap of mercy, a limit, a lifeline.

But it was a wasted effort. Victoria had already turned toward Elena. The two women, now completely uninterested in the fate of the flesh being dragged away like a cow to slaughter, were already deep in conversation.

“So, Elena,” Victoria was saying, in a light, conversational tone, oblivious to the violent tugs echoing down the hallway, “tell me about this famous cage you’re planning to bring. I want to make sure it matches my living room décor...”

The dull thud of the guest room door slamming shut swallowed Fanny into the darkness, leaving her alone in Miss Pain’s merciless hands.


6.4


The Re-Education of Miss Pain 

The sharp, final click of the lock snapping shut in the guest room marked the boundary of a new, dark dimension. The room, usually kept in a protective shadow with the blinds down to spare the parquet, instantly became the stage for an intimate, merciless re-education. The air was thick with the dense, sweetish scent of Pamela’s makeup, mixed with the cold metallic tang of studs, piercings, and the elaborate leather-and-vinyl gear the dark girl had brought with her.

Fanny stayed on all fours on the rug, her neck taut, her breath short from the chain still gripped tight in her tormentor’s gloved hand. Every slight movement of her head made the chain’s clasps jingle against the collar’s steel ring, deepening the feeling of being a captured animal.

“Get on your stomach,” Pamela ordered, in a low, muffled tone stripped of any trace of warmth.

With quick, practiced motions, Miss Pain used black vinyl tape to bind the Sissy’s wrists behind her back, cinching the knots until Fanny felt a formidable vise closing on her tendons. Then, leaning over her face with the sinister grace of a predator, she wound a couple of loops of tape around her mouth, sealing her lips and reducing her protests to a muffled, nasal whine. With her free hand, Pamela dragged her long, sharp black nails down Fanny’s bare back and buttocks; the points scratched her skin with just enough pressure to trace red, burning furrows, leaving deep marks and intense bruises that didn’t quite draw blood but burned like live fire.

Without a word, Pamela grabbed Fanny by the hips and flipped her onto her back, leaving her completely exposed and defenseless on the room’s rug. She crouched over her, looming with her thin, tattooed frame, and lowered her head to stare with contempt at the area between her thighs.

“What’s this tiny little thing?” Pamela whispered, her voice laced with a thin, poisonous irony as she grazed the skin with the tip of the tape. “You really want to be a man with this? Do you feel like a man looking at this pathetic thing?”

Fanny tried to shake her head, but with her mouth sealed only a garbled whine escaped, dying against the glue of the vinyl strip.

Pamela took hold of a stiff leather riding crop and began slowly grinding its tip against the slave’s exposed, sensitive head. Fanny’s body’s involuntary reaction was immediate: the tension, the shame, and the physical stimulation triggered a hint of carnal surge and, before the stiffening even became obvious, a couple of clear droplets welled up at the tip.

At that sight, Pamela’s face twisted into an expression of genuine, ferocious rage.

“How dare you?” Miss Pain snarled, her eyes wide with contempt. “You’re actually dirtying me, you filthy bitch? You dare to lose control and have a man’s reaction in my presence?”

Pamela reached down and grabbed the skin between Fanny’s thighs with merciless curiosity, examining the area with an inquisitorial air.

“Well, look at this...” she remarked with an icy laugh and a glance of pure disgust. “Look how shriveled and pathetic this scrotum is. There’s really nothing left in there, it’s an empty, ridiculous little sack.”

Searching through the folds of skin, Pamela found the two shrunken little balls and, without any warning, sank her fingers in, squeezing them with an iron grip. Fanny jerked violently on the rug, writhing and letting out a desperate scream that the vinyl tape muffled entirely. Her legs stiffened instinctively at the jolt of pain, and the veins in her neck bulged with the strain.

“See how you clench up?” Pamela pressed on, amused by her victim’s total psychological collapse. “You still think you have a man’s testicles to pass your genes on with? Let me teach you how to erase this garbage completely.”

And so began a methodical, prolonged ordeal. Pamela used her left hand to hunt down and squeeze the two shrunken balls with merciless force, while her right hand held the crop firmly. Every time the stimulation of her hand or the tension of the pain triggered a reflexive hint of stiffness at the tip, Pamela brought the leather down in a sequence of hard, sharp, devastating strikes, landed right on the most sensitive point.

Smack! Smack! Smack!

The sound of the strikes rang out rhythmic and crisp in the room’s dim light, punctuated by Fanny’s nasal, tortured moans. Every impact of the crop was a wave of fire that instantly wiped out any hint of an erection, while the vise of Pamela’s fingers on her balls wrung bitter tears that wet her temples.

Pamela laughed openly, a dark, silvery laugh utterly devoid of mercy. She reveled in the spectacle of that controlled suffering, delighted to watch how, under the double grip of the whip and the squeeze, Fanny’s tiny organ instantly lost all substance, going limp and shrinking back toward her abdomen, terrified, like a trodden-on caterpillar.

“There’s where your manhood ends up,” Pamela taunted between one lash and the next, tightening her grip even further until Fanny shook all over. “Look how quickly it wilts! Look how it goes right back to pathetic and limp! You’re not a man, you’re just a carcass to punish.”

The punishment went on for a long while, until Fanny’s body stopped reacting entirely and the area between her thighs remained utterly limp, reddened, and numb to every stimulus, bent under a dull ache that stole her breath.

Satisfied with the result and with the total destruction of every masculine reflex, Pamela finally let go of her grip. She grabbed Fanny by the shoulder, flipped her back over, and made her get back onto all fours, pushing her head down toward the floor and her hips up.

From her black leather bag, the dark girl pulled out an imposing instrument: an all-metal strap-on, gleaming and cold, topped with an enormous steel ball, as big as a tennis ball. Pamela used no lubricant of any kind; she knew perfectly well that any ease of entry would turn the act into a form of accommodating pleasure, when the intent had to remain a pure, harsh, unforgettable punishment.

Positioning herself behind the slave, Pamela pressed the cold steel surface against Fanny’s taut flesh. Slowly, without any hurry, she began pushing her way in.

Fanny’s first reaction was an instinctive muscular clenching. Her body was trying to reject that disproportionate, unprepared invasion.

“Just like a man...” Pamela remarked with a scornful little laugh, applying constant, relentless pressure. “Always resisting. Relax, whore.”

Under the grip of the pain and the steady push, Fanny was forced to give in. Slowly, exhaling with difficulty through her nose, she let her muscles release. The huge metal ball began forcing its way through, sliding in millimeter by millimeter until the obstacle was cleared and the entire toy slid all the way in, filling her completely, crushingly. Her sphincter closed immediately behind that enormous ball, one final, inescapable embrace that could only mean one thing: coming out would hurt far worse than going in.

Pamela pushed the strap-on calmly all the way in, savoring the resistance and the sense of total dominance as the steel base met her taut flesh. Then, guided by a slow, theatrical sadism, she began an almost hypnotic motion. She pulled back imperceptibly, sliding the metal shaft out millimeter by millimeter. Her skin, stretched to its limit, seemed to cling to the cold metal. Pamela slowed her grip even further right as the giant steel ball reached the threshold of the exit: she held there, nearly motionless, savoring the sight of the flesh straining to the point of spasm around the glossy sphere. With one more slow pull, the ball slid almost entirely out, and Fanny let out a hissing breath through her nose as her muscles instinctively tried to close and clench around the space left empty.

But Pamela gave her no rest. Without letting the tip come all the way out, she reversed course with maddening slowness. The spherical mass of steel pressed back in from outside. Her flesh bent backward, strained by the disproportionate bulk, giving the impression it couldn’t possibly yield again. Fanny writhed slightly on the rug, her head pressed against the floor. Pamela kept up the steady, fluid push until, reaching the point of maximum stretch, the resistance suddenly gave way: the steel ball crossed the threshold and slid all the way in, and the flesh closed instantly behind the sphere, settling back along the smooth length of the shaft.

Pamela repeated that slow, merciless journey several times, plunging all the way in, withdrawing slowly to display the stretched flesh folding back, then pushing in again until the sudden internal give. The sense of fullness and the deep, violent stimulation triggered an uncontrollable hormonal response. From the tip of Fanny’s completely limp, punished flesh, copious drops of clear fluid began to fall, staining the rug beneath her.

Pamela noticed at once. She looked at the wet trail and whispered contemptuously in her ear: “Look at you dripping... You’re just a broken little faggot.”

Without giving her time to process the penetration, Pamela grabbed the strap-on’s straps, gave it one last settling thrust, and then, a moment later, pulled it out decisively. She grabbed Fanny by the arms and laid her back down on her back, exhausted and panting.

With a brusque, sharp motion, Pamela ripped the tape off her mouth, taking a layer of lip gloss with it and leaving the skin red and raw.

“Open your mouth,” she ordered, imperious.

Fanny opened her lips wide, trembling in anticipation of what was coming.

Pamela crouched down directly over her face. With a slow motion, she pulled up her leather miniskirt and pushed the thin, dark fabric of her panties aside, positioning herself exactly over the slave’s open mouth.

“I should go to the bathroom,” Pamela said, her voice dark and deep, looking down at her with those black-rimmed eyes. “But I’d rather do it here. God help you if you spill a single drop.”

A few moments later, a warm, abundant, uninterrupted flow hit Fanny’s palate and throat. The Sissy didn’t hesitate for a single second: driven by survival instinct and by the total submission she’d been plunged into, she began drinking greedily, swallowing every single mouthful with rhythmic, desperate gulps, careful not to let a single drop slip out the corners of her lips, so as not to trigger another punishment.

When the flow finally stopped, Pamela calmly straightened her underwear and skirt, staying crouched there a few more seconds to enjoy the sight of the slave with her wet face and her completely emptied-out stare.

“What do you say?” Pamela asked, letting a poisonous smile slip out.

Fanny, her throat still warm, her breath ragged, her voice reduced to an almost inaudible whisper, looked up at her and answered:

“Thank you...”

Pamela stood, undid the ties on her wrists, and clipped the chain back onto her collar with a sharp tug, forcing her back down onto all fours.

“Now clean your face with your tongue if you need to, and crawl on through. Your Mistress is waiting for you.”

Fanny dragged herself out of the guest room on Pamela’s leash, moving across the parquet on trembling knees, her head down. Her whole body was one single knot of pain, marked by the red welts on her buttocks and by the fullness still burning inside her.

In the living room, the atmosphere had stayed muffled and calm. Victoria lay on the couch with her legs slightly raised, while Elena sipped her iced tea, smoking with her usual elegance. When they heard the rattle of the chain and Pamela’s footsteps, both women turned toward the entrance of the room.

Victoria looked her Sissy over with an attentive, amused gaze. She noted Fanny’s completely broken posture, her reddened skin, her face soaked in sweat and fluids, and above all her eyes: there was no longer a trace of that spark of resistance or doubt she’d shown at the park. Julian had been driven back into the shadows once more, erased by that merciless lesson.

“I see the cure worked beautifully,” Victoria remarked with a satisfied smile, stroking her round belly. “Look how nicely she crawls now. You really did an excellent job, Pamela.”

Elena gave her partner a knowing nod, stubbing out her cigarette in the ashtray. “I told you, Victoria. Miss Pain knows exactly where to strike to take apart certain masculine illusions. I don’t think our Fanny will have any more second thoughts for quite a while.”

Miss Pain let go of the chain, letting the metal end drop to the floor with a dull thud. Fanny immediately curled up at the foot of Victoria’s couch, resting her cheek against her Mistress’s slippers, without anyone having given her the order.

“Good girl, my little slut,” Victoria whispered, running her fingers through her disheveled hair. “Now stay right there and be still. Elena and I need to work out the last details for the arrival of your new home... that lovely big cage waiting for you.”


6.5


The Cage and the Tip 

Victoria’s living room was steeped in a surreal calm, broken only by the rustle of fabric from her maternity dress and the soft drags of the cigarette Elena held elegantly between her fingers. In that seemingly muffled atmosphere, Fanny had by now been reduced to a shell of total prostration. Completely naked, kneeling on the gleaming parquet, the Sissy trembled in every fiber of her body. Her skin still burned from the furrows left by the sharp nails and from the crop strikes that had wiped out every last trace of resistance. Around her neck she wore the heavy leather collar, its ring hung with the metal chain held firmly in Pamela’s hand.

Miss Pain, towering in her black vinyl-and-studs uniform, gave the leash a sharp tug, forcing Fanny to crawl forward a few feet, right to the center of the living room, in front of the two women seated on the couch and the armchair.

“Come on, earn your keep, little dog,” Pamela whispered in her deep, empathy-free voice, nudging Fanny’s shoulder upward with the toe of her boot.

Then, turning to Elena with a nearly deferential nod loaded with complicity, she added: “Instructions carried out. She’s ready to serve as furniture.”

Elena smiled with cold approval. With a slow, languid gesture, she lifted her legs, sheathed in dark stockings, and set her feet directly onto Fanny’s arched back. The thin heel sank slightly into the taut flesh of the Sissy’s shoulder blades; she let out a faint, muffled moan but didn’t dare move a single muscle, offering herself docilely as a human footstool for her Mistress.

“That’s the real use for a creature like this,” Elena began, picking the conversation back up with Victoria as if Fanny were nothing more than a piece of furniture. “You see, Victoria, the main problem in training a Sissy is consistency. Too many Mistresses fall into the trap of concession. They believe that a stroke here and there, a kind word, or a minute’s reprieve might help strengthen the bond. It’s the exact opposite.”

Victoria settled herself more comfortably on the couch, carefully stroking the round shape of her belly. She watched Fanny with a mix of indulgence and veiled amusement, a faint frown of doubt crossing her face.

“I understand your point of view, Elena, and you know how much I respect your methods,” Victoria replied in a soft voice. “Still, I think a touch of tenderness, given at just the right moment like an unexpected reward, might bind her to me even more deeply. In the end, the desire to please us also comes from a need for affection...”

“A dangerous illusion,” Elena cut in firmly, shaking her head as she exhaled a plume of gray smoke toward the ceiling. “The man hiding underneath the Sissy’s shell is an opportunistic, treacherous parasite. If he senses a crack in your resolve, one single instant of weakness, he’ll use that tenderness to feed his own ego all over again. Every hope has to be severed. There can be no gentleness, ever. Only discipline, submission, and erasure.”

Elena turned to her partner. “Pamela, show Victoria what I mean. Show her how you maintain body memory.”

Miss Pain didn’t need to be told twice. Her face, decorated with piercings and framed by tar-black makeup, stayed entirely blank as she gripped the stiff leather crop firmly. Stepping to one side to clear her line, she brought the leather down in a fast, violent sequence directly onto Fanny’s bare, defenseless buttocks.

Smack! Smack! Smack!

The strikes rang out crisp across the wide living room. Fanny flinched on instinct under the weight of Elena’s feet, arching her lower back and desperately trying to pull her buttocks in, growing redder and more marked with each impact.

“See how she wiggles at every strike?” Elena pointed out, indicating with the tip of her cigarette the Sissy’s flesh jerking in fear. “That’s exactly what she wants. Her body only recognizes what it is when it’s being broken. The more you try to soften her, the more you’ll wake up her masculine side. She has to be constantly shaped.”

Victoria watched the scene in silence, struck by the merciless efficiency of the punishment. Fanny kept moaning softly, cheek pressed to the rug, her buttocks burning with a live, pulsing fire.

Right at that moment, the loud, prolonged buzz of the intercom cut through the tension in the room.

“There we go,” Elena said, flashing a satisfied smile as Pamela tucked the crop back into her belt. “That’s your new acquisition, Victoria.”

Victoria got up from the couch and went to open the front door. After a few minutes’ wait in the hallway, heavy, measured footsteps echoed, along with the metallic sound of an imposing structure being dragged forward with effort.

Two movers appeared in the doorway of the living room. They were imposing men, tall, with obvious, massive muscles, dark-skinned. Both wore heavy dark work-denim overalls, left completely unbuttoned and open at the sides, worn with no shirt underneath, leaving their broad, muscular chests bare and glistening with sweat from the effort. They were carrying an imposing, dark iron structure: a black metal cage, about a yard tall and wide and two yards deep, fitted with a dense grid of thick bars, a reinforced front door, and a heavy steel padlock hanging from the main frame.

“You can just set it down here, against the center of the wall,” Victoria ordered, pointing to the open space beside the bookshelf.

The two men, breathing slightly hard from the effort, set the cage down with a metallic thud that made the glasses on the coffee table rattle. They wiped their foreheads with the backs of their hands, glancing around with some surprise at the décor and, above all, at the presence of the completely naked girl kneeling with the collar and chain.

Elena walked over to the two movers and pulled a wad of cash out of her purse to settle the delivery fee. After handing over the agreed amount, she turned to Pamela with an amused expression.

“Pamela, dear,” Elena said in a honeyed tone, “why don’t you bring Fanny over here in front of them. Let’s give these kind gentlemen their tip.”

Pamela grabbed the chain firmly and yanked Fanny forward, forcing her to crawl over to the two men’s feet in their overalls. The movers watched the scene, half surprised, half curious, not quite understanding the situation but visibly drawn in by the grotesque, provocative context.

Miss Pain stepped forward, positioning herself between the two men and the Sissy huddled on the floor. She fixed the two movers with her black-rimmed eyes, her dark mouth set in a steel-hard line.

“Drop your overalls,” Pamela ordered. Her tone allowed no argument, cold and peremptory as a military command.

The two big men exchanged a quick glance, caught off guard by the confidence and authority of that small, tattoo-and-piercing-covered girl. Still, the combination of surprise, the sight of Fanny submissive at their feet, and the flat command pushed them to obey. They unhooked their denim straps and let the overalls drop to their knees, revealing that they wore no underwear beneath the work fabric.

Pamela gave Fanny’s collar chain another violent yank, forcing her head down.

“Go on, bitch,” Miss Pain growled near her ear. “Start with your mouth. And God help you if you waste even a single drop.”

Fanny, her face still red from crying and from the heat of her earlier punishment, didn’t hesitate. Bent over the floor, she stretched her head toward the first of the two movers. Before her eyes stood an imposing member, long, dark, prominently veined, already stiffening rapidly under the visual stimulation and the atmosphere of the room. Fanny opened her mouth wide and took him in eagerly, wrapping her lips around the warm flesh and starting to work with rhythmic, desperate strokes of her tongue, driven by fear of another round of the crop.

The second mover, though, watched the scene, then glanced at his wristwatch with an impatient expression.

“Listen, miss,” the second man said, addressing Pamela in a deep, rough voice, “we’ve still got a ton of deliveries to make all over the city today. If we have to do this one at a time, it’s gonna take too long and our crew boss is gonna raise hell.”

Pamela flashed a sardonic smile, its cruelty enough to send a chill through Fanny even while she was busy serving the first man.

“You’re in a hurry? No problem,” Miss Pain replied. “Go ahead and take the back.”

The second mover didn’t need to be told twice. He crouched down promptly behind Fanny, who was on all fours, hips raised, head occupied in front. The man positioned his impressive manhood at the threshold of the Sissy’s still-irritated, still-hot flesh and, with no preparation or lubrication at all, drove deep inside her with one single, decisive thrust.

Fanny let out a long, muffled scream that died completely inside her throat, already occupied by the first mover’s member. Her fingers clawed desperately at the parquet, tears filling her eyes at the sudden, violent filling.

Pamela positioned herself beside the slave, taking up the leather crop again.

“Keep the rhythm, little dog!” the dark girl commanded, starting to beat time by whipping Fanny’s buttocks hard.

Smack! Smack! Smack!

With every strike of the crop, Fanny’s buttocks grew redder, covered in a dense web of welts and reddened bruises. The two movers, spurred on by the Sissy’s pain, by her body’s reaction, and by the rhythm Pamela imposed, sped up the pace of their thrusts considerably. The man in front gripped her blond hair firmly at the back of her neck, guiding her head with deep, uninterrupted thrusts, while the one positioned behind kept punishing her with powerful, fast, steady thrusts of his hips, filling the room with the dull slap of their bodies striking the slave’s bare flesh.

The violence and speed of the act made Fanny lose all sense of time. She could feel the metal of the collar tightening around her neck and Pamela’s crop burning her skin, while the sensation of being filled from both ends stole away every last bit of her breath.

The man in front began breathing heavily, tangling his fingers into Fanny’s blond locks until her head bent backward. He looked at his coworker over the Sissy’s shoulders, letting out a rough, coarse laugh.

“I’m almost there,” the first mover said, panting, picking up the pace of his thrusts down her throat. “Gonna shoot a whole liter into this bitch’s mouth, you?”

The second mover, behind her, chuckled in turn, grabbing Fanny’s scratch-marked hips and pulling her deeper against himself with every thrust.

“Same here,” the second man replied, his voice thick and broken, driving into her hips without a shred of mercy. “I’m filling her up back here, she’s not putting up any resistance at all. God knows how many she’s taken... plenty of them big, judging by how wide she is.”

The two of them kept going for a few more moments at a merciless, pounding rhythm. The man in front locked her head completely against his hips, thrusting all the way down her throat and beyond, while the one behind dug his fingers into the flesh of her buttocks for one final, desperate plunge.

With long, deep, generous thrusts, both of them emptied themselves completely inside the Sissy. Fanny took it all: she greedily swallowed every single pulse from the first man straight down her throat to keep any trace from escaping, while behind her she received the warm flood from the other.

The two movers slowly withdrew, panting, their dark chests glistening with sweat. They pulled their overalls back up, refastening the straps with quick motions.

“Really, thank you, ma’am,” the first mover said, wiping his forehead with the back of his hand and flashing a broad, satisfied smile at Elena and Victoria. “Definitely an unusual tip, but a very, very welcome one.”

“Good work, boys,” Elena dismissed them with a wave of her hand.

The two men picked up their delivery paperwork and left the apartment, closing the door behind them.

Fanny stayed on the floor, utterly destroyed, collapsed face-down on the wood. Her body had been put through the wringer: behind her she was dripping copiously and steadily onto the parquet, while in front her mouth showed only moist, glossy lips, having swallowed every last drop with absolute, desperate devotion.

Pamela didn’t give her time to catch her breath. She grabbed the padlock key, opened the door of the big black metal cage, and gave the collar chain a fierce yank.

“In, now,” Miss Pain ordered.

Fanny, dragging herself along on her elbows and aching knees, crawled with great effort into the cramped metal enclosure. The cage, though two yards long, forced the Sissy to remain strictly on all fours or curled up. Pamela slammed the door shut and snapped the heavy steel padlock closed with a sharp, final click.

Victoria walked slowly over to the cage, watching the scene with a surprised expression and a hint of fascination at this extreme new development.

Inside the grid of black bars, Fanny was completely naked, still on all fours, her body marked with red welts and fatigue. In front of her, on the cage’s metal floor, the drops of her total erasure kept falling steadily, wetting the frame. The Sissy slowly lifted her head, turning toward her Mistress two large eyes swollen with tears, glistening, silent, and deeply pleading, silently begging for a scrap of mercy or a word of comfort.

Victoria met that portrait of absolute submission. She looked into Fanny’s eyes for a long moment, and then she understood. She understood with absolute clarity that this had become her natural place, her true dimension, and that as long as Pamela was there to keep control with her ruthless discipline, no one on earth would ever be able to get her out of there.

Victoria smiled with icy sweetness, turned her back on the cage, and went to sit back down on the couch to finish her conversation with Elena.


6.6


The Disappointment and the Sentence 

The dull thud of the armored door closing behind Elena and Pamela left a heavy, almost unnatural silence in the living room, broken only by the soft hum of the air conditioning and Fanny’s labored breathing inside the cage.

Just before crossing the threshold, Elena had turned to Victoria, adjusting her jacket collar with her usual impeccable elegance.

“Remember, Victoria,” she had told her in a peremptory tone, staring into her eyes with extreme gravity. “Don’t let yourself get caught up in useless sentimentality. Fanny needs to stay locked in that cage, strictly naked, for the rest of the afternoon. Any concession, even the smallest one, would undo the excellent re-education work Pamela just finished. Don’t let yourself soften at her complaints or her beaten-puppy looks.”

Pamela, beside her, had leaned slightly forward, the leather of her black miniskirt creaking. Her black-rimmed eyes had shot the Sissy a look through the iron bars loaded with an almost visceral contempt.

“Those degenerate males are all the same,” Miss Pain had added in her deep, hissing voice, swinging the crop still hooked to her belt. “They’re driven only by their ego and their most squalid instincts. The only way to keep the beast in check is constant suffering. Remember to lay the crop across her buttocks at least every half hour: the skin needs to turn purple and stay that way. Only pain will remind her who she really is.”

Victoria had nodded with a calm, reassuring smile. “Don’t worry, Pamela. I promise. I’ll follow your instructions to the letter.”

The moment the click of the lock confirmed the two guests had gone, a heartbreaking whine had risen from the back of the metal structure. Fanny had pushed forward until her forehead pressed against the cold bars, looking at her Mistress with big, glistening, pleading eyes.

“Please, Victoria... please, let me out,” she had whimpered, her voice a thin, tear-thickened thread. “Everything hurts... I’m destroyed. Let me stay on the rug at your feet, I’ll be so good, I swear...”

Victoria had walked toward the cage, stopping a yard away. She had crossed her arms over her prominent seventh-month belly, looking the slave over with an icy, unyielding calm.

“I can’t do that, Fanny,” she had answered, her voice firm and free of hesitation. “You heard what Elena and Pamela said. Besides, I still have my own job to do: if I don’t whip you properly every half hour, how’s your backside supposed to turn purple?”

Over the following hours, the promise had been kept. At regular intervals, Victoria had walked over to the iron grid and, sliding her arm between the bars, had brought the leather crop down onto Fanny’s defenseless buttocks. With each volley of strikes, the Sissy had writhed on the metal floor, letting out sharp, muffled moans, while her skin shifted from bright red to a deep, dark violet, exactly as Miss Pain’s discipline had prescribed.

Only around dinnertime, when the sunset light had begun to filter faintly through the blinds, had Victoria finally decided to open the heavy steel padlock.

“Come out,” she had ordered coldly. “And cover yourself. Put on the maid’s uniform, the one with the little white apron and the sheer stockings. Then go straight to the kitchen: tonight I’ve got a real craving for fried fish, and I expect it crispy and perfect.”

Fanny, trembling, her aching buttocks pulling a wince from her at every step, had hurried to put on the required clothes. She’d spent the next half hour at the stove, fighting off exhaustion and nausea, careful to fry the squid and shrimp in the hot oil without a single mistake.

When the dish was ready, she’d served it in the living room with a subdued manner, head bowed, hands trembling. Victoria had settled at the dining table and begun eating with relish, savoring every bite in total silence, while Fanny stood frozen in a corner of the room, on an empty stomach, watching her with wide eyes, mouth watering with hunger.

Once dinner was over, Victoria had gathered up the leftovers — a few roasted shrimp heads and a couple of cold, rubbery calamari rings — and had tipped them straight onto the floor near the wall.

“There,” she had said, wiping her lips with a paper napkin. “Now you can eat too. Clean it all up with your tongue.”

Fanny had knelt immediately, devouring the scraps straight off the parquet with desperate hunger, then licking the floor’s surface until it shone. Then she had tidied up the kitchen and wiped away every last trace of mess.

Later, while Victoria lay on the couch watching television, her Mistress’s voice had broken the evening’s monotony.

“Listen, Fanny... come here,” she had called her, in a strange tone, less stern than usual, almost thoughtful.

The Sissy had hurried over, kneeling beside the couch. “Yes, my Mistress. What do you need?”

Victoria had slowly stroked her round belly, sighing with an expression of clear frustration and physical exhaustion.

“I really don’t know what to do,” she had begun, staring at the ceiling. “I’ve got this enormous belly weighing me down, I feel so clumsy, it’s a huge effort just to leave the house. But... I have this gnawing need. I need a man, Fanny. I need to feel something inside me, real, physical fullness.”

Fanny had swallowed hard, quickly trying to offer a safe, already-proven alternative.

“I could... I could use my tongue, Mistress,” she had proposed timidly. “I can make you feel good, I’ll get down on the floor and...”

“No, not your tongue...” Victoria had cut her off, shaking her head irritably. “Tongue’s not enough tonight. I need something else. Today Pamela mentioned that, despite the whippings and the punishments, your little thing still tended to stiffen up on the sly. I don’t know... I know it’s basically nothing, useless junk, but tonight I really want it and I don’t have any other options available. What do you think?”

Fanny had been struck by a shiver of pure terror. Elena’s words, and the memory of Miss Pain’s merciless punishment, echoed in her head like a deadly warning.

“But... but did you hear what Mistress Elena and Mistress Pamela said?” the Sissy had stammered, going pale. “They were absolutely clear! And besides... I’m terrified that Julian might wake back up inside me, that I might fail again and disappoint you...”

“Oh come on, let’s try!” Victoria had pressed, suddenly showing a capricious, insistent side. “We won’t tell them, it’ll be our little secret. I want it too badly tonight. Let’s go to the bedroom, but be gentle: I’ll get on all fours and rest my belly on the pillow so I don’t crush the baby.”

Without waiting for a definitive answer, Victoria had risen from the couch and headed toward the master bedroom. Fanny had followed with slow steps, her heart pounding in her chest from the inner conflict between blind obedience and the terror of punishment.

Once in the room, Victoria had positioned herself on the big bed exactly as described: she’d gotten on all fours, hips raised, gently resting her large round belly against a soft feather pillow, lifting her nightgown up.

Seeing her Mistress in such an intimate, vulnerable position, something ancestral and dormant suddenly stirred in Fanny’s deepest instincts. Her gaze fell on that dark growth of hair rising thick and natural along the cleft of Victoria’s buttocks, and the strong, tangy, unmistakable scent of her pregnant femininity flooded her nostrils. The effect was immediate and devastating: after long months of total psychological and physical castration, Fanny felt a jolt of heat run down her spine. Her small organ, battered only a few hours earlier by Pamela’s crop, miraculously and completely stiffened, reaching a full, unexpected erection.

Driven by a surge of rediscovered masculinity, the Sissy pushed forward, gripping her Mistress firmly by her full hips and pressing the tip against her entrance.

“I’m in!” Fanny exclaimed, an unexpected, ridiculous note of pride in her voice.

Victoria, without even turning around, let out a small sigh of disappointment.

“Really?” she replied, her tone bitterly sarcastic. “I thought that was the tip of your pinky finger...”

Despite the icy shock of that remark, Fanny desperately tried to do her best. She began thrusting, trying to push in as far as her meager, humiliated member would allow. But the effort lasted the blink of an eye: within barely ten clumsy, labored thrusts, an involuntary muscular clench swept through her lower back, and a couple of pitiful white droplets weakly leaked from the tip, while the shaft went irretrievably, instantly limp, shrinking back into a clump of inert flesh.

“Already done?” Victoria remarked, calmly rising up off the pillow and straightening her nightgown with a gesture full of contempt. “Just like the old days... I see absolutely nothing has changed.”

Fanny had looked up at her from below, still kneeling on the bed, mouth half open, her face fully painted with an unbearable mix of shame, humiliation, and embarrassment.

“Elena and Pamela were completely right,” Victoria pronounced coldly, getting up from the bed and leaving the Sissy half-collapsed, drained and ridiculous, on the covers. “The man inside you is nothing but a pathetic illusion. Useless for anything.”

Victoria had left the room, leaving Fanny in the darkness for a few minutes. When she came back in, she was carrying the heavy leather collar and the metal chain. Before the Sissy, still stunned by her failure, could react in time to put up any defense, Victoria had firmly cinched the leather around her neck, snapping the buckle shut with a quick, merciless motion.

She found herself chained once again.

Victoria, visibly irritated and disappointed by her slave’s failed performance, had given the leash a violent, merciless yank, dragging Fanny out of the bedroom, down the hallway, and back into the living room, straight toward the grim iron structure.

“Useless... you’re just completely useless,” her Mistress had hissed, shoving her brutally inside the cage. “I really don’t know what to do with you. You’ve disappointed me deeply. You’re going to stay in there all night now, in the dark and cold. See you tomorrow.”

Victoria had slammed the metal door shut with a dull thud, snapping the heavy steel padlock closed. Then she had switched off the living room light, leaving the room in complete darkness.

Fanny, aware that she’d failed miserably both as a man and as a slave, and crushed under the weight of the disappointment she’d caused her Mistress, had curled up on the cold metal floor of the cage. With her buttocks still burning from the purple bruises and her throat dry, she’d huddled silently on the floor, facing the night in wait for the next day, with the one desperate hope that she might one day earn forgiveness.


6.7


The Submission Market 

At seven o’clock sharp in the morning, the sharp, sudden chime of the doorbell tore through the apartment’s quiet. Victoria, still in her robe, sleep still in her eyes, went to answer the door. Pamela appeared on the threshold: the dark girl was already impeccable in her extreme look, her black eye makeup flawless, her leather miniskirt and studs gleaming under the landing light.

Walking into the living room, Miss Pain’s eyes fell immediately on the metal cage. Fanny was still in there, curled up on all fours, naked, worn out from the night spent on the iron floor, the leash still clipped to her collar and hanging limply outside the bars.

A fierce, satisfied smile spread across Pamela’s dark lips.

“Well done, Victoria,” Miss Pain complimented her, brushing her shoulder. “I see you followed my instructions to the letter. This is the only way to permanently break whatever’s left of her ego.”

Without wasting any time, Pamela slid the key into the padlock, snapped the steel jaws open, and threw the door wide. She grabbed the chain with a violent yank and dragged Fanny out of the cage, sending her tumbling onto the parquet.

“Out, little dog! On all fours, now!” she ordered, peremptory.

Fanny, her muscles stiff, her skin still marked, obeyed on instinct, dropping into the required position. Pamela drew the leather crop she wore at her belt and, with no warning at all, delivered three hard, sharp strikes to her already reddened, purple-bruised buttocks.

Smack! Smack! Smack!

Fanny flinched, choking back a whimper against the gleaming floor.

“That’s your wake-up call, to remind you who you are,” Pamela hissed. Then, turning to Victoria, who was watching the scene while sipping a coffee, she added: “Now let’s get her dressed as a maid. I’ll take the leash and take her out shopping.”

Victoria’s eyes went wide, clearly surprised. “You really want to take her out in the street like that? With the collar and the chain?”

“Absolutely,” Pamela replied with total nonchalance and a hint of contempt. “That’s exactly how all males should be treated. They’re inferior beings, beasts of burden that should be shown off in public for what they really are.”

Fanny was made to quickly put on the maid’s uniform: the short skirt, the little white apron, the dark sheer stockings. Terrified at the thought of showing herself outside in that state, she tried to take a few steps backward, but Pamela gave the collar chain a sharp yank, dragging her out of the apartment and down the stairs.

Once out in the street, the walk turned into a public pillory. People out and about at that hour stopped to stare at the odd pair: the dark girl in combat boots leading a Sissy dressed as a maid on a leash, walking with her head down and her knees shaking. Laughter, whistles, and extremely crude comments rose up from the sidewalks and passing cars.

At the corner, near a café, three Black men with long dreadlocks, heavily built, with the bearing of guys who ruled the block, were hanging around. Noticing the bizarre procession, the three exchanged an amused look and rushed over to the edge of the sidewalk.

“Look at that show!” the first one exclaimed with a booming laugh. “This is the role every white guy should have! We’re the real alpha males, us Black guys!”

His friends laughed loudly, and the second one leaned toward Pamela with a provocative tone: “Hey, girl! Let us use her for five minutes! This bitch isn’t waiting for anything else, come on!”

Pamela, however, had no intention of stopping or wasting time on small talk. Unfazed, she brought the crop down straight onto Fanny’s stockinged legs, delivering a painful strike to the thigh.

“Pick up the pace, move!” she ordered coldly.

The three thugs burst into another booming laugh, watching Fanny flinch and hurry her walk, tears in her eyes.

Fanny, frightened but also secretly stirred by that brutal attention, whispered with her head down to her tormentor: “Mistress... those three are the neighborhood thugs. It’s better to stay on their good side... it was only five minutes, after all...”

Pamela stopped dead and gave her a look of pure hatred, giving her chain another yank that knocked the breath out of her.

“Quiet!” Miss Pain hissed. “You really are bottomless, an insatiable whore. Those three would’ve kept you there all morning, everyone knows how men are once they get started. Walk, and keep your mouth shut!”

They kept going until they reached the tinted storefront of a sex shop. Pamela pushed the door open and dragged Fanny inside. Waiting behind the counter to greet them was the owner, a conspicuously overweight woman, her enormous breasts nearly spilling out of her neckline, her makeup heavy.

“Good morning!” the shopkeeper exclaimed in a raspy voice, immediately looking over the Sissy on the leash. “I see you’ve brought your little slave along! What can I get you two today? I’ve got new arrivals, some really massive stuff.”

“We’d like one of those automatic machines that go back and forth, the remote-controlled kind,” Pamela explained, getting straight to the point.

“Sure, I’ve got just the thing for you,” the owner replied with a knowing smile. “I’ve got a fantastic one on sale for two hundred dollars, comes with three maxi silicone dildos.”

“Is it fast, though? And what’s the maximum stroke length?” Pamela asked, in a technical tone that demanded precision.

“Very fast, the best on the market,” the woman assured her from behind the counter. “The stroke’s adjustable up to about two feet, specifically designed for the semi-rigid rubber dildos, so it follows the internal curves perfectly.”

“Perfect,” Pamela nodded without hesitation. “Give me an extra rubber dildo too, the two-foot one.”

Fanny, listening to the conversation a couple of steps from the counter, felt the blood freeze in her veins and her face turn to stone. She understood, with instinctive terror, that those torture accessories would be tried and tested directly on her the moment they got home.

“Oh, almost forgot,” Pamela added, pulling a note out of her bag. “Give me a foot-long strap-on too, one of those gentle ones made for pregnant women.”

While the owner headed to the back room to package everything up, the entrance bell rang. A young woman in her mid-twenties walked into the shop, elegantly and carefully dressed. The moment her eyes landed on Fanny, still kneeling on the leash near the counter, the young woman stopped in her tracks, visibly struck and fascinated.

“This Sissy is just fantastic!” the young woman exclaimed, walking over without much hesitation. “I’m trying every way I can to turn my boyfriend into exactly this, but he always makes such a fuss and resists so hard... but tell me, is she very stretched out back there?”

“See for yourself,” Pamela replied with a sardonic smile. “Fanny! Lift your skirt in the back and show her!”

Fanny, blushing violently, lifted her little maid’s skirt and exposed her marked buttocks. The young woman had no qualms whatsoever: without any lubrication at all, she slid her entire hand into her flesh, violating her and testing the depth with little regard.

Fanny let out a muffled moan as the woman’s fingers moved inside her.

“Fantastic... truly incredible!” the twenty-five-year-old said, withdrawing her hand and wiping it clean with a tissue. “If you’d do me the favor of turning my boyfriend into this too, that would be just wonderful.”

Pamela turned to the slave with an amused look. “What do you say, Sissy? Should we do it?”

Fanny, completely tamed and unable to say no, nodded weakly. The two women quickly exchanged phone numbers. Then Pamela pulled Julian’s credit card out of her bag and settled the shop’s hefty bill.

They left the sex shop with the large bag holding the automatic machine, the enormous dildos, and the strap-on for Victoria. Fanny walked along the sidewalk torn apart by conflicting feelings: on one hand she was terrified at the thought of what the two-foot rubber dildo would do to her once the machine got going, but on the other she felt a strange, perverse thrill of arousal. In the distance, in fact, she could already see the shapes of the three dreadlocked thugs at the corner, and she knew perfectly well that, on the way back, they wouldn’t show the same patience they had on the way there.


6.8


At the Mercy of the Neighborhood 

The walk back down the sidewalk, bathed in the bright light of nine in the morning, turned into a waking nightmare. Pamela walked at a brisk pace, keeping a firm grip on Fanny’s chain and the bag of new purchases, but her usual air of confidence began to crack the moment the shapes of the three Black men appeared again at the corner. The three men with dreadlocks were no longer just standing there laughing from a distance: they had positioned themselves right in the middle of the sidewalk, blocking the way with the bulk of their imposing frames.

Before Pamela could pull out the crop or order them to move, the three of them moved with feline coordination, completely surrounding the girl and her Sissy.

The one who seemed to be the group’s leader, a tall man with thick braids falling over his massive shoulders, stepped forward. He ignored Pamela’s proud but visibly tense stare entirely and reached out a dark, rough hand, stroking Fanny’s trembling chin with a provocative slowness.

“Leave this beauty with us,” the leader said, his voice deep, warm, and utterly without hesitation. “We’ll bring her back home later.”

Pamela hadn’t expected such a direct, physical approach, one so completely devoid of any reverential fear toward her vinyl uniform. Used to dominating submissive subjects or moving through controlled environments, faced with the brute, numerical, street-level force of the three men, she was suddenly gripped by panic. Her piercing-decorated face went visibly pale, her grip on the metal chain loosened out of anxiety, and, without saying a single word to defend the slave, she let the leash drop to the ground. Overcome with panic, she turned and bolted, running at full speed down the sidewalk, clutching only the sex shop bag to her chest, and disappeared around the corner.

Fanny stayed there, completely alone and frozen with terror. The leader of the group picked the metal end of the chain up off the ground with a contemptuous little smile, giving the collar a sharp tug to force the Sissy to follow him.

“Come with us, little dog,” the second man said with a low laugh. “You’ve got quite a bit of work to do today.”

The three of them dragged her a few yards down a side alley to the entrance of a ground-floor apartment with its blinds down, used by the group as their hideout and home base for their activities. Once shoved inside, the door slammed shut with a heavy thud that echoed through the dark room, thick with the dense smell of smoke, alcohol, and leather.

The three of them settled in around her. With casual, coordinated movements, they unbuttoned their pants and let them drop to their ankles, freeing their imposing dark, already-hard members.

The leader crouched down a few inches from Fanny’s face, gesturing at the three members on full display.

“So, little dog,” he began, in a tone somewhere between cocky and curious. “Take a look. These are the accessories you’re going to be handling today. But first let’s get one thing straight: do you really think you can handle this stuff? If you don’t feel up to it, or if you’re scared, the door to leave is right there behind you, wide open. Nobody’s holding you here by force.”

Fanny, despite the anxiety tightening her throat, looked over the imposing merchandise laid out before her eyes. Unexpectedly, a spark of perverse vanity and submissive defiance lit up inside her, fueled by her long months of training.

Thinking of what awaited her at home — Pamela, with her new toys — she found the nerve to try to escape, at least for a few hours, the punishments Elena’s sadistic partner had planned for her.

“Leave?” Fanny replied, flashing a provocative little smirk and suddenly turning brazen. “Oh, please... I’ve done far worse and swallowed things far bigger than this. I don’t need to leave at all. The real question here is a different one: will the three of you last long enough to keep up with me, or will you tire out right away?”

The three of them exchanged a surprised glance and burst into a deep, coarse laugh.

“Oh, is that right? A cocky little bitch!” the second one fired back. “Well then, let’s see if your mouth and your body are as big as your words.”

And so began an ordeal of unbridled, uninterrupted sex that went on for hours. The three of them went at her without holding back, determined to fully test her declared stamina. The leader gripped her blond hair, guiding her with deep thrusts straight down her throat, forcing her to take the warm flesh all the way to the back of her palate. Fanny worked tirelessly with desperate, rhythmic strokes of her tongue, while the other two positioned themselves behind her.

With no lubrication at all, the second man crouched behind her, thrusting hard and driving his manhood completely into her already-irritated flesh. Fanny let out a muffled scream that died directly against the first man’s shaft, filling her mouth. The third positioned himself to the side, using her hands and face for support, thrusting in turn and imposing a pounding, coordinated rhythm.

The three of them took turns in every possible position on the apartment floor: on all fours, lying on her back with her legs spread up in the air, and even lifted bodily off the ground. Fanny’s throat was forced to endure continuous fillings and violent impacts, while behind her the alternating double penetration wore her out and stretched her to the point of spasm. The sound of bodies slamming violently against her bare buttocks rang out through the room along with the three thugs’ crude laughter, spurred on by the total dedication with which the Sissy accepted every single demand.

Taking turns, the three of them emptied themselves inside her multiple times: the first filled her mouth with warm, abundant bursts that Fanny swallowed greedily without letting a single drop fall; the other two flooded her deeply from behind, leaving her completely saturated and spent.

The pace didn’t let up all day long. Whenever Fanny showed the slightest hint of fatigue, the three of them reminded her of her opening challenge, going back to thrusting vigorously and forcing her to keep her word. Her maid’s uniform was completely destroyed, the little apron torn, the stockings reduced to red shreds along her thighs.

After a full eight extremely long hours of continuous, brutal use, as dusk approached, the three men finally composed themselves, visibly exhausted and breathing hard, but thoroughly satisfied with the incredible performance they’d put the slave through.

The leader buttoned his pants back up and went to open the apartment door, letting in the first shadows of evening.

“You can go now, bitch,” he said, giving her a light kick on the hip to get her moving. “Gotta admit, you were right... you really held your own. Whenever we want, we know where to find you.”

Fanny, her muscles completely wrecked, her knees scraped raw, her body dripping copiously from behind while in front her mouth showed only moist lips from having swallowed it all, dragged herself out of the hideout with tremendous effort.

Head down, her vision blurred, her steps unsteady, Fanny slowly made her way back toward Victoria’s home, knowing that another night of punishment inside the cage was waiting for her there.


6.9


The Script and the Machine 

The doorbell on the landing rang in a burst, followed by a frantic sequence of pounding on the armored door. Victoria walked over to answer it calmly and found Pamela standing there, completely disheveled, out of breath, her hair a mess, her black makeup slightly smeared with sweat from running.

“Victoria! Something terrible happened!” Pamela shouted, crossing the threshold and letting the door fall shut behind her. “Fanny’s been kidnapped! Three thugs from the neighborhood tore her right out of my hands! I tried to fight them off with everything I had, but there were too many of them, and they were so violent! They dragged her into a ground-floor apartment... God knows what they’re doing to her right now! We have to call the police, we have to save her!”

Victoria stayed oddly calm. She adjusted her silk robe over her seventh-month belly with a lazy motion and brought a hand to her chin, looking the dark girl over with an amused expression.

“By any chance, are we talking about three young thugs with dreadlocks?” Victoria asked in a placid voice.

Pamela’s eyes went wide with surprise. “Yes! Exactly them! But how do you know about them? They were forcing her inside, dragging her by the leash!”

“And did she look scared to you?” the Mistress went on, with an ironic little smile.

“Yes! She was terrified! Her eyes were wide with panic!”

Victoria couldn’t hold it in any longer and burst into a loud, extended laugh.

“Same old routine...” she remarked, shaking her head. “You’d think they’d be sick of that script by now, but every time they put even more energy into it than the last.”

Pamela stared at her, utterly baffled, moving from fear to a state of deep confusion. “’Script’? ‘Energy’? Victoria, explain yourself! What are you talking about?”

“They’re three horny young thugs who hang around the corner,” Victoria explained, walking over to the couch to settle in. “They pretend to kidnap her and use her against her will, but it’s a little game Fanny came up with herself, the very first time she saw them. She walked up to them and asked if they happened to have a problem with Sissies... Obviously, those three jumped at the invitation. You’ll see, around dinnertime she’ll come walking home on her own, just as soon as she’s managed to drain all three of them completely.”

At those words, Pamela’s face transformed. Her fear vanished instantly, replaced by a blind, black rage. She felt deeply mocked, humiliated for having fled in a panic over a piece of theater orchestrated by that slave.

“When she gets back, I’m the one punishing her...” Miss Pain hissed, clenching her fists until her knuckles went white. “I’ll make sure she loses the urge to mock me and make me look like a fool.”

“Come on, don’t be like that,” Victoria reassured her with a wave of her hand. “You know how she is: she’s a little pig always in heat, always looking for any excuse to get filled up. Anyway... show me what you bought at the sex shop.”

Pamela tried to compose herself. She picked up the large paper bag she’d left on the floor and pulled out an elegant package.

“I got you a gift,” she said, showing off the packaging. “It’s a special foot-long strap-on, specifically designed for pregnant women. Soft padding, anatomical shape. Maybe you’ll have Fanny wear it for you once she’s done playing the slut, seeing as her own dick is completely useless and tiny.”

Victoria took the toy in her hands, tested its texture, and smiled with genuine enthusiasm. “What a beautiful idea! A truly exquisite thought. And what’s the other thing?”

“That one I’ll only show you once that little slut gets back,” Pamela replied with a wicked smile, tapping the larger box. “It’s the automatic machine with the two-foot rubber dildo. Just wait till you see the show when I hook it up.”

Victoria settled back into the couch cushions, looking at Pamela with a gaze full of mischief and a sudden hunger in her eyes.

“Listen, Pamela...” she said, her voice warm and coaxing. “Since we have to wait until tonight for Fanny to get back... why don’t you put this strap-on on and give me a little pleasure?”

Pamela was caught off guard by the request, but her expression softened right away. “Gladly, Victoria. But we have to be careful... I wouldn’t want to hurt you, with the belly we need to be extremely gentle.”

“Don’t worry, I know how to position myself,” her Mistress replied.

Victoria rose from the couch and headed toward the bedroom, followed by Pamela, who was already unbuckling her miniskirt to put on the leather harness of the foot-long strap-on. Once on the big bed, Victoria got herself into position on all fours, resting her large round belly against a mountain of soft pillows to avoid any pressure on the baby, pushing her hips well up and letting the silk robe fall away at her sides.

Pamela positioned herself behind her, moving with an almost reverent slowness and devotion. She pressed the soft, anatomically shaped tip of the strap-on against Victoria’s warm skin. With calibrated, fluid, steady thrusts, she began sinking into her Mistress. Victoria let out a long sigh of pure pleasure, closing her eyes and burying her face in the pillows while Pamela stroked her back and her full hips, keeping up a gentle, deep, steady rhythm that carried them both to a long, intimate release.

Around dinnertime, the sound of the front door lock finally announced the slave’s return.

Fanny walked into the apartment dragging her legs, completely wrecked, her maid’s uniform reduced to shreds, her stockings torn, her body dripping copiously from behind onto the parquet, leaving a wet trail with every step.

Pamela and Victoria were already waiting for her in the living room. The moment the Sissy crossed the threshold, Miss Pain rose from the armchair with a look of pure fire in her eyes.

“Into the cage, little slut!” Pamela roared, not even giving her time to catch her breath.

Fanny, too exhausted to protest, crawled docilely into the metal structure and curled up on all fours. Pamela slammed the door shut, snapped the padlock closed, and then pulled the automatic machine out of its box.

She mounted the imposing two-foot rubber dildo onto the mechanical arm, positioning the machine right up against the back bars of the cage. With no lubrication at all, she pushed the tip of the long rubber torpedo into Fanny’s already hypersensitive, open flesh, then took up the remote control and set the speed to maximum, the stroke length to its full two-foot limit.

Zzz-clack! Zzz-clack! Zzz-clack!

The electric motor kicked on with a powerful, deep hum. The mechanical arm began moving back and forth at a frightening speed, driving the rubber dildo its full length inside the Sissy and pulling it almost all the way out before plunging back in again with hammering violence.

Fanny’s eyes flew wide open and she let out a piercing scream, clutching desperately at the bars of the cage as her body was shaken by that mechanical, unstoppable invasion. The semi-rigid rubber followed her internal curves, filling her and stretching her with every single stroke of the piston.

Victoria watched the scene from the couch, sipping a cold drink with an expression of absolute contentment, while Pamela, remote in hand, savored the spectacle of her merciless revenge, letting the machine punish the little pig all night long.


6.10


The Sissy’s Legacy 

The first light of morning filtered faintly through the cracks in the living room blinds. When Victoria stepped out of the bedroom, still in her robe, one hand resting on her seventh-month belly, she felt a strange sloshing beneath the soles of her slippers. The parquet near the entryway and around the couch was completely slick, covered by a wide pool of clear water that seemed to be spreading before her eyes.

“What on earth is going on here?” Victoria exclaimed, startled, raising her voice. “There must be a leak somewhere!”

Pamela, waking up in turn, came out into the hallway and stared wide-eyed at the flooded floor. Without wasting any time, Victoria grabbed the phone and called an emergency plumber.

Less than half an hour later, a heavyset, powerfully built man showed up at the door, with a thick dark beard and a work jumpsuit covered in oil stains. Toolbox in hand, the repairman began carefully inspecting the pipes under the sink, the radiators, and the bathroom fittings, shaking his head, puzzled.

“That’s strange, ma’am,” the plumber said, scratching his beard. “The pipes are perfect, there’s no leak anywhere in the system.”

Meanwhile, Pamela had walked over to the metal cage, where the automatic machine was still working away at a reduced pace. Looking closely at the bottom of the grid, Miss Pain uncovered the truth. The flooding hadn’t come from the house’s plumbing at all: it had been Fanny. Left all night with the two-foot rubber dildo working her continuously from behind, the Sissy had kept dripping steadily from the front for hour after hour, flooding the entire living room.

Fanny was slumped on all fours inside the structure, her eyes sunken, her lips dry, her expression entirely blank: she was on the edge of complete dehydration.

Victoria, grasping the situation, hurried to apologize to the repairman for the false alarm. “I’m so terribly sorry for wasting your time... Please, just tell me what I owe you for the call and the trouble.”

The plumber, who had meanwhile been watching the girl in the maid’s uniform locked in the iron cage with great interest, let a sly smile spread beneath his thick beard.

“Look, ma’am... instead of money for the call, I’d really love to sit down on that couch for a minute and give your little dog a hand rehydrating,” he said in a deep, gravelly voice.

Without waiting for a formal answer, the repairman unzipped his work jumpsuit from top to bottom, stripping bare: he wore absolutely nothing underneath, revealing a powerful, extremely hairy body and an impressive manhood, thick and already visibly at attention.

Pamela smiled, amused. She grabbed the key, unlocked the cage’s padlock, and threw the metal door wide open. Fanny, her knees barely able to move, wiggling her hips in an entirely instinctive way despite her extreme exhaustion, shot out of the cage on all fours. Spotting that imposing source of nourishment, she opened her mouth wide and threw herself eagerly onto the plumber’s thick “pipe,” devouring it with desperate, blind devotion.

The scene was long, intense, and viscerally detailed. Fanny worked with unstoppable fervor, using her dry tongue to wrap around every inch of that warm, dark flesh. The plumber, sunk into the couch cushions with his legs spread wide, held her head locked between his enormous, calloused hands, guiding the rhythm with steady, deep thrusts of his hips that repeatedly touched the back of her throat. The Sissy offered not the slightest resistance: she sucked, licked, and drew on him with a wet sound that echoed through the living room, driven by a pure, primal need to quench her thirst.

After several minutes of that uninterrupted treatment, the man tensed the muscles of his thighs, took a deep breath, and let go. He erupted in five or six powerful, copious contractions, unloading an enormous quantity of thick, warm fluid straight down Fanny’s throat. Fanny didn’t lose a single drop: she swallowed it all with sheer relish, cleaning the repairman’s shaft with devoted thoroughness down to the very last trace.

Satisfied and refreshed, the plumber got up, zipped his jumpsuit back on, and gave the Mistresses a nod before heading out of the apartment.

Victoria walked over to Fanny, who had stayed sprawled on the floor, wiping her lips. She noticed a striking detail right away: the night-long marathon with the automatic machine had left a permanent effect on the Sissy’s body. Her back passage remained visibly stretched and open, the inner tissue fully exposed, lit up a bright, hypersensitive red.

Right at that moment, Pamela’s phone started ringing. Miss Pain answered the call, listened for a few seconds, then smiled.

“Of course, bring him right over,” she said before hanging up.

Half an hour later, the intercom buzzed. Victoria went to answer and let in the twenty-five-year-old young woman Pamela had met the day before at the sex shop. Behind her stood her boyfriend: a man in his twenties, distinguished-looking and visibly uneasy, glancing around the room with a nervous air.

The young woman pushed her boyfriend toward the center of the living room, showing him Fanny, still sprawled on the parquet in her rumpled maid’s uniform, the collar and her clearly reshaped body a testament to her training.

“There,” the young woman said to her boyfriend, her tone firm. “Take a good look at her. This is exactly what you’re going to become too.”

The young man went visibly pale, chilled by the sight of Fanny and by the awareness of the fate awaiting him. Still, overwhelmed by his girlfriend’s authority and by the perverse allure of the setting, he bowed his head and nodded in surrender.

Victoria turned to her slave with a benevolent smile.

“Fanny,” her Mistress said, stroking her belly. “You’re going to have an assistant maid for a while... Are you happy?”

Fanny, her eyes shining with a new, perverse awareness, slowly rose up off the floor. A sweet, welcoming smile spread across her face. She walked over to the young man and gently took his hand in hers.

“Come with me to the bathroom,” she told him, her voice soft and reassuring. “I’ll help you get hair-free.”


BOOK 7

A Sissy in the Torture Chamber


7.1


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.”


7.2


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.


7.3


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.”


7.4


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.


7.5


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.


7.6


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.”


7.7


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.”
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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.
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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.”
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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.


BOOK 8

The Sissy’s Son


8.1


The Contractions 

At six-twenty in the morning, Fanny was polishing the kitchen faucet. The flared little skirt rustled with every movement, and the white apron pulled across her chest more than usual. For three weeks now, Elena’s exotic herbal pills had been doing their work, and Fanny studied her reflection in the chrome of the faucet with a mix of pride and fright. A generous C cup by now. The lace of the uniform wasn’t enough to hold it all anymore.

A scream came from the bedroom.

“Fanny! Get in here, right now!”

Fanny dropped the sponge and ran, her heels clicking on the hardwood and her breasts bouncing with every step. Victoria was sitting on the bed, the sheet soaked, one hand on her belly and the look of someone who can’t decide whether to get angry or laugh.

“My water broke,” she announced. “I woke up swimming.”

“The baby!” Fanny brought her hands to her mouth. “Should I call an ambulance? Call the doctor? Call...”

“Easy, little slut. The contractions are ten minutes apart, we have time.” Victoria shoved a pillow behind her back. “Better yet, call Kolo. With those arms he’ll lift me like a feather and have us downstairs in two seconds.”

Fanny lowered her eyes and twisted her hands in her apron.

“Mistress... Kolo isn’t here.”

“He must be in the bathroom.”

“He’s gone, Mistress. He left on Thursday. I left you a note on the nightstand, remember?”

Victoria frowned. “That one? I crumpled it up and threw it in the trash. I thought it was a joke in terrible taste. Run away? My Kolo? And with whom, may I ask?”

“With Mrs. Bellani from the fifth floor. The one with the mink robe and the three poodles.” Fanny took a breath. “She offered him a job as a driver, room and board, and a villa in Florida. In the note he thanks you for your hospitality and says he learned a great deal from you.”

“He learned a great deal,” Victoria repeated, spelling out every syllable. “For free, of course. I offer him a place in my bed and he chooses a driver’s license. Six feet ten of ingratitude!”

“Maybe Mrs. Bellani pays better, Mistress.”

“Pays better! Mrs. Bellani is seventy-six and has a titanium hip. What would she do with that boy?” Victoria narrowed her eyes. “Don’t answer, I know perfectly well what she’ll do with him. Poor Kolo, in two months he’ll be a ghost in a uniform.”

A grimace crossed her face. She grabbed the sheet with both hands and breathed deeply, sweat on her forehead, until the contraction faded on its own.

“Four and a half minutes,” she hissed, looking at the clock. “Shorter, but closer together. All right, change of plan. You’re driving.”

“Me?”

“Who else, old Mrs. Bellani? But you can’t take me to the hospital dressed like that.” Victoria looked her up and down, lingering on the stretched little apron. “Miniskirt, fishnets and a rack like that. The whole parking lot would stare at us. Fanny, it’s time. Julian is coming back.”

“Julian? Now?”

“Now. You have fifteen minutes. Pants, shirt, men’s shoes. And hide those two things, if you can.”

Fanny ran into the walk-in closet. The plastic covers around the men’s clothes rustled like dry leaves. The khaki chinos, which had already been a snug fit last time, now just had to close: her hips had gained two sizes since then. Fanny pulled, held her breath, hopped on one foot, and the zipper went up with a sinister whine.

Then came the light blue shirt. The fabric stopped halfway across her chest and Fanny started buttoning patiently, one button after another, until the middle one refused to cooperate. The cloth gaped open in a diamond over her cleavage, showing the lace of her bra.

“Well?” Victoria shouted from the bedroom. “Are we ready?”

“Mistress, the shirt won’t close!”

“Come here and let me see.”

Fanny came out with small, unsteady steps, her arms crossed over her chest. Without the lift of her heels, her ankles wobbled and the brown lace-ups looked like two boats.

Victoria burst out laughing so hard she had to hold her belly.

“Ow, ow, don’t make me laugh, the baby’s going to fall out. Take your arms away, let me see. Heavens, you have more bust than most of my girlfriends! You look like an actress in a French comedy who got dressed in a hurry after a wild night.”

“What do I do, Mistress?”

“Put on a sweatshirt.”

“It’s eighty-five degrees out.”

“A jacket, then. The blue one, the one that used to be loose on you.” Victoria wiped away a tear. “And for pity’s sake, lower your voice. If you open your mouth with that soubrette tone, people will think the husband of the woman in labor is a transsexual in crisis.”

Fanny tried to say something in the deepest voice she could manage. A croak came out.

“Good morning, I’m Julian.”

“Worse,” Victoria commented. “You sound like a frog with a cold. Forget it, I’ll do the talking.”

Another contraction folded her in half. Victoria grabbed the headboard and puffed like a locomotive while Fanny, sweaty and anxious, rubbed her back with uncertain hands. When it passed, Victoria let herself fall back onto the pillows with a long sigh and looked at the clock again.

“Four minutes,” she said. “You know what the midwife from the class says? That an orgasm helps relax the muscles and makes labor go faster.”

“The midwife said exactly that, Mistress?”

“In her own words, but that’s the idea.” Victoria spread her legs on the wet sheet, showing the thick black bush made even lusher by the months of pregnancy. “Come on, on your knees. We have time for a quickie.”

“But the hospital...”

“The hospital can wait a moment. A woman can’t be left with all this tension in her body. Move.”

Fanny knelt on the rug, the blue jacket still folded over her arm, in men’s pants and an open shirt, and buried her face between Victoria’s thighs. The smell of juices and warm water filled her nose. Her tongue found its way at once, with the confidence of someone who knows every inch by heart, and began to work slowly, from bottom to top, rhythmic and patient.

“Good girl,” Victoria murmured, her eyes half closed. “Just like that, don’t stop. Higher... there. You’ve gotten really good, you know that? They taught you well.”

Fanny picked up the pace. She felt the Mistress’s thighs tighten against her cheeks, the fingers twisting into her hair and pulling her closer, the breathing growing short and turning into rapid panting. Victoria arched her back, the big belly jolted, and then...

“Ah! Ah... I’m... Fanny, I’m going to...”

A hot, abundant spurt hit Fanny squarely in the face, drenching her chin, her neck, the opening of her shirt and the lace of her bra. In that very instant the contraction sank its claws into Victoria’s belly again, and the orgasm turned into a scream halfway between pleasure and rage.

“Aaaah! Damn that midwife! She told me to relax, not to do two things at once!”

Victoria stayed bent forward for a few seconds, breathing in gasps. Fanny, her face dripping, didn’t dare move. Then the Mistress leaned over and looked down at her, caught between relief and amusement.

“What a show,” she said, and burst out laughing again. “Look at the state of you. You look like you just stepped out of a public shower.”

Fanny looked down and noticed the disaster. The light blue shirt, wet and stuck to her breasts, had become almost transparent: her hard, dark nipples pressed against the fabric like two extra buttons. The lace showed through from one side to the other.

“Mistress, I can’t go out like this.”

“Exactly. Button up the jacket. All the way to the top.”

“But it will still show that...”

“It will show that you’re a very sensitive man, that’s all.” Victoria got up from the bed with a grimace, slipped on a maternity dress and picked up the bag that had been packed for weeks. “Come on, let’s go. If it’s born in the elevator, I’ll make you clean the car with your tongue.”

The drive was an adventure. Fanny drove with flat lace-ups on the pedals, her knees out of line and the jacket buttoned up under her chin, while Victoria, clinging to the handle, shouted directions at every intersection.

“Red! Stop! Heavens, do you have a foot made of stone? And don’t wiggle your hips on the seat, I can see it in the mirror!”

“I’m not wiggling, Mistress, it’s the seat that...”

“The seat doesn’t do anything. You’re the one who picked up these habits. Turn here. Not here, right! Ow... another contraction. I’ll tell you when to honk.”

“What should we say at the hospital?”

“That you’re the husband. That you’re emotional. And that you caught a chill in the car.” Victoria gritted her teeth. “If anyone looks at your chest, you look at the floor and say it’s a hormonal thing.”

“It is a hormonal thing, Mistress.”

“Then you’re not even lying.”

The hospital parking lot was crowded first thing in the morning, with nurses on smoke breaks and ambulances. Fanny braked an inch from a pillar, helped Victoria out and supported her to the entrance with an arm behind her back. The automatic doors opened with a hiss.

Behind the admissions desk sat a nurse in her forties, glasses on the tip of her nose and a name tag: Debra. She looked up from the computer and saw Victoria bent double, clinging to Fanny’s arm.

“Water broken?”

“Five-forty,” Victoria answered breathlessly. “Contractions every four minutes. First baby. Dr. Hall is following me.”

“Very good, I’ll get a wheelchair right away.” Debra tapped a few keys, then looked at Fanny and narrowed her eyes. “And you are?”

“The husband,” Victoria answered for her, while Fanny desperately tried to make her voice lower. “Ex-husband. I mean, the husband on paper. The official daddy.”

The nurse moved her gaze from Fanny’s smooth, beardless face to the blue jacket buttoned up to the neck, then, almost imperceptibly, lower, to where the fabric pulled suspiciously across the chest. A dark stain still showed at the edge of the collar.

“Ah,” said Debra, with professional calm. “The daddy.”

“I’m very emotional,” Fanny squeaked.

“I can tell, sweetheart. It happens a lot.” The nurse cleared her throat and turned to a colleague passing by with a chart. “Carol, come take a look at this daddy. His shirt is wet, maybe he lost some fluids in the waiting room.”

“Fluids, yes,” Victoria confirmed, as two orderlies arrived with the wheelchair. “He started losing them in the car, from the stress. Don’t mind it, he’s a very sensitive man. He’s already nursing out of solidarity.”

Carol stifled a laugh behind the chart. Debra didn’t bat an eye, but the corners of her eyes crinkled in an eloquent wrinkle.

“All right, Daddy,” she finally said, handing Fanny a form and a pen. “In the meantime, fill in these details. First name, last name, relationship. And please, sit down before your legs give out.”

Fanny took the pen with trembling fingers. Behind her, as the wheelchair rolled away down the corridor, Victoria’s voice bounced off the white walls.

“Fanny! Julian! Sweetheart! Remember his name will be Edgar, Karim decided! And don’t forget to write that you’re the father!”

Fanny felt her cheeks burning. In the waiting room, three men with tense faces and a woman holding an ice pack raised their heads and stared at her, with an attention there was no escaping.

“So, sir...” Debra resumed, her pen poised. “Father’s last name?”

Fanny swallowed and wrote. Meanwhile, among the papers and the stares, she felt the lace of her bra rub against the wet fabric, and a small, shameful jolt rose from her lower belly until it turned into a warm, silent drop that ran down her thigh, inside the chino pants.


8.2


Thanking Dr. Hall 

The labor had lasted eleven hours and forty minutes, and Fanny could have sworn she had lived every second of it with her hand being crushed. She had held Victoria’s hand, wiped Victoria’s forehead, endured Victoria’s insults, among them “nothing,” “wimp,” “spineless worm,” and a memorable “if you don’t give me water I’ll make you eat the IV.” In the end, at twelve past three in the afternoon, a vigorous cry had rung out in the delivery room, and a nurse had laid a dark, screaming little bundle on Victoria’s chest.

“Edgar,” Victoria had whispered, her eyes full of tears. “Look how beautiful he is. Look at that head. It’s Karim, all Karim.”

She was right. The little one already had black curly hair, straight eyebrows and the face of a tiny tribal chief who had no intention of arguing with anyone. In the delivery room, the midwife had looked at the baby, then at Fanny’s fair, smooth face, then at the baby again, without saying a word. Dr. Hall had coughed to hide a laugh.

At six in the evening, Victoria was in the private room on the third floor, with its cream-colored walls and a window open onto the parking lot, propped against a pile of pillows. The hospital gown hung open to her waist and Edgar was nursing energetically at one enormous breast.

Fanny, sitting on a plastic chair with the blue jacket still buttoned up to her neck, couldn’t tear her eyes away.

The milk had come in that afternoon and had turned Victoria into something mythological. Her breasts, already generous, were swollen, heavy, taut as ripe fruit, the skin shiny and crossed with bluish veins. The areola, as big as the palm of a hand, had turned a dark, velvety brown. A thread of milk trickled from the free nipple down onto the sheet, and every so often Victoria wiped it with a corner of cloth, without the slightest embarrassment.

“Stop staring at me like a bitch in front of a steak,” she said without turning around.

“Sorry, Mistress.” Fanny lowered her eyes, then raised them again almost at once. “It’s just that you’re so beautiful. And they’re so...”

“Big.”

“Yes.”

“I know.” Victoria smiled with a satisfied air, adjusting Edgar’s little head. “They’re two watermelons, aren’t they? The pump has already pulled out a quarter of a liter, and I’m only getting started. They hurt, you know? They pull in every direction. But at least they’re good for something. Unlike what you’ve got.”

Fanny bit her lip. Under the chino pants, inside the little cage, something was stirring with useless force. The breasts Elena’s pills had given her seemed tiny in front of that monument, and the awareness of it produced in her an unbearable mix of envy and desire. She wanted to kneel, move closer, bury her face in that warm softness that smelled of milk and skin.

Edgar let go of the nipple with a little pop, burp included, and Victoria lifted him with satisfaction.

“Good boy, my little man. He’s already filled up. Come here, Fanny, hold him a moment. I need to fix myself up.”

“Me?”

“You, you. You’re the father, aren’t you? Take him, he won’t break.”

Fanny stood, her arms trembling. Victoria laid the bundle in her arms with an expert movement. For two seconds Edgar lay still, eyes open, gravely staring at that unfamiliar face. Then his mouth gaped, his face turned purple and a fire-alarm shriek came out of his throat.

“Ah! No, no, easy, shh, shh, sweetheart...” Fanny began to rock him and hum in a shrill voice. The wail went up half a tone. “What did I do? I’m holding him right, aren’t I? I’m not squeezing him?”

“You’re holding him perfectly,” Victoria commented with a smirk. “He’s the one with an odd temperament. Evidently he doesn’t like you.”

The door opened at that very moment. In the doorway appeared a tall man of about forty-five, his broad shoulders straining the white coat, his graying hair cut short and the tanned face of a golf player. His light eyes took in the scene with quiet amusement.

“Am I disturbing?” he asked. “I heard an alarm from the ground floor.”

“Dr. Hall!” Victoria burst out laughing and stretched out her arms. “Come in, come in. Save this poor parent.”

Dr. Hall crossed the room in two strides and took Edgar from Fanny’s arms with disarming ease. The baby went quiet instantly, as if someone had turned off a switch. A hiccup, then a sigh, and his head sank onto the doctor’s shoulder.

“See?” said Victoria. “He’s good with everybody except this one.”

“Newborns pick up on tension,” Hall explained diplomatically, swaying gently. “And Daddy seems a little agitated.”

“Very agitated.” Victoria rearranged her pillows and gave Fanny a smile loaded with intentions. “Fanny, this is Brad. Dr. Brad Hall. Isn’t he handsome? He was so kind during the delivery. So patient, even when I screamed that you were spineless. You should thank him, don’t you think?”

Fanny felt her heart leap. Her eyes ran from the doctor’s face to his shoulders, to the big hands holding Edgar with an almost comical delicacy, then lower, toward the belt of the white coat. She swallowed.

“Thank you, Dr. Hall,” she murmured.

“Not like that, rude girl!” Victoria slapped the mattress with theatrical sternness. “What manners are those? That’s how you thank a hotel doorman. A man who helped bring my son into the world gets thanked on your knees. Kneel.”

“Mistress, here? In the hospital?”

“The doctor is a man of the world and has half an hour before his evening rounds. Kneel, Fanny.”

Brad Hall set Edgar in the clear bassinet beside the bed, tucked the blanket around him and only then turned around, hands in his pockets, with a slow smile that hid nothing.

“I wouldn’t want to force anyone,” he said in an amused tone. “But for what it’s worth, during the delivery I had plenty of time to observe. That daddy has a very promising mouth.”

Victoria laughed heartily. Brad turned the key in the lock, unhurried, then went back to lean against the windowsill. Fanny slid down onto the linoleum floor, her knees bending on their own, and found herself in front of the doctor’s zipper, an inch from her nose.

“Hands behind your back,” Victoria ordered. “You thank with your mouth, those are a lady’s manners. Brad, please, make yourself comfortable.”

Brad leaned on the edge of the sill and lowered the zipper with a slow gesture. The white coat fell open over his light twill pants, and when his cock sprang free, already halfway between rest and challenge, Fanny felt her mouth go dry and her tiny sex thrash in useless desperation inside the little cage. It wasn’t huge like Karim’s or Kolo’s, but it was smooth, thick, well proportioned, and it smelled of operating-room soap and male.

“Please,” said Brad with ironic courtesy. “Take your time.”

Fanny leaned forward and took the tip in her mouth, her hands clasped tight behind her back as she had been ordered. The doctor flinched, then blew out his breath in a long, satisfied “ah.”

“Good,” Victoria commented from the bed, as one hand stroked her swollen breast and a trickle of milk ran down her side. “See, Brad? She’s very well trained. My husband was a little slow on the uptake, but in oral sex he graduated with honors.”

“An excellent student,” Brad confirmed, sinking his fingers into Fanny’s hair and pushing calmly, inch by inch. “Look how she works her tongue. Underneath, there, very good. I’d advise you not to close your eyes, I like to watch.”

Fanny looked up, her eyelids heavy, tears of effort at the corners of her eyes. The doctor watched her with a calm, almost clinical expression, as if he were following a routine procedure. That calm was enough to send the shame rising to her throat. A clear thread slid from the little cage and stained the linoleum, and Victoria, who missed nothing, burst into a triumphant laugh.

“Look! She’s dripping! Doctor, do you see? I told you she was a broken faucet. You don’t even have to touch her, one real man is enough and she gets wet like a gutter.”

“Interesting,” said Brad, speeding up the rhythm with his hand on the back of Fanny’s neck. “A perfectly healthy involuntary reaction. I think she’s ready to receive her complete thank-you.”

“You’ll take it in your mouth, pretty,” Victoria announced. “Not a drop outside. Or you’ll clean the floor too.”

The thrusts grew deeper. Fanny felt the tip touch the back of her throat, the tears running down, the wet, obscene sound echoing in the little cream-colored room. Brad breathed hard, his jaw clenched, his hand gripping her hair tighter and tighter. Then, with a deep groan, he stiffened and poured out a hot, abundant stream, which Fanny swallowed gulp after gulp, letting nothing escape, until the last spasm died away.

She stayed there, on her knees, with swollen, shiny lips, carefully licking the cock as it slowly went soft, until it was completely clean.

“Good girl,” said Brad, giving her cheek a light pat and calmly fastening himself up. “That seems like a very respectable training. Mrs. Victoria, I’ll make sure to note this talent in the chart: ‘cooperative father.’”

“Note it, note it,” Victoria laughed. “But now, Doctor, there’s another matter that worries me. Look here.”

She sat up on the pillows and pointed at her left breast, still free, jutting out of the gown with the nipple taut and glossy with milk. The other, still damp, swelled with every breath.

“Edgar only takes from one, the left one is a brick. It hurts. The midwife says it needs to be emptied to avoid engorgement. But I don’t want to see that pump anymore, it makes me feel like a cow.”

“That’s a common solution,” said Brad, serious. “The pump can be replaced by...”

“By her, Fanny.” Victoria pointed her finger at the floor. “Come here, good girl. You’re already on your knees anyway. Suck, but gently, and don’t waste anything. Drink it all.”

Fanny hoisted herself onto the edge of the bed, her heart pounding. She had dreamed of this moment ever since Victoria, in the living room, had lifted her shirt to show her grown breasts. She bent down, her lips a breath from the hard nipple, and a sweet, warm smell of milk clouded her mind.

Then she closed her lips around the nipple and sucked.

The first stream came right away: lukewarm, slightly sugary, almost velvety. Fanny moaned, her eyes closing. The second was even more generous. Victoria let her head fall back with a sigh of relief, her hand stroking Fanny’s hair.

“There, like that, now I can breathe,” she murmured. “Doctor, do you see? That’s a true example of parental cooperation. Forget the pump.”

“Admirable,” Brad replied, while signing something on the chart and watching the scene with a grimace of amused disbelief. “They don’t teach this in prenatal classes. I’ll have to write it in the manual.”

Fanny didn’t even hear him. She sucked, swallowed, and the milk ran down her throat, while under her pants her tiny imprisoned sex dripped with every sip, in total surrender. Victoria’s breast, warm and heavy against her cheek, made her feel tiny and happy. When the flow slowed, Victoria pushed her away with a tap on the forehead.

“That’s enough. Edgar will take care of the other one next round. Wipe yourself, you greedy thing, your face is a mess.”

Fanny wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, embarrassed and beaming. The blue jacket had slid to one side and the lace of her bra showed through the still-damp shirt. Brad gave her a long, puzzled look, and for an instant seemed on the verge of saying something cruel.

“I’ll stop by tomorrow for a checkup,” he said instead, turning the key in the lock. “All three of you. And, Mr. Julian, a piece of medical advice: always keep a handkerchief in your pocket.”

When the door closed again, Victoria burst into a laugh so thunderous that in the bassinet Edgar startled, opened his eyes and shut them again at once, with an air of great disapproval.

“Did you see?” said Victoria, wiping away tears. “Even he understood you’re a hopeless case. Come on, pull yourself together. The first visitors arrive in ten minutes. And please, button your jacket.”

On the nightstand the phone vibrated. Victoria read the screen, raised an eyebrow and a slow smile stretched her lips.

“Elena,” she announced. “She heard about Edgar. Tomorrow night she’s coming to see us, with Pamela. She writes that she’s bringing a special gift.”

“For Edgar, Mistress?”

“A little outfit for Edgar, I imagine. The special gift is for you.” Victoria set down the phone and looked her up and down, with a mischievous calm. “She says it’s time to talk about those two useless little balls you drag around. What do you think, Fanny? Useless, aren’t they?”

Fanny opened her mouth and closed it again. From the bassinet, in the silence, rose a small newborn snort.

“I don’t know, Mistress,” she managed to say.

“You don’t know.” Victoria let herself sink into the pillows with a smirk. “We’ll see. In the meantime, pull yourself together.”

Fanny stood up, her pants wet, her chest throbbing, her lips still tasting of milk and something else. She cast a glance at the bassinet, where little Edgar slept clenching his fists, the spitting image of his father, and felt a tender, shameful sense of belonging growing inside her.

“Yes, Mistress,” she whispered.


8.3


Elena’s Gift 

The next day, at seven in the evening, the private room on the third floor looked like a family living room. Victoria sat on the bed, her black hair loose on her shoulders and a red satin maternity dress showing off her swollen breasts. In an armchair by the window, Elena held Edgar in her arms with the assurance of someone who had done it for years, her back straight and her legs crossed in dark stockings. The baby slept blissfully, one fist pressed against his cheek.

Pamela, standing beside the bassinet in combat boots, a leather skirt and studs, studied the newborn with her arms crossed and an expression of icy suspicion.

“It’s a male,” she pronounced.

“It’s a baby,” Elena corrected her without looking up. “He becomes a male later, at a certain age, if we don’t teach him properly.”

“Ah, then there’s still hope.” Pamela stretched out a finger and brushed the tiny hand. Edgar let out a satisfied sigh without waking. “Look, he’s behaving. He behaves with me.”

“He behaves with everyone except one person,” said Victoria. “But now I have a surprise for you. Fanny! Come in here, we have company.”

The bathroom door opened and Fanny came out with short steps, in flat lace-ups and the khaki chinos hugging her hips, the blue jacket buttoned to her neck. In her hand she held a little bottle of water for the Mistress. She hadn’t even caught her breath when Pamela spun around and stood staring at her, eyes wide.

“Is that a breast?”

“You noticed too?” said Elena, pleased. “My herbal extracts work much better than we expected. Fanny, take off the jacket.”

Fanny set the bottle on the nightstand. Her fingers trembled as she slid the buttons: one, two, three. The jacket slipped to the floor. Underneath, the light blue shirt, by now stretched tight as a drum, gaped over a deep cleavage and the pink lace of her bra. Elena made an impatient gesture.

“Everything. Show us.”

Fanny took off the shirt, unhooked the bra and let it fall. Her breasts appeared in all their fullness: big, round, firm, with smooth, taut skin and two wide, dark areolas, the nipples hard and jutting. Pamela stepped closer, as if hypnotized, and took one of the breasts in her hand, weighing it.

“They’re real,” she said, with a touch of amazement. “But they’re heavy. Look at this stuff.” She squeezed the nipple between thumb and forefinger, and Fanny moaned, arching her back. “And they’re sensitive. Elena, I love this so much.”

“I knew you would.”

“I want to put two studs in her right now,” Pamela announced, her eyes shining. “Two piercings, one per nipple, nice and thick, with steel balls. I have the needles in my bag and the disinfectant. Five minutes, no more.”

“Yes!” Victoria clapped her hands, thrilled. “Fantastic! Do it, do it right now, I want to see her swollen and pierced before...” She stopped and burst out laughing. “Kidding! I was kidding, Pamela, don’t look at me like that. In the hospital? Those have to be done slowly, with the whole ritual, with the skin disinfected and Fanny not allowed to faint on the floor. Instead...” She looked around. “Two clips, yes, those. Just to get a taste.”

“I don’t have clips,” said Pamela. She rummaged in the leather bag slung across her shoulder and pulled out a canvas pouch. “I have these. Metal alligators, the kind for car batteries. They have teeth, but I filed them down a little. We could try with those.”

“Perfect,” Victoria declared with satisfaction. “Perfect for Fanny.”

Fanny looked at the little steel jaws, with their sturdy springs and serrated teeth, and felt her knees give way. She opened her mouth to beg, closed it again. After a gulp of air she said only: “Yes, Mistress.”

“Good girl, hold still.” Pamela took her left nipple, stretched it with two fingers and slipped it between the jaws. The bite snapped shut. Fanny held back a scream and clenched her teeth, tears rising in her eyes, while a sharp, burning pain climbed from her chest to her throat. “The right one.”

A second snap. Fanny let out a thin, stifled yelp and bent forward with her hands on her knees. Elena, from the armchair, watched with approval without ever stopping the rocking of the baby.

“Excellent,” she commented. “Look at that lovely flush.”

“There are four left over,” said Pamela, lifting the pouch with a thoughtful air and looking Fanny up and down. Her gaze traveled down her abdomen, to the belt, to the crotch of the pants. “Victoria, I could put a couple in another place. I see those useless little balls are still there, and since we’ll be taking them off soon...”

“You say we’ll take them off,” Victoria replied with a smirk. “I haven’t decided yet, have I, Fanny?”

“No, Mistress,” Fanny murmured.

“Anyway, it’s not a bad idea. All right, on the balls, but only on the edges of the outer sac, on the skin. No raw flesh, I don’t want my merchandise damaged.”

“Only the edges?” Pamela seemed disappointed. “I was thinking of hanging them seriously.”

“The edges,” Victoria repeated. “That’s enough for today. Tomorrow we’ll see.”

“Better than nothing.” Pamela shrugged. “Pants down, sissy.”

Fanny unfastened her belt, lowered the chinos and her underwear and stood naked from the waist down. In the little steel cage her tiny sex looked even more ridiculous next to the two alligators biting her chest. Pamela bent down, with an almost tender patience. She pinched a fold of skin on the edge of the sac, stretched it, and the metal snapped. Fanny hissed. Three more bites, two on each side, in symmetry, with the precision of a craftswoman.

Fanny stayed motionless, her hands clenched in fists, her legs apart, her cheeks wet with silent tears. The pain pulsed in waves, but under the pain, and this shamed her more than anything, an electric jolt of pleasure rose from her lower belly and a clear thread ran from the little cage to the floor.

“Look how she drips,” Elena observed with amusement. “You’re so predictable.”

“Now my gift,” Elena announced, passing Edgar to Pamela, who took him with an awkward and surprisingly gentle gesture. The baby didn’t even protest. Elena pulled a package wrapped in silver paper with a red bow from a paper bag. “I had a friend with a silicone factory make it. Special size, off-catalog. One of a kind.”

She tore off the paper. From the box emerged a black, glossy plug of monstrous size: the base as wide as the palm of a hand, the shaft swelling into a bulb as thick as a beer can, with a rounded tip and a suction cup at the base. Victoria’s eyes went wide.

“That’s a weapon!” she exclaimed. “Elena, have you lost your mind? That’s not a toy, it’s a torpedo!”

“I asked him to use your Karim as a reference, with a few inches of margin.” Elena weighed it in her hands with a professional air. “It’s to bring Fanny back to her proper width. After everything she’s been through, the situation calls for radical measures.”

Fanny looked at the object, her throat dry. Her legs began to shake uncontrollably.

“Mistress... I can’t,” she whispered. “It won’t fit, it’ll split me in two.”

“Of course it will fit,” said Victoria, in the sweet voice of a reassuring mother. “She’s taken everything already, these months. Come on, get on all fours at the edge of the bed. Pamela, help Elena.”

Fanny climbed onto the edge of the mattress, the alligators dangling from her chest and her sac with every movement, and got on her hands and knees, her rear in the air, her cheeks pressed to the sheet. Elena opened a tube and spread a generous amount of lube on the bulb and between her buttocks. Then she set the tip and pushed.

Nothing. Fanny moaned, her fingers clutching the sheets. Elena pushed again, harder, and Fanny felt a monstrous pressure, a wall of flesh holding out. Pamela, having put Edgar back in the bassinet, joined the effort and set her hands on the base, pressing with all her weight.

“Relax, you sow!” she growled. “Open that ass!”

“I’m trying!” Fanny sobbed. “I can’t!”

“It’s too wide,” said Elena, panting, a lock of hair escaped from her barrette. “It needs a male push. Real strength.”

Victoria smiled, reached out and pressed the call button on the bed rail. A few minutes later the door opened and a nurse in his thirties appeared, six foot three, with broad shoulders filling out his green scrubs and coffee-colored skin. The badge on his chest said Dwayne.

“You called, ma’am? Do you need something?”

“Yes, Dwayne,” Victoria answered in a calm voice. “A hand. I need a strong man, but with a gentle touch.”

The nurse came in, closed the door and swept a look around the room: three women, a newborn, and a naked figure on all fours on the bed, with two alligator clips biting her chest and four her sac, and a nightmare of a plug stuck in a third of the way. He didn’t bat an eye.

“I see,” he said only, in a professional tone. “An insertion problem.”

“My husband,” Victoria explained graciously. “A re-education treatment. If you can lend us a hand, of course.”

“I wouldn’t want to cause any damage, ma’am.”

“You won’t. You have the right hands, anyone can tell.”

Dwayne washed his hands with gel from the dispenser on the wall, then approached the bed. Calmly, he took the plug by the bulb, turned it to check the angle, added more lube with two fingers and set a hand on Fanny’s hip.

“Breathe, miss. Nice and slow. When you feel the pressure, blow the air out like you’re blowing out a candle. There. Good. Again.”

Fanny blew. The bulb pushed, and this time the pressure turned into a deep, liquid pain, as if something inside her was being forced open. He rotated the plug a half turn, pulled back a little, pushed again. Fanny cried out, muffling the sound against the sheet, as Elena and Pamela held her by the shoulders.

“We’re almost there. One more breath. Now I push.”

One last thrust. With an obscene, liquid sucking sound, the bulb slid in all at once and the base planted itself against her buttocks. Fanny collapsed on the bed, shaken by sobs, her legs trembling and her breath short.

“Done,” said Dwayne, with a gentle smile. “Great job, miss. You did very well.”

“Of course she did well,” Victoria confirmed. “Fanny, did you hear? Dwayne was so sweet. Don’t you have something to say to him?”

Fanny lifted her face, wet with tears and sweat. With an effort she slid off the bed, and knelt in front of the nurse with the plug planted in her backside and the alligators swinging.

“Thank you, Mr. Dwayne,” she murmured. “May I... thank you properly?”

“Properly,” he repeated, amused, and calmly lowered the zipper of his scrub pants.

His cock was long, dark, already vigorous. Fanny took it in her mouth with trembling lips and started to suck, slow, clumsy, her chest jolting with every movement and the pain mixing with the taste of salt and soap. Dwayne sighed, set a hand on the back of her head and guided her with a steady, unhurried rhythm.

“Really good,” he commented. “Much better than I expected. Mrs. Victoria, can I ask you something?”

“Go ahead, Dwayne.”

“Can I try her from behind too? Since the stopper’s already in there, it would be a waste.”

“Of course, please!” Victoria laughed. “The girls will take it out. Elena, Pamela.”

The task was almost harder than the insertion. Elena grabbed the base and pulled, Pamela lent a hand, Fanny screamed with tears running down her chin, and the plug came out with a wet, obscene sound, leaving her gaping, red, glistening with lube. Dwayne, without wasting time, bent her over the edge of the bed, grabbed her hips and entered her in a single stroke. He met no resistance.

“Ah, what a marvel,” he murmured. “Wide, but warm. Just like they told me about certain wives.”

He began to move with long, steady strokes, his hands gripping Fanny’s hips as she moaned uncontrollably, pushed back and forth on the mattress. The alligators slapped against her skin with every thrust, and every jolt sent a flash of pain through her, but from her lower belly rose a blind, immense pleasure that made her pant and tremble. From the little cage the liquid ran in streams, soaking the sheet.

“There she goes,” said Victoria from the pillow, smiling with her arms crossed over her breasts. “Look at her melt. What a show.”

Dwayne sped up. After a few minutes he stiffened and with a deep groan emptied himself inside Fanny, in long, warm pulses, and stayed still for a few moments, savoring the last jolt. Then he pulled out with a quick movement, grabbed the plug from the nightstand, lubed it with a quick swipe and pushed it back in with a decisive thrust, before anything could come out.

“That way nothing gets wasted,” he explained, fastening his pants. “That’s exactly what the stopper is for.”

Victoria burst out laughing, and Elena and Pamela joined her. In the bassinet, Edgar, awakened by the racket, opened his black eyes and stared at the room with an expression of profound disapproval.

“Thank you, Dwayne,” said Victoria, wiping away tears. “Truly. If Dr. Hall asks you anything, just say it was an emergency procedure.”

“Always at your disposal, ma’am.” The nurse picked up the chart from the nightstand, cast a last look at Fanny, who lay on the bed with her backside raised and her face in the sheet, and left with a nod.

When the door closed, Pamela leaned over the bed and brushed one of the alligators on Fanny’s chest with a finger.

“We take these off at midnight,” she announced. “It hurts like hell when the blood comes back. I want to be there.”

“Excellent idea,” Elena approved.

Victoria leaned over and stroked Fanny’s sweaty hair, with a smile that promised nothing good.

“Tomorrow we’re taking you home,” she whispered. “So I can teach you to walk with this.”


8.4


Home and Crib 

The return home was a logistical feat. Victoria left the hospital the next day, in a wheelchair as far as the door and then on foot, with Edgar in the baby carrier and the air of a queen on an official visit. Fanny trailed behind with three bags, the car seat, a bouquet of flowers and the plug still firmly planted. Every step was torture. When they reached the elevator, Victoria turned with a smile.

“How do you walk, Fanny?”

“With short steps, Mistress. Knees together and hips still.”

“And if someone looks at you?”

“I smile and act like nothing’s wrong.”

“Good girl. You look like a penguin in crisis, but at least you don’t drop anything.”

Elena and Pamela were waiting in the entrance hall of the apartment, already in domestic mode: Elena in a gray suit, with a pen and a bound notebook, Pamela in combat boots, leather pants and a whip coiled at her belt like a cowboy of the worst sort. At their feet, two enormous suitcases.

“We’ve arrived,” Elena announced. “For the convalescence, of course. Victoria needs rest and Fanny needs serious supervision.”

“I’ll get the guest room ready for you,” said Fanny, out of breath.

“We already got the room ready ourselves. You get undressed.” Pamela snatched the bags from her hands and let them drop to the floor. “This man’s stuff makes me sick. Take it all off, here, in front of the elevator.”

“But the neighbors...”

“Let them look,” Victoria cut in, laughing. “Heavens, Fanny, it’s obvious you’ve never done anything like this. Come on, strip.”

Fanny took off her shirt, her pants and her shoes. Naked on the doorstep, her arms crossed over her chest and the plug sticking out between her buttocks, she heard a neighbor’s footsteps on the stairs and for an instant stopped, holding her breath. Pamela slapped her on the behind.

“Inside, quick. Your uniform is on the bed.”

The uniform was new. A flared black skirt, a little white apron, and a neckline that Elena had altered with scissors: two round cuts in the front, perfect for letting the bare breasts out. Fanny, in front of the hallway mirror, saw her white udders jutting out of the black fabric, the nipples still marked by the alligator bites.

“Perfect,” Elena commented, pulling out a tailor’s tape. “Stand still. I need to measure.”

She ran the tape around the ribcage, then under, then over, and wrote in the notebook with the silver pen, murmuring figures. “Four inches more in three weeks. The dosage is right. We double the pills starting tomorrow.”

“Double?” Fanny stammered.

“And you take them with lukewarm water, after meals, in front of me. So you can’t cheat.”

Victoria burst out laughing, little Edgar jolting against her chest. “Look at her, Elena. She’s turning into a show cow. If she keeps this up I’ll take off her cage and bring her to the livestock fair.”

“I’ll take off something else too,” Pamela grumbled, and her tone left no doubt.

The first hours at home were scheduled chaos. Elena drafted a twelve-point set of rules and hung it on the refrigerator with a heart-shaped magnet. The first read: “Fanny does not sit unless authorized.” The second: “Fanny addresses everyone on her knees.” The third: “Every cry from Edgar attributable to Fanny will be punished.” The last, written in red, said simply: “Fanny gives thanks.”

“Thanks for what?” Fanny asked in a thin voice, reading.

“For the rules,” Pamela answered, and landed a lash of the whip on her side. “Go on.”

“Thank you, Mrs. Pamela.”

“Miss Pain. And repeat.”

“Thank you, Miss Pain.”

Victoria, on the couch with her feet on the ottoman, laughed until she cried. “I haven’t had this much fun since the auction. Elena, who taught you to write rules? You sound like a tax inspector.”

“It’s a natural gift,” Elena replied, unruffled, closing her notebook.

Around eleven at night, Edgar began to cry. A thin, insistent cry that rose in pitch with each wail. Victoria took him from the bassinet, latched him to her breast and the crying stopped after two seconds. Edgar sucked with an almost comical seriousness, his black eyes fixed on the ceiling.

“There,” said Victoria. “Now let’s pass him to Elena.”

Elena, in a silk robe, took the baby with enviable confidence. She rocked him, whispered something to him, and Edgar stayed as good as a lamb. Then it was Pamela’s turn, who took him with the clumsiness of someone who hates men but seems to be making an exception, and the newborn grabbed one of her fingers and smiled in his sleep.

“Now Fanny,” said Victoria, with a smirk.

“No, Mistress, please,” Fanny protested, hands clasped. “With me he screams.”

“Exactly. It’s a scientific experiment. Take him.”

Fanny took the baby as if he were a bomb. Edgar opened his eyes wide, looked at her for a long second, then opened his mouth and let out a shriek that made the windows rattle.

“What’s happening?” asked Fanny, panicking. “Did I hurt him? Am I holding him wrong?”

“You’re holding him perfectly,” said Elena, imperturbable. “He’s the one who finds you unbearable. A baby doesn’t lie.”

“Five strokes,” Pamela announced, unhooking the whip. “Rule number three.”

“But I haven’t...”

“Kneel. With the baby in your arms.”

Fanny obeyed. Bent forward, with Edgar screaming at the top of his lungs against her bare chest and the plug pressing with every movement, she received five strokes on her buttocks, one after another, sharp and precise. With each stroke she let out a moan and the baby answered with a higher shriek. In the end, Pamela took Edgar from her arms and passed him to Elena, who calmed him in a second.

“See?” said Victoria, wiping away tears. “You’re the only person in the world capable of making my son cry. And of taking a beating for it. A record.”

“A talent,” Elena agreed.

Around one in the morning, after the fourth shriek and twenty accumulated strokes, Fanny dragged herself into the kitchen with her backside on fire to prepare the spare bottle. Pamela came in behind her, her robe open over her bare legs and a crooked smile.

“Tell me something. You have the cage and the plug, but in all this time I haven’t seen a single drop of milk from those lovely breasts.”

“I don’t have any, Miss Pain,” Fanny murmured.

“You don’t have any yet. Elena told me the exotic herbs can stimulate production. We have to train you.”

She opened a drawer and took out an electric breast pump, with two clear plastic cups and a flexible tube. Fanny looked at it in horror.

“But Miss Pain, I don’t...”

“Sit. No, not on the edge, on the floor. On your knees.” Pamela fitted the two cups onto her breasts and pressed the switch. The little motor started with a steady hum. Fanny felt a rhythmic, almost unbearable suction, pulling her sensitive nipples into two little mouths of vacuum.

“Ow! Gently!”

“Gently, my foot. Ten minutes, twice a day. If nothing comes out by tomorrow night, I turn up the power.”

A loud laugh came from the kitchen doorway. Victoria, in a nightgown, with Edgar finally asleep in her arms, leaned against the doorframe.

“I was wondering where you two had gone,” she said, and put a hand to her mouth to smother her laughter. “But look at her! She looks like a cow at the dairy. Pamela, please, take a picture.”

“Already did,” said Pamela, showing her phone. “I’m sending it to Elena.”

“And I’m sending it to Karim,” Victoria added. “He’ll be glad to see how we’re doing.”

After ten minutes the hum died. Pamela removed the cups, checked the bottom and twisted her mouth.

“Nothing. Still nothing.”

Fanny, slumped on the floor, her nipples swollen and red, was panting. A clear thread ran from the little cage to the tiles.

“Look,” said Victoria, “she’s dripping from the other end. Wrong faucet.”

“It happens when the instructions get mixed up,” Pamela commented.

The next morning, Elena was waiting for her in the bathroom with a white plastic bag. She opened it with a theatrical gesture and pulled out an adult diaper, size XL, with teddy bears printed on the edge.

“Since you keep dripping, and since the plug doesn’t let you go to the bathroom in peace,” she announced, “from today you’ll wear this. You’ll change it yourself every three hours, and I’ll check.”

“Elena, please...” Fanny’s eyes were full of tears. “I can’t.”

“Of course you can. Bend over.”

Fanny bent over the edge of the tub. Elena slid the diaper between her legs, fastened it with the adhesive tabs on the hips, pulled it snug and gave a pat to the padded behind.

“Perfect. You look like a big doll.”

When Fanny came out of the bathroom, the diaper rustling with every step, she found Victoria sitting at the breakfast table with a cup in her hand. At the sight of Fanny, the Mistress dropped her spoon and burst out laughing, so hard that Edgar, in his seat, opened his eyes and looked at her in bewilderment.

“Heavens, Fanny!” Victoria dried her eyes with her napkin. “You’re adorable. You’re my grown-up baby. If only you had a bonnet.”

“I got a model with a bonnet,” said Elena, triumphant, pulling a pink lace cap from the bag. “You’ll wear it at mealtimes.”

“Hahaha! No, please, you’re killing me!”

All day long, Fanny served breakfast, lunch, tea and the afternoon snack with the cap on her head and the diaper under her skirt. Every three hours Elena escorted her to the bathroom for inspection: she lifted the skirt, opened the tabs, assessed the contents with an expert eye and noted them in the notebook, with the cold attention of a scientist. Pamela, on the other hand, preferred surprise inspections: she appeared in the kitchen, in the hallway, in the guest bathroom, and with a wicked smile slid two fingers under the waistband to check for moisture.

“Too dry,” she said once. “You should drink more. When in doubt, I’ll give you a hand.”

She made her drink a liter and a half of water in twenty minutes.

In the evening, at dinner, Edgar slept in a stroller beside the table and Victoria, a glass of wine in hand, was still laughing at the memory of the bonnet. Fanny, kneeling beside the Mistress’s chair, served the dishes with her breasts bare, the diaper swollen and the plug hammering at her insides with every breath.

“Now let’s talk seriously,” said Elena, setting down her fork. “Victoria, the matter of the little balls.”

“Again?” Victoria smiled. “Don’t you ever get tired?”

“It’s a matter of hygiene and common sense,” said Pamela, sharpening a steak knife with a gesture that was in all likelihood not accidental. “They’re useless. They only get in the way. One clean cut and goodbye problems. Fanny would be freer, sweeter, more docile.”

“Cheaper too,” Elena added. “The pills would work better, without the testicles producing the wrong hormone. A gynecologist friend says so.”

“Ah, a gynecologist friend.” Victoria set down her glass, rested her chin on the palm of her hand and looked at Fanny with a mischievous smile. “And what does she think? Right, Fanny? Useless, aren’t they?”

Fanny raised her eyes and met the Mistress’s gaze. In that moment, with Pamela’s knife gleaming under the light and the cold kiss of the metal still in her memory, a thread of a voice came out of her.

“If... if you wish it, Mistress...”

“I didn’t ask what I wish. I asked: useless, aren’t they?”

“Yes, Mistress.” Her lip trembled. “They’re useless.”

“Good girl.” Victoria turned to Elena with a triumphant smile. “See? She says so herself. But I haven’t decided yet, my dears. Tomorrow, maybe. The day after. Or never.”

“Never?” Pamela nearly choked. “Victoria, this is torture.”

“It’s a game,” Victoria replied, laughing. “The best of all games. Now, Elena, pour me some more wine.”

After dinner, Fanny cleared the table, washed the dishes and cleaned the kitchen with the diaper rustling at every step. At eleven, for the fifth time that day, Pamela strapped the breast pump to her breasts and switched on the motor. This time the hum lasted fifteen minutes, with the power turned up two notches.

Fanny cried, panted, clenched her teeth. But at one point, just as Pamela was about to shut it off, a small white drop appeared at the clear bottom of one of the two cups, almost invisible, and slid slowly down the plastic.

Pamela leaned in to look, incredulous.

“Elena!” she shouted. “Elena, come here! Look at this!”

From the living room came Elena’s hurried steps and the clatter of Victoria’s heels. The three women gathered around Fanny, kneeling on the kitchen floor in her diaper and pink cap with the cups attached to her breasts. Elena took the cup between her fingers, lifted it to the light and smiled like a mother at a first tooth.

“A drop,” she announced. “The first. The herbs work.”

Victoria burst out laughing, so hard she had to lean on the refrigerator.

“Fanny is producing milk! The most useful husband in the world!” She wiped away her tears and pointed her finger at the floor. “Good girl, good girl, my cow. Keep it up, and Edgar will have a spare supply.”


8.5


The Stroller Walk 

“A real man pushes the stroller with one hand,” said Victoria. “With the other he holds his coffee or his phone. You push it with both, hunched over like an old man with a walker.”

“Sorry, Mistress.”

“Here you’re Julian, and you don’t call me Mistress. Repeat.”

“Sorry, Victoria.”

“Better. Straighten your back.”

It was the first outing with Edgar, and the late-morning sun heated the avenue like an oven. Julian wore the khaki chinos and a long-sleeved white shirt, buttoned to the neck and covered by a gray sweater two sizes too big, which Elena had pulled over his head with a sadistic smile. “That hides the cargo,” she had commented. Underneath, his breasts, crushed by an elastic band, cried out against the constriction, and below the pants, between his legs, the swollen diaper rustled with every step while the plug hammered at the pit of his belly.

“You look six months pregnant,” Victoria observed, studying him with a critical eye. “But from the behind.”

“The diaper adds volume.”

“The diaper makes a spectacle. It shows from the back. Walk with your legs a little wider, like a cowboy.”

Julian tried. A waddle came out. Victoria stopped in the middle of the sidewalk, leaning on the stroller, and laughed so loudly that an elderly woman with a shopping bag turned to look at them.

“What a beautiful baby!” the woman exclaimed, coming closer to peek into the stroller. Edgar was sleeping, fists clenched, eyebrows straight. “How many days old?”

“Three,” Victoria answered proudly.

“A marvel. And so dark! Gorgeous. Does he have Daddy’s skin?”

Julian froze. The woman turned toward him with a kind smile.

“Not... not exactly,” he stammered. “He’s... a little more... tanned.”

“It runs in the family,” Victoria cut in, with the most innocent face in the world. “My husband’s maternal grandfather came from Morocco. Though he may not know much about it, right, love?”

“No, I don’t know anything about it.”

“Genes are mysterious,” the old woman concluded, giving Julian a pat on the shoulder. “Congratulations, young man. You have a lovely wife.”

When the woman walked away, Victoria held on to the stroller handle, tears in her eyes.

“The grandfather from Morocco! Where do I come up with these?”

“Victoria, please, people can hear us,” whispered Julian, his voice coming out higher than it should.

“Exactly. Lower that tone, young man.”

At the park, under the pines, the benches were occupied by moms with strollers and dads in sweatpants. Victoria chose the central bench, between two little groups, sat down calmly, uncovered Edgar up to his shoulders and showed him to the world.

“How wonderful!” A blond mom in running shorts came over abruptly. “Oh, but he’s identical to... I mean, look at the hair! And those eyebrows!”

“Identical to his father,” said Victoria, in a silky voice. “Don’t you think?”

The blonde shot a glance at Julian, then at Edgar again, then back at Julian, and the smile froze on her face.

“Oh. Yes. Of course. Identical. I mean... in what sense?”

“In every sense,” said Victoria. “Look at him: look at the mouth, the jaw. The same features. There’s nothing of my husband in him. It’s all Daddy.”

“But your husband is...” The blonde bit her tongue.

“The legal father,” Julian put in, in a thread of a voice. “The father... the father is the most important person, isn’t he? The one who’s there.”

“Of course, of course!” The woman raised her hands. “How silly of me. Congratulations. Really. Sorry.”

She left almost at a run, and Victoria covered her face with her hands, shaken by laughter.

“The father is the one who’s there! Well done! You’re a genius!”

She was about to add something when Edgar, awakened by the noise, opened his eyes and his mouth together. A thin wail, then another, then real crying. Victoria lifted him from the stroller, but the baby squirmed, huffing and kicking, and with a spontaneous gesture she handed him to Julian.

“Hold him a moment, I have to tie my shoe.”

“Victoria, no, he screams with me.”

“Be a daddy.”

Julian took Edgar with the care of a bomb disposal expert. The little one opened his black eyes wide, stared at him with distrust and let out a scream that made the whole bench turn. Two dads looked up from their phones. A grandmother put a hand to her chest.

“Shh, shh, little one, shh...” Julian began to rock him, his heart pounding. Inside his shirt, under the band, he felt a sudden warmth. A thin, lukewarm dampness spreading across his chest, first on one side, then the other. He looked down.

Two dark, round stains were growing on the gray sweater.

“No,” he whispered. “No, no, no.”

“What’s going on?” asked Victoria, straightening up with her shoe in place. She noticed Julian’s wide eyes, the screaming baby, the two stains on his chest, and for an instant she was speechless. Then she put a hand to her mouth. “But you’re... you’re... heavens. You’re lactating!”

“That’s not true!” Julian squeaked. “It’s sweat!”

“Sweat from the nipple?”

A mom with a double stroller, two benches down, stood up and came over with a puzzled expression.

“Excuse me, but you have milk stains. Are you nursing too?”

“It’s a hormonal condition,” said Julian, with a funeral smile.

“Ah, of course,” the woman answered, nodding in a professional way. “It’s more common than you’d think. I’ve heard of it. The father, with the stress of the birth, can have the same symptoms as the mother. Usually it’s nausea and extra pounds, but they say that in some cases even milk comes. It’s called ‘couvade syndrome.’”

“Exactly!” Victoria cut in, recovering in a flash. “Couvade. Dr. Hall diagnosed it. It’s extremely rare.”

“Poor man. I’m so sorry.” The mom looked at him with an almost maternal tenderness. “Put in some nursing pads. I can give you the ones I have in my bag.”

“Thank you, that’s... very kind.”

“Don’t mention it. We parents help each other.”

He accepted the packet of pads with trembling fingers. Victoria took him by the arm, dragged him off the bench with an expression of perfect serenity and, as soon as they were out of earshot, burst into irrepressible laughter, so loud she had to lean against a tree.

“Couvade! Couvade syndrome! I’ll remember this one for the rest of my life!”

“Don’t laugh,” Julian whined. “It’s horrible.”

“Ah, sweetheart, it’s wonderful. Easy, easy. Breathe.” She wiped her eyes. “Come on, let’s go to the restrooms. You put in the pads and fix that face.”

The public restrooms in the park had a family area, with a changing table, a sink and a door that locked. When Victoria entered, pushing the stroller with one hand and dragging Julian by the sleeve with the other, at the end of the hallway, leaning against the wall with a milkshake in hand, stood a young man of about thirty, tall, in the snug shirt of a personal trainer and a baby of a few months in a carrier on his chest.

“Excuse me,” he said, with an open smile. “It was occupied, I was waiting. The little guy needs a diaper change.”

“No problem,” Victoria replied, and Julian saw with horror the expression spreading across her face: eyes half-closed, slow smile, the posture of a cat in front of an open window. “I have to change mine too. Shall we keep each other company? I’m Victoria, and this is my husband Julian.”

“Ryan.” The man shook Victoria’s hand, then Julian’s, who returned it with fingers slick with sweat. “Nice to meet you. I see there are two of you, and the little one. Dad on the front lines, good for you.”

“The dad is someone else,” Victoria said quite naturally. “Julian is the husband. Edgar’s father is a friend, but Julian is the one who signed the papers.”

Ryan looked at Julian, in his stained gray sweater, hair disheveled and a bead of sweat on his lip. He said nothing. His smile widened just slightly.

“A modern family, then. I imagine there’s a lot to tell.”

All four went into the family restroom, with the two strollers and the carrier, and Victoria locked the door. The changing table, under the window, had a wide white laminate top. Ryan laid his sleeping baby in a corner, on a little mat, and Victoria set Edgar in the stroller next to the sink. Then she looked at Julian.

“You have a problem, don’t you?”

“What problem?”

“The diaper. I heard it rustling the whole length of the avenue. Fanny, pull your pants down.”

Julian, at the whispered name, felt his knees bend. In the silence of the room, in front of a stranger, he lowered the chinos. The white diaper, swollen and stained yellow, appeared with its teddy-bear-decorated edge. Ryan whistled softly.

“Nice big baby,” he commented. “How long since you changed it?”

“Three hours,” Victoria answered. “But it takes four to verify. Ryan, you’re an expert. Won’t you help me?”

“With pleasure, ma’am.”

Ryan lifted Fanny bodily and sat her on the changing table, legs spread, like a newborn. He tore off the adhesive tabs with two fingers, and the diaper came open with a dry rip. Underneath, the little steel cage, the reddened skin, the black plug planted between the buttocks.

“Interesting,” he murmured. “I’ve never changed an adult. But this is a special case.”

With a damp wipe he cleaned her groin, her thighs, her behind, with an almost professional gentleness. Fanny, her face red, hands gripping the edge of the table and tears running down in silence, let him do it.

“Does that stay in?” Ryan asked, pointing at the plug.

“For now,” Victoria answered. “But if you want to use her, go ahead and take it out.”

“Victoria, no,” Fanny whispered.

“Quiet. Dr. Hall has forbidden me certain things for six weeks. Somebody has to take care of it. Ryan?”

“At your service.”

Ryan lowered his gym shorts. His cock was already ready, long and straight, and Fanny, her eyes going wide, received a little slap on the cheek from Victoria’s hand.

“Thank him first. You always thank.”

“Thank you, Mr. Ryan,” Fanny murmured, and got on her knees on the tile floor, between the sink and the strollers. She opened her mouth, and the young man slid in with a sigh.

For a few minutes the only things heard in the room were the wet sound of Fanny’s mouth, Ryan’s ever-quicker breaths and the hum of the air conditioner. Victoria, leaning against the sink with her arms crossed, watched the scene with a smirk, glancing every so often at Edgar’s stroller, still and asleep.

“Too bad,” she said at one point, in a low voice. “I wish I were in her place. But six weeks is a long time.”

“Don’t worry,” Ryan answered, his voice cracking. “For six weeks all of us are here. Just ask.”

“I’ll keep that in mind.”

He lifted her head, held it still with both hands and pushed deeper. Fanny choked, coughed, but did not pull back. The young man tensed his thighs and with a muffled groan emptied himself in long, hot spurts. Fanny swallowed everything, gulp after gulp, and licked carefully until the last trace was gone.

“Thank you, Mr. Ryan,” she repeated, her voice hoarse.

“The pleasure was mine.” Ryan fastened up, ran a hand through his hair and straightened his little one, who slept blissfully. “If you’d like my number, ma’am...”

“I certainly would.” Victoria took her phone and handed it to him. “Though unfortunately I can’t offer you any better, for now.”

“One day,” said Ryan, typing in his number with a smirk. Then he left with the baby in the carrier.

When the door closed, Victoria turned to Fanny, still kneeling on the floor with the diaper open and the sweater stained, with a radiant smile.

“Good girl, my mommy-daddy. Now get yourself fixed up, we have to go home. Elena and Pamela are waiting with the snack.”

Fanny cleaned up, closed the diaper again with the tabs, pulled the chinos back up with hands still trembling and composed herself as best she could, while Victoria put Edgar back in the stroller. They left the restroom block and took the gravel path along the east side of the park, the most isolated, with the arborvitae hedge almost seven feet high and the empty benches.

After about thirty steps, Julian heard a whistle behind him. Then a second. Then a deep, warm voice he knew only too well.

“Hey, little dog! Is that really you?”

He spun around. Behind them, leaning on the railing, in sweatpants and tank tops, stood three men in their thirties, tall and massive, with braids down to their shoulders and a brazen grin. Julian felt the blood freeze in his veins. The leader pushed off the railing and advanced calmly, hands in his pockets.

“Well, look at that, you’re dressed like a man. I almost didn’t recognize you.” He turned his gaze to Victoria, to the stroller, and peeked inside with raised eyebrows. His smile suddenly widened. “Well, well. And who gave us this beautiful baby?”

“My son,” Victoria answered, cordially. “Edgar. He’s three days old.”

The leader stared at Edgar, then glanced at his two companions, who had come closer and were looking into the stroller in disbelief. For a few seconds nobody said anything. Then the second one burst out laughing.

“Look at him! Look at those eyebrows!”

“That one’s one of ours!” the leader exclaimed, slapping his thigh. The three of them broke into thunderous laughter. “Little dog, so you work for the team too!”

“Let’s not exaggerate,” said Victoria, laughing in turn. “The father is a friend. A very tall gentleman. This one here is the husband.”

She pointed at Julian, who seriously considered faking a fainting spell. The leader looked him up and down, at the diaper puffing out his pants and the stains on his sweater, and let out a long whistle.

“The husband. Ah, I get it. So the baby is a family matter.”

“More or less,” Victoria replied.

“Ma’am,” said the leader, running his tongue over his lips. “Good to see you again. I wanted to ask you something. Your service from before, the little dog one... It’s been months. Can we take her behind that hedge again? Five minutes. We missed her.”

Victoria turned toward Julian with a mischievous smile. Julian, his heart pounding in his throat, felt the dampness of the pads on his chest and the warmer one between his legs and understood that there was nothing to be done. He bowed his head and said in a thread of a voice, the same voice as always:

“May I, Mistress?”

“Don’t call me that in public.” Victoria giggled, then turned serious, with the air of a general. “All right. But make it quick. I have Edgar to nurse in half an hour and Elena is waiting with the snack. Do them all at the same time, boys. Mouth, behind, hands. I don’t have time for turns.”

“At your orders, ma’am.”

The three seized Julian by the arms with a firm grip and dragged him behind the hedge, into a narrow, shady space between the arborvitae and the park’s metal fence. Victoria stayed on the path, leaning on the stroller, with the perfectly relaxed air of a mom out for a walk, while from the other side of the hedge came unmistakable sounds.

The leader pulled down Julian’s pants in one movement, tore off the diaper tabs and threw it in the grass.

“Look at that,” he said, laughing. “A diaper with teddy bears. And this?” He touched the base of the plug and pulled it out with a firm tug. Fanny screamed with her mouth against the palm of a second man. “Wide, huh? This little dog gets wider every time.”

In less than a minute Fanny found herself on her knees in the grass, her sweater pushed up over her chest, a heavy black cock in her mouth, her hands wrapped around two others pushing against her cheeks, and behind her the third, penetrating deep, with long, deep strokes. Pamela’s alligator clips were gone, but her bound chest throbbed, the swollen nipples rubbing against the rough fabric.

“Like that,” the leader panted. “Good girl, my little dog. We really missed you.”

Fanny couldn’t speak. She sobbed around what was in her mouth, and with every thrust a confused, humiliating pleasure rose from her gut. From the cage the liquid ran in streams down her thighs and into the grass. Her body, by now, had figured everything out on its own.

After less than five minutes, at a nod from the leader, the three swapped places in a precise rhythm, arched and emptied themselves almost at the same instant: one in her throat, one inside, one on her chest, on the gray sweater. Fanny swallowed, shuddered, let herself fall forward, shaken by a long spasm.

“There you go,” said the leader, fastening his sweatpants. He bent to pick up the plug from the grass, wiped it on Fanny’s sweater and pushed it back in with a firm thrust. “So you don’t lose anything, beautiful. See you around.”

The three came out of the hedge one at a time. The leader paused an instant in front of Victoria, with a nod.

“Ma’am.”

“Boys. Say hello to your friends for me.” Victoria looked at her watch. “Four minutes forty. Well done.”

Fanny came out last, staggering, the soiled diaper in her hand and the chinos dirty with dirt and grass, her face glossy and her hair tousled. Victoria looked her up and down, without changing expression.

“The diaper,” she said. “Put it back on. The new one’s in the bag.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And don’t call me that in public.”

“Sorry. Yes, Victoria.”

She pushed the stroller and Julian followed, with short steps, feeling the lukewarm liquid running down his thighs and the plug pressing at every curb. After a few yards, Victoria laughed softly, without turning around.

“Ah, Julian. Tomorrow we go to the pediatrician. Prepare a nice speech about couvade.”


8.6


The Produce Aisle 

They had left the pediatrician after forty minutes, with a sheet of recommendations, a sample of diaper cream and a pat on the shoulder from Dr. Patel, who had looked at Edgar, then at Julian, then at Edgar again, and finally said only: “Very handsome. Very healthy. Congratulations to the family.” Julian had thanked him in the lowest voice he could find, and Victoria, the moment they got into the elevator, had to lean against the wall to laugh.

Now they were in the parking lot of a supermarket the size of an airport, the stroller open and the cart empty. Victoria slid a coin into the cart lock, pushed her sunglasses up on her head and looked at Julian with a tender, dangerous smile.

“Tell me, Fanny,” she said under her breath. “How are you getting along with Elena and Pamela?”

“They’re... very attentive, Mistress.”

“Victoria, we’re in public. Yes, very attentive. They follow you, measure you, train you. A bit heavy-handed, maybe.” She pushed the cart through the sliding doors. “But that plug, sweetheart, after a few days it gets a little monotonous, don’t you think? Always the same shape, the same size. A woman needs variety.”

“I never said...”

“Of course not, I said it. Come on, I’m taking you to a place you’ll like.”

Edgar slept blissfully in the stroller, his cap pulled down over his eyebrows, while Victoria crossed the detergent aisle and the frozen foods with a decisive step. Julian followed with his legs a little apart, the diaper rustling with every step and the gray sweater pulled tight over his bound chest. When they reached the produce counter, Victoria stopped, spread her arms like an explorer before a promised land and whispered:

“Here.”

The department was a triumph. Piles of long zucchini, Dutch cucumbers sheathed in plastic, eggplants glossy as lacquer, giant carrots, fennel, radishes, and in one corner, under a sign reading “Unusual Vegetables from Around the World,” a collection of produce with bizarre shapes: knobby roots, long-necked squash, ribbed Armenian cucumbers, big white daikon, scaly cassava.

“Victoria,” Julian murmured, “you don’t mean to...”

“I just want to do the shopping.” She picked up a Dutch cucumber and weighed it like a connoisseur. “So. Let’s do a nice constructive analysis. Which of these would you like?”

“Me? What do you mean?”

“I mean in an hour you’ll try them. Come on, choose, the way you would with shoes.”

Julian looked around. Two housewives were inspecting tomatoes a couple of yards away, a boy in a delivery cap was filling a bag with lemons. He felt his face on fire.

“I don’t know,” he whispered.

“Oh no, make a different face. Look, this one is smooth, straight, medium. This one is bigger.” Victoria picked up a garden zucchini, one of those forgotten on the plant until they turn monstrous, long as a forearm and thick as a wrist. She put it in Julian’s hand. “This one, for example?”

Julian felt it heavy, cool, rough with tiny hairs. A sudden warmth rose between his legs, inside the diaper. He looked up and saw Victoria watching him with a smirk, waiting.

“That one,” he whispered, and it came out higher than expected. “I mean... Yes. I like it.”

“Hahaha! You chose the biggest in the department! You can’t be left alone.” Victoria took it and set it in the cart, next to Edgar. “But it’s not enough for you. Let’s see what else there is.”

“No, wait. Maybe it’s too much.”

“Then another one.” Victoria pulled an Armenian cucumber from the pile, long and ribbed. “This one has ridges, look. Do you like bumps?”

“I... don’t know. Maybe.”

“Maybe. And this one?” A long, twisted eggplant, glossy and deep purple. “Smooth and curved. Or this.” A white, smooth, enormous daikon. “Or this one.” A knotty root, with humps and growths, thick as a bottle. “You tell me what you prefer, the smooth or the lumpy? For the effect, I mean. For what you feel.”

Julian bit his lip. A warm thread ran from the cage and soaked the padding. “The smooth... is simpler, I think. But the lumpy...”

“You like to feel, huh? You like to feel everything.” Victoria laughed, putting a hand to her mouth so the housewives wouldn’t hear. “Look, if we keep going like this I’ll go home with the whole display.”

“Excuse me,” said a voice behind them. “Can I help you? Are you looking for something in particular?”

They turned. Two clerks in green aprons, about twenty-five, one tall and blond with tattooed arms, the other dark-haired and solidly built, with a “Luis” name tag on his chest. The blond one, Kevin, had a polite smile and eyes that went from Victoria to Julian at a suspicious speed.

“You’re very kind,” Victoria answered, and Julian saw with terror her face lighting up. “Yes, we’re looking for something very special. We could use some advice. For my husband. For... let’s say household use.”

The two looked at each other. Luis raised an eyebrow.

“Household. Of course. I understand,” said Kevin, with a professional air. “It depends a lot on how you want to use it. Cooked, raw...”

“Neither. Used.” Victoria didn’t bat an eye. “He’d like to try something different from usual. Let’s say he already uses an object, but he’s starting to get bored.”

“Then it’s a serious matter,” declared Luis, scratching the back of his neck. “To advise properly, ma’am, we’d have to see where they’ll be used. For the shape, the thickness, the resistance. Otherwise it’s guesswork.”

“Of course,” Victoria replied with the greatest naturalness. “No problem, if you have a back room, a storeroom, a cold room, any private place. We can do a test.”

“Julian, sweetheart, did you hear? These gentlemen are so kind.”

Julian couldn’t speak. His mouth was dry and his legs had no strength.

The back was a long, cold warehouse, with shelves of cartons up to the ceiling, pallets of fruit crates and a steel table in the middle, for cutting vegetables. Luis closed the door with his shoulder and Victoria sat on a crate of apples, the stroller beside her and her arms crossed, like a spectator at the theater.

“Fanny,” she said gently, “would you mind undressing? These gentlemen need to see.”

Julian pulled off the sweater, the band, the shirt. The freed breasts sprang out with a sigh, heavy, round and flushed, the nipples still swollen and the two stains of dried milk. Luis whistled. Kevin came closer, admiring, and with the tip of a finger brushed one of the areolas.

“Wow. I didn’t expect that. Are those real?”

“Absolutely real. The work of an herbalist,” said Victoria proudly. “Go ahead and lower the rest, Fanny.”

Chinos, shoes, diaper. When the diaper fell to the floor, wet and swollen, the two looked at each other. Then Luis picked it up with two fingers, threw it in the trash can and shook his head.

“And this?” asked Kevin, touching the base of the plug with a finger. “A big model.”

“That’s what’s boring her.”

“Shall we take it out?”

“Please.”

Fanny leaned on the steel table, on all fours, her chest against the cold metal. Kevin grabbed the plug and pulled. The sound was wet and obscene, and Fanny moaned. In front of her, on the table, Luis had lined up the samples they had brought from the display: the giant zucchini, the Armenian cucumber, the eggplant, the daikon, the knobby root.

“Let’s start with the biggest,” said Luis.

The tests lasted a few minutes and were a lesson in commodities. Kevin slid the zucchini in halfway, pulled it out and shook his head. “Too rough, the skin pricks. It has to be peeled.” The eggplant went better. The daikon slid in with a suck that made Fanny jump and drew an applause from Victoria. When it was the knobby root’s turn, Fanny screamed and clutched the edge of the table with white fingers.

“This one’s too much,” declared Luis, pulling it out. “You risk tearing. The Armenian cucumber, on the other hand, has the right ridges, see? It gives a nice sensation.”

“I prefer the eggplant,” Kevin objected. “Smoother, safer.”

“But the daikon is longer.”

“But it’s too cold.”

While the two argued, Luis paused with the cucumber in his hand and tilted his head to look at the front.

“Ma’am, excuse me, but there’s a pretty substantial leak on the husband. He’s soaking the whole table.”

“He always does that when he gets excited,” Victoria replied calmly. “Males have that effect on him. It’s not his fault.”

“I see. A physiological reaction.” Kevin smiled and set his hand on her hip. “If I may say so, it’s a pleasure working with such a responsive client. We’re at the customers’ disposal. If you like, don’t hesitate to ask.”

“Did you hear, Fanny?” Victoria leaned forward conspiratorially. “They’re at your disposal.”

Fanny, panting, her cheek pressed to the steel and a thread of saliva at the corner of her mouth, stammered:

“But... isn’t it late, Mistress?”

Victoria looked at her watch. She thought for a moment. “That’s true. But we have ten minutes of margin. Edgar is asleep and Elena only expects us at five.” She raised her eyes to the two boys with a slow smile. “Would you two be willing to do a quick thing at the same time?”

“At the same time?” Luis repeated. “What do you mean?”

“Both of you together behind our Fanny.”

The two exchanged a look. Then Kevin spread an enormous grin and put his hands to his belt.

“Gladly!”

No more words were needed. Luis, the more massive, lay down on a stack of flattened cartons, lowered his pants and the green apron and revealed a cock already long, thick and taut. Kevin lifted Fanny bodily, like a doll, carried her to the table and sat her astride Luis, her back against his chest. Fanny felt the tip press against her still-stretched opening and, with a thrust of his hips, Luis entered deep. She cried out. Her hands found his knees and gripped them.

“Good girl,” Luis murmured in her ear. “Now my friend.”

Kevin positioned himself standing in front of her, between her open legs, and set the tip against the same opening, already occupied. Fanny understood what was about to happen and shook her head, but Victoria from the apple crate made a curt gesture with her hand.

“Fanny. Relax.”

Kevin pushed. Fanny screamed and arched her back, her eyes wide and her mouth open, as the two men made their way in together, inch by inch, through walls stretched by the vegetables. It felt as if she had no boundaries left. A full, round pain, and beneath the pain something hot rising, making her legs shake.

“There she goes,” said Victoria. “Look how she opens up. Split open like a doll.”

They began to move, first slowly, then in an alternating rhythm, one going in while the other went out. The steel table shook under the blows. Fanny’s breasts bounced with every thrust and the nipples, brushed by Kevin’s shirt, hardened until it hurt. From her lower belly the liquid gushed, soaking Luis’s legs, the table, the floor. Fanny could no longer think. She sobbed, panted, moaned, her head thrown back against Luis’s shoulder.

“Too wide,” Kevin panted, laughing. “And hot. Damn.”

“Don’t stop,” said Victoria, in a commanding tone. “Harder.”

The warehouse door flew open with a bang.

“What on earth is going on in here?”

In the doorway stood a man of about fifty, in a white shirt, a tie with the supermarket logo and a name tag reading “Manager.” His gaze passed from the stroller to the table, from the two clerks to the naked, drenched girl wedged between them.

“Mr. Brennan,” Kevin breathed, without stopping completely. “We can explain.”

“Explain? This is a workplace! There are customers out there! The warehouse cameras...” He broke off and took a closer look at the scene. He smoothed his tie. His tone changed slightly. “There are rules. You can’t. Not here.”

“You’re right, manager,” Victoria cut in, rising from the crate with a persuasive smile. “We’re truly mortified. But my husband needed advice on the use of vegetables. These boys were very professional.”

“Your... husband?” The manager looked at Fanny, then the breasts, then the shattered, happy expression on that face. “I see.”

Silence. The only sound was the wet noise of the two resuming, slowly. The manager ran his tongue over his lips.

“May I ask a question, ma’am?”

“Of course.”

“Since I’m here now, and the damage is done... May I use the mouth of your... of your...”

“Of course,” Victoria answered at once, stepping aside to make room. “Please, manager. The customer is always right. Fanny, your turn.”

Manager Brennan unbuckled his belt and pulled out a modest but already rigid cock. Fanny, with tears and smeared makeup, grasped the base with trembling fingers and took it in her mouth. The manager closed his eyes and sighed.

“Very professional, I must say,” he muttered. “Very, very professional.”

For a few minutes the warehouse echoed with moans and thrusts, and the steel table seemed on the verge of giving way. Luis was the first to come, with a grunt, emptying himself into her in a hot stream, immediately followed by Kevin, who gasped a “Good heavens” through clenched teeth. The manager held out a little longer, his hands in Fanny’s hair, and then with a strangled cry emptied himself in her throat. Fanny swallowed it all, letting nothing escape, while beneath her the two clerks slowly withdrew and let a lukewarm cascade pour out.

Silence fell. The manager fastened his pants, smoothed his tie and cleared his throat.

“Well,” he said. “We’ll let it go this time. But no cameras, and don’t tell anyone.”

“Certainly, manager,” Victoria replied. “And thank you for the welcome. By the way, we’ll take the zucchini, the eggplant and the Armenian cucumber. Not the daikon, it’s too cold.”

“They’re on me,” said Brennan, after a moment. “Compliments of the house. And if you need any more advice, you know where to find us.”

When they left the supermarket with a paper bag full of vegetables and the cart with Edgar, still asleep, the sun was low. Fanny walked with her legs wide, the new diaper, taken from the bag, rustling softly, and the plug someone had put back in its place with an encouraging pat. Victoria was smiling, swinging the bag.

“See how attentive supermarkets are?” she said. “Elena and Pamela won’t be disappointed. Tonight we try the zucchini.”


8.7


The Neighborhood 

The zucchini arrived in the living room at nine in the evening, washed, dried and laid on a silver tray like a birthday cake. Beside it, in order of size, the long eggplant and the Armenian cucumber, which looked like a green snake on vacation. Elena had spread a clear plastic sheet over the coffee table, arranged her notebook and a measuring wheel, and at that moment was pulling on latex gloves with a surgeon’s calm.

“Position,” she said.

Fanny knelt on the rug, rear in the air and head on the cushion. Pamela pulled the diaper down to her ankles with a sharp tug, removed the plug in one go and set it on the tray.

“Here’s the old one,” she announced. “Always the same. A great classic, like gray socks.”

“Measurements,” said Elena, taking notes. “Starting dilation: one and three-quarter inches without lubricant. Remarkable.”

“Thank you, Mrs. Elena.”

“That wasn’t a compliment. It was data.”

Victoria was sitting on the velvet couch with her feet on the armrest and Edgar finally asleep in the bassinet beside her. She held a cup of herbal tea and watched the scene with a soft smile, the kind you wear when you’re tired. Elena took the zucchini, greased it with suspicious generosity and set it at the entrance.

“Breathe,” she ordered.

“Yes, ma’am...”

Elena pushed. Not with cruelty, but with the steady, boring pressure of someone uncorking a bottle. The zucchini went in halfway, between a whimper and a sharp moan, and stopped. Elena checked the clock.

“Forty-two seconds. Pamela, your turn.”

“With pleasure.” Pamela bent on her knees, gripped the zucchini at the base and turned it a quarter turn, listening to Fanny’s strangled cry with the expression of a technician tuning an instrument. “It turns well. It has a nice character. Listen, Elena, but just one?”

“What do you mean, just one?”

“I mean there’s a four-lane highway here and we’re sending in a compact car. The Armenian cucumber is thin. It fits right next to it.”

“Pamela, I don’t think...”

“Elena, please. They’re just vegetables.”

Elena looked at Fanny, then the zucchini, then the cucumber, then Fanny again. She sighed with the air of someone giving in to a child who wants a second ice cream.

“Go ahead. But slowly.”

“Slowly? Me?” Pamela took the cucumber, greased it with her other hand and set it beside the zucchini, in the space that remained. “Come on, little Fanny. Make room for the friend.”

“Mrs. Pamela, I don’t... I don’t think...”

“You don’t have to think. You have to open.”

Fanny squeezed the cushion with both hands. The cucumber slid in with a long wet pop, and the moan that came out of her throat was so loud that Edgar stirred in the bassinet and all four of them froze for a few seconds until he settled. Elena measured with the wheel.

“Two vegetables simultaneously. Two and three-quarter inches total diameter. I’m noting it.”

“And the eggplant?” Pamela asked, with a dangerous gleam in her eyes.

“No.”

“Come on, just the tip.”

“Pamela. I said no. Tomorrow.”

Pamela pouted and settled for giving the zucchini a tap with her palm, the way you drive a nail home. Fanny gasped and a teardrop ran down to her chin, while below, in the cage, her little bean dripped onto the plastic sheet with the regularity of a poorly closed faucet.

“Look,” said Pamela. “There it goes, crying. At least he’s honest.”

“By the way,” Elena put in, and picked up the wheel, “I measured the sac this morning too. It’s lost a millimeter in two weeks. It’s shrinking from shame.”

“It’s shrinking because it’s useless,” said Pamela. “Two little balls that do nothing, like a key chain. Victoria, you tell me.”

“Right, Fanny?” said Victoria, without turning around, in her sweet voice. “Useless, aren’t they?”

“Yes, Mistress. Useless, Mistress.”

“Then let’s cut them off,” Pamela said at once.

“I didn’t say that.” Victoria sipped her tea. “I said they’re useless. I like useless things very much. Shoes that hurt, for instance.”

“So yes or no?”

“Tomorrow,” said Victoria. “Like the eggplant.”

Elena and Pamela traded one of those looks couples exchange when they know they’ve already won almost everything. Then they resumed. Elena had found a rhythm: three seconds in, four out, a curt, relentless movement, while Pamela held Fanny’s buttocks still with her fingers, commenting on each pass like a play-by-play announcer. Fanny kept her eyes closed and murmured “thank you” with every thrust, without anyone having asked her to. At one point she let out a different moan, lower, and the cage jingled on the floor.

“Did she have an orgasm?” asked Pamela.

“She can’t,” said Elena. “She’s caged. She had an emotion.”

Victoria didn’t laugh.

She didn’t laugh and didn’t make any joke, and she noticed it herself, because she set the cup on the armrest and kept watching. What she had in front of her was the show she had wanted, enjoyed, prepared for days: her sissy open and trembling, full of vegetables, in the hands of two ruthless women. And yet, for the first time since she’d left the hospital, she felt something inside that had nothing to do with the scene. Something small, stubborn and persistent, halfway between hunger and absence.

Vegetables. Plastic. Latex. Everything in the room was cold, clean, smelling of soap.

She thought back to Karim’s hands. She thought back to the smell on his neck when he came home at night, a smell of sweat, warm skin, tobacco and something animal, impossible to describe and impossible to forget. She thought back to when he took her from behind and she, her face buried in the pillow, felt that smell rising from the sheets. Six weeks, Dr. Hall had said. Forty days of abstinence. And then what? An Armenian cucumber?

“Victoria? Are you all right?” asked Elena, without ceasing to push.

“Yes. I’m thinking.”

“About what?”

“Nothing.”

She got up and went to the kitchen. She stood for a while with her hands resting on the marble, looking at the refrigerator, where Elena’s twelve-point rules gleamed under the apple-shaped magnet. Then she opened the drawer of the hallway closet, the one where Julian kept his old shirts, and took one out. She sniffed it. It smelled of laundry and cardboard. No trace. Julian’s smell had been gone for years, absorbed by talcum powder and rose cream.

“You don’t even have a smell anymore,” she murmured to herself. “Not even that.”

She went back to the living room, serene and cold, and sat down again. Fanny, on all fours, mouth open, was panting like a dog after a run.

“That’s enough for tonight,” said Victoria. “Go to bed.”

* * *

The next morning the doorbell rang at a quarter past ten. Elena and Pamela, startled awake, withdrew to the guest room with their coffee and notebook, under orders to make no noise. Fanny had barely managed to pull on the khaki chinos, the light blue shirt and the gray sweater over her bindings, and to arrange the wig in a tight male ponytail. The diaper, under the pants, had an unmistakable rustle. She looked in the hallway mirror and saw a man with a D-cup chest and two eyes full of poorly removed eyeliner.

“It’s fine like that,” said Victoria. “You’re Julian. You’re the daddy. Smile.”

She opened the door.

On the landing stood a tiny old lady, wrapped in a champagne-colored mink coat, with a crocodile handbag and a hat with a veil. She had blue hair and a silver cane, and three miniature poodles, one white, one gray and one apricot, tied to a triple leash that tangled at once.

“Mrs. Bellani!” said Victoria. “What a surprise. I thought you were in Florida.”

“I was there, dear, I was there. Deadly dull. It rained every day and the boy was never around.” The lady came in without being invited, dragging the poodles behind her, and looked around with watery eyes. “I came back for taxes. Someone told me you’d had a baby. I never know anything. Where is he?”

“Sleeping.”

“I want to see him.”

“Ma’am, perhaps...”

“I want to see him, dear. At my age you see things before it’s too late.”

Victoria gave up. They went into the living room. Edgar slept on his back in the bassinet, one fist near his mouth and his cap slightly crooked. Mrs. Bellani leaned over, adjusted her glasses on her nose and stayed silent for a while.

“What a lovely little brown one,” she said at last. “What a lovely little brown one. May I pick him up?”

“You may, but...”

The old woman lifted him with surprising assurance, and the baby, instead of waking, merely yawned and turned his head against the mink. She rocked him with one hand, gave him a kiss on the forehead, and then turned toward Julian, who had remained standing beside the couch like a mannequin.

“Let me see up close,” she said. “Do me the favor, Mr.... what’s your name?”

“Julian, ma’am.”

“Julian. Come closer. So I can compare.”

Julian leaned forward with a grimace of courtesy. Mrs. Bellani brought Edgar’s face next to his, two fingers from his cheek, and began shifting her gaze from one to the other with her nose wrinkled and her glasses sliding. Ten seconds passed. Then twenty.

“The eyes,” she murmured. “The eyes are... no. The mouth? No. The nose... Close that mouth, Mr. Julian, make it more... like that. Ah. No.”

She turned the baby in profile. She turned Julian in profile, taking him by the chin with two dry fingers. She checked the ears, the eyebrows, the forehead, and in the end, defeated, lowered Edgar against her chest.

“Nothing,” she said. “There’s nothing. Not even a little. I’d like to find something, if you please, but there isn’t.”

“It happens,” said Julian, in a thread of a voice. “Babies change.”

“Are you sure you’re the father?”

In the living room fell one of those silences you hear in movies when someone drops a glass. Julian opened his mouth and nothing came out. From the guest room, beyond the wall, came a stifled cough that sounded very much like a laugh from Pamela.

“Mrs. Bellani,” said Victoria, in the sweetest tone in the world, “nobody in the world is more sure than Julian. He signed all the papers. He cried in the delivery room. He held everyone’s hand, even the doctor’s.”

“Really?” The old woman narrowed her eyes. “But the skin...”

“It’s the light. The tan. You know, in the family we sunbathe.”

“But the hair...”

“Curly too, in secret. Under the cap.”

“Ah,” said Mrs. Bellani, and cast another look at Julian. “And you, sir, are you well? You seem a little heavier. In front.”

“It’s couvade syndrome, ma’am,” said Victoria. “It happens to very involved dads.”

“Ah, I know it,” said the old woman, nodding with authority. “My husband had it in 1962. Three months of nausea. Then it turned out to be an ulcer.” She handed Edgar back to Victoria with a sigh. “Anyway, he’s a beautiful baby. He looks like someone I know. A tall boy. Tall, tall, tall. What was his name?”

“Kolo?” asked Victoria, and her heart did a little somersault.

“No, no. That one I left at the villa. He’s the gardener. The gardener and a few other things. He brought me breakfast in bed for three weeks, then he discovered the maid and I haven’t seen him since except from a distance.” She waved her hand. “Young people. They have no patience.”

“So he’s still in Florida.”

“In Florida, at the villa, with the maid and two dogs. I took my poodles away, I didn’t want to leave them with those people.” She sighed. “Anyway, dear, he was a handsome boy. He reminded me of my husband.”

“Yours?”

“No. My husband’s doorman.”

Victoria bit the inside of her cheek and Julian, for the first time all morning, felt like smiling. Mrs. Bellani had them walk her to the door with the poodles tangled around her legs, gave Edgar a hundred-dollar bill that she tucked into his tiny fist, and from the threshold turned once more.

“Mr. Julian.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“If I were you I’d get checked. With a test. I say it for your own good.”

“Thank you, ma’am.”

The door closed. Victoria leaned against the wall with her hands on her knees and laughed until tears came. From the guest room Pamela came out with her hand pressed to her mouth, red in the face, and shouted “The doorman!” before bursting into laughter herself.

“There’s nothing to laugh about,” said Julian, mortified. “She asked me if...”

“She asked you if you’re sure you’re the father,” said Victoria, wiping her eyes. “And you didn’t answer. You should have said yes, sweetheart. With more conviction.”

“But I am... on paper...”

“Exactly. On paper.”

* * *

At three in the afternoon the apartment had returned to a reasonable order: Elena and Pamela in the kitchen with green tea, Edgar awake and calm at Victoria’s breast, Julian standing by the window with the tray of cookies. When the intercom buzzed, Victoria raised an eyebrow.

“Who is it?”

“Mom,” said a voice from the other end. “It’s Julian’s mother. I’ve finally come to see my little grandson.”

Fanny stood with the tray in mid-air. Pamela, in the kitchen, went wide-eyed and made herself small in her vinyl. Elena laid a hand on her arm, the way you do with a dog that has seen a squirrel.

“Act like normal people,” Victoria ordered under her breath, and pressed the button.

Julian’s mother was a woman in her sixties, in a camel coat, her gray hair cut short and a bag as big as a suitcase, from which stuck out a wool blanket and a teddy bear with a red bow. She came in, kissed Victoria, hugged Fanny warmly, with a small hesitation at the chest that she didn’t comment on, and went straight to the couch.

“There he is,” she said. “Let me see him.”

Victoria handed him over. The mother took him in her arms and looked at him for a long time, with an expression that went from emotion to bewilderment, and finally to a kind of amused wonder. She raised her eyes to Julian.

“Son,” she said. “He doesn’t look a bit like you.”

“Mom...”

“Not at all. I don’t see a single feature. I don’t see a single hair. He looks like a photograph of someone else.” She looked at Edgar again. “But he’s gorgeous. Look at those eyes.”

Edgar, in his grandmother’s arms, was smiling. Elena, from the kitchen door, and Pamela, behind her, nodded with the professional air of two jurors.

“Wait,” said the mother, wrinkling her nose. “I smell something odd.”

“It’s his...” Victoria began.

“Yes, yes, I know what it is. Can I change him? I miss it. It’s been forty years since I changed a baby.”

“Of course, ma’am. The changing table is in the bedroom.”

The mother vanished down the hallway with Edgar and the bag. For a few minutes only the sounds of diapers could be heard and her voice softly singing a lullaby. Victoria, Elena and Pamela exchanged glances, and Julian, in the middle of the living room, felt the adult diaper pinch his hip even tighter. When the mother came back, with the baby in her arms and a thoughtful face, she paused in the doorway.

“So,” she said. “I’ve looked at him closely.”

“Yes?”

“I compared. I checked absolutely everywhere, thoroughly, with all my technique.” She shook her head. “He doesn’t look like you at all, Julian. Not one bit. Nothing at all.”

She paused, with a sigh that came from far away.

“Thank goodness,” she added.

Nobody said anything. Victoria covered her mouth with her hand. Pamela, in the kitchen, turned sharply to the sink and ran the water to cover her sobs. Julian stood there with a scarlet face, and the mother, seeing him, went over and gave him a pat on his made-up cheek.

“Come on, don’t make that face. I meant he’s beautiful. Besides, you always had those ears, those legs a bit like that... Better for him.” She looked at him more closely. “And you, sweetheart? Are you sure you’re feeling well? You look swollen. And something rustles when you walk.”

“It’s... it’s bread paper, Mom,” said Julian. “I keep some in my pockets.”

“Ah.”

The mother stayed another hour, ate four cookies, explained to Victoria how to give a bath with herbs, and asked Elena, who had been introduced as “a dear friend, a consultant,” with an interested air what she did for a living. Elena answered that she did personal training. The mother said it showed, that she had a magnificent bearing, and that when she needed a new back she’d call her. Pamela, remembered as “the assistant,” received a stroke on the head, to which she reacted as to an electric shock.

When the door closed again, evening had fallen. Victoria stood for a while near the entrance, Edgar asleep against her shoulder, breathing in the new silence.

“This house,” she said softly, “is full of women.”

“Does it bother you?” Elena asked.

“No. I’m missing one thing.”

“The male,” said Pamela, with a grimace. “I knew it. I always said that deep down...”

“Pamela, please.” Elena set her tea on the coffee table. “Victoria is right. Six weeks of waiting is long, and what’s in the house isn’t...” She looked at Julian, who was gathering the cups with trembling hands. “...isn’t a man. It can be fixed.”

“How?”

“With method.” Elena took her notebook and flipped to a blank page. “An ad. A selection. A few interviews. Pamela will see to it that they measure up.”

“Measure up to what?” Pamela asked, with a not-too-reassuring light in her eyes.

“To everything,” said Elena. “And Fanny will be the taster.”

Victoria smiled, with the sleeping baby on her shoulder.

“Tomorrow,” she said. “We start tomorrow.”


8.8


The Casting 

Elena’s ad had taken twelve lines and an hour of work. It read: “Elegant lady seeks robust, discreet man in good health and with excellent patience, for companionship, services and more. References, a calm temperament and absence of jealousy toward a very particular husband are required.” Below it, an email address under an invented name. By nine in the morning there were already thirty-one replies.

“Thirty-one,” said Pamela, scrolling the screen with her finger. “Fourteen sent a shirtless photo. Six, a photo of their car. One, a photo of a dog.”

“And the dog?” asked Victoria.

“Beautiful. A Labrador.”

“We reject the dog.”

Elena had arranged the living room like a waiting room: three chairs in a row along the wall, a small table with a water pitcher, a notepad and a pen for each candidate. For herself she had chosen the armchair, for Victoria the couch, with an extra cushion under her feet. Edgar was sleeping upstairs, with the nanny and the baby monitor off by Elena’s order: “No interruptions today.” Pamela stood near the door, the riding crop under her arm. On the table, next to the pitcher, she had lined up a tailor’s tape and a steel caliper, shiny as surgical instruments.

Fanny, dressed as a maid in the new little skirt, the short one with the ruffle, carried in the coffee tray. Under the skirt, nothing: only the cage, which dangled and jingled with every step, and her bare behind.

“Fanny,” said Elena, without raising her eyes from the pad. “Today you’re the taster. Pamela will explain.”

“Taster of what, Mrs. Elena?”

“Of everything that will be on the table.”

“There’s nothing on the table, ma’am.”

“Exactly.”

* * *

The first was named Brad, thirty-four, a gym instructor. He came in wearing a tank top that stopped midway down his ribs and a toothpaste smile. He sat with his legs wide and looked at Victoria as if he’d known her forever.

“So, Brad,” said Elena. “Why do you want this position?”

“Because I’m into mature women.”

Victoria blew on the back of her hand and Pamela turned toward the window. Elena wrote a line on the pad.

“And jealousy? How do you behave in front of a husband who lives in the house?”

“Husband?” Brad looked around. “There’s a husband too?”

“There he is,” said Victoria, pointing her cup at Fanny, who had stopped halfway across the living room with the tray in her hand. “Her name is Fanny. But on paper, Julian. He’s the official father of that child.”

Brad looked at Fanny, then the little skirt, then Victoria. An expression crossed his face that looked like respect.

“Ah. So he’s...”

“Yes.”

“And does he know?”

“He sees it every day,” said Pamela.

“Perfect,” said Brad. “I’m very open-minded.”

Pamela took the tape and the caliper from the table and motioned for Brad to follow her into the hallway. Fanny followed with her head down. There, under the light of the chandelier, Pamela pulled on a pair of latex gloves with a snap.

“Mr. Brad, your pants. First the measurements, then the tasting.”

“The measurements?”

“We’re a serious household.”

Brad lowered his pants with the air of a veteran. Pamela crouched, stretched the tape along the shaft with the seriousness of a seamstress measuring for a wedding dress, then opened the caliper and closed it around the circumference, writing everything on the pad.

“Length, six inches. Diameter, one and a half.” She raised her eyes. “Average. Actually, a hair under.”

“I usually say six and a quarter.”

“You usually say many things.” She stood up and took off one glove. “Fanny. Taste.”

Fanny knelt on the hardwood. What she had in front of her was a handsome piece of meat, clean, scented with mint body wash, already ready for battle. She took it in her mouth with the dedication of someone taking an exam. Brad leaned against the wall with one hand and began breathing through his nose, in jerks, with the air of someone counting to a hundred to distract himself. He didn’t make it to a hundred. After barely a minute he arched his back, emptied himself with a short, embarrassed groan, and Fanny swallowed with the correctness of someone who has learned to leave no traces.

Pamela lifted her chin with two fingers, the way you do with a little girl who has eaten her soup.

“Evaluation?”

“Good flavor, Mrs. Pamela,” Fanny murmured. “A little mint. Short duration. Modest quantity. Seven out of ten for the scent, three for the rest.”

“Three?”

“Three and a half, ma’am.”

When they came back to the living room, Elena had already opened the door. Brad left with his tank top in his hand and a vaguely offended air, saying that usually he did better, that it had been a difficult morning, that with more time and a nice mat... The door closed.

“Next,” said Elena.

* * *

The second was Mr. Dunmore, fifty-two, an accountant. He came in with a light blue folder, his jacket buttoned and his shoes shined, and handed each of the three ladies a copy of his résumé, bound with a paper clip. Elena read it attentively.

“It says here ‘available for housework.’”

“Yes, ma’am. I cook, I iron, I do the shopping. I’m very exact with deadlines.”

“And with the other services?”

“Those at a later time,” said Mr. Dunmore, with an impeccable little smile. “I’m a man who wants, above all, to get acquainted. If you like, I also brought references from a lady in Phoenix.”

Victoria put a hand to her mouth. Pamela stepped forward with the tape in her hand.

“Mr. Dunmore. For the practical evaluation, we have a collaborator of our own.”

“A collaborator.”

“Do you see her over there, with the tray?”

“That’s... the man who opened the door?”

“He was a man,” said Elena. “Now she’s a taster.”

Mr. Dunmore set down the folder, took off his jacket, folded it over the back of a chair and unfastened his belt with an almost touching care. Pamela measured in the living room, in front of everyone, because Mr. Dunmore had declared he had nothing to hide.

“Four and a quarter inches long. One and a quarter in diameter.”

“Excuse me,” he said, staring at a spot on the ceiling. “It isn’t large.”

“We can see that,” said Pamela.

“But I have good stamina.”

“Prove it.”

Fanny knelt on the rug in front of him. Mr. Dunmore’s stamina lasted eleven minutes, and he spent them staring at a spot near the lamp, murmuring from time to time “Excuse me, is everything all right?” Fanny worked patiently, and at some point Victoria, from the couch, yawned. Elena lit a cigarette, looked at it and put it out in the ashtray with a disappointed air.

“That will do,” she said at last. “Mr. Dunmore, thank you. We’ll let you know.”

“But I haven’t yet...”

“It was an endurance test. Passed. For joy, maybe another time.”

Mr. Dunmore put his jacket back on with a scarlet face, gathered the copies of his résumé and left them on the table, one for each, like a gift. At the door he turned and made a small bow toward Fanny.

“Very kind,” he said. “Thank you for your time.”

“You’re welcome, sir,” she murmured, with swollen lips and the voice of a maid, and he disappeared onto the landing, happy as a cat.

“Evaluation?” Pamela asked.

“Neutral taste, ma’am. A slight hint of mothballs. Excellent duration, quantity...” Fanny searched for words. “...a promise.”

“A promise of what?”

“Of arriving.”

* * *

The third was Tobias, twenty-nine, and when Victoria saw him enter she let slip an “oh” that wasn’t entirely disapproval. He was a big guy, bare-chested, with a mermaid tattooed on his bicep, a script inscription along his ribs and a silver ring in each nipple. He had a brow piercing, a tongue piercing he clicked against his teeth when he talked, and a bully’s smile that always lingered a second too long on Victoria.

“Ma’am,” he said. “I was told you’re looking for a guy who knows his place here.”

“We’ll decide his place,” Elena replied.

In the hallway, when Pamela sent him to unfasten his pants, Tobias unveiled the rest of the collection with a certain pride: two piercings, a steel barbell running vertically through the tip and a ring lower down, at the base. Pamela bent over with the caliper and noted, eyebrows raised.

“Six and three-quarter inches long. One and five-eighths in diameter, decorations excluded.” She added on the pad, in small letters: “hardware.”

That was when Fanny noticed the smell. It came from Tobias’s body, but stronger from there, a pungent, chemical, sweetish odor that resembled bleach and, underneath, something sick. It caught in her throat. She pulled back on her knees.

“Mrs. Pamela,” she said, her voice breaking. “Not this one. He has a smell that... smells sick. I’m sorry, I can’t.”

“What can’t you do?”

“Taste. I don’t want him in my mouth. Please.”

“Oh, really?” Pamela set the pad on the floor, unhurried. “You have your word, you know. Say it, and we end everything now. Elena leaves, I leave, Victoria turns you back into Julian forever.”

Fanny opened her mouth. Nothing came out of her lips. Pamela waited three full seconds, then reached out and grabbed the fake ponytail, the tight one Fanny had put up that morning in front of the mirror, and wound it twice around her wrist.

“There. You don’t want to say it, so we do it my way.”

“Ma’am, but the smell...”

“The smell passes.” She pulled her head back, then pushed it forward, and Fanny found herself with her face against the boy’s abdomen, in the midst of that chlorine odor. “Open. Now.”

Fanny gave in. The cold metal of the barbell touched her palate, the ring knocked against her teeth, and Tobias, who until then had watched the scene with an amused look, flinched and leaned on the doorframe. Fanny kept her eyes shut and her breath held. Pamela never let go of the ponytail. She guided her head back and forth in a slow, implacable rhythm, repeating in a low voice “good girl, like that, all the way,” while tears ran down her cheeks and the eyeliner streaked black lines down to her chin.

When Tobias finally let go, with a satisfied grunt and a hand on the back of Fanny’s neck, she swallowed everything on Pamela’s order, with a retch that shook her shoulders. Pamela released her only then, gave her two taps on the cheek and wiped her hand on a handkerchief.

“Evaluation,” she said.

“Two, ma’am,” Fanny whispered, her voice hoarse. “A two for courage. The rest... tastes like bleach. And something else. I think Mr. Tobias should see a doctor.”

“A doctor.” Pamela laughed softly. “Good girl. Now that’s useful.”

Tobias, jeans back on, returned to the living room with his cowboy walk. Elena heard him with a polite nod, read the line on the pad and dismissed him with a phrase in an official’s tone.

“We thank you, Mr. Tobias. As a first step, we recommend a full medical checkup. We’ll let you know.”

“A checkup?” Tobias stopped at the door. “For what?”

“In general.”

When the door closed, Victoria, who had watched half of it, put a cushion over her face and stayed like that, in silence, until she stopped shaking.

* * *

After the third, the afternoon began to slip away. Pamela had tea served. Fanny brought the tray, poured, and the whole time stood with her hands clasped, the cage jingling with every breath.

“Tired?” asked Victoria.

“No, ma’am.”

“You’re lying. Your eyes are glassy.”

“A little, ma’am.”

“Drink some water. Rinse your mouth. The next one arrives in ten minutes, and Pamela said he’s the last.”

Fanny drank, rinsed, spat in the kitchen sink and redid her lipstick in front of a compact mirror, her hand still trembling. When the intercom rang for the fourth candidate, she was put together again, with the ponytail pulled tight and the little skirt in order.

Marcus arrived at four-thirty. He was six foot three, forty-one, a firefighter by profession, with shoulders like a barn door and a short beard groomed like an English garden. He wore a plaid shirt rolled up on his forearms, a bunch of colorful flowers and a shy smile. He came in with his head a little bowed so as not to hit the doorframe, and the living room suddenly seemed smaller.

The silence that followed was one of those you don’t forget.

“My name is Marcus,” he said. “I’m here about the ad. I brought some flowers for the lady.”

Victoria, who was about to take a sip of water, set down the glass. Elena, whom no one had ever seen look embarrassed, cleared her throat. Pamela looked at the riding crop under her arm as if only now noticing she had it.

“What lovely flowers,” said Victoria, in an unexpectedly soft voice. “Thank you. Please sit, Marcus.”

“I’d rather stand, if you don’t mind. I’m a little nervous.”

“Tell me,” Elena intervened, having recovered, “what do you think of a husband like ours?”

“Where is he?”

“There. With the tray.”

Marcus looked at Fanny, who held the tray with both hands, and his face did not change. He gave a nod of greeting, courteous as to a colleague, and turned back to Victoria.

“Everyone has their own story,” he said. “I’m here for the lady.”

“He’s a man of character,” Pamela whispered to Elena. “I like that. Should I take the measurements?”

“Take the measurements.”

Pamela led Fanny and Marcus into the hallway. Marcus unfastened his belt calmly and lowered his jeans, and Pamela, who had bent down with the tape in her hand and a professional air, froze with the tape in mid-air.

“Ah,” she said.

“Is there a problem?” Marcus asked.

“No. No problem.” Pamela unrolled the tape, stretched it the full length, read the number, read it again. Then she took the caliper, opened it to the maximum, closed it again and looked at it as if it were wrong. “Nine and a half inches long. Two and a quarter in diameter. Forgive me, I’ll repeat the measurement. Yes. Nine and a half by two and a quarter.”

“Is that a bit more than usual?”

“A bit,” said Pamela, and cleared her throat. “Fanny. Taste.”

Fanny knelt on the hardwood with her little skirt lifted, and had a moment of vertigo. It wasn’t a matter of inches, though the inches were there, and plenty of them. It was the naturalness. Marcus didn’t offer himself and didn’t demand, he just stood there with one hand against the wall and a kind gaze, like a man waiting for his coffee. Fanny brushed his skin with her lips. He smelled of Marseille soap, of distant smoke, of warm cotton. She took him slowly, little by little, and he let out a long breath, almost a thank-you.

“That’s fine,” said Marcus. “Take your time.”

“Yes, sir,” Fanny murmured, her mouth full.

Pamela, beside her, had stopped taking notes. She just watched with her arms crossed, and for once made no jokes. From the living room came the clink of cups and Victoria’s low voice talking with Elena, and in Fanny, even at that distance, something tightened at the bottom of her stomach.

For a few minutes the scene was perfect. Fanny worked with all her art, with tongue and lips, her throat relaxed and the stubbornness of someone who wants to make a good impression. Marcus responded to each pass with a small gesture, a hand on the back of her neck, a caress on the ponytail. Pamela wrote “9” on the pad, then crossed it out and wrote “9 and a half.”

That was when the living room door opened. Victoria appeared on the threshold with her cup in hand, without saying a word. She leaned on the doorframe and stayed watching: Marcus standing, calm, Fanny kneeling, her lips, his big hand on the ponytail. The silence lasted almost a minute.

“Ma’am,” said Marcus, with a gracious nod. “I hope I’m not disturbing.”

“No,” said Victoria. Her voice was a little lower than usual. “Please continue.”

He continued, with the same calm. When at last he rested his head against the wall and closed his eyes, it was such a simple gesture, almost polite, that Victoria lowered her gaze to her cup. Fanny swallowed, short of breath, and Marcus brushed her cheek with two fingers.

“Good girl,” he said softly. “Thank you.”

Fanny felt a warmth climb up to her ears. No one in that house had ever said thank you to her.

Marcus composed himself, put his belt back on and picked up the bunch of flowers he had left on the hallway cabinet. He held it out to Victoria with a half bow.

“If today doesn’t work out,” he said, “I can come back another time.”

Victoria opened her mouth, closed it. She smiled, and would have liked to hide it.

“We’ll be in touch,” she said.

“All right. Good evening, ma’am.”

He left, ducking his head under the doorframe. In the living room remained three women and a bunch of flowers, and none of them felt like speaking first.

* * *

“So?” Elena asked, after a while. “Final list. Brad, three and a half. Dunmore, seven. Tobias, two, with a recommendation for a medical visit...”

“We’re not talking about Tobias anymore,” said Victoria.

“Marcus.”

Nobody answered. Pamela stared at the pad, where beside Marcus’s name there was a 9 and a half, two measurements underlined twice and a small ink stain. Elena poured herself a glass of water and drank it in small sips.

“Let’s say the jury has already expressed an opinion,” she said.

“With a one-minute silence,” Pamela specified.

“It’s still an opinion.”

Victoria let herself fall onto the couch. On the table were Marcus’s flowers, which someone had put in a vase. Fanny, who had stayed in the hallway, rose slowly, adjusted her little skirt, wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and approached the living room with her head down.

“Mistress.”

“What is it, Fanny?”

“May I say something?”

“If it’s brief.”

“I liked Mr. Marcus very much.”

Victoria looked at her for a long time, from below, with half-closed eyes. Then she smiled, and it was the first real smile of the day.

“I know,” she said. “That’s why you’ll have to be very careful.”


8.9


The Decision About the Little Balls 

Victoria retired at ten, with Edgar asleep in her arms and orders not to be disturbed for any reason. She closed the bedroom door, turned the key twice, and from the hallway came the sound of the mattress giving way.

Elena waited a full minute, standing in the middle of the living room, glass in hand. Then she looked at Pamela.

“She’s asleep.”

“Asleep,” Pamela confirmed. “And the baby with her.”

“Then we have the whole night.” Elena turned to Fanny, who was gathering the tea cups from the table. “Leave that. Come here.”

“Yes, Mrs. Elena.”

“Undress. Stay in the little apron and the cage.”

Fanny obeyed. The apron was the short black satin one, with white lace on the edge, and it covered nothing that mattered. In the silence of the house, the jingle of the cage against her thigh sounded like the noise of a little bell.

“Chest out,” said Pamela.

She opened the leather bag she had brought from the car and pulled out a case. Inside, lined up on red velvet, were the alligators. Two steel clips with blunted teeth, each with its own little ring for the hook. Beside them, a small canvas pouch with two one-kilo weights.

“You remember them,” said Pamela.

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Did you miss them?”

“No, ma’am.”

“Liar.”

She took one nipple between thumb and forefinger, squeezed until Fanny rose on tiptoe, then closed the clip. The pain was sharp, a bite that climbed behind her eyes. Fanny clenched her teeth. On the other side the second clip arrived without warning.

“Breathe,” said Elena. “Don’t faint now, the fun is just starting.”

Pamela hooked the weights to the little rings, one at a time, and let go. Fanny’s breasts, heavy by now, stretched downward, pulled by two pounds on each side, and a moan escaped her throat without permission.

“Just like that. On your knees on the rug, on all fours. I want to see the weights dance.”

Fanny got on all fours. With every movement the weights swung, the clips pulled, the pain started over again. Elena sat in the armchair and crossed her legs.

“Walk to the window and back.”

Fanny walked. Sixteen feet of hardwood that felt like a hundred and sixty. Halfway, a tear fell on the floor. On the way back, another.

“Good girl,” said Elena. “Look at that lovely picture, Pamela. A milk cow.”

“With a little bell around her neck and all,” Pamela answered, and tapped the cage with the riding crop. “Though something’s off here.”

Fanny lowered her head and saw. From the tip of the cage hung a clear, glistening thread that nearly reached the rug. Another was about to drop. The more she walked, the more she dripped.

“Mrs. Pamela, I don’t...”

“You don’t what?”

“I can’t hold it in.”

“Well, look at that,” said Elena, and bent down to see better. “She’s dripping like a broken faucet. Pamela, bring her a handkerchief. No, actually. Bring her a bowl.”

Pamela came back from the kitchen with a white porcelain bowl and set it on the rug, right underneath her.

“Stay there. Still. I want to watch it fill.”

Fanny stayed motionless. The clips burned, the weights pulled, her knees shook. And meanwhile, drop after drop, the thread fell into the bowl with a small, precise tick that could be heard perfectly in the silence.

“Listen to that sound,” said Elena. “A proper sissy.”

“A sissy who can’t hold herself,” Pamela added. “Look. Ten drops in a minute. You’re a disgrace, Fanny.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Say all of it.”

“I’m a disgrace, Mrs. Pamela. I’m a big sissy who drips and can’t stop.”

“And what else are you?”

“A little piggy, Mrs. Elena. A milk cow. A thing to be filled.”

“Louder.”

She said it louder, her voice breaking, and the two women laughed.

* * *

After the bowl came the strap-on. Pamela had brought it in her bag, wrapped in a cloth. It was the metal one, the usual, shiny as a spoon and long as a forearm, and on the cloth it left a halo of frost because she had kept it in the refrigerator all afternoon.

“You know where it goes,” said Pamela, as she fastened the straps at her hips.

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Say it.”

“Behind, ma’am.”

“Behind where?”

“In my ass, ma’am. All the way.”

“And how do you want it?”

Fanny wished she hadn’t answered. But the weights swung, and with each swing something in her gave a little more.

“I want it hard, Mrs. Pamela.”

“Good girl. Elbows down.”

The cold metal touched her skin and Fanny cried out, a short, sharp cry that was immediately swallowed by the rug. It was freezing, it was enormous, it was relentless. Pamela pushed slowly, hands on her hips, unhurried, savoring every inch, and with each thrust the weights swayed and the clips bit.

“Gently,” Fanny begged. “Gently, ma’am.”

“Gently? You were dripping before I even started.”

Elena had gotten up. Now she stood in front of Fanny, arms crossed, and lifted her chin with the tip of her foot.

“Look at me. What are you?”

“A sissy, ma’am.”

“A sissy what?”

“A sissy who enjoys it.”

“Ah, see? She says it herself.”

For a quarter of an hour the room was made of breaths and small wet noises, the jingle of the cage, of the weights, of the bowl filling. When Pamela finally stopped, short of breath and her forehead shining, Fanny was a trembling bundle who could no longer hold herself up on her elbows.

“Here’s the bowl,” said Elena. “Look how much.”

There was more than a finger’s width at the bottom. Pamela lifted it against the light and whistled.

“It’s been eight months since we let her let go,” she said. “There’s a week’s production in here.”

“Let’s drink it,” Elena proposed.

“It’s not that...”

“Fanny drinks it. That way she learns not to waste.”

Fanny stayed motionless, face to the floor. Then she felt the bowl on the rug, a few inches from her mouth. Its smell was strong, salty, the same as always.

“I don’t want to say the word, ma’am.”

“Of course you don’t say it. Drink.”

She drank. In small sips, with tongue and lips, like a kitten at a bowl. When she finished, Pamela ran her thumb along her chin, gathered the last drop and brought it to Fanny’s mouth.

“Clean. Good girl.”

* * *

It was around midnight that Pamela got the idea.

Elena had just refilled her glass and settled on the couch. Fanny knelt at her feet, the clips still attached, the weights tired by now, and Pamela paced the living room with an absorbed air, like an inventor looking for inspiration. She stopped abruptly in front of the sideboard, opened the tool drawer and pulled out a plastic bag.

“Elena. Look at this.”

“What is it?”

“Zip ties. The electrician kind. Plastic, ratcheting, the kind that never loosen once they’re tight.”

Elena set down her glass. Pamela slipped a tie between her fingers, pulled it, and the plastic tooth made a dry click.

“I was thinking,” said Pamela, “about something that starts with a question. How do you remove the balls from a sissy who doesn’t want them removed?”

“With an operation.”

“With an operation, yes, but Victoria still hasn’t decided. And then there’s the hospital, the certificates, the costs. But if instead...” Pamela mimed the gesture: the tie around the base, one loop, the click. “You tighten. Slowly. A little more every day. The blood doesn’t get through, the tissue dies, and within a few days...”

“They fall off,” Elena finished.

“They fall off by themselves.”

For a moment nobody spoke. Fanny, at the foot of the couch, didn’t dare lift her head.

“Pamela,” said Elena slowly, her glass in mid-air. “That’s brilliant.”

“You like it?”

“I like it to death. You’ll see, they’ll fall off within a few days. And nobody had to sign anything.”

“Mrs. Elena,” Fanny murmured. “Please. The mistress didn’t say...”

“Quiet.”

“Mrs. Pamela, I beg you, if the mistress found out...”

“The mistress won’t find out,” said Pamela, calm. “And that’s an order. You won’t say a word to Victoria. Not today, not tomorrow. If she asks why you’re walking crooked, you don’t know. If she asks why it hurts, you got bumped. Clear?”

“Ma’am, I...”

“Clear?”

Fanny opened her mouth. The word was right there, a breath from her lips: one single word, round, red. Red. It would have stopped them both, at once. It would have stopped them and she would have lost, without appeal, everything. She looked at Elena. She looked at Pamela. Fanny swallowed.

“Clear, ma’am.”

“Good girl.” Pamela gave her a pat on the behind. “Lift the apron and spread.”

The job took about ten minutes. Pamela was precise, as always: a single tie, chosen with care, passed behind the sac and then around the base, so as to trap the two little balls together. Elena held Fanny by the shoulders. The first click was an almost gentle sound. The second, a little louder, took her breath away. At the third Fanny saw stars and felt a burning pressure rising from her insides like a wave.

“Now I’ll tighten more,” said Pamela. “Tell me when you feel it’s enough.”

“Enough, ma’am.”

“A little more.”

Click.

“Ma’am, enough, please.”

“Now it’s enough,” said Pamela, and cut off the plastic tail with kitchen scissors. “There. Look how pretty they are. They’re already a little red.”

Elena applauded, with flat hands, as at the theater.

“Well done, Pamela. Tomorrow I want to see them. The day after, too. Fanny, do you understand? You tell Victoria only what we tell you.”

“Yes, Mrs. Elena.”

“And now to bed. On the couch, in the living room. With the clips still on until dawn.”

* * *

Victoria woke at nine-thirty, with the sun coming through the curtains and Edgar kicking in his crib. She stretched, picked him up, nursed him and changed him with the slowness of perfect mornings. Then she went out into the hallway in her robe, barefoot, and found Fanny in the kitchen, putting on the coffee.

“Good morning, mistress.”

“Good morning.”

Fanny moved toward the table with the tray. She walked badly. Not much, but enough: legs a little wide, short steps, rigid back, the face of someone struggling to seem normal.

Victoria set Edgar in the high chair and observed her for a while, saying nothing.

“Sleep well?”

“Yes, mistress. Very well.”

“Your eyes are puffy.”

“The couch cushion, mistress.”

“And you’re moving strangely.”

“I’m just a little tired.”

“Come here.”

Fanny set down the tray. Victoria had her lift the apron, turn, bend forward. She ran her fingers along her back, her buttocks, into the hollow of her thighs. She checked the cage, checked her behind, checked the marks the clips had left on the nipples. She paused a moment on the redness, smiled and said nothing.

“I know these,” she said. “And the rest? Spread.”

Fanny spread. For an instant nobody breathed. Then Victoria bent down, brought her face close, and Fanny felt her warm breath. Her hand stopped.

“What is this?”

“Mistress...”

“What is this?” Victoria repeated, in a new voice, low and curt. “Who did it?”

Time stopped. In the living room, beyond the door, Fanny heard Elena hold her breath. Pamela, beside her, must have had her eyes fixed on the floor.

“I did it, mistress.”

“You.”

“Yes, mistress. I wanted to take them off myself.”

Victoria looked at her for a long time. Then she sighed, and that sigh was worse than a scolding.

“You silly girl,” she said. “That’s not how it’s done.”

“Forgive me, mistress.”

“Come here.” Victoria pulled her against her, ran her hand over her hair, kissed her on the forehead like a child fallen off her bike. “Sit on the table. Don’t move.”

She came back with a small pair of scissors, the nail kind, and a warm towel. She worked for a quarter of an hour with a surgeon’s patience, tongue between her teeth, the tie taut between her fingers, the plastic strip giving way in small cuts. Fanny didn’t breathe. When at last the tooth snapped and the tie fell on the table with a dry tick, blood began to pulse again and Fanny moaned in pain and relief at once.

Victoria looked at the little balls up close. They were swollen, taut, and she didn’t like the color.

“They’re already dark,” she said softly. “Almost black.”

“Mistress, is it serious?”

“I don’t know.” She laid a finger on them, and Fanny flinched. “Maybe they’ll recover. Maybe not. Fate, who knows.”

From the living room doorway came a cough. Elena and Pamela had appeared at the door with circumstantial faces, but in both their eyes was a disappointment big as a house.

“Poor thing,” said Elena. “How could she?”

“Really,” Pamela added. “Such a dangerous thing.”

Neither of them had the courage to say it was her fault.

* * *

That evening Victoria wouldn’t hear reason. She put Edgar in his crib, left the door half closed and switched on the lamp on the nightstand.

“Tonight you sleep with me,” she said to Fanny. “Here, on the bed. Come.”

Fanny climbed onto the mattress, naked, the cage back in its place and the little balls wrapped in cold gauze. Victoria lay on her back, undid the sash of her robe and opened her legs.

“Lick me.”

Fanny settled between her thighs. It was a position she knew by heart, but that night everything seemed different. Victoria’s thighs were softer, the skin warmer, the scent more intense. And the hair, which for months had been growing without ever being shaved, had become almost black, thick, curly, a small forest in which Fanny’s nose sank with every breath.

“Good girl. Gently. Start from the bottom.”

Fanny began. Fanny’s tongue slid and climbed, started over, went back, stopped where Victoria’s breath changed. It was a tired but devoted tongue, and it had learned what the mistress wanted. Victoria took Fanny’s hair in one hand and guided her head with a small movement of her hips, first slow and then more and more determined.

“Higher. Like that. Don’t stop.”

The rhythm grew. Victoria’s thighs clamped around Fanny’s ears. Edgar’s crib, in the corner, was a quiet shadow in the dimness. Victoria’s breath became a stifled moan, then another, then a long low sound that broke in the middle.

“Yes... now... don’t move.”

And she came. With unexpected violence, with a hot spurt that hit Fanny straight in the mouth, and then another, and another still, as Victoria lifted her pelvis and clutched her head with both hands. Fanny drank. She drank everything, to the last drop, eyes closed and cheeks wet.

For a while in the bedroom there was no sound but Victoria’s breathing, slowing down. Then she loosened her grip, and Fanny found herself with her head resting on her thigh, mouth still open, chin dripping.

“The taste is different,” Victoria murmured, her eyes closed.

“Mistress?”

“I mean mine. My taste. It’s stronger. More... I don’t know.” She put a hand to her belly, then to her forehead. “It’s the pregnancy hormones. And the hair growing in, look at it. I look like a forest.”

“It’s beautiful, mistress.”

Victoria opened one eye.

“You don’t like it.”

Fanny raised her face. Her lips were glossy, her chin wet, her makeup run down to her cheeks. She stayed silent for a moment, because the truth was too simple to say quickly.

“Yes, mistress,” she said. “I like everything about you.”

Victoria looked at her for a long time, in the yellow light of the lamp. Then she reached out a hand, dried her chin with her thumb, and smiled without saying more.

In the corner, in his crib, Edgar sighed in his sleep. Outside the door, in the dark hallway, two shadows withdrew silently toward the living room.
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Karim’s Return 

The intercom rang at eight-thirty on Sunday morning, when everyone in the house was asleep except Fanny, who was already in the kitchen making coffee with the little apron on and her balls still sore beneath the cage.

“Who is it at this hour?” Elena grumbled from the couch, the blanket over her head.

“I’ll go, ma’am.”

Fanny crossed the hallway with her step still a little halting, pressed the button on the video intercom and froze. On the screen, in black and white, was a tall man with a shoulder bag and a smile she had never forgotten. He raised a hand and waved, looking straight into the camera.

“Fanny,” said the voice. “Open up. It’s me.”

The little cups slipped from her fingers and crashed onto the floor.

“Mistress!” Fanny cried, running toward the bedroom with shards under her feet. “Mistress, come! Come right now!”

Victoria appeared in the doorway in her robe, hair spilling over her shoulders and Edgar in her arms, still half asleep.

“What’s going on? Did you break something?”

“Karim, mistress. It’s Karim.”

For a second Victoria didn’t move. Then her expression changed, as if a light had suddenly been switched on. She put Edgar into Fanny’s arms, almost violently, and ran barefoot to the door.

She opened it. Karim was on the landing, tall, thinner, his skin dark and smooth, a few days of stubble and a white shirt open at the neck. He had the same look as before, a little ironic and a little tired.

“Hi, Victoria.”

“It’s you,” she said. It was the voice of a young girl. “It’s really you.”

“I’m back.”

They embraced in the middle of the landing, saying nothing more, with the door wide open and the neighbor across the hall peeking through the peephole. When they pulled apart, Victoria’s eyes were bright and she was laughing.

“Come in. Come in, come in. You have to see something.”

* * *

She led him into the living room by the hand, passing between Elena in her slip and Pamela, who had peered out of the guest room with a puzzled expression. Karim greeted the two women with a polite nod. Then Victoria took Edgar from Fanny’s arms and held him up in front of her, her face all smiles.

“Look.”

Karim looked. The baby, awake by now, returned his gaze with a newborn’s gravity. He had the same dark eyes, the same high forehead, the same slightly crooked eyebrows. He was identical. Not similar: identical, like a photograph from thirty years ago.

Karim reached out a hand and touched his cheek with one finger.

“Is he mine?”

“Yours,” said Victoria. “His name is Edgar. He was born a few weeks ago.”

“Edgar.” Karim repeated it softly, as if tasting the word. “May I?”

He took the baby in his arms with a touching clumsiness, elbows too wide, back rigid. Edgar stared at him. He didn’t cry. He didn’t even smile. He stretched out a fist and grabbed his lip, and Karim burst out laughing, and everyone in the room laughed with him except Fanny, who stood in a corner with her hands on her little apron and her heart in her throat.

“Do I look like him?” asked Karim.

“He looks like you, it’s scary,” said Pamela, and for the first time since she’d known her Fanny saw a sincere expression on her face.

Victoria turned to Elena and Pamela. Her face was flushed and radiant.

“Thank you for everything. Truly. You’ve been invaluable. But now Karim and I need to be alone.”

“Of course,” said Elena at once. “I’ll get my things.”

“We’ll talk tomorrow,” Victoria added, with a gentle but firm smile.

“Sure,” said Elena. “I’ll call a taxi.”

“See you soon, then.”

Elena and Pamela looked at each other. For a fraction of a second, Fanny saw a great disappointment pass through their eyes. Then they composed themselves, gathered their bags and left with suspicious speed, leaving behind a scent of lipstick and a bag of zip ties, forgotten at the back of the hall cabinet.

* * *

“We have so many things to talk about,” said Victoria, when the door had closed. Then she stopped, turned to Fanny and lifted the little apron with two fingers. “Wait a moment. Let me see.”

She bent down, removed the gauze, touched gently. Fanny held her breath. The black color was gone. What remained was a somewhat bright pink, and a swelling that was already going down.

“They’ve recovered,” said Victoria, almost to herself. “Well, how about that. Fate.” She raised her eyes and smiled. “You have shameless luck, Fanny.”

“Thank you, mistress.”

“Now be good. Karim and I have some catching up to do.”

She took Karim by the hand, took Edgar on her hip, and disappeared into the bedroom. The door closed. The key turned.

Fanny remained alone in the middle of the living room, the shards of the little cups still on the floor. She picked them up calmly, one by one. Then she took the broom, swept, washed the floor, made fresh coffee. In the background, through the wall, came low voices, a laugh, a silence, then more voices.

At noon Fanny prepared lunch and left it on a tray in front of the door. She knocked once, softly. No one answered. The tray vanished half an hour later, and reappeared empty at three.

It was around four that the creaking began.

At first it was just a few, rhythmic, distant. Then clearer and clearer. Victoria’s bed, an old-style double bed with a wrought-iron headboard, had an unmistakable voice: a steady lament that Fanny knew by heart from years. But this time the rhythm was different, more decisive, more sure. It was the rhythm of a man who knows what he’s doing.

Fanny sat on the chair in the hallway, about ten steps from the door, her hands in her lap. She listened. The bed screeched, stopped, resumed. Victoria’s voice could be heard, high and broken, repeating a word Fanny couldn’t make out. Then a laugh from Karim, low and warm.

Fanny closed her eyes. She felt no jealousy. Or at least not the kind one would expect. It was a stranger feeling: a painful sweetness, like hearing music you loved as a child.

The door opened at five.

“Fanny,” Victoria called. “Come.”

* * *

Fanny entered. The room was in half-light, curtains drawn, the air heavy with a smell she knew and hadn’t smelled for months. Karim lay on the bed, naked, one arm behind his head and the relaxed air of someone who has made a long journey and has finally arrived. Victoria lay beside him, legs open and the sheets in disorder.

In the crib, in one corner, Edgar slept peacefully.

“Clean,” said Victoria. “Everything.”

“Yes, mistress.”

Fanny knelt at the foot of the bed, crawled closer and lowered her face. The taste hit her at once. It wasn’t her own, it wasn’t the mistress’s: it was a salty, warm, slightly bitter taste, and she recognized it instantly, the way you recognize a voice on the phone after years.

“You feel it,” said Victoria, watching her. “Tell me you feel it.”

“Yes, mistress.” Her voice came out strangled. “It’s Karim.”

“Good girl. Did you miss it?”

“So much, mistress.”

Karim raised himself on an elbow to look at her. He had a slow, amused smile.

“Is she still being good?”

“She’s being good,” said Victoria. “But she needs encouragement. If you keep being good, soon you’ll be able to drink it straight from the source. Right, Karim?”

“Of course, Victoria. If she’s good.” Karim paused and tilted his head, as if to appraise better. “And maybe from behind too, what do you say?”

“Like the good old days.”

“Like the good old days,” he repeated.

Fanny felt the blood rise to her cheeks. She did not dare lift her eyes. She kept licking, with more care, with more devotion than she had ever put into anything, because her whole life at that moment came down to that gesture: cleaning well, leaving everything in order, earning what had been promised her.

When Victoria gave her a pat on the shoulder and said “That’s enough,” Fanny raised her face, her chin wet and her eyes shining.

“Thank you, mistress. Thank you, Mr. Karim.”

“Go prepare us a proper dinner,” said Victoria. “A real dinner. Candles, the good tablecloth, the porcelain service. Tonight we celebrate.”

* * *

The dinner was a small masterpiece. Fanny prepared it in three hours, in a clean apron and a fresh ponytail, running between the kitchen and the dining room without ever sitting down. She set the table with the embroidered tablecloth Victoria kept for special occasions, the good china, the crystal glasses, the silver cutlery. In the center she put two tall candles and a vase of white roses she had bought that afternoon with the little money in her piggy bank. She turned off the lights, lit the candles, and the room changed its look: the glasses shone, the outlines softened, the ceiling was lost in the dark.

For the menu she spared no expense. A saffron risotto, which Karim had always loved. Then a veal roast with oven-roasted potatoes and glazed vegetables. To finish, a dark chocolate cake, still warm, with a single little candle on top.

When Victoria and Karim entered the dining room, she in a dark green dress, he in a clean shirt, Fanny was standing beside the table with her hands clasped, like a maid in a luxury hotel.

“Fanny,” said Victoria. And added nothing more, but Fanny understood from her look that she had done well.

They sat down. Fanny served the risotto, poured the wine, filled the glasses. They ate calmly, speaking in low voices about faraway things: the months Karim had been away, work, a mutual friend, the old neighborhood. No one asked Fanny to sit with them. She remained standing, a step from the table, ready for any request, and this made her strangely happy.

Toward the end, Victoria raised her glass.

“To the family, reunited,” she said.

“To the family,” Karim replied.

They toasted. Then Victoria turned to Fanny, who stood motionless with the pitcher in her hand.

“Are you happy, Fanny?”

“Yes, mistress.”

“Say it better.”

“I’m so happy, mistress. It’s the best day in a long time.”

Victoria smiled. She rested her chin on her hand and looked at her with that new light in her eyes, the light of someone who has decided to be generous.

“I see how you look at him,” she said softly. “You can’t resist, can you?”

Fanny lowered her eyes. For an instant she thought of lying. But there had been no secrets between them for years.

“No, mistress,” she murmured. “It’s stronger than me.”

“Can Karim?”

The silence lasted a second.

“Of course,” said Karim, pushing back his chair. “Make yourself comfortable, Fanny.”

He stood. He unbuttoned his pants with one hand, calm, and let them slide to his knees. He was already hard, and Fanny’s breath failed at the sight of him, because her body remembered him better than her head. Fanny smiled. She knelt on the rug, between the chair and the table, with candlelight on her face, and took Karim in her mouth with all the slowness she was capable of.

She treated him like an offering. She passed him over her lips, her cheeks, her neck, her chin, brushed his skin with her nose and her tongue, took him in her mouth again, went down all the way, held her breath. Karim closed his eyes and rested the back of his head against the chair. Victoria, glass in hand, watched the scene the way one watches a successful painting.

A few minutes passed, maybe ten. The candlelight trembled. The only sounds were Karim’s breathing, growing shorter and shorter, and the small wet noise of Fanny’s lips. Then he gripped the chair with one hand, murmured a word in a language none of those present spoke, and let go with a long groan.

Fanny received it all. She held it in her mouth, savored it, closed her eyes, and when the moment came she swallowed to the last drop. Then she pulled away slowly, ran her tongue over her lips, and stayed there, on her knees, her hands on her thighs.

“Everyone toasts in their own way!” Victoria exclaimed triumphantly, raising her glass.

Karim laughed. A full, warm laugh, the laugh of someone truly happy to be back. He pulled his pants up, picked up his fork, cut a piece of chocolate cake and put a bite on Fanny’s plate.

“Here. You earned it.”

Fanny looked at him, then at Victoria, and understood that tonight the house was finally in its place. She was content. She was on her knees, with smeared makeup, swollen and aching balls, the cage jingling with every breath, and she had never wished to be anywhere else.

She laughed too, softly, running her tongue between her lips, and in the dark of the room the candles went on burning.
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