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This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

ADULT CONTENT WARNING This book contains sexually explicit material and is intended for mature audiences only (18+). It includes themes of feminization, submission, and fantasy. All characters depicted are 18 years of age or older.


"Sorry, Riley. This isn't working."

That was the last message my ex sent me. And, to be brutally honest, she was absolutely right.

Months after that breakup, I was still in the same hole. I was the typical pathetic loser who hasn't learned to let go, swiping through her social media in the early hours of the morning, the glare of the screen hurting my eyes in the darkness of my room. That was when I saw him. Her new partner.

The photo hit me like a punch to the gut. The guy was a genetic monster. A huge, burly man, with arms as thick as tree trunks and a chest so broad his t-shirt looked ready to tear. He had that dominant male presence that radiated confidence; an alpha who could easily snap me in two pieces with one hand without even trying.

And then... then there was me.

I locked my phone screen and looked at myself in the full-length mirror resting across from my bed. I was, at best, a little man. Five foot seven, narrow shoulders, prominent collarbones, and a build so absurdly skinny it was pitiful. My hair was long and silky, and my facial features were so soft and delicate they bordered on feminine. I knew exactly what people thought of me on the street; I was so fragile that, if you looked at me from behind, you could easily mistake me for a woman.

The contrast was humiliating. Seeing the giant who now slept with her, I felt envy gnawing at me from the inside. But it was a strange envy, a heavy heat in my lower belly that confused me and churned my stomach in a way I preferred to ignore at all costs. Did I want to be him, or was the envy coming from somewhere else?

I clenched my fists, feeling my nails dig into my soft, callous-free palms. This was over. That very night, I made the decision that would change everything. I was going to destroy this disgrace I had for a body. I was going to bury the weak, effeminate boy once and for all.

First thing tomorrow, I was joining the gym.

It was already past noon when I finally managed to drag myself out of bed. I had slept badly and didn't even bother eating breakfast, but the frustration from the night before was still burning in my chest. I was determined.

I rummaged through my drawers until I found the only workout clothes I owned: a compression shirt and black shorts. As I put them on in front of the mirror, reality slapped me again. The tight fabric didn't reveal muscles; instead, it clung to my narrow waist and hugged my soft thighs. Far from looking athletic, it highlighted my slender torso so much that, combined with my hips, it gave an even stronger impression that I was a woman from behind. I tied my long hair into a messy bun, trying not to overthink it, and walked out to the most rustic gym in the neighborhood.

As I opened the heavy glass door, the atmosphere hit me in the face like a brick wall.

The deafening sound of iron plates clashing and guttural grunts echoed off the tin roof. It was an old-school gym, a sanctuary of testosterone filled with gigantic men lifting absurd weights. I felt minuscule, like an ant trapped in a lion's cage. But the worst part was the smell. The thick scent of sweat, rusty metal, and male pheromones flooded my nostrils, sparking a traitorous heat in my lower belly and unleashing too many impure thoughts that I immediately repressed.

I took a quick look around: there wasn't a single woman in the entire place. Just mountains of sweating muscles. On one hand, I felt relieved; I didn't want to compete for female attention or feel less of a man next to girls who could surely lift more weight than me. But on the other, I knew all those predatory stares would fall on the weakest prey. On me.

Swallowing hard, I approached the front desk. Behind the reception, filling the space with his size, was a huge, bald man with a thick beard that made him look like a fucking Nordic god.

"Good morning, miss. How can I help you?"

His voice was a deep thunder that made my chest vibrate. I froze.

"Sir..." I corrected, awkwardly, feeling my cheeks flush suddenly. "I'm a guy. I want to sign up."

The giant stopped what he was doing. He leaned his tattooed forearms on the counter and scanned me from top to bottom, his eyes lingering shamelessly on my waist and the legs exposed by my shorts.

"Oh, of course." He let out a deep, raspy laugh, heavy with mockery. His confusion hadn't been a mistake; he had done it on purpose. "Since you're new and you look a bit... fragile, maybe you could use a free trial month before you start paying."

"I didn't know you guys had trial months," I muttered, intimidated by his size and his fixed stare. "I would have come sooner."

The Nordic giant smirked, showing his teeth, and leaned a little closer to me.

"We don't. But for pretty girls like you, I usually make exceptions."

"I t-told you I'm not a girl!" I squeaked, stuttering, indignant but utterly incapable of sounding the least bit threatening. My high-pitched voice only made his smile widen.

"Relax. Do you want your free month or not?"

He held my gaze with such crushing authority that the air left my lungs. My pride screamed at me to tell him to go to hell and walk away, but my submissive instinct, the one I hated so much and that secretly turned me on, took control. I lowered my eyes to his massive hands resting on the counter.

I sighed, defeated.

"Yeah... I want it."

After signing up with my pride shattered, I headed to the weight room. Panic paralyzed me instantly. I didn't know where to start; there were too many machines, too many grunts, and I knew far too little.

I saw a free-weight bench press. I told myself I could start there, with something basic. No matter how small I was and how little muscle I had, there had to be a beginner's starting weight, right?

I approached the bench, but ran into a problem: the bar was loaded with massive plates. A total of one hundred and fifty pounds. What kind of monster had been lifting that? With embarrassing clumsiness, I started taking the plates off. Every forty-five-pound plate weighed a ton to me, so it took me almost ten minutes to unload the bar completely, praying I wouldn't hurt my back in the process or draw the attention of the giants in the room.

Finally, I slid a thirty-pound plate onto each side. "That's enough," I thought. It seemed like the ideal weight for my first day.

I lay down on the padded bench, positioned my hands, and took a breath. However, the instant I unhooked the bar and all the weight fell on my arms, I knew I had made a fatal mistake. My triceps shook violently. I don't know if it was my lack of technique or just my pathetic weakness, but my arms gave out. The steel bar crashed directly onto my chest, crushing my ribs and knocking the wind out of me instantly.

Panic washed over me, I was about to suffocate under the metal, when a massive shadow blocked the ceiling light.

A giant, calloused hand grabbed the center of the bar and, with insulting ease—as if lifting a dry twig—pulled it upward with one arm and returned it to the racks.

"You okay, princess?"

The voice was deep, raspy, and vibrated right in my chest. I opened my eyes, trying to catch my breath. The man who had saved me from my near death was standing next to my head, looking down at me. He was so close that the tight fabric of his sweatpants at his crotch was mere inches from my face, revealing a heavy, threatening bulge that radiated heat.

"Y-yeah... thanks..." I stammered, my heart beating in my throat. I was so scared and embarrassed that I didn't even dare correct what he had called me.

I sat up abruptly on the bench, rubbing my aching chest while he finished securing the bar.

"Sorry, I'm new. I don't really know how this whole working out thing goes..." I swallowed hard, trying to claw back some dignity. "And by the way, I'm a guy!"

He let out a deep booming laugh that echoed across the entire weight section.

"Yeah... sure you are. I'm Cameron," he introduced himself, extending a massive hand that swallowed mine completely.

He was a man in his mid-thirties, a true alpha male. His pecs were two dense masses of muscle, so defined under his sweaty t-shirt that if he trapped my head between them, I felt like he could crush me like a watermelon.

"I'm Riley..."

"And why are you here, Riley?" he asked, crossing his arms, scanning my slender body with an interest that made me strangely nervous.

"The truth is..." I looked down, feeling pathetic confessing this to a stranger. "I recently broke up with my girlfriend, and I feel like it's because of my body. I feel like I'm not masculine enough for her, or for any girl."

Cameron tilted his head, and a predatory smile appeared under his trimmed beard.

"And you never thought that, maybe, you don't need to be masculine to be desired?"

That response paralyzed me. My brain spun. What the hell did he mean? Was it an insult? Was he flirting? Before I could process it, he spoke again.

"Anyway, Riley. I can guide you. I'm going to teach you a couple of things."

And so he did. I spent the rest of the afternoon being Cameron's shadow. He taught me several exercises with ridiculously low weights, but what disturbed me the most was his teaching method. With every movement, he made sure to "correct my posture." During dumbbell flyes, he stood right behind me to guide my elbows. His broad chest pressed against my back, and I could feel with absolute clarity the hardness of his bulge pressing against the base of my spine. The heat of his body enveloped me. Is this how men helped each other at the gym? Was this much contact normal? The confusion was driving me crazy.

We had hit it off, he made me feel strangely protected and comfortable. So, to finish the routine, we went to the locker rooms together.

I undressed awkwardly, turning my back to hide my pale, shapeless body. But when I had to turn around to walk to the showers, reality hit me full force. Cameron was already naked.

His bulge wasn't just big. It was an almost unreal piece of meat, thick, heavy, and veiny, hanging with a crushing arrogance. It easily brushed eight inches completely flaccid. I swallowed so hard my throat hurt.

"My eyes are up here, princess," Cameron joked, letting out a deep laugh when he noticed my paralysis.

"Sorry, it's just... I've never seen anything that big," I blurted out without thinking, and instantly wanted to die of embarrassment.

"Imagine when you feel it inside," he fired back.

I laughed out of reflex, trying to take it as a crude locker room joke, but the mental image stuck in my brain. It was true. If just looking at it made me feel faint, imagining that mass of meat opening me up and filling me inside... It was insane! Why the hell was my mind fantasizing about that? So embarrassing!

We stepped under the hot water. Watching the water glide down Cameron's massive pecs and trace his sculpted abs sparked an indescribable burn inside me. Without being able to help it, the blood rushed to my crotch and my small penis began to harden, betraying me completely.

Panicking, I noticed my erection immediately and spun around in a jump to hide it facing the tiles, leaving my pale, rounded ass completely exposed to Cameron.

I looked over my shoulder, terrified he had caught me. Cameron wasn't looking at the tile. His dark, heavy gaze was trailing up and down my back.

"The truth is, for coming to the gym because you're unhappy with your body..." he murmured, taking a step closer, his voice mixing with the sound of the water, "you've got hips and an ass that are way too pretty, Riley. They're perfect for slapping."

"Stop it, silly," I replied, feeling my face turn fire red. Why was he making those weird jokes that left my legs shaking?

Minutes later, dressed and about to say our goodbyes at the gym entrance, Cameron stopped me. He reached into his huge duffel bag and pulled out a dark plastic bottle, expensive-looking with vibrant lettering.

"Riley, if you really want your body to change and to start liking what you see in the mirror, you have to start taking this before bed."

I took the heavy bottle in my hands. The shiny label had an aggressive design in magenta and black tones. In large letters it read: "Sissy Supplement - Extreme Feminization Formula". My insecure boy brain barely registered the word "Sissy," treating it like some foreign pre-workout brand, completely ignoring the massive red flag in front of me. I was too hypnotized by the alpha male's attention.

"You think this will help me bulk up?" I asked naively.

"But of course," Cameron smiled, running a heavy, warm hand through my long hair, petting me like a pet. "Take it, it's yours. A month from now, I swear you're going to look exactly the way you deserve."

I clutched the jar to my chest and, with a friendly wave and my heart racing at a thousand miles an hour, I turned around and headed home, unaware I had just signed my own sentence.

Three weeks had passed since Cameron handed me the bottle. I was disciplined to a pathetic degree. Every night before bed, I mixed two scoops of the pink powder with water. It had a strange taste, thick and cloyingly sweet, like chemical strawberry and vanilla; nothing like the bitter supplements the other guys talked about in the locker room. Ten minutes after swallowing it, a thick heat would flood my body, leaving me drowsy, hot, and deeply docile before I passed out on my bed.

I expected to see my biceps grow, but my bedroom mirror reflected an image my insecure boy brain could barely process.

My skin was no longer pale or dull; it glowed with a porcelain smoothness, not a single pore in sight. The hair on my legs and chest had almost completely stopped growing. But the most alarming thing was the sensitivity. The simple brush of my cotton t-shirts against my nipples sent constant shivers through me, forcing me to cross my arms to hide it.

And my lower body... my thighs had grown thick, fleshy, and my ass had rounded out so absurdly that my old black men's shorts now squeezed me painfully. The fabric stretched to the maximum over my ass, highlighting my new curves as if I were wearing a pair of women's leggings.

Instead of scaring me, a sick, sticky arousal took over every time I walked through the gym doors. Without realizing it, my instinct had rewritten my routine. I no longer tried to lift dumbbells with my arms. The free-weight bench press terrified me. Now I spent my afternoons on the squat machine, doing hip thrusts, and climbing stairs on the cardio machine, sweating and moaning from the effort. I trained exactly like the few fit girls in the place.

One Tuesday afternoon, I was trapped in the Smith squat machine. My shorts were so tight I felt the fabric dig obscenely into my cleft with every rep. I went deep, feeling the burn in my rounded glutes. As I pushed up and exhaled with my lips parted, I looked up at the massive mirror covering the wall in front of me.

Through the reflection, my breath caught.

There was Cameron. Leaning against a weight rack thirty feet away, completely ignoring his own workout. He had his thick arms crossed over his massive chest and his dark eyes were locked, fixed and hungry, straight on my ass.

Panic should have made me drop the bar. I should have covered myself in shame and run to the locker room to hide my deformed body. But the supplement coursed through my veins, hot and treacherous. Instead of hiding, a liquid puddle of submission pooled between my legs.

I took a deep breath and, keeping eye contact with the giant through the mirror, I exaggerated the arch in my lower back, breaking my posture to stick my ass out, showing it off before slowly descending into my next rep. I wanted him to look. I wanted the Alpha to see how soft, docile, and perfect his investment was becoming.

I finished the set trembling, soaked in sweat. Cameron pushed off the rack and walked slowly toward me, cornering me against the machine's bar with his massive presence.

"That posture is much better, Riley. And your legs are... thicker."

His deep voice made my knees shake. His gaze dropped without pretense to my trembling thighs.

"Are you taking what I gave you?"

"Yes, Cameron," I replied, with a high, needy whisper. "Every night, just like you asked. I do everything you tell me."

The giant smiled, showing his teeth, and raised a calloused hand to brush a strand of my long, sweaty hair, tucking it behind my ear with a gentleness that contrasted with his brutal size.

"Good girl."

"Silly..." I replied, letting out a soft, high-pitched giggle that escaped my lips almost by inertia.

For some reason, it no longer bothered me that he called me a girl. In fact, the heat that rushed to my cheeks confirmed that it made me feel good. It validated every drop of sweat, every effort, and every humiliation I was experiencing in that gym.

The locker room ritual had changed drastically over the last few weeks. Every time I walked toward the communal shower area, I noticed how the massive men in the gym synced their routines with mine. A sort of silent, expectant line would form, like a pack of hungry wolves waiting their turn to appreciate the fresh meat.

I reached my locker and started stripping off my sweat-soaked clothes. I pulled on the hem of my small black t-shirt to pull it over my head; it had shrunk so much, or my chest had become so sensitive and swollen, that it looked like a crop top. Standing bare-chested, I felt the weight of dozens of stares devouring my flat stomach and the wasp waist the damn supplement had sculpted.

But it didn't make me uncomfortable anymore. Far from feeling the panic of my first days, I felt like a star. I felt the power of having all that attention. For a second, a brutal revelation crossed my broken mind: they desired me with the same desperation I used to envy the giant men fucking my ex... Or maybe, all these months, the person I had really been envious of was her?

I finished undressing and looked down. Unlike Cameron's monstrous crotch, my anatomy had gone in the opposite direction. My small penis, bathed night after night by the chemicals in the pink bottle, had simply shrunk until it almost disappeared between my fleshy thighs. It looked like a large clitoris, nothing more. And I didn't even care; if my massive hips and ass already hurt when wearing those tight shorts, what would have happened if, on top of that, a male bulge strained the fabric?

I walked barefoot across the wet tiles and stepped under the showerhead.

The hot water rained down on me, hitting dead center on my soft and painfully sensitive nipples. The impact tore an involuntary moan from me, much higher and longer than a man should ever emit; my voice had softened too, losing any trace of masculinity.

Through the steam, I opened my wet-lashed, eyeliner-rimmed eyes and saw what was happening around me. In the adjacent showers, none of the giant men were washing themselves.

They were furiously masturbating while staring at me.

They did it without hesitation, without trying to hide, with bloodshot eyes and stares so piercing they almost hurt. I could feel them eating me alive as they gripped their veiny cocks tightly. I turned my head slightly and saw it: even the massive guy from the front desk, that Nordic god from the first day, was standing under the water a few feet away from me, stroking his massive member and pointing at me with his eyes, making it very clear where he wanted to empty himself.

My old self, the insecure boy who walked through that door a month ago, screamed at me that I should be offended, that I should be disgusted, I'm a boy! But Cameron's poison had rewritten me from the inside. Something dark, submissive, and needy in my lower belly begged for more.

So, instead of covering up in shame, I posed for them.

I arched my back, pushing my ass out and slightly parting my pale cheeks to allow the hot water to run down. I slid my soap-lathered hands over my chest and stomach, scrubbing my own skin with a morbid slowness, giving them the show they were begging to see. I closed my eyes and licked my lips under the shower, completely surrendered to my new reality. I loved it. I loved feeling desired.

The following weeks became a blur of obedience, sweat, and irreversible transformations. Cameron's "Sissy Supplement" hadn't just rewritten my metabolism, it was completely redesigning my biology.

It reached a point where the changes were impossible to hide. My nipples had swollen, becoming thick and dark, and behind them a soft layer of fat and glandular tissue began to accumulate. I had developed a pair of small, round breasts, a perfect A-cup that bounced painfully with every step I took on the treadmill. I could no longer wear men's t-shirts; the friction drove me crazy. So I crossed the final line.

I bought my first women's workout set. A bubblegum pink sports bra that squeezed my new breasts pushing them up, and black yoga leggings, so tight they rode deep into my butt cleft. The first time I stepped into the weight room dressed like that, the entire gym went silent. I heard the whispers, the muffled whistles. When Cameron saw me, he called me "good girl" in front of everyone. And my brain, already addicted to the pink chemical and the constant validation, accepted it without hesitation. Riley, the insecure boy, was dead. Now she was the gym girl. The Alphas' little slut.

The shower ritual became the central moment of my day. It was no longer an accident, it was a scheduled exhibition.

That Friday afternoon, the locker room was more crowded than ever. The thick steam fogged the tiles. I was standing under the stream of boiling water, eyes closed, long hair plastered to my back, water sliding down my feminine breasts and flat stomach. Around me, in a silent semicircle, stood at least five of the biggest men in the place. I could hear the wet, rhythmic sound of their hands masturbating their massive cocks. The testosterone in the air was so thick I could taste it.

I opened my eyes and looked at them one by one. The Nordic god from the reception had bloodshot eyes. A couple of bodybuilders groaned under their breath, watching me with a savage hunger. And in the center, leading the pack, was Cameron, stroking his imposing eight inches.

My legs shook. The heat in my lower belly was an urgency that threatened to drive me crazy if I didn't satisfy it soon. I wanted to feel them. I wanted to taste all that power I once envied.

I looked Cameron straight in the eye, gave a shy but intentional smile, and opened my fingers.

The white bar of soap slipped from my hands and hit the wet floor with a thud.

I didn't bend over to pick it up. Instead, I flexed my thick thighs and slid slowly down the tiles until I was kneeling on the shower floor. I pressed the palms of my hands onto the wet tiles, spread my knees, and arched my back, leaving my breasts exposed and lifting my face toward them, surrendering completely from below.

The sound of collective masturbation stopped dead.

"Look what we have here, boys," Cameron purred, taking the first step under my stream of water, stopping inches from my face. "Looks like our girl is hungry."

"Please..." I begged. My voice came out as a high-pitched, broken, and desperate moan, while tears of arousal mixed with the shower water. "Use me. This is what I was made for."

The men let out guttural grunts that rattled the bathroom walls. The circle closed in on me. The giant from the reception grabbed a handful of my wet hair to steady my head, while Cameron stepped forward, slapping the hot tip of his member against my parted lips.

"Open wide, bitch. We're gonna be here a while."

I didn't hesitate for a single second. Deep down, in some dark corner of my broken mind, I knew that biologically I still retained traces of the "man" I used to be. But kneeling there, on the wet tiles, I was about to prove otherwise. I was going to prove to them—and to myself—that I finally had a body I loved, that I had found the absolute validation I spent my whole life looking for, and, above all, that all those massive, perfect, throbbing cocks were exclusively for me. I was no longer an envious spectator; I was the trophy.

I opened my mouth as wide as my jaw allowed. I had never done anything like this in my life, I had never taken a man like this, but my submissive bitch instinct took control.

Cameron showed no mercy. He leaned into me and, without a single ounce of gentleness, thrust his hips forward, shoving half of his thick erection into my mouth in a single blow. The impact of the hot, hard flesh hitting the back of my throat triggered a violent gag. Tears stung my eyes instantly.

But I didn't pull away. On the contrary, I closed my lips around him with all the strength I could muster, sealing the vacuum, and began to suck. My head started to bob up and down, trying to find a rhythm, to learn on the fly, when I felt a massive, heavy hand tangle fully into my wet hair. It was the Nordic giant from the reception.

With a brutal, dominant force that made me moan, he shoved my head against Cameron's crotch, forcing me to swallow. With all that imposed fury, the full eight inches invaded my mouth, stretching my cheeks to the limit, allowing my tongue to drag against the rough skin of his balls. The musky taste, mixed with the hot shower water and the heat radiating from his body, was driving me completely insane with pleasure.

When the lack of oxygen forced me to pull back just a few millimeters to take a gasp of air through my nose, a chorus of deep, guttural whines echoed in the locker room. The rest of the men in the circle were getting impatient; they weren't being serviced and demanded their turn with raspy grunts.

The instinct to please them burned me from the inside.

Without letting Cameron's cock out of my mouth, I reached both arms out to my sides. My hands, which thanks to the supplement were now soft, small, and delicate, searched blindly until they closed around two massive, veiny erections belonging to the men flanking me. I squeezed my fingers, feeling the raw pulse beneath their skin, and began to jerk them off with firm, rhythmic strokes, letting the shower water pouring down on us act as a natural lubricant.

Kneeling, soaked, swallowing the main Alpha while my hands worked relentlessly on the other two, I felt like I was touching heaven. I was being such a perfect slut, so devoted and surrendered to my purpose, that the sound of the water hitting the floor was soon drowned out by the echo of their moans. Those giants, those unattainable testosterone monsters, were losing their minds because of me.

The exhaustion in my knees and the brutal force with which they pushed my head into Cameron's crotch made me give out. Slowly, my torso leaned forward, slipping a bit on the soap, until I had to rest my elbows on the wet floor to avoid falling face-first onto the tiles. I was completely on all fours, my ass raised and exposed, offering a perfect view of my rounded, trembling cheeks under the hot water.

Not a second passed before someone seized the opportunity.

I felt massive, rough, and heavy hands grab my hips with a possessive force that left me breathless. Before I could mentally prepare, a thick, hot, relentless tip pressed against my back entrance. It was the Nordic giant from the reception. With a single brutal, dry, merciless thrust, he buried his entire length inside my ass.

The initial pain tore a shriek from me, but the sound died muffled against Cameron's thick cock, which was still lodged in my throat. My eyes filled with tears. I felt like I was being split in two, stretched to the absolute limit of my physical capacity. But the pain lasted only a moment, dissolving quickly, transformed by my intoxicated brain into a sick, raw, animalistic ecstasy.

The image was unreal. I was being fucked mercilessly from behind by a Nordic god setting the pace with his hips slapping against my ass. At the same time, my delicate hands pumped the cocks of two massive bodybuilders at top speed, and my mouth continued to devoutly suck the eight inches of the main Alpha. Every hole, every limb, was dedicated solely and exclusively to giving them pleasure. I exploded with euphoria. The wet sound of flesh slapping flesh, the guttural grunts bouncing off the tiles, and the cloud of steam enveloping us pushed me to a sustained climax I never would have imagined possible.

When the pack's moans reached their peak, the locker room filled with roars. One by one, they emptied themselves. I felt the thick, burning liquid flood the back of my throat, slide hot over my hands, and fill my insides with a force that made me collapse face-down on the floor, trembling and sobbing with pure submissive happiness.

Time lost all meaning after that day. Going to the gym stopped being a pathetic attempt to change my physique and became my only routine, my temple, and my only purpose in life.

I lived to squeeze into those tiny shorts, to do my hip thrusts in front of the mirrors seeking the men's approval, and, above all, for the "special training" sessions in the showers. I was the Alphas' pet, the official bitch of the place. And never in my entire existence had I felt so complete.

But the real victory, the absolute closure to my pathetic former life, happened on a Tuesday afternoon.

I was leaning against the front desk, wearing a low-cut fuchsia sports bra and pearl-colored leggings that clung obscenely to my curves, waiting for Cameron to finish his routine. The glass door of the building squeaked open and the cold street air rushed in.

I looked up and my heart skipped a beat.

It was her. My ex-girlfriend. The same one who had crushed me with a text message months ago for not being "man enough."

She walked into the gym dragging her duffel bag, with the same attitude as always, approaching the counter to ask for pricing info. I froze for a second. Residual panic threatened to paralyze me, expecting the clash, the recognition, the humiliating mockery from the woman who had ruined me.

But when her eyes met mine, there was nothing. Zero recognition.

She didn't see the weak, insecure, long-haired boy she had abandoned. She saw a stunning, busty, curvy girl with perfect porcelain skin, absolute owner of all male attention and the territory.

And for a fraction of a second, before she awkwardly looked away toward the price brochure, I saw something flash in her eyes. A green, unmistakable, venomous flash.

Envy.

She was envying me. She envied my body, my confidence, and the way the massive Nordic guy at the reception was giving me a knowing smile while attending to her with total indifference.

"Ready to go, gorgeous?"

Cameron's deep voice boomed behind me. His arm, thick as a tree trunk, wrapped around my narrowed waist, pulling me tight against his side with territorial possessiveness.

"Yes, Alpha... take me home," I purred in my soft, high-pitched voice, making absolutely sure my ex heard me perfectly.

I smiled, arching my back so my breasts stood out even more under the pink fabric, as I walked out wrapped in the arms of my giant. My transformation, finally, was complete.


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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