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"Hit me," I asked the dealer, drumming my perfectly manicured fingernails on the green felt.

The card slid across the table. A seven. Added to my six and eight, it made a perfect twenty-one.

"All mine," I announced with an arrogant smile, dragging the mountain of chips toward my chest. Thousands of dollars in a single move.

"Morgan, you're riding all the luck today, huh. But watch out, streaks can always end," the dealer warned me, dealing the next hand.

I let out a soft, contemptuous laugh. My luck, running out? Impossible.

Ever since I discovered the Sissy Casino, I had become the undisputed star of the high-stakes floor. My winning streak had allowed me to mold myself exactly how I wanted. I invested my winnings in my aesthetics: ridiculously expensive clothes, treatments to keep my skin pale, smooth, and without a single visible pore, and salon products to make my long blonde hair fall like a cascade of silk over my shoulders.

With my slender body, delicate features, and androgynous clothing, most men at the tables mistook me for a girl. And far from being offended, I used it as my best weapon. Men, in their testosterone-fueled stupidity, always get overconfident around a beautiful woman. They get distracted watching me cross my legs under the table, and by the time they want to react, I've already emptied their pockets.

"C-can I get you anything else...?"

The trembling voice behind me made me roll my eyes.

It was one of the casino's "Promoters." She approached my chair shaking, holding her tray, desperately seeking my approval. Maybe she hoped I'd tip her a thousand-dollar chip to help pay off her debt, or worse, that I'd take pity on her and "adopt" her.

The casino rules were clear and brutal: if you fell into debt and couldn't pay, your identity was erased. You became the property of the house. A Promoter. Or as I preferred to call them: disgusting sluts. They forced you to work for free, serving the winners, subjecting yourself to any humiliation. They disgusted me deeply. They were pathetic losers who attracted bad luck. How could I let anyone see me interacting with such trash?

"Out of my sight, you disgusting slut," I hissed, giving her tray a sharp shove with the back of my hand.

The crystal glasses crashed onto the carpeted floor, spilling the amber liquor with a dull thud.

"I-I'm sorry... I just wanted to please you..." the promoter whimpered, shrinking in on herself.

"You want to please me?" I looked down at her with all the contempt in the world. "Lick the spilled drinks. Now."

Without a second of hesitation, the promoter dropped to her knees and began to lick the liquor directly off the carpet, like an obedient animal. The sickest part of it all was that, from the way she was sighing, you could tell she liked it. The minds of these losers were reprogrammed so fast under the neon lights that they forgot who they really had been. They loved being on their knees.

And I knew perfectly well who this particular bitch had been.

Her name was Riley. Until a few months ago, he was my poker buddy. An arrogant guy, until in a fit of overconfidence he lost a million-dollar hand to Roman. Roman was the absolute owner of the place, a ruthless giant everyone simply called "The Alpha."

Riley couldn't pay him. Under the terms of the contract, he had to put on the uniform and serve him. The chilling part is that Riley had already paid off his debt weeks ago... but he never left. His gambler's mindset had dissolved into this submissive thing.

I watched her lick the floor with disgust, detailing her body. Riley had been a man, but now sported a pair of huge, round tits. She was dressed in the degrading Promoter uniform: a black balconette-style bra adorned with white lace trim along the top edge of the cups. The bra perfectly contrasted with the matching black panties, which featured semi-sheer tulle panels with a plumeti dotted design on the sides and were decorated with lace and small white bows.

A complete disgrace.

"Pathetic," I muttered, looking away from the loser, and turned back to the dealer. "Deal. Today I'm emptying the Alpha's vault."

The gaming session ended a couple of hours later. As expected, I got up from the table having taken thousands of dollars more. Time didn't exist in the Sissy Casino; there were no clocks on the walls or windows to the outside, just a sea of purple and gold neon lights that made you forget whether it was day or night. It's worth noting the place had a strict rule: zero cell phones. What happened in the casino, stayed in the casino.

My stomach started to rumble, so I cashed in my chips and headed to the VIP floor restaurant.

I walked with my usual arrogant swagger, conscious of how the men's stares locked onto my delicate silhouette and my blonde hair. I sat at the best table, waiting to be served. I thought about ordering something that would highlight my status as an untouchable winner, like caviar, but truth be told, I had never tried it in my life and didn't want to make a fool of myself in front of the waiters. I'd settle for something expensive and ostentatious.

Before I could raise my hand, Riley appeared next to my table again.

This time she leaned forward intentionally, squeezing her arms together so the cleavage of her black bra pushed her massive tits right into my face.

"S-sir! What can I serve you?" she asked, with that squeaky, submissive little voice.

"Riley..." I sighed, rubbing my temples.

She looked at me through half-closed eyes, her bright red lips slightly parted, like a lapdog waiting for a command. It was obvious she was seeking my attention at any cost.

"What the hell happened to you, man?" I blurted out, without a filter, looking him up and down with contempt. "You and I were the beasts of this place. We were the winners. Look at you now. A businessman, a full-grown macho, dressed like a streetwalker, with long hair and huge tits. Aren't you ashamed?"

Riley blinked slowly. The mental fog of the casino had him completely domesticated.

"It's the Casino rules..." she whispered, and then, with a wicked, empty smile, she leaned in even closer. "Do you... do you want me to show you my tits, Sir?"

"No, Riley, for God's sake!" I growled, looking away with a mix of disgust and something else I didn't want to identify. "You are a disaster. Bring me the most expensive champagne on the menu and the best cut of meat you have."

"Yes, my Sir," she replied, with a sickening cheerfulness that churned my stomach.

She skipped away, swaying her hips stuffed into those semi-sheer panties. A while later, she returned with my order. She poured the champagne with exaggerated delicacy, and even dared to take a step forward, lifting a cloth napkin with the intention of tucking it into my collar.

"Don't touch me!" I swatted her away, knocking her fingers off my skin.

"I'm sorry, Sir... I'm only here to serve you," she apologized quickly, shrinking her shoulders.

"But Riley... why?" I asked, genuinely disgusted by her lack of dignity.

Riley stayed silent for a few seconds. She bowed her head, letting her hair fall over her face, and when she looked back up at me, she wore a playful, lewd smile, completely empty of her former intelligence.

"Because I like it," she purred. "I like being here, I like serving the winners, I like the Alphas telling me pretty things. I like these tits," she said, bringing her hands up to squeeze her own breasts with morbid delight. "I'm only good for pleasing. Don't you think I look pretty, Sir?"

I was speechless. Truth be told, Riley had gone from being a bitter, calculating man to looking like a slut straight out of a porn movie. If I hadn't been his friend in the past, if I didn't know what was underneath those clothes, I would have fallen into the trap and believed she was a stunning woman.

"You look... pretty, honestly," I admitted grudgingly, just to play along. "And what do you mean by 'pleasing'?"

It didn't take me a second to regret the question.

Riley dropped to her knees on the carpet. Crawling like an obedient bitch, she slipped under my table and brought her face directly to my crotch, looking up at me from below.

"I can do whatever you want, Sir," she whispered, sticking out her pink tongue and running it over her lips.

I stood up abruptly from my chair, pushing the table forward.

"What the hell are you doing?! You are a complete disgrace!" I yelled, indignant and flustered.

Riley fell backward, landing on her ass on the carpet, looking at me with teary, frightened eyes. The shout echoed through the restaurant. I noticed everyone at the nearby tables was staring at us. But what froze my blood was that no one seemed scandalized by Riley's attitude; they looked at me with indifference or mockery, as if I were the crazy one for turning down such an offer. Was there something in the rules of this place that I wasn't getting?

Suddenly, the murmur of the restaurant died down.

Heavy, slow, and imposing footsteps began to boom against the floor. It was Roman. "The Alpha." The owner of the casino. Hearing the commotion, he had walked over from the roulette area. He wore a custom black suit that looked ready to burst over his massive shoulders.

"Morgan..." His voice was so deep and low it made the crystal of my champagne flute vibrate and sent an involuntary shiver down the base of my spine. "What is this commotion in my restaurant?"

I swallowed hard, but quickly puffed out my chest, forcing myself to maintain my arrogant attitude.

"Roman. This... this is the commotion," I said, pointing at Riley, who was still trembling on the floor. "Get this piece of shit out of here. It turns my stomach."

Roman let out a light laugh. It was a dark sound, loaded with a power and superiority that made me feel minuscule.

"'This', as you call it, is Riley. Our top promoter," Roman replied, looking down at the girl on the floor with evident possessiveness. "I understand it might make you uncomfortable seeing what your old friend has become. She won't bother you at your table again. But I'll warn you about something, Morgan... don't spit into the wind."

The veiled threat made my blood boil. My winning gambler's ego couldn't stand being treated like a rookie.

"Roman... keep your warnings. If this fucking VIP floor has the reputation it has, it's because of me. And my luck," I spat the words, lifting my chin. "All the high rollers come to this room just to try and match my plays. I'm the star of this place. I don't need disgusting sluts trying to please me or take my money."

Roman held my gaze for a second that felt like an eternity. His dark eyes gleamed with a cold, calculating predation. He was analyzing his prey.

"I understand, Morgan," he said finally, with terrifying calmness. "It's your choice. Enjoy your meal... and good luck at your next table."

Roman turned around and walked away with firm steps, snapping his fingers for Riley to get up off the floor and follow him like a scared dog.

Apparently, he hadn't liked how I treated his pet. However, I didn't care. I was untouchable. I sat back down, took a sip of champagne, and smiled. No one, not even the Alpha of the casino, could ruin my streak.

The night passed—or the day, certainly under these damn purple neon lights I had no idea what time it was. Exhausted but fueled by the adrenaline of my winning streak, I headed to my suite to rest. The Sissy Casino was a luxury monster so exaggeratedly huge that it had its own integrated five-star hotel, specifically designed so winners like me never had to step out into the real world.

As I walked down the wide carpeted hallways toward the glass elevators, I ran into the local herd again: the famous "Promoters."

They were scattered everywhere, showing off their tiny lace uniforms, posing with their backs exaggeratedly arched to highlight their assets, and looking at each other with that "sexy," empty-headed attitude. It was a spectacle as fascinating as it was pathetic. Knowing that beneath that perfect makeup, those huge and artificially sensitive breasts, there were once businessmen, fathers, or arrogant gamblers who owed too much money to the Casino, gave me the chills. They ended up feminized, chemically and psychologically molded to please the Alpha and anyone with enough chips.

The promoters were constantly courted and groped by the clients, and they responded with a sickening devotion. In every corner, you always saw one of these girls desperately trying to win approval: offering drinks with deep bows, adjusting the gamblers' ties with their long painted nails, or letting their waists be squeezed with stupid smiles on their faces.

I even saw a couple of clients nodding to the security guards, requesting a couple of promoters for "private services" in their rooms. You didn't have to be a genius to know what was going to happen behind those closed doors. Those girls were going to be fucked mercilessly, used as simple relief holes.

But what I found truly repulsive, what churned my stomach in an almost visceral way, was the consent. They loved being there.

How was it possible their minds had broken like that? How could they go from being terrified men, sweating cold and crying over their unpayable debts in front of Roman, to becoming these beautiful, submissive women with massive tits and an uncontrollable desire to be used by the winners? It was an open secret at the gaming tables that the vast majority of the promoters—just like Riley—had already paid off their debts years ago. They didn't owe a single cent anymore. Yet, they were still there. They didn't want to leave. They had become addicted to being the casino's sluts.

I pressed the elevator button, shaking my head with a grimace of disgust, adjusting my expensive jacket over my delicate shoulders. I sighed upon seeing my own androgynous reflection in the metal of the doors. I played with fire, yes, but I would never be that weak. My mind was too brilliant to end up like them.

I went down to the VIP floor a couple of hours later, ego so inflated I barely felt my feet as I walked. I was ready to destroy anyone who got in my way. However, as I walked through the mahogany doors, I noticed the room was unusually empty. The crowd of gamblers and promoters had retreated to the edges of the room, leaving a single illuminated table in the center.

Sitting at the head, shuffling a deck of black cards with hypnotic dexterity, was Roman. The Alpha.

"I was waiting for you, Morgan," his deep voice echoed off the walls, completely silencing the murmur in the room. "They say you're the king of the casino today. Prove it. One on one. No limit."

I swallowed hard, but my arrogance kept me from backing down. I adjusted the collar of my jacket, walked toward the table swaying my hips with my usual swagger, and sat across from him. In front of his imposing figure, I looked minuscule, almost made of glass, but in my mind, I was an untouchable titan.

"Deal, Roman. And get ready to sign over the deeds to this place to me."

The first few hands were tense, but I was winning. Chip by chip, my mountain grew, and with it, my blindness. Until the hand arrived.

I looked at my hole cards and had to bite the inside of my cheek not to smile. Three Aces. The community cards in the center of the table showed another Ace and a King. I had Four of a Kind. Aces. A mathematically unbeatable hand. It was the perfect humiliation for the Alpha.

Roman looked at me with his dark, inscrutable eyes, pushed both hands forward, and slid absolutely all his chips into the center of the table. Two massive towers of black hundred-thousand-dollar chips.

"All in. Four million," he decreed.

I froze. I looked at my own pile of chips; I had won a lot, but it didn't even amount to a quarter of that. If I folded, he won. If I called, I ruined him forever.

"I don't have that amount on the table," I spat, frustrated at not being able to drive the final stake through him.

Roman snapped his fingers. Immediately, a security guard the size of a refrigerator approached and placed a thick piece of paper and a gold pen in front of me.

"A house credit marker," Roman explained, resting his elbows on the green felt. "Sign it, and the casino lends you the three million you're short to match my bet. If you win, you take everything. If you lose... well, you already know the house rules, Morgan."

My brain, addicted to victory and clouded by adrenaline, ignored all the alarms. I had the Aces. It was impossible for him to have anything better. I grabbed the pen and signed the marker with an aggressive stroke, pushing the paper to the center.

"I call. You lose, Roman. Four Aces," I announced, flipping my cards over with a sharp smack on the table, standing up from my chair with a triumphant smile.

The silence in the room was absolute. Roman didn't blink. He didn't curse. He didn't move. He simply formed a slow, predatory, and cruel smile that froze the blood in my veins.

"Impressive, Morgan. It truly is."

With torturous slowness, Roman turned over his two hole cards.

The Ten and Jack of Spades.

I looked at the center of the table. The Nine, Queen, and King of Spades gleamed under the light.

"Straight flush," Roman declared, and his voice sounded like a coffin lid slamming shut. "The house wins."

The air left my lungs. My legs gave out, making me fall heavily into my chair. Terror washed over me like a bucket of ice water.

"No... no, it's impossible. There has to be a mistake," I stammered. My hands, always so steady and delicate, began to shake uncontrollably. "Roman, listen to me, I can get the money... I need to make a call..."

Roman stood up. Suddenly, the custom suit seemed too small for his immense presence. He looked down at me as if I were a miserable insect.

"There are no phones in this casino, Morgan. And the game is over."

I lost. Finally, I lost. And I didn't just lose my chips; I lost absolutely everything. My money, my status, my untouchable pride.

The terror hit me with such force that my legs simply stopped responding. I fell heavily, my knees crashing dryly against the carpeted floor. I began to tremble uncontrollably, losing any trace of the dignity I worked so hard to project.

"I'm sorry, Roman! Please, I'm so sorry! Don't hurt me!"

I begged, looking up at him with genuine panic for my physical safety. The amount I had just lost was incredibly high, an astronomical figure, never before seen at that table. Not even the oldest Promoters had racked up debts of that magnitude. I thought it was my end, that Roman was going to take everything from me, including my very life. The absolute power of the Casino management terrified me.

Roman looked down at me and burst out laughing. It was a dark, deep laugh that vibrated in my chest.

"Hurt you? Why would I hurt a beautiful Promoter like you?"

"P-Promoter...?"

I asked clumsily, my voice breaking. And then, my gambler's brain clicked, clinging to survival. That's it! I'll have to pay off my debt by being a Promoter! The amount was exorbitant, yes, but they weren't going to kill me. I could do it. I'll pay off this damn debt dressed as a woman and get out of this hole. And not only that... I will return! I'll come back with more money, I'll destroy them all, and I'll snatch the empire from Roman.

"Yes..." the Alpha continued, savoring every word as he analyzed me with his eyes. "You will be the prettiest Promoter in the place. The main attraction of this Casino!"

"Yes... yes... I will be."

I replied, slurring my words shamefully. I could hear the murmurs around me; the same men I had humiliated a while ago were now licking their lips, looking at me like a piece of meat. They were waiting for my downfall. Laugh all you want, I thought desperately, I will come back for all of you.

"But first, Morgan..." Roman's voice cut my delusions of revenge off at the root. "My shoes are very dirty. Clean them."

I hesitated for a fraction of a second, but fear forced me to approach. Crawling on my knees across the floor, I closed the distance and raised my trembling hands, ready to rub the dust off the leather with my palms.

"With your tongue."

The command fell like an icy whip across my back. My mind screamed in indignation, but my submissive body obeyed before I could process it. I opened my mouth, stuck out my tongue, and began to pathetically lick the tip of his shoe. The bitter taste of shoe polish and the dirt from the carpet invaded my mouth, churning my stomach.

"Look at me while you do it."

And I did. I swallowed hard, lifted my face, and locked my eyes onto his, without stopping the swipe of my moistened tongue over the footwear. The silence in the room was total, broken only by the wet sound of my licking. In that precise moment, kneeling in front of all the gamblers on the VIP floor, a pang of reality pierced my denial: I had become a bitch. His fucking bitch.

They dragged me down the dark hallways of the restricted area until throwing me mercilessly onto the thick carpet of Roman's office. The double doors closed behind me with a metallic click that sounded like the final sentence of my life.

Roman walked unhurriedly to his massive mahogany desk and sat down, watching me tremble on the floor. He pulled a black box from a drawer and tossed it in front of my knees.

"That is your new uniform, Morgan. Put it on. You're no longer a gambler, you're the property of the Sissy Casino."

My trembling hands opened the lid. Inside rested a tiny two-piece lingerie set. It was exactly the same degrading outfit Riley wore. My breathing accelerated into an uncontrollable hyperventilation. Panic closed my throat. I couldn't do it. I couldn't put that on.

The side door of the office opened softly and Riley walked in, swaying her hips with that submissive slut attitude that disgusted me so much. She carried a silver tray with a small, shiny pink pill, next to a glass of water.

"Relax, Morgan..." Riley whispered, kneeling beside me with a sweet, empty smile. "I know you're scared. I was too. The Alpha asked me to bring you this. It's the Sissy Pill."

"Get that shit away from me!" I yelled, scrambling backward, but I backed right into Roman's legs.

"Take it," Roman ordered, with a voice that allowed no argument. "It will help you calm down. It will make the transition... a pleasure."

"It will make you feel so good, friend..." Riley insisted, bringing the pill closer to my lips. "It will take all the fear away. Just take it to be more relaxed."

I was cornered. My heart was beating so fast I felt like I was going to pass out. I looked at the pink pill. It's just a sedative, I lied to myself, clinging to my last shred of masculine rationality. I'll take it to calm down, I'll put on the fucking uniform to pay the debt, and my mind will remain intact.

With hands trembling violently, I grabbed the Sissy Pill, popped it into my mouth, and took a gulp of water.

Almost instantly, a thick, syrupy heat flooded my chest. The paralyzing terror began to melt away, replaced by a pink haze that invaded my brain. My eyelids weighed tons. The last thing I saw before losing consciousness was Roman's predatory smile and Riley stroking my hair.

When I opened my eyes, the morning light was filtering through the curtains of a room I didn't recognize. The sheets were pink satin. My body ached, but it wasn't a muscle ache; it was a strange heaviness, a stretching of the skin, especially on my chest and hips.

I sat on the edge of the bed and looked down.

A muffled gasp escaped my lips... but it sounded high-pitched, feminine, stupidly seductive.

Where there used to be a flat, masculine chest, two huge, heavy, and round tits now stood. They were stuffed to the bursting point in the black balconette-style bra Roman had thrown at me the night before. The black fabric contrasted with the white lace trim adorning the top edge of the cups, decorated with a small white bow right in the center of my deep, new cleavage.

I froze in front of the reflection. My silky blonde hair had grown, falling in perfect waves over my shoulders, framing a face with softened features, with swollen and glossy lips. I looked down at my waist, now unrealistically narrow, and at my widened hips, covered by the tiny matching black panties. They had semi-sheer tulle side panels with a plumeti polka-dot design, framed by white lace and topped off with another white bow on the front.

I was a bimbo. A perfect, voluptuous, and busty casino doll.

I tried to feel panic, I tried to search for the arrogant and calculating Morgan in my brain, but the Sissy Pill had wiped him out. The mental fog was absolute. Instead of rage, I felt a hot, wet tingling sprout in my crotch. My nipples, brushing against the lace of the bra, were hard and sensitive.

I caressed my own curves in front of the mirror, moaning softly. My submissive brain was no longer thinking about winning poker games. The chips and debts had disappeared. Now, my head only hammered with a single, desperate need. I wanted the door to open. I wanted to go out onto the casino floor. I wanted those massive men to look at me, drool over me, touch my tits, and use me.

Someone knocked twice on the door with their knuckles, but didn't wait for an answer before opening. It was Riley.

"Good morning, princess!" she sang out, walking in with all the joy in the world and swaying her hips, as if we weren't locked in the neon prison of an underground casino.

I hugged myself, feeling the strange, immense softness of my new cleavage.

"Riley! What the hell is this...?!" I tried to sound annoyed, furious, but my voice came out as a high-pitched, sweet, and desperate squeal.

Riley blinked several times, tilting her head with that stupid bimbo innocence.

"What is... what, pretty?" she replied with another question, her smile never fading.

"This!" I screamed, dropping my arms to point with trembling hands at my new curves, my tiny waist, and, above all, my huge tits stuffed into the lace bra.

Riley let out a tinkling giggle and walked over to the bed, sitting next to me with total naturalness.

"Oh, don't worry about that. It's just a side effect of the Sissy Pill. Due to the high concentration of the sissifying chemical, your body adapts this way to... well, to please better."

I swallowed hard, feeling my own nipples brush against the structured fabric of the bra with every breath. They were so sensitive that the mere friction sent electric shocks to my lower belly.

"And what exactly does this pill do to your head?" I asked, terrified by the lack of panic in my own mind.

"It doesn't do anything bad, I swear. It just relaxes you," Riley explained, stroking a strand of my long blonde hair. "A lot of us simply lose our minds realizing we lost all our money and fall into absolute despair. The stress of the debt would destroy us. But this magical pill just relaxes you... and lets you be who you really are."

Terror pierced me again, but it felt distant, drowned out by a thick, delicious fog of arousal.

"W-what do you mean who I am?"

Riley looked me in the eyes. For a second, I saw a flash of the intelligence of my former poker buddy, mixed with the absolute submission of the slut she had become.

"Yes, Morgan. What you really are. You and me, what we always were deep down. Submissive, fragile people who tried to fight life acting like arrogant machos to prove otherwise. But admit it... you didn't like that 'winner' spot you built for yourself. It was exhausting having to always pretend to be the Alpha."

"Don't speak for me!" I squeaked, scooting back on the mattress.

But Riley didn't flinch. She leaned forward, bringing her glossy lips close to my ear.

"Don't tell me the simple idea of putting on those lace clothes, feeling vulnerable, and having those huge tits doesn't turn you on, right?"

I squeezed my eyes shut. It was true. God, it was a truth so crushing it hurt. I was burning inside. A part of me, dark, suppressed, and now liberated by the pill, desperately wanted the rest of the men in the casino to see my body. I felt extremely hot; an almost animalistic need to exhibit my breasts, to arch my back and be admired not for my intelligence, but for my feminine fragility.

"And just wait until you go down to the VIP floor..." Riley continued, purring against my ear, licking her lips with pure morbid delight. "When you kneel in front of them... and eat all those massive, beautiful winners' cocks..."

"Stop it!" I yelled, silencing her, crossing my legs instinctively.

Truth be told, my body was betraying me completely. My small penis had begun to throb, hardening pathetically against the lace of the semi-sheer panties. I was dying of embarrassment and arousal in equal parts, and I didn't want Riley to see how the black fabric stretched at my crotch, giving away that her words had soaked me in desire.

Riley got up from the bed, smoothing down her little skirt with her hands, satisfied seeing my reaction of modesty and heat.

"When you're ready, pretty, you can go to the Alpha's table," she said, turning around before leaving with a playful smile. "He's waiting for you."

I stayed a moment longer in front of the mirror, trying to calm my breathing, but the bounce of my breasts with every pant only made me more nervous. Or hotter. I shook my head, forcing my legs to move toward the door before the panic tried to push its way through the pill's dense fog.

Walking in those sky-high stiletto heels should have been impossible for a man, but my hips seemed to have a life of their own. They swayed from side to side, balancing my new weight with a sickening, natural fluidity. The carpeted hallway to the VIP floor felt miles long. With every step, I felt the cold air hitting the exposed skin of my stomach and thighs, and the constant rub of the lace against my nipples, keeping them painfully hard.

I reached the massive mahogany doors of the main room. The same doors I walked through yesterday feeling like an untouchable god. I swallowed hard, rested my delicate hands on the wood, and entered the lion's den.

The unmistakable sound of chips clinking, dice rolling, and the deep murmur of the gamblers filled the air. At first, I went unnoticed among the rest of the staff. But as I moved toward the center of the room, where Roman's private table was, the noise began to die down in a chilling way.

A burly, sweaty man, whom I myself had bankrupted last week laughing in his face, dropped his whiskey glass on the green felt. He wasn't looking at me with hatred; he was devouring me. His bloodshot eyes dragged over my exposed legs, moved up my tiny black panties, and stayed glued, hypnotized, to my massive, tight cleavage.

And he wasn't the only one. Slowly, the entire damn VIP room stopped to stare at me.

I expected them to laugh at me. The old Morgan, the arrogant gambler, expected them to point and shout "loser" at him. But there wasn't a single mockery. There was only a thick silence, heavy breathing, and an animal hunger. They were objectifying me, reducing me to a simple piece of meat for their amusement.

And the worst part of it all... my reprogrammed mind exploded with pleasure.

An electric current, dirty and hot, shot down my spine to my crotch. My breathing became loud. Without realizing it, I instinctively arched my back to push my breasts further forward, offering them up to their hungry stares. I felt stupid, empty, but incredibly powerful in a completely new way. I no longer needed cards to command the attention of these men; I just needed to shake my ass.

"We were waiting for you, Morgan."

Roman's deep, low voice cut through the silence like a knife. He was sitting at the head of the largest and most exclusive table, surrounded by his heaviest partners, all massive Alphas in custom suits.

I walked toward him. My knees were shaking with pure anticipation. I stopped three feet from his chair, folding my hands in my lap and lowering my gaze submissively.

"Would you look at that..." murmured one of Roman's partners, a giant with scars on his hands, licking his lips. "What a beautiful slut you got us today. Was this really the arrogant boy taking our money?"

"The very same," the Alpha replied, leaning back in his leather chair, taking a drag from his cigar and blowing the smoke out slowly. "But I think thanks to our medicine, Morgan has finally understood her true talent in my casino. Isn't that right, gorgeous?"

"Y-yes... my Sir," I whispered. My own voice, high-pitched and honeyed, sounded like music in my ears.

"Good. Because my guests have had a long night and need to relax," Roman decreed. He slowly spread his legs and pointed to the dark space on the carpet, right between his shoes. "Come down here, bitch. It's time you start paying off your debt on your knees."

I froze. The dark space under the table, right between Roman's expensive leather shoes, looked like an abyss.

For a moment, the pill's effect seemed to falter and my old mind, or what little was left of it uninfected by the pink haze, gave one last desperate tug for survival.

I am a man, that internal voice screamed at me, sounding increasingly distant. I am heterosexual. I was the one who earned the money and paid women to do this. I like girls. I can't kneel in front of other men, it's madness. I am Morgan, the best player in this damn place!

I tried to take a step back. I wanted to open my mouth to say no, to demand they return my clothes and my dignity.

But then, my own body betrayed me in the most humiliating way possible.

As I tried to step back on the stiletto heels, my massive, heavy breasts bounced against the bra cups, sending an electric shock of pleasure straight to my crotch. My knees shook. The devouring stares of the three massive Alphas surrounding me didn't disgust me; they made me feel fragile, desired... and desperately in need of their validation.

The chemistry of the Sissy Pill swallowed my weak attempt at masculinity and turned it into pure kink. Who was I trying to fool? My heterosexuality and my arrogance were always a farce, a shield to hide how much I wanted to be dominated.

Slowly, as if my lace-adorned hips were controlled by invisible strings, I let myself fall.

My knees hit the thick carpet softly. Under the large poker table, the dim light was intimate. The smell of expensive cologne, tobacco, and pure masculinity flooded my senses, making me dizzy, turning me even more docile.

"That's a good girl," Roman purred from above.

Immediately after, I heard the unmistakable metallic sound of his zipper going down.

Roman's other two partners didn't waste any time. They dragged their chairs toward the center, closing the circle around me under the table, blocking any possible exit.

"Don't be selfish, Roman. The bitch has two free hands she's not using," the scarred giant laughed, and his zipper also went down, followed by the third partner's.

Suddenly, I was completely cornered in the darkness. The thick, heavy cocks of the three Alphas loomed before me, imposing, throbbing with heat and power. My ego finally died in that exact second, crushed by the overwhelming size difference. They were massive, true owners of the world. And I was so small, so submissive.

I swallowed hard, letting the bimbo haze take absolute control.

I reached out my delicate hands, feeling my bracelets jingle, and wrapped around two of their thick members, feeling the hardness and heat that seemed to burn my palms. Simultaneously, I crawled forward, opened my mouth, and let Roman mark his territory, filling me completely.

I had one in my mouth and one in each hand.

The rhythm began. My breathing became a choked disaster from the friction. My makeup ran from the tears of submission and pleasure that spilled from my eyes, but never in my miserable life had I been so happy. While my hands moved frantically and my mouth worked to please the casino owners, my brain melted completely. There were no more numbers, no Blackjack strategies, no debts.

The transformation was complete. Morgan the gambler had died forever under that table, and only the most compliant, busty, and empty slut of the Sissy Casino remained.

The rhythm under the immense poker table became frantic, deafening. The clash of heavy breathing, the constant friction against my lace clothing, and the overwhelming heat radiating from the three Alphas pushed me into a state of absolute trance.

I no longer felt the pain in my knees against the carpet; I only felt the crushing weight of the power of the men surrounding me.

The Sissy Pill had set the stage perfectly, but it was the physical humiliation of this moment that finally shattered the glass of my mind. The size, the brutality, and the pure domination with which they claimed my body destroyed my old ego. Every thrust was another nail in the coffin of my masculinity.

"You're ours now, bitch," Roman growled from above, his deep voice vibrating right in my chest, setting the unbreakable tempo of my submission. "Where did the untouchable Morgan go? Look at you. You are exactly where you belong."

I wanted to answer him, I wanted to stammer that I belonged to him, that I loved being his service doll, but the suffocating rhythm prevented me. My hands shook, working in tandem with my mouth, while my head—once full of Blackjack calculations, probabilities, and arrogance—emptied completely. The pink haze consumed everything. Only friction existed. Only my sick, desperate need to please the casino owners existed.

The air under the table became thick, heavy, loaded with the smell of expensive cologne and testosterone. The breathing of the three partners synchronized into rough, guttural gasps, announcing that the point of no return was seconds away from bursting. The physical tension in their bodies warned me that the end was imminent.

"That's how I like it... swallow that pride," hissed the scarred partner, tensing every muscle of his massive body.

I squeezed my eyes shut, feeling tears of pure and humiliating surrender ruin my eyeliner. In that dark abyss, the old Morgan disintegrated. He ceased to exist. I accepted my body. I accepted the bimbofication.

While the Alphas' muscles tensed in unison and the group climax erupted around me in the most brutal and overwhelming way possible, my mind shut down forever. My ego remained buried under that table, leaving only an empty, beautiful Promoter, eternally kneeling at the feet of the Sissy Casino.


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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