Chapter 1 - I

It is hot, not only because of the clothes, but the jostling and Madam have invited perhaps as many as thirty people. They’re all dancing, drinking, laughing and eating., The bass and the music that cuts through the masses who all seem to move with the beat of the sound. In their hands they hold glasses filled with drinks served by the bartender standing behind the counter in the living room. Madam's apartment is at the top of the tower, she calls it the penthouse. I just live here, as a forgiven. A viewer of life who perceives the world from my own perspective and that, always, without hesitation, must be present for Madam. 

The guests are dressed in beautiful dresses, sparkly blouses and suits. They are colleagues of Madam and her muscular handsome and disgusting lover Thomas. And even some customers who tend to visit Madams and Thomas gym-company. Madam and Thomas are partners since some months back. And there is Sarah, one and a half year ago, she was my girlfriend. That was during the time Madam managed to get Sara to believe that I was excited to be submissive and to play a helpless baby. She is no longer mine; she chose to engage in a relation, with my best friend Beppo none the less.  I can see Marianne, Sarah's older lesbian sister who hurt me several times in the most subtle ways, she’s over there. Of course, Beppo is here. Sometimes he looks at me, but without showing any emotions or sympathy, for I am nothing, at least not in the eyes of others. I'm just a nobody in all of their eyes, not a man, not an individual.

The apartment is beautiful, well-furnished and very well managed, if I may say so myself. I'm in charge of the apartment during the days Madam is at work. In particular, the photograph in the hallway. Its purpose is clear, it is to remind me and Madam of our marriage, cleaned daily and kept clean and visible for myself and for our guests, all according to Madam's wishes. Some laugh at it and almost everybody who views it has their own opinion. I myself have lost that privilege. I just accept it and reflect on the symbolic value it has. Madam parades it, not at all ashamed to show it off to visitors.

Tonight my only task is to obey. Almost everybody involved are used to it by now, however, a few people, new to us, who have never visited us before, they reacts. They look at me and wonder. Some laugh at it or at the situation and others are embarrassed of what they see. However, I am unable to explain, I do not possess that position, nor to protest. My job is to exist, to be there not to express my opinions, to use my mind.
This evening, this festive evening, as we enter a new year and winter white robes spread beyond the big panorama windows, Madam allowed an extra nice outfit for me to carry. Wearing a chastity belt - CB6000, a combined diaper and diaper pants, on top of a pair of lockable diaper pants in thin latex, equipped with a new modern time lock, then, like a shiny white fondant over the cake, latex tights, high heels that make taller than 5'2” feet, together with a bra that has breasts that look bigger, for some reason, they have become in the last month anyway. A short red latex dress hides what's underneath. Between the latex-clad wrists and chains on my hands are white latex gloves. Around my neck, Madam has attached a shiny beautiful leather leash. Over my head is a new comprehensive lockable photogenic female mask that Madam ordered via the Internet. Well hidden under the mask, safely tucked in my mouth, is a red ball with a strap around the head which makes my cheeks to bulge out and look cute, all according to Madam’s wishes. Only my eyes are visible. A short cut wig covers my head. I toddle around, serving the guests, Madams guests. Silently while the guests talk and laugh freely, I work. My name is Stefan Lager, I'm 19 years old. 6 moths ago I became Madam’s husband, at least according to the paper that is registered. Her name is Nina, she’s 21 years. I do not have permission to use her name. Only her lovers and friends have the privilege to do so. To me, she's Madam and nobody else, and thus attracted to me only in that way. I call her Madam the rare occasions when I’ m ganted permission to speak to her at all. And she calls me nothing but Steffie.

Tonight, Madame is dancing with Thomas. She presses against him and they kiss. No one reacts because only a few of the guests know that I'm married to Madam, that I am her husband and Thomas is her lover. But I have had to accept it. Because she owns me and I own nothing.
Everything around me is owned by Madam, even the accommodation. I too am owned by Madam. All because of a number of documents I was tricked in to signing when my parents died in the tragic car accident. During my grieving process Nina took care of everything including all the paper work and made me sign what I thought were documents from the lawyer. There were a variety of documents, including legal, but I never read the contents thoroughly. One of the documents that I signed gave Nina the full rights to everything that had previously been my life. I had two options, either live on Nina's conditions, or move out of my childhood home without anything at all. I had to live on her terms, which meant a life entirely controlled by Madam.
From the moment I signed those papers, I became a serf, her slave. Now I miss all that used to be my identity. My ID card and passport are gone. I have no bank account, all my finances are controlled by Madam. I never had a drivers license.

This evening, I am also prohibited from using the toilet, I must be available at all times for Madam’s guests. I will be able to change the nappy which is hidden somewhere under all the clothing when the electronic time lock is opened at exactly at 3:00 when the party officially is expected to be over. I have just peed in it once but it feels clumsy enough to move anyway. However, I can’t complain, nobody would understand anyway due to the ball in my mouth.

*
"You did good tonight, Steffie. My guests were happy, and I’m happy as well," Madam announced a few hours later after she closed the door and the last guests left the apartment. The clock struck two in the morning. The guests had left and everything and silence covered the room. She looked down at me and smiled, she is 6' 1” which makes her a lot taller than me. She grabbed a hold of my chin and turn up my face towards her. And smiled while she enjoyed her status of power and dominance over me.
"One day, Steffie, you might be released from the mask you wear. But not yet. I am yet to feel pleased with you, " she says as she lets me go. She wipes her hand across my chest while she enjoys the feeling of watching me, the little man who is humiliated by her. Once upon a time, things were different, not at all like this, back then I was the mean one. I was the one that would annoy her and she was the ugly cousin that I could bully limitlessly. Not anymore. A year and a half ago, the tables got turned, our roles were reversed.
"You drool. Do something about it immediately and then clean the apartment. When you are done, get into my bedroom," she instructs. I feel ashamed and dirty. I have been drooling all night because of the ball that makes me unable to close my mouth and thereby control my saliva. Nina takes Thomas by the hand and brings him with her into the bedroom, Madams bedroom, should be added, and I hurry into the bathroom to wash my mask. In the distance I can hear the sounds from Madam's bedroom, kissing, light moaning and giggling reveal Madam and Thomas relationship. In the meantime I consider for a moment about what she meant. What is she not satisfied with? I'm not in a position to question.

Winter night, the silence creates a wall of void; I feel the emptiness left by the guests. While Madam makes out with Thomas in the bedroom I preform my duties in the living room. I pick up all the glasses, plates and bowls and put them into the dishwasher. I clean the apartment with the central vacuum cleaner system, it’s quiet so it won’t interfere Madam. When it’s all done, I turn out the lights and look through one of the big panorama windows with a view of the city from the penthouse up on the twentieth floor. I can see the lights forming a net over the surrounding areas. There are a few cars left on the road and one or two late New Year's rocket, it’s quiet. Up here, away from it all, you can hear nothing. This re-awakens a feeling inside of me of being an observer, an outside, despite being present in the moment.
When I go to Madam's bedroom, I turn out the last light and leave the apartment to the serene night.
On the bed lies Madam and Thomas naked and touching each other's well-trained bodies. Madam looks up and points to the hook in the wall next to the bedroom door.
"Stand there, be quiet and wait," she says and stands up while she strokes Thomas cheek. She whispers something to him. He looks at me and smiles. Madam is naked in front of me. I follow his eyes as they glance at her muscular body, I’m not allowed to touch it, I don’t dare to.I can only touch it with my eyes.  Instead, I stand still and let her connect my wrists to a loop in the groin on my latex tights. Then she presses me against the wall and attaches the hook to my leash so that I will be standing there as a tethered animal.
"Watch us and enjoy now, my girl," she whispered and patted me lightly on the cheek before she crawled back into bed with Thomas.

The only warmth I feel is a result of piss flowing to my diaper due to my inability to hold my bladder, it’s the second time this evening. I can’t do anything about it. Still silenced and locked, placed up against the wall on a hook while Madam makes love with Thomas. They both appreciate the audience that I represent with my presence. It is my wifes pussy he fucks. There is another man's cock that penetrates my wife. Wife. I have got used to it and accept it. For such were the agreement's Madams set up upon our marriage.

I observe their caresses, their games, when he fucks her when she rides him. Until their passion receives an outlet and they finally collapse over each other.
They lay there for a while, until Madam decides to gets away.
"Thomas, release him," she whisper, and Thomas walks towards me. He is big and musculous, the opposite of fat, his muscles sway as he moves towards me. Thomas stand in front of me so that my face is almost pressed against his chest while he unlocks chain the hook and pushes to the bed, right in front of Madam.
"On your knees," she says, and I obey because I know what to do. Behind me Thomas put in his fingers under the mask and loses the ball in my mouth that had been there all evening. He pulls his fingers out and the mask sticks all over my face again. And I am breathing a moment before Madam's hand grabs the hair of my wig and press my rubber face against her pussy.
"Clean", I hear Madam say and I obey. A smell of cock mixed with pussy penetrated my throught as I started to lick Madam after she had made love to Thomas. This was m,y duty and my task. The remains of Thomas sips in to mouth and yes I swallow. I can’t think of another option that won’t lead to punishment. When Madam approves of her cleaning I go down on Thomas and sit with his cock in front of my face.  Madam laughs.
"Well, bitch," Thomas says and I open my mouth. I have learned my lesson after I was banged by Thomas after I refused to open my mouth in front of his cock.
"It’s good for you to taste both your Madam’s and her lover's juices," Thomas laughs as he drives his cock in and out of my mouth so I almost get him in my throat. My gagging makes me cough and produce more saliva, which makes Thomas cock more easily to work in and out.  He stops and hits me across the face, I fall on Madam. She receives me.
"Go to bed now. We want breakfast in the morning, at eight," Madam says and I pull myself together and nod.
"Yes, Ma'am", I say and disappear out of the room. I'm Steffie, six months ago Stefan but that name is no longer used.

Under my clothes fits a diaper, and on top of it a pair of diaper pants. The sweet thing with these diaper pants is that they are lockable, for which Madam created a solution. A wire is sewn into the trouser material around the waist. On this wire is a buckle with a built-in lock that is programmed digitally by Madam. She can send signals from her computer to the lock that determines the locks opening and closing times.
I get to the bathroom just in time when the lock is programmed to be opened so that I can remove it along with the clothes from my body. 
It is my duty to make sure I’m perfectly clean and Madam wants me to keep that responsibility, she’s not found of me if I act like a baby she has to take care of. My integrity is rather limited, but rather physically controlling me through humiliation by washing my genitals, she arranged diaper pants with time lock that force me to handle my own hygiene certain times of the day. If I happen to miss the time, I have to endure being wet, or possibly worse…
I shower quickly (I have about five minutes), rinsing the chastity belt that keeps my genitals locked up for as long as I can remember now, or for at least six months. Sometimes Madam removes it and cleans it. I have not had to touch it myself, instead I get milked, and I am getting used to that. Milking is yet another way for Madam to use her dominance over me. It degrades me as a person and makes a possession. Who wants another person’s finger inside their anus massing and then to empty their scrotum on without being given even the smallest pleasure?
After drying myself I put the only night clothes I own and have permission to wear; a pink nightgown. I put on my night diaper. The mask is left over my face. It may be removed without Madams permission.

Before I go to my bedroom I pass the hall and the photo on the wall, our wedding photo. She is beautiful, stately and proud. I sit on her lap with her hand over my mouth, it’s a picture full of symbolism, a picture of our marriage.

My room is located just behind the kitchen. When Madam bought the apartment with the wealth she received from parent’s legacy, and sold my childhood home, I was placed in a separate room behind the kitchen. It is small but rooms a chest of drawers, bed and a bookcase. Anything more is considered to be of no necessity to me, for my life is dedicated to Madam and not to my own wishes as Madam has said. 
Every night as I lay in my bed I put the alarm on at 7.00 o’clock. Tonight I will have only a few hours of sleep, I have go get up and make breakfast for Madam and Thomas. I have my regular chores to perform as well, no matter what day of the week it is. The schedule, is created to fit Madam’s work and is displayed in my room and in the kitchen. To remind me that I am owned and do not own the rights to my own life. For it is stated in the contract I was once tricked in to signing.

As I turned on the light it become increasingly dark, and quiet. I don’t hear Madam and Thomas in the bedroom at the other end of the apartment. So I close my eyes. Before I go to sleep I think back to what was before. Before we returned home from the trip after the wedding, before the party.
In my thoughts I can hear the voice of Madam and I cry. The first time I had to lick her clean after she had sex with Thomas, her lover was on our honeymoon. I sobbed while she gave me strokes over the head. She forced me to accept the role I had been given, I had become nothing.
"It's okay to cry, Steffie. It's okay. You are mine. I do not love you and you do not love me. But you're still mine. And will remain so under the contract. Because I own you, right? "She whispered, and I nodded. Because I knew it was true.
Chapter 2 - Commitments

Dawn arises. I wake up just before the alarm clock goes on. So it has begun, the automatic effort so that I mightn’t miss any of my commitments. I have a lot to do. I have to cook breakfast for Madam and her lover. I change my nappy myself when the electronic lock opens on my diaper, exactly at five past seven. Then I have exactly ten minutes to make myself prepared before the lock is closed again. By then I have put some clothes on according to Madams orders and wishes. Otherwise it will subjected to a hard punishment, which in disrupts Madam's schedule and it is best avoided if possible. I throw the old diaper in the bathroom and pull on a new one, along with the diaper pants. Then I return to the bedroom and closet, where I put pants over the diaper and a pair of red tights, a pair of panties, a short dress and a white blouse, plus a pair of long white cotton gloves. I mask myself because that is what Madam wants me to do. She does not want to see me without the mask. Before I leave the room I put my feet in a pair of red patent shoes with heels. Madam has repeatedly told both me and her friends that she cannot tolerate my appearance and that she intends to do something about it. It makes me worried but. On the other hand I am not in a position to do anything about that. My breasts have begun to feel sore and it is painful, perhaps it’s more, perhaps an infection. Moreover, I feel thinner, and I can’t really understand why. Before Madam started to humiliate me and treat me this way I was someone to be reconed with, someone that had a good, sold physical posture as well as strength and respect from others. Now, it is no longer so. Now I'm a nobody. I have slowly begun to realize that it is fruitless to try to change this situation. But still I do not understand why my muscles have started to decrease in mass for some time now. However, my hips are slightly wider and shoulders are narrowed but I have not gained weight. Maybe I'm sick?

While I prepare breakfast I do not have time to think more about these issues. Instead I produce two cups of strong espresso, roast a few sandwiches and produce marmalade and boil two eggs. My breakfast, I eat in the kitchen and it consists of two decilitres non-fat yogurt and sugar-free whole grain cereals.
I put on a tray Madam and her lover's breakfast and then I carry it away to Madam's bedroom door, which is closed. When the clock strikes eight this morning I knock on the door and open. I say nothing because I have been ordered not to.
"Come on in and put down the tray on the bed side table", Madam whispers and looks at me as I stand in the doorway with their breakfast. She had just woken up and was stroking her lover's naked back when I came over to the bed and placed the tray on the bedside table.
"Stand still and stare", she says and takes out a bottle from the bedside table. I stand in front of Madam. This I have been doing for nearly six months now, ever since I became Madams husband and also a slave. Two tablets a day to keep me healthy and strong.
"Open wide", Madam says and puts two tablets in my mouth. "Swallow", she instructs and looks at me until I have forced the tablets down my throat without a drink. Then I open my mouth again and Madam puts her fingers to check if I have swallowed them.
"Good. Now go and do your chores", she says, and I hurry out of the room and leave Madam, she leans over Thomas and kisses him in the neck.
"Good morning, darling. One step closer to our ultimate slave. Let’s hope the pills work", she whisper and they both giggle. Her words make me shiver as I hear them from the other side of the door, but right now I have no time to think about it.
*

When I close the door to Madam's bedroom, where her love has breakfast her, my wife, I start the usual routines. First the bathroom.
There are the remains of the guests after the party. I take out a bottle of cleaner and spray around the room, across the tiled walls, mirror, sink, on the floor and the bathroom. Then I take out the shower hose and spray. It needs to be done carefully for the slightest blemish or dirt residue results in a punishment.

When I’ve cleaned in the bathroom it shines. I am pleased with the outcome and there is no trace left, it is as if there was never a party. I continue out into the hall. Last night, I vacuumed briefly after the party but I must do it carefully and also dust and then wipe all floors before my chores are completed. At ten o'clock on the weekends to be, Madam wants to have morning coffee and a lunch served. If she is at home, that is. Some weekends she spends with Thomas and also Sarah, who comes to make sure I'm doing my assignments properly. Sara, my former girlfriend who also appreciate the fact that the former Stefan is dressed in lady clothes and works at home while Madam brings in the money. I appreciate it less, but on the other hand I have nothing to say about it. This is my life.

This morning I brought out the vacuum cleaner and spend half an hour on proper vacuuming. I clean all rooms in addition to Madam's bedroom, where I could hear giggling and laughter, and then moan. They are making love to each other. When did I have sex last time? Or have I had it at all? That was before everything happened. Before Madam, Nina, or what I had to call her then, came and baby-sat me. When I was 18 and got my summer vacation ruined. It the time when I was forced to wear diapers and baby clothes and could no longer reach to touch my own genital. And then, when the week was over and I would be free, mom and dad died in the accident and Nina, sorry, Madam, stayed and took care of me. And so everything remained the same, the humiliation.
During the time I vacuum I have time to think back at a time that once was. Because the memories are our only freedom, they are hard to take away. There must six month ago, since I could touch my own genital. Now it is locked away in a plastic tube that only Madam can open. In there my dick cannot expand. Until recently it was called a cock, it could grow and expand, now it is not even trying to be adequately large. Suddenly, feelings overwhelm me and I start to cry. A drop flows down the cheeks, outside of the thick mask that always makes me look happy, although the mood in the mask can vary. But hopefully it will at some point be a change of that. Madam will hopefully let me get rid of it, set me free. And those dreams, dreams of one day being free, are the only things that keep me alive. Call it survival instinct. Otherwise I might as well have jump out one of the panoramic windows in the apartment. The apartment could have been mine but Madam bought it for the money she acquired when she tricked me to give her ownership and money.

When the clock is getting closer to half past nine I hurry and stop daydreaming and hasten to sweep the floor in the apartment and then I dust and water the flowers. From Madam's bathroom, which only she has access, I can hear the water sprinkling. This means that Madam and Thomas soon will come out and want morning coffee.

*
"Time for a coffee", I hear Madam say when they leave the bedroom. It smells like sex, sweaty bodies and body fluids on the bed and the entire room. I can feel it all the way to the hallway where I wait for Madam.
"That Steffie may take care of", Madam says, the two are laughing in the living room where the smell of fresh, clean and pure air is filling the room.
Nina and Thomas sit on the sofa, waiting for me to come with a tray of coffee.
"Where's the coffee, slave", Madam says and I hurry to the living room with a tray in my hands. As Madam wishes I have served two espressos and two mint chocolates.
When I put down the tray and put the cups out, I look at my Madam and then I look down to the floor.
"Make a curtsy before you go. Then you can clean up in my bedroom. Pick up the laundry and take care of it. Put new sheets on the beds and clean up the rest", Madam says and I obey. I curtsy as I have learned, leaving the two on the couch while I rush to Madam's bedroom. Behind me I hear the laughter and giggling.

*
A strong odour of sex meets me when I open the door. The smells from Madam and Thomas. The bed is unmade and there is a pair of dirty men’s underwear and Madams panties that they left completely open. There are also socks that must be placed in the wash, for it is my task. I'm doing laundry too; it is part of my commitments. Quickly I gather it, tear the sheets off the bed and put on new ones. I carry everything out to the laundry room and then I return to the bedroom to vacuum, dust and sweep the floor. Soon the smell of sex, sweat and human bodies are gone. The bathroom is also being cleaned.

I hear the door slam and there is silence. This is surprising, almost remarkable. I usually never get left alone in the apartment for any length of time on the weekends. While there are cameras that follow me and eliminates all my freedom but still ... The cameras are hidden everywhere for Madam to watch me when she's at work. Never alone.  Always controlled. Welcome to my life.
I quickly wipe the mirror and see that the bathroom is clean and tidy and sneaking out of the bedroom. It is still quite so I go out to the hall and meet Thomas who is in front of me. He is tall, if possible, even beyond Madams 6' and I reach up just below his rib cage. Thomas looks down on me.
"Nina had to run and do something so I'm stuck here for a while until she comes back", he says smiling.

Within me, I shudder. For I have never liked Thomas but have learned to accept him.
"Yes, Thomas", I reply and try to get past the human wall, but Thomas just moves and is blocking my way. My escape route. Then he laughs.
"You're not going anywhere, you little bitch. We can have some fun for a while", he says and grabs me under my arms and lift me up so that I end up at eye level with Thomas.
It's a humiliating feeling that fills me but I cannot do anything about it. His approach makes it difficult to move my arms.

*
There is an enormous force, I feel from Thomas when I am carried into Madam’s bedroom. There is no point to protest because I still have no chance.
"Please, Thomas, let me go", I ask but to no avail. Instead, I am thrown down on my stomach on the bed and before I have time to get away Thomas is all over me and grabs my legs and spreads them. Where's Madam, I ask myself.
"You still can´t", I begin when I realize that Thomas intends to take me by force, but the diaper pants are closed for a few hours. But I realize that something is not right. Thomas is removing my outfit. Then I hear a snap in my diaper pants.
"No", I yell when I realize what is about to happen but then it's too late. I try to turn away when Thomas pulls down the diaper pants, and then he rips off my pantyhose, panties, and finally the diaper.
"Stop", I ask but am totally ignored by Thomas that pulls me closer and holds my legs as he pulls on a condom on his rock hard cock and rubsi t with petroleum jelly.
"I do not want", I sob when Thomas is separating my legs and hold them with his legs, while separating my buttocks and press his cock against the hole.
"Just keep quiet and relax and everything will go fine", Thomas say when his big cock is sliding inside of me and Thomas folds across my back and makes me immobile.
"No", I scream in pain before Thomas big hand is placed over my face mask and quiet I get raped by Madams lover. Every time the big cock fills me up I cry and sob into her lover's large palm and tears flowing as I helplessly getting fucked.
"What a good little slut you are", Thomas say, and laughing while he fucks me harder and harder until the orgasm fills the condom with semen.
When he finally releases me and pulls out of me I relax but continue to sob when Thomas lets me lie on my bed and cry for a while.
"Was it good for you too", Thomas asks and hits me across the face so that I whimper in pain.
"Answer properly", Thomas roars and strikes again and I force myself to nod between the sobs.
"Yes, Thomas", I reply, full of humiliation.
"Good. But I'm not finished yet", he says with a laugh and seem to enjoy watching the horror in my eyes. Is it not enough what he did to me, I think.
"No, what are you going to do. Please, I ask where I am huddled in Madams bed, but get no response. Rather than resorting Thomas grab me and turns me on my back.
"A little slut has to get dessert" Thomas says, and sits on my stomach and hold my nose. I am forced to open my mouth to breathe and can´t do nothing but feel how the contents of Thomas condom drain into my mouth. When he has emptied the rubber, Thomas presses his still hard cock in my mouth. My mouth is completely filled with his dick and the sperm and makes it difficult to breathe.

”Swallow and enjoy", Thomas says and fuck my mouth until semen splashes out of my mouth and his balls hitting my face. When Thomas pulls out his cock, he places his hand over my mouth.
"Swallow now. I let go when your bitch mouth is empty", he says, smiling while I'm forced to swallow my Madam's lover's still warm semen.
"What a good little slut you were now", he says, and hits me on the cheek before he gets up and leaves me alone on the bed and disappears into Madams bathroom and lock the door.
Tears flow of humiliation down on Madam's newly made bed, but just then, in that little moment, I do not care about it. No, I'm crying and suddenly I long for Mistress. That she should come home and give some sort of consolation after what Thomas did. But at the same time I realize that Madam would punish me if I told her what Thomas did. For she would never believe me. She would think I lied to discredit her lover.

After a while I go out of bed and try as best as I can make the bed as it was before the rape. Meanwhile I hear Thomas put on the shower. When the room is restored, I put the diaper back on, which just feels even more degrading, then I pull on my diaper pants, panties and pantyhose and fix my other clothes. How my dick looks like I do not know but I go out from the bedroom and into the bathroom. Then I hear a click of the lock on the diaper pants and realize that this was well planned.
In the mirror in the bathroom, I see myself through the mask. The lips are built up so the face should look smooth and inviting. And it makes it so. A happy young woman with bulging red lips staring at me in the mirror. And no tears are visible. Only a slight flare over the mask. No trace of anything else.

It is quiet in the apartment now. Thomas seems to have finished his shower and everything is clean and clear. Then I hear the beep of the electronic door lock. And the door is opened. And Madam looks at me smiling.
"Has everything gone well, Steffie?" She asks. And in that moment, Thomas comes out of the bedroom and I see my wife kissing her lover. While I helplessly watch them. And mysterious glances are exchanged between the two lovers.
I never get the opportunity to answer the question. And probably she expects no answer either.

So I am left alone while the two lovers disappear into the bedroom. The time is approaching lunch. My time to work. The list with the menus for the week is in the kitchen and I follow it slavishly, after Madam's wishes and demands. And at once I start working in the kitchen, as if nothing had happened, despite the pain caused by my wife’s love, and his rape. 
*

I am reminded by the pain that happens while I cook lunch for Madam and her lover, according to Madam's wishes. From the bedroom I can hear the sounds of two lovers. And the moment I feel the bladder must be emptied and fill my diaper. A tear leaves my eye, but is it well hidden behind the mask.
And I continue with the food.

Soon the lovers are finished in the bedroom and Thomas and Madam come out and sits down at the dining table.
"Where's the lunch, Steffie?" I hear Madam say and I hurry out with the tray to the dining room table.  Madam looks at me and laughs.
"I've just fucked Thomas and I got to see a short film", she says. Thomas laughs.
So I realize that the rape was filmed by a hidden camera in the bedroom and there is no need to tell that a certain lady appeared on it. A deep sense of humiliation eats me up but I say nothing. Just nod in response.
"You know what happened in the movie?" She asks and then expects a reply. I do not know what to answer.
"No, Ma'am", I reply and see how they both laugh.
"You become more and more like a girl, Steffie. You are good at receiving cock. Perhaps it's appropriate that you get a more feminine role", she thinks and then she laughs again.
"You can go now, Steffie", she says, and I obey.

*
When I leave the two with lunch, I'm thinking of what Madam said. To give me a more feminine role. What can it mean, I wonder as I clean up in the kitchen. When the clock strikes one I hasten to the toilet. Where I hear the lock click into the diaper pants and I quickly take everything off. The diaper is wet but has not been there as long as I throw it in the trash and takes out a new one. Then I wash myself off. Suddenly the bathroom door is opened and Madam arrives.
"It's Sunday, Steffie. Then you know what that means", she says, and I remember suddenly. How could I forget?
"Go down on all fours", she says, and I obey immediately. For I dare not otherwise. Behind me I hear Madam take out a rubber glove as she snap on her hand. Then she smears something in the hand and then spread something on my sore buttocks.

When the finger is pressed into my ass not much happen anymore. This has been the fact over the past two months. Does it have something to do with the vitamin pills, perhaps? But they ought to make me more alert, not less. The vitamins I have been eating since we got home from the honeymoon. Is it six months now?
"Here you go, girl. This is good", Madam says mockingly while she fingers in and out of my anus to massage the prostate. I'm a man but why is my cock less and less able to get hard? It feels like a small lump in my chastity belt. In the beginning of wearing the chastity belt I felt pain that came often, when my cock swelled and pushed inside the plastic. Now, nothing happens anymore. It is not even hard.
Madam milks me. She massages the prostate harder now. Almost so that it hurts but not really. I stand on all fours and moaning softly to the degrading treatment. My cock has no longer the same strength. It does not react when horniness will. Maybe it's the chastity belt which now prevents erection permanently, even if Madam was to take off the plastic prison, perhaps it will remain this way. In the beginning, six months ago, it used to stand up when Madam brought in her finger in me and massaged my prostate to empty my scrotum of content. Now I feel it is mostly in the way, as a small stump which can hardly come to life when the white runs down through the transparent walls of the chastity belt and down on the floor tiles. And I am just feeling numb.
This is the only satisfaction I get, that still does not suit me because I do not have any orgasm. So I realize that it was a long time since I had an orgasm or had sex at all.
"You don´t really need this little plastic thing anymore? Your little dick does not seem to get hard anyway", Madam is thinking while she put her finger in and out of my anus and massage the prostate.
"Thomas dick works in all cases. It is big and gets hard when I wants. Yours is nothing anymore", Madam say and continue to massage until the last drop leave my plastic wrapped stub.
"Well?"
"Thank you, Madam", I say when she is ready.
"Lick it up there. It contains proteins", Madam says and press my face against the floor when she is finished with me. While I let my tongue slip around among the white sticky liquid, I hear Madam pull off the thin latex glove and throw it in the trash. Then she leaves the bathroom with me crawling on the floor in my own sperm. And her laughing can be heard all over the apartment. In the distance is also Thomas laughter heard... 
Chapter 3 - External change

When the bathroom is cleaned, once again, after I have wiped the floor that is now free of bodily fluids, I put my diaper and diaper pants back on again, also the tights so that I can turn into Madam Steffie again, which she persists in calling me. Stefan disappeared when we came home from the honeymoon and she had met Thomas. It was from that day I also was ordered to wear the mask and dress like a girl. And Madam seems to enjoy it, she is less and less interested in seeing me without the mask. Maybe she hates my appearance.

Perhaps it is due to the horror since madam will have a friend visiting this Sunday.
I clean up and wipe the kitchen clean while Thomas sits with his laptop in the living room and Madam watches a movie and talks on the phone.
When the clock struck three this afternoon, Madam's finished her phone-call, and turned off the movie and came out in to the kitchen. I stand as usual in front of her with my head bowed and eyes fixated at the floor. I shall not meet her eyes, it is a rule I must follow. As for Thomas and all other people who are higher in rank than I am, which is basically everyone I come across, which I am according to Madam, I should not meet their eyes either. 

"It's time for some changes, Steffie," Madam says and I answer.
"Yes, Madam," and she laughs.
"To begin with, your genitals do no longer work. You will not have to use the chastity belt because of it when your little dick is not good for anything other than to pee with. In addition, a friend of mine will visit us today and I command you to remove your embarrassing facial hair. Occasionally you look like a man and we don´t want that. "
I feel an icy feeling spreading through my spine. What does she mean? What will she do?
"Madam?" I ask and hope that she will respond.
But she does not. Instead, I see how she takes out a bottle from the pocket of her pants as she screws the lid off.
"Come here and stand closer," Madam said and took up little of the clear ointment on a finger. I feel scared when she grabs my chin with her other hand and then grease my lips and around the mouth with the sticky ointment.
"There you go. That is very good," Madam says and then turns to me and loosen the wig and then pull off the mask.
It tickles and itches a bit of ointment into the lips and the skin around the mouth.
"Thank you, Madam," I say, but then discovered to my great shock that I am hardly able to open my mouth. My jaw is good but I can´t feel my face.
"Jgmmffhhggh fhfmmmmghgh" I say and keep quiet. Madam just laughs at me.
"Perfect. So we do not have to hear you when Janine is coming," Madam says. I have panic but do not dare to do anything. The cream has taken removed the feeling around my mouth and my lips and makes it impossible to open my mouth! The mask is removed, at least, I think when Madam looks at the clock and someone knocks on the door.
"She is here. Go into your room and shut the door," Madam says and hurries away to the front door. I obey immediately and go in and shut the door behind me. To my delight, I get a moment of freedom.
From the hall I hear murmurs. The talking and laughing and the voices are coming closer.
"... The embarrassment of hair on a girl", I hear Madam say when my door is opened and Madam comes in with a woman who is almost as tall as Madam herself. They both look at me.
"This is Janine, Steffie, she has promised to help you remove that embarrassing hair on your face so you won’t get it back again," Madam says and I get up and look in horror at Madam and then at Janine , who just smiles back. I try to open my mouth but cannot.
"Steffie is slightly retarded and unable to talk but that should not be a problem," Madam says and Janine nods in understanding agreement.
"It’s not a problem," the woman says and the two come further into my room.
"Lie down on the bed, Steffie," Madam says and I lay down on my back before they have to force me. But I do so hesitantly, the deep fear of what will happen.
"Can she be still?" Janine asks and looks at me.
"Do not know. She can get muscle spasms. We can make sure she won’t be moving. Wait here, " she says and disappears out of the room.
Janine picks up her bag she has brought with her. It looks like a large modern sports bag, which she opens and prepares for her work. I lie and look but cannot say anything. She whistles easily and looks happy. And they call me ´she´.
When Madam comes back, she carries some thick, black rubber bands that she attaches to my bed posts.
"This is something we have to do, Steffie. It is important that you do not move around during the treatment," Madam explains while she put my hands and feet in shackles and tightenes, so that I cannot move.
"The head then?" Janine asks and Madam looks at me and sighs.
"That can be solved," Madam says and disappears again while Janine continues to generate a large set with a mysterious pen that she puts one end of a cable that is connected to the apparatus with one outlet. She connects the appliance to the outlet while I am lying motionless on the bed and want to scream but am unable to because of the paralyzing cream. The feel around the mouth and lips have completely disappeared and I hope it will come back again.
Madam comes back with a long rope that she put under the bed and up again. Then she takes out a piece of leather that she place on my forehead and tie the rope so that I cannot move my head.
"Done," Madam says and Janine smiles happily.
"Good. Then we can get started," she announces, and puts on a pair of glasses over my eyes so I can’t see anything. Everything goes black and while Madam and Janine talks about everyday things, I can feel that Janine puts on some sort of jelly in my face.
"I moisturize the outer skin layer to concentrate the light to the treatment area," Janine says.
"Every time the light is fired, an area of 1x2 cm is treated. The entire surface that you wish to treat may need to be done again in a few weeks and the hair may not disappear completely now. The time varies depending on the size of the area. "
"Does it hurt," Madam asks and it sounds like she cares but probably not.
"It feels like a sting, or a little hot, but it may be worth because she has quite a rough facial hair and neck," Janine describes it exactly the way I feel in the skin right now. She works with the machine all over my face and then my neck.
"How fast does it disappear, then?" Madam asks and seems almost impatient.
"There will be a while before the hair begins to loosen and comes off, how long it takes is individual and can vary from time to time. From a few days to four weeks, that’s how long it can take. It is okay to gently remove the hairs with tweezers after treatment. You should not pull the hair without first feel if it is loose from the skin. Often, the hair is loosening directly, but it is equally common to have to wait around two weeks. Then a cloth formed in the hair follicle are more flexible and those hair come loose. Skin proteins and coagulation determine how long the manual removal will take and to what extent it is possible. All hair must remain in the skin before the next treatment session," Janine say before she is finished and turns the appliance off. There is silence in the room.
My eye covers are removed and I see two curious faces above my own and I look the other way to avoid Madam's gaze.
"It looks red", Madam is thinking. Janine smiles and touches my face gently.
"No problem. Normal. Soon we can remove the hair and see if any are still left. She has pretty soft skin so I think maybe we could even get rid of all hair today. The treatment appears to have been effective," Janine says.
"What happens now?"
"Now she will rest for a while."
"Excellent. Then we go and drink coffee and Steffie can lie here and rest," Madam says and the two women disappear out of my room and shut the door behind me. There is silence.
In the distance I can hear the laughing and talking and occasionally Thomas dark voice is heard.
I stay in my own bed while waiting for my male facial hair to disappear permanently. And I cannot help but let a few tears run down my cheeks. And swallow the saliva collected in the mouth that cannot be opened.

It takes over an hour before Madam returns with Janine. This time Janine is turning the lamp on in the ceiling in my room, plus a pair of lamps are pointed against my face.
"It looks good," Janine say and takes out a pair of tweezers. She begins to pick hairs from my face.
"Does it work?" Madam asks and looks at when Janine works.
Janine smiles. I can see it.
"Absolutely. I think it will be enough with one treatment. They loosen so easily and nicely. Now you will have a very sweet face, Steffie," Janine promises and I try to smile but my lips are not moving.
"It is all very good, Steffie?" Madam says and smiles.
"She is shy," Madam says when I cannot answer and Janine nods affirmatively.
"No problem. It's a little scary to be part of something like this," Janine says, and continues removing the remaining hairs in my neck. I feel naked, almost cold when Janine finally put away the tweezers and produces a cream that she rubs into my face.
"How cute you became now, Steffie," Madam says. Her face  glows of happiness when Janine starts to pack down her equipmnet.
"I will be back in a few weeks again to see if we need to repeat the treatment and also take the rest of the body that you wanted to," Janine say and I cannot protest when I hear that Madam confirms. She wants to see all of me hairless!

Janine leaves just a moment later, Madam comes back into the bedroom. She removes the things that keep me tied down and picks up the mask and holds it in her hand. Then she crumples it up. And smile at me.
"Away with the mask now, Steffie. Now I want to see your new face every day. And you will learn how to apply cosmetics instead. But the skin has to rest one day before we start to put on make-up," she says when I get up and out of the bed. But she pushes me back again.
"Stay down. I want to tell you one thing. Tonight, when you take off your little diaper, I want to be with you. Because I have one more surprise for you," Madam says.
I try to answer but can only mumble.
"Do not worry. The ointment will soon stop working. In the meantime I want you to pick up after me and Janine in the kitchen and start to prepare dinner for me and Thomas.
So she leaves the room and I feel suddenly free without the mask. A strange sense of freedom spread through my body, even if the last trace of me as a man, my bare face was a testament to that, was soon gone, I rush to the kitchen. About an hour later it starts to tickle in my lips and I can soon open my mouth and move my lips again. Yet another relief.

It's almost as if I’ve forgotten the rape I suffered earlier in the day when I serve dinner to Thomas and Madam, and then clean up and perform my usual Sunday chores. It suprises me, I walk around remembering and ponder over what had happened that afternoon. The time is crawling along and I eagerly wait for it to be time to take the diaper off. Should I be free from diapers as well? As a compensation for my hair removed from my face? When I leave for a few minutes to go  into the bathroom, I see my face and encounter a totally hairless face. It almost looks smoother. More consistent in colour now that my dark hair is no longer there. And will never grow there again.

After dinner, Thomas calls for me and I hurry into the living room where he sits on the couch with his computer in his lap. Madam sits next to him zapping with the remote control between TV channels. Thomas looks up when I am in front of him and I lower my gaze to the floor.
"May I see your face, Steffie," he says. I look up but do not meet his gaze. He looks at me for a long time.
"Excellent job. You look like a girl, Steffie," he notes.
"Thank you, Thomas," I reply.
"Lie down on the floor with your head against the couch," he orders and I obey. Madam says nothing, as if she does not care. I go down on the floor and lie with my head against the couch. Thomas's feet are bare. Calloused.
"Now it is time for a little break for you, Steffie?" Thomas says, while he lifts one foot.
I see his filthy soles. Dare not say anything. Feel just horror mixed with a feeling of disgust.
"Ask nice to get a taste of my foot," he says and I hear Madam laugh next to him.
"Please, Thomas, can I get a taste of your foot," I say and feel the humiliation spreading in my body. I have to ask my Madam's lover to worship his feet.
He laughs and lowers the sole of the foot over my face.
"See now how good you are," he says simply, and presses his dirty soles of the feet firmly over my face so I can hardly breathe while he continues to write something on his computer. He rubs it against my face and I am forced to inhale the aromas from his skin. While I dare not move my head in fear that he will punish me even worse. I can hear Madam and Thomas kissing while lying on the floor with the soles of his feet pressed over my mouth, nose and my eyes.
"Say thank you," Thomas says as he continues making out with Madam.
"Tckmmffhhh" I reply, and the moment I open my mouth filling it with his toes and I have to suck them.
He makes me lie on the floor with his toes in my mouth until I see how Madam gets up and looks down on me.
"Time us to enter the bathroom. It is seven o’clock, Steffie," she says and just looks at Thomas who removes his feet from my face.
"Boring", Thomas mumbles and Madam is laughing.
"There is more time for that another time, darling," she says and I know how I shake when she is calling him darling. What am I? Just Steffie, I realize and follow Madam to the bathroom.

When the clock strikes seven the lock is opened in my diaper pants, and I take off my diaper pants and diaper. It is dry.
"Good girl," Madam says when she looks in the diaper.
"Now for the surprise," she continues.
I look at the floor, as expected, at Madam's feet. I cannot raise my eyes before her.
"Sit down on the commode, Steffie and be quiet", she asks me and I obey immediately. This time it seems I do not have to hurry until the lock is activated again. Madam takes it easy. However, it is she who decides.
"Over the past few weeks, your penis has not reacted on any anything. Therefore, you no longer need to wear the chastity belt that protects you from unpleasant experiences. I think we can safely remove it. Your penis works, after all, just to pee with. How about that, Steffie?" Madam says and I look shocked at her feet and nod. Feel a lump in my throat. What has she done to me? Will it never work again?
"Madam?" I say.
"Yes, Steffie?"
"Will it ever be of other use?" I ask and wait for a response, a response that will decide my entire destiny. Madam does not respond. Instead, she presents the key to the lock on the chastity belt and unlocks it and releases me from the plastic prison. She put the parts in the sink, laughing.
"Never? No, a girl doesn´t need a dick? In addition, yours is so small that it is still impossible to satisfy a woman with it," she says and laughs again.
I do not answer.
"So. Move on, jump into the shower and get ready for the evening. Tomorrow is Monday and then the procedures will be followed as usual. Though without the mask and without a chastity belt. Good huh? And from now on, I thought that you only need the diaper at the extra festive occasions. Other times, you should do without it. You're a big girl now, right! What a freedom, Steffie!" Madam says while leaving the bathroom. Before she closes the door behind me, she yells;
"And do not forget to clean the chastity belt tightly and pack it into the black bag lying in the bathroom cabinet. It says CB6000 on. "
"Yes, Madam," I reply, looking surprised at the bottom of the skin piece that hangs between my legs. It cannot even stand hard when it is set free from its prison. Once there was no effort to get it to stand, to get if hard, now it is no longer so. But I like the freedom and I hurry into the shower to wash myself clean.
For a long time, I let the warm water run down and all over my body while I shampoo myself and play with foam in the hope that the warmth and the erotic feel of lather will be enough to get my cock to harden. I lather me up between my legs, stroking my cock, which I haven´t had permission to do in six months and jerking it. But nothing happens. Absolutely nothing and saddened I turn the shower off a little later. Tears of despair run down my naked cheeks as I realize that it does not work anymore. Will it ever work? The feeling is still there and the nice sensation when I touch the glands but then nothing happens. As if it is a dead piece of meat hanging down there and is only good enough to pee with. And maybe it is. Otherwise, Madam had never allowed me to remove the plastic cover. Never! And, I realize, never again will it be the same .

When I come out into the hallway and have put on my nightgown, this time with neither a chastity belt, diaper or diaper pants, I feel free, yet enormously prisoned. I'm losing my manhood. My ability to be a man, I realize, and for a moment panic but hoping that this will only be temporary.

I place the alarm clock on ten minutes to seven, and before I go to sleep that night, I look at the ceiling and fantasize about stars. Stars that shine down on me and make me visable to someone, that someone one day will see me and understand. It hurts me to feel it hang there, lifeless. I'm try to fiddle with it for a while, fondling, stroking, but nothing happens. Nothing. But I refuse to cry. Instead, I hope. You can take away everything from a man, even his manhood, but you can’t take away his hope, his dreams. 
Chapter 4 - I, Steffie

It is a strange feeling to wake up in bed with neither a chastity belt or diaper. It is strange, almost as if I was naked, such a feeling, as if something was missing. But nothing is missing, it’s just something I've lived with for six months, and now it is suddenly gone so in a sense it is missing.

The  constraint is gone as I wake up on Monday morning. It  is almost seven o’clock and I will have to perform my Monday chores. Everything is on schedule and should be followed without any exceptions, that is unless Madam orders otherwise. Yet this very morning I have more time on my hands since I don’t have to mess around with that diper and all the obligations it came with. I can pee standing up for the first time in six months. This seems strange, even though it seems that it has become more natural for me to sit. My penis remains small. It does not react to touches, it feels good when I caress it, but nothing more. No reaction that causes it to grow and swell as it once did.
Despite the bitterness that lives within me because of the impotence I feel less like a child when I do not have to toddle around in the demeaning diaper. Panties, pantyhose and maiden dress remain, they are still worn against will but stay on, in lack of other things to wear. 
Thanks to me, the kitchen is shining clean. Thanks to my work that I performed the night before. Before I start with Madam's breakfast, I eat myself; a bowl of yoghurt with wholegrain cereals. Then I prepare breakfast for Madam and Thomas. Thomas spends the night from Sunday to Monday but then he usually spends the rest of the week in his own apartment. They do not live together. I and my Madam do because we are married. But my concern is that Thomas will move in here.


Monday, 07.30, breakfast is served to Madam, in the form of a cup of strong espresso, a slice of brown bread with ham and cottage cheese and a slice of tomato. A glass of freshly squeezed orange juice and a yogurt drink. Madam would like this set on a tray that is worn in the bedroom and served in silence. When Thomas is in bed, the breakfast is also served to him.

When I have cookd breakfast for Madam and Thomas I carry the tray in the bedroom. It smells like sex in there. It's dark. I let the door open and let the light sprinkle in and lead the way to the bed where Madam and Thomas wakes up.
"Thank you, Steffie. Open your mouth now so you can maintain your regular chores then," Madam whisper tired and open her drawer to the bedside table and takes out the bottle of pills. She opens it, dig out two pills and expects my mouth will  already be open when she stuffs them in. I swallow and let Madam check. Then Madam caress my cheek.

"You are so smooth and nice, Steffie," she whisper, then I thank Madam and happily leave the room and let Madam and her lover have breakfast by themselves.


Monday 7:45 Steffie cleans the kitchen thoroughly, wipe out drawers and cupboards and make sure everything is cleaned and is in the right place. Even oven, microwave, fridge and freezer should be dried.

It is easier to clean without the chastity belt that would sometimes pinch the skin, or the diaper and diaper pants that were in the way and that made me sweat profusely and felt generally sticky, sweaty and uncomfortable. This morning feels like a new morning, a different tomorrow, for everything goes smoothly. This is the freedom-Madam has given me. The gift of avoiding the degrading garments and accessories on my body. Now I feel rather relieved to just have to bear wearing maiden dresses, panties and pantyhose. The face feels free and bare without that mask.


According to the schedule Madam and Thomas go to work at half past nine, which also takes place this morning. And then add that I am almost finished with the cleaning of the kitchen, something that would normally takes longer. This morning I feel, however, that everything goes faster.

Madam looks at me with satisfaction when she and Thomas are in the hallway.

"Such a good girl, you are, Steffie and now, show that you deserve to avoid having a diaper all day," she says. Thomas laughs.

"Yes, Madam," I reply and bow when the two leave the apartment hand in hand and the door is locked behind them. I remain in the hallway and look at the wedding photo.


Monday, 30/08 Madam and Thomas go to the gym to work. Steffie must wash and iron clothes until 10:00 am.

I follow the schedule and have time to get rid of all the laundry from the laundry basket and ironing pile. When Madam comes back from work this evening, all the clothes hang where they should and I do not have to be punished. And believe me when I say that I learned from my mistakes. For mistakes hurt.


Monday, 10.15 water and tide flowers and floors are cleaned. The activity is carried out carefully until lunch at 12:00.

The floors are almost completely clean after I cleaned up after the party this weekend. However, I wash them again and then tend the flowers and give them water. Here and there I wipe a little extra to get the apartment to shine. I feel proud. This is my work and I want to show itoff and feel good, particular to impress and show Madam how good I am.


Mondays tend to follow their course. My life is squared and controlled but I've still got used to this and really have no choice.

However, things changed when I ate  my lunch on Monday.


There are very seldom unannounced visits at Madams apartment. The thing is; this is because the front door is locked and I do not have a key. Madam has not deemed it necessary to equip me with a key, I am locked in during the days when Madam is not at home. This is according to her, for my own safety. Who knows what could happen to me if I was out there all alone.
For this reason, it is the visitors who can enter but I cannot get out. A simple solution designed by Madam.
And this is what happens this Monday. Two unannounced visitors, namely my ex-girlfriend Sarah and her sister Marianne come to visit. I have unpleasant memories of both of them, when both used me in various ways before, Sarah's gay sister Marianne is the worst.

When the front door is unlocked from the outside I hasten out into the hall and stand and wait. The two women come in and I bow and look at the floor to say hello.

"Hi, Steffie. How cute you are," Sara says, looking at me in amazement. Marianne laughs.
"We just want to see how things go after the facial treatment," Marianne says, and come up to me and grabs my face and forces me to meet her gaze. She holds me while Sarah comes back and caress my cheek.
"It’s so soft, like a real woman," Sara says and continues enters further into the apartment. Marianne releases me with a grin and follows.

"Serve coffee, Steffie," Sara cries and sits on the sofa in the living room. I hurry into the kitchen and prepare two cups of espresso, well aware that Madam can watch me with the help of her cameras and can punish me if I disobey her guests.

From the kitchen I see Marianne walk around and pull her hand over the window bench in the living room.

"Damn, even I would love to have you around. I would need a maid. What will it cost me?" Marianne asks and Sarah laughs.

"Maybe you can borrow her, Marianne," Sarah says, and I shudder inwardly. Remember what happened last time I was at the home of Marianne, when she babysat for me, raped me and later taught Madam how she would milk me. There is nothing I want to experience again but on the other hand, I have no choice in my life. My life and all its choices are in the hands of my Madam.

"Talk to Nina when she comes home," Sara said and Marianne grins happily.

"Absolutely. Cannot hurt if someone cleans up at home", Marianne sits down with Sarah on the couch. I serve the coffe.

"A good girl," Sara says, smiling at me and I bow.

"Thank you, Sara", I reply as I have learned to do. Then I go back to the kitchen. That is where I should be and they call on me if they want something.

I take the opportunity to wipe the counters and cupboards, while Sara and Marianne talk and laugh in the living room. I have no right to ask why they came and cannot ask them to go, for I stand below them in rank.

Instead, I try to work as scheduled. Today there is not much to do and that’s why I sit down at the kitchen table reading a newspaper.

That's why I do not see anyone going into the kitchen. I am  deep in an article on female fashion and cannot hear anything else, but a presence above me. I look up and notice how Marianne stands there and looks down at the newspaper, she hovers over me like a shadow. 


She slams down her big hand over the article I read and grins. Under her lip is a snuff.
"You look more and more like a girl, Steffie. What are the next steps?" She asks with a laugh.
I am ashamed. Feel the humiliation spread in my body. Why is she doing this?

"Forgive me, Marianne, but I do not understand what you mean," I try to explain.

"You know what I mean. What does she say to you? Do you still wear the chastity belt? "

I shake my head.

"No, Madam has proved generous and I no longer need it. Not the diaper either," I have to admit. This just makes it even more embarrassing and Marianne smiles.

"How nice of her. On the other hand, you don´t get hard anyway and you don´t need the chastity belt or diaper anyway," she grins.

I cannot understand how she knows or what she is thinking of as she utters these words. Somehow she seems to know more than I do about what is happening with me and my body. And perhaps Madam told me something, something I haven’t perhaps understood clearly.

As she raises her hand from the magazine she strokes my cheek.

"You are so smooth. I like that", she whisper, and disappears back into the living room to Sara. And they leave me alone again.


Monday 13:00 to all boards dusted and wedding picture taken down the hall, polished and Steffie kissing picture of Lady.

Neither Sarah or Marianne aknowledge that they see me as I walk around the apartment with dust whip and cloth and wipe the paintings and their frames. Marianne watching sports on TV and Sarah reads some newspapers. While I am working out in the hall, I take down the wedding photo, where I sit in Madam's lap, with her hand over my mouth. Why did she chose that picture? On the other hand, I understand. It mirrors our relationship perfectly as it is now.

The dust whip and the cloth I put on their right place in the broom cupboard meant and I return to the kitchen table.

That is when I hear how the TV is turned off and both Marianne and Sarah come out in the kitchen. Sarah looks at me and smiles.

"Now is the time. The reason we are here, or rather that I am here, is that Nina wanted me to teach you how to put make up in your girl face. "

I watch in silence at  Sarah but do not meet her gaze. She cannot be serious. Why do I have to wear make up? Is it not enough with the clothes I have? The mask is already gone, why paint a new one? Or is it just because ... I'm thinking while Marianne disappears and comes back with a bag Sara had with her when they came. Marianne gives the bag to Sara who carries it to the kitchen table and opens it. From a bag she takes a vanity mirror and a makeup bag, the size of a small tool box.
Marianne agrees with me.

"Do I have to hold her?" She asks. Sarah shakes her head.

"No, I do not think so. Where would Steffie go?" Sara says and they both giggle.

I am just feeling stupid, where I look in the mirror at my hairless face. It is certainly not male-like, with no beard. Only the eyebrows are left.

"Sit up properly on the chair," Sara say, and I do as she says. I move, stretch as much as possible so I also sit fairly comfortably. Then Sara opens the bag and picks up a pair of tweezers.

"We start with what a girl happily lets someone else do," she says and grabs my chin. I look terrified at her.

"The eyebrows are picked more easily by someone else because it's easier to see if there are any left. Now you have to sit still so I do not make any mistakes," Sara continue, and suddenly sticking it to the eyebrow and I whimper in pain.

"Ouch, stop," I ask but Sara just laugh.

"Marianne," she asks, and before I have time to react a big hand is clamped over my mouth from behind and press my head against Marianne's trained hard stomach so that I cannot move my head. Sarah does not react to what Marianne does with me but continues to pick straw for straw out of my face while I am screaming in pain in Marianne's palm. I dare not move and realize the futility of protesting against their inhuman behaviour. In a stone-like grip plague me while Sara picks my eyebrows. The entire time I look in the mirror, how my eyebrows change and Marianne's big hand over my mouth. Soon my past rather bushy eyebrows are attractive, just two thin lines and Sara put the tweezers in her makeup bag again.

"You can let her go now," Sara says, and the hand disappears from my face.

"Nice, huh?" Sara says and smiles at me. I force myself to nod in response, and the two women laugh.
"Now to the fun, what you'll teach yourself and Madam expecting to see you every morning when she wakes up. You see, a girl should always wear make-up in her masters or madams presence and you should also, Steffie. From now on Madam wants to see you in make-up and you will learn how to adjust the makeup of the situation. That's what I'll teach you now. For this you must carry out without anyone else's help. Do you understand? "

"Yes, Sara," I reply, and she smiles again and starts to pick up some cans and bottles.
"We start by cleaning the skin. It is very important to have a clean surface to work with," she says and takes out some cotton pads and three different spray bottles.


Then Sara is spends the afternoon teaching the difficult styles of make up and all that implies in the art of make up. Marianne sit and watches while Sara teaches me and I made to  try it for myself. It shocks me. The change made to my face, other shadows and a completely different look, makes me fascinated but also intimidated. For the face that emerges is a woman's face. Not mine. And this lady's face is the one I am expected to see for my entire future. Not the naked, the real one. Stefan's face. For the male face will never more to be uncovered, but slowly fade and disappear.
"Nina is going to buy makeup for you. Until then you can borrow what we have been using now, I have yet another bag at home that I use," Sara say while packing her belongings in a bag and leaving her makeup bag on the kitchen table.

"Now we must leave you, Steffie and I hope that Nina will be pleased with you when she gets home.
"She looks stunning," Marianne say, smiling mysteriously when she gets up from her chair and disappears into the hallway. Sara laughs.

"Yes, it might be something for you," Sara jokes but I see that Marianne is not kidding. And that scares me.
The last I see of the two is Marianne's wicked grin. And when the door closes I breathe out and realize that nothing worse happened other than that I have learned to disguise myself.


Monday 17:00, Madam home and then to dinner to be ready.
According to the list in the kitchen, I make a light salad with chicken and I do this quickly before Madam gets home from work late this afternoon.

And after opening the door of the hallway the salad is brought on the dinner table in the living room.
I hasten out into the hallway and forget my makeup. Madam looks at me for a long time. Since the deficiencies she smiles.

"Fantastic. Very neat. You are a new Steffie," Madam says and clapping her hands with glee.

"Thank you, Madam," I say and bow, which I have learned.

"I must remember to thank Sara for having helped you with this," she then says.

"Now it's time for a little change here at home," Madam says and takes something out of her bag she had brought with her from work. It is a photo. With a similar frame as the wedding photo hanging on the wall.

She shows the picture and I feel a sickness in my whole body.

"This will hang over the wedding photo and should be treated with equal respect as well. Do you understand?" Madam says. I nod.

"Well, get a hammer and a picture hook and fix this. It should hang over the wedding photo," Madam says and puts the photo on the bench in the hallway while I hurry away. It is with reluctance I obey Madam and get a picture hook and the hammer and nails the hook on the wall. Then I hang up the new photo above the wedding photo.

Madam returns and sees the picture, in which Thomas is posing half naked on a beach somewhere, along with Madam who has her arms around his neck and kiss his cheek. Can there be from our honeymoon? I think for myself sighing inwardly.

"Excellent. Well, you know what to do, Steffie. Look now," she says and I take down the photo from the wall and kiss the picture of Thomas half-naked torso and Madam while Madam laughs.
"Good. Well, now do your chores while I eat," Madam says and sends me into the kitchen.

Over the next two weeks I practise makeup so that I am beautiful for Madam every morning. And I soon learn the tricks to perfection and at the same time learn how to change my look with different shades and pins depending on situations. And Madam is very happy with me. And soon I forget my problems with the penis. It is mostly an afterthought as it will sketch out. Maybe it's the pills that are working, but on the other hand they are supposed to vitamin pills, and only that so they shouldn’t do harm. Thomas, who now has a place on the wall, is happy with my performance and he sly pinches my both breasts, the stitches, and on my butt, sometimes my breasts feel larger and more robust. He treats me as a young woman instead of Stefan. And this makes me feel despair, but on the other hand, I'm not really in such a position that I can affect my situation without having to accept these digs occasionally.


Two weeks later, Janine returns. She is fascinated by the results in my face and continues the same treatment on my chest and stomach. Madam explains that no one wants to see a girl with hair on her chest. Therefore, it is removed, and the hairs on the legs and forearms as well. And my body as before, although have been short in stature but with male characteristics, losing more and more of its masculinity.
Chapter 5 - Investigation

A sunny winter day, we are now at the beginning of February, Madam gets a visit. This is not really anything remarkable in itself, Madam has often visitors and I receive guests and serve them all the time, as the housekeeper I have become. Madam expects me to be representative but quiet and do as I am told. I try to meet her needs as I have no choice but to be punished if I do not, which always aim at never being used on me, so all  I do is obey and serve. During a month, I have learned how to apply makeup as if it were a noble art and have got used to wearing make up at all times, at home as well as out of the home. No one responds to me when they see me. None at all, because I look like a woman in the outfits I have. I am a woman in all respects, except for the dick inbetween my legs.  I still hope will get hard one day and that it will give me pleasure.
For the reason mentioned, it is nothing unusual about Madam’s visitor, visits happen all the time at this place.  Madam has announced she will get a visitor and therefore I have made the necessary purchases in the form of food and refreshments, which should always be on hand when guests come. She has also notified that I will be alone during the evening when Madam will go out with her guest, and come back late at night.

This Saturday afternoon, Thomas is busy with something else, Madam and I are in the apartment alone when the visitor arrives.
It's a cold day. A winter day in early February.
Madam opens the door when her guests arrive, a woman in Madams own age who hugs Madam. They are about the same length, equally muscular but the visitor is dark-haired, she has long dark hair with brown eyes. She is elegant, almost mystical.
I bow and gaze at the ground when the guest looks at me.
"This is Zora, my friend from high school," Madam explains and I again bow and Zora laugh.
"So, this is Steffie," Zora say, and comes up to me and holds out her hand. The hand is well manicured with neat long black painted nails. I kiss it and she pulls her hand back again.
"We go into the living room, Steffie. Serve us some drinks," Madam demands. I nod and continue to gaze at the floor.
"A glass of champagne," Madam say and the two disappear into the living room while I go into the kitchen and prepare two glasses of Champagne, which I put on a silver tray and bring out in the living room. The two look at the view before they turn around and take the glasses, and then they continue to talk and admire the city below the living room panorama windows.
"Fantastic," Zora say.
"Yes, we like it here. It is calm, quiet and a huge difference from the gym," Madam says before I leave them and go back to the kitchen to wait for further orders.
From the living room, I hear how they talk, giggle and talk seriously with each other but I can only discern certain words, and they create no connection. I understand from the discussion that Zora is working as a doctor and Madam talks about the gym and about physical development. None of this seems strange or different, until Madam and Zora soon appear in the kitchen with their empty glasses. I rise at once from my chair and take out the bottle of Champagne but Madam laughs.
"We do not want more. Instead, I want you to go into your bedroom, Steffie," Madam says and without questioning the order, how strange as it may seem at the time, I obey and walks into the bedroom. I am on the middle of the floor and look down while Madam and Zora follow.
"Zora is working as a doctor and as it was some time ago you visited a doctor and received a control, I want to make sure you are fully fit. Therefore, Zora promised to examine you, Steffie," Madam explain and stands in the doorway while Zora comes in with a bag that she puts on the floor.
"Sit on the bed," she asks me and I sit down and gaze down at the floor. From a bag Zora takes up a stethoscope she hangs around her neck as she squats in front of me and feels on my neck. She pinches me and records something in a book.
"Take off your clothes. You can leave your underwear on," she says and I pull off my maiden dress and am soon in just my panties on the floor. Zora press the cold stethoscope against my back and listens to the heart and lungs. She asks me to breathe in and out and recors all the times and results in her book. Then she patches a blood pressure monitor around my upper arm. I suddenly start thinking about my body and my size. So narrow was never my upper arm before. Never noticed it until now, but suddenly I react to it. Am I sick? Why have I been slimmer around the arms?
She takes the blood pressure cuff and writes something again.
"Everything looks very good," she says, fondling me on the cheek.
"Smooth and nice complexion," she says then.
"Now I want to take some measures," Zora say and takes out a tape measure. But to reflect further on why I let her measure my body, both the length from head to toe but also arms and legs, waist and thighs, neck and calves, and then around the breasts. She looks long on them, pinch a bit and make a note of something in the book. Have my breasts become bigger? It feels like that. I think no more about it when she pulls down my panties, and also measures the scrotum and penis that is just hanging there and dangles. Then she takes the balls of her cold hand and squeeze gently on my balls.
"Okay. Everything looks good," Zora says when she put back the tape and her notebook after writing down he final dimensions.
"I just want to take some blood tests but you seem perfectly healthy, Steffie," Zora says, and I can see how Madam is smiling happily, as if she exhales. Has Madam also suspected something, that I may be sick?
I am ordered to sit down on the bed while Zora tourniquet my arm and then smoothly and easily stick a needle into the veins in my left arm and fills a number of tubes of blood.
"You can put your clothes back on, Steffie and return to your work", says Madam when Zora takes the bag out and leave the room with me left with a patch in the crook of my arm. The tubes with blood, she has put in a special container and the two women disappear from the room.
I dress quickly and sneaks into the bathroom to touch up my makeup so I look representable, after which I return to the living room.
"You are not needed now, Steffie but in a moment, we expect a drink before we leave," Madam says while the two women keep talking. While I am working in the kitchen I see Madam and Zora disappearing into Madam's bedroom and the door is closed behind them. Cognizant of the cameras that are placed in the floor I dare not sneak up to the door and listen to what they say but I force myself to keep working and clean the apartment.

An hour later that afternoon, which is now approaching the evening and night, when I prepared two drinks the women came out of the bedroom. Madam has changed her clothes and has put some makeup on and Zora has also changed her clothes and made preparation for the evening. There was a cloud of perfume surrounding them when they came out in the kitchen. I have made it clear that the drinks are on the bench waiting to be served.
"We drink here and then we leave you alone for a while," Madam says and I wonder what a moment means when she said earlier that I get to spend the night by myself. But I have no right to ask and therefore I am silent.

A moment later, Madam and Zora leave the apartment and the door is closed behind them with me left in the hallway.

This evening, I vacuumed all floors, cleaned Madams bathroom after she showered and made everything in order, which means to clean the shower, wipe the mirror and all surfaces until they gleam of purity. Furthermore, I take care of Madams clothes and put them in the laundry basket.
A moment later I put the glasses in the kitchen cupboard and I hear the door opening in the hall. First I get scared but realize that no one except Madam and her friends can get in, so I rush out into the hall and am greeted by a grinning Marianne who closes the door and stands gazing at me. She has a couple of short-colored camouflage shorts and a black T-shirt that says "Be My Bitch" on. On her hands she has a couple of worn out black driving gloves without fingers. For a second, I wonder how she managed to get past the doorman with those clothes. But I do not have time to think about it. The huge woman smiles at me. Her 6¨2' towering over me.
"Hello, little Steffie. Nina asked me to take care of you tonight so you did not have to be alone when she went out and partied with Zora. Nice, huh?" She says and takes her shoes off and puts them on the carpet. I do not like Marianne. She is vicious and has done things with me as I most of all want to forget. But for some reason it's always the horrible memories that live the longest in me, while the positive and happy are eager to hide. So it is with Marianne, one of my worst tormentor, and memory. However, there are few positive memories for me and Madam, that is why I do not understand why Madam would let her take care of me. Perhaps it is a punishment. Or a sadistic pleasure Madam gets out of letting Marianne torment me.
I gaze at the floor and bow to the masculine, muscular woman. She laughs.
"Are you not going to serve me a beer?" She asks and I rush into the kitchen to fetch a beer for Marianne. After eight months now, I have learned that it's usually easier to obey than to protest. Therefore, I obey and that way I escape so many punishments I would have exposed myself to quite unnecessarily.
From the living room I hear the TV goes on and how Marianne browses the sports channels. Soccer, one of her favourite sports.
I take out a bottle of beer from the refrigerator that I put on a tray and carry it into the living room, off to the couch where Marianne sits.
"Put it on the table. I need no glasses," she simply says, without looking at me and I obey and leave the living room again. Want to be as little as possible with her. If  I am not near, she cannot do anything to me either, I think.
But of course she cannot let me be. Why would she? I'm a toy for her, nothing but simple entertainment. However, she cannot hurt me because the cameras record everything. This is a security for me. At least she cannot do anything without Madam acceptance. Otherwise, she is not welcome here. It is my safety, my only insurance against being exploited. While there is a constant control over me, I'm never alone. The cameras are always there. Madam is there, although she is not physically present. Her eyes can see everything.

This morning the cameras miss an example of Marianne's penchant for humiliation games. Surely she knows that the cameras are there and record every move she makes. Every event that takes place in our apartment that evening is stored on a hard drive that can hold vast amounts of information. It is not worth trying to discard it. There is a backup, stored on external hard drives that Madam keeps somewhere where I do not have access.

I'm sitting in the kitchen. Reading a newspaper. Marianne calls me.
"Steffie, come here", and I rise and go out in the living room. It is empty on the couch. She is not there but the beer bottle stands there and is emptied of its yellow contents. The TV is still on and screams out sports commentary, while large adult women run on the pitch and throw a ball to each other but also throw themselves over each other. A violent sport that originally was only for men but now women are playing it too. And that Marianne likes to watch as she appreciates the women on the pitch.
First, I think she went to the toilet, but why did she call for me? She wants to play hide and seek with me? I go further into the living room. It is quiet. Only the sounds from the TV is heard, that is why I don´t hear someone sneaking up behind me. It is only when I feel the smell of beer behind me as I realize what is going to happen. Before I have time to turn away an arm is put around my belly and I am lifted up into the air.
"You have become lighter since last time," Marianne say when she lifts me up in the air.
I'm trying to get her arm off that is stuck around my stomach but I can´t. She is too strong.
"Please, let me down", I ask but she just laughs. It will be evidence that she will not let me go. Against my will. Madam will see that on the film.
She has become stronger since last time or have I become weaker? I wonder when I realize that the muscular arms around me are hard as rocks and impossible to remove.
"I do not want," I say with a sharper tone.
"I know," Marianne only replies.
"But I do not care. You become more and more like a girl every time I see you. And then I get more and more curious about you, right?" the lesbian Marianne says while she walks around with me a bit in the living room. As if she admired the view while she carries me.
I force the tears back. Feeling helpless, out of a sudden, feeling weak.
I smell beer from her. And snuff. A mixture that was previously designed for men, it used to be men that smelled like this, men that had this habit, but not anymore. Now Marianne smells just like that. On the other hand, all that is feminine is her breasts and the fact that she has a pussy. She never wears makeup, never dressed up or does her hair. But maybe it is like that when a one works at a garage.
"Please, I want no more. Let me go now," I ask again when she kisses my neck.
"What do you ... No ", I ask her and I feel offended by her behaviour. As if I was utilized ...
"I know that you want," she says, and continues to play with her tongue over my neck. I'm trying to find any of the cameras so that Madam sees me and realizes that what Marianne does is not okay and against my will, but it does not seem like the camera in the living room is on. It is not lit. Is it broken?
I'm trying to tear myself away from Marianne, but of course I can´t. She is too strong for me, I can´t even shake her arm. Instead, she continues to play with my neck and suddenly her tongue is in my ear.
"No, I do not want more," I say higher. She does not care. Is now so involved in what she does that she does not seem to hear me.
"Well then, you want some, right!" She says and just continues while I am struggling in her grip.
"You get filmed," I try but then she laughs.
"No, the camera is off. Good huh? Nina said this in the living room is broken and must be repaired so now we're all alone you and me", she cuddles and carries me away to the couch and throws me down on it. I cannot run away until she is over me.
Marianne is pushing me up on the couch and lifts my skirt and pulls down my panties over my bottom.
"No, what you gonna do?" I ask and cannot help sobbing over the humiliating treatment I encounter.
"Hush now," she says simply, and insert a finger into my anus and I scream desperate.
"No!" But a huge leather palm is pressed over my face and all sounds subdued. I breathe with my nose between two of her fingers but cannot see or scream when she pull her finger in and out of my anus. She rapes me. I feel the tears running down my cheeks and my face gets messy while I helplessly am pressed against the sofa and raped by her finger. While she is kissing my neck and licking my ear.
"Just be quiet and calm and everything will be just fine," she whisper as she continues to torment me. A second finger is put into my anus but I cannot move. So she continues for a long time until I feel how her prostate massage results in something warm filling my panties and I cry in the glove over my face.
When she pulls out her fingers out of me, she remove her hand from my face and I can breathe normally. I'm sobbing and crying but she hits me across the face.
"Shut up now," she says and pulls off the sperm soaked panties.
"It is not even hard. Soon my clit is bigger than your dick ", she laughs and hits me over the penis so that I whimper while she rolls up my panties into a ball in front of me.
"Open," she says and I have to obey in order not to be subjected to more punishment.
The soaked panties are pushed into my mouth and Marianne pulls me down on the floor on my back. One foot is pressed over my face while she pulls off her shorts and a pair of men's underwear. Her sex is naked. Wet, I can see when she gets down on me and everything gets dark.
"Lick my pussy," she says simply. I cannot lick with the panties in my mouth but she's riding me instead. Hard, my nose is pressed into her pussy and makes it difficult to breathe. Forced to breathe in her juices and smell until her whole body shakes of the orgasm. And in the background I hear the sounds from the TV when one team scores a goal and meet the audience's cheers.
Marianne rubs against my face and pants one last time before she gets up.
"Damn, you're beautiful," she says and sighs as she looks down on me. Probably my face looks terrible. My tears, her juices, mixed with smeared makeup. What should I say to Madam, I think as I remain on the floor until I get other orders.
"Do you want more?" She asks as she pokes at my face with her foot.
I shake my head.
"Go and wash yourself up then," she says, and I rise up from the floor and pray that it has formed a few stains on the carpet. But it looks clean. Marianne takes hold of me and then pull the panties out of my mouth.
"Put them on," she instructs me, and I pull reluctantly and with disgust the sperm soaked panties back on, now completely drenched.
When I'm about to go to the bathroom an arm is locked around my neck. No, not again, I think when I feel the breath in my neck and Marianne's voice whispering in my ear.
"Not yet, I remember. The cameras work in the hallway and in the other rooms so now we have to be smart." So I realize that Madam did not approve Marianne's game but she has used me because of the broken camera. I open my mouth to scream so that any sound is recorded but her hand silences me again.
"No, no. Try nothing. Let's be smart and play a little game while we walk to the bathroom. Let´s play that I'll be your mom for a while and you shall be my little baby. All right?" She says and I have to nod under her leather-clad hand.
"Good. Now I'll tie you up while I get some things we may need. I also have to gag you so you do not scream and wake the neighbours," she says, and press me down on the floor. She keeps her hand over my mouth the entire time she put me on my stomach and put my arms under her legs so that I become immobile. Then she takes up her underwear. They are thick cotton underwear that I once used to have many months ago, she removes her hand from my mouth and tie the underpants over my mouth instead.
"There you go. Now I have to tie your hands," she says and I can just feel how she pulls off my pantyhose and tie up my hands behind my back and then bend up my legs and tie them together with my hands so that I will be lying completely motionless on the mat. Marianne gets up and looks at me. Then she smiles.
"Yes. Perfect. I'll be right back," she whispers, putting a finger to her mouth to tell me not to make any sound. The smell of her underwear is finding its way into my nose but I cannot do anything. Instead I groan in pain under the underpants over my mouth when I try to move. It hurts so I choose to lie still.
Marianne disappears into the kitchen and probably into my room. And then I realize that Marianne has a penchant not just for the humiliation games but also for bondage games. I must look stupid as I am lying on the mat, unable to move, with a pair of men's underwear around my head. But no camera is there to record what happens.

I lie there for a while until Marianne comes back. In her hand she has a diaper and the girls’ mask I had before they removed the hairs in my face.
"To your sticky face not to be seen," she says just as she leans down and tears off her underpants and then pulls on my mask.
Then she loosens the ropes and she begins to undress me. I will not go anywhere anyway because she sits on my back all the time.
When I lie naked on the floor, she puts on the diaper panties and that's when I understand how she thinks. When Madam sees me and Marianne in the other cameras she will think that Marianne plays baby with me and that it is completely innocent. Under the mask it gets messy and sweaty anyway so nothing looks strange when Marianne then pulls me up off the floor and goes with my hand out into the hall and into the bathroom.
"So! Now you can wash yourself. Put on makeup as well so that you look like that cute girl you did when I arrived."
Marianne leaves me in the bathroom. I force myself not to cry when I take off my mask and see my sticky face in the mirror. I pull the diaper off inside the shower, my panties are already wet, I think. And the sperm is washed out.
It takes a while to shower and then put all my makeup back on but in the end I stand there again with a clean body and a clean face, also still completely free of hair, I put on make up similar to the one I had, before Marianne destroyed it.

I pull on my diaper again and go back to the living room, where my maiden dress and pantyhose are.
Marianne grins when she sees me.
"So good. And how cute you are," she says and look at my clothes, which she expects me to get dressed.
"Get the diaper off and put the clothes on instead. You can then get a new beer for me," she just laughs.
And I obey.

I leave the beer in the living room. Put it down on the table but do not face Marianne's eyes.
"Good. Now you can sit here with me on the couch while we wait for Nina to come home," she says, and pats on the couch so that I'll sit next to her. First, I hesitate but realize the futility of the path of resistance so I sit next to her. There, she takes my hand and looks at it. Keeps my fingers between hers. And I see that she has larger hands and fingers than me. Mine has become narrower.
"Well groomed. And painted red," she says, looking at my red-painted nails.
"Thank you, Marianne," I whisper, and she laughs. Then she brings my hand down over her unbuttoned shorts and down in her underpants. Her pussy is wet. I'm trying to tighten my hand but she keeps it there. Pressing it against her wet sex.
"Jerk me off," she simply says, and I have no choice but to do as she says.
She takes the beer bottle from the table and drink while watching sports on TV and I caress her pussy and clitoris.
All the time I get to follow her orders, how she wants it, looser, tighter, with my fingers. Till she captures my mouth with hers and forces back a scream when an orgasm is flowing out of her underwear. I have to keep my hand in her pants for a while until she has calmed down.
"You are good, Steffie," she says when I take my wet fingers from her underwear.
"Suck of your fingers now," she says, and I hesitate but obey when I see her eyes. I stuck my fingers in my mouth and suck them until all the flavour of Marianne is evaporated.
"Good. Sit down now and wait on the couch until Nina comes," she says and I just have to wait there until Madam gets home. Until I hear the sound of the electronic lock on the door and Madam alone steps into the hallway. Marianne and I go out into the hallway. I bow and look at the floor while Marianne is hugging Madam before she briefly explains that we played a little baby because it was so long ago and Madam just laughs. She did not reflect upon the wet panties in the bathroom, due to her alcohol. When Marianne disappeared Madam goes to bed and my night is over. Before I go to sleep I weep with despair. But hope that one day I will be free from all this. And to be a man again.
Chapter 6 - Clothing and shock

My dreams of becoming a man seem further and further away the more time passes. As winter turns into, I discovered one morning how my breasts had become even bigger than before, I do not understand why. They feel more feminine, the reason might be the changes in my body, the fat that has switched from one place to another, or the fact that I do not exercise as much as before and therefore have less muscles. Maybe I should start exercising more, I think I should since I am at home anywhere.


Makeup has become a natural part of everyday life and the few times I get the honour to follow Madam and Thomas to the store or to buy clothes, I am forced to buy and wear those of women. There are panties, bras that Madam purchased and that fit my breast-size, which in itself seems degrading, but I have to accept it, tights and often a short skirt with a top, or a blouse or short jacket, depending on Madam's wishes and moods.
I make sure to walk two steps behind Thomas and Madam when we go outside. Maybe she is ashamed of me or maybe she simply wants to keep it that way, to make me know my place.
Sometimes I have thought of escaping when I'm with them. The question is, where I would go? Who would take care of me? I would not survive on my own for very long. The dreams of one day being free haunts me, I think that perhaps one day they will come true. When Madam gets tired of using me as a slave in her apartment. So I let patience lead my way.

One day, I think about what my life looks like and how my body works when Madam on a Sunday morning asks Sarah to come with me to town to shop, when Madam herself want to spend a few hours with Thomas. And of course, Sara says yes to this.
And to my delight, Marianne does not follow that day. However, Beppo has the tension to get involved in the search for some new clothes. What I will remember from this day are heaps of reasons for me to doubt the value of my life and my existence. It's really not so much the humiliation of having to try a bra that bothers me. It's just Sara and Beppo who know why I wear them and that I wear them and am a man. It’s the humiliation in what Beppo and Sara always say to me and to each other during those hours on the town that day. The words they use. 

And their findings. They scare me. And hurts my soul.
"I never thought about how small you are, Steffie. You would fuck fit better as a chick than a guy," Sara says, looking down at me, as I stand in the locker room wearing panties and a bra. I am ashamed. Looking down at the floor.
"I'm not a girl," I say, but realize that Sarah is right. I am not that muscular either. The only thing that makes me a man is my man's voice and what was previously locked up between my legs. But on the other hand, the cock has been unusable for almost a couple of months. It would not get up and seems to have shrunk, and scrotum has done that too. The testicles feel smaller. Maybe it's the chastity belt that has ruined the ability.
"But you seem well be on track. Your breasts have become even bigger over the year! And you are thinner. Where have your muscles gone, little Steffie? Maybe you keep on turning into a chick instead!" She giggles as she looks at me and pinch me a bit around the arm. I do not answer.
"Hmmm. A guy with a bra. No, you are definitely a girl, Steffie," Sara says as she looks at the last tested bra. She grabs my cheek and forcing up my face against her. Press my lips together between their fingers.
And it is this that makes me ponder things for  she is entitled to her actions, she is right in her claims. I'm thinner, have lost muscle mass and had larger breasts. And I do not understand why. Possibly because I do not exercise as much as I did before. But still. Sara is bigger than I am, and Madam and, above all, Marianne and Beppo. I am the smallest of them all. Why? These are the thoughts that I take with me home when we pick out a pair of matching bras and panties and a new short dress and a top.

When we get home that day Thomas and Madam are in the living room and talk. Sarah comes with me into the apartment, and Thomas gets up and goes to visit and talk to Beppo. They have begun to acquaint each other as they hang out and apparently exercise together regularly in their gym, just as Sarah is as well. Madam brings me and Sara with her to my bedroom. Where can I show my new clothes. And they see me and comment me.
"She has bigger breasts. And more slender arms," Sarah say and Madam only nods. As it would be the most obvious thing in the world and a natural fact. For this reason I cannot be sick, there must be nothing wrong with me, I realize.

When Sara and Beppo leave I walk up to Madam. I cannot wait any more. Cannot hide my wonderings, my questions.
They sit in the living room, in the sofa and snuggle. I stand in front of them.
"We do not want anything now," Madam say and continues making out with Thomas.
"Madam?" I ask. They stop. Look at me, and I look down at the floor.
"What do you want, Steffie? If we need anything we will let you know. As usual," Madam answers.
"I have a question and wonder if I can ask it," I say.
"Do you have to do it now?" Madam wonder.
"Yes, Madam," I say.
"Well", she sits up and lets Thomas off.
"What?"
"I wonder why my body is changing so much. Am I sick? There is something not right and I am beginning to suspect that there are those in which the tablets I eat," I say announce it, right out, to be honest.
It is quiet for a while. Madam looks at Thomas and their eyes looks puzzled. But then Madam looks at me.
"I've been waiting for this question and it is well time that we talk about it. I didn´t think that you should ask so soon. But,  but, anyway. At some point, you've got to know," Madam say and kiss Thomas on the mouth. Their tongues are playing and then Madam whispers something in Thomas ear. He nods and gets up and disappears into their bedrooms.
"So maybe it is time now. You've got to get out there," Madam say.
I look confused her. What does she mean? What do I have to know? What has she hidden from me?
Madam gets up and before I actually have time to react, she grasps hold of me, forcing me down on my knees so that I'm leaning against her chest.
"No, please, let me go," I ask her, but she holds my arms behind my back and silences me with a big palm.
"We must do this for you to listen and understand. There is much to take in", she says just as I try to get away from her humiliating grip. It was not what I wanted. I just wanted answers to my questions. When Thomas comes back, he brings three ropes. While Madam keeps me silenced Thomas bind my hands behind my back and then my legs so that I cannot get free. After Madam puts me on the sofa between her and Thomas, and remove her hand, just enough for Thomas to put a sock in my mouth and then bind with another around my head. Helpless I sit on the couch and feel humiliated and helpless. Why are they doing this?
"Are you calm now?" Madam asks and I nod. Waiting for what it is that is so important that she has to tie me up to tell.
She looks at me. Grabbing hold of my silenced faces and looks me in the eyes. A smile appears in her face.
"I know you've noticed that your body has changed in recent months. And it will continue to change," Madam begins and I shudder and feel panic and anxiety inside. But I cannot question anything. I may not at all talk without Madams permission. For that she would have to punish me. So I am silent. Feel the dirty sock in my mouth. And listen. Maybe she will give me the answers I want in all cases.
"As you probably remember, Zora was here some time ago and was measuring you and took some blood samples. It is part of your process of change, Steffie. I've told you before and will say it again now. You are no longer a man and you will never be a real man. It is the truth. The vitamin pills you have been eating for nearly a year, contains vitamins, but particularly oestrogen and anti-androgens. You know what that is?" Madam asks and I feel the anxiety growing in my body now.
I shake my head.
"Oestrogen is a female hormone and anti-androgens are substances that prevent the formation of testosterone, which are male hormones. To be clear, I have given you the female sex hormones and substances that prevent new male sex hormones to be produced in your body. Cool, huh?" Madam says and I feel tears formed in my eyes and run down my face. I am beginning to understand. I try to understand, to comprehend but it’s hard, I don’t want to hear more. For what she is doing is to destroy my body and take away my manhood. She is not sane, I realize in my horror.
I look at her. No panic. No tears. Why?
"I want you to become a woman. It is that simple and it will be. For there is no turning back."
"And your dilemma now is that it cannot be changed on the small events. You are and have to continue to eat the pills, whether you like it or not. It's been so long now that you cannot stop them. This will make you a freak, a cross between two sexes and that we do not want, or do we," she says, explaining like it was easy, as any minor question at any time, such as why leaves fall off the trees in the fall or why it is necessary blow out the candles when leaving the house.
"Your breasts have changed, haven´t they, Steffie," Madam says and I have to admit that she is right. They have changed.
I just nod in response and sob.
"It is much thanks to the estrogen and anti-androgens. We will have to wait for perhaps another year until your breasts are fully developed, but already we can see that they have grown a bit. They pucker up so cute on you, Steffie! I am sure you felt in the beginning that a small lump was formed behind the nipple and the delicate and tender there. It was quite natural. Has it gone now?"
I realize that she is right. The fact that in the beginning, when I began to eat vitamin tablets, I could feel that pain in my chest. And I nod in response.
"Janine was here and removed the hair in your face and on your chest. I am sure you remember that also. You see, it will take several years for all of your hair to disappear and all the hair will not go away either. Therefore, we had to make a permanent hair removal." And I realize to my horror that I will never get back my beard in my face.
"It is thanks to the pills your skin has become softer, Steffie. The skin becomes much softer and less rough as you probably already noticed. You will get a much finer skin when you get finished with the pills."
I have felt the change in the face. It's not a single hair there. Nothing. Just make up covering my skin.
"But more will happen with your little body, Steffie. Zora told me that you have changed physically in many ways. For instance, the fat in your body is moving. Your hips, thighs and your cute little butt will get fatter while the fat around the stomach is reduced. You will simply get a smaller waist and bigger hips. As other women have it, we can see little changes now, but it takes a year or more before it is finished." The tears. I feel the tears that continue to flow down my cheeks when I realize that everything is over. Stefan is gone. Welcome, Steffie. 
"And you've also gotten a little smaller. Thanks to the fat. And most of all muscles are gone. The muscles you had before are actually smaller. Did you know that a large part of them tend to be big and broad shouldered, arms and chest are actually only muscles, not bones. Right now, you lose a lot of muscles because of this treatment, and much of the muscle you have on the body disappear. It takes a couple of years but then you will have a female body and you will not be as strong as you once were. Perhaps you have already discovered it. But a fine woman does not need as much muscle, if she don´t work at a gym as I do, of course," Madam laughs and watches me.
During that time Madam tells me about my muscles it feels like I physically shrink and that the muscles in my arms, cease to exist, so terrible. How incredibly horrible, indescribable.
I look at Madam. She smiles and caresses my face but I cannot answer. Do nothing. Just listen.
"Then Zora looked at your testicles and measured your little dick. And it is small. It was not big before either but it has shrunk even more now. And, we can thank the oestrogen for that because the production of testosterone and sperm count is reduced. Perhaps you have noticed when I have drained you. Smaller and less …" she laughs and holds her fingers apart to show how it decreases.
"Your penis is just small and it's impossible to use for much more than to pee with, unlike Thomas, who just grows and grows! Anyway, what do you need a dick for, anyway? It's just in the way, isn´t!" Madam exclaims, laughing. Thomas laughs as well.
"You are becoming totally impotent, little Steffie. And soon it's time for the next step. The last thing you could say but we're not quite there yet," Madam whispers and gets up from the couch and brings me to my bed. I scream in the sock but she just giggles.
"Now you go to sleep. Tomorrow is a brand new day." She leaves me tied up and muzzled in bed on my back and I cannot escape. Lies and look at the ceiling. What happens now? Why? Why have they done this to me? I wonder. Pills. There are no vitamins. While I feel I should refuse to take them, I realize that I cannot refuse anything. That I have to continue with them. Otherwise, I am ruined. My whole body will be a mess. Now I'm becoming a woman, against my will! But I realize, in the darkness, in the bedroom of my Madam's apartment, that I have no choice. There is no alternative but to obey and follow the development. Because I can not escape from her now. Then my body will be destroyed. There is so much to take in...so much to accept. What is the last step? Allowing the breasts to be even bigger? To remove all hair from my body? Then I look up at the ceiling. And shudder. The final step? She's not going to send me to surgery, is she?



That night I fell asleep very late. With Thomas dirty sock in my mouth and when I wake up the next morning, my mouth is dry but it does not seem to disturb Madam when she comes in and unties the ropes. She looks angry.
"You understand that you must take your punishment because you broke the rules yesterday, Steffie?" She says and I look at her but can´t barely talk with my dry lips. I nod. So she let me change clothes and do my chores. As if nothing happened. As if she had not told me anything at all. And I have no right to question. Instead, she pulls me up out of bed, pulls my ear and I whimper but she does not care. Instead, she lags me out in to the living room and sits down and pulls me down over her knees. The clock cannot be more than six-thirty, I realize confused, when the first hit reaches my butt and I scream in pain.
"Quiet. Just receive the punishment," she says simply and hits her hand tightly over my face and keeps me quiet while she beats me until I cry and scream in pain and she does not stop until I'm crying like a child on her knees. And promise myself never to question Madam again. The pain is excruciating when she as she kicks me down from her knees and goes back into the bedroom. I remain there for a while and then I walk into the bathroom and rub my soar butt. She has beaten me so much that it almost punctured the skin and some blood lands on my hand when I rub myself and then get I get dressed and put some make-up on. As if nothing had happened. Although my eyes are red and swollen with tears. The clock is almost seven and I have to start making breakfast. As if everything is as usual. Because it is the most lady like thing to do. From the bedroom, I hear Madam and Thomas making love hard and passionately, almost violently. When I bring the breakfast to Madam and Thomas, I take the pills as usual, without saying anything. Without protest or question. And Madam says nothing, either.
And I ask her no more about what she told me. It is as if the conversation never took place.

Instead of falling into a depression, I try to avoid thoughts of what is happening with my body. I deny, do not want to think about it for when I do, I break down and I do not want to break down right now. The fact that everything is now under Madams control and is irrevocable is a consolation, an explanation which my brain can be satisfied with at the same time. So it's just like that, I think and continue my life as Madam wishes and instead I put my focus on my chores.

One spring evening, the next shock that will change my life and that confirms what I always tried to deny, subconsciously.
In reality,  things are changed gradually. Madam has increasingly begun to spend more time with Thomas at other places than the apartment. They come home later and later and sometimes Madam is sleeping over at Thomas. It feels like I'm left alone to take care of the apartment. But as usual, I dare not question anything. Madam becomes more absent and when she is home she feels are not truly present in all cases, at least not mentally. It feels like I am left here. Like I am an left over. And soon I begin to understand why. Instead of being happy and thinking that she is about to leave me, I understand that I want to stay. Do not want to be alone, or abandoned.
What will happen to me? Despite that I am worried about my situation with Madam, and of course, Thomas, I can only wait and see what happens.

And it does happen.
It's summer. The days get warmer and warmer, but I spend most of the time indoors. Inside the apartment, except the few rare occasions when I may go with Thomas and Madam to town to shop. But most purchases they now make themselves. They have even started ordering home food instead of letting me cook it. For this reason, I'm not surprised when Madam calls me into the living room.
In the couch Madam and Thomas sit and kiss. They look happy together. She is probably in love with him and the love has become so big that I have become the third wheel. Maybe they think I'm disturbing their relationship. Yet I cannot not leave Madam, where should I go?
"Steffie, come and sit," Madam says and I obey without looking into her eyes.
I sit next to Madam and watch the floor. On the table is a paper but I can´t see the text.
"You are no longer needed. Neither I nor Thomas are in need of your services. Therefore I have sold you to someone else. Someone who has more use for you than I, and Thomas do. Do you understand?"
I nod silently. Somehow I knew this was coming. The only question was when.
"Good. I do not want you worrying about what I was talking to you about some time ago. You will continue with your pills and the final step can someone else take care of," she says, stroking my cheek. A tear falls down and runs down the makeup. The taste of the makeup filled tears is salty.
"You'll be happy. I promise. Your new owner will be here tomorrow morning and then you'll follow that person. Leave the floor here for the last time. You will have a new owner, perhaps with new rules, but you will be the same. You will be Steffie. When you leave me tomorrow your obedience to me is over and instead you will have to obey your new owner. Do you understand? "
I nod again.
"Yes, Madam," I say and sob. Madam and Thomas laugh.
"Stop sniffling. I've only been unkind to you. Maybe you will get a nicer owner. I know it will be so. At least it may be a little different. The things that I've got for you will come along to the next owner. You may not bring anything else. It's all between me and your new owner. From tomorrow morning, my ownership ends and I have no further liability to you. It will be the new owner who will take over. So I want to thank you for what you have done here in the apartment. "
I look up at Madam but get a slap on the cheek.
"I still own you. So obey me. Never look into my eyes and not your new owner. Do you understand?"
"Pardon me, Madam," I whisper, looking down at the floor.
"Before you go, I want you to sign this paper. It shows that you are no longer owned by me, it is a sale contract to the next owner."
She gives me the pen, and I look at the paper but get a slap on the cheek.
"Just sign it," she says, and I obey, and she immediately takes the paper and pen away from me.
"You can go now. We can manage for the rest of the evening. Tomorrow, you are not mine. We will meet again, Steffie but not with me as your owner. Have a great time," she says and I get up and rush into the kitchen and then go into my bedroom.

When I lie in bed this evening, I realize that it is the last time in the apartment as Madam bought for my money, or rather my dead parents money, the money that could have been mine. Now I own nothing. And will not do it in the new home either. A pain spreads to my gut. A new owner. Who? Who bought me? It takes a while before I fall asleep. 
Chapter 7 - New owner, new life

I sleep bad and wake up several times during the night, sweaty and nervous. This is something totally new. To be sold to someone. To be a slave. On the other hand, there is nothing that can be done about it, I am where I am. At seven I panic and get up out of bed. Has the new situation led to the ending of my duties or do I still have to prepare breakfast for Madam and her lover? I walk across the cold floor over to the closet and open it, and find that it is empty. I must have slept pretty deeply. I can find no clothes in the wardrobe. I walk over to the door to open, but discover that it is locked. Gently I knock. Then, since I am not heard, I knock harder. No one answers. Nothing. It's dead silent.
"Hello?" I yell. No response. Why has Madam locked the door?
Panic is growing. Why I'm locked in my bedroom? Why does nobody answer? Is there no one at home? Am I the only one left in the apartment?

Suddenly I think I hear something. A faint sound and perhaps a sound of a breath outside of the door, before I have a chance to react a paper is being slid through the door and I pick it up. A handwritten note.

Put on what is in the box under the bed and scream when you're done

I hasten to the bed and look underneath it. There is a cardboard box with a lid, I pick it up. A rather small box about the size of a shoebox. I open the lid and see a black hood. Nothing else. So I pick up the hood. It is quite thick and has no holes for either the mouth nose, eyes or ears. Just a black hood. I sit on the bed and pull it over my head, the heat starts to rise. I yell, barely any sound leaves the muffled hood. I don’t care and I do not dare to take it off again.
It is quiet in the flat. I can hear my own breath, nothing else, I see nothing. Don’t hear my own bedroom door opening, nor someone walking across the floor over to my bed. It is not until I am suddenly pressed down on my stomach on the bed by two strong hands, that I realize that someone is there. And then it's too late.
No sound, no voice talking to me, only strong hands forcing mine behind my back. Is it my new owner? Are there any others? Am I kidnapped? The hood has deprived me of seeing and hearing, even smelling. I can do nothing in this thick fabric. I can only feel. How my hands are bound tightly, and then, how my legs are parted and a diaper is put on me.
No sound. Only certain hard movements that force me. When the diaper is in place, a pair of diaper pants are pulled on and after that my legs are tied together and I am lifted up and then put down in something beneath me. Something that covers my whole body. Then I hear a zipper and all of me is enclosed in something. Perhaps a sleeping bag? Everything is hot and quiet. So I am lifted up and carried up into the air. I am lowered down again, closed down in something. A second zipper is heard, and I am surrounded by another layer. After that I am lifted up. Am I lying in a bag? I scream but realize that there will be no sounds, it is too muffled. I am carried away, still not able to hear. I can’t feel anything not even myself. I realize that the person who carries me is strong.
It feels like I'm in an elevator and realise that I am about to leave the apartment and the house I spent a year in. Will I ever come back here again? I'm waiting to feel the stop of the elevator. I am lifted up and then away. Probably out of the entrance and into a car, where I am stuffed in and placed on a hard surface. An engine starts. It is so quiet, I can’t really hear what is happening.

Motionless yet running away being carried away as a package somewhere. By my new owner? Or a kidnapper? Or maybe it's over for me now. Will anyone know where I am? Wherever I end up?

The trip feels long. Since I am completely isolated from the outside world I do not know for how long I am on the road or where we are going. When the vehicle stops I am lifted up in the air and carried.
It’s a short walk, yet I still can’t see or feel anything.
Suddenly, I felt a thud and I am placed on a floor in my bag. The zipper is opened. Then I am lifted up and placed on a hard surface. I am able to stretch slightly inside my sleeping bag that I'm lying in. Another zipper is opened and I can feel the cool air entering. Then the sleeping bag is removed from underneath me, the ropes around my legs are loosened, the diaper pants and the diaper is removed and I am lying naked on a cold floor with a hood over my head with my hands still tied behind my back.

As I lay there I long for a shower. My body dripping with sweat and it's hard to breathe in the damp hood. Suddenly, I am pulled up from the floor and put on a chair. Then the hood is pulled off. Sound explode in the form of traffic noise outside. Machines can be heard in the distance, fans roaring. Someone behind me puts a big hand over my eyes, I can’t see where I am. I am in an apartment, as far as I have time to perceive what I see, but otherwise nothing.
"Guess Who", I hear a familiar voice behind me and I shudder. The voice. It belongs to Marianne. Why has she taken me?
"Marianne," I whisper, and she laughs and removes her hand from my eyes.
"Welcome to your new home," she says with a laugh.
I do not move. I do not say anything. Anything would have been better than to end up with Marianne, to be owned by her. And obey her. I'm shivering. Freezes. Would cry from the terrible feeling that fills me. That makes me despondent. So I close my eyes and hope that I will wake up. But I'm awake. In the highest degree. Is she the one who bought me?
"You have to sign a contract. But first a few basic rules. You are Steffie, I'm Marwin. It is my name for you from now on. In a week you will understand why. You have been on hormones for a year now. I have also done that. The difference between your and my hormones are that you are taking hormones to become female. I do it to become a man. And that's what you and I will be complete for each other in... say ... few months. Another difference is that I do it voluntarily because I was born in the wrong body. You will soon have a new body, but perhaps not quite what you imagined a few years ago. I've always wanted to become a man because that was what I was born to be, I feel I have been cursed with the wrong body. I do not respond her. First, I do not understand what she says. Then I begin to slowly realize what is about to happen. I'm shivering. Open my mouth to scream. A short muffled scream leave my mouth before Marianne cover it with her hand and I start crying instead.
"Sure. Be a bitch that's what you are," she says as she keeps me silent.
"I understand that this feels a bit foreign. It can’t be easy getting a new owner but I am confident that we will be perfectly content with one another. With time you learn to worship me and maybe even love me? I know you and I will be inseparable, Steffie!" She says and lets go of my mouth.
I nod.
"Yes, Marianne," I reply and get a hard slap in the face.
"Wrong. Yes, Marwin, it should be," she hisses.
"Yes, Marwin," I say and she laughs and kisses me on the cheek.
"Good. As from now on there is no Marianne for you. Just Marwin," she says.

Marianne, sorry, Marwin, brings forth a paper on the table in front of me. So she loosens my hands behind my back and throws the rope on the floor and gives me a pen.
"Sign. Read if you want but it does not matter. Just a formality," she says. I take the pen. She beats me over the head.
"Just sign it!" She says, and I obey. Writing, without any time to read what I signed up for.
She takes the pen and paper from me.
"Good. Excellent. Now I'm your owner. You have nothing to say. Most of what was the rules at Ninas place apply here. The difference is that I will be addressed as Marwin. At least now. What happens later, only time will show.
"Yes, Marwin," I reply, nodding.
"Most of your daily life will be the same. The difference is that we do not need a schedule. You will learn what is your job. Your main task is to keep order in my apartment. In six months we will be moving. If I will want you with me or if I will sell you by that time, I have not decided yet. Until then the apartment must be in perfect condition. You may not leave the apartment without permission or without me. To begin with, this will be through a link, which we can call it. Then, if you care for yourself, you will become more free.

What link she is talking about I don´t understand. But I guess I will soon become aware of it, I think, and nod to show that I understood what she said. Or what he said. What is she? A she or he? Marwin ... it may be a him. I have to think about Marwin as he.

"You and I will be so cuddly. Today, I will put your link on and then you will be able to learn how to find things in the apartment. A good way to do it is to clean. I have to go and do some shopping today and will leave you here for a while. But you will notice that it will be hard for you to do something stupid. Sit still," Marwin orders and brings a leash in metal he put around my neck and strap it in place.
"This is a lock," he says, locking the collar.
"Step one. Step two will be here," he says and pulls me up from the chair and drags me into the living room. I have been there before. Once, when I was abused by Marianne and Madam, or Nina.
So I see a rough loop that is drilled into the concrete wall. And in it is a metal cable. The other end of it lies on the floor. The cable is convoluted.
Marwin takes picks up the end of the cable and connects it to the collar. Then he pulls it in.
"Now it is fixed and cannot be taken off without this key," Marwin say and attaches the key to a small gold chain hanging around his neck. I look at it and nod to show that I understand.
"Excellent. From now on you live in this apartment. And I own you. You have nothing to say. You own nothing. You are nothing, nobody has seen me picking you up from Nina's apartment and you will not be traced here. You will be locked up here in a week. After that a lot will change," Marwin say mysteriously and dreamy, smiling and kissing me on the cheek. He then goes into the bedroom and leaves me on the floor in the living room. When he came back, he had something in his hand. A black leather piece with a kind of valve in the middle and with lockable straps.
"Open your mouth," he says, and I obey. The black leather piece is pressed over my mouth and some kind of tubes are pressed between my lips so that I can not close them.
"This is for you to be quiet. It is an internal valve in it that makes your mouth can be emptied of content but no sound comes out of your little mouth. I do not want the neighbors complain that  you are making noice in here," he says, and something snaps behind the neck. He takes brings out a key which he hangs on the same chain as the other, I have been locked onced again.
"Everything will be so damn good," he says and disappears into the hallway.
"When I come back I want the apartment to be cleaned. Do you understand?" He says and I look at the floor and nod.
He laughs.
"Excellent, Steffie. See you later," and he disappears out the door.

It is at this moment I realize that I am completely naked. Not one item of clothing is to there to protect me. Although it is summer in the apartment it feels cool because the air conditioning is on and I shudder. Must move around for heat I realize. Apartment blinds are pulled down and in the rooms lie mysteries. It is not easy to see so I turn up the blinds as the first thing I do, to make sure I can see what I am doing. The apartment a mess. Newspapers, clothes and underwear are thrown everywhere. It looks like a bachelor’s pad, even though the person who lives here is a woman. Or in fact, perhaps my thoughts are not that off, she's not a woman. She claims herself that soon she will be a man, a he. I look out the window in the living room. One floor up. It is too far to jump and the windows don’t not open, I realize. There is only a small ventilation window that can be opened. So I open it. It smells stuffy in the apartment so I sniff around and then go in to the other rooms. The rope that is connected to my neck is enough to reach the whole apartment but not the outside of it. I am a prisoner. But, I'm used to it  because I was locked up in Nina apartment over the past year as well, same thing, different owner. Maybe I can get more freedom here, I think to myself while I walk around and pick up clothes and put them in a laundry basket in the bathroom. Then I clean up in the kitchen cabinets and familiarize myself with the various cabinets and drawers. Some doors and closets will not open. They are locked or sealed, and I guess that is where Marwin keeps his secrets. Things I shouldn’t have access to.
Still, he has not done me any harm yet, I note when I walk around the apartment without any stature and am left with the same low standing as I did with Nina who bought me with my parents own money. Now she owns everything that could have. So I ponder over if we are still married, on paper at least. How she plans to resolve that issue. Maybe I will have to be involved and sign papers at some point. On the other hand I have no right to inherit anything anymore and will not be entitled to anything if we get divorced. I remember that it stood so in the papers I was tricked in to signing.
Perhaps it will be good with Marwin owning me, I think so at least. Not the same viciousness if I work for him. Do not want to be a toy that only gets used. Perhaps he can show me respect.  I worry however about what will happen in a week, whatever that may be. At this moment, I do not understand anything.

The apartment requires a proper cleaning and I am just finished with vacuum cleaning and drying the floor when Marwin return from his shopping trip. In his hands, he has bags of groceries. He smiles as he unlocks the door and step into the hallway.
"What a wonderful job you have done, Steffie," he says, looking around.
I look down at the floor and bow as a thank you when I can not talk.
From the valve in the gag the saliva flowing and I can not stop it. Marwin look at me and laughs.
"Such a sloshy girl you are, Steffie. Wipe up your body fluids from the floor immediately," he reproves and takes off his shoes, after which he leaves the grocery bags in the hall. Presumably, he expects me to take care of them.
After wiping the saliva off the floor and trying to swallow it all the time, I carry the bags into the kitchen and unpack them.
From the living room I hear Marwin turn on the TV and the sports news can be heard all the way to the kitchen. He shouts at me.
"Steffie, come out here right away", and I hurry into the living room. Marwin stands at the window. He looks at me and I look down towards the floor.
"Come here," he says and I walk over to him.
"Did you clean this?" He asks and I nod. So he unloads the gag so I can breathe normally and shut my mouth.
He spanks the damp leather piece over my naked butt.
"From now on, you have to take care of this. It will be your new friend. Do you understand?" "Yes, Marwin," I reply.
"When I'm home, you do not have to wear it but when I'm not there, you have a gag. It is for your security," he says and I nod.
"So every time I leave the apartment, turn on your gag and leave the key to me. When I get home I give you the key so that you can unlock yourself."
I nod.
"Now for something different." I see how Marwin pull his palm along the window sill and I realize that I forgot to dry it off. Then he puts up his big palm in front of my face.
"See?" He asks and I look at the dirt that is stuck in his hand.
"Yes, Martin," I reply.
"What do you see?" He says and moves his hand closer to my face.
"Dirt", I reply, and then look down at the floor.
"Look at my hand," he hisses, and I look up.
"What do you think we should do about this then?"
I hesitate. Shame fills me. Shamed that I missed the dirt ...
"Clean", I reply.
"Lick your shit," he says and keeps his hand over my mouth. I watch with horror at the dirt but realize that I have no choice but I stretche out my tongue and start licking the dirt off his palm.
"Every time I find any dirt, you will be licking it off, do you understand?" He asks while I lick his hand.
"Ys, Awin," I reply, and continue to lick until all dirt is gone.
"Enough," he's says acting nuts, beats his wet hand in my face and walk over to the couch. As if nothing has happened.
I hasten to the kitchen, take out a cloth from the broom cupboard and spend an hour dusting and wiping all the nooks in the apartment that I could find.

When evening comes, and I cook dinner Marwin orderes, I set the table for one person at the kitchen table. When Marwin sit on his chair, he points to the floor.
"You eat there. Plate the food and put it down on the floor. I want you to eat at my feet because you're a slave. Do you understand?" He says, and I obey. Despite the enormous humiliation I put down my plate on the floor at his bare feet. I see how he pushes the plate with his foot closer to himself so that it stands between his feet beneath his chair.
"Kneel down on the floor and eat," he says. I hesitate at first, but realize I need to eat and crawl under the table and eat with my mouth like an animal while I hear Marwin eat with cutlery and looking through a magazine. I realize how lucky it was that I wiped the floor as thoroughly as I did and feel gratitude towards myself for that. I feel how my face gets all messy from food but can not do anything about it yet. I feel like a pet with the cable connected to the collar, and food all over my face. An animal, and Marwin is a human being, he is my master.
"From now on, your dining area will be between my feet and you eat when I eat. Do you understand? He says from above the table. He is not even looking at me, but expects me to answer him.
"Yes, Marwin," I reply, and see his one foot lifted from the floor and pushed down into my plate. No, I think to myself. Please, no, I do not want to have your foot in my food. But he seems not to care.
He lifts up his sticky foot.
"Eat it clean," he says simply and continue browsing the newspaper. And this is the first time I have to eat my dinner from someone else's foot. Tears of humiliation mixed with food from my plate as I lick Marwins foot, both over the ball of the foot and between the toes. When it is clean I stop licking and he gets up from the table.
"Good. Clean up the stains on the floor and prepare in the kitchen and then come into the bedroom."
I do the dishes and clean up the floor, all in a rush while I hear Marwin showering in the bathroom. When I'm done I head into the bedroom. Marwin is lying on his back in bed and looking at me. I lower my head to the floor.
"Welcome to your new home, Steffie. It may have been a hard day for you but this is just the beginning of your new life. Soon more changes will take place but I think that's enough for today. Routines will come to you after a while. I hate to make plans and have set times so you simply have to learn a new way of working. Do you understand?"
I nod.
"Yes, Marwin," I reply.
"Your hormone pills are in the kitchen. I expect you to take them, or you will be very sick and your body will break down and get destroyed, and we don’t want that do we?"
I shake my head and shiver with fear.
"Excellent. So you can take them yourself" he says and I am waiting for his orders.
"I want you to ask me if you can lie at my feet at night and sleep because you love my feet so much. Otherwise you sleep in the bathtub," Marwin says.
I am deeply offended by what he says, and a sense of humiliation grows inside me but I can not do anything but obey.
"Please, Marwin, can I be at your feet at night because I am so fond of them," I pray and while in reality the idea sickens me.
Marwin laughs.
"Obviously, Steffie. But first, go and take your pills." I obey, go to the kitchen where the jar with my hormones are. I'll take two and swallow, then I return to the bedroom. Where, I open my mouth in front of him.
"Why are you doing?" He asks.
"To be sure that I swallowed them, Marwin," I say, but he just laughs.
"It's up to you. You either take them or you will be a freak, the rest of your life. I think the option is simple," he says simply, and I nod.
"Well, now get down under the covers and sleep. Tomorrow, I expect to have breakfast at 7 am and then I will go to work," he says simply. I lift the blanket at his feet and crawl down in bed. Trying to stay as far away from his feet and as close to the edge of the bed as possible. But then I hear how he mumbles.
"I want to feel your breath against my soles of the feet", and I force myself to turn around and lie down with my face to his feet. It smells like sweaty feet but I can not do anything. Must do what he tells me to. I close my eyes. Feel a tear running down my cheek. And fall asleep quickly with Marwins sole of the foot against my face.
Chapter 8 - Advent

During the coming week Marwin feels slightly absent. He expects me to work and do my chores. I'm starting to learn the procedure, the few that exist due to Marwins lack of order. In the morning breakfast is served, the type of breakfast that is desired, another set time is the time Marwin gets home.
Yet, he doesn’t talk much during the week and I almost begin to feel comfortable with it. He does not hit me nor punish me, more than he wants me to sleep at his feet and sometimes I am forced to lick his feet in the kitchen.
So I understand what it's all about one day when he comes home from work with a woman I met earlier, namely, Zora, the doctor. She has a bag with her. And it feels like Marwin shines of enthusiasm. He almost looks happy and more present than he’s been all week.

I get the key from Marwin, unlock the gag and put it away. Zora does not even look surprised, not even raise an eyebrow when she steps into Marwins spotlessly clean apartment and sees me with the gag. As if she expects this. As if she already knew.
"Hi, Steffie. You develop nicely, I see," she says when I look down towards the floor and bow.

I am instructed by Marwin to serve coffee in the living room, which I hurry to do. When I enter the kitchen, I bring out two cups, one for Marwin and one for Zora. Then I get the coffee to the living room and stand by the sofa and looking down at the floor.
"Stay here and listen. This applies to you as much as Marwin," Zora says, and I shudder. Have I done something wrong? What has it to do with me?
Marwin looks at me and points to the floor at his feet.
"Here's your place, Steffie," he says, and I immediately go down on all fours at his feet and watch them as I was taught to do during the days I stayed with Madam.
Zora laughs.
"You have good control over her," she says.
"She's good at obeying. Otherwise I have to punish her and that she don´t want me to do," he says simply.
"Oh well. So here's the thing. And we start with Steffie," she says, and I listen at Zora at Marwins feet.
"The procedure starts with me creating a cavity for the vagina between the rectal area and urethra. This is done by as I prune the muscles of the pelvic are to insert the new vagina."
I shudder when I realize what it is she says. Somehow, I have subconsciously been afraid of this and was aware  that it could happen, but now I understand that it is about to, for real. They can not do that to me! They can not change me like that! I rise up from the floor and look at Zora.
Marwin looks angrily at me.
"Get down on your knees at once and do not interfere," Marwin says.
"You can not do that to me," I shout but no one reacts.
"Marwin" Zora says, and before I do anything Marwin has pulled me down between his powerful thighs and puts my hands between his thighs and holds me while a big hand is clamped down over my mouth from behind.
"I apologize for that," Marwin say and keeps me down  as a motionless lump.
"Keep on", he asks says, ignoring my muffled protests.
Zora continue to tell about the operation as if I my protest was an insignificant minor distraction. "I make an incision to open the penis. The urethra is shortened and redirected slightly lower, just above the new vaginal opening. After construction of the cavity for the vagina I prune the skin in the scrotal sac and remove the testicles. The skin from the scrotum sac and surrounding tissue is then used to create the external genitals. There are internal and external labium and the new vagina, similar to that of a genetically real woman."
"It sounds perfect," Marwin say and holds me while I drool and crying under the big hand. I can not move between his strong thighs and am forced to listen to what I will face. They are going to transform me into a woman physically and permamently!
"Are there any problems?" Marwin asks.
"Well, not really. The only thing is that I use something called Penile Inversion Vaginoplastym, a technique that involves me turning the skin of the penis inside out to line the vaginal walls. This technique limits the depth of the vagina, since the depth depends on the amount of skin on the penis. In patients with small or short penis and circumcised patients, I use the skin of the scrotum sack in conjunction with the skin of the penis in order to deepen the vagina, usually 6-7 inches. Then I create clitoris by retaining part of the glans penis with its blood vessels and nerves, because nerves in the glans is similar to the clitoris. It is then placed above the urethral canal. While I create the internal labium using parts from the glans and foreskin."
"So her vagina will be small?"
"No, not necessarily. I'll probably see that it becomes as deep as a normal, despite the fact that Steffies penis is not as big now as it once was," Zora answers. I listen but can not say anything. Not even protest.
"How long is the convalesence?"
"She may be in hospital for a week and then she gets to come home. Is there someone who can take care of her in the beginning?"
"I have already arranged for that. I'm going to be operated as well so I will need some  outside help."
"Yes, and it will be fairly comprehensive surgeries for both of you, so you will need help that can take care of you both," Zora says.
"No problem", Marwin answers.
"So, tomorrow is the time," Zora say, and pats me on the head while Marwin keeps me silent. I feel terribly humiliated and oppressed. They sit and discuss my future and I have nothing to say. Absolutely nothing. And Zora is also in on it. I have not even given my consent to the operation. Nothing. Yet, they will do it.
"I want you to keep her under surveillance until I pick you up for this surgery. No one will know anything. Nina has already paid for everything and at a very reasonable price. I will do this for her in my private clinic. You will be in a part of my clinic that is specifically designed for VIP guests. So, No Questions Asked for patients. And you are most welcome," Zora says and Marwin nods.
"It will be so wonderful," I hear Marwin says.
"Ok. Do you want her to sit there while we're talking about your surgery, or should you make sure she goes away?" Zora asks and I understand they're talking about me. And soon, I realize, I will really be a she and no man anymore. The Stefan I once was will soon be blurred out, gone and ceased out of existence, forever. And a tear runs down on the hand which is pressed all over my face.
"I’ll take care of her. Wait here," Marwin say and loosen his grip of me. He gets up and lifts me up off the floor, still with his hand over my mouth.
"Now you have heard what you need to hear," he says, and I see how Zora looks at me when Marwin carries me into the bedroom and puts me on the bed. There he takes out the hood that I had on me when I was transported to the apartment. Everything becomes dark and quiet when he pulls it over my head and then ties my hands together and puts a diaper on me. The legs are tied and I lie immobile on the bed.
And while I lie in silence I weep, knowing that the theyare sitting in the living room and discuss yet another surgery, voluntary none the less, with great joy and expectation.
In this moment I wonder what will happen and when it will be performed. In the morning already? Thoughts about escape come to life but where can I go? And how will I scape? I can not get off my collar and rope. They are so entrenched that I can not get free. Maybe I could yell for help and make noise when Marwin´s not at home. The only question is whether he'll go to work tomorrow. Probably not. So what options do I have? None, I realize, and continue to cry in my locked isolated world. Nobody would listen to me and I  myself hear nothing. Just my own sighs and my own grief, that is all that is left to be heard.

I have lost sense of time in the hood on my head. Possibly I fell asleep for a while. Anyway, I wake up when the hood is pulled off me and I can breathe normally again. Marwin stands at the edge of the bed, looking at me.
"Tomorrow is the time when we say goodbye to your little penis. It does, after all, not do anything anymore. So, we say hello to the new Steffie that will be born tomorrow! Tomorrow is your new birthday. And the new Marwin who will also be born in the morning! How about that?" He says with a big smile, happy,  to me.
"Why?" I ask but he just laughs.
"Because you are better suited as a real woman than a mediocre one," he says with a laugh. So he sits down on the bed and caress my wet cheek.
"I will take care of you. And you should be taking care of me," he says, and then bends down and kisses my cheek.
"Soon you'll be my bitch for real," he whispers, and leaves me tied on the bed while he dress to go to sleep.
"I need to go to the bathroom," I say and hope that he will untie the ropes. But he just laughs.
"Pee in the diaper. Now we sleep," he says and crawls under the covers. Then he lifts the blanket and shows his naked body. The breasts are almost gone. And the clitoris is bigger than I've seen in any other woman.
"Get down and lick me and suck," he says and pulls me up against his pussy. I can not move and without just accept what he does with me. When I find myself between his legs, he press my face against his shaven sex. The clitoris is hard and his pussy is moist.
"Lick me first," he says, and I obey. Licking his pussy until I can barely breathe as his juices flow down into my mouth. Then he pulls off my head, pressing my mouth against his clitoris.
"Open your mouth and suck me," he says and I feel the clitoris which is pressed between my lips. And I suck at it as long as he holds me down and mixed with my tears there will soon be an orgasm. Of course I myself feel nothing. And have not done it in almost a year, when I started the hormone treatment without knowing it.
So he drops me and pushes me down to the foot of the bed. A sole of the foot is pressed over my face and the light goes off.
"Good night, Steffie", Marwin whispers and falls asleep.

When he fell asleep I empty my bladder in the nappy with my eyes closed. Trying to sleep. I hear Marwin’s  breath, and I am bound with my face to his sole, because that's how he wants it. He wants to feel my breath against his foot. When I look I see only a shadow of his fee, he’s there, I know the smells. I have begun to get used to it now. What will happen next is anybody's guess.

When morning dawned, I woke up with Marwins foot against my face, as if I had pressed myself against it during the night, but I know it’s not the case. He has rather pressed it against my face. Either way, I woke up and tried to get up but I realize that I am still tied up. And I need to go to the bathroom and prepare Marwins breakfast.
"Marwin", I say, and try to move. He comes to life.
"Yes, Steffie, today is the last day of our lives as we know them, exciting, huh?" He says and sits up in bed.
"Kiss my foot", and I press my face against his foot and kiss it. He laughs.
"You are so pathetic, you know that? But that's okay. I like you like that", he mumbles and gets up.
"I need to go to the bathroom," I tell him. He flips me on my back. Then he looks at me and presses his hand on my bladder. I can hardly contain myself.
"No, please, I must go," I beg of him. He is just on his way out to the toilet. I hear how his pee streams down the toilet while I am forced to pee in the diaper, which I thought would be over when Nina removed my chastity belt. Apparently Marwin wants to have it in another manner, he wants it differently. 

When Marwin returns he put on a bathrobe.
"Let me cook breakfast for you," I say, but he leaves me in bed.
"Not today. I should not eat before surgery, and neither should you."
The surgery, I think and shudder. He's going to keep me bound like this until we go so that he is sure that I don´t escape.
From the living room, I hear how he turns on the TV.
I lie in bed and can not do much else. I ponder over how long I will remain here with a wet diaper. The feeling of humiliation creeps back in to my body and my fear for what will happen as well. The thought is staggering, so difficult to grasp. They intend to operate on me and change my sex.
"Marwin, how long do I have to lie here?" I cry gently and hope that he will not get mad.
"Until I say otherwise," he replies  as I remain in bed. Close your eyes I think. Think back to the time that was before everything happened. Before you became a prisoner of Nina and Sara, and then forced to get married and now this, slavery. Before all the bad things happened. When you were free and in love with Sara. And on the way to create  a  good life, as a man.
Suddenly I miss my parents, who were the safe point of my life, even though I hated them because they were cheesy and over-protective at times. Now I want them to come back. But death is permanent, it doesn’t return anyone, I have learned.

When it commercials come on TV, I hear how Marwin comes into the bedroom.
"Today, you will not eat or drink anything, that is what Zora said yesterday. Therefore, I have full control over you today, although that is not how it will be in the future. You know that you will have to manage yourself as a housekeeper and just follow my orders, but today is an exception. A unique day, " Marwin say while he stands and gazes down to me laying on the bed.
"Your penis is not really anything and my pussy still works, although I look forward to a cock, even though it might not be fully operational from the beginning. Therefore, I'm going to let you use my pussy and let you examine it really well because you will when this day is over, have a pussy of your own. Not a copy, because all pussies are unique but still similar. So, therefore I want you to look at my pussy and then taste as much as you can," he says and sits down on the bed.
"You will have to come with me and taste. I'll show you how," he says and I realize that he has figured something out.
Marwin gets up from bed and walks over to a closet that has a lock. The key is in his hand and he opens the door. He takes out something from a box that looks like a harness in light leather as he tightens around his body. Some straps hang loose. I watch with fear and dread, I am scared of him.
"What will you do, Marwin?" I ask but get no answer. Instead, he takes up more things that he puts on the bed. There is a rubber tube and something I noticed before, namely an anal plug and a tube of lubricant.
"Now I should have everything," he says, and then loosen the ropes around my legs and pull off my wet diaper.
"Ugh so wet," he says and puts the diaper on the floor.
"But so it is," he mumbles, taking up the tube of lubricant. One-click ports in his hand and then anoints the lube over the anal plug separating my buttocks. I whimpers when he squeezes it and my sphincter is expanding to let in the anal plug. Then it fits there. Without being able to get out of it, there is so much inside that I have no strength to push it out of my body. It hurts but I just whimper and anguish.
"You’ll get used to it," he says simply, and then takes up the hose with a nozzle. He put it over my ever slackened dick and strap so it does not come off.
"Got something to say, you say it now," Marwin says when he gets up and fiddling with the buckles and straps of his harness attached to his body. I dare not say anything. It ranges in the butt and it hurts but I can not do anything about it. So I shake my head.
Seconds after he turns me on my back in bed.
"Now we'll see if this works," he says and then everything goes black when Marwin sits over my face so that it is pressed into his pussy. I can hardly breathe and must breathe through my mouth to get some air. My hands are still tied behind my back so I can not do anything but to follow his movements. The thighs are closed around my head and I hear nothing as he slowly gets up and I feel how my head is stuck between his legs. And so I feel how he grabs my body that is resting on his stomach and chest and is buckled with straps in the harness. My legs resting on his shoulders and I'm sitting in a vise against his body with my face in his pussy. My face is pressed harder against his cunt and he rub me against him. And I realize that the movements are created by the fact that he walks and I scream to make him understand that I can hardly breathe, but he does not hear me. The sounds are dampened by his pussy covering my mouth and nose. He carries me into a harness that children tend to be carried in. The only difference is that I am carried up and down with my head in his crotch.
He walks around with me in the apartment while my face rubbs against his crotch.
Suddenly Marwin lowers his body and his crotch drifts apart somewhat. Does he sit down? I wonder where we are when I hear a familiar sound and recognize that he is crouched over the toilet in the bathroom. Before I can do anything at all I am getting wet as he pees. There is one problem though, my face is in the way and filled with Marwins pee. It gets into my eyes, my mouth and my nose and I spit and try to blow out the pee of my nose but it is hard to make it disappear completely  with my face again is pressed against his crotch and he seals the pee in my mouth so I have to swallow it to able to breathe.
When he stands up again, my head starts spinning. I desperately take a breath and my senses are filled by the smell and taste from his pussy and pee. The blood begins to gather in my head. I try to move to show my panic but sit in a vise in the harness. Soon I feel my breath becoming heavier ... and everything turns black.

I have no idea how long I have been unconscious as I wake up on my stomach in Marwins bed. I'm still tied up. He sits on the bed, smiling happily.
"Was it good?" He asks with a laugh. I open my mouth to respond but realize that it is not possible. It is re-taped and the mouth is filled with something, a hose. When I look around I see that the hose is connected to my penis. And fear grabs hold of me again. And panic. If I pee, it will end up in my mouth.
"It's almost morning, and after three o'clock, you will not be allowed to drink anything. Therefore, you take the opportunity now if you are thirsty." He gets up and goes into the kitchen and pour himself a glass of water which he drinks while he stands and looks at me.
"Either you drink now or there will be nothing to drink before the surgery. Zora will be here in a few hours and then you will be put to sleep."
I look horrified at Marwin but can not say anything. Soon the time is near for me as a man, I realize and cry while the pee flows into the tube and into my mouth. I swallow in gulps to not be flooded and feel sick but forcing myself not to vomit. Then everything would just get worse.
He laughs and sets back the glass when he see how the pee is flowing through the tube and into my mouth.
Then he comes over to me and pulls the tape from my mouth.
"If you had kept yourself, you could have got water instead," he says as he releases the tube from my penis.
"Now you take a shower and do it properly. I have left out a special soap and shampoo for you in the bathroom that you must use. Otherwise the risk is that you get infections after surgery and then it will be a dull time ahead for you. But I will help you," he says, and unties the ropes around my hand. I head into the bathroom and watches me constantly,  the tap is screwed on and the water gets mixed with tears all the way up to  I dry my face with the towel. I am not left unattended for a second and I realize it is because he does not want me to hurt myself or escape.
After showering, he leads me back into the bedroom. Where he pulls the hood over my head and everything goes black. I do not know what's going on, but I feel a diaper is put on again, my hands are tied behind my back and my legs as well and I lay helplessly on the bed, waiting for something to happen.
And it does eventually. Someone grabs my arm. I feel a sting and then I sleep.
Chapter 9 - A new woman

I remember the pain as I weak up clearly. A machine is beeping. A whining sound from an air vent can be heard, besides that, it's quiet. I open my eyes and the white colour overwhelms me. It almost hurts when I look around. The white walls, white ceiling, the white fluorescent lamp. An empty bookshelf, a couple of chairs made of metal, it’s so sterile.
And pain. It hurts so damn bad. I manage to locate the pain to two places, my breasts and between my legs, as well in my insides. Then I realize where I am and feel the sweat pour down my face. It is done. I am operated. I am in a hospital, or rather at Zoras private clinic.
I feel drowsy.  Finding it hard to focus my thoughts. Maybe it's the pain medication that is making me feel so distracted and muddled.
Where's Marwin? I rise but realize I can´t. Can barely move. Head. Something is fastened around my neck that makes me unable to lift my head. When I try to lift an arm, I understand that I'm tied in some way, as well as my legs.
My throat is dry when I open my mouth to shout for someone. A nurse. Anyone is welcome to help me.
Just a cough leaves my lips at the beginning. Mucus comes up from the throat and I force myself to swallow.
"Hello?" I cry gently. None. It's quiet all around me. Just the beeping from the machine.
No steps are heard.
"Hello? Is anyone there?" I yell. This time higher while the pain is more intense in the breasts when as I take deeper breaths.
Then I hear the steps outside. The door is opened and a young woman, just turned 20, comes in and smiles at me.
"Good morning, Steffie," she says. I look at her and realize that I was now Steffie for real. Stefan. Gone ...

The young red-haired woman came over to me, sat down beside me in the bed and feels my wrist.
"Good. The pulse is nice," she says. Then she lifts the veil that covers my body and takes up a bag. Yellow.
"You have a catheter but as soon as you can get up yourself, we will remove it," she says and adds back the bag in the bed and put back the covers again.
"Marwin?" I ask and look at her. She lights up.
"Marwins surgery went well and he is resting right now but can certainly come and see you soon," she smiles before she gets up and looks at the machine that is constantly beep at regular intervals.
"A little later, Zora will come and talk more about the surgery," she says before she disappears out of the room again.
When the door is closed again, I realize that I forgot to ask why I'm lying tied up. But there is surely a reason for it. Now I can only sleep. Everything goes dark.

I do not know how long I have been asleep but when I wake up again I do it to a cool hand on my forehead. When I open my eyes I am met by Zoras gaze.
"Welcome back", she says, adding, "Steffie".
I do not answer,  I am looking at her as she removes her hand from my forehead.
"No fever. Very good. Your body seems to recover, as if it always wanted this. As if yearned to be a woman," she says.
I want to cry but can´t. It´s the pain, not only the one in my breasts and between my legs, but also in my soul. It has really been done, I realize.
"You have a lot to learn. During the first week you will be here. The nurses will take good care of you and make sure that your body adapts to the new conditions. Then Marwin will help you too," Zora says, and holds up a  foot long pole in front of me.
"This will be your friend from now," she says and puts it next to me. I try to lift my arms but they are still restrained.
"You're curious, huh?" She says.
"Why am I bound?"
"As if you weren´t used to it by now?" She says and gets up.
"Soon you will be released but it is for your own safety. Your body needs to heal in peace without stress. Lie still and rest up," she says, "later today, you have to get up and move around for us to avoid blood clots," she explains.
"The operation has gone very well. It looks as if  the blood values and your hormone levels are excellent. What we have done is to create a vagina out of your penis, I have placed implant in your chest so now you have a really sexy bust Marwin will just love to play with," she giggles. I do not believe her, until she lifts the blanket and rubs one of my new, still sore and very sensitive nipples. I whimper.
She pinches and I rise a bit from the pillow and see my new breasts. Two plump breasts pucker straight out from my previously so flat and nice chest. On the inside, I scream and cry but refuse to do so loudly. Instead, I learn to accept what has been done to me.
"The vagina must be trained to become soft and pliable and that is what your new staff here will help you with. Sister Marie will teach you later how do so. I must go now but will be back in a little while and we'll take a short walk," she says, and disappears out of the room, I am alone again.
I close my eyes. Do not see what they've done to me, and I fall asleep for a while until the door is opened and the red-haired woman enters.
"Good morning, Steffie. Now it's time to walk a bit on your own," she says and quickly unload the brown leather cuffs around my legs and arms. And she gets me up out of bed. Then I realize that I had not come so far at least, although I was free. For the pain is severe.
"It hurts," I complain but she just laugh.
"I know, but it will pass. You get extra morphine so that the pain becomes more dull," she says and adjusts something on the machine. Then she helps me up in a sitting position and gives me a glass of water. I drink carefully. The liquid flowing down my throat and brings short satisfaction.
"Thanks," I whisper.
"So, come on now, walk a little bit," she says, and gets me up from bed on my unsteady legs. The pain becomes more noticeable, but soon I feel how it gets duller when the medicine streams in to  my blood.
Marie, took a walker behind the bed and put it in front of me.
"Sit on it all constantly and it will go well," she said and I do as she says, and sit on it. I take a couple steps and Marie walks behind the entire time she instructs me.

"There are some post-operative things you need to be aware of now," she informs. I nod while I concentrate on keeping myself upright and acquainting with my new body. It feels like a big bundle between my legs. Yet I know that there is no longer anything there. The fact that I'm missing something, instead of something to be there. I am sure the feeling will disappear when the wounds heal, I think and take a few steps. So I look down. Looking down at my chest. The previously blank filled. Somehow. And I listen to Marie.
"The first two or three days you will only eat liquid food and avoiding fiber and milk-based drink that can lead to defecation and lead to infection. You are especially susceptible to infection right now and we must be careful and check your body regularly. At bedtime, you should use a blanket to have between your legs while you sleep to prevent the wound be under pressure. A vaginal shower or sterile solution, you will learn to use to clean the wound and reduce the risk of infection. After five days you will be able to walk normally again, but it's very important that you are up and around as much as you can to prevent blood clots in the lungs and legs. Then, I saw that Dr Zora already shown you that, you will learn how to use a little enlarger that you regularly use to increase the breadth and size of your vagina. You should widen your new vagina three to four times each day. That you will have to do every day during the first three months and then once per day during the first year. Plenty to remember, right?" She says and I nod horrified.

"How should I remember all this?" I ask while I'm fighting with myself around in the white corridor.
"No problem. You will have a paper with everything explained, plus we are both here and Marwin can also help you. A couple more things to know, in two weeks Zora will come home to you on aftercare check and stitches removal. You do not come here for that. And then, importantly, you should not engage in sexual activity during the first two months."
Sex. I have not at all thought about that but realize that it will be changed. Forever.

When I lay down on the bed, I can exhale and rest again. Sister Marie disappears, but soon returns with a cup of hot soup as I drink in cautious sips.
Then sleep again. Only the small walk has made me very tired. And everything suddenly becomes real. I'm someone else and it can not be changed back. The surgery is not reversible. I am a woman. And tears leave my eyes when I realize that Marwin who owns me got the right body while I received the wrong one.

The next day I feel a little better in shape and that's when it all starts for real. That's when I first start getting to know my new body.
But it is not only physically I feel a change. Must be the hormones that make me feel more vulnerable. I have a tendency to start crying.
However, I get another surprise first. After Marie has been around with breakfast and Zora came and said good morning and examined me, the door opens and a changed Marwin enter. It is no longer Marianne. She's gone. Forever. Instead, a more male person is entering my room. A smile spreads over Marwin lips when he sees me in bed. Maybe it's my breasts he sees.
"Hi, Steffie. Here I am. At last," he says, and strikes out with his arms. They are as muscular as before. But what is different is that his torso is wrapped in bandages. No breasts. They are removed. And between his legs is slightly thick bandages that probably hides his new sex.
"How does it feel?" He asks, and sits gently on the bed. He has difficulty walking.
I do not answer. Instead, I look at him.
"Does it hurt?" I ask. He nods.
"But nothing that is not worth the pain," he says with a smile as he caresses my cheek. He feels manly. And I do not know how to react.
"You then, my little Steffie?" He asks. The voice sounds deeper. But so soon? On the other hand, he always had that male voice.
"It hurts. But there is still nothing to do about it now," I mutter and want to cry. But refuse to do that when Marwin is here.
"Zora wanted me to help you with the dilator," he says and takes out the plastic rod.
"No, I would like to let a nurse ..." I start but he hits me lightly on the cheek and I'm whining.
"I do not want to punish you the first thing I do. Kiss me instead," he says, leaning over me and press his lips against mine. I can not do anything but respond his kiss and feel while I fell the bristles on his upper lip. I have trouble breathing in his compelling kiss but are not able to fight back. Instead, I open my lips when his tongue wants in and he groans enjoyable.
When he finally let me go he smiles.
"Get used to it," he says simply and produces the dilator and rub it with an ointment he apparently brought with him.
"Please, I'd try it myself first," I beg and feel a panic grow. Would not want him to hurt me but what can I do?
He just shake his head.
"From now on, you don´t own your new gender. I do so and therefore I will make sure that it works. You should not touch it. Do you understand?" He says as he lifts the cover and inspect me between my legs. A terrible feeling of nakedness fills me but to no real benefit. I dare not protest.
"It looks ok, he cuddles while he gently presses the rod against my new sex. Where my cock once was. It hurts. Stings. Pain.
"Ouch, stop," I ask but he continues to push.
"Oh, no," I whine until he presses his big hand over my face and push the rod between my legs and hold it there for a while. I scream in his palm, but no one hears me. I am crying. Tears run down my cheeks but Marwin does not seem to react. He is more interested in my sex. For the first time, I intend to say it. My pussy. My pussy. Not my cock. When I think I'm going to burst, Marwin pull out the rod and let my face so I can breathe.
"Such a good girl you are," he whispers, and smiles at me while he dry away the tears from my cheeks.
I just sob but dare not say anything. The fear of getting a hit of him is too large. Dare not disobey.
"It went very well, of course. Zora said it could hurt the first few times before you get used to it. Eventually, we may use larger and larger pieces, but it is a while until we get there. Go to sleep and I´ll see you again soon. My bandages may not be removed than in a few days but then ... " he mumbles happy and leaves the room.
And he is right in what he says. I have no right to my own sex. But on the other hand, I have not selected it either. Do not see it. Do not feel it. For it is no longer my gender.

Later that day, I get up and take a walk with Marie again. I am looking for escape but realize that I'm too tired for that and besides every door in the corridor appears to be locked. They are only opened by a card and the window in my room is locked and I cannot see through it. It is tinted and perhaps not containing any view at all.
In the afternoon, the catheter is taken away and I may try to urinate for the first time. It works fine. Things are moving ahead, with pain. And I refuse to wipe myself down there. It feels so different when I pee, urine does not come out through my cock. Even though it was slack towards the end it was still there. Not anymore. Just a hole in my body. I do not wipe myself because then I can access my new sex, I refuse to acknowledge it.

I'm under constant surveillance. Zora comes and investigates me when evening approaches. She can see my facial expressions.
"Marwin was in here earlier today and helped you with the rod. You are okay with that?" She ask anxiously.
I nod. And she shines.
"That's great. Be glad you have someone who cares about you and wants to help you. You are very unique because both of you changed sexes and it does not happen often."
I do not answer. She knows. Why does she do this? Say this? She knows very well that I did not choose it voluntarily but I do not disagree. Just nod.
"So take care of each other," she says, fondling me on the cheek, "it's so good!"

I lie awake for a long time that night, thinking about my new life but my thoughts go anywhere. Maybe it's the drugs that limit my ability to think freely and logically. Finally I fall asleep, away from my thoughts.


The following day, I get a visit from Nina and Thomas. It's a surprise and in some odd way, I am happy although I am ashamed to show off my new body.
Nina looks more radiant than ever before. She is beautiful and looks happy with Thomas. They are well dressed and elegant while I am half-naked lying under the covers in a hospital bed and have only gotten help from Marie to wash between my legs. Marwin does not do this with me. My hair is unwashed and I feel generally yucky.

As they stand in front of me, Nina with a bouquet of flowers in her hands, and Thomas happily next to her, I feel miserable and very small.
"Hi, Steffie. It´s so fun to see you!" Nina exclaimed while Thomas looks for a vase in the hallway.
"I've talked with Zora and apparently everything went well. You look radiant as a woman and I am convinced that Marwin will have loads of fun with you in the future when you get your body to function fully. And guess who paid for both of your sex changes? It was not Marwin, not for all of it. Who can afford it on a car mechanic salary?" Nina laughs and takes out something from her purse.
"Here are copies of the divorce papers you signed before you moved. You are now registered as living with Marwin. It’s so amazing, Steffie! Isn´t it?" She says, and sounds happier than ever. I just nod, but just want to scream.
Now I am a registered partner with Marwin. What happens then? What does he want? Will I be allowed to continue living with him? Marwin is now a happy man with a dick between his legs. A happy man who resides with me. But I am not a happy man. My manhood has been removed. No balls. No prostate. I'm no longer a man what so ever.
"You will have it so lovely with your new master and owner, Steffie," Nina says before Thomas comes back with a vase as Nina puts down the flowers in.

So I see the ring on Thomas finger. It has not been there before. But I dare not ask anything when I also see a ring on Nina's finger. Another ring than the one she had when I was married to her.
"Now we have to hurry because I saw Marwin approaching," Nina says, and gives me a kiss before she disappears out the door. I hear her say that she wants to have a word with Zora, before Marwin appears in the doorway, smiling cheerfully. He is happy. Because he is who he wants to be. I am no longer the one I wanted to be. Not even the sex I want to be. But I might as well accept it, I think as Marwin brings  the rod and the ointment towards me.
And I close my eyes.
Chapter 10

Days go by, the first week has gonenand many of the things Marwin first told me about the rod and the pain have been correct. The pain is no longer as evident. He places the rod every day in me. In my new body I have to accept it because he is so much larger and stronger than I am. Which makes me feel even more like a woman.
Peeing works better and better and I have also learned to wipe myself without any contact with  my sex. Yet it feels naked. Empty. As if something is missing from my body, and there is of course something missing. But other things have been added instead, such as a pair of breasts that make me look like a woman,  too much for my own taste. Yet I am compelled to accept my situation. My hips have changed, or I have at least shifted my fat reserves and now have curves, which mean that I walk differently. When the bandages are removed and the pain around my breasts and sex has subsided, I can start walking more in the corridors. The morning of my departure from the clinic arrives.

Marwin treats me like a woman, as a delicate and fragile creature, which I do not like but which I must accept. He is much larger and stronger than I am, a real manly man. And he constantly points out that he is one, which is absolutely true after the operation.
On departure day Zora comes into my room for one last visit and a health check. She looks happy, and very pleased with what she has accomplished. And maybe the outcome is successful. At least I am alive and doing relatively well, physically at least. There are is still a part of me missing. On the bed lie a pair of panties, a short skirt, a pair of pantyhose, a bra, a blouse and a denim jacket. My new feminine clothes. Women's clothing that Marwin asked Nina to bring with her when she came to visit.
"Now it's finally time, Steffie. Isn´t it exciting to finally come home?" Zora ask as she squeezes my breasts and examines my gender. I do not answer.
"Everything looks great. In a week, I and a nurse will come to your home and remove the stitches and check that everything is okay. It's a good thing, isn´t it. Marie will follow you out," she says, stands up, smiles and disappears. I remain sitting on the bed for a while before I reluctantly put on my clothes. They seem to fit, and soon I stand fully clothed on the floor. A pair of low women's heels are on my feet. When Marwin enters, he is wearing a checkered shirt and a pair of jeans. On his feet he has sneakers and he looks really manly. He looks down and smiles.
"You look cute. The clothes really suit you! Now we go home, Steffie," he says and takes my hand. Then he pulls me out of the room and I almost stumble after him as we walk behind Marie to the door towards freedom. Or rather, to my new prison. Whatever that is, I think as the door closes behind us and Marie waves to us.
"Now it's just you and me," he says and holds my hand harder.
"Ouch, let go, it hurts," I whimper but he just laughs. However, he loosens his grip a bit but I cannot escape.
"Knock it off and stop whining. You are mine now and will do as I say and be happy and grateful," he says and we walk out the front door to a taxi which is conveniently waiting outside the hospital entrance. Marwin almost drags me to the car and sends me to the back seat while he sits in the front beside the driver, a man. Another man.
I hear Marwin give our address and then we drive off. They talk in the front while I sit quietly and look out the side window and ponder over what I have been exposed to.

It must be the hormones I have to eat. And I will continue to eat them not to turn into a freak, something between a man and woman. For I will never be Stefam again. And no one sees when the tears flowdown my cheeks, where I sit quietly and obediently in the back seat of the taxi on the way to my home. Or rather, to Marwins home.

When the car stops in front of the gate Marwin steps out and opens the door to the passenger side and lets me get out of the car. The taxi driver nods happily. Marwin pays the car disappear and I stand alone with Marwin outside the gate to the apartment building.
"What happens now?" I ask. Marwin's looking at me.
"You are mine and obey. That is all," he says simply and takes my hand and I follow him into the stairwell to his apartment.
He doesn´t let me go until he closes the door behind us and locks it.
"You can start by cleaning up here," he says, looking around. We have been away for a week and the dust is over all surfaces in the apartment. I nod.
"Yes, Marwin," I reply, and dare not complain that I'm tired and have body aches. Dare not in fear of being punished.
"Good, Steffie," he says simply and disappears into the kitchen. I hear how he opens the refrigerator door and then disappear into the living room where he sits down on the sofa and watches the Sports on TV. Motor race.
I get the vacuum cleaner and start cleaning the apartment. Dust and wipe everywhere. When I enter the bathroom and begin wiping the mirror, that's when the shock grows. The person I see in the mirror is not who I once knew. I once was, Stefan. A clean-shaven, hair free face is looking at me. The face is narrower than before, with more distinctive cheekbones. The hair has started to grow properly and is now nearly long. But the skin. So smooth, I feel. Have not thought about it before but it is really free from hair. So I realize that I really look like a young woman.
"What are you doing?" I hear Marwin from the living room.
"Cleaning", I reply, and he does not respond. I continue to clean, dry, vacuuming, wet the floors, until the whole apartment is spotlessly clean. While Marwin sits with his feet on the living room table and drinking beer and watching TV.

When I am finally finished I go out in the living room.
"Do you want some dinner?" I ask and he looks at me. He lets his eyes play all over my body, which makes me embarrassed and simultaneously creates a sense of humiliation and victimization.
"It was really a successful result with the surgery. I will surely have fun with you in the future when all the wounds healed properly," he answers with a laugh.
I look at him questioningly.
"No, I'm going out and meet some friends later, so you'll eat yourself," he replies after a while and I walk into the kitchen.
I realize that he has a life outside of our home. I have none. And besides, I realize to my horror that I am no longer an existing person. I do not even have a valid ID. Marwin either, but he has at least an old driver's license and proof of who he is. I don´t. I do not exist!

While I prepare a sandwich for myself in the kitchen I hear Marwin turn off the TV and come to me. He stands behind me when I put butter on bread and puts his arms around my stomach. I feel his breath against my neck as he kiss me there. So that I shudder. It feels so strange to be kissed by a man. So strange. But I dare not protest.
"You know that you don´t exist yet? I have ordered paper from the tax authorities that you changed sex but before they get here you do not exist. So before that you must stay here but it will not last so many days I hope. After that, we will arrange for you to leave the apartment to do things I cannot keep up by myself, like shopping for example. Good huh?" He says and kisses me again, as he puts a heavy hand on one of my breasts from behind and presses me against him. It is still sensitive and sore.
I nod.
"And when everything has healed, you and me, we will have great fun!" He says, and then squeeze my chest so that I whimper at the pain but he seems not to care. Instead, he squeeze harder.
"Who is in charge here at home?" He hisses.
I forced back tears.
"It is you, Marwin," I whisper to answer and he laughs.
"Good girl. Who should obey then? "
"It's me", I answer and cannot hold back the tears dripping down on the counter.
"One more time. Who's that bitch?" He asks and puts his palm over my mouth. I'm quiet. He squeezes on my face.
"Answer!" He hisses and press my breasts harder.
"Mffgghhh" I reply, and he laugh and let my mouth go.
"Exactly. You are the bitch and you are nothing. Go down to the floor," he says, and I obey immediately. Do not want to become a victim of something more offensive.
"Show that you really are my bitch," he says simply and drops the sandwich on the floor. It falls with the butter down. I look at him. He smiles at me.
"Hope you did clean the floors properly." Then he lifts his one bare foot and smears out the sandwich on the floor under the ball of the foot and toes.
"Eat," he says, and I force myself down over the smeared sandwich and eat the leftovers off the floor. When I sit up again, he puts up his sticky foot in front of my face.
"Dessert," he says simply and I understand what to do. I lick his sole of the foot and suck his toes clean from the remains before he is satisfied.
He says nothing more. Just disappears into the bathroom. I wipe the floor and sob while he showers. His voice has become deeper since the surgery. More manly. He sings. As he had his puberty voice change.
My voice has become more strident but not much. That is something that has to be trained.

Half an hour later, I look through the window as Marwin leaves the apartment and walks down the street to meet his friends. I myself am left here. Locked inside. A nothing. Before he left, he tied, without saying a word, my hands in a pair of handcuffs behind my back. And kissed me.
"I might come home late but I want you to be up and meet me when I get home," he said then he disappeared, in the scent of men's perfume.
Helpless I sit up and wait for him on a chair in the kitchen with my hands behind my back. A wait that stretches far into the night. He is on sick leave from work for another week. Until the stitches are removed. So he does not need to follow any schedules.
That night I weep away my anxiety. It hurts. I realize that night that I am completely owned by someone else. Someone who can do what he wants with me. Nobody will miss me anyway. Or ask for me. Because Stefan Berg is no longer available. And no Stefan Lager. Stefan None at all. Just Steffie. With breast and a pussy.

So in some strange way, it is still with relief that I welcome my owner when he comes home sometime after three in the morning. When I let him in, he fumbles to unlock my chains behind my back, I receive his beer smelling tongue in my mouth and his hands groping at my breasts. He is at least at home. With me. And I do not have to be alone.

During the following week I work hard in the apartment, but may also get used to my new clothes which consist of Marwins re-modelled old clothes before we bought new ones. I must also endure the training of my vagina. Every night, when I made my last chores, Marwin takes up the rod that he uses on me to stretch out and make my vagina bigger. And it is less and less painful every time I get to lie in bed with my legs spread apart for him. It tenses less and my new body part gets more and more elastic and soft and flexible. Like Marwin wants it, as he continually points out to me. And every time he threatens me that if I do not help him properly he will let anyone fuck me with a real cock instead. And I do not want that. That I am deadly scared of.
And that week, it feels as if the wounds are healing well. The breasts are less sore and I feel more complete than before. During the days I'm mostly home alone because Marwin socialize with his friends. Yet I am busy. I have a schedule to follow in the same way as before the surgery. I do not need to be tied when I'm alone, because the door is still locked and I do not want to leave the apartment in the condition I still find myself in - as a young woman. The food is ready when he comes home, as if I was some kind of house wife, which I finally realize that I actually am. I am totally dependent on Marwin.

When a week has passed after surgery, it is the Saturday before Marwin should start working again, the doorbell is ringing. Marwin always opens the door because I do not have permission to do so. From the hallway, I hear the happy voices of which two are from women. It is Zora and Marie who have come for a visit, I realize, and hurry into the bathroom to fix my hair and make sure that I look good.
Marie and Zora show up in the living room where I welcome them with coffee and cakes.
"How nice. And you look healthy," Zora says, and looks at me. I smile back in joy of being noticed.
"I'm fine," I reply, knowing it is a lie. Inside I feel bad but have forced myself to accept my situation.
"I can see that," Zora answers and we sit down on the couch. Marwin has wanted me more feminine, so he taught me to always sit with one leg over the other when I'm sitting on the couch or a chair. That I do to Marwins delight. To avoid trouble and humiliation, I try to do everything to satisfy his demands.
Marwin talks about how we have it. I cannot say anything. I'm his woman and must obey him. So it is he who talks about wound care and everything else after the operation. He even tells about the rod, that we are using every day.
Then Zora and Marie want to meet us individually. Two hours later, Marie remove the stitches and Zora examine my body. She notices happily that the exercise of the rod has exceeded expectations and that my vagina is supple and comfortable. In addition, she tells me that I have lovely breasts and I tell her that they have stopped hurting.
Even Marwins wounds have healed nicely but he refuses to show his new cock for me because he did not think it is time for that yet.
Before they go Zora says.
"Now we do not need to come to see you in six months if no problems arise, ie. Otherwise you will be called in six months for control. "
When Zora and Marie leave and Marwin closed the door and locked it, he turns and looks at me.
"Now it's just you and me," he says. I am scared, but dare not do anything. Just nod.
"We get more visits in the afternoon," Marwin say and I wonder to my great curiosity, but to my great fear, who it could be.
"Who then, Marwin?" I ask and he laughs.
"Sara and Beppo. They have a story to tell," he says and disappears into the living room to watch TV while I put away the treys and wash up.
In the meantime I'm wondering what he meant. What will they tell? I have not met my ex-girlfriend since long before the surgery and it feels terrible to face her, and also my former best friend Beppo who is now living with Sara.
But it is not so I can do about it. An hour later the doorbell rings and Marwin goes to open. I feel I have nowhere to go. I feel like an idiot in the kitchen but hasten out into the hall when Marwin's calls on me.
"Come here, Steffie," he says with his ever deepening voice and I go out to the hall. Beppo and Sara are there, looking down at me. Sara laughs.
"She looks even smaller than when I remember when we were together," she notes, and even Beppo laughs a bit.
"Imagine that you are a chick now," Beppo says and Marwin puts his arm around me.
"And she's mine," Marwin says and everyone laughs. And that's when I think if I’ve actually become smaller. I can almost reach up to Marwin’s chest. Earlier, I reached over above it. Or maybe I did not? Although Sara and Beppo seems taller, on the other hand, they have always been taller than me.
When we later sit in the living room and Marwin tells about our operations and all that happened, Sara reveals what she came to say.
"You should come with us and shop for clothes in Ullared," Sara says, "on Monday when Marwin goes to work we will pick you up," Sara adds and Beppo sighs.
"I do not like that place", but Sara does not answer.
She laughs.
"But it's not you who decides. Furthermore, we’re doing this for Steffie. She needs new clothes because she is a girl now and she shouldn’t wear Marwins old discarded rags, they don’t look feminine" Sara says and Beppo smiles while Marwin looks a bit offended out but says nothing.
"Okay then. After all, I am driving the car and maybe there are other things than clothes to look at down" Beppo says.
"I'll show you something while the girls can gossip for a while," Marwin says and pulls Beppo into the kitchen. 
"I'm thinking of buying a new car and thought to show you a brochure," I hear Beppo say before they disappears. And I still sit on the couch with Sara. Once it would have been me who went to the kitchen. Now, I am not a apart of the boys anymore.
Sara moves closer to me. Looks at me. I feel small next to her.
"How does it feel to be a girl? It is incredible that we were once a couple. But then of course you were a guy, or rather a little boy. Beppo is a real man. He has a cock, at least, that you may get a taste of now if you are nice girl. If you have not already tasted Marwins cock of course?"
I look terrified, I was terrified.
"What do you mean? This was not something I chose. I have been forced into it. As with everything else," I say and feel how close to tears I am. Why have I become so sensitive?
Sara just laughs.
"I know. And it's extra fun, right! And soon Nina and Thomas are getting married. They are looking for bridesmaids and I am one of them. The only question is who the others are" she says with a laugh. I feel a cold breeze down my spine.
"Why do you think we go to Ullared to find clothes?" Sara says then.
I do not answer. Do not want to know, all the lust for life seeps out of me.
"Not just to find new casual clothing. We'll find a nice dress for you as well as you to have at the wedding, when your cousin gets married to Thomas," Sara laughs when Marwin and Beppo come back into the living room.
"You seem to be having fun," Marwin say and smiles happily. I say nothing.
"End of fun. I need to talk with Beppo and Sara in private" says Marwin and Sara suddenly grabs my wrist and pulls me up from the couch. I look at her in surprise and Marwin and Beppo have already gone back to the kitchen.
"What are you doing?" I ask but feel Sara's grip harden and I am dragged away to the bedroom, where Sara pushes me down on the bed while she takes up a plastic strip from her pocket.
"Hands behind your back," she says and I look at her.
"Why? What will you do? "I ask, but receive only a slap on the cheek and I turn my back against her with my hands behind my back.
"Just do as I say and it gets easier," Sara says as she put the plastic straps around my wrists so they are bonded and become immobile.
"There you go," Sara say as she opens a closet door. I do not see what she does. Can just hear. Then she comes back and pushes me down so that I am lying on my stomach with my face down in bed. I feel how my legs are tied together and then how she ties the legs of a bed post and I realize that I can not get free.
Before I have time to do anything else a hood is suddenly put over my head and everything goes black. The same hood I once had on me when I was transported here, I realize, and everything is quiet. I hear nothing.
Loneliness becomes suddenly obvious.

Helpless I lie in bed, immobile, silent with no other sounds around me than my own breath. A faint smell of cigarette smoke reaches my nose and penetrates through the hood, but otherwise nothing.
I do not know how long I lay there in bed before the hood is pulled off me and Marwin looks at me.
"Now Sara and Beppo have gone home. On Monday, they will pick you up early, before I go to work. But I expect you've finished breakfast before you go," he says as he releases my legs and cuts the plastic band around my wrists.
"Get up," he says, and I get up from bed.
Marwin disappears into the living room and watch TV while I clean up after guests. In the meantime I'm wondering what was so secret about their conversation. So secret that they even had to put a hood over my head. But I get no answers, of course. Marwin never responds, says no more than necessary.
A few hours after I served Marwin his dinner and eating my own food at his feet under the table, I get the rod stuffed into my vagina, and may then sleep in my usual spot, at Marwins feet in bed.

Sunday is a floating day. Marwin meet some friends while I clean the apartment and wash our clothes. And realize that Nina taught me the most about housework, how to be a good housewife.

When the evening comes Marwin goes to bed early, I therefore also have to do so. While waiting for Monday to come. For a long time I lie at Marwins feet. Feel the smell from them. The sweet tone of sweaty feet. Before I finally fall asleep.
Chapter 11

When dawn comes my alarm clock is ringing and I carefully sneak up from bed without waking Marwin up. I will prepare breakfast for him and eat a sandwich while sitting on the floor under the table, because if he would see me eat anywhere else than on the floor I would most certainly be punished, so I obey even when he is not present. Maybe there are cameras set in the same manner as in Nina's apartment. After breakfast, I do get ready, get dressed in the clothes Marwin looks at me and is ready to go.

At exactly the right time I see a car stop in front of the gate to the apartment building we live in and I hurry away. When I close the door it is automatically locked and I run out to the car. There are Beppo behind the wheel and next to Sara. She points to the back seat and I walk into it.
"Welcome to our shopping trip," Sara says and tells Beppo to drive.
"Thank you, Sara," I reply, and both she and Beppo laugh.
"He has made you a really obedient good-girl," Sara says. I do not answer because of shame. I feel humiliated. For her, I am nothing but a toy, a thing, and not a man. A slave. An animal that will obey.

The trip takes an hour and during the hour I sleep most of the time while Sara sit and chat a bit with Beppo in the front seat and listens to the radio. In the back seat, I feel like a small child traveling with her parents. But I´m not. The only question is as I half slumber, who am I?

Ullared is a huge shopping center with cheap clothes, shoes, and assesories but also everything else you can think of at home. There are shops with consumer electronics and other things that are more for men.
Although the clock is not much when we arrive the large parking lot is already half full, and throngs of people rush towards the entrance to the giant department store.
"Come now," Sara says and almost drags me out from the car. Beppo is more calm.
"I will go and check the computer store while you look at clothes," he says.
"Okay. See you in an hour or so. See you on the phone if there is something," Sarah says as she takes my hand and drags me away to the store.
"Now we will have some action," she says drags me to the entrance.

A world of apparel, shoes and assecories meets me when we go into the crowd.
"You have to stick with me at all time so we do not get separated in the crowd," Sara says, and I follow. 
"This is how we do it. We pick up underwear and stuff we already know the size of. Then we bring the rest to the fitting rooms when we are finished," she says, and I obey and follow her. Sara seems to have a routine. She looks at the different models in different colors and then she chooses the right size and puts in the cart. I have nothing to say. It is she who chooses. Yet she asks from time to time, "what do you think of this?" Though she does not expect any response from me. There is everything from tights in various colors, thickness and pattern, to the panties, both string and high models, and socks in different colors and varieties. There is a rapidly growing pile in the wagon, and soon we are moving to other clothes that need to be tested. Sara chooses quantities of pants, skirts and blouses and also bras that we have to test with my new breasts. Soon I forget that I once was a man and accept the new clothes. Some look really gorgeous ...

We are not saying much to each other, especially because I have no right to appeal to her and she has not much to talk to me about, but expects only that I will do as she says. Before going off to the fitting rooms, she also finds clothes for herself.
"There we are. Now we have something to do for a while," she says and we approach the many fitting rooms and crowded with others before we have a room where Sara starts to give me clothes that I should try. The clothes Marwin ordered me to put on are easy to take off and I get the idea. Instead, I put on tight and loose jeans, cotton trousers, jackets, shirts and blouses, all to find the right sizes. Then it's time for the bra and I am ashamed when I have to take off my shirt and show my breasts for my ex-girlfriend. She is looking at them for a long time.
"They're nice. The doctor did a really good job," she says before I can test different models and sizes.
"Thank you, Sara", I answer without really understanding what I am grateful for? That I got breasts and a pussy instead of the cock I once had.
She just laughs and continues to try clothes on me. After a while, we have a whole wardrobe and she seems pleased.
"Now I'll try some. You'll have to wait outside and be my style adviser," she says and sends me out of the fitting room while she takes a pile of clothes and close the door.
It is empty outside the changing rooms. But inside, I hear how some women try on clothes. Then things happen suddenly. It takes no more than a second. A shadow looming behind me. Then. A large hand placed over my face from behind. I scream but no sound leaves the hand and I am lifted back into another changing room further away, before I can do anything. Sara does not notice anything. She does not hear me.
Then I feel the desperation but far too late. I try to remove the hand from my face and scream at Sarah but can not hear. A voice is heard in my ear. A voice that whispers. A man's voice.
"Are you trying to fight back I will kill you", and I dare not do anything. The hand is still over my face while my skirt is lifted and panties pulled down. I'm trying to get away but can not. Instead, I feel how my tears run down my cheeks and over the hand that keeps me quiet while a hard cock is pressed against my new sex. Previously, only the rod was there.
In the periphery, I hear Sarah calling for me.
"Where are you? Steffie?" And I scream, but to no avail. Just muffled groans leave me.
The cock is pressed into me and I scream in the hand while I get raped. I have to stand with my legs apart pressed against a wall while I get fucked against my will. It feels like I'm going to explode but I'm impaled on his hard pole and can not move. Nobody listens to me either and I'm crying and sobbing in the hand that all the time is pressed over my face.
Once he comes he fills my artificial pussy with his sperm and let my face go. I pull up my panties and discovers that it is Bebbo. He pulls up his pants and smiles at me and press his wet hand over my mouth again. He who once was my best friend has raped me.
"Not a sound. Do you understand?" He release my mouth and I nod while I dry my face and look me in the mirror. It appears that I cried. The eyes are red. When I come out into the corridor Sara is standing and looks at me.
"What are you doing?" Sara asks and looks sternly at me. Beppo is hiding in the test room and no one sees him.
"I'm sorry but I have a blocked nose. I think I'm allergic to something," I say and Sara nods.
"Maybe good if you go out and get some fresh air. As usual, you ruin everything. Where is Beppo? Perhaps he can join us while I continue to the households department?" Sara says. I'm going to protest against the terrible idea, but realize there is no point when Beppo pops up behind me and lift me up in the air before I have time to respond.
"Great idea, Sara! I take her out for a while so you can shop alone," Beppo say, and before I can do anything Beppo is kissing Sara and then I am carried away from Sara who disappears into the crowd and he put me down but holds my hand.
"So you want more?" He says and laughs at me. When I try to pull away from his hand, he pinches harder and I have to whimper in pain.
"Come on," he says simply.
I turn around but do not see Sara and Beppo pulls me towards the exit. I do not want to be alone with him, I think, but can not do anything about the situation right now. His big hand around my tiny one.
"Come now, my sister," he says, trying to joke with me when some people look at us sceptically. Then they smile. They believe in Beppos simple words. And what would they say if I told them the truth. I'm not his sister. They would laugh. And it would also make Beppo angry. We are moving towards the exit and the cold air strikes against me. Then he pulls me toward the parking lot.
"Why are you doing this? You raped me, Beppo," I whisper and he stops and holds me against his hard chest.
"Because from now on you are just a little bitch, Steffie," he replies, laughing. I try to get away, but he press me harder against him.
"You're a little weak girl now, Steffie. And you are so cute when you're fighting against me. You have, after all, no chance, right. As a small helpless girl and I can do whatever I want with you," he add with a laugh.
He loosens the grip on me but still keep me around my wrist.
"Come on let's go to the car and wait until Sara comes and takes you to the wedding shop," he says simply and drag with me as if I was a child in his care.
Once there, he opens the door and pushes me into the back seat of the minibus.
"Down on the floor. On your knees," he says, and I obey when he closes the door behind us and everything gets quiet.
He sits astride the seat with me between his legs. So he snaps up his pants and pulls them down and his underwear and shows his stiffening cock. I was never so big, I think when he grabs my hair and press my face over his cock.
"Suck," he simply says, and I have to open my mouth and take all of him in my mouth so that his cock almost touch against my throat. It is close that I vomit, but I manage to hold back while he push my head back and forth over his dick while I am stuck between his thighs.
I cough and try and push me away from him and ask him to let go but can not talk with his dick in my mouth. He keeps me just harder on his cock and it feels like I'm going to vomit. Tears from my eyes and I'm drooling over his cock.
While he just enjoys to humiliate me.

In the end, he rubs his palm over my face to smear out my saliva and tears and snot and everything else that sits there. He laughs and zip his pants.
"You have a good mouth, good enough to suck with, but we save the orgasm until later," he says. I sob and he hits me over the head.
"Knock it off and don´t behave like a bitch, even if that's what you are," he says with a laugh. I stop sobbing.
"Come up from the floor and sit next to me in a moment." I obey and come up from the cold and dirty car floor and sit next to him. Then I realize how much bigger he is. How much more manly he is than I ever was. More and more I feel submissive. Because I know that I physically can not defend myself against him. Or against any other man, because my muscles slowly decreases in mass.

"How does it feel to be a girl, Steffie?" He asks suddenly. I do not know what to answer. I've just been raped by my former best friend and now had to suck his dick, as an act of submissiveness. A proof that I am more worth than him. 
"What do you want me to answer? What Nina did was horrible but this is terrible. I am no longer Stefan. Can not call me that," I reply, and feel the tears are close. Beppo laugh a bit.
"It's sick, or how. You're a little girl all of a sudden. In the past, you was a guy, although quite short, but not as small as now. And suddenly you're a girl. With a pussy as I also have fucked. Am I the first or did Marwin fucked you before?" He asks.
I sob.
"You are the first", I admit.
Then Beppo lift eyes and look out.
"Look, here comes Sara. Damn that’s a lot of bags. But Nina is the one who pays, I suppose," he says and opens the door of the minibus.
"Hello darling. Here we sit and wait," he says and gets out to help Sara to load the bags with clothes and things.
"I see that. And finally, I am ready. Do you know how expensive it was," she says and sighs as she kisses Beppo.
"Can imagine it," he replies and then sit behind the wheel of the car.
"We have to eat something. I'm really hungry," Sara say, and then look at Beppo and me in the back seat.
"Are you hungry?" She asks. Beppo nods.
"Yes. I'm hungry and I guess you are too, Steffie?" He says.
"Yes, Beppo," I answer, and they laugh while Beppo start the car and drives.
"The bridal shop is located in Varberg, so we can stay along the road and eat something," Sara says, and we set off. Sara sits and talks with Beppo about the things she bought while I sit quietly in the back seat and think of what I have been exposed to. It is messy between my legs. There is Beppos semen. In my new pussy.
We stop at a snack bar and eat burgers in the car. It goes fast.
When we finished eating Sara and Beppo steps out of the car and smoke a cigarettes while I sit there and watch. Cannot hear what they say but when they come back, the door is opened to my side.
"Steffie, because it is an exclusive shop we're going to visit we need to clean you up a bit. It's not so good to smell hamburger there," Sara says and I nod and get out. They go before me away to a toilet. The door is of steel.
"You go first," Sara says to me and opens the door but when I close and lock the snatches the door is open again and both Sara and Beppo rush in.
Sara puts an arm around my neck, forcing me down from behind on the floor and then sits down on my stomach while she locks my arms under her legs.
"What are you doing", I try to get up after the shock but no answers.
"Stop!" I yell when Beppo pulls off my panties and skirt but Sara put her hand over my mouth.
"Shut your mouth closed. You will soon get to use it," she says and let my mouth and unbuttoning his pants. I sob. Do not want to be exposed to something again but have no chance. Instead, I see how Beppo is unbuttoning his jeans and pulls down his pants and then his underwear. His dick is hard. Sara gets up a bit, only to pull down my pants and panties before she grabs my arms and hold them above my head while she sits down over my face. Before I have time to scream again any sound is dampened by her wet sex pressed over my mouth and nose and I can hardly breathe. Feel the smell of sweat, her sexual odor but cannot do anything about it.
"Lick me", I hear how she instructs while my legs are forced apart and a cock is driven into my pussy. I scream but no one can hear me and I force myself to lick Sarah's pussy while Beppo is fucking me again.
Beppo keep my legs apart while Sarah keeps my arms in a stone-like grip and I'm totally helpless when they rape me on the toilet floor.
Soon I hear Beppo moaning louder and then he squirts my pussy full of his sperm. And of course it does not matter because I can not get pregnant. Sara is riding my face harder and harder and after a while I feel how her orgasm pumps and she screams and then rises to let me breathe. My face is completely wet with tears and her juices.
Beppo grabs my arm and pulls me up off the floor.
"Wash well now so we can drive to the shop," he says while Sara pulls up her pants and buttoning them and Beppo does the same.
I have to wash my face and between my legs while Sara and Beppo are watching.
"What a good little slut you are," Sara says and they both laugh.
"A little whore," Beppo say.
"Marwin will have much fun with you when his new cock has healed," Sara say. I will not dare to tell Marwin anything and he would not believe me anyway, that his sister would take advantage of me? Never. I realize that I will not be able to prevent what they do against me. Ever.

When the car moves on towards the wedding shop it is quiet. Everyone seems relaxed, that is, Beppo and Sara while I feel how it stings and hurts in my new gender.

In Varberg, we visit the shop and I get to try out a dress that Nina said that the bridesmaids will wear at the wedding. I have nothing to say. Sara, who is with me the whole time, talks about what to apply while I work as a catwalk model. And an hour later, we are ready to go home again. With a car full of bags of clothing, bags of a new me.
Once we get home back to the apartment, it is evening and Marwin has come home from work. Sara and Beppo helps to bring in any bags to the apartment. Marwin is sitting in the living room and watch while I am ordered to arrange coffee. When all bags are carried inside, Marwin comes into the kitchen and show a paper for me.
"This I what I got from the tax authorities today."
I look at him.
"What is it?" I ask.
But instead of being discreet, he cries out so that both Sara and Beppo hear.
"You understand, Steffie got her registration papers and is now Steffie Hanson and nothing else." I look shocked towards him while Sara and Beppo smile on their faces and laughing happily.
"Congratulations, Steffie!" Sara says and giggles.
"In addition there was in the same envelope a confirmation of his divorce from Nina. Now you are a registered partner with me, Steffie!" Marwin says and they all laugh even more.
"You are now officially Steffie Hansen, the chick", Marwin is cheering. And I realize that Stefan is now a memory, wiped out for all eternity in all possible ways, even legal ones. 

I have to serve coffee for the other three in the living room. But I get nothing. Instead I am ordered to try all the clothes out such as Sara set up in the bedroom and act as a catwalk model for the two rapists sitting in my sofa. Marwin is excited to see all the girlish clothes.
"Now you look like a young woman. Just like I want you to be," Marwin exclaims while he drinks coffee and admires my clothes. Sara and Beppo sit silently, and they’re proudly and looking at me. As if I was a doll on display.

While I am changing clothes, changing bras, panties, trying different tights, pants and shirts and blouses, I'm wondering what it means to be Marwins partner. Will I be his wife now? Is it me he wants? Maybe he was in love with me even when he was a woman and I was a Nina’s slave. Maybe that is was why he wanted me like this. So suddenly I feel a little bit of joy. He does not want to kill me. He wants me alive, in the highest degree. Because he wants me. At least one person who seems to like me, although I am his slave. Or a bitch. Both beat being dead. 
I put up a few smiles when I show off the clothes I have and that Nina has paid for. Maybe I'm even a little proud at that moment. For I have more than many other women have.

That evening, when Marwin inserting the rod in me, he says to me that my pussy is more stretched than before.
"So nice to see that the stick works," he say while I am lying with my legs spread for him.
"Thanks, Marwin," I whisper as I think of what it was like being raped by my best friend. Or former best friend. But I say nothing. Because what would Marwin do if he knew?
"Maybe you want to see my cock?" He asks and I can nothing but nod. So he gets up and pulls down his pants and his underpants and I see the big skin rod between his hairy legs. Like a created purse. It feels unnatural, yet natural. Marwin's a man now. He is supposed to have a cock and he has, a pretty long and sharp one. I'm looking at his cock and then at him.
"You like it?" He asks and I nod.
"Yes, Marwin," I answer obediently, and he smiles.
"Good, because I'm curious about how an orgasm feels now after the surgery," he says and gets up on me and sits down across my stomach. His cock is between my breasts.
"Open your mouth," he says, and I obey and turn a blind eye but he grabs my chin.
"Look at me!" He hisses, and I obey. He moves up towards my breasts so that they are pressed against his stomach while he press the tip of his cock, glans, in my mouth.
"So far, it cannot get really hard but it will," he says, moaning when he insert his cock in my mouth. It is big but not so hard but still fills up my mouth.
"Look into my eyes," he says and I have to look into his eyes as he slowly fuck my mouth with his new cock.
"From now on you should be my personal cocksucker. Do you understand?" He says while he is moaning a bit and seems to enjoy. 
"Gg mmmrrwnnn" I reply with his dick in my mouth. And he laughs.
"Good, bitch. Continue to suck. I want to feel," he says, and squeezes his dick some more and teases my gag reflex and I try to remove the head but he keeps forcing me to cough over his cock so that my mouth fills with saliva.
"Continue," he says simply, while the saliva flowing out of my mouth and down my neck, mixed with tears.
So he keeps on going for a while until he seems tired and pulls out his cock.
"It will be enough for today but we will continue tomorrow, my little cocksucker. Every time I ask you, open your mouth for me," he says and gets up.
I nod and remain.
"Go and wash your face, bitch," he says, and I obey immediately. Want to rinse my mouth clean of the taste of his cock.

When I come back to bed Marwin is already down and I placed myself as usual at the bottom of the foot and waiting for him to tap his foot sole against my mouth for me to kiss it. And so he does. He smells of sweat. But that does not stop him.
"Kiss it good-night," he says, and I obey. Kissing his hot sweaty soles of the feet.
"Tomorrow, maybe you should kiss something else instead," he mumbles before he falls asleep with the foot firmly against my face. 
Chapter 12

The days go on. I am learning how to use the cloths Sarah bought for me and mix in different ways to match the colours or models.
Marwin has never been so interested in girl's clothes but knows how he wants me and therefore he teaches me a lot about what clothes I can wear and not. Sara has apparently made a good choice because none of the items are discarded or hidden away. He wants me in everything.

A couple of times, Sara teach me how to put on make-up, which I often do. Marwin wants me wearing a lot of make up on a daily basis.

New procedures are introduced.
Every day when Marwin gets home from work, I kneel down in front of him and zip up take out his cock. Then I suck it for a moment while he enjoys. My pussy does he only use when the rod is used but never to give me some kind of pleasure. That seems to have to wait. And besides, I have occasionally touched my new clitoris and felt a pleasant tingle but I cannot really touch my own sex, why I do not know.
Every night, I also lie between his legs and suck him until his cock daily becoming more and more rigid when I process it. And he seems happy. A couple times it happens that he manages to push the entire cock till my face meets the shaft and his balls pressed up against my nose. A few times I vomit while I learn to tolerate more and more. A speciality is also to lock his legs behind my head while I have his whole cock in my mouth until I vomit over it. Terribly humiliating but I do not have many choices when he plays with me in bed at night, or on the couch while he watches TV.
Marwin discover the pleasure to humiliate me with his cock, while he never cares about my pussy.
He never fucks me. And I dare not ask why.

The marriage of Nina and Thomas is approaching and as usual I do not know more than I need to do. Today I will be beautiful with full make-up when Beppo and Sara will come and pick me and Marwin up. It is the first time I am seen in public as Steffie, and fear creates a pain in the stomach. Imagine if someone will recognize me, but the risk is probably pretty negligible. I am a woman now with female skin, breast and a pussy which no one can see. But still ...

When I step out the door wearing a pair of high-heeled white shoes, together with tights and a black leather skirt with a short white denim jacket and bra, I feel myself as sexy. The dress that I will wear as maid of honor is already in church and this should I wear afterwards.
Marwin has a pair of black jeans and a white shirt and a jacket that gives a stylish, yet not exaggerated impression. He is holding my hand when we walk away to Beppo and Sara's minivan and we jump in the back.
"Welcome. How beautiful you are " Sara says while Marwin mumbles something.
I sit near Marwin and feel his perfume that finds its way into my nose. I say nothing because Marwin has not given me permission to talk. Instead, he takes my hand and press it against his pants. I feel how his cock is a bit hard.
"Down and suck," he whispers in my ear. I stare at him horrified.
"Here in the car?" I ask and he press my head over his pants unbuttoning them. His cock finds its way out and I open my mouth and put it between my lips. It slides in and Marwin control my priming by forcing my head up and down over his stiff cock spirit. I can hardly breathe but I hear how Beppo and Sarah laugh at the front. After a while, when I was drooling over his cock he lets me go. My lipstick is smeared over my face and I have to arrange it when I come to church, like eye shadow, which flowed along with tears over my cheeks.
"Good slut," he says.

Inside the church, in a separate room, Sarah pulls into me in a toilet.
"Damn, you look like shit. We must do something", she sighs and begins to dress me quick and the make-up is put on and soon I am ready to be a bridesmaid at Nina.
It is with mixed emotions I walk behind Nina and Thomas up the aisle. The church is full of people but no one seems to react much about me and people who know me do not recognize me, which is a great relief. Sara walks beside me. She looks honestly happy. Later, I see Beppo and Marwin sitting next to someone else, a blond girl. I'm thinking for a moment of who she may be. They sit very close together and immediately I feel a twinge of jealousy. The only question is if I'm right to feel that way in front of my master.
Nina and Thomas are standing in front of the altar. She looks at me. My old cousin. She is kissing Thomas and at that moment I feel, very alone and abandoned.

When the lovers exchanged rings and kiss each other again, the church visitors' glory, I see the blond girl kissing Marwin on the cheek and he blushes. However, I pretend that nothing happened when we come out of the church. Sara and I get to be on the shoot and then Nina and Thomas disappear off in a limo and the rest of us have to move on. Me and Sara are left in the locker room. "Do you know who that blonde girl is who was sitting next to Marwin?" I ask Sarah. She looks at me.
"It's Jennie, a friend of Marwin," she replies simply," but you may not ask in any case," she adds.
"No, Sara, you're right," I just want to ask so much more.
When we come out of the church dressed in our party clothes Beppo waits at the parking spot. It hurts me when I see that Jennifer is standing next to Marwin and talks to him, with her arm under his. It hurts but I cannot and must not complain. I am his slave, not his wife, I try to tell myself. But still I feel lonely.
"Come on now," Sara says when I am left behind and hasten my steps towards the car.
The blonde girl looks at me with an evil smile and then drags Marwin into the back seat. I end up last at the door.
"This is Jennie, a friend," he says simply when I look at him. The girl smiles evilly at me.
"Hi. Jennie," I say simply and focuse again on Marwin.  I sit quietly and look out the window of the car when we go to the party.
At the party, I try to keep myself as close as possible to Marwin. I wait for him, caress him and try to be a good and obedient girl. But he seems more interested in the woman sitting next to him on the other side, the same girl who sat beside him in church. I observe her more as we sit and take dinner. She is quite strong with tattoos on her muscular arms and piercings in both lip and eyebrow. She is bright and has short cropped bleached hair. It appears that the two really enjoy each other and I'm thinking about what kind of relationship they really have. What kind of good friends they are.
The evening goes on. People are drinking, partying, dancing while I get to sit next to Marwin the entire time he is talking to Jennifer about different things. It seems that they are working in the same place because they are discussing cars. None of them seem interested in dancing and, eventually, Marwin says something to Jennie, who disappears for a moment, smiling.
Marwin turn against me for the first time this evening.
"Jennie will call a taxi. It's time to go home," he says, and I just nod and hope that it is Jennie who is going home and not me and Marwin but I am obviously wrong. It's not just her but also Marwin and me.
Jennie speaks almost nothing with me. Perhaps she has been told that I am only Marwins slave and nothing else. Barely a glance I get.
It feels degrading to sit next to Marwin while he is constantly making out and cuddling with Jennie in the car. They’re heavily kissing. I can see the taxi driver's eyes in the rear-view mirror. How he is probably wondering who I am and what kind of role I have in the drama that is unfolding in the backseat of a taxicab.

When we get home I see the two walk hand in hand through the gate and off to the apartment while I am walking alone behind them. It feels terrible to hear how they kiss and how Jennie giggles. Perhaps it is at me, I know nothing.
Once inside the apartment I do not know what to do. It is a new situation which never has occurred. But Marwin takes command and looks at me.
"From now on you obey even Jennie. Do you understand? The same rules apply in the case of Jennie as me," he says and I nod reluctantly when I see Jennie's wicked smile behind Marwin’s back.
"Yes, Marwin," I reply.
"Get two beers," Jennie says and giggles.
Marwin's looks at me when I don’t move.
"Well? You heard what Jennie said," he says, and I hurry off to the kitchen while the two giggle in the living room.
I realize that I have been wrong. Marwin has not felt anything for me at all. He just wants to have me as a waitress. A slave girl. And not only that, but he also wants me to obey his new temporary acquaintance. If there is an occasional acquaintance, or maybe a stable relationship? It turns out well, I think when I take out two cans of beer from the fridge and carry into the living room.
There Jennie sits in Marwin’s lap making out with him.
Marwin waves at me.
"Put the bottles on the table and go into the bedroom," he says, and I put down the cans on the table.
"No, let her stay and look," Jennie whisper and Marwin laughs as he continues to kiss her.
"Kneel down and watch," Marwin mutters and I obey reluctantly. Do not want to see them make out, but what should I do? A quick glance from Jennie gets her to giggle while I sit on my knees on the floor.
It feels so degrading, but still I have no choice. When they finally let each other go Jennie sits down next to Marwin on the couch and takes a beer can and gives the other to Marwin. She looks at me.
"Strip naked," she instructs me, and I am ashamed and look at Marwin but he does not care. As if he already accepted Jennie as someone who has the right to control me.
"Now," she says with a sharper voice as she leans against Marwin as if she expected some kind of show.
I sit on the floor and start taking my clothes off while she kisses Marwin. They both have all their clothes on while I am soon sitting in only panties and bra on the floor. Jennie looks at me again.
"Naked means no clothes at all," she says, and I force back a tear when I loosen my bra and pull off my panties. I cover my breasts.
"Hands behind your back," Jennie says and Marwin laughs and takes a sip of beer while I am forced to expose my breasts for Jennie and Marwin when I put my hands behind my back and look at the floor.
"Nice pussy and great tits for being operated," Jennie says, looking at my body.
"Yes, Zora is enormously capable," Marwin answers.
"She looks like a girl," Jennie says.
"She is a girl," Marwin say and they both laugh.
Apparently she knows who I am and what I have been exposed to.
"Come here and show what you can," Jennie says and I look up at her questioningly. What does she mean?
Then I see how she snaps up Marwin pants and cajoling his cock from his underwear. I understand what she wants.
"Marwin says you are good at sucking. Show it!" She says, giggling while I am crawling away from the floor between Marwin legs.
"Well? Show time!" Jennie says, and for the first time she touch me. Take hold of my hair and forcing my head down over his cock. She is strong, I feel and cannot get out of her grasp. I open my mouth and take his cock between my lips while Jennie is kissing Marwin above. She keeps my head over his cock the entire time while she kisses Marwin and I hear the moaning while I can hardly breathe. I'm trying to get away but she keeps me and I'm coughing and drooling over his dick that gets harder and harder in my mouth. I feel how Marwin begins humping his cock against my throat faster and faster as he moans and cries hard in Jennie's mouth and soon Marwin is shivering and I almost throw up but manages to stop it when he runs down half his cock in my throat. Jennie let me go and I can breathe. Tears run down my face with a lot of saliva.
"You are making a mess here," Jennie says and slaps me in the face.
"Damn. I've had an orgasm," Marwin says happy and he leans back on the couch and drinks more beer. Jennifer pushes me off the couch.
"Now it's my turn," she says, pulling up her short skirt. No panties, I note when she spreads her legs and pulls my head against her shaven sex. I cannot do anything but to reluctantly lick her wet pussy. Before she put her two legs behind my head so that I cannot possibly get away, I see how Marwin begins to fondle her breasts.
"Lick me till I come," she says and starts making out with Marwin again. I struggle and lick and suck her clit and pussy while she holds me against her pussy. It feels extremely humiliating to know that I will only be utilized while she enjoys Marwin’s hands massaging her breasts. Luckily, she cannot see how I cry while I satisfy Marwin’s new mistress. And in the meantime I am considering my own role. Will they want me to stay or should I be sold to someone else?
She press me harder against her wet pussy and I'm struggling to breathe while I lick her all more intense. Soon she is rubbing herself against my face and after a while I feel how she shakes and screams straight out while she kisses Marwin. Then she let me go and let me breathe.
"Good girl," she groans and kicks me with her high-heeled shoes so that I fall to the floor.
"Stay down there," she says as she continues to cuddle with Marwin while drinking beer.

My face is quite messy but I dare not do anything about it right now but is nice on the floor and waiting for them to let me go and wash myself.
Marwin leans down and pulls off his shoes and then his black socks. He throws one to me and Jennie, and he looks at me where I lie on the floor.
"Wipe yourself with the sock," Marwin say and I obey, even if the smell of his sweat is stuck in the sock. While I wipe my face Jennie and Marwin laugh about the situation.
She leans against him and whispers something.
Then they look at me again when I dry my face clean.
"Put it in your mouth," Jennifer laughs. I look at her and realize she is serious.
"Open your mouth and put it in there. I know that you are getting the whole in there because you are getting Marwins whole cock in your whore mouth," she roars, and I reluctantly open my mouth and stuff the sock that taste of sweat, snot and tears and saliva and juices from Jennie's pussy between my lips.
"Hold it there until we say otherwise," she says drinking beer with Marwin.
Then she looks at me again and smiles that wicked smile.
"What if it falls out? Give me your other sock," she says to Marwin who pulls off it and give it to Jennie. A few seconds later, she tied Marwin second sock over my mouth so that I cannot spit it out.
"Look how cute she is," Jennie say, and hit me a little extra hard on the cheek.
"Isn´t she," Marwin say who now seems even less interested in me than at the wedding.

They let me sit on the floor with a sock in my mouth while drinking beer and watching TV for a while. Nobody is looking at me at all. As if I did not exist. Instead, they talk about the wedding, about Nina and Thomas and Beppo and Sara as if she knew them all. And maybe she does as well. I know nothing about it because I know nothing about Jennie. Other than that I must obey her too, not just Marwin. And it makes me feel bad.
The taste of the sock makes the saliva flowing down my throat and I have to swallow all the time.
"Mffghghh," I try and looking praying for Marwin but he laugh when he looks at me. More beer.
"Steffie, get more beer," he says simply, and I get up and walks naked into the kitchen, still with a sock in my mouth and get more beer for Marwin and his new mistress. They do not look at me when I set the cans on the table. As if I did not exist. And I do not know what to do as I stand at the table and waiting for an order.
In the end, Jennie looks at me and smiles.
"Is it good? Does it taste good? Answer me!" She says. She is spluttering a bit of the beer she had drunk and the addition of the alcohol they drank at the wedding reception. It is in the middle of the night. 
"Mmffgghhh" I reply, and she laughs. Marwin is about to fall asleep. He leans back. His eyes have trouble staying open, and eventually he falls asleep. Jennie is still awake and stands up.
"He is sleeping now," she says, giggling a bit, "we should not interfere," she says and takes my hand and drag me off to the bathroom.
When we come into the bathroom she loosen the sock and let me spit out the other. She throws them on the floor.
"Just be quiet," she says. Then she points out the tub.
"Get in and lie on your back," she says as she begins to undress. What does she want. How about taking a bath? But it's probably too late for that.
I walk in the cold tub and lay down. It feels like ice in my skin by the cold surface, but I dare not protest. When I put myself down even Jennie steps in but stands with her feet on either side of my head and sit down a bit. Suddenly she giggles a little and then I see what she is doing. She pees on me. I'm trying to turn my head away when her squirt hits my face, but her calves are in the way. I can not turn my head but is forced to feel her warm pee drench my face.
"Open your mouth," she says, but I refuse. She stops to pee and hit me over one breast.
"Open your mouth", and I obey, and she squeezes out more pee that streams down into my mouth.
"Swallow," she says and I can do nothing but obey while I am sobbing and swallow down her warm urine.
"What a good girl you are, my personal toilet," she giggles as she takes the shower hose and screws onto the water and rinse off between her legs and where the pee has splashed. Then she leaves the tube and gets out of it.
"Good huh? Take a shower by yourself and then come into the living room again," she whispers. I obey. I take a quick shower and dry my face before I sneak out in the living room. When I get to the couch, it is empty. Where's Marwin and Jennie?
I go to the bedroom and look in and see that Marwin is lying naked on the bed. Has he undressed himself or did Jennie do it?
I look at him. Marwin is breathing deeply and heavily and I understand that he is sleeping. Probably, Jennie helped him in there and undressed him.
I'm trying to see into the darkness of the bedroom but cannot see Jennifer there. Then I hear a noise behind me and before I have time to react she has put an arm around my stomach and one hand over my mouth and I am lifted out from the bedroom and one foot is kicking the door shut. I scream in the hand but to no avail.
"It is time that we talk a bit, you and me", I hear Jennie's voice whispering in my ear and I relax a bit but still tries to get away from her tight grip, but she does not let me go. Instead, she is carrying me over the living room floor and she sits on the sofa with me on her knee.
"Mgghhhff", I complain in her palm, but she will not release me. She seems to like to play to me. As a further humiliation.
I relax a bit and so does she.
"You should be quiet and listen now. Do you understand?" She asks and I nod and she let my mouth free.
"Me and Marwin have known each other for many years and loved each other but were unable to live together because we have had the same sex. My family has not known anything. Now that he finally is a man, we can begin to live together more openly. You are a slave, a slut, which is owned by Marwin and now also by me. You will never be together, do you understand?"
I nod and am shocked by her words. So they have known each other for many years? Why did not Sarah say something? Or Nina? Maybe Nina did not know anything? I feel even more confused and alone.
"Will you sell me?" I ask and Jennie laughs.
"No, we have other plans for you but you will be aware of that later on," she says cryptically.
She is still holding me and continues.
"You will have to continue working for Marwin and soon for me because I'm moving in here. Then we will look for another accommodation and you will be part of it but maybe in a slightly different way," she says. I dare not ask for more in fear of being punished. She smells of beer and spirits and is somewhat erratic. I try to do as she says and be calm. I answer, nodding.
"Yes, Jennie. I understand” and she laughs.
"From now on you will get another job but also get a little freedom, but under controlled conditions," she says and then suddenly kiss me in the neck. I shudder and try to wriggle myself out of her grasp but fails. Instead, she press me harder against her and stroke one of my breasts.
"No, please, what are you doing," I say, but she put her hand over my mouth again and then squeezes my nose shut so that I cannot breathe.
"Tough, huh?" she teases while I feel how the oxygen is leaving my brain. Just before the panic strikes completely and I pass out, she lets me go and put me down on the floor.
"Let's sleep," she says and lifts me up off the floor and carries me into the bedroom. There she locks the bedroom door and put me down at her feet.
"Tonight, you kiss my feet bedtime instead of Marwin. Well, I know everything. We have no secrets from each other," she says, pressing her feet against my face. I kiss her feet. And while I lie and breathe on her feet I'm wondering what she means. Another role? What is it they want me to do? 
Chapter 13

It seems that I get a new mistress, in addition to Marwin. My master is more and more engaged in  Jennie and is spending less time with me, he still expects me to obey and wait upon him when he so wishes. The blowjob after work remains. However, what will be a big change in my life is that Jennie moves in with Marwin. This is done without any major problems for more than that I am more and more becoming a total slave to Marwin and Jennie. It will be twice as much laundry in the laundry basket and the days grow more gridded, on the other hand, I like hectic days when I do not have much time to think about my situation.

I am locked out of the bedroom. My bed is on the sofa, which means I have to go to bed last, and go up first. Some nights I lie on the couch and listen to how Marwin and Jennie are making love to each other. His cock begins to improve but he has not had sex with me. And it hurts. Maybe I somehow wished that he had sex with me instead of Jennie, to show any feelings for me but I will remain his slave, and nothing more. A person that must obey him and suck him but nothing else. I have no sex at all and Jennie doesn´t seems to be interested in me more than those times that I obey her and kiss her feet.

Marwin puts down a box in the hall while I suck him. Jennie laughs every time she sees me kneel down in front of her boyfriend. This time, she stands behind me and makes out with Marwin while I suck him.
"We have a surprise for you, bitch," Jennie says. Of course I cannot answer.
"You will become a freer slave in a controlled way, as I told you that night after the wedding."
"Mmffhh" I reply while Marwin pushes his cock deep into my throat. I have learned to swallow it without vomiting, and he seems happy with me as a cocksucker.
"You will soon see," Jennie say, and then disappears out with the box in the kitchen and starts to tear it up while Marwin lest me suck a little more before he pushes me away and pull up his pants and disappears into the kitchen with Jennie, without a sound.
I rise and follow. I stand a bit further away from the table and watch as the two take up a kind of belt made of metal and leather out of the box. It's beautiful, it shines and it has a lock and key.
Jennie looks at me as I enter.
"Take off your clothes", she orders and I obey.
I see Jennie and Marwin putting things on the table and I go naked to them.
"To move freely, does not mean you are free to do what you want," Marwin say, "but it means freedom under control and this is control. You are probably familiar with chastity belts," he says and I nod. So I look at what is and understand what it is. Jennie takes it up.
"Stand with your legs wide apart," she instructs, and I do as she says. She takes the metal belt and put it around my waist. She tightens it and it hurts but I'm not complaining. The cold metal makes me shiver a bit. Then she takes a different bent metal piece and put it between my legs and attach it in the belt and locks.
"You can pee and poop but not get to your pussy. And no one else can either."
I nod.
"The only way to unlock is with this key and it is hidden in a place that only I and Marwin know.
I nod again.
"Yes, Jennie," I answer.
"So now that you are wearing a safety belt, you can move around a bit more freely, which means you can start to run to the store unless I or Marwin have time to do the shopping," Jennie explains and I nod. It feels like a new adventure is beginning, an adventure where I am free. But of course in reality I am very much controlled.
"One more thing I forgot to say," Jennie says, and looks at Marwin. He looks a little confused at first but then he remembers something and disappear into the hallway. Soon he returns with a small black box in his hand.
"This is a GPS receiver. With it, both I and Jennie can check on our mobiles exactly where you are and a GPS transmitter is built into your chastity belt. Good huh?" Marwin say and they both laugh.
I knew there was a catch. I'm still fully controlled by the GPS transmitter, but still look forward to move freely around town.

And with that I start my new life as a free woman. My first task would be to go to the store and shop.
"Do prepare yourself and then go down to the store and buy dinner and breakfast. You will have cash that is enough," Jennie says, and I realize I do not even have any extra money to spend except with those I now get from Jennie. It is the first money I have in my hand since ... I do not know for how long, before I met Nina. It almost feels strange and a bit magical.
"Now we get a little time to ourselves," Marwin say when I stand ready to go to the store.
"You have an hour. We can always see you on the GPS," Marwin informs before he pushes me out the door and closes behind me. For the first time in years I'm all alone out there. And I enjoy the feeling of freedom when I walk out the door and out into the street. Where I go to the left and walk towards the town centre where I know there is a grocery store.
Since I have no driver's license and identification documents at all, I may walk. And there is only now I truly realize that I am a woman. The men I meet are looking extra at me and see me in a new way. A younger man, could he be in my own age, smiles and I smile back.
During the walk to the centre I am considering my options. I can accommodate. Leave everything but where should I go? Can I go to the police? And say what? That I was forced to become female? They would laugh at me when they saw the papers I signed. That I am a slave? There is no evidence at all, I realize. And who would like to take care of me?
Nevertheless, whatever I am exposed to; I realize that I have it pretty good at Marwin and Jennie’s. They beat me. Admittedly, I am obliged to satisfy Marwin sexually but otherwise I do not get raped or exploited in any way. The only thing I miss is friends. And to do what I want. But it is the other part is reassuring to know what to do. To know my place. Because I have food, while on the floor but at least I do not need to be hungry. And now I have the ability to walk around outdoors. The metal belt gives me chafe but I can live with that.

Down in the centre, there are a lot of people but no one seems to react much when they see me. I meet their eyes but not hostile or suspicious glances. Rather curious since they have not seen me before. And once I got used to walk like a woman in women's clothes and makeup. I pick up the goods I need and pay the cashier. And it feels quite natural. I'm Steffie.

When I come back to the apartment I'm in a much better mood. The fresh air has made me healthier and happier and I feel more alive than before. More full of hope and joy. I realize that I have no key to the apartment and am forced to call in order to be let in. Marwin opens; he is naked and looks sweaty. Presumably, they made love to each other while I was gone.
"Here is food, Marwin," I say and look up at him.
"Good, bitch. Prepare dinner," he says and lets me in before he disappears into the bedroom.
I bring the bags into the kitchen and start preparing the food while I hear Marwin and Jennie groan and sound behind the closed bedroom door.

An hour later I'm sitting on the floor under the table, eating from a bowl while Marwin and Jennifer are sitting at the kitchen table enjoying their dinner. As usual. The only difference is that I have a chastity belt on me and that I was in the store and did some shopping by myself. I hear everyone chatting about their job while I silently eat my meal at their feet.
They don´t talk to me during dinner. They just expect me to eat my food and then take care of my duties afterwards;  set the table away after dinner, wash dishes and pick, clean and make the kitchen in order. Then serve Jennie and Marwin coffee in the living room. On a few occasions I have had to sit between Marwin legs with his cock in my mouth while he drinks his coffee, but those times are few. Usually I have to leave them alone in the room while I get to clean or do other chores.
This morning I am called into the living room, after I performed my chores and serving coffee.
"Bitch, suck my dick", Marwin say to me when I'm about to leave the room and I go immediately down to my knees between his muscular thighs and put my hands on his knees. He grabs my hair and forced me down on his cock while he drinks his coffee with Jennie. I can hear her giggling while I am trying to swallow the half-erected cock in the throat without vomiting.
"She gets better and better," Marwin say.
"It's good. It will be excellent. The plan may be for real soon," Jennie say. I cannot do anything. Just listen helplessly with Marwin’s cock swelling in my mouth.
Marwin laughs.
"Well, it looks just so."
Then they are silent. They say no more. Maybe because I did not have permission to hear.
It is not until later that evening I again hear Marwin and Jennie discussing something. I have gone to bed on the couch, after having been kissing Marwin and Jennie's feet. Marwin and Jennie are lying in bed in the bedroom.
"The plan is proceeding. We have every chance in the world to succeed. Do you understand?" Jennie says and Marwin mumbles something.
"But that's just sick", Marwin says and laughs.
"But a completely senseless income opportunity. We do not have to work. There is someone else who does the work for us. We only get the money."
"But what about Nina? After all, it was she who got the idea," Marwin say.
"Admittedly perhaps Nina wants something that she finances the project but we will still be able to live comfortably on it and I have every confidence in Zora. Don´t you?" Jennie says.
"Yes. You can see that she succeeded," Marwin say and they both laugh.
"Perhaps we would do a test. Tomorrow," Jennifer suggests and I listen more intently. It is quiet for a while. Then I hear Marwins voice.
"What do you mean?"
Then I hear only faint whispers, the last words of the secret. And then it becomes quiet. Only a little giggle and then kisses.
And I do not understand anything. Either it was intended that I would hear them or they just happened to say something, but I assume that what they are talking about is me. But what this is about I do not understand. The thought worries me, however. I fell asleep late that night, brooding over what the plan is all about. While I cannot help but smile a bit about the fact that I can now go outdoors, although under control, but anyway ... free ...

The following day will be sunny and successful. Already in the morning, after I served Marwin and Jennie breakfast, I am trusted with the apartment key.
"Take care of it and do not drop it. Then you will be punished. Remember that you are controlled at all time with the GPS. "
I nod.
"Yes, Marwin," I reply.
"You have to go down to the store and buy what is on the list, I've written and which is on my nightstand in the bedroom," Jennie says.
"Yes, Jennie. I'll do it," I reply, full of anticipation and joy.

A moment later, when the two left the apartment to go to work, I hasten to prepare the duties after breakfast and soon the apartment is in as good condition as it always tends to be. I make myself prepared and then retrieve the list from Marwin’s nightstand. That is when I look at the list I get confused.
There is one thing.
"Vaseline"
No food? On the table is fifty crowns to cover the cost.

The sense of freedom takes precedence over consideration also concerns about the strange purchase and I am enjoying more of the day than by buying a can of Vaseline. To hear the birds chirp, see people walking around me to hear other sounds than those in the apartment, put me in a great mood and make me forget a lot of anxiety about the future and at Marwin and Jennie's strange plans. What I do not understand is why I am not going to buy some dinner. But maybe Marwin and Jennie will arrange that on the way home from work instead. They have always done that before, until they gave me the freedom to go to the store.
When I bought the jar of Vaseline, I take some extra time to go home and I soak up the surroundings. One day I will have to move elsewhere, to a house, I think, along with Jennie and Marwin. And then maybe my freedom will be even greater.

When Jennie and Marwin get home that day, they have bought pizza. The scents are wonderful when I meet them in the hall but they are both stressed out. I kneel down but Marwin grab my hair and pull me up again.
"Today there will be no blow job, bitch," Marwin say and follows Jennie into the kitchen.
I do not understand anything but cannot question.
Instead, they sit down in the kitchen and open the pizza boxes.
I stand in the doorway to the kitchen, waiting for an order.
"Bitch, come here and sit on your knees at the kitchen table and wait for your turn," Marwin say and I obey. Goes over to the table and sit down on my knees and look down at the floor.
"Hope you've cleaned properly today," Jennie says and throw a pizza slice on the floor. I look at it.
"Need food, bitch?" Jennie asks.
I nod.
"Yes, Jennie, I would like that," I reply.
Then she takes her sock covered foot and put it in the food on the floor.
"Eat then," she say then and holds up the foot in front of my face. I look at her questioningly.
"First the sock. Then the floor," she says while Marwin continue to enjoy his pizza.
I gape and see her sticky sock get closer before she press it into my mouth and I have to suck it clean.
"Look at me while you eat," she says, and gets a slice of pizza that she eat while I am sucking on her sock.
Then, when she removes the foot, I go down with my face to the food and eat directly from the floor while Marwin and Jennie giggle.

When they finished eating and I have the leftovers, I clean away in the kitchen and hear how Jennifer and Marwin whisper in the bedroom. I cannot hear what they say but soon they call on me.
"Bitch, come here," Marwin say and I hurry off to the bedroom. There, they packed a bag and look at me.
"Come here and stand still," Jennie says, pointing me to put me in front of her. When I do that and look down at the floor for not meeting her gaze, Jennie unlocks up the chastity belt and takes it off.
Then I see that she is wearing a rubber glove and opens the jar of Vaseline.
"Spread your legs properly," she orders and I obey. She takes up a huge lump of Vaseline and smear it between her fingers. Then she press two fingers into my vagina and I whimper.
"Shut up and stand still," she says, smearing out the Vaseline inside me until her fingers are clean and I feel full of it. I dare not ask why she does it and nobody will ever give me an explanation. When she is finished, she takes off her glove and throws it in the trash in the bathroom.
"You will come with us to Nina and Thomas gym today, but since both I and Marwin are with you, there is no need to put the chastity belt on," she says.
I nod.
"Good. We leave in ten minutes," Jennie say.

 We go to in total silence in to Thomas and Nina's gym, but when we arrive, they are not there. Not that I can see anyway. We go through a corridor off to the dressing rooms. I do not have with me some workout clothes, but will apparently serve Jennie and Marwin instead.
"You get water in these water bottles while we get changed. Then wait here," Jennie says and gives me two bottles of water. I nod.
"Yes, Jennie," I reply and walk over to a kitchen area where there are water taps and while Jennie and Marwin change I fill the bottles and wait in the kitchen until they come back changed into gym clothes. There are not many people in this part of the gym. And I expect to meet Nina and Thomas but cannot catch a glimpse of them. When Jennie and Marwin, a moment later, arrive, I give them the water bottles and am commanded to follow them. When we pass a few doors Jennie stops.
"Steffie, can you go in and pick up my towel which I forgot on the bench in the locker room? Then come out in the gym area," Jennie ask and giggle a bit. I nod.
"Yes, Jennie," I reply and hurry into the locker room as she points out. I look around. It is empty. On the bench is nothing.
The door is opened again, but just. I look up horrified.

Can they be in eighteen years of age? Tall, tanned, shaved and full of muscles. Just finished exercising?  They see me and smile and I realize that I had walked into the wrong room. This is not the girls' room. It’s  a man's world. The world I no longer belong to. Why did Jennie ask me to go into here?
"Excuse me," I say and walk towards the door, which the two young men came in through. But one of them stand in front of me and block my way out. Did Jennie deceive me?
Through the window of the gym, it is only possible to look out but not in, I see Jennie and Marwin who laughingly go off to the gym.
It is then, in that moment, in the smell of sweat, shampoo and liniment, I feel the lack of muscles. A year earlier I would have been able to defend myself, fight back. I reach up to his chest. Feel the smell of him when he stands close in front of me, forcing me back against one of the cool clothes lockers in the locker room, the other person stands in the door. Does he guard?
"What is a girl like you doing in here?" He asks and I hear how the other person laughs.
"Please, let me just go," I ask but he does not move. Instead, he press one of his legs between mine and lift me up against the cabinet. Once it would hurt a lot. Now there's nothing there. I am a woman on a saddle on his strong thighs.
"No," I say, now a bit higher, but the two just laugh. His chest is closer now, only a few inches from my face. I can see the sweat, the glittering of the skin. I do not want. I feel embarrassed and humiliated at being treated like I am in that moment. He is the one who is half naked. Not me. The panties under my skirt are wet from his sweat. Not by me.
"Let me go now," I say and press my hands against him, but he does not respond. Instead, he takes hold of my wrists and pushes my arms out towards the cabinet, above my head. I'm trying to fight back and get away, but his big hand is rock hard and keeps my both wrists trapped and a sense of deep humiliation fills me. Once I was a guy. Had muscles. Could protect myself. 
"Soon," he simply says. With his other hand he gets a grip on my left breast and squeeze. It hurts. They are still growing and are sensitive. He pinches the nipple and I scream.
"No sound", he mumbles and continues to knead. I'm trying to get off but have no chance. The muscles I once had have withered since a long time ago.
"Freddie, can you come to help me a bit with this lady," he says, and keeps me and the other guy locks the door from the inside by the handle and comes over to me. Looks at me and grins. There is a tightening in his pants.
"Shall we have a little fun while you're here?" He says, and presses his hand harder on my breasts.
"Let me go. It hurts. It was a mistake. I went into the wrong room," I whisper, trying to hold back tears of humiliation, but he does not listen. Instead, Freddie hold my hands, and with his other hand grabs my right breast also while the other takes off his leg between mine so that I will be standing on the floor. My hands are twisted behind my back and Freddies arm locks them so that I am helplessly pushed up against his bare torso.
"The bench, Daniel," Freddie hisses and drags me away to a bench standing in front of the cabinets. He sits with one leg on each side while he holds me and drags me down in front of him. Daniel, which is the other young man, pulls off his workout shorts and then his underpants.
"No, stop, let me go," I say desperately, in fear of what he will do. But Daniel and Freddie just laugh and the grip around my arm is getting tighter.
"Open your whore mouth," Daniel hisses and Freddie put his free hand over my eyes and nose and everything goes black. Cannot breathe. Opens my mouth to scream but then Daniel's big sweaty cock is pushed into my mouth.
"If you bite you will die," Daniel says starting bringing his cock in and out so I almost get it in the throat. I sneeze and drool and the gag reflex tease me all the time. It smells of sweat and cock but I cannot see and can´t do anything but sit still while the young man fucks my mouth. Can feel how it grows more, stiffens and becomes rock hard before he pulls it out and I can breathe again. I feel myself drooling. How the saliva flowing out of my mouth and down over my face and chest.
The hand over my eyes is removed.
I sit still stuck in a hard grip. Sniffles but force back the tears. With his free hand Freddie pulls down his pants and underwear, exposing his hard cock. Feel it against my back, trying in desperation to tear myself away but am helpless. Daniel stands jerking his cock while he watches me. So I am lifted up and Daniel pulls off my panties from one leg and then set me down and I feel his cock against my sex. Don´t want this anymore. Wants to get away. Out. To Marwin and Jennie. I scream but am silenced by Frederick's big hand when I fall down over his cock.
"Ride me, slut", Frederick hisses in my ear while he lifts his legs up and down so I can feel the cock moving inside me. The pain is cruel, but the two cares little about it. The moist palm covers both my mouth and my nose and I'm sniffling and crying when I desperately try to breathe while I'm getting fucked.

"Put her down," Daniel says, and interrupts. Freddie let my mouth and pulls out of me.
"Please, stop," I pray and cough and sob but nobody listens. They play with me, as if I were a toy. A doll. Freddie takes my hands and hold them above my head as he press me on the bench and sits down on me, over my belly so that I will not get away. I feel how Daniel pulls up my skirt and pulls off my panties completely and Freddie begins to massage my breasts. Daniel spit and I feel how he slips his saliva around and into my pussy with his fingers. It is mixed with the Vaseline.
"No," I yell, but Frederick's huge palm is pressed over my mouth instead when Daniel's cock finds its way in between my legs.
"Keep your mouth closed, bitch," Freddiek hisses while Daniel begins to fuck me and fills up my new vagina and keeps my legs apart. It is so humiliating when he looks me in the eyes while he keeps me silent and motionless, I cannot look away.
Memories flash past while Daniel comes in and out of me. Pictures of Marwin who fucks me with a rubber dick in his bed in his apartment. Now it's for real. A real cock. In my new sex. And I cannot hold back the tears, I’m sobbing and crying behind Freddies sweaty palm, while Daniel's cock is raping me. Behind Freddie, I see how Daniel looks at me while he fucks me and grins. I look up at the ceiling.
Suddenly Daniel's cock is out and Freddie release my mouth.
"My turn again?" Freddie ask and pull me up from the bench. In his eyes lit malice, horniness.
Like a doll I am handled over to Daniel, who holds my arms behind my back in a ruthless grip while he is processing my chest. They both look towards the window. Out there in the room are Nina and Thomas cleaning. They cannot hear anything. The window is thick.
"Against the window," Fred says, and they force me against the window.
"Give me your boxer shorts," Daniel say when Fred pulls off his underwear and his big cock is fully exposed. One time my penis could be blue. When I had one.
While Daniel holds my arms, Freddie binds them together with his underpants behind my back.
Then they release me. I'm trying sobbing to rush for the door, but realize that they locked it, and Daniel puts his hard arm around my neck and drag me off down against the window. I can barely breathe or scream for help. There he tilts me forward so that I stand and face Nina and Thomas. But they cannot see me. Freddie spread my legs. I scream but Daniel press a hand over my mouth and only muffled moaning sounds are heard when Freddie is raping me from behind. The tears run down my face and dripping onto the floor and I'm sobbing and moaning in his palm when I see how Jennie and Marwin lift weights and talk out there while I am raped in the locker room.

When Fred pulls out his cock after a while they drag me into the shower. While Daniel is quietly pulling me down on the cold shower floor. Frederick is in front of me and starts to jerk off. I scream in his palm, but no one hears my muffled pleas. When Frederick's breath becomes more desperate and short Daniel release my mouth and grabs my chin. Fingers pushing up my lips and Frederick contribute his entire load into my mouth. It tastes sweet and salty. I'm trying to spit out but Freddie covers it with his hand and hold it in.
"Swallow," he says simply, and the two then changes location. Daniel jerking his cock in front of me while tears run down my face and are mixed with the sweat and semen until the next batch fills my face and mouth.
They laugh when they release my hands and throw my panties at me.
"Get out of here but please come back. If you say something you are a dead chick," Daniel says when they turn on the showers.
Between sobs and tears I pull on my panties and skirt and hear how the two young men laugh in the shower.
I wash my face at a sink and escape the locker room.

"Where have you been?" Marwin asks when I managed to get somewhat in order and I meet him in the corridor.
"I was in the bathroom, Marwin but did not find Jennie's towel," I say and try to smile.
"Jennie, come with that bitch to the car and I will come soon," Marwin say and I see how he goes into the locker room. Maybe the bastards will be revealed now, I think.

Jennifer does not talk to me when we go out to the car, Marwin either. But I think the bag looks bigger than it did when we got to the gym. And when he starts the car and we leave the place, I see Nina standing in the window and smiling.
In silence I feel the tears flowing. They raped me. And I cannot tell anyone. 
Chapter 14

It is not until we get home that Marwin and Jennie's start talking to me again. And it is not with kind words.
When the apartment door is closed Jennie slaps me on the cheek I whine.
"I know what you did there. Did you become pregnant as well? Do you know how it feels?" Jennie says while Marwin grabs my arms and keeps them behind my back.
I shake my head.
"I was raped. They made me ill. And I cannot get pregnant," I sob, but am greeted by yet another slap by Jennie's hand across my face.
"Then it's time for you to learn it," she says, and Marwin laughs as he lifts me up and carries me into the bedroom.
"What are you doing?" I ask but no one reacts. Instead, I am pressed down on my stomach on the bed while Marwin stick my hands and sits down across my stomach.
"I met Nina at the gym today and she gave me something fun," Marwin says while Jennie takes up two bags from the gym bag and picks up something strange from them. It looks like a big rubber belly and two breasts. Therefore, the bag looked bigger when we went home, I think in panic.
"This will make you feel pregnant," Jennie says and come to me with the three utensils she put on the bed,”one stomach and two really big boobs," she says.
Without saying anything Marwin helps Jennie to attach the two breasts over my own ones and strap them behind my back. Then they put on the heavy rubber stomach on top of my stomach and also attaches to the back. And then they put my clothes on over everything.
After a while I stand with a T-shirt in which both my breasts and stomach bulging out under the clothes and they both laugh.
"Look, you're pregnant. When is it time for birth?" Marwin asks and both he and Jennie laugh again.
The stomach is heavy and unwieldy.
"For two days, you get to have it on you" Marwin says.
He walks over to the closet with a key, unlocks it, opens and takes something out.
"Turn her against the wall," he says and I hear how he smears with something and then Jennie bends me forward over the bed while my buttocks are parted.
"No, please, I do not want to," I squeak when I fell how Marwin squeezes an anal plug into my anus, but no one reacts. It feels huge and I try to squeeze it but cannot. It sits where it sits.
After that Jennie turns me around and puts me on my back while she keeps a hand on my neck so that I will not move.
"Do you know how to do with this?" Marwin asks and Jennie show a small plug shaped like a short tube.
"Yep. When I worked as a nursing assistant in a nursing home, before I started working with you, I put that kind of old women with bladder weakness," she says, and while Marwin holds me in place, Jennie presses the plug into my urethra. Marwin gets the chastity belt that he attach around my waist and then an extra piece of metal that he attach to the metal belt that covers my vagina. Then he pulls a new belt between my legs and attaches to the waist belt. He locks it and pulls on a pair of panties.
"So there you are finished. Two days. Then you will feel pregnant! Because that is of course what happens when someone fucks you," Marwin says and Jennie lets me go and they are laughing in the kitchen while Marwin instructs me to dress myself. I want to protest and shout and say that it was not my fault. But do not dare. The fear of being exposed to something is even worse.
In my anus is now an anal plug and they have put a plug so that I cannot pee. And I cannot remove them. My whole abdomen is covered with metal, I realize when I feel. It is impossible to remove the plugs. What will they do to me?

While I limp around the apartment and clean, Marwin and Jennie sit and watch TV.
"Make us some dinner," Marwin says while he drinks a beer.
I obey in silence and arrange food for them but I get nothing. When I say that the food is served Jennie mixes something in a glass which she then mixes with the white bread so that it becomes a mess. That she pours in my food bowl and place on the floor at their feet under the table.
"Eat everything," she says simply, while I may struggle to get down on the floor with a pregnant belly and heavy breasts. It is difficult to move but I still manage to eat the food in the bowl while Marwin and Jennie eat a piece of meat and drink wine at the kitchen table. On a few occasions Jennie kicks me and immediately, her foot is down in the bowl without Marwin noticing. But I dare not complain.

The idea of escape fills me that night but it does not work when I cannot even urinate or defecate. I am just a prisoner again. The pregnant belly and breasts are locked behind my back and I can not take them off either, and realize that I may sleep with them on me when I go to sleep.
The sofa is immediately uncomfortable that night and I lie on my back which makes it difficult to breathe. Furthermore, I feel the press on the bladder and I need to urinate but cannot for the plug that sits in the way. In addition, my stomach is pretty swollen. Maybe it's because the food I had to eat and I cannot get back there.
I cannot help but sob. Tears flow. I feel terribly exploited. But what can I do? From the bedroom, I hear the voices of Marwin and Jennie.
"It worked out just fine and to full satisfaction. But we need to make an adjustment I have not thought of," I hear Marwin say.
"What? Tell me!" Jennie whispers. Maybe she thinks I cannot hear, or so she don´t care.
"Yes, teeth. The risk is that she bites," Marwin say and I shudder to. What does he mean? What are they talking about? But I may as usual get no response.
"When is it time?" Jennie asks.
"We will look at the house tomorrow. Then I call Zora and talk to her. Nina has already been confirmed and everything is ready", Marwin whispers. I feel I cannot hold the tears back. Sobbing. Crying out loud. And I hear how Jennifer cries from the bedroom.
"Shut up so I do not have to fill it," she says, and I force myself to quietly cry myself to sleep that night. Silently. Because I am just a slave and must not interfere.

The following morning is painful and I have to admit for Marwin Jennie and I have to go to the toilet but they ignore me. Before they go, after I served breakfast and get another plate of bread mixed with another substance, I almost cry.
"Please. It hurts. I have to go to the toilet," I ask Jennie. Maybe she listens better than Marwin. She smiles at me and takes my hand.
"Come, follow us into the bathroom," she says, and I exhale. Complies with her and she closes the toilet door behind us while Marwin will dress up in the bedroom. Jennifer already has his work overall put on.
"Need to pee?" She asks and I nod eagerly.
"But how will that be arranged?" She says and then smiles at me.
"Please", I ask her and feel the tears running down my cheeks.
"I understand that it hurts and the pressure. That is the fact when you are pregnant. But the baby is coming soon and then everything is over," she says, and pats me lightly on the cheek. Then she suddenly put her hand over my mouth and looks me in the eye while she press against my stomach and I scream with pain and tears flow down my cheek and onto her hand.
"Yes, it hurts but when we get home later today, perhaps it is time to give birth," she says and lets me go and walks out from the toilet.
I am crying while Marwin comes out in the hall and put on his shoes.
"It's time to go now, Jennie. And Steffie, there is a list on my nightstand with things we need to shop. Arrange it during the day until we get home. And it can happen that we get home a little late tonight because we have another thing to do also," he says simply and soon both are  gone and I'm standing alone in the toilet without being able to use the commode. The house, I think and remember that they the night before talked about looking at a house.

That day, I am forced to go to the store with pregnant belly and huge breasts and buy food. I am enormously desperate to pee and poo and it feels as if all me is going to explode. I rock back and I meet with understanding and smiling glances from other men and women who look curiously at me. Maybe they feel sorry for me, because on the outside, outside my clothes, I look like a normal pregnant woman. But they do not see the chastity belt, or plugs, which enable me to drain myself. And it is not made easier by the fact that the list Marwin and Jennie written is long, perhaps to tease me and to humiliate me even more. It is not easy to carry home all the bags while it feels as if the entire stomach is going to explode. But I can handle it and feel the sweat, the tears flowing when I return home later that day. And realize that it was not a pleasurable walk. Instead, I hope that they will remove the plugs and let me go to the bathroom before I break inside.
That afternoon I can barely move. It hurts; I sweat and feel nauseous at large. And maybe that's how it feels to be pregnant, I think while I'm resting on the couch.

In the evening, I start cooking dinner and wait for Jennie and Marwin to come home and remove the plugs from my body. But I wait. And wait. Hours pass and I feel more and more desperate. The stomach has swelled even more and whenever I move it feels like it will break. It rumbles and sounds and it presses against the anal plug all the time. As if the entire body was full and the bloated stomach is going to burst.
The food is getting cold but I think that they can heat it when they get home. It is not until the clock is approaching midnight I hear the car in the street and I am pleased to see how Marwin and Jennie gets out and comes towards the gate. They stand and look at the rental house for a while and then kiss each other and I want to cry even more. But the tears have stopped falling as much as they use to. I’m drained of tears. 

A short while later, the front door is opened and Marwin and Jennie enter. I walk out into the hall as quickly but gently as I can. Marwin's looking at me.
"Well, get on your knees and suck me off, bitch," he says, without worrying about my situation. And I force myself down on my knees as much as possible and take his cock in my mouth.
"Is it time yet?" Marwin asks while he fucks my mouth. Jennie laughs.
"Can´t you see that her baby is almost on its way out?" She says, and after a few minutes, Marwin release my face from his cock and he puts it in his underwear and pulls up his fly.
"In the bathroom with you," he says and grabs my hair and pulls me up off the floor. I scream in pain but he ignores it.
"Please, it hurts so much," I yell but Marwin puts his arm around my neck and his hand over my mouth while he forces me into the bathroom with my muffled screams of pain.
Then he lifts me up and sets me in the bathtub.
"Jennie, the stopper," he asks, and Jennie put the stopper into the drain while Marwin starts to undress. He pulls off my skirt, pulling down my panties and then the shirt and bra and soon, I am naked, except for the breasts.
"What are you doing?" I ask but Marwin take my panties and push them into my mouth and then take a sock and tie around my head to prevent that I spit them out.
I cry but they do not care. Jennie disappears for a while but soon return with a rope and a key. Marwin tie my arms behind my back and then Jennie unlocks my chastity belt and the belt that keeps the plugs. I can´t pull them out by myself. I scream in panic. Want to go to the bathroom. Do not want to play more but cannot do anything. With the panties in my mouth I can only produce muted sounds and I cannot move. Cannot take myself out of the bath. What will they do?
"Now is the time for the little baby," Jennie says when she pulls out the plugs out of my pee hole and then out of my rectum. I yell in the panties when I feel that everything just flows out in the tub. I try to take myself up but am held back while the tub bottom is filled with urine and poop.
"There you go. Lie there for a while and we'll be back soon," Jennie says and Marwin laughs and kisses her when the lights in the bathroom goes off and they leave me alone in the bathtub. It is so slippery by the content of poo and pee that I cannot bring myself up. The smell that is forced into my nose is disgusting but I cannot do other than remain in what has been inside my body in one day. Still, I feel relieved, despite the humiliation I am in. The intestines and bladder are empty and I feel lighter. However, I just want to cry. Why are they doing this? Am I just a toy for them? At that moment I just want to die.
From the kitchen I hear Marwin and Jennie sits down to eat. I hear them talking about the house, they apparently bought and I hear Nina's name mentioned and Zoras but do not understand what they're talking about. Only fragmentary sentences from Marwin.
"Do me ... Silent in the evening ... Move ... business ... "
And Jennie's giggling spirit and happy words. As if what they just exposed me to had not happened.
"Excited to move ... house ... separated ... secret ..."

They let me stay in my own faeces until they finished eating dinner. Then suddenly the bathroom door opens and light comes on. Marwin is there with a scarf wrapped over his face to avoid the smell. He walks up to me, pulling me up in the bathtub and loosens the ropes holding my hands tied. Then loosen my pregnant belly and the breasts and put them on the bathroom floor.
"Clean up in here," he say just before he disappears again, leaving me alone but with the lights turned on. I do not see how I look with poop all over my body without taking the shower hose and starts to flush while I pull the plug to the drain so that everything is sucked down the drain. I shower a long time until the odor of feces and urine is completely vanished, and after I'm clean I do clean the bathroom, wash the pregnant belly and the breasts and feel a bit better. Maybe it's an end to the humiliation now.

When I come out of the bathroom, I just put on my robe and nothing underneath. The other clothes, I put in the laundry basket. The belly and breasts I have cleaned and lay out to dry in the bathroom and everything smells fresh again. But inside, I feel miserable.
In the living room Marwin and Jennie sit cuddling and watching something on Jennie's mobile phone. Marwin looks up when I enter the living room.
"Go and prepare the coffee and then come here", Marwin orders and I obey. They do not even look at me.
When I finished I set everything on a tray and bring to them and serve them on the table.
"Sit down here on the floor between my legs and you will see some pictures," Marwin say and I obey. Quickly, I sit on my knees between his legs and lean down over his underpants, waiting for him to get out his cock.
But he just laughs.
"Turn around and look at the phone," he says and I turn myself around and look at Jennie's mobile phone.
She caresses my cheek.
"We're moving in a week. The house has been empty for a long time so it´s just to move into it. You will have to follow but in a slightly different form, you could say," Jennifer says as she shows pictures of the house. There is a large bungalow, white with a protective hedge that prevents insight. There is a large pool and a larger garage.
"There are four bedrooms. Perfect. Maybe you can have your own room, if you are going to need something," she thinks aloud. I dare not question anything.
"Thank you, Jennie," I just say without really understanding what I am grateful for. She smiles.
"That´s good. It will be wonderful!" She says.
"And so I can soon get my own garage at home instead and we can stop working," Marwin says and Jennie laughs.
"Yes, darling. Isn´t that wonderful!"
I sit on the floor while they drink their coffee and kiss. They plan what they will have in the room while I listen silently.
Suddenly I feel like an appendage, an additional tract that must be removed. I am an appendectomy, which really has nothing to do with them. Apparently they are planning a new business but I do not understand what this is. Other than that, something will be rented out. They talk about "it".
"Customers can of course come and get it when they need and because it is so small it may be possible to have it in a bag," Marwin suggests.
"Or some sort of harness,” Jennie say and they both laugh.
Then Marwin gets a phone call. He answers.
"Yes, it is Marwin". Then he sits silent for a while. Then I feel suddenly how his legs are over my face from behind and everything gets quiet. I'm trying to take his hairy legs off but cannot. Sitting down and he pushes my body against his between his legs and I cannot hear or see or talk behind his powerful legs. A pair of hands hold mine so I cannot move and I have to calm down. Marwin loosen his legs in front of my face so I can breathe but keeps the legs over my ears while he apparently continues to talk on the phone. After a while he drops.
"Now it´s time," he says simply to Jennie who still holds my hands and looks at him and then at me.
"Okay. Was it Zora?" She asks and I am filled with fear. What's happening?
He nods and let s me go while Jennie pulls me up off the floor.
"Come on now," she says to me while I follow her into the bedroom. There she pushes me down on the bed on my stomach. She sits on my back and pinches my arms under her legs so that I become immobile.
Then she presses my face down in the quilt. It's hard to breathe but as usual due to lack of any form of muscles I cannot do anything. Cannot move at all. Someone else enters the room. It smells sterile. One sleeve of my robe is pulled up and a cold and damp feel of the upper arm before I feel a sting.
"Good night, Steffie," Marwin and Jennie say and everything goes black. 
Chapter 15


The sounds, I recognize them. I have heard them before. Beeping machines and the loud fans, the smell of sterile bedding and muffled and tired voices. Am I in a hospital? What happened? I remember nothing.
"Is she awake? Can she hear me?" I hear the voice. It's Jennie.
" The heart rate monitor is showing more activity in the heart rate. It seems that she is about to wake up", I hear Marwin. Why am I at the hospital? So I open my eyes gently and a strong white light overwhelms me. A dull pain but I cannot locate where it comes from, it is subtle. 
"Steffie Hanson died yesterday after a cardiac arrest during an operation," Jennie whisper and I look at her. Trying to grab the bed to get up but can´t find anything to hold, and when I try moving nothing happens. I look at her. She smiles, a bit worried. I cough. Trying to ask her what she means.
"Dead?" I whisper and cough again. The neck is dry and Jennie extends a glass of water to my lips and I drink. Cannot move my arms. Maybe they have fallen asleep because I cannot feel them. The liquid feels cool and comfortable in my throat but hurts in the mouth.
"At least officially. Zora wrote the death certificate last night," Marwin say who sits on the other side of the bed.
"But I live?" I whisper and they both laugh.
"Of course. But the rest of the world does not know that," Marwin say.
"Why?" I whisper and I understand nothing. What happened? I haven´t been involved in any accident! The last thing I remember is that I have seen some photos of a house.

I feel small. As if something is missing. Trying to move my arms but cannot. Then I try to get up without success.
"What happened?" I ask and look at Marwin and Jennie. They both smile.
"You have become our possession now," Marwin answers, "and nothing more than that," Jennie says, "except that we will start making money on you," she giggles and then lift the cover. I'm trying to move but cannot. It is as if something is missing.
"Release me", I ask, but they laugh again.
"It is not necessary. For there is nothing that holds you," Jennifer replies.
When I turn on my head, I see it. Or rather, what is not there, I have no arms. The shaft is bandaged.
"What has happened? Was it an accident?" I gasp and I realize I have no arms.
"A very intentional in this case," Marwin say.
"For what we want you to you need no arms and no legs," Jennie explains. Then the panic break out, even though I am full of pain killers and sedatives. It is when Marwin holds up a mirror above me. It is not only the arms that are gone. I also have no legs!
"What have you done?" I try to scream but am tempered by Jennie's palm. It hurts when she presses on my lips. Make sore inside the mouth.
"Be quiet now so you don´t disturb the other patients," Jennie say. She removes her hand again.
"Why do I have no arms or legs?" I ask and feel how everything starts spinning in my head. It feels weird in my mouth.
"Those parts are no longer needed. It's the pussy; ass, tits and mouth customers are most interested in. In addition, you are easier to transport," Marwin says happily and Jennie laughs.
Jennie puts her palm over my mouth again and I just want to cry. She looks at me.
"You are completely dependent on us now. Of those who currently own you. And you cannot do anything. Think of it as a kind of declaration of love for you. We want to take care of you completely. Feed you, wipe your ass, diaper change when you have urinated and keep you alive. Think of the other part of it is we who decide over your life and also of your death," Jennie explains.
I stare in horror at her when I realize what she says.
"You are officially dead, Steffie, and that means you live as long as I and Jennie want it. Right now it's just us three and Zora who knows you're alive."
And as on a command the door is opened and Zora enters the room. She looks at me and smiles.
"How is our mutilated patient?" She asks. Jennie remove her hand from my mouth and let the pain in my face disappear a bit. What have they done?
"Excellent. She has just woken up and we have told her about what happened and that she is dead," Marwin say and Zora laughs and looks at me as she press on my throat to feel the pulse.
"So good then. But, of course you live in the highest degree. But no one knows about it but on my desktop is your death certificate, which soon is sent out to all authorities and then you are no longer. But you seem healthy," she says, and everyone in the room laughs.
Then Zora open my mouth and look inside. Put a finger inside.
"Shut your mouth," she say and I take the opportunity to bite, but feel nothing.
"Excellent," Zora replies just to pull out the finger again. And I do not understand anything. It hurts, but she doesn´t seem to have been hurt.
"You do not have teeth. They were pulled out and replaced with two rubber prostheses, as Marwin wanted," she says and Marwin laughs.
"Everyone will be so happy," he says, and the three laughs in the room.
"She can come home a week from tomorrow as soon as we checked that everything works as it should," Zora say, and then press a button on the control panel.
"Just in time until we have moved then," I hear Marwin say before it beeps and I feel myself slowly becoming more tired and fall asleep.

In the coming days I wake up more and more. Zora is the only person that comes into my room during those days and she says that Marwin and Jennie are moving and will come and get me when it's time to go home. It is Zora who is supplying me with liquid feed, who changes my diaper, and after a few days removes the bandages and instead anoints my wounds so they will heal as nicely as possible.
During these days I have time to think back to the life I had, it feels like it is about to end. On the other hand, I myself cannot affect it because I had been amputated. I do not even need to be tied up, I realize, because I cannot move more than the head but eventually maybe I can learn to roll or move around in some other way, I’ve become what they’ve always treated me as, an immobile doll. Right now it feels tedious and impossible to even imagine an independent life. I am totally dependent on others and understand that it was Marwin’s goal with me was from the start.
I begin to understand what they intended. What they discussed and what they want me to be in the future. I am a fuck doll. Nothing else and it's me they want to make money on. It is I who "it" is referring to.
After a few days, Nina and Thomas come for a visit. They are not saying much. Almost as if they did not know me, gazing at me just for a moment in the doorway before disappearing again. They do not even talk to me. It is as if Nina would like to see that I'm alive.

A week later Marwin and Jennie show up at the door. They bring with them a large bag that Marwin puts down on the floor.
"Hello darling," Jennie says, and comes up to me and kiss me on the cheek.
"You look really nice," she notes, and even Marwin smiles.
"Now you'll come with us to your new home," Marwin says and opens the bag. I watch them but cannot do more than that. I understand somewhat what they intend to do.
"We must hide you. You are  after all supposed to be dead," Jennifer says while she grabs me and lifts me out of bed. As if I weighed nothing. Helpless like a baby I am moved to the bag that Marwin holds up. Then she lowers me down in it and brings out the hood I had before.
"This is so practical. We do not even need to tie you up. If I turn on your hood, you still cannot take it off!" She says and giggles as she pulls it down over my head and everything is quiet. Then I am pushed down into the bag that is closed and I am carried away out.

Jennie is looking down on me in the bag.
"How cute you are!" she exclaims when she strap the bag with the seat belt and sits in the front seat while I lie in the back in the bag. I'm not bigger than I can fit in a standard bag I realize.
"We have moved during the week. The house is beautiful and you will surely feel at home there," Jennie says and Marwin laughs.
"But you should be working also," Marwin says and I look terrified at him.
"That's why you still live. We want to make money and have a better life than the one we could experience on our salaries from the car garage. You will become a good extra income, one can say. And Steffie, it is not home, we will go to now. We're going to your first customers," Marwin say.
Jennie laughs.
"And you know them already," she adds.

I do not see where we go because I'm lying in my bag, but can only see the sky through the side window.
"Where are we?" I ask.
"The same rules still apply to you. You have no right to ask questions and no right to speak without permission. Then we can punish you. This also applies to your customers. You have to obey them in the same way as us. Remember that you live on our mercy. And that you no longer live. At least not officially," Marwin says as if I was a kind of employee, only a product, not an individual. And maybe I'm not more than that anymore. The car stops and I see two familiar faces outside the car window. Sara and Beppo. They look curiously at me and then laugh.
Beppo opens the side door.
"Damn cool! Is  it really possible to do so? You have actually done it! It is possible to make so much money on her," he says as he goes in and loosens the seat belt holding the bag I'm lying in.
Marwin laughs as he gets out of the car and comes around to me.
"Certainly, it is totally senseless. But be careful with her. Put on a diaper when needed, give her food we have brought and be cautious. She is an investment," Marwin say and both Beppo and Sara nod.
"Obviously," they say almost simultaneously, and Jennifer pulls down the hood over my head and closes the bag. Then I hear nothing until the bag is down and the zipper is opened and the hood is removed again. Sara and Beppo are looking down towards me.
"Welcome to our home," Sara say.
Beppo lifts me up out of the bag and keeps me with one arm over my chest.
"Does she have no clothes?" Sarah says as she looks at me and squeezes a bit on one of my breasts. It feels nasty. But I cannot do anything about it. 
"She needs no clothes," Beppo says.
"Did you have the Vaseline?" Beppo asks and Sarah laughs.
"What will you do?" She asks.
"We will test the doll," he replies and carries me off the couch and sits down with me in the knee.
"Get the Vaseline, darling," he says, and Sara disappears for a while before she shows up again with a jar of Vaseline.
"Here. We take our own," she says while Beppo put me on the back of the couch while he unbuttoning his pants and pulls down his underpants. His cock is rock hard. The glans is almost purple, I see. Sara pulls on a rubber glove and picks up a dollop of Vaseline, which she rubs into my pussy. I endure degrading treatment.
"Marwin said she must be smeared with Vaseline," Sarah says, and when I feel fat with petroleum jelly she pulls out her fingers and takes off her glove again.
"So there. Clear. What would you have me do? " Sara asks Beppo who is sitting down without pants and underwear on the sofa.
"Lift her up and put her down on my cock," he says with a laugh. And Sara lifts me up and then lowers me down over Beppo hard rod that is pressed into my pussy. I whimper but cannot do anything. Sara looks into my eyes and smile.
"I have to go away and make a few calls, but have fun with Beppo till then," Sara says, and disappears while Beppo start fucking my pussy.
"How does it feel now that you are completely helpless? As a little fuck doll", he says while he fucks me. I whimper and feel a slight pain in his big cock.
"Please, do not do this", I ask but he just keeps going.
"You do not have much of a choice, don´t you", he laughs and groans at the same time as he force two fingers into my mouth.
"And you cannot bite either," he tease while he keeps my mouth with his fingers and I'm drooling over them and down over my chest. His other hand is squeezing and massaging my nipples and my whimpers and whining, but to no avail.
He fucks me for a long time until I feel how he fills my Vaseline filled cunt with his sperm.
"Sara, your turn", he calls and then Sara comes and lifts me off Beppos cock. He gets up off the couch and laugh before he disappears out of the room and into the bathroom. I hear the water coils while Sara lays me on the sofa with my head over the edge. Then she lowers down over my face. And I cannot do anything about it.
"Lick me till I come," she says and everything gets dark and cold and wet.
She rides my face. She was once my girlfriend but now she lives with my ex-best friend Beppo. Now she is only using me. Abusing me.
When her whole body shakes and she groan deeply she gets up and lifts me up in her arms. She presses my face against her chest so I can hardly breathe while she carries me into the bathroom.
"Now we will clean you up and put on a diaper," she says as if I were a baby. And I remember automatically to the first week Nina came and was babysitting me. But it is now a long time ago. However, I feel like I'm back there again, when Sarah puts me on the floor, takes up washcloths and begins to wash me clean and then put on one of the diapers Marwin and Jennie sent in the package. Then she takes up a jumper from the bag as she pulls on.
"Imagine that you are completely dependent on others now," she says and lifts me up again.
"Please, just let me die," I say, but Sara just laugh.
"No, you won´t get away that easy," she says and carry me out in the living room again. "More happy surprises are waiting. I and Beppo are going away to a party tonight but cannot take you with us and I talked to Marwin and Jennie and asked if it was okay if we hired you for the night. They said it was okay so you should get some babysitters who come here tonight and take care of you. It will be good, right?" Sara says, and puts me down on the couch again.
I look at her.
"You cannot do this", I simply say and feel tears in my eyes. But Sarah looks at me.
"Sure we can. And someone must take care of you when we're not here. And how lucky that I saved some of the stuff we used on you when you once had legs and arms and you were a different kind of baby," she says cryptically and leaves the room.
I am left on the couch, wearing a diaper and a shirt but nothing else. 
During the hours that follow I have time to think much of my life but realize how pointless it is to think. I am owned by someone else and owned in a literal sense because I am no longer under the authorities. I'm just a secret. Perhaps my secret will be uncovered one day. Who knows? But in this moment, I am a nothing. And I am utterly nothing at all, until Beppo and Sara come into the living room dressed in party clothes, their looks acknowledge my existence, for now at least.
"We're leaving now. The babysitters will be here any moment now. Have fun tonight," Sara calls to me before they disappear and there is silence once again.

About ten minutes later I hear the front door opened and a few female voices giggle and laugh. It seems as if several people enter but I cannot hear how many they are, their age is hard to figure out as well.
"She should be in the living room", I hear someone say, and cast increases in strength when I hear footsteps, and the giggling voices are getting closer.
"Is anyone here?" I hear a girl crying, someone says.
"I'm here," I say, and soon, three young girls are standing around me. They cannot be more than 16, I realize and am ashamed. They look at me laying in the couch and giggle a bit, as they need to get used to the idea of a woman with no arms and legs.
"Hi," I say and try to smile.
"Hi. My name is Angela," a tall blonde girl in black tights and  big tennis shoes says," this is Paula," she says, an even bigger and taller girl is smiling at me. She is dark with brown eyes and short black hair, a pair of tight jeans and a shirt that is too tight and hides her big bust.
"I'm Anna," the third girl says, she seems to be very fit, with long blonde hair, tight pants and an equally tight short shirt.
"Look, she has a diaper," Angela laughs, leans down to me and patting me gently on the padded butt.
"As a little baby", Anna says and stands almost in front of me. She is tall and muscular to be so young.
"She looks like a baby too," Paula giggles, the strongest of the girls. Is she fat or is it the muscles, I wonder when I feel small on the couch.
"Okay, but let me be alone now. You girls can entertain yourself as long as I can be alone," I pray and look up at Anna. I feel so incredibly helpless and left out. What can I do? Fight?
"No way, baby, let's take care of you for a while," she replies, "as Beppo and Sara said we would do, that’s what we are paid for" she giggles, leaning down over me and puts an arm around my body. She is strong, despite her age and I feel very small. Suddenly I find myself up in the air.
"No, please, let me down," I pray and jerk to escape but realize that I cannot.
Paula sits down on the sofa, and pats on her big thighs.
"Put her here," Paula says and I am handed over to two powerful arms that grab me around the stomach and pull me up on her lap. She keeps me with a firm grip with one arm. I realize that she is physically fit despite her obesity. To my horror, I understand that I cannot get free. I have no chance at all. And what would I do? Where would I go? I am completely at their mercy.
"She is so cute isn’t she?" Paula says. I feel her breath over my head while she leans me against her chest. She smells like bubble gum and a cheap girl perfume. She jumps with her thighs so that I bounce up and down while the other two girls laugh.
"What shall we do with her?" Anna asks.
"Maybe change a diaper?" Angelika suggests and I get panicked. They cannot do this to me. They may not. They are just kids and I am an adult. But at the same time I realize my situation. Helplessness is the only thing I can feel at that moment. It must be possible to talk to them ...
"No, enough is enough. Now you let me go," I say angrily in an authoritative way and hope they understand that I mean business but Paula and the others just laugh at me. Evil, threatening and almost sadistic laughter left their lips. I work hard to get away but Paula just holds me harder. It is so humiliating.
"Come on now. Give fuckffhhhh ... "I roar when Paula suddenly put her free hand over my mouth and the others laugh when they look at me. Now no one can help me, no one will help me, I sadly realize. "Schhhh girl. You cannot remove my hand anyway, because you do not have any arms," Paula whispers behind me as she continues to bounce me up and down like a baby. The only thing I can do now is to do nothing. I am totally helpless. It does not matter how hard I pull with the body. It just increases the humiliation. I can only breathe through my nose, and I can only smell her index finger, which is printed right under my nose ... smells like hair gel ...
"So yes, calm down now so you do not hurt yourself. Maybe you should have a pacifier instead”, Paula giggles as she strengthens her grip around my body. I am struggling in her palm to breathe.
"Angelica, retrieve that bag that Sara talked about," Paula says, Angelika disappears.
"Mmmffhhhgggh", I yell, but it does not help when I understand what is about to happen. But I cannot stop them! I am stuck in Paula's lap while Angelika disappears into the hallway and gets back soon with the big toy bag, which Marianne and Sarah once called it.
"Njjmmgmghhh", I protest, forcing the tears back ... but obviously to no avail. Angelica and Anna laugh and giggle when they jointly opened the bag and look around among the items.
"Can you find something fun?" Paula says. Angelica and Paula look at a strapons, diapers, diaper pants, handcuffs, romper suit, some rope and a lot more.
"God, so many fun things for a little girl," Anna exclaims.
"There is stuff for the entire night you know!" Angelica says smiling.
Angelica finds a big pacifier.
"Remove your hand now. My baby girl needs a pacifier," Angelica says and giggles when Paula lets  go of my mouth and the big pacifier is pressed and fastened behind my head before I have time to react.
"How cute" Anna laughs and looks at me and patts me on the head, while Paula is still holding an arm around my body so I will not fall.
I realize that it does not help to scream for help with the pacifier in my mouth. Then they would just laugh at me even more.
Paula put me down on the floor.
"What shall we do with her now?" Angelica wondered and kicked me until I fell over. I cannot do more than fall and lands on my back.
"There is so much fun we can do but we are going to have a party soon so she'll so let’s just leave her be for now", Anna says. I look at the girls in panic and scream behind the pacifier. They cannot leave me here. Not now! But they ignore me. Instead, Anna gets closer, raises her foot and puts it over my face so that everything goes black ... A smell of sweaty feet forces its way into my nose and the girls laugh.
"Now she goes safely to sleep soon," Anna says.
"Yes, by your sweaty feet!" Angelika laughs and I turn my head but Anna keeps me harder under her foot and my head is pressed against the floor .
"Sara and Beppo will not be back until tomorrow morning so they will never know" Paula says and the others giggle while discussing how to plan the evening.
"She may be our baby this evening. We were supposed to baby-sit, and why not do it properly," Angelika suggests while I am struggling to breathe under Anna's foot sole.
"There were baby clothes in the bag," Angelika says and the three girls laugh.
They search through the bag and find a romper that Nina once made for me. It is pulled over my body me. The legs and arms are still there, but they realize they can tie them together so that I get a bundle trapped in the suit.
Paula lifts me up in her arms when they are ready.
"There you go. How cute you are. Now we must prepare for the party we’rehaving while Beppo and Sara are gone so you can enjoy yourself for a while," Paula says and puts me on the couch. The three girls disappear off and for a long time they go back and forth between the kitchen and living room and put out chips, drinks, candy, beer, wine and spirits. Such young people can´t drink alcohol, I think, but cannot do much else than to mumble with a pacifier in my mouth.
Helpless I lie on the couch and see when they prepare for the party. Half an hour later the doorbell is ringing. I stare in panic in the ceiling but cannot do more than that. Paula appears above my head and lifts me up. 
"Now we have a big party and you are not invited so it's better if you sleep in a quieter place," she says and carries me out from the living room and into Sara's and Beppos bedroom. There, she puts me on the bed and giggles a bit. Then she disappears out and closes the door. It gets dark. And somewhere in the distance I hear the laughter, screams and music. And I fall asleep.

I do not know what time it is when I wake up again. But the music can still be heard. However, it is slightly different. So, I realize. I lie naked on the bed. And around me, there are some young guys. Can they also be in the age of 18, and looking at me? The pacifier is removed from my mouth.
"What do you want? Leave me alone ", I ask but they just laugh. So they pull down their pants. And underwear.
"No. Help!" I yell, but one of the guys steps up in bed and puts his sweaty palm over my face while the other in turn rapes me. No one can hear when my body is utilized in all available holes.

Before they leave me crying in the bed they put me back in diapers and romper suit again and the pacifier. And leave the room as if nothing happened.

A day later I find myself in Jennie's and Marwin new house. I was picked up from Beppo and Sarah, and no one said anything about the party and not about me either. They did not dare. Nobody would have believed me anyway. Jennie and Marwin are sitting in the living room. Jennie holds up an ad in front of me.

"
Living fuckdoll rent for at least one day.
Very practical and easy care. Carrier included for easy movement."
Then the doorbell rang.
"Our first real paying customer, I can´t believe we will have $2000 for two days" Jennie say happily and go to open. I do not see who it is because I am sitting in Marwin knee. A male voice is heard. I stiffen to.
"What is dtffhhh," I say, but am silenced by Marwin’s palm. And so I sit when Jennie and a middle aged man enters the room. He has a bag with him. And a shopping cart. I look scared but can’t say anything.
"How beautiful she is and so small. It will be great," he says smiling at me. Can he be around 40 years old?
"You have read the rules for renting?" Jennie asks, and puts a paper on the table. He nods, takes the pen and signs.
"I will take good care of her. That kind of dolls you have to be very careful with," he says simply.
Marwin is standing, still with his hand over my mouth. Then the bag is opened and the I am put down in it. A pair of underpants is placed over my face. It gets dark.
"How convenient. She fits in a bag," the man says. Afterwards, the zipper is closed again and I cannot see anything. I have already learned the taste of him with a pair of his dirty underwear placed over my face and head. He pulls me out the door and off to his car.
But I can´t be heard. The bag is sound insulated. Nobody hears me and no one sees me. Only the man who pulling the shopping cart knows that I can be found here.
And who knows when I will come home to Marwin and Jennie again. 



END 
