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First edition


Monday, December 25th

My name is James, but for years now I've only been Jenny.

The notebook I'm using to write these lines is bright pink, with a gilded spine and a real satin bow tied around the cover, as if it were a gift-wrapped parcel and not an object to keep. Donna gave it to me this morning, under the tree, in front of all the ordinary presents, wrapped the same as the others. I opened it thinking it was just some planner. I only understood what it was when I saw the color and read, on the first page, her handwriting: "For Jenny. Write what you've become, not what you were."

My wife Donna asked me to keep a diary in which to set down my thoughts, one she'll read from time to time and, whenever she wants, share with her friends or lovers, to complete my path of submission, not only physical but psychological too. She said she took hold of the body long ago: the hands, the clothes, the gestures. What's still missing, she said, is the mind. And with Donna, the mind is taken with written words, not spoken ones, because a voice can be controlled, but a pen can't, not entirely.

She gave me the notebook on Christmas morning on purpose, she said, so it would be a real beginning, an easy date to remember every time I reread the first page. She only said that one sentence on the page, then went back to the other presents as if she hadn't just changed something inside me. I stayed sitting on the rug with the pink notebook in my hands, among the torn paper and ribbons, and I couldn't stop staring at that color, so wrong for my hands, so right for what I've now become in Donna's eyes.

I still don't know who else will read these lines besides her. I know the thought that someone else might read them one day, without my knowing beforehand, has the same effect on me as the cage I've worn for months: a tightness that doesn't hurt until I think about it, and that hurts terribly the moment I do.

I'll start here, with the bright pink of the cover, with the bow I had to untie carefully so as not to ruin it, because Donna said she'll put it back every time she shuts the notebook in the drawer.


Tuesday, December 26th

Today I'm writing my first real account. Yesterday was a quiet day, at least at the start.

Donna had invited Patrik to lunch, a twenty-five-year-old boy she tutors at the university. She always says she's forty. Actually a few years more, but it doesn't show: she's still beautiful, and the years have rounded out her hips and breasts, a body different from the one in the photos from her youth, which she keeps locked in a drawer.

I love her and I always want her happiness. Even yesterday, even that way.

I prepared and served lunch. They laughed and joked about math and physics that I've never really understood. It's partly why I fell in love with her: she's a university professor of the sciences, and I never understood any of it. At the start of our relationship, it fascinated me to hear her talk, until she realized she was explaining to an empty room, my emptiness, and stopped trying with me. She hasn't stopped with Patrik, and maybe she never will, because he follows her, and she likes that more than she ever liked any effort of mine to understand.

"Jenny, bring us the dessert," she said toward the end of lunch, "and stop listening, your little head can't understand it anyway, right Patrik?"

I love it when she treats me that way in front of a stranger, even though Patrik is almost part of the family by now. I brought the dessert, then the coffee. While I was clearing the table, Donna and Patrik went upstairs hand in hand.

"When you're done, come up too, Jenny. It's Christmas today, you can watch, but don't disturb."

Tidying the kitchen took longer than expected, and by the time I went upstairs they were already well underway. I sat in my usual little chair, in the corner, without a sound. Donna was facing me and smiled. Patrik was behind her, kneeling on the bed, his hands on her hips.

Donna's breasts are beautiful. They swayed and dragged against the sheet with every thrust from Patrik, an almost hypnotic dance. The pounds the years have left her seem to have all gathered there, and she makes a weapon of seduction out of them with anyone, except me. She always says I must never look at her cleavage, but yesterday was Christmas: I looked, and for once she didn't correct me.

When Patrik picked up the pace, she cried out his name, but she was smiling at me as she said it. She does it for me, I know.

"Patrik, don't pull out. Inside, I want all of you inside. I want it inside."

He finished inside her, as she'd asked. Donna often prefers to taste it, but not yesterday. They lay down together, embracing, on the bed. Patrik fell asleep almost at once.

She looked at me and smiled. "Merry Christmas, Jenny," she said, pointing with two fingers to the spot between her legs. "Come, it's all yours today."

I got up and did what she asked. The taste was the usual one, Patrik's, a taste I know well by now, almost as well as I know hers.


Wednesday, December 27th

Donna told me something important about this diary, and I want to write it down here before I forget: I'm not supposed to recount everything that happens, only the things that stay with me. In a few days she'll read it, she said, and tell me how to go on.

I'm afraid she won't like what I've written so far. She says I should write for myself, as if no one were ever going to read it, but I know she'll read it, and maybe others after her. If I get it wrong, she'll whip me, the way she always does when I get something wrong. I don't mind, I'm used to it by now. Donna's silence almost frightens me more than her whip does.

Last night Patrik wasn't here. I slept at the foot of the bed, on the rug. That's how she wants it when she's alone: she keeps me close, on the floor, as if she needs to feel that I'm there even without touching me. When she has guests, though, no. I have my own room downstairs, next to the garage. The maids stay in the service quarters, she always says, and I'm a maid like the others, only luckier: I have all the clothes she's bought me, hanging in a closet far too big for what I've become, and a full-length mirror on one wall. I'm fine there, really. It's my corner.

Today I put on the pink pin-up dress, the one with the ruffles over the false chest. When Donna saw me she laughed, a real laugh, not a mean one, and wanted to check that I wasn't wearing panties underneath. Her finger slid in without resistance, the way it always does now. She pulled it out almost at once, without a word, and went off to make coffee as if she'd only checked that the washing machine had started.

I felt a sense of emptiness all day long. I can't say much else today. Only this: empty, from morning to night, in one exact spot on the body that shouldn't count for so much, and yet counts for more than anything else.


Thursday, December 28th

This evening Zoe is coming to dinner, a colleague of Donna's. She likes women and hates males. Sometimes she hates me too, in a different, more personal way.

The moment I got up I did the waxing, to be perfect. I've been doing laser hair removal for years, but something always grows back, lighter, less bristly, and Zoe notices anyway, every time. When she finds it, she uses the whip. Donna lets her and laughs, calls me a porcupine when it happens, and then rubs soothing cream into the purple streaks left on my thighs and backside.

This morning I checked the hidden areas too, with the mirror. I thought I was in the clear.

I'd like to move on to hormones. Donna says no, that it's still too soon, that I have to prove I've earned that step. I don't know what else to do to convince her. I'd like real breasts, not this half-cup latex silicone prosthesis I wear under my bra all day, unbearable when it's hot, a fake weight that reminds me every hour how far I still am from what I want to be.

I also put a little cream on behind. At the end of the evening Zoe always wants to take me with the strap-on, and she's always very rough about it. "Enjoy it, male," she says as she uses it, as if that word, male, were the real punishment, more than the whip, more than the strap-on itself. She doesn't know I'd need tenderness, a few caresses, the kind she saves for Donna when they go to sleep together.

Once I watched all night. The next time Zoe didn't want me watching anymore, and sent me to my room.

We're still in the Christmas season. Maybe Donna will let me stay tonight.


Friday, December 29th

I hurt all over. Behind, I feel open.

Zoe brought a new instrument, a speculum. Her gynecologist bought a new one and gave her the old one, with a warning not to use it, because the little teeth are worn down and it snaps open too sharply. At a certain point it jumps and widens abruptly at the end of its range. The patients would complain, Zoe wouldn't. I think she's intimate with her gynecologist too.

"We have to try it out," she told Donna at the end of dinner. "It's fantastic."

Donna put her hands up. "Not with me. I hate that thing and I always try to avoid it."

Then they both looked at me, looked at each other, and started laughing. I understood there was no escape for me.

They had me lie down on the sofa and Zoe, with her usual grace, inserted it into me. Closed, it was almost pleasant, then she started turning the screw. Up to a point it was gradual, a new sensation, then what the gynecologist had talked about happened. I screamed.

Donna asked her to take it out right away, but Zoe said to wait, that I'd get used to it. She really did say it that way, "get used to it," in the feminine, the way I express myself when I speak.

Either way the pain didn't pass, and I kept asking her to take it out. In the end she did.

Donna got angry. "You broke it," she said. "Look, a whole hand fits in without touching anything."

Zoe laughed. "What do you care? It's better this way, when you have guests it can take more than one at a time."

Donna was annoyed. "That was never a problem. If it stays like this it's obscene, you can see the whole pink inside."

Zoe suddenly felt guilty. "It'll close back up, it's elastic, you'll see, by tomorrow it'll already be better."

Donna still seemed doubtful to me. I felt the cool air inside, a sensation I'd never had before. I didn't have the nerve to touch myself with my fingers.

Then the two of them went upstairs without telling me anything, without instructions. I waited a few minutes and went up too. I hid behind the door. I saw them intertwined, each with her face at the other's sex. Then I made a small noise with the heel of my shoe.

Zoe stood up, grabbed the riding crop, and started using it on my thighs. "Didn't I tell you that you have to stay in your room when Donna and I are in the bedroom?"

"Yes, but it's Christmas," I said.

"Today's the twenty-eighth. Christmas is over. Get to your service room."

I set off with her following behind, whipping me all the way down the stairs too.

Now almost everything hurts: behind, from the speculum, thighs and backside, from the whip. I hope it passes soon.


Saturday, December 30th

Donna apologized to me for Zoe's behavior. She said sometimes she overdoes it. Still, she added that she'd been right to whip me, that I know I'm not supposed to spy like a pervert but stay in my room downstairs.

She checked me behind, saying it was a little better, that she thought it was worse, then she rubbed cream on my buttocks and thighs. "You're all purple," she said. "I feel sorry for you. Want me to take off the little cage and pet you a bit, all the way to the end?"

I nodded.

"How long since you last came?" she asked.

"Forty-two days," I answered.

She got angry, because she says I'm not supposed to count that precisely. She left, leaving me as I was, the little cage locked with the padlock. "You still think like a man, you disappoint me," she said as she left my room.

Maybe she's right, I shouldn't count the days on the calendar. I can't get anything right, I'll never manage to convince her I'm ready for hormones. I'm afraid I'll have to wear the fake breasts forever. I cried. I disappointed her.

I cleaned the whole house from top to bottom to make up for it, in my shortest maid's dress. She barely noticed. Patrik did. When he came for lunch he said it smelled nicely clean, added that I was a good maid, and stroked me under the skirt. That gesture pleased me, even though the still-fresh purple stripes hurt.

Donna was in a bad mood after lunch, her period had just started. Patrik asked something, but I was distracted and didn't hear well. I only heard Donna's shrill voice. "Jenny," she almost shouted. "She'll take care of it."

I understood what she meant. I followed Patrik to the sofa and when he sat down I knelt in front of him. I did everything myself, exactly as she prefers it to happen. Only at the end did he grab me by the hair. He wanted to check that I'd swallowed everything. Of course I had. I still had the fresh purple stripes on my buttocks to think I deserved any more.


Sunday, December 31st

Yesterday Donna was unmanageable. Her period, plus New Year's Eve, it couldn't have gone worse. I took care of things with Patrik, but tonight?

She'd invited two of her friends a while back, two players from the university basketball team who take her math course. The two centers, huge boys not much inclined toward the sciences, whom she'd helped through their final exams, and who every so often pay her back in a different way. They're good boys, discriminated against by some professors for the color of their skin, but not by Donna: she doesn't make those kinds of distinctions.

She cared a lot about having a different, intimate New Year's Eve. She'd even hinted I might get to watch, in my little corner, in silence.

Now she's pacing back and forth in the other room, furious. She's trying to reach them to cancel everything, but they're unreachable, not answering the phone. I don't dare think what might happen if they come here tonight, given that she's not available and these days has no desire for anything, not even alternatives. Answer, boys, come on. Do it for me.

Afternoon

Donna is furious, the boys still aren't answering. She came to me with the whip in hand. She wanted to see the diary. She only read a few pages and flew into a rage, starting to torment my legs. She said that when I write about myself I write in the masculine.

"You have to think like a female! How many more times do I have to tell you? When's the last time you used your little thing with a woman?"

"With you," I answered. "Years ago, five I think."

"See? And the last time you took it behind, from a male?"

"A few weeks ago," I answered, keeping my eyes down in shame.

"See? You have to think and write like a female."

She gave me a few more lashes, then calmed down. "I can't reach those two, sorry for losing my temper. I have my own troubles too."

"Don't worry," I said.

"Put on the more elegant maid's dress, tonight. I'll try to talk sense into them when they come, I hope I manage it."

"I hope so too," I added.


Monday, January 1st

I'm wrecked. Wrecked, in the feminine. From now on I'll write it that way, as is right. Donna's right, I have to think in the feminine. She made that clear to me last night too, when the two boys arrived for dinner.

They admitted they'd read the messages and pretended not to notice, without grasping how serious the situation was. They thought that since Donna was indisposed up front, she'd have something done behind, or with the lips, but they don't know her the way I do.

After dinner an argument broke out. I understood right away where it was headed. Donna was tired and went to bed. "You handle it, Jenny," she said. "Get them emptied out and send them home." She really did say "emptied out."

I did what I'd done with Patrik, I knelt down, but that wasn't what they wanted. I felt uneasy around them, at least a foot taller than me and big everywhere. I knew they were big, Donna had told me about it, but I got scared and said something when they undressed. I think I said no, or maybe I only tried to, but I can't be sure.

My hands looked terribly white and small when I took them in my grip. The contrast of color and size was obvious. If it had been the image from a video it would have turned me on, but in the first person I got worried.

I hoped to settle everything with my hands and a few final kisses, but one of the two interrupted me, smiled, and shook his head no. The other was already lying face up on the living room sofa.

"Come here," he told me. "Everything's ready."

My legs were shaking, I'd never seen one that thick and wide up close before. I tried to buy time, to say I was still a beginner at certain things, but I lied without much conviction. I felt myself lifted by the armpits and positioned above the one lying down. Then he gently let me slide down while I felt the tip pressing against me from behind.

I let myself go, I knew that stiffening up only makes things worse. When the tip entered I braced myself on my knees, setting my own rhythm, quiet, a little at a time. I bought myself a few minutes, before the one holding me by the armpits pushed me down, all the way, all at once.

It was terrible and wonderful in the same measure. I felt an internal pressure toward my navel, I lowered my eyes and thought I saw my belly deform outward, as if something were pushing it from inside. Then I felt an inner heat grow with every thrust I received, a strange pressure on my bladder. I rested my hands on his chest and matched his movements. I felt full, but in a pleasant way. I hugged him and kissed him on the lips, then let myself sink onto his chest.

It was in that moment, of almost total surrender, that I felt the other one's pressure. I reached a hand back to stop him, but he took my wrist and guided my hand to the edge of my buttock, making me understand to spread it to ease his way in. I did the same with my other hand, spreading as wide as I could.

It was terrible at first, but you get used to anything, and it didn't hurt like Zoe's speculum had. The one underneath held me by the hips, the one behind by the shoulders, I felt like an object in their hands. Inside my little cage I saw drops coming out and running down, onto the belly of the one beneath me.

I think it lasted an endless time, at one point I feared it would never end. When I felt them pick up the pace I tried to relax as much as I could, to match them, I felt more open than ever before. They both finished almost at the same instant, I couldn't move. The sense of internal heat was total.

They pulled out satisfied and laid me down on the floor. With my hands I tried to dab the hole, so as not to make a mess with the fluid coming out of it. They got dressed again almost at once and, laughing, went out the door before midnight.

When I heard the first fireworks pop, I was still there, on the floor. I thought of Donna. "Happy new year, love," I said quietly, but she was already asleep upstairs, unaware of everything.


Tuesday, January 2nd

Yesterday we went to my parents' for lunch. We do it every year on New Year's Day. By now they've gotten used to my condition, but the first few years were hard. Mom sometimes calls me James, and when that happens Donna corrects her. "It was her own choice," she says every time. "It has to be respected." I agree, even though Donna and I both know it isn't quite like that, and one day I'll write something about it.

Donna doesn't want my mother to overexert herself, she's elderly now, so I do everything while they eat. The menu, though, she always plans herself; I serve and stay standing, at their disposal, in my little maid's dress.

Donna explained to my parents that when I make a mistake I have to be punished, which is why she always carries the riding crop with her. In the early days my mother didn't want to use it. Then once a water jug slipped from my hands, an antique porcelain one. It shattered on the floor into a thousand pieces. Donna rushed straight at me with the crop in hand, but Mom said, "I'll handle this one." Donna smiled, Mom didn't.

She had me lean over the kitchen sideboard, lifted my skirt, pulled down my panties, which I don't usually wear but put on out of some strange leftover modesty when I go to their house, and finally started whipping me on the backside. It was one of the hardest and most deserved punishments I've ever had. The ride home in the car was hell, my backside burning with every touch of the seat's leather.

Donna kept laughing. "That was one of the funniest scenes I've ever witnessed," she said. "Your mother, so against punishing you, until you break her precious porcelain. Would you ever have said that would happen?"

No, I really thought something like that would never happen.

Yesterday, though, almost nothing happened. At one point, while talking with Donna, sitting and eating, with me standing at her side, Mom asked: "When are you two giving us a nice grandchild?"

Donna didn't answer, or rather, she pointed at me with her eyes and shrugged. I felt very small in that moment.

"You've passed forty, there isn't much time left. Anything would be fine with us... any father." That's exactly how she said it: any father.

"I'll try," Donna said.

"Maybe white," Dad only added.

"I can't promise that," Donna made a point of clarifying, as if to reaffirm that talk like that about skin color didn't get any traction with her.

"Sorry," my father added. "I only said it so as not to embarrass James in the future."

"Jenny," Donna clarified. "Her name is Jenny, and she's almost a female by now. She has a female's taste, thinks like a female, and only goes with the males I arrange for her."

The conversation didn't go any further. "Shall I bring the coffee?" I asked, to thaw the chill that had settled over the table.

Mom picked up the crop lying beside my plate and gave me a strike across the thighs. "Of course you're bringing the coffee now, Jenny. And mind you don't drop the antique porcelain cups."

My hands were shaking. Luckily I didn't drop them, to my mother's disappointment, who kept a firm grip on the crop.

Evening

Donna had dinner alone tonight, she was pensive. After I'd tidied the kitchen she called me into the living room. She was on the sofa, wanted me to massage her feet. I love doing that.

"Listen, Jenny, what my parents said yesterday is right. I've passed forty. I still get my period, but it could stop soon. Either I do it now or never." She said it with a gentleness she hadn't used in a long time.

"That's wonderful," I answered. "We can take off the cage and try, I feel ready too."

Her expression looked surprised to me, she stiffened, I noticed it at once through her feet.

"What did you understand. I wasn't thinking of you. I'd want to do it with a real man, not with a softened-up little female."

She really was talking about me. I tried to make her understand what I thought. "But even though I've worn the cage a long time, I can still get erections, I promise you, and I can fertilize. The fluid I've built up in these days of abstinence would be providential."

She used the crop. She always does when I try to be right about something. "Stop joking around. I was having a serious conversation. Patrik? What do you think of him as a father?"

That boy has always left me indifferent. Even his taste never convinced me much, too watered down.

"Otherwise?" I asked, hinting at other options.

"Otherwise what? Not you, do you understand why not?"

I understood, but I insisted. Once we were a couple. "I could always collect my seed in a syringe and we could spray it in deep, I've read it can work."

"Are you crazy? Should I end up with a child with your genes, from a fucked-open faggot?"

Right, that's what I am now.

"The two from New Year's, maybe," she added.

"And me? You heard Dad."

"You what?"

"I'd have to walk around with the stroller saying it's my child, when it would be plain to see it isn't."

She laughed, amused. "You've convinced me, you know? When the time comes I'll call exactly those two, and I want you to watch and use your little tongue to clean me up between passes."

I nodded and went to tidy up the kitchen. I needed very different attention right then. She called me a fucked-open faggot. See what your fucked-open faggot gets you.

I deliberately dropped two plates, ones from the six-piece set. She came storming into the kitchen and whipped me until the crop bent.

She still loves me, I'm sure of it.


Wednesday, January 3rd

This morning Zoe stopped by. I answered the door. She looked at me tenderly, she never does that.

"Who did that" she looked at my legs.

"I dropped two plates, it's only fair." Indeed there were dark scabs that had appeared, that had never happened before, they were turning purple, but the skin remained more or less intact.

"Donna?" she asked.

"I swear, I deserved it. Two plates from the best set. She loved it so much."

She stroked my chin and went up the stairs, toward Donna's room. "But it doesn't hurt," I tried to tell her, as she took the steps two at a time. I stayed there, motionless, looking up. The door closed. I could hear them talking, but couldn't make out about what.

After half an hour they came down together. When I heard the door open I ran into the kitchen so as not to be caught with idle hands, but I think they saw me anyway. They came over and Donna spoke first.

"Sorry, Jenny, I overdid it. Does it hurt?"

I was moved. "No. I told Zoe the same. I deserved it, two plates as nice as those, a ruined set. I have to learn, without the whip I'll never learn."

Then Zoe spoke. "Donna told me everything, about the child, about your offer, about her offer. I know it all. Is yours still good?"

I was surprised. By now I've made peace with it, I'm just a fucked-open faggot. "I don't understand, which offer of mine?"

"The one with the seed and the syringe," Zoe said.

"What? Of course." I looked at Donna and stepped forward to hug her. "I'm happy, Donna, that you want my seed."

She pulled back, disgusted. "What? Your seed? Not for any reason in the world, never in a million years."

"But then..."

"It's for Zoe," she clarified. "She'd like a child, but she only loves women, and if it turns out to be a boy she'd like him inclined to become one too. She wants your seed."

I stood in silence, incredulous.

"Yes, Jenny. I want it. Will you give it to me?"

I said yes, I don't think I could have said anything else.

Tonight, after dinner, we'll proceed with the collection. They've gone to the pharmacy in the mall for the right syringe. I'm scared. I've always wanted to become a father, but not like this. Not with Zoe, at least.


Thursday, January 4th

Last night I felt deeply embarrassed.

After dinner Zoe wanted to collect my seed, no matter what. "I've changed my mind, I don't want to," I said, but Donna came closer with the crop and I gave in. My legs weren't able to take any more strikes.

They had me undress and lie down in Donna's bed. It had been a long time since she'd allowed that, like years ago. It was moving.

Then they realized the cage needed to come off, but Donna couldn't remember where the key was. She even got angry with me.

"If I knew where it was I'd have taken it off myself long ago, don't you think," I objected.

"Yes, just you try disobeying me. I'll cut it off if you so much as try." Donna can be very convincing when she talks. And it's true: even if I'd had the key available, I would never have used it.

In the end it turned up, for some strange reason it had ended up in the wastebasket. "I must have done it without thinking," Donna said. "I do that often with useless things. Yesterday I tidied up a bit and threw out what's no longer needed. I put the diaphragm in there, a few condoms, I must have thrown that in too."

Zoe put on latex gloves, as if she had to touch a dead animal. After several attempts and a lubricant spray, the key finally went in and the lock opened.

"It's really small, I didn't think it would be this small," Zoe commented at once.

"Almost like a clitoris," Donna added. "It used to move me, now it disgusts me to touch it. I don't have gloves so I won't."

Zoe tried to stir it a little, but it stayed limp. "Come on Jenny, make it rise, you do it."

I tried with my hand too, but it really stayed down. "It's been shut in too long, and besides it would take mental stimulation, so I can't manage it. You're both staring at me like it's a blood draw."

Donna twisted her mouth and took charge of the situation, knowing how to get to me. She turned on the smart TV in front of the bed and started looking for videos. "In the meantime get on all fours facing the TV," she said. "And you Zoe, put a deep little dish underneath her and with your glove be ready to stimulate her behind."

While Donna was looking for the right video, Zoe came back with the dish and set it right under my limp little friend, who had not the slightest intention of getting up. "You're sure to like this one," Donna finally commented enthusiastically.

It was a very engrossing video. One of the ones they'd shown me at the start of my crossdressing period, a long time ago. A fast sequence of images about the superiority of the Black alpha male and the white man's path of feminization. The images ran by quickly and taught what to desire, how to satisfy with the mouth, how to prepare behind with fingers and various accessories, all the way to the final act with a real alpha male.

Meanwhile Zoe had started slipping one finger at a time into me from behind. I stayed limp, but some fluid started coming down anyway. When the final scenes of the video began, the most intense ones, Zoe slid in her whole hand. Several spurts landed on the little dish, limp as I was, but the seed's consistency seemed good.

Satisfied, Zoe pulled her hand out and Donna stopped the video. After being shut away for so long I'd have preferred to keep going a bit more, but Zoe couldn't wait to draw up that fluid with the syringe and shoot it in before it went cold.

"You really are strange, thinking of having a child with this thing," Donna said, gesturing at me with her chin. "Who knows what freak of nature will come out of it."

Zoe smiled and remarked, "I'd like a daughter, and her Y chromosome is definitely just a failed X. Worst case, I'll raise her as a girl from the very first years." Then she drew up the fluid and, with the long needleless syringe, shot it inside before it went cold. She didn't even say thank you.

"You can go downstairs now, Jenny," Donna told me. "And don't you think about licking her tonight where you just squirted that filth," she went on, turning to Zoe.

My seed was "that filth." I put the little cage back on, closed the padlock, and handed the key back to Donna, as was only right.

During the night I had a nightmare. I dreamed of Zoe bringing a child with my face to the park, dressed in a little pink skirt and a see-through top. On the slide the other kids made fun of him. "You're a faggot, daughter of a fucked-open faggot," they told him. I think even in the dream they meant me.

Afternoon

Zoe had lunch at our house with Donna, I served the meal, as I always do. Zoe wanted to know from Donna how feminized I'd become by now.

"Want to find out for yourself?" Donna asked her.

I didn't know what she meant by that question.

"In what sense, should I own her with a strap-on?"

Right, another story, interesting.

"No, I mean mentally. I've had her writing a diary, only since recently, since Christmas. I thought it would be interesting, and one day I read a piece of it, but I found it boring. As boring as she is." She was looking at me in a really crooked way. "I should divorce her, but she keeps the house in order. What would a real maid cost me? And then vacation, days off, all things she doesn't have. I keep her around, she doesn't do much harm, and when I bring a man home she doesn't say anything, in fact sometimes when I can't, she handles it."

She paused for a moment and smiled at me. It wasn't a kind smile.

"Jenny! Bring your diary here, Zoe wants to read it."

Zoe felt uncomfortable and tried to say it wasn't necessary, that it was our business, but Donna insisted. "Jenny, move it and bring that diary here."

I wrote it at Donna's request, but it became my own private confessional, an outlet for me. I didn't want Zoe reading it, but I had no choice. With trembling legs I ran to get it and set it on the table next to Zoe.

"What a lovely bright pink," she said, laughing. "So feminine, it suits you." Then she started reading it.

I watched her with embarrassment. Inside the diary are my most intimate things, I'd thought Donna's words were only a threat, that she'd never really let anyone read it. Instead here I was in the kitchen in front of Zoe, dressed as a maid. And yet I felt completely naked.

"Did that really happen at New Year's?" she asked.

"I wasn't feeling well, I had my period. I left Jenny with those two boys. She's good with her mouth. She should have gotten them a little empty before sending them off," Donna commented.

"But then you didn't read it, she didn't use her mouth. She impaled herself on the first one and then let the second one in, together, in the same hole. And she even says they were big and long."

"You're confirming that for me," Donna said. "But two at once isn't possible, as usual she invents things she wished she'd done and couldn't. She's a born liar."

Then, turning to me: "Jenny, take away this fake diary and stop writing fiction, I want real thoughts and real situations. Zoe, shall we go buy a nice big plug for this little pig? I'd like to make her suffer a bit, but the crop's worn me out."

Zoe smiled and stood up. "Gladly."

I stayed there with my diary in my hands. It's not lies, I would have liked to say, but Donna wouldn't have believed me. She knows those two boys well and their measurements, she can tell what's possible and what isn't. But even she is sometimes wrong.

Evening

They wanted to take me to the mall too. They didn't even give me time to change. I went out just as I was, as a maid. Everyone stared at me. The women were horrified, the men less so.

Donna and Zoe walked ahead of me and I followed with the bags. At one point a strange man latched onto me and wouldn't let go. He insisted on carrying the shopping bags himself.

Donna spun around sharply. "I know you couldn't care less about the bags. You have something else in mind, speak plainly, what do you want?"

He stammered something, he hadn't expected to be verbally attacked like that. Donna loves me, and when someone bothers me she gets jealous.

"Actually I just wanted a little kindness, a little affection," the man said, finally finding the courage.

"Listen, your presence bothers me. If the maid here, Jenny, does something to you with her mouth in the bathroom, will you then leave?"

He nodded conspicuously, not really believing those words.

"Jenny, put down the bags and take him to the bathroom, and be quick."

I wanted to rebel and walk away, but I took him by the hand and led him to the bathroom. I looked him over well, he was pitifully thin, more shriveled than thin, and not even very clean. The bathroom was dirty too and smelled of urine.

I knelt down and pulled down his zipper. The smell of fish and cheese nearly made me vomit, then I got used to it and took him in my mouth. He laughed. He put his hands on the back of my neck, a classic move. I already felt the first salty little drops when he started moving his hips, reaching all the way to my throat. I tried to pull back just before he came, but he held my head still and I couldn't manage it. He kept me pinned with himself inside and closed off my nose with two fingers. I had to swallow to be able to breathe.

When he let me go I made a rude gesture at him and ran to Donna.

"Already done?" she asked me. "Are you sure? Let me see, open your mouth."

I complied.

"What a stench! You're disgusting! Close that mouth and have a mint."

As if a mint were enough, I told myself. I picked up the bags and started following them again.

Night

I can't sleep, I keep thinking back to that bathroom scene from the afternoon and to Donna's words. Once she loved me. I wasn't Jenny, I was her man. She always humiliated me a little, that's an attitude she's always had.

I worked as an attendant at a cleaning company, she was the university professor. When she invited colleague couples over for dinner, I took care of everything, dinner and the rest, but I sat at the table with them, and above all dressed as a man. I didn't understand a word of those conversations about physics, energy, antimatter, they sounded like crossword-puzzle words to me. I'd nod when Donna asked me if I'd understood, then from the group's laughter I'd realize they were having fun at my expense.

About ten years ago they assigned me a new coworker. A Mexican girl. She spoke little English, and poorly. They often sent us out together to clean office buildings, mostly at night. A fondness grew between us at first, then something more. We'd hide where no one would bother us and make love, almost every night, then go back to our cleaning rounds.

One night we were cleaning a big company, on the upper floors there was a bedroom reserved for the general director. We looked into each other's eyes and undressed completely, throwing our clothes wherever, in the half-light. She was beautiful, completely naked. Before that time it had never happened like that, always rushed, taking off only the bare minimum. She wasn't tall, but she was full, natural, with a scent of peach.

She lay down on the bed and I followed her, from above, like a real couple. Everything was perfect, she looked at me with those big black eyes. Her name was Dolores.

Suddenly we heard knocking at the door. It was the night watchman. We dressed quickly, almost in the dark, and rushed out while he yelled all sorts of things at us. We laughed like two teenagers. We understood each other instantly, a single glance between us was enough.

After the shift ended I went home, still thinking about her, about the next day's work together. It was almost dawn, the moment when we practically traded places in bed, and Donna was already awake. I got undressed to put on my pajamas, and when I took off the uniform pants I saw her eyes staring at me, disbelieving. I didn't understand. I looked down, and in that moment I understood. I was wearing Dolores's panties. In our rush we'd gotten dressed without looking.

"Where did those come from?" Donna asked me, sitting up in bed and leaning her back against the wall.

"They're mine." That was the first thing I said.

"Yours? What are you talking about? Have you lost your mind?"

"I like wearing women's underwear."

"Since when? You've never told me that."

"I don't know, for a while now."

That's how it all started. After a few years, she admitted she'd already figured it all out. She made me quit my job, saying her salary was high enough for both of us, and confined me to the house, at her service. She started buying underwear in my size and demanding I wear it. Then she moved on to dresses and the maid's uniform. The rest came later, with the lovers she started bringing home, drawing me in.

One small lie, just one small lie, and now I am what I am.

I never saw Dolores again. I often wonder whether she too had trouble with my underwear on. I'll never know the answer.


Friday, January 5th

Sleeping last night was difficult. So many episodes from the past came to mind, so much nostalgia. I don't know why, or maybe I do. I still struggle to adapt.

Yesterday at the mall they left me outside the adult store. Zoe and Donna came out laughing with a big, full bag. I understood right away the evening would be tricky.

"Come, Jenny," Donna told me just as I was tidying the kitchen before bed. "Zoe wants to thank you for the seed you gave her and got a great gift for you."

At the word "great gift" I had a strange clenching behind, as if my body were refusing, on its own, any gift ending in the word "great."

I went to them, they were sitting on the sofa, with the store bag between them. "Get down there on the floor, on your knees." I'd have done it anyway, I'm used to it by now, as a servant I'm not allowed to sit on the sofa unless ordered to.

Zoe reached into the bag, then pulled out a pair of metal handcuffs lined on the inside with soft pink padding.

"We already have a similar pair," I pointed out, but Donna gave me a sharp look right away. "Don't be rude, it's a gift. These suit you better, they're pink. The other ones are black and also wider, they're for men, and a few times you managed to free yourself. That can't happen anymore."

It's true, actually, I have thin, delicate wrists, like the rest of my body. The old handcuffs are loose on me and I've learned to free myself without any trouble. Besides, it's just a game, I should always be able to do that, for emergencies. I don't understand what's so wrong about it.

The second item was a leather collar with a leash. "Look at the writing, do you like it?" Zoe showed it to me, very proud. It wasn't personalized, it didn't say my name, Jenny, it just said "bitch," generic. In my opinion the old collar with no writing on it was much more dignified.

Donna had gotten something for me too, smiling all over, she reached into the bag. "Now something you've wanted for a while," she pulled out a small clear plastic bottle with colored pills inside.

I couldn't believe it. Finally, I told myself. "The estrogen?" I asked, almost squealing with excitement.

Donna's expression changed, surprised by my reaction. "No. You're still not mentally ready. These are pills to help with erections, in case Zoe needs more of your seed. Yesterday you put on a truly pathetic show. That limp little thing is ridiculous, even if afterward, stimulating you from behind, something did come out."

I sank back into my usual disappointment. I immediately felt the annoyance of the silicone bustier with the fake breasts, which I've wanted to be free of for a while now, to have real, sensitive breasts, with my own nipples free instead of hidden behind fake latex ones. What would I even do with an erection, anyway? With nowhere to put it.

Finally, the highlight of the evening, and the reason for my insomnia. The mega plug.

I knew it was there, they'd been talking about it quietly even in the car, on the ride home. "Are you sure it'll fit? Maybe we still have time to exchange it. The clerk said once it's used, returns aren't accepted," Zoe whispered, before Donna reassured her.

"I know her well. The clerk doesn't know what Jenny's already taken back there. All her alarmist talk about the risk of prolapse, the risk that it won't come out anymore, the emergency service in case of problems, none of that applies to us. Jenny's plenty wide behind, you'll see, it'll be perfect."

I can still hear just fine, even though they'd put me in the trunk to let the bag ride comfortably on the seat, without letting me look inside out of feminine curiosity. And sure enough, just as I'd feared, Zoe pulled out something enormous, I'd never seen anything that size before.

"Here we go," I told myself. "This time I end up in the hospital."

I closed my eyes and got down on all fours, but what happened after that I want to write down here calmly, later.

Afternoon

I made breakfast and then lunch, still with this discomfort behind. Donna and Zoe seem amused by my situation. They keep asking me to do embarrassing things, to bend over, to lift my skirt and let them look at me from behind. It's enormous even to me, I don't know how to make them understand anymore.

Last night Zoe showed it to me proudly, as if she'd designed and built it herself. "The clerk said it's the first one they've sold in years, ever since the warehouse sent it along with a shipment of other, more normal items. She says the owner, when he saw it, called it unsellable. He asked the manufacturer for a return, but despite the refund they never came to pick it back up."

She kept going on with that whole tedious explanation, but for me one look was enough to understand it was a design mistake, that no human backside could ever have received such a thing.

"When I saw it on that display shelf, half dusty, I thought of you right away, Jenny, of how thrilled you'd been by the broken speculum a few days ago," she went on, misremembering how things had actually gone with that object. "The clerk didn't even want to sell it to us, she was afraid something would happen. For the store, I mean. You know, ending up in the papers. I had to insist, explaining I'd only use it as a funny ornament. In the end she was convinced. Do you like it, Jenny? Are you happy?"

I answered no. How can I be happy about ending up in the hospital and then in the funny local news section?

Donna gave me a stern look, gripping the crop tightly in her hand. Still, she later appreciated my resignation, seeing me on all fours.

"Look, there's even a numbing, lubricating cream. Nothing's missing," Zoe said, then she read the expiration date and made a strange face. She showed it to Donna.

"But what's a year going to do? What does a year even mean. It's sealed anyway," Donna said.

What a lovely gift, I thought: a monstrous object and expired cream. I already saw myself hospitalized at death's door, right in the ward for fucked-open faggots, as Donna always calls me.

Zoe lifted my skirt and approved that I was already ready and bare underneath, opened the cream. "The smell is nauseating, but it doesn't look bad."

"Wait," Donna cut in. "Use the latex gloves, you never know, since it's expired your skin could get irritated."

Mine won't, though, I thought. Zoe's hand skin might get irritated, while my delicate internal mucous membranes won't.

Anyway, with gloves on, she began generously spreading that cream with its intense disinfectant smell. Right away I felt a strange cold sensation. After a few minutes a strange numbness started setting in behind.

Zoe and Donna were reading the cream's ingredients. "Listen, how strange," Zoe said. "Intended for veterinary use only, absolutely not to be used on people. Contains a powerful relaxing, paralyzing anesthetic. Mint and eucalyptus scents, mineral lubricant from regenerated used motor oil, then there's a crossed-out word, followed by equine."

Donna paused a moment to think. "Well, it's done now, we can only wait. How do you feel, Jenny?"

"Strange," I answered.

Then I tried touching myself behind with one hand. It felt like touching something that no longer belonged to me, completely numb and above all really relaxed. The hole behind was open, the sphincter asleep.

Zoe checked the same thing herself, then took that monster out of its box and set the tip against my little hole.

At first a bit of it went in. The shape is the classic cone shape for these objects. I felt nothing, the anesthetic had clearly worked fast. I could feel Zoe behind me pushing uselessly with both hands, unable to get any further.

"I can't manage it, Donna, let's try together, I don't think there's much left to go now."

"It's not even halfway in. Either way we have to try now. Otherwise we've wasted the cream for nothing."

They kept at it together for at least ten minutes, almost uselessly.

"This takes a man's strength," Donna said at one point. "There's a huge bodybuilder living nearby, I'll go get him now, he'll definitely manage it."

"I don't want to," I exclaimed. "I don't want strangers seeing me like this."

"Quiet, you. Who asked you anything!"

After about ten minutes Donna came back with the bodybuilder. A huge guy in shorts and no shirt, all sweaty. "He was training in his garage," she clarified.

He tried uselessly with his hands, then lay down on the floor, set his heel against the plug, and pushed. I felt myself split in two under that push, and finally it went in all the way to the final narrowing.

"It'll be hard to get it back out," the bodybuilder commented, as he stood up and positioned himself in front of my mouth, pulling down his shorts.

"I promised him that," Donna simply said.

Right, but I had to be the one to do it, promise for yourself next time, I wanted to say. Instead I opened my lips and did the rest.


Friday, January 12th

This time I was scared. The doctor said it could have ended worse.

He wanted to see the cream too and had it analyzed. It contained filth unsuited to a human, and he even confirmed that substance of equine origin, whispering it in my ear out of modesty. A strange reaction on his part, after so much talk about clinical matters, medical terms, diagnoses, prognoses: blushing over one word seemed excessive to me. I've had that substance in my mouth many times, but I swallowed it without much fuss.

Anyway they managed to pull the plug out before the worst happened. I was deeply embarrassed, because with that stopper my bowels had gotten blocked and suddenly emptied in front of the medical team.

Zoe and Donna never came to visit me during the whole hospital stay. They did call me on the phone, though, saying they were embarrassed. I'd become almost famous in the papers too: "Trans Near Death from Equine Plug," another "Anal Plug Won't Unplug. Trans Hospitalized," and then "Maid Delights in Giant Plug but Falls Ill." In short, in town no one talked about anything but me.

I had to stay for several days lying face down, my bare backside pointed up and covered only by a sheet. Every so often doctors and nurses from other departments would come by to look out of curiosity, in person. They'd lift the sheet and comment. "Wonder if it'll ever close up," and also, "I didn't quite get how it happened. A horse?" "No, a horse plug," a better-informed colleague would answer.

Some left their cell numbers in the nightstand drawer. On discharge I took them with me, out of politeness, but I don't think I'll ever call them, I don't even know what they want from me.

Anyway Donna said I can relax for today. Starting tomorrow, though, I have to get back to work, because the house is dirty and there are no clean dishes left. I think no one did anything while I was away, and there's a lot to do.

Bit by bit I'll get it all done, and maybe one day I'll manage to close my legs and stop walking like those kids with diapers on. I hope for that with everything I have.


Monday, January 15th

Today Donna decided it was the right moment. She counted the days on an app on her phone, said a number I didn't quite catch, and called the two boys from New Year's as if she were planning a dinner.

They arrived around six, already laughing on the stairs. Donna welcomed them in her robe, nothing underneath.

"This time I want to properly enjoy them," she told me, as she let them in. "There's no point making a child without having fun first, and they're perfect for that too, not just for the genetics. Do you have any idea how big they are, Jenny? Would you like it if your child looked like one of these big boys?"

I didn't know what to answer. I only lowered my eyes.

"You stay in the corner and watch," she went on, pointing me to the chair by the window. "While I have sex with both of them together, and they come inside me. But it's only right that you, as my female husband and father on paper, be present at the impregnation."

I sat where she'd shown me, my hands in my lap, and watched them undress. Donna lay across the bed and beckoned them to her with a gesture, one on each side, as if she were arranging a family photograph.

I couldn't stop watching, even though I'd wanted to. The way they held her, one underneath and one on top, the way she laughed between one thrust and the next, calling them by name, cheering them on the way you cheer a team. At one point she raised her head toward me and smiled, exactly like at Christmas, with that look that says look what I'm capable of getting.

"They have to come inside me at least twice each," she said at one point, without stopping. "After the first round, if they go soft, Jenny will take care of getting them back up with her mouth. I want to be sure, this time."

The first round came quickly, one after the other. They called me right after, and I did what I had to do, kneeling at the foot of the bed, moving from one to the other until they were ready again. They let it happen without hardly ever looking at me, eyes fixed on Donna, who meanwhile touched herself as she waited.

The second round was slower, longer. Donna had her eyes closed, her hands on both their hips, and when they came inside her the second time she cried out in a way I'd never heard her do, not even with Patrik.

They pulled out together, sweaty, satisfied, and sat on the edge of the bed to catch their breath while Donna stayed lying there, her legs still open. Something started trickling out, slow, mixed.

"Jenny," she said, without even opening her eyes. "Come clean up with your tongue. Everything that comes out is yours, in the end. It's the only way you'll ever be able to say you had anything to do with this child."

I came closer and knelt between her still-open legs. Her sex was warm, swollen, dark with wet hair, and the seed dripped down slowly, mixed with her, thick in one spot and almost liquid right after. I sank my tongue in without thinking, or rather thinking too much, about every single detail at once.

It wasn't the taste that struck me, I know that by now, so much as the idea of what I was cleaning: the seed of two men that maybe right at that moment was already trying to become something inside her, a child that would carry my last name on paper and nothing else of mine inside it. I wondered whether one day, looking at that child, I'll be able to see in him a little piece of this evening too, of me kneeling here, useful only for cleaning up what was left.

Donna sighed softly with every pass of my tongue, her fingers laced in my hair not to guide me, only to have something to hold onto. For a moment I felt, of everything in that room, like the only real thing: the two boys already distracted, already half-dressed, and me still there, with my mouth where it mattered most.

When I finished, Donna stroked my cheek with the back of her hand, absent-minded, the way you pet an animal that's done its duty. "Good girl," was all she said, and closed her eyes again. The two boys, meanwhile, got dressed again, laughing quietly, no longer paying me any mind, as if I weren't there.


Tuesday, January 16th

Since yesterday Donna's been acting as if she were already pregnant. There are weeks to go before the test, but she's already started with the scenes.

This morning she told me to go do the shopping.

"Alone?" I asked, surprised. "You never send me alone, you always say a sissy maid out and about alone is obscene. So do I dress normally, then? As James?"

"No! So you can go see that cleaning slut again, is that it? No, you're going exactly as a maid. Here's the list."

"But I don't even know where that dress is anymore... please, don't send me out dressed like that."

"Yes. Quiet and get moving."

The list called for anti-stretch-mark stockings for pregnant women, vegetables, aspirin for headaches. Nothing complicated, in theory.

I went out in the little maid's dress under the long coat, which covers little and only serves to make me feel ridiculous twice instead of once. Wherever I went, someone talked me into something extra.

At the pharmacy the clerk convinced me to buy pills for natural breast growth, herb-based, "not otherwise specified," as the box itself said. He added, almost in a whisper, that they had a mild laxative effect, but I wasn't listening anymore, I was only looking at the word "natural" printed in big letters. I bought two boxes, a hundred dollars, without even checking the price. I daydreamed the whole way to the next store that finally, maybe, something real would happen.

At the lingerie shop the clerk suggested a set with a bustier, garters, and open-back panties. "Perfect for quick encounters," she said, as if it were a technical feature and not an embarrassment I'd be taking home with me. I can never say no to a confident clerk. I bought it.

At the produce stand I was only supposed to get vegetables, but I came out with a bag that looked chosen specifically to make me blush: huge zucchini, crooked bananas, a pair of cucumbers the boy at the stand had carefully picked out himself, saying they were "the nice straight ones." I said thank you without a second thought.

When I got home, Donna looked inside the bag and for a moment was speechless. She pulled out the cucumbers one at a time, then the bustier, then the two boxes of pills, lining them up on the kitchen table like evidence of a crime.

"I asked you for vegetables and aspirin, Jenny. Not a brothel trousseau and a supply of fake hormones."

"They talked me into it," I said, weakly.

"Anyone can talk you into anything now. You're the only person in the world who'd go out to buy aspirin and come back with a vibrator disguised as a zucchini."

She said nothing more, but it didn't entirely displease her: she set the bustier aside, on her side of the bed, as if she'd already decided what I'd be needed for tonight.

I spent the rest of the afternoon in the bathroom. I'd doubled the dose of the breast pills, thinking double would mean double the effect. The only doubled effect was the laxative one. I'll be writing more about those pills, I fear, in the coming days.


Saturday, January 20th

Tonight Donna invited three couples of university colleagues to dinner, professors with their respective wives. She'd been talking about it for days, but only this morning did she explain to me how it would really go.

"Tonight I'm not introducing you as my husband," she told me, checking over the menu. "I'm telling them the truth. That you're my sissy maid. I want to see their faces."

I spent the afternoon preparing everything: appetizers, the main course, dessert, the table set with the good porcelain, the same set I haven't broken since my mother taught me that lesson. At eight they all arrived together, almost in a line, and Donna welcomed them laughing, with that tone I know well by now, the one from when something bad is about to happen.

She introduced me right at the entrance, in front of all six of them. "This is Jenny, my sissy maid. She used to be my husband, now she's just this." She said it with the same lightness she'd have used to introduce a new housekeeper. The wives glanced at each other, embarrassed only for a moment, then started having just as much fun as their husbands.

I served the whole dinner standing, back and forth between the kitchen and the table, while the jokes washed over me one after another.

One professor asked me if I could cook as well as a woman, then added whether I also knew how to do all the other things women do with their husbands. "Though I don't see any husbands here," he went on. "Maybe you enjoy some equine accessory?" Everyone laughed, remembering well the newspaper articles from a few days earlier.

Then the conversation slid onto physics, and Donna cut in. "But Jenny doesn't understand anything about physics, she's more gifted in the physical department: men's, especially when their tool's nice and full."

A connoisseur among the wives remarked, "She likes them big, I imagine."

"She's nice and wide behind," Donna answered. "I call her a fucked-open faggot, she loves it." General laughter and approval.

I kept pouring wine and bringing plates, with a smile I no longer knew was mine or just the one I was expected to wear.

The real problem started around the middle of dinner. The breast pills, the doubled dose, decided to make themselves felt right as I was serving the main course. The first time I ran to the bathroom apologizing under my breath, and came back pale. The second time no one pretended not to notice anymore: one guest started timing me out loud, laughing, while the others applauded my return like you'd applaud a sprinter.

In the end Donna decided to explain everything herself, before someone thought I was seriously ill. "She took some pills to grow her breasts, herbal stuff, and doubled the dose herself, thinking she'd get better results. This is the only real effect." General laughter, even louder than the first round.

It was at that moment that I did the stupidest thing of the whole evening. I undid the first buttons of my blouse, in front of everyone, and showed my chest, convinced I'd finally see something different, a hint, a new curve. "Look," I said, almost proudly. "It's working, isn't it?"

Silence for a second, then the loudest laughter of the whole night. "We really don't see anything, sweetheart," one of the wives said, wiping her eyes. "It's as flat as before, maybe more so." Another added that the only thing that had grown was my ridiculousness.

I buttoned my blouse back up quickly and went back to the kitchen to get the dessert, my cheeks burning and the feeling, once again, of having believed in something that didn't exist.


Sunday, January 21st

Deep down I deserve it. Donna wasn't so cynical once. She became this way after she found out about my affair with that girl.

Officially she pretended not to have noticed, playing along with the panty game. She started filling me with women's clothes, women's shoes, women's makeup. For a while I even thought about spoiling that game and telling her everything, that those panties weren't mine. But then something strange happened: I started to like being treated as a maid.

One day she stroked me behind and said something roughly like this: "You're becoming more of a female every day. Even when I stroke you behind you have strange reactions, you start rotating your backside. So an idea came to me. I'd like to complete your transformation."

I thought it would mean another dress, something odd, like a pink bunny costume, since we'd once seen one in a catalog we liked. Instead she had something else in mind, and I found out the following day.

She came home from work earlier than usual and brought along a student from her class. I got jealous, but didn't have the courage to say anything. They sat on the sofa and Donna called me over.

"This boy's name is Manolo, he's a Spanish student who won a scholarship in America. He doesn't know anyone here and always feels lonely."

I grew more and more jealous. "So, since he's lonely, you thought you'd give him your company? You can speak plainly and tell me how things stand," I told her.

She laughed. "Manolo loves male company, or rather passive males who know how to move their backside well, a little like you. So I invited him, thinking you might like it."

For a moment I feared she wanted to cheat on me. Then I understood, and I smiled at Manolo, even hugged him out of happiness. He returned it by putting his hands on my backside, as if it already belonged to him.

Donna watched us from the sofa, with the same pleased look of someone witnessing a successful experiment. "Take her to the bedroom, Manolo. And don't hold back too much, even though it's her first time. She has to learn right away how it's done properly."

He took me by the hand and led me toward our room, the one that back then still belonged only to Donna and me. He undressed me calmly, unhurried, as if he had all the time in the world and no intention of wasting it. Donna sat in the armchair in a corner, legs crossed, to watch.

I didn't know what to expect. I was scared, but also curious in a way I'd never let myself admit even to myself. Manolo laid me face down on the bed, lifted my hips with his hands, and Donna, from a distance, gave him instructions in the calm voice of someone teaching a lesson.

"Slow at the start, Manolo. Let her get used to it. Then don't stop anymore."

I felt the first pressure, and gripped the sheets with both hands. It hurt, a dull ache climbing from the base of my spine up to my throat, but under that pain there was also something else, something I couldn't name. Manolo moved slowly, then less and less slowly, following Donna's advice the way you follow a musical score.

"Good girl, Jenny," she said at one point, her voice almost affectionate. "Look how well you've opened up, for a first time."

When Manolo picked up the pace, the pain blended with something else, a heat rising from the point where he held me steady all the way to my stomach. I buried my face in the pillow, not sure whether to keep myself from being heard moaning or from being seen crying, maybe both at once. He came inside me without asking permission, with a long breath that stayed with me for days every time I thought back on it.

Donna only got up from the armchair at the end, stroked my sweaty hair, and told me I'd been good. I've never forgotten that sentence. It was the first time she made me feel, in the middle of all that pain, truly hers.


Wednesday, January 24th

The plug story hasn't been in the papers for a few days now. The strange headlines didn't bother me much, there were no names and no photos. No one could connect me to those articles, written more to shock the curious than to inform.

A journalist from a weekly even asked me for an exclusive interview, once I was discharged from the hospital. He wanted to take photos of me too, in my best maid's outfits, and then more in lingerie holding that famous plug. I keep it hidden at the back of the closet, where Donna never goes. I wouldn't want strange ideas to come back to her.

The idea of the photo shoot wouldn't actually displease me, I like it when I look at myself in the mirror and strike poses, I even like slightly suggestive photos. But only for myself. Showing them to everyone embarrasses me, so I said no. Donna doesn't know. She'd have said yes for me too, without asking me.

Social media, on the other hand, is cruel. They spread the plug story with my name and blurry but recognizable photos of me. Even my mother saw the reports and was ashamed. She called Donna and said she'd like, curiously enough, to know whether things had gone back to normal behind.

Donna answered that the slit still isn't fully closed, that maybe it will be in the future. She really did say "slit," because my backside is a bit different now from before. It no longer has a circular shape, it's more of a vertical cut. It opens more efficiently when needed, but takes longer to close back up, and for now it still doesn't do so perfectly.

A friend of Donna's read the news on social media and called her after a long time. He owns a riding stable and, to draw in more customers, asked her whether I'd be willing to do some photos on horseback, with one of his horses. She accepted at once. We're going this afternoon.

I'm curious, I like horses, they're so strange. I'm only afraid of falling off the saddle, but Donna says it's easy, I hope it really is.

Evening

I had a good time at the stable. Donna's friend was very kind, especially to Donna. He was making a move on her, it was obvious, and in fact it happened later.

At first he showed us the stalls of the stud horses. Something struck me terribly. Donna yanked me away, saying we weren't there for that. The owner explained to us that it's all handled by people now, even the collection, to keep the horses from hurting themselves. There's a fake mare and then an attendant with gloves, and a container catches everything. He said it's difficult work, that many attendants leave disgusted on the first day, and they're always looking for new staff. I would have liked to say something on the subject, but I was afraid of being misunderstood.

Finally he showed us our already-saddled horses. Mine was different from the others. "To keep you from falling we put on a kind of safety belt. It keeps you from sliding sideways. But if you don't want it, we'll take it off."

I didn't want it. Donna, though, said to leave it on, that it had been an original and very thoughtful idea.

On the saddle my horse had a dark dildo somehow screwed on, pointing upward. With that innovation I'd stay locked in place without sliding. Donna lifted my skirt, showing that I wasn't wearing panties, so there was no need to take them off, and added that the size was perfect.

"Twelve inches, the biggest one I could find that would still fit with the saddle. Because if it's bigger it comes out better in the photos."

Indeed, before getting on the horse, I had to pose for several photos stroking that strange safety measure.

When I got into the saddle two attendants dressed as cowboys helped me. They set up two step-ladders on either side of the horse and, holding me by the thighs and backside, lowered me down slowly, while the photographer fired off shots in a burst.

Then I finally slid all the way down, and the ride began. The instructor explained that you have to match the horse's movements, going up and down with your backside and pushing off with your feet on the stirrups. With that dildo inserted the whole thing was anything but unpleasant.

An hour of riding at a slow walk was truly a hard test. I tried to hide the fluid coming out in front and wetting the saddle. Donna and the owner rode ahead of me, they suddenly took off at a gallop and I lost sight of them. I searched for them for about ten minutes, stopping now and then behind the bushes when I felt the need to speed up the up-and-down on the dildo because I was at my peak.

At one point I saw Donna and the owner come out from behind a hedge. They were holding hands, and Donna had damp lips and a few little stains on her blouse. I said nothing. She smiled at me, and as soon as we were alone she explained she'd done it with her mouth, so as not to disturb the baby. That's what she said. She's convinced she's really already pregnant.


Thursday, January 25th

This morning Donna wanted to check how I was doing behind. The saddle didn't improve the situation.

"You know, yesterday at the stable, inside the barn, you embarrassed me in front of the owner," she said out of nowhere.

I asked why.

"You fixated, staring open-mouthed at the area near the tail. Even the owner noticed. You have to control yourself when we're out, you can't make me look like that."

It's true, I was staring there. "The owner asked me something indecent. I said no."

By now she decides everything for me and doesn't ask me anything anymore except after the fact. I would have liked to think it over before she said no, at least to know what it was about.

"Actually, Zoe wrote to me," she went on. "She met a girl like her in a chat, Dark Extreme. She says she told her about you and your willingness to provide seed. They're coming here together tomorrow, and if she likes you they'll do a collection."

I was genuinely offended by that news. "How will they manage that? And what if I don't want to? Doesn't what I want count for anything anymore?"

Donna laughed. "Don't make me use the crop," she said. "The kitchen's a mess, go tidy it up quickly. I'll sit on the sofa, I almost feel kicks inside, must be the baby."

I didn't comment. Kicks? Even if there really were something, it would at most be a tiny embryo. I don't dare think what she'll demand of me once the belly is actually there.


Saturday, January 27th

Last night Zoe came over with that woman she'd met in the chat. Obscene! She was an almost anorexic brunette, all piercings and tattoos, dressed in black leather with black military boots. Disgusting.

Donna welcomed them, amused. As usual I served them dinner. The woman's name is Ester, and she said she hates all males.

"Even our Jenny? By now the only male thing left about her is that useless bulge inside the cage." Donna asked.

I was genuinely curious to know whether she hated me too, after all I really am almost a female. I was serving her the roasted potatoes onto her plate at that very moment.

"Obviously," she answered. "For work I mistreat them. With my fingers and strap-ons especially. I'm cruel and I have to say no to a lot of requests, for lack of time."

Then she raised two fingers, showed them to Zoe and Donna, and slid them into me from behind, treacherously. I lurched forward and nearly dropped the bowl of potatoes.

"Males have to be punished," she said. "When they least expect it."

Donna laughed, amused. "You'd have fun with Jenny. She loves that kind of treatment."

I bit my tongue.

Zoe started talking about me. "I have my own theory about Jenny. Her Y chromosome is definitely an X with one of its two lower little legs shorter, not a real Y. In my opinion, if she impregnates a woman, out comes either a hundred-percent female, or at best a failed woman that needs shaping with good, targeted, early education."

Ester listened, interested. "I love that theory. I'd like to have a daughter too, to raise her to hate males and punish them. If I could be certain of having a daughter, I'd do it right away. But I hate things that aren't natural, clinics, insemination. I want to make a daughter the classic way."

Donna seemed intrigued by that strange conversation, and so was I. "So how would you do it, then? The natural way calls for a male who goes in and sprays."

Ester smiled, making clear that thought was old-fashioned and outdated. "There you're wrong, my dear. The idea of the male who grabs your hips and uses you passively is outdated. I've talked with Zoe about it and we've worked out how to use Jenny. First we handcuff her, because I don't want her dirty hands on my body. Then Zoe takes her from behind with a nice big metal strap-on, to stimulate the ejaculation. I'm in front, on all fours. So essentially it's as if I were having sex with Zoe, she'd be the one setting the rhythm."

"Interesting idea," Donna commented. "But how do you handle the erection? By now she's a faggot, I don't think your plan's possible."

"I've thought of everything, that too," Ester replied, then reached into the black backpack at her feet. I heard the metallic clink of objects touching, and finally she pulled out a box, which she set on the table and opened to show its contents. "See? I don't lack for anything."

It held blue pills. She really had thought of everything, except what I thought about it. But I don't think that mattered to her.

While I cleared the table I could hear Zoe and Ester in the living room organizing everything. Donna said nothing. I dragged it out, washed the dishes by hand, then Donna came in.

"Are you moving? It's ready in there. Why is this taking so long?"

"I don't like that woman. She seems sour. I don't want to make a child with her," I said.

"A daughter, if anything, or a faggot like you. Didn't you hear the chromosome theory? That's science. You're a middle ground between an X and a Y. A fucked-open faggot."

Donna can be very convincing when she sets her mind to it. I couldn't argue with her. After the plug story I'm fucked open, that much is clear. Am I a faggot too? I'm afraid I've become one by now, from taking so much.

I followed her. "Take those two pills first," Ester said. "Then have her take that cage off."

Donna gave me the key, saying to do it myself, that it disgusts her to touch it by now. Almost me too. I'm so used to handling big, hard ones by now that my own limp little thing seems so fragile!

Ester took the pink handcuffs out of the drawer where I still kept them packaged, never once used, and locked them onto my wrists behind my back. "This way you don't touch me with those hands," she said, as if it were obvious.

Zoe, with gloves on, started lubricating me from behind. The strap-on was futuristic, made entirely of gleaming metal. I don't mind metal, but it tends to be cold.

Anyway, after about ten minutes, the pill was gradually starting to take effect.

"It's time," Ester said. Zoe aimed it at me from behind and, with a single thrust, went all the way in. My little pinky stiffened. Zoe took it in hand and inserted it into Ester, then grabbed her friend by the hips and started going fast, back and forth, with me in the middle. We looked like a group-party train.

"Wreck her!" Ester shouted, and Zoe put her whole effort into doing it.

After about ten minutes I felt something inside contract. A prostate orgasm, I could feel it. I don't experience that often, but this time it came on intense. At the same moment I sprayed.

"I'm coming, I'm spraying," I said, then felt ashamed afterward of that gratuitous vulgarity.

Mission accomplished, I thought. Two children in under a month, but the one I wanted most, with Donna, would not be mine. And probably wouldn't be a faggot either.

They sent me to bed, leaving the strap-on inserted behind. "Don't take it out," Donna said. "As punishment for still being stiff in front."

Indeed I was still stiff because of those pills. I covered myself with my hands out of shame and went to my room, waiting for it to go down.


Sunday, January 28th

This morning the neighbor bodybuilder rang the doorbell, the one who'd used his foot to give the final push for the horse plug.

"Morning, still no shirt?" Donna greeted him warmly. She looked at him a certain way too. Some days had gone by since her last sexual encounter, the one with the two basketball giants.

I was already getting ready to retreat to my little room to leave them the house, when I understood the reason for his visit.

"I need your maid to give my garage gym a good cleaning, I'll bring her back the moment it's done."

Donna looked a little disappointed by the request. "Maybe you'd rather stay with me a bit first?"

"No thanks, I need to finish my training, I've got a competition coming up soon."

"Did you hear that, Jenny? Go and be nice to this boy, he did us a big favor, as you remember."

I remembered it, all right. "Can I take off Ester's metal strap-on?" I asked, since I'd had it wedged in behind since last night and Donna hadn't bothered in the slightest to authorize its removal.

"Fine, but don't get any strange ideas in your head, this boy just needs to train."

He smiled. Donna handed him the crop, put the collar with "Bitch" written on it around my neck, and put the leash in his hand. "You never know, she might run off," she said.

The walk down the street was short, but a few neighbors saw me with the collar. It wasn't nice. One guy, snickering, asked what breed I was, whether I had papers, because he'd been looking for a mate for his for a while. The bodybuilder smiled and said he didn't know the breed's name, but for letting off steam I was definitely suitable.

The gym wasn't very big. "Listen, my gym's already clean, I called you for something else." As he said it, he took off his shorts and underwear, standing completely naked.

"You know, the hormones for the competition go to my head, I'm always turned on, and if I don't let off steam I can't train with the right focus."

As he said it, he pulled me by the leash and had me lean against some strange, fully padded piece of equipment. He got behind me, lifted my skirt, and made himself comfortable. It was quick, his hands on my hips holding me tight, unable to move. His smell was strange. The hormones, I thought. Who knows what he's shooting into me with all that he takes.

He sped up as if there were no tomorrow. I was dripping in front, without the cage, and I touched myself with my hand. We came together, him inside and me on his equipment.

When he noticed, he grabbed the crop and used it on my still-bare buttocks. "Now lick everything up until it's clean, even the drops on the floor."

While I was doing it, he opened the interior door separating the garage from the house. He gave a whistle. I heard strange sounds of nails clicking on the floor.

"This is Black."

I refuse to write down what happened after that.

At home, in the afternoon, I took a nice hot shower, I needed it. "I'm never going back there," I told Donna.

"We'll see," she answered me.


Monday, January 29th

The first time with my mouth was strange. Donna and I were on vacation in Europe. To avoid trouble she made me dress as a man there, but one evening we'd both had too much champagne and were feeling a little giddy.

"Let's dress nicely," she said. "Like the ones in the red-light district," she added.

I was scared, you never know, in a country you don't know well anything can happen. I put on a very short dress, very bright pink, flashy. She, on the other hand, loves red, she put on one in that color. She was beautiful.

"Keep that little thing down. You know what your tastes are supposed to be since you started wearing women's panties," she told me, pointing at the fabric in front of my slightly lifted skirt.

"But I'm not wearing them today," I replied, thinking I was being funny.

She slapped my backside hard enough to leave the five-finger mark on me for the whole evening.

It was warm outside. We walked along the river. Everyone looked at her and made comments. Some addressed me too, but more directly: "How much for behind? I've got five euros, is that enough?"

I shrugged and quickened my pace, then, since Donna's good with numbers, I asked her: "How much would that be in dollars?"

"About five dollars, the euro and dollar are roughly equal, it depends on currency market fluctuations..." she explained a whole series of economic concepts I didn't understand. I was thinking that five dollars wasn't exactly a little, but I didn't turn back so as not to interrupt Donna's explanation.

The red-light district really was full of women of every kind, even ones like me. We went down a street where there was a house with a garden. The gate was open and inside you could see a lot of coming and going. We went in to look and were surprised.

There was a paved area with a light wooden wall at the center, with round holes about a yard off the ground. A few girls were kneeling in front of the wall, moving their heads back and forth.

"Let's try it too," Donna said.

We knelt in front of two empty holes. We waited a bit and two of them emerged from the holes. The one in front of me was normal, light-colored. The one in front of Donna was much bigger, and decidedly dark.

"Let's switch places," Donna said. "This one has a strange smell."

What could I do? Disobey?! The smell really was strong, like a fish market at the end of the day.

"Whoever finishes first wins another round," Donna said, and bent over hers, with hands and mouth, determined to win.

I wasn't quite sure how to handle it, I used both hands, one behind the other, at the base, and the tip in my mouth. The taste was strange, intense. Every so often a few salty drops came out. Out of the corner of my eye I checked how far along Donna was. She was closer to the end.

At a certain point she picked up the pace, pulled her mouth away, continuing with her hand. I saw the first spurt shoot forward, while she'd already stood up to the side. More came out, but she didn't get messy. Experience, I thought.

I felt mine stiffen even more in my mouth. "I have to do like Donna," I told myself. "I have to move to the side and keep going with my hand."

Donna had finished and was right beside me. I pulled my mouth off, but a hand pushed my head back forward.

"I'll help you," Donna said.

I didn't understand why. After a few seconds the first jets came. "Drink, Jenny, it's good for you."

I couldn't do anything else. The taste was too strong, but I swallowed. My first time with my mouth, with a stranger, I thought. I'll never forget that taste.

"You won," I said. "And now?"

"Now you do another one. As penance, for having lost."

"And you?"

"I hold your head at the right moment, you never know."

Another one, long and dark, took the place of the previous one, I did what I had to do. A strange penance. It should have been unpleasant, instead...


Tuesday, January 30th

Today Zoe arrived with two tests in a paper bag, one for her and one for Donna. The tension was high. They opened the packages, each her own, and with a marker each wrote her own name on the back of the stick.

"I already need to go," Donna said. "I've been holding it since last night," Zoe answered.

They went to the bathroom, one on the ground floor and the other upstairs. Donna wanted me with her. I held the stick so it would catch the direct stream, then, since she had a lot, she raised her aim a bit and had me open my mouth.

"How is it?" she asked me at the end.

"Like usual," I answered. It tastes a bit of roast. She ate it at dinner yesterday, while I only got the leftovers, some charred vegetables and a little piece of bread that, having fallen off the table, she didn't want to eat anymore.

"And that's it? Just roast? No different taste?"

"What kind of taste?" I asked.

"You're stupid, I have to explain everything to you. You sucked the two possible fathers at New Year's, don't you taste something of theirs? Skin or something?"

"Maybe, but I'm not sure." I didn't want to disappoint her, I only tasted roast, nothing else.

We went back to the living room, where Zoe was waiting for us with her stick in hand. "I don't have the courage to look," Zoe said.

"Neither do I. Let's give them to her, she's a faggot. She'll look at them." They handed them to me, saying I should read the result and tell them when they were ready to hear it.

I set them on the kitchen table, side by side, backs down, without looking at the names, only the results. I waited the five minutes marked on the instructions, checking the clock more times than necessary. Donna and Zoe sat on the sofa, close together, without talking, like two people in a waiting room.

Slowly, two lines appeared on one. On the other, just one.

I went back to them and said only this: "One has one line, the other has two." I didn't flip the tests over, didn't read the names, I didn't want to be the one delivering the good or bad news to one of the two in particular.

Zoe stood up first, almost running to the table. She grabbed the test with a single line, without even checking the name on the back, convinced it was hers, then, squeezing it in her fist as if she wanted to crush it, she picked up the crop that had, by some strange coincidence, been left lying nearby, and came toward me.

"I should have known," she said, her voice shaking. "That a fucked-open faggot can't get anyone pregnant." She started in.

Strike after strike on my legs, gripped by a rage I'd never seen her direct at me with that intensity. I said nothing. I stood still, eyes down, taking it, because protesting would only have made it worse, and deep down part of me thought maybe she was right, that my body had failed once again at something it should have been able to do.

Donna laughed, a light laugh, almost amused by the scene. "I'm sorry, Zoe," she said, without moving from the sofa. "I knew deep down it would go this way."

Then she stood up calmly to retrieve hers, the test left on the table, the one with two lines, convinced it was hers by simple elimination. She lifted it, and to check, turned it over, to look at the name written on the back, the same way she herself had done shortly before.

It said Zoe.

For a long moment she said nothing, staring at that writing as if there had to be a mistake. Then she raised her eyes, first toward the test Zoe had meanwhile thrown to the floor, then toward Zoe herself.

Zoe spun around sharply, picked the test up off the floor, turned it over, read Donna's name on the back, under that single line she'd mistaken for a final verdict on me.

For a moment nothing moved in the room. Hers was positive. Donna's, negative.

I can't quite describe the expression I saw pass over Zoe's face in that moment: relief for me, maybe, because my seed had worked despite everything, of all people with her. Something colder, more disappointed, showed on Donna's face instead.

"Congratulations," Donna said, in a voice that didn't sound happy at all.

Then she turned toward me. My legs were already striped red from Zoe's whip. She took the crop out of Zoe's hands with a sharp gesture, as if it were now rightfully hers.

"Lift up that skirt," she told me.

I didn't ask why. I turned around, lifted the hem, and felt the first strike land exactly where Zoe had just finished, on the same already-purple buttocks, reopening the same pain instead of adding a new one.

"That way you won't be sitting for a while, you ugly fucked-open faggot," she said, striking again, and again, unhurried, with the same calm she'd shown laughing at Zoe's desperation a moment before.

I didn't quite understand why she was punishing me at that exact moment, with the best news I could have received in weeks. I was still a male capable of fathering a child. Maybe it had nothing to do with the test at all.

I stayed bent over the table until she finished, listening to Zoe quietly apologizing for her outburst of anger a moment ago, and Donna answering her not to worry, that it all stayed in the family anyway.

In the family. That's exactly what she said. Then she added: "This filthy faggot did with that little thing what two ebony giants couldn't manage with their third leg. I'm cutting it off, I swear I'm cutting it off."


Wednesday, January 31st

Donna is impossible. Ever since the pregnancy failed with the two basketball students she's been treating me terribly. My buttocks are all streaked purple and scabbed. I managed to sleep a little on my stomach, but I felt the burning all the same.

Zoe says she wants to give me a nice gift. I'm not thrilled about the child with her. She said she won't let me acknowledge her, that she'll be hers alone. It has to stay a secret. She fears a serious psychological trauma might come to the daughter who's coming. Yes, because she's certain it'll be a daughter.

Donna's jealous. Zoe told her: "Try with her. Strangely enough the seed works. Hard to believe."

Donna glared at her. "What good is that? Look at her. If a girl comes out, so much the better, but what if a faggot like her comes out? What would I do with that? Two faggots at home, ready for guests?"

It's not at all a given that a faggot would come out, I would have liked to point out. I was born a male and was one for a long time. It was only an accident. A pair of panties out of place, only that, a misunderstanding. I have no gene with the shorter little leg, as they claim.

Anyway the air in the house is tense. Tomorrow we're going back to the stable, Donna said. She wants to see the owner again. She says the ad with me in the saddle went great. They'd like to shoot another one, since they've found a longer, wider accessory.

If I've understood correctly what's involved, I foresee a difficult day.


Thursday, February 1st

This morning we went back to the stable. I asked to visit the barn before the usual photo shoot in the saddle. The stud horse was sad.

"He hasn't been filling the containers for a while now. We'd found a girl, but she left when she found a boyfriend. They get jealous right away and start with strange talk. She gave in and quit." The owner explained the situation, then went on at length with certain details I won't repeat.

"Poor thing," I said. "But is it hard to fill the containers?" I asked, worried about the stallion's mood.

"Want to do it?" he asked me. "It's not hard." He then explained how it's done and how to position the container. A mechanized thing, I thought, doable, not unlike other situations I'd already lived through.

They shut me inside because I felt uneasy being watched. After about ten minutes I came out with the container full, ready to be sent off for breeding.

"Well done," the owner said. "How was it? Good?"

I blushed. "What kind of question is that?"

"Why? I only asked if it was good."

When people ask me such direct questions I go into a panic. I wanted to lie but I answered with the truth.

"Strange but good," I said.

He laughed as if I'd said something odd. "I meant the horse. Was he well-behaved during the collection?"

"During the collection? Yes. He was well-behaved. Obviously."

I handed him the container and ran off. Sometimes misunderstandings arise from the word order in questions. Who knows what he'd understood.

Donna was already waiting for me on horseback. "That's yours. Look what they put on the saddle. Will you manage it?"

It was enormous. It jutted out from that saddle obscenely. The step-ladders on the sides were already in place, and so were the two cowboys. Besides the two cameras there were plenty of curious customers. They started applauding and cheering me on. I couldn't bring myself to disappoint them.

They lifted me and lowered me down gently. I stretched little by little. I felt full. I could have ridden for hours without falling, a perfect fit.

"I didn't think you'd manage it," Donna said.

"Don't you always say I'm a fucked-open faggot?"

"Yes, but now you're truly obscene, dripping in front like a fountain and riding up and down like the biggest whore on earth."

She was still angry with me over the Zoe business. I didn't answer and took off at a gallop, bouncing like a real horsewoman in and out on that extreme object fastened to the saddle.


Saturday, February 3rd

Last night Zoe came back. Her pregnancy is going well, but it's just at the start and might not take properly. It happens often. She told Donna that herself, to reassure her.

"It's hard to see how this faggot's seed could be better than those two boys'," Donna answered her.

"I know, I've been thinking about it these past few days and I'm sorry. I brought something that might make you happy."

She had a little wrapped package. Donna opened it. It was a fairly wide plug, but not extreme, in latex, with small metal plates built in. Beside it was a little remote control.

"I'm fine behind. I don't use these accessories," Donna commented.

"You don't have to use it," Zoe clarified. "But her" — she pointed at me, turning her head slightly, as if I were an object in the house — "can have it inserted permanently. With the remote you do the rest."

"And I'm supposed to let this bitch enjoy herself all day? She doesn't deserve that at all."

"Wait, before you judge. See these metal inserts? They don't give pleasure, they're conductive plates. With the remote you can select the intensity and duration. Electric shocks go out from the plug, causing mild discomfort at low intensity, pain, even strong pain, at high intensity. You can punish her whenever you want without wrecking her legs with the crop."

Donna picked up that strange plug. She looked at it for a while. She smiled at Zoe and made up her mind: "Jenny! Come here."

When she calls me like that I have to run, I've learned that well.

"Down! On the table. Skirt up and spread yourself with your hands."

The plug went in without too much trouble even without lubricant.

"It recharges with a USB cable, like phones, once a day," Donna added. "But if you want I can get you a second one, to alternate them during charging."

Donna picked up the remote. She checked the various buttons. She pressed the plus button I don't know how many times, and then the one showing a little lightning bolt, holding it down.

I felt the most intense pain I've ever known back there. An unbearable stab. It felt like an internal electric chair. I don't know how long the shock actually lasted. When Donna released the button I was all wet in front.

"I'm returning it," Zoe said. "It's definitely defective. The clerk told me about a mild effect, but Jenny looked paralyzed by an electric shock."

Donna was smiling and wide-eyed with happiness. "I need another one, identical. For the charging times."

Then she pressed the lightning bolt button again. Longer this time. The internal contact stimulated my bladder too. I wet the floor with a wide puddle.

"Bend over and lick it up, faggot."

I got down on all fours to clean it up as told. Donna laughed with a strange light in her eyes, under Zoe's worried gaze. On the third shock my legs gave out and I ended up with my face in my own fluids.

"Mind your own business next time, Zoe," I would have liked to tell her, as she headed for the door to go buy a second plug.

Help. Take the remote away from her...


Tuesday, February 6th

At first it was hard. I felt devastating internal pains, but then I think my body got used to a new pain threshold and I can bear it better now. Donna's still angry with me over the failed pregnancy. That's how she lets off steam, I understand her.

Last night my parents came for dinner. While I was serving, Donna amused herself sending me shocks. I'd stiffen and go through all sorts of contortions not to drop anything. My mother noticed something odd during the evening.

"What's wrong with this girl? She acts strange every so often. She makes faces and stiffens up."

"I know, I can't stand her anymore, you know?" Donna shook her head. She can act beautifully when she wants to. "I think it's those few male hormones she still has left. I don't know what to do."

"I think so too. But you'll never have the child with her, right?" my mother asked, with a trace of family pride.

"Never in my life! I'm thinking of trying again. With the same two from last time or with others, but always dark-skinned. I like the idea of a multiethnic family."

My mother smiled. The idea probably pleased her too.

"But if you don't need her seed, then, why not have her castrated? She'll definitely calm down afterward."

That one I didn't expect from my mother. Donna, sadistic, held down the lightning bolt button for at least ten seconds.

"But look at her now! She's going crazy. You absolutely have to have her castrated, for her own good. There's no other solution," my mother went on, while my father listened and just nodded.

"But how do I do it? That's not something they do in hospitals," Donna asked, amused.

"I'll write down here the number of a friend of mine. She lives in the country. She does it often with roosters, they become capons. Gentler and tastier. She has a certain skill for such things."

Donna saved the number on her phone. "I'll definitely call her tomorrow."

Then she pressed the lightning bolt until the plug fully discharged. Donna kept trying to press it again and again, but the battery had died for good.

I got back up and grabbed the rag to clean the kitchen floor of what my bladder had released.

Mom looked at me, appalled. "Castrate her tomorrow itself, before she goes completely mad," she whispered into Donna's ear.

I heard it, though, and I would have liked to explain to her that my little balls weren't the real problem, but she wouldn't have believed me.

Afternoon

I overheard the phone call. She really did it. After the introductions she got to the subject.

"I need to castrate a faggot, she's become unmanageable. I know you do it with roosters."

Donna listened for a bit, nodding and smiling. "Just one? A faggot like mine? How did it go?"

Then she went back to listening, repeating a word here and there: "Hemorrhage... Dangerous... Suture thread... Insurance..."

At the end she spoke up. "But that video you're talking about, could you send it to me? Maybe I'll try it myself, or I have a friend who's very good with her hands."

Essentially, they didn't say much else. The conversation ended with a round of greetings and various well-wishes.

I listened, terrified, then Donna called Zoe.

"Hello, Zoe? I've decided, she has to be castrated. She'll even get prettier without those pointless dangling little things."

Zoe must have said something, then she went on. "No, you don't convince me. I want her castrated as soon as possible. There's a friend of my mother-in-law who does it out in the country with roosters. Once she tried it with a faggot like mine, but it didn't go so well. They didn't use preventive antibiotics and an infection developed. They took her to the hospital and had to remove the little thing too. That one I'd want to keep, as a memento. Anyway she says she doesn't do these procedures anymore, because in case of mistakes she's afraid of a compensation claim, and the insurance would cost her too much. But she did send me a video on how it can be done safely at home."

A pause of listening, then: "I thought of you. You're patient and good with your hands. You could do it."

Another pause. "But when are you back? A week? Fine, I can wait for you to get back in a week, thanks."

The usual very saccharine goodbyes.

Then she called me. "Listen, Jenny. By now you've understood it can't be put off any longer. Unfortunately Zoe's away for work, she's back in a week. When she gets back she'll do the procedure. There's no other solution, you're becoming too unmanageable."

She picked up the remote and pressed the usual button for nearly a minute. The recharged plug did what was asked of it.

"With your tongue this time," Donna said. "Your parents aren't watching you now. With your tongue, go on."

I've gotten used to that taste too by now. It's only a matter of patience.


Wednesday, February 7th

I'd like to keep them. I'd really like to keep them, but I don't know how to tell Donna.

This morning I stroked them through the little cage. They made me feel tender, as if they had a personality of their own. I could almost hear their voice. "We want to stay with you," they told me, and I heard them.

I made an elegant breakfast for Donna, toasted bread and blueberry jam the way she likes it. Long coffee, opening the new jar, with the more intense aroma. Maybe she guessed what I was thinking.

She smiled at me, cup in hand. She spread her legs on the chair and leaned forward. She lifted her robe. I knelt under the table, so small. My tongue tickled her thick black tuft. Then I went to tease her already firm little tip with circular motions of my tongue.

I know she likes it when I do that, but she'd been neglecting me for a while. Every so often I'd enter the slit further down to lick the inner walls. My tongue is nice and long, unlike my little thing, and she's never complained about that one, quite the opposite.

Even back when nothing had started yet, before the woman's panties, our encounters were mostly of that kind. She'd lie on the bed, open her thighs, and I'd dedicate myself with my tongue to her pleasure.

When she grabbed my hair I understood I had to speed up. This time too I sped up and, as always, she wet my face with that liquid spray she can't hold back. She even handed me a paper napkin under the table.

It was the right moment to speak. "I'd like to keep them. Don't take them from me, please."

She stroked my chin and ran her thumb over my lips, like a mother wiping her baby's face clean of breast milk. "Don't say that. Don't make things harder for me. You know it absolutely has to be done. For your own good."

I went back to tidying the kitchen.

"The bodybuilder texted me. He's expecting you at ten. He says Black is restless. You should calm him down like last time."

Then she pressed the lightning bolt button and I found myself bent over the sink.

Now even going to the bodybuilder's and to Black has become a relief, a way to escape her cursed remote.

Afternoon

The relief didn't last long. In a couple of hours I was back home. Donna was on the phone.

"Tonight? What did you say you're bringing? Is he like you two? Then that's fine, three's the perfect number, as we mathematicians say."

I understood she's trying again tonight with the giants. If she got pregnant maybe she'd calm down, but in a week there's no time for a test.

I went to the bathroom to shower, to get rid of that smell and the hair stuck all over me. I felt a strange burning on my back under the hot water stream. I looked in the mirror and noticed the marks from claws. Those will heal too.

By now I've become an outlet for everyone and no one's kind to me anymore. For a moment I thought of the Mexican cleaning girl. I should have run off with her, everything would be simpler now. In less than a week the final step will happen, and every chance of returning to a normal life will be closed off.

"Forgive me," I said, looking down, into the little cage. "It's not up to me. I'd gladly keep you but she's already decided this way."

I heard them crying. I joined them.

Donna threw open the bathroom door and stared at me. "What are you doing, crying?"

"No, it's the steam from the hot shower."

"How did it go with the bodybuilder?"

"The usual," I answered.

"And with Black?"

I showed her the claw marks on my back. She smiled. "Next time I'll tell him to trim his claws a bit beforehand."

If only that were the whole problem. He should wash him every so often too.

"Tonight we have guests, make a nice dinner. Then, as usual, you'll need to help me out with your mouth to keep them nice and stiff."

I nodded, that I do gladly.

She had me turn around and checked that I had the charged plug behind. "Good girl, I found out it works with a phone app too. You can program automatic sequences with a timer."

She left the bathroom looking right at her phone. While I was drying my hair with the towel a sequence of intermittent shocks started up. I lay down on the floor and waited for them to end so as not to hurt myself. If anyone had seen me they'd have thought I suffered from some strange convulsive illness. Instead it was only a strange form of Donna's affection.

And yet the lightning bolt button is only one of the possible options, there'd be the vibration, which should be much more relaxing, but Donna's never once turned that on.


Thursday, February 8th

Last night the third one arrived. I didn't know him, a friend of the two basketball giants, younger, his skin even darker, with a way of looking at me that made it clear right away how the evening would go.

I served dinner on my knees more than on my feet, this time. Donna had decided it that way, maybe to put me in the right mood. They had me taste the food off their fingers instead of the plate, had me lick the utensils before bringing them back to the table, asked me to tell out loud what had happened to me with Black, laughing at every detail I pretended not to remember well. Donna watched it all with the satisfied air of someone who's thrown a well-organized party.

After dinner we all went upstairs together. The room already smelled of them before anything had even started, a mix of sweet cologne and clean sweat, the scent of men who'd washed for the occasion but not enough to cover what they really are underneath. Donna undressed slowly, letting her robe fall onto the chair, and lay down in the middle of the bed.

They put me in a corner, as always, but this time with a precise task: I had to keep them ready, one at a time, with my mouth, every time they pulled away from her to make room for the other. The first one lay down on top of her and I felt, more than saw, the moment he entered: Donna's breath changing, a long sigh coming out of her chest and spreading through the room together with the smell, the real one, the one that only rises when two bodies warm up together. A dense smell, a little sharp, a little sweet, mixed with the scent of her black, thick sex that I know by heart but that in those moments became something else, more intense, almost animal.

When the first one pulled back, sweaty, I took his place at the foot of the bed and did what I had to do, tasting on my tongue the mixed flavor of him and her together, salty and warm, with that metallic note I recognize with my eyes closed by now. It didn't take me long to get him ready again. The second one meanwhile waited his turn, sitting on the edge of the bed, and watched me work with an attention that filled me with a strange shame, as if I were a tool being observed while it's sharpened.

The rhythm repeated two, three times. Every time one pulled away, before making room for the other, they called me close to clean up what remained, the seed mixed with her fluids, thick on the inner lips, a taste that shifted slightly with each turn, stronger with one, sweeter with the other. Donna panted above me, her hands in the hair of whoever was holding her, and every so often she'd lower her eyes to see me there, bent between her legs, as if that sight gave her more pleasure than the act itself did.

The third one, the new one, waited his turn more impatiently than the other two. When he finally moved, instead of replacing whoever was already on top of Donna, he grabbed me by the arm and pulled me toward him.

"This one first," he said, without asking anyone's permission.

He turned me around, bent me over the edge of the bed, and gripped my hips with a force that left me finger marks that would last for days, much deeper than I'd expected. There was no gentleness in the way he entered, only urgency, as if he'd waited the whole evening just for that moment and didn't want to wait another second longer. I smelled him up close, different from the other two, sharper, mixed with my own sweat and with what still remained in my mouth.

The other two, meanwhile, kept going with Donna, and the room filled with overlapping sounds, the bed creaking on one side, my own short breaths on the other, Donna's voice calling out a name that wasn't mine. The third one held me still, pushing at a rhythm that left no room for anything but the present, for the pain mixed with everything else, for that feeling of being full and used at once, while the taste of him and of the other two, still on my tongue, mixed with the smell of everyone in the room into a single heavy breath.

When he came inside me, without warning, without stopping, I felt the heat spread through a spot I know well by now, and along with it a sweet sense of exhaustion, as if my body had finally stopped asking itself what would happen next and had simply settled into existing in that moment, among the smells, the tastes, the bodies of all of them mixed with mine.

In the end they pulled away one after the other, sweaty, satisfied, leaving the room saturated with a smell that wouldn't fade easily even after changing the sheets. Donna stayed lying there, eyes closed, a tired smile on her lips. No one looked at me, stretched out on the floor beside the bed, with the taste of three different men still in my mouth and the memory of those fingers gripping my hips, the only part of the evening in which, for once, someone had wanted me specifically, and not just what I could do for someone else.


Thursday, February 15th

"I'm sorry, this is it now. I did everything I could to keep you, forgive me." I wanted to say that first.

This morning Zoe came back. She brought everything needed. Scalpel, thread and needle, disinfectant, a mildly numbing cream, gauze and bandages, even a little jar with a preserving substance to keep them in and look at again in the future. A kind of keepsake to glance at now and then to remember the past.

Donna and Zoe are in the living room now, going over the tutorial video again. I asked for a moment to say goodbye to them before the final farewell.

I'm writing down a few impressions for the future. In case something goes wrong. You can never know, the video says there's a percentage of fatal failure. It also says nothing can be done to avoid it, talks about fate, about inevitability, about a price to pay and a risk to run for happiness.

My happiness? Donna's? I don't know. I'm scared.

"Coming!" They didn't hear me, I had to shout.

"Goodbye, my darlings. I'll always carry you in my heart."
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