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The blue light of the monitor was the only thing illuminating the disaster of my room. Mountains of clothes piled up around me on the unmade bed, along with university notes I no longer even bothered to read. Competitive video games, which had once been my refuge, had become an unbearable source of stress. My heart was beating a mile a minute, my hands sweated on the keyboard, and frustration consumed me.

"Corey! Stop making noise, I'm trying to sleep!"

The muffled shout from Liam, my roommate, pierced the thin wall separating our rooms. His deep voice, heavy with irritation, made me shrink in my chair.

"I'm on it, Liam! I'm logging off now!"

I replied, hating how high-pitched and submissive my own voice sounded compared to his.

Right then and there, I made the decision. It was over. If I kept playing with this level of toxicity and stress, I was going to end up losing my mind or, worse, out on the street for being impossible to live with. I opened my inventory and, without a second thought, sold absolutely all my items, the skins, and the cosmetics I had accumulated over the years. When my gold gloves sold instantly, my virtual account balance went up to a clean seven hundred dollars.

However, the emptiness hit me almost immediately. I didn't want to stop playing, because what really kept me tied to the screens was the need to socialize. I'm a shut-in; going out and meeting people terrifies me. And I knew exactly why.

I always hated the way I look. I'm too skinny, with long, silky hair, and I have features so delicate they border on feminine. The amount of times guys on the street had shouted things at me assuming I was a woman, or the way they scanned me with their eyes until they realized I was a boy, filled me with a paralyzing shame. My masculinity was made of glass, a facade I barely managed to hold up in front of huge guys like Liam.

But that night, browsing the web with my seven hundred dollars burning a hole in my account, I stumbled upon an ad that stopped me cold. A next-generation Virtual Reality headset. The exact price: seven hundred dollars.

"Ultra-immersive haptic feedback headset. You'll feel even the softest touch on your skin," the slogan promised.

Curiosity devoured me. In the same online store, I had seen reviews for a free virtual reality video game. It was a massive social Hub where people simply logged in, chatted, and roleplayed in hyper-realistic worlds. You could be whoever you wanted. Your avatar was your only identity.

And then, a strange, morbid, and dangerously brilliant idea crossed my mind.

What if I pretended to be a beautiful woman? Not just any girl, but the center of attention. My high-pitched voice, the one I was so insecure about in the real world, would be the perfect tool in the virtual one. And if some idiot in the game asked for a real picture to prove I wasn't a fake, it would only take me five minutes to put on some eyeliner, fix my hair, and send them a selfie that would leave them begging for more.

It would just be a joke, I told myself. A social experiment to have a laugh and blow off some steam.

I swiped the card without my hand trembling. Now, all I had to do was wait.

The day dragged on, gray and dull. Winter break had put university on pause and, having no friends and not the slightest intention of visiting my family, the confinement became absolute. My only company was Liam, though our routines couldn't be more opposite. While I rotted away in front of the monitor, he went out to get drunk and came back in the early hours of the morning, always dragging a different girl into the apartment.

That night was no exception. The thin wall separating our rooms couldn't silence the high-pitched moans and the wet, rhythmic slapping of bodies hitting the headboard. I stayed in the dark, motionless on my mattress, listening. I tried to convince myself that girls turned me on, but the reality was that Liam's grunts, thick and dominant, gave me goosebumps. I closed my eyes and imagined the size, the brute force of that giant wrecking them without mercy. Every time I heard a moan of pain mixed with pleasure, my hand drifted down by inertia toward my crotch, stroking myself in silence to a fantasy I was terrified to admit.

The next day dawned cloudy, with one of those heavy storms that threatens to rain until nightfall. My lethargy shattered abruptly when the doorbell echoed in the hallway. I knew exactly what it meant.

I ran out of my room, disheveled and in my pajamas, right at the moment Liam's bedroom door opened. I came face to face with a stunning blonde, the owner of last night's moans, who was walking toward the bathroom wearing nothing but my roommate's t-shirt. She stopped dead in her tracks upon seeing me, scanning my long hair and slender frame.

"I didn't know there was another woman living here," the blonde said, looking at me in confusion.

Liam appeared behind her, scratching the back of his neck, shirtless and with that raspy hangover voice.

"He's my roommate. See! I told you from behind he looks like a chick," he replied, letting out a heavy laugh that hit me right in the chest.

The blonde checked me out once more, this time with a mocking smile.

"Well, when you get bored, you already have someone to fuck," she joked, and the two of them burst into a knowing laugh that bounced off the hallway walls.

I felt my face burning. Humiliation scorched my cheeks, but deep down, beneath the shame, an undeniable, electric shiver ran down my spine.

I ignored the comments, glued my eyes to the floor, and did the only thing I could do: opened the front door, signed for the delivery guy, and clung to the cardboard box as if it were a life preserver. I locked myself back in my room, turning the key with heavy breathing.

I awkwardly ripped the packing tape. Inside, wrapped in pristine protective plastic, rested the virtual reality headset. It was pure white, glossy, and with lines so delicate it completely contrasted with the disaster of my room. I took it in my hands. It wasn't just a computer peripheral; it was an escape hatch, a one-way ticket to the only place where looking like a woman wouldn't be a joke, but my greatest advantage.

Night fell with its usual heaviness. I prepared my dinner in silence: a cheap bowl of ramen with barely any meat, just what was necessary to stay healthy and not ruin this "body" I hated so much but, ironically, guarded jealously. I locked myself in my room to eat. On the other side of the wall, Liam's bed was already starting to creak with the new girl of the night. This time I tried to block the sound. Today I wasn't going to sit in the dark, jacking off while imagining I was the woman he was destroying. Today was going to be better.

With hands sweating from a mix of nerves and an arousal I didn't want to admit, I plugged in the equipment. First I slid the immersive gloves over my fingers; the synthetic fabric felt tight, like a second skin, and the tiny motors in the fingertips hummed faintly as they turned on. Finally, I clumsily put on the headset and tightened the straps.

The gloomy darkness of my room vanished in a flash, replaced by a burst of pure light.

Upon opening the Hub, the visual impact left me breathless. The hyper-realism was chilling. Stretching out before me were gigantic rooms and endless hallways filled with people. It was a chaos of avatars interacting in real-time: from anthropomorphic animals to exact replicas of celebrities and anime characters. But I had a clear goal, a morbid fantasy I wanted to test.

I swiped to the character creation menu, completely ignoring any masculine traits. I went straight for the exaggerated options. I chose a stunning blonde, a true Bimbo. Unreal curves, massive breasts that defied gravity, a tiny waist, gloss-injected lips, and heavy, doll-like makeup. Looking at my virtual hands in front of my face, I saw perfect red acrylic nails. I moved my fingers in real life, and the gloves vibrated subtly, syncing my nerve endings with those of that female avatar. It was addictive.

The floating directory showed me thousands of active servers, but one in particular blinked, catching my attention with pink neon letters:

«Lonely men looking for lonely women».

My pulse raced, hammering against my ribs. It was time. I took a deep breath, clenched my virtual fists, and crossed the entry portal.

The change of environment was brutal. I materialized in the center of what looked like a luxury mansion in the middle of a wild party. Electronic music vibrated through the game's speakers, and incredibly, I felt the reverberation of the bass at the base of my gloves. Strobe lighting bathed the room. There were hundreds of avatars dancing, some pretending to smoke, others raising glasses and taking drinks with fluidly programmed animations.

It was absolute madness. Thinking that all these people were physically locked in their houses, alone in the dark of their rooms just like me, but in here they formed a vibrant, uninhibited society without barriers... it blew my mind.

As I felt the first virtual stares locking onto my pixelated curves, I smiled behind the visor. For the first time in my life, I seemed to have found my place.

However, the virtual reality check was brutal. Despite my exaggerated curves and tiny clothes, almost no one greeted me or returned my gaze. It was strange and humiliating. I walked across the dance floor feeling like a ghost wrapped in perfect pixels; I was a stunning woman surrounded by hungry men, and yet, I was invisible. For some reason, the rejection wounded my ego in a deep, painful way. It didn't matter that in real life I was just an insecure, effeminate twink that no one looked twice at; in here, I demanded to be validated. I needed to be desired.

Then I saw her. She was in one of the VIP corners, illuminated by a halo of light. She was a spectacular woman, with extremely long black hair cascading over her shoulders, moving with a hypnotic naturalness. A swarm of male avatars gravitated around her. The men were begging her to go to private rooms and, most incredibly, they were endlessly transferring her in-game coins. Coins that could be exchanged for real dollars! All that power, all that attention, just for existing and being beautiful. A knot of pure envy formed in my throat.

Suddenly, the brunette looked up, and our eyes met across the crowd. She scanned me up and down and flashed a mocking smile. She laughed. Something inside me snapped at that moment with a dull crack. "I will never be a woman as beautiful and desired as she is," I thought, defeated. But doubt assaulted me a second later, leaving me dizzy: Why did it hurt so much? Why, all of a sudden, did I so desperately wish to be that woman?

I started wandering around the club, dodging strobe lights and deafening music. I was getting nowhere. Not a single chat, not a single touch. I had expected too much from this virtual world for a coward like me. My pulse slowed; I was about to log off and return to my sad, dark room, when a soft voice, almost a perfect whisper in my ear thanks to the 3D audio, stopped me in my tracks.

"Blondie," the voice said, with a seductive and firm tone.

I turned around clumsily. It was her. The brunette goddess from the VIP corner.

"Come with me."

Before I could answer, she took my hand. The haptic motors in my glove buzzed, perfectly simulating the warmth and pressure of her virtual fingers intertwining with mine. In a blink, the noise of the crowd vanished. The giant room faded, replaced by the intimate silence of a private instance she had dragged me into.

"Wow... that's crazy," I muttered, my voice trembling, feeling the headset sensors simulate a gentle breeze across my face.

The girl let out a musical giggle and walked toward the center of the room. It was a dark lounge, with the aesthetic of an underground strip club. It was bathed in deep violet neon lights. In the middle, a polished steel pole rose from the floor to the ceiling, surrounded by an immense, luxurious circular velvet couch.

"Sit down, please," she invited, pointing to the seat, though it sounded more like an order than a suggestion.

I obeyed. My brain was still trying to process how my movements in the real room translated so fluidly to the game's physics. As I dropped down, I felt the haptic resistance in my legs. The simulated touch of the couch sinking under my weight was chillingly realistic. I was alone with her, at her mercy, and the immersion was just beginning.

"Sorry for not introducing myself, I'm Piper." the beautiful brunette introduced herself.

The brunette crossed her legs, resting her elbows on her knees, and pinned me with a look that seemed to pierce through the virtual reality visor straight to my real face.

"I know who you are," she stated, with a lethal calmness.

"Oh, really?" I stammered, taken by surprise. My heart skipped a beat. What did she mean? Had I used my real microphone without realizing it?

"But of course."

"And who am I, then?" I challenged her, trying to sound confident, but my high-pitched, trembling voice betrayed me instantly.

She let out a crystal-clear laugh, a perfect mix of mockery and superiority.

"You're a sad attempt at a man, hiding in the dark of his room, looking for a little excitement and validation for his pathetic life."

I froze. The silence in the virtual room was deafening. She was absolutely right. It was useless to hide behind the skin of a stunning blonde if I was still carrying the insecurities, the slouched shoulders, and the clumsy movements of a ridiculous man. The avatar was a perfect ten, but my masculine body language was ruining it.

"So... I can't fool anyone," I blurted out, slurring my words, overcome by a crushing sadness.

"I didn't say that. That's why I brought you here with me," she replied, shifting her tone to something much softer and calculating. "You see, being a desirable bitch, even in virtual reality, takes a lot of work. I want to help you get exactly what you want, on the condition that you help me."

"And what... what is it that you want?" I asked, feeling like I was about to sign a pact with the devil.

"Money, obviously!" Her eyes gleamed with digital greed. "The amount of coins these stupid males are willing to throw at us for a little attention is sickening. They pay me ridiculous sums that I exchange for real dollars. And you, my clumsy little friend, get all the validation your fragile ego needs, plus a small percentage."

"So... are you proposing I prostitute myself?" I pointed out, almost horrified by how the idea sounded out loud.

"Well, if you want to be dramatic and look at it that way, yes. But think about it carefully: you're going to make more money than you'll ever touch in your life, you'll have dozens of men begging for you, and you won't even have to leave your dirty bedroom!"

I swallowed hard. The haptic motors in my gloves seemed to throb to the rhythm of my racing pulse. The deal was degrading, dark, but incredibly tempting. I nodded slowly.

"But there's something I have to warn you about," she added, leaning forward, lowering her voice into a deep whisper that made the hairs on the back of my neck stand up. "This whole game has a limit. If you can't separate virtual reality from your physical reality, the line is going to blur. And if you're not careful, you're going to end up getting fucked in the ass in real life."

She let out a wicked giggle that bounced off the neon walls. Something inside me turned completely to ice. Me, being penetrated by a real man? Disgusting! It was insane! I tried to convince myself that the mere idea repulsed me, but, deep down, a whip-crack of traitorous heat and wetness pooled in my lower belly, confusing me entirely.

"For this to work, we're going to need intensive training," she continued, returning to her business tone and ignoring my internal crisis. "You have to soften those robotic movements, tune that voice so you sound like a real needy little slut. And, above all, I need you to start wearing women's clothes in real life."

"What? Why should I wear feminine clothes in my own house?" I asked, panicking at the thought of Liam sleeping on the other side of the wall.

"It's method acting, honey. The brush of lace, the tightness of the fabric, the way a skirt forces you to sit... all of that tricks the brain and helps you stay in character. You can't expect to play an irresistible blonde if you're slouching in your chair wearing a baggy t-shirt and sweatpants. If you're going to be my girl, you're going to start dressing like one."

"Well... I guess that makes sense," I conceded, desperately looking for an excuse to stop this madness. "But, to be honest with you, I just spent almost all my savings on this equipment. I don't have money to buy lingerie, skirts, or makeup in real life."

"You don't need to, sweetie," she purred, and I could almost see her predatory smile behind her avatar's pixels. "Send me your address via private message. I'll send everything you're going to use from now on right to your house. Consider it a welcome gift... and for me, a simple investment."

We spent a few more minutes ironing out the dark details of our pact before she gave me permission to log off. Upon shutting down the system and taking off the headset, the contrast hit me like a physical slap. I peeled the haptic gloves off my sweaty hands and left behind the vibrant neon, the electronic music, and the artificial warmth of the avatars, crashing into the gloomy, silent, and cold reality of my room.

I flopped onto my back on the unmade mattress, staring at the cracked ceiling. My breathing was still irregular, erratic.

Despite being in my own body, I began to imagine myself following Piper's orders. My mind, traitorous as it was, drew the image of my slender figure wrapped in black lace, with a small pleated skirt brushing my thighs and a perfectly made-up face, just like the blonde avatar. I tried to convince myself that the idea repulsed me, but instead, a thick, heavy, and wet heat pooled in my lower belly.

My hand drifted down by inertia toward my crotch. I was rock hard, rubbing painfully against the fabric of my underwear.

Without realizing it, my hips began to move on their own. I was masturbating compulsively, but this time I wasn't thinking about the women Liam brought home. I was fantasizing about myself. I was aroused to the point of losing my mind by the idea of being the woman on display, the submissive, manufactured bitch, receiving stares of desire and validation from hundreds of anonymous men.

While the pleasure melted my brain, Piper's warning echoed in the darkness of my head: «If you can't separate virtual reality from your physical reality...».

Is this what she meant? Was this the first symptom that the line was blurring and my mind was breaking?

"No... it can't be," I lied to myself, in a final and pathetic attempt to defend my masculinity, right before cumming violently, muffling a sharp moan against the pillow.

The following days were torture. A sticky, electric anxiety consumed me from the inside as I waited to hear the damn doorbell with the "package" Piper had promised me. I kept logging into the virtual world every night with my blonde avatar, desperately seeking my dose of attention, but without Piper guiding me, I went back to being invisible. Outside the headset, my routine remained the same misery as always: locking myself in the dark and compulsively masturbating while listening to Liam make his conquests moan on the other side of the wall. But now, my fantasies were hopelessly twisted.

The sharp ring of the doorbell tore through the silence on a cloudy weekend afternoon. I jumped out of my chair and ran to the front door with a nervousness that threatened to rip my heart right out of my mouth.

"Delivery for Courtney," the delivery guy announced, slurring his words half-heartedly while holding a black, elegant, logo-free box.

"Courtney...?" I stammered, frowning, completely thrown off. "Don't you mean Corey?"

"No, dude. Says Courtney here, from Piper. This is the address, so grab the package 'cause I'm in a rush and I want to leave."

I took the box with both hands. It was heavier than I imagined. I pushed the door closed with my foot, feeling a chill run down my spine as I realized what Piper had just done. Courtney. That was my bitch name. She had baptized me.

But as I turned around, my heart sank to my feet. There was Liam.

His massive figure blocked the hallway. Leaning against the wall, with his arms crossed over his broad chest and that predatory gaze looking down at me, he made me feel exactly like what I was: a tiny, cornered twink.

"What you got there, bro?" Liam asked, raising an eyebrow.

"Uhh... nothing. Just some stupid stuff."

"Oh, yeah? Nothing?" He let out a deep, raspy laugh that made my knees shake, pushing off the wall. "Let's see, let me see. Bet you bought another headset or some crap for your little games."

He took a step toward me, reaching out his thick, tattooed arm to snatch the box from me. I threw myself backward, terrified, hugging the package to my chest and dodging his massive hand just in time.

"I'm telling you it's nothing! It's... it's something personal!" I yelled, trying to sound tough and territorial, but my voice betrayed me, coming out as a high-pitched, pathetically timid squeak.

Liam stopped dead. His dark eyes scanned me from top to bottom, lingering on my cheeks, which were suddenly burning as if I'd been pushed up against a heater. His mocking smile widened.

"Aw, Corey... you turned red!" he teased, with a cruelly amused tone. "Are you seriously blushing? You look like a scared little girl!"

"Aghh!" I let out a sharp whine, a mix of humiliation and panic.

Sure enough, my face must have been a tomato. Unable to hold his gaze a second longer, I spun on my heels and bolted down the hallway toward my room. I slammed the door shut, slid the deadbolt across, and slid down the wood until I collapsed sitting on the floor, hugging Courtney's box as I gasped for breath.

I ripped the tape off the box with trembling hands. Upon opening the flaps, a cloud of sweet, floral, almost intoxicating perfume hit my face, instantly erasing the stuffy smell of my room. Resting on top of everything was a thick paper envelope. As I picked it up, I noticed the exquisite handwriting; the letters were traced with a delicacy and an intention so seductive it made me swallow hard.

«For my new princess. I hope you enjoy your new identity. —Piper».

The words burned in my mind. Princess. Beneath the letter, I found a premium black leather makeup bag, packed with cosmetics, and beneath that, a pile of feminine lace and silk garments, perfectly folded and perfumed. I glanced out of the corner of my eye at the VR headset lying on the bed, and then looked back at the clothes. My breathing quickened. I was alone in my room, bored, and if I was brutally honest with myself, this was exactly what I had been waiting for.

I grabbed the makeup bag and walked over to my desk. Seeing it, I felt a sudden disgust. It was full of empty cans, tangled cables, and gamer trash. If I was going to dedicate my time to this, if I was going to be Piper's girl, at least my space should look worthy of her.

I spent the next hour clearing off the desk. I threw away everything I considered belonging to "Corey" and started setting up my new vanity. I lined up the bottles, brushes, and color palettes with an obsession I didn't know I had. When I finished, I took a step back; that corner of the room no longer belonged to a clumsy boy. It was Courtney's vanity. For the first time, I understood what Piper meant by "method acting."

But I ran into a massive problem. I wanted to try the makeup, I felt the urge to do it, but I didn't have a fucking mirror in the room. Going out to the shared bathroom wasn't an option; if Liam saw me in the hallway with a woman's makeup bag, he wouldn't just mock me, he'd probably smash my face in or kick me out of the apartment.

I resorted to an unorthodox solution. I turned off the computer. The massive screen of my 27-inch OLED monitor became a black, smooth, glossy panel. I leaned in until the darkness of the glass reflected my own faint image back at me. It was going to be my mirror.

I had never touched a cosmetic in my life, but my intuition, or perhaps the shadow of Courtney taking control, guided me. I started with the most basic: liquid foundation. I pressed the pump and dabbed a few cold drops onto my cheeks. Using a small pink sponge that came in the kit, I began to blend it in with light taps. It was magical. Through the dark reflection of the monitor, I watched the imperfections of my boyish skin, the large pores, and the slight redness completely disappear. My face was becoming a porcelain canvas, smooth and perfect, erasing any trace of masculinity.

Then I took the liquid eyeliner. My hands were shaking a little. I had always been driven crazy by women with that sharp eyeliner, that feline gaze, scanning you with superiority. I wanted that gaze. I rested my elbow on the desk to steady myself, brought my face an inch from the monitor, and traced the first line across my lashes.

It was a disaster at first, I had to wipe it off with a wet wipe and start over, but on the third try, I nailed it. A black, sharp, sweeping line that elongated my eyes. I did the same on the other eye.

When I leaned back and the lamp light illuminated my reflection in the turned-off monitor, my breath caught. Corey was no longer staring back at me. From the black abyss of the screen, a woman with flawless skin and seductive, dangerous cat eyes observed me. I picked up a cherry-toned lipstick and glided it slowly over my lips, feeling the creamy texture. I licked my own lips, tasting the sweet chemical flavor of the cosmetic, completely hypnotized by my own reflection.

With my face transformed, my attention returned to the pile of clothes on the bed. My hands trembled, slightly stained with liquid foundation, as I picked up the first garment. It was a pair of black lace panties, so small and sheer they looked like a handful of cobwebs.

I awkwardly undressed, kicking my sweatpants into a corner, feeling a visceral rejection for those men's clothes. When I slipped the lace up my legs and settled it on my hips, I let out an involuntary gasp. The cold, tight fabric caressed my skin in a way I had never experienced. It wasn't just clothing; it was a psychological binding. I followed it with fishnet thigh-highs, feeling the elastic gently bite into my flesh, and finally, I pulled up a tiny dark plaid pleated skirt that barely covered my ass.

I stood in the center of the room. The freezing breeze seeping through the window caressed my bare legs. Instinctively crossing my legs, I felt the rough friction of the fishnets. Piper was right. The brain is incredibly easy to trick. My posture changed completely; my shoulders relaxed, my hips tilted slightly to one side, and the shame was replaced by a liquid fire pooling in my crotch. I was no longer clumsy Corey. I was Courtney. And Courtney was ready to play.

I slid on the haptic gloves, feeling the familiar buzz in my fingers, and pulled the VR visor over my head, burying my made-up face in the darkness.

The silence of my room evaporated, dragging me back into the massive neon club. The bass of the electronic music vibrated in my hands immediately, but this time, I wasn't the same. I walked across the dance floor with a hypnotic cadence, swaying my virtual hips in perfect sync with the skirt I felt on my real body. Male avatars turned to look at me as I passed. This time, my body language projected pure submission and desire, and they sniffed it out like hungry dogs.

"I knew you'd be a good girl."

Piper's voice caressed my right ear with a perfect whisper. I turned and saw her leaning against the VIP wall, looking me up and down with that bright, predatory smile.

"I did what you asked," I replied, surprised by how soft, high-pitched, and breathy my own voice sounded through the microphone.

"I can tell. Your avatar moves differently, Courtney. You look delicious. Come here."

She took my hand and the world vanished again, locking us in the heavy silence of that violet-toned private room. Before I could process it, Piper pushed me by my virtual shoulders. My knees hit the floor of the game, but my brain was so immersed that the impact resonated in my physical room. I was kneeling in front of her.

"That's how I like it. On your knees, exactly where you belong. I want you to feel everything these men are going to make you crave."

Piper snapped her fingers, and the haptic system in my gloves went crazy. I started feeling phantom caresses, hot brushes against my thighs, rhythmic and precise vibrations simulating massive male hands touching me all over. I closed my eyes inside the game, completely losing track of where reality ended and the code began. My physical body reacted violently. I started panting, moaning out loud, shamelessly, in the solitude of my room, drowning in my own arousal as I writhed on my knees on the rug.

"Courtney, that's it! You're a perfect bitch. Moan for me, let everyone hear you..."

I was at my limit. Just one second away from losing my mind, completely surrendered to the hypnosis of the game, when a deafening noise ripped my soul from my body.

BANG, BANG, BANG!

Three sharp, brutal knocks against my bedroom door. The real vibration of the wood hit my eardrums, completely overpowering the headset's 3D audio.

"Corey! What the fuck are you doing in there?"

Liam's voice. Raspy, impatient, and heavy with a crushing authority.

I froze. Blind and deaf to the real world because of the visor and headphones, but with a heart beating so hard it threatened to break my ribs. I was lying on the floor, dressed in lace, fishnets, made up like a doll, and gasping with arousal.

And then, the most terrifying sound of all echoed in the room: the metallic screech of my door handle, beginning to turn slowly.

The metallic screech was followed by the sharp click of the lock giving way. In my desperation and anxiety to open the package, I had forgotten to slide the deadbolt all the way across. The wood gave way with a dull creak.

A draft of cold air swept across the floor of my room, freezing the sweat beading on my skin. The game audio was still buzzing in my ears with Piper's toxic praises and commands, but my survival instinct forced me to react. With trembling hands, I yanked the headphones off and pushed the VR visor up, exposing my eyeliner-rimmed eyes.

The yellowish light from the hallway outlined Liam's massive silhouette.

He stood in the doorway, wearing only gray sweatpants, breathing heavily. His gaze dropped like a guillotine from my made-up face, passed over my cherry lipstick slicked with my own saliva, descended down my bare chest, and locked dead onto the tiny plaid skirt, the fishnets, and my submissive posture, kneeling on the rug.

Time stood still. I waited for the blow. I waited for the cruel mockery, the disgust, the scandalized shout of an alpha male discovering his roommate dressed like a cheap internet hooker.

But there was none of that.

Liam's dark eyes dilated. His jaw clenched, and a flash of primal, raw, predatory hunger crossed his face. He was looking at me exactly like the anonymous avatars in the neon club, but the intensity of this was brutally real. His breathing deepened, grew heavier, making his broad chest rise and fall forcefully.

"What the fuck is this, Corey?"

His voice didn't sound like mockery or contempt. It sounded raspy, thick, heavy with an electric tension that threatened to blow the walls of the room apart.

That was the exact moment my mind broke completely. What little masculine dignity I had left disintegrated in a second, devoured by the crushing need to be the fantasy I had built. Instead of covering myself, instead of apologizing or making up a pathetic excuse and crawling under the covers, I did the unthinkable.

I pulled the visor off my head and dropped it on the floor. Without breaking eye contact, I rested my gloved hands on the rug and crawled toward him, still on my knees, closing the distance between us.

"I'm not... I'm not Corey anymore."

My voice came out in a high-pitched, trembling whisper, laden with absolute vulnerability. I reached his bare feet and stopped, tilting my face up toward him, exposing my neck like prey willingly surrendering to its owner.

"Make it real," I begged, feeling tears of pure arousal and relief stinging my eyes, threatening to ruin my eyeliner. "Use me, Liam. Please. Make me feel like the girls you bring here every night."

The silence that followed was the most deafening thing in the world. I watched his Adam's apple bob as he swallowed. His fists clenched at his sides. The contrast between my slender figure, wrapped in black lace and fishnets, and his tense musculature, was abysmal.

Without taking his black eyes off mine, Liam reached blindly behind him.

Click.

He slammed the bedroom door shut. I heard the metallic sound of the deadbolt sliding into place, sealing us both in the darkness and cutting off any escape route.

"You're gonna drive me crazy, bitch," he growled, in a voice so deep it made my entire chest vibrate.

He squatted down in a single fluid, lethal motion, grabbing me by the back of the neck with his massive, calloused hand. The real, rough, and firm contact on my hot skin was a thousand times more powerful than any haptic stimulus the game could have ever offered me. A sharp, broken moan escaped my painted lips as he pulled on my long hair, forcing me to tilt my head back, leaving me completely at his mercy. Virtual reality was dead; my new life had just begun.

Liam didn't waste any time. With his free hand, he untied the drawstring of his sweatpants and shoved them down along with his underwear. Right in front of my eyeliner-rimmed eyes, mere inches from my face, his erection was exposed. It was massive. Thick, imposing, and throbbing with a raw intensity. I let out a sharp, muffled whine, trembling on my knees. All that power, all that overwhelming masculinity, was going to be used on me?

"Now you're going to suck it all."

He didn't give me time to hesitate or articulate a single word. Liam's massive hand tightened in my hair, tangling his fingers in my long locks, and he brutally forced me forward. My face collided head-on with his crotch. The impact was an absolute sensory overload: the scorching heat radiating from his skin, the firm texture of his veins, and that musky, purely masculine scent that flooded my senses and clouded my judgment.

I leaned back a millimeter, just enough to open my mouth as wide as my jaw would allow, and surrendered. I took him whole, wrapping my cherry-painted lips around him, sucking with a hungry desperation. My broken mind immediately recalled the actresses from those movies I used to consume in secret; now, I was in their exact spot. I wasn't acting anymore, I was that needy bitch fulfilling her only purpose.

A deep, almost animalistic grunt vibrated in Liam's chest. The friction of my hot mouth turned him on completely. Without letting go of my hair, he started thrusting his hips, forcing me to take him all the way to the back of my throat. Tears stung my eyes and my gag reflex drowned in my own saliva, which was already dripping down my chin. The room filled with the wet, rhythmic, obscene sound of his hips and balls slapping mercilessly against my face.

"I'm fucking a really pretty slut... a beautiful little slut."

Liam's words fell like whip lashes. His voice was a dirty, dominant growl that drove me to a delirious arousal. With every insult, he thrust harder, taking complete ownership of my mouth and my breathing.

But amidst the chaos, I realized we weren't alone.

Tossed to the side on the rug, the VR visor was still turned on. The omnidirectional microphone was picking up every wet gasp, every gag, every slap of flesh against flesh. And through the headphones lying three feet away, Piper's seductive, whispering voice filtered out, mixing with Liam's grunts.

"What a little slut you've become, Courtney... swallow it all."

My stomach clenched in a spasm of pure pleasure. Piper was listening to everything in real time. She knew someone had walked into my room, she knew I was being used, and she was praising me for it. The humiliation of knowing I was being exhibited and broken in both worlds at the exact same time made me moan around Liam's cock, finally surrendering to my new, eternal reality.

"Turn around, whore."

Liam's command was a raspy whip crack in the dim room. I knew exactly what that meant, and Corey's residual panic mixed with a sick, sticky arousal that made me tremble from head to toe.

But before settling onto the rug, the instinct of my new identity took over. I crawled the few inches separating me from the VR visor and, with trembling hands, shoved it back over my made-up face. The physical world vanished in a blink, and the violet neon VIP room materialized around me once again.

Looking up inside the game, I lost my breath. Piper was still there, looking down at me, but her avatar had changed. The brunette's skirt had disappeared, exposing a massive, veiny virtual erection that she was stroking desperately. Piper was someone like me. And she was frantically masturbating while watching in real time as a real man claimed me in my own bedroom.

"What a little slut you've become, Courtney..."

Piper panted through the headphones, her voice broken by pleasure.

I got on all fours on my bedroom rug, sinking my gloved hands into the floor while staring at Piper's imposing figure on the screen. Thousands of haptic stimuli flooded my body; the motors in my virtual underwear buzzed, simulating phantom caresses that dangerously blended with the real touch of cold air on my exposed thighs. An overwhelming, almost electric ecstasy seized my nerves.

"Ahhh... ahh!"

I screamed, or moaned, completely losing control over the volume of my own voice. The sensory pleasure of being subdued in two realities simultaneously was too great, too immense for my newly broken brain.

"I haven't even put my huge cock in you yet and you're already crying, slut."

Liam's deep, heavy voice boomed behind me, cutting through the game's electronic music. I felt the weight of his knees sinking into the rug on either side of me, completely boxing me in. With a rough, territorial jerk, he hooked a couple of thick fingers into the lace of my panties and shoved it aside.

A second later, a sharp, thick, relentless heat began to press against my entrance. It was his erection, forcing its way in without asking permission. At the exact moment Liam thrust his hips forward and penetrated me to the hilt in one single motion, pain and pleasure exploded inside me, tearing a raw shriek from my throat that echoed both off the walls of my physical room and across the virtual world's servers.

Time lost all meaning. Liam's brutal thrusts drove me forward on the rug over and over again, setting the frantic pace of my destruction and my rebirth. Every physical strike emptied me of the masculinity I once tried to fake, while Piper's obscene praises echoing in my ears filled me with the purpose I was truly born for.

When Liam finally reached his limit, he let out an animalistic roar that seemed to make the apartment floor vibrate. He tightened his grip on my hips, digging his fingers in with possessive force, and emptied his entire weight into me. I let myself collapse face down onto the rug, exhausted, trembling from head to toe, taking in short, sharp breaths.

He pulled back slowly, catching his breath, his chest heaving. Behind me, I heard the rough friction of his gym clothes as he pulled up his pants.

"You better be looking this pretty and dressed up for me tomorrow night, Courtney."

Liam muttered, using my new name with a lethal casualness that turned my blood to ice.

"Because I'm going to get used to using you."

I heard his heavy footsteps walking away across the rug, followed by the metallic click of the lock and the thud of the door closing behind him.

I lay sprawled on the floor, completely alone in the dim light. I tore the visor off my head and peeled the haptic gloves off my hands for the last time. The game screen flickered on the floor before going dark, but it didn't matter anymore. I looked at the white plastic headset, my reflection with smeared makeup in the turned-off monitor, and the torn fishnets bunched around my knees.

Piper had won the game. Liam had won his prize. But as the residual heat of humiliation forced a smile onto my face in the darkness of my room, I knew that for the new bitch of the apartment, real life was just beginning.


THANK YOU FOR READING!

I truly hope you enjoyed this story, and that watching another man surrender his pride to embrace his true, submissive destiny left you craving more.

If you are addicted to high-heat M2F transformations, why stop here?

BINGE THE ULTIMATE COLLECTION

I have just released the crown jewel of my catalog: Straight to Sissy: The Complete Omnibus.

Why buy one story when you can get fifteen? This massive, 380-page megapack brings together 15 explicit, full-length stories of forced feminization, secret crossdressing, bimbo mind control, and strict alpha domination—all in one uninterrupted experience.

Read it for FREE on Kindle Unlimited, or grab the ultimate box set for your permanent collection!

Click here to get the 15-Book Omnibus now: https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0HF6NVBC1

One Quick Favor...

As an independent author, your reviews are everything. If you enjoyed this story, would you consider taking just 30 seconds to leave a quick star rating or review on Amazon? It tells the algorithm to push my work to new readers, and lets me know exactly what kind of sissy adventures you want me to write next!

Stay beautiful, and see you in the next scene,

— VIXEN amazon.com/author/tmvixen
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