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A SISSY IN VR


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.


FEMINIZED BY MY GYM BRO


"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.


FEMINIZED BY THE CASINO


"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.


MY WIFE FEMINIZED ME!


Friday night. The clock in the living room read eleven, and the silence in the house was already beginning to suffocate me. My wife had gone out again with her "friends" to, supposedly, get drunk and gossip. But within my pathetic and miserable life, I knew exactly what that meant. She wasn't going out with friends; she was going out with someone else. And I was so incredibly weak that I had simply decided to accept it.

My wife, Antonella, was too much for me. She possessed a voluptuous body, huge tits, and killer hips that would drive any man who crossed her path crazy. I, on the other hand, was a simple embarrassment to the male gender. I had a thin, almost fragile body, and delicate features that, combined with my long hair, made me look more like a girl than the husband of a goddess. The sickest part of all was that, far from disgusting me, that lack of masculinity turned me on deeply.

The problem was that keeping a woman like her was extremely demanding. A beautiful, dominant, and independent female couldn't settle for a loser. That's why I accepted her "Fridays" routine. I let her go out and fuck some other guy. Probably a huge, muscular Alpha with a giant cock that made her scream. Not like mine, which was pathetically small. I endured all that silent humiliation with only one condition in my head: that Antonella would never leave me.

But Friday nights weren't a total sadness. When I was left alone, I had my own ritual. That dirty little secret that no one in the world could know, and that generated such an exciting heat from deep in my gut that it drove me crazy.

When the silence of the house confirmed that I was truly alone, I would dive into the gloom of our bedroom and open Antonella's huge closet. Her garments, so silky and delicate, still impregnated with that sweet, almost narcotic perfume she wore, became my refuge. They were my private collection.

Tonight was not going to be any different. But my body was begging to cross another line. I got ready with teenage nervousness. I checked that the curtains were perfectly drawn to avoid any prying eyes from a neighbor, made sure the front door was deadbolted, and locked myself in the bedroom.

I wanted to go further. Today I wanted to feel something much more intense. I went straight to her drawer. My hands trembled as I rummaged through the silks, until my fingers brushed against what I was looking for: her underwear. I wanted to feel the rough yet delicate texture of the black lace thong squeezing my balls, hiding my pathetic masculinity beneath the feminine design, letting the fabric melt into my skin.

I stripped naked in front of the full-length mirror. Breathing heavily, I slid the fine black fabric up my thighs, pulling it up until the lace fit perfectly on my hips, containing my small member with a delicious humiliation. I stood staring at my own reflection, caressing the fabric over my flat stomach, hypnotized by how good it looked on me.

And then...

Click!

The unmistakable sound of a camera shutter, accompanied by the blinding flash of a cell phone, lit up the room behind me.

My heart stopped. Through the mirror, I saw the bedroom door wide open.

Antonella was there. She had come home early.

I spun around with a jump, instinctively crossing my hands over my crotch to hide my pathetic intimacy. Panic closed my throat.

"I can... I can explain!" I blurted out, in a desperate, high-pitched stammer.

But Antonella didn't answer right away. She simply stood in the doorway, her phone still raised. She slowly lowered the device and looked me up and down. There was no surprise or disgust on her face. Her dark eyes gleamed with a predatory superiority, as if she were visually savoring her prey. A slow, malicious smile spread across her red-painted lips.

"You don't need to explain anything," she declared, and her words fell on me with the weight of an unbreakable command.

"I'm sorry, Anto, I swear, I didn't... I'll take this off right now and we can forget—"

"You are not going to take off absolutely anything," she interrupted. Her voice wasn't a shout; it was a venomous caress, a directive that froze my blood. "You're going to turn all the way around. You're going to show me the back."

"But..."

"Do you want me to record a video too?" Antonella raised her phone again, aiming right at my trembling body. "Do you want me to show all your coworkers at the office how pathetic and queer you are? In my own bedroom, wearing my clothes. Look how that thong squeezes your balls."

The terror of my social and professional life being destroyed paralyzed me. I refused to answer. With my eyes glued to the floor and my face burning with shame, I stiffly turned around.

"Is that how you're going to turn around?" she mocked, taking a step into the room. "Model. Do it right. Sway those hips like you're a sexy girl. Show me what you put my lingerie on for."

My mind screamed with indignation, but my submissive body acted on its own. Without fully understanding how or why, I spun around again, this time dropping my weight onto one leg and swaying my hips with a disturbing fluidity, showing off my ass wrapped in the black lace.

"What a little bitch..." Antonella whispered, and the sound of her heels on the wood told me she was getting closer. "That thong makes your ass look really round. You look like a girl. A cheap, desperate whore."

"C-can I change now?" I begged, my voice cracking, not daring to look her in the eyes.

"No. Do you like wearing my clothes in secret? Perfect. You're going to wear them all week. Under your suit, to go to work, to sleep. And I expect you not to take anything off without my permission. Understood?"

"Okay..." I murmured, head down, accepting my defeat.

"'Okay, Mommy.' That's what you have to say."

The humiliation hit me so hard I almost stumbled. I swallowed hard, feeling my male ego shatter to pieces in front of the mirror.

"Okay... Mommy," I repeated, completely losing any trace of dignity.

"Good boy..." Antonella let out a dark laugh, brushing her long nails against my bare shoulder. "Or, rather... good whore. Because look what's happening down there. Look at how hard your cock is. It's so pathetic it can't even hide properly, escaping from the thong."

It was true. I looked down and saw the undeniable evidence of my own depravity. My tiny penis was completely erect, throbbing and straining against the semi-transparent lace of the panties. My breathing was a noisy mess. This uncomfortable and terrifying situation was turning me on.

What the hell was happening to me? Antonella had finally discovered my lack of manhood, my darkest secret, and instead of discarding me in disgust... she was claiming me as her pet.

The passing of the weeks brought a... completely different routine. I went from pathetically trying to be the "man of the house" to becoming her personal doll, simply her "pretty girl."

Every morning, before leaving for my gray, boring office job, the dynamic was strict. I would pour my coffee in silence, but it was Antonella who prepared my "clothes." And we were no longer talking about ironing my shirt or picking out my suit pants, no. She would open her drawer and decide what secret identity I was going to wear all day. She chose whether I got the black lace thong that dug into my skin, or a larger silk panty. She even crossed the line by forcing me to wear her bras, adjusting the straps to the max so that I felt the constant pressure on my flat chest under my work shirt.

Far from making me feel humiliated or bad, that submission turned me on to the point of delirium. It was a secret we finally shared; the heavy burden of faking manhood had disappeared. I no longer had to hide my true nature from her.

Quickly, she took absolute control of my aesthetics. She began to demand that I let my hair grow out. She bought me expensive creams to apply every night, wanting my skin to become soft, hydrated, and feminine, and she even ordered me to shave my entire body. Feeling the rough fabric of my office pants rubbing against my hairless legs was a constant reminder of who I belonged to. I was completely ecstatic in my new role.

Another day went by like that. I arrived at the office, sat in my cubicle, and, as always, couldn't stop looking at the clock. My only real need was for time to pass quickly so I could return home and serve her.

Lunchtime arrived and I met the guys in the cafeteria. My coworkers. Regular guys, full of testosterone and vulgar talk.

"And you, Jamie, how are things with your wife?" one of them asked, looking at me with that smug little smile, almost expecting that such a beautiful and dominant woman had finally left me for a real man.

I took a sip of my water, feeling the lace of the bra rubbing against my nipples under the white fabric of my corporate shirt.

"I think... finally, I am exactly where I want to be," I answered, sketching a genuine smile that they, in their macho ignorance, would never manage to understand.

At that moment, my cell phone vibrated on the table. Antonella's name lit up the screen, and my stomach did a flip.

"Hello, love..." I answered, bringing the phone to my ear while my coworkers kept eating in front of me.

"'Hello, Mommy,' I told you," her voice replied on the other end of the line, cold and sharp as a whip.

I swallowed hard, feeling panic and arousal rising in my throat. I turned slightly in my chair, turning my back to the guys so I could whisper.

"Sorry... hello, Mommy."

"You are going to go to the office bathroom right now. And you are going to send me a picture of your body, clearly showing the underwear I put on you today. Did you hear me, little bitch?"

"But... I'm in the middle of lunch with the guys..." I stammered, terrified. The mere idea of standing up, walking to the bathrooms, and unbuttoning my corporate shirt to take pictures of myself in lingerie while my coworkers were just feet away froze my blood.

"No buts. Go right now," Antonella declared, lowering her voice, promising pain. "And when you come home, you'll see what happens when you doubt an order."

The call cut off abruptly. The dead dial tone buzzed in my ear. A punishment was waiting for me at home... and the worst part was that, under my suit pants and barely contained by my wife's lace, my pathetic masculinity was already throbbing with pure, desperate anticipation.

Finally, the metallic sound of my keys broke the silence in the hallway. I entered the house with my stomach tied in a knot. I was terrified. Every step toward the living room weighed a ton, anticipating the brutal punishment that surely awaited me for hesitating in the office bathroom.

The living room was completely empty. At the end of the hallway, our bedroom door was wide open. The only light came from the streetlamp filtering through the window. Sitting on the edge of our immense bed, with the gloom partially hiding her face, was Antonella.

I walked toward her at a slow pace, almost dragging my feet. I had no idea what to expect or where we were going to end up with all this. With my hands shaking uncontrollably, I sat next to her on the mattress. The rustle of my stupid suit pants against the bedspread sounded deafening. I took a deep breath, bracing for impact.

"I think it's time..." she whispered. Her voice didn't spit venom; it was chillingly soft.

My heart dropped to the floor. It was finally happening. She had run out of patience. She was going to leave me.

"Time... for what?" I asked, with a thread of a voice, feigning innocence but terrified of the answer.

"Time for you to feel comfortable, Jamie."

That answer completely threw me off. I looked up, trying to find her eyes in the darkness.

"Comfortable? What do you mean, Mommy?"

Antonella raised a hand, sliding her long, perfectly manicured nails down my cheek, caressing me with a manipulative tenderness that disarmed me instantly.

"Jamie, sweetheart..." she purred, leaning close to my ear. "What I always liked about you is precisely this small body. Your weakness. Your fragility. It complements me perfectly, since I am the complete opposite. You are my opposite. You are exactly what I need to dominate."

My eyes filled with hot tears. All the accumulated tension of the day broke at once.

"It surprises me that you tell me this..." I stammered, feeling the remains of my ego melting under her touch. "I... I thought I would never be enough for a woman like you. And even less being the way I am. A pathetic office worker who gets turned on by wearing your underwear."

"I know. That's why I brought you a gift," she murmured.

Her hand slipped into her pocket. When she opened it in front of my eyes, a small, bright pink pill rested on her palm.

"This is the Sissy Pill," she explained, with a smile that mixed sweetness with absolute darkness. "In theory, it will tear down all those barriers that torture you. It will let you be who you really are and who I need you to be. Without guilt. Without the need to mentally punish yourself ever again."

I raised my trembling hand and took the pill between my fingers. The small pink tablet seemed to vibrate in the darkness of the room.

"And that's it...? I just take it?" I asked, completely hypnotized.

"Yes. But I'm warning you, Jamie. Once you do, everything will change. For better or for worse, there's no turning back. You just have to swallow it and accept yourself... as my girl."

I didn't doubt it for a second longer. The morbid arousal crushed my rationale. I put it in my mouth and dry swallowed.

Almost instantly, a thick, sweet, and overwhelming heat invaded my chest. The room began to spin. The last thing I felt before a dense pink fog completely shut down my brain was Antonella's hand stroking my hair as my body fell unconscious onto the pillows.

When I opened my eyes again, a sweet, heavy, cloying scent flooded my nostrils. It was a floral, synthetic perfume that seemed to sprout directly from my own pores. I sat bolt upright on the mattress, dizzy, as if I had just woken up from a deep coma. I blinked several times to bring the room into focus; Antonella was nowhere to be found.

The dizziness intensified. In a reflex action, I brought my hands to my forehead, and the air left my lungs immediately.

My hands... my fingers were slender, delicate, with perfectly polished nails. My skin, previously rough, now had the texture of pure silk. A lock fell over my face: my hair, which was already long, had turned into a cascade of platinum blonde waves that cascaded past my shoulders. Terrified, I looked down, following the fall of those golden strands, only to find an absolutely impossible sight.

Two tits. Huge, heavy, and round, defying gravity on my own chest. On my man's body!

"What the hell?!" I screamed, jumping out of bed.

But my own voice paralyzed me. It came out in a high-pitched, sweet, and ridiculously feminine squeak.

My breathing quickened, but my hands, betraying any trace of rational panic, instinctively went up to support the weight of my new breasts. I squeezed the soft flesh, and my nipples hardened instantly against my palms. An electric, hot tingle shot straight down to my stomach. I was getting turned on. Desperate, I ran my hands over the rest of my body and discovered wide hips, a tiny waist, and exorbitant curves worthy of a magazine model. My mind fought against the guilt, but the thrill of touching these huge tits, and knowing they were mine, was melting my brain.

"Good morning, princess."

I jumped. Antonella was leaning against the doorframe, her arms crossed and a smile of absolute satisfaction on her face, observing me like a freshly finished work of art.

"Anto? What is this?!" I shrieked, unable to let go of my new cleavage.

"What is what, princess?" she replied, taking a slow step toward me.

"This!" I whimpered, squeezing my chest.

"That, princess... is the Sissy Pill. You told me you thought you'd never be enough for me being a man. You wanted to lose that crushing guilt of not being able to be an Alpha. You wanted to be comfortable in your position as a submissive whore. So I did you a favor. I freed you."

"But... I didn't..."

"Don't tell me you don't like it," she interrupted me, stroking my cheek, locking her dark eyes onto mine. "Don't tell me it doesn't turn you on to have this body you secretly craved all along. To have people look at you and sexualize you. To be so sweet, to have this beautiful little face, and to know that just by getting on your knees, you'd drive any real man crazy."

I swallowed hard. The thick pink fog of the pill crushed my last masculine defenses. She was right. Being a "man" had always been an unbearable burden, an exhausting and pathetic performance. If there was one thing I had always envied about Antonella, it was her natural ability to capture hungry stares. Everyone wanted to fuck her for being so sexy. And, deep down, that desire to be an object, to be consumed by the lust of others, was exactly what I wanted to feel.

"Your silence tells me everything, princess," Antonella purred, victorious.

"And... and now what?" I stammered, surrendering completely to her control.

"Now... we are going to make you look real pretty. And you're going to go to the office, to work. Just like every day."

Panic pierced my chest, breaking my trance.

"To work?!" I squeaked. "How am I going to go to the office like this? What are the guys going to say? They'll laugh at me! Or worse... maybe someone will try to..."

I stopped abruptly. Maybe someone will try to fuck me.

The mere idea of walking through the cubicles in a tight skirt, feeling the devouring stares of my coworkers fixed on my ass and my huge cleavage, awakened a thrill so violent that my tiny penis—now even more diminutive and useless between my new womanly thighs—gave a pathetic jump, wetting the panties I was still wearing.

I nodded slowly, my breathing ragged and my eyes shining with absolute submission, docilely awaiting my session.

Antonella showed no mercy when dressing me. She squeezed me into a black pencil skirt so obscenely tight that it forced me to take short steps and sway my new, wide hips in a humiliating way. On top, a semi-transparent white blouse, unbuttoned just enough to show the swell of my huge breasts, threatening to burst the buttons with every breath. To crown my corporate uniform, she slipped me into six-inch stiletto heels that made me feel fragile, unstable, and completely at her mercy.

The commute to the office was a hell of street stares that, to my horror, only served to dampen my lace underwear.

When I pushed through the double glass doors of the sales floor, the usual hum of machines and phones seemed to fade. The silence grew heavy, electric. I started walking toward my cubicle and the clack-clack-clack of my heels echoed like an announcement of my submission. I felt the eyes of every man pinned on my ass, devouring the curve of my waist and the bounce of my tits. They didn't know who I was. To them, I was just a piece of blonde meat, new and ready.

I tried to take refuge in the copy room to calm my nerves, but the door slammed shut behind me.

It was Marcos. The same big, square-jawed coworker who had mocked my marriage and my manhood at lunch yesterday.

"Hey, gorgeous. Are you new?" he purred, approaching slowly, cornering me against the plastic edge of the photocopier. His eyes didn't even try to look at my face; they were hypnotized by my cleavage.

"Marcos... it's me. I'm Jamie," I stammered. My voice came out so high and shaky it sounded like a muffled moan.

He stopped dead. He blinked a couple of times, processing the information. But instead of recoiling in disgust or laughing out loud at my humiliation, his gaze turned a hundred times darker and more predatory. The Sissy Pill had done such a perfect job molding my body that Marcos didn't give a shit about my past; he only saw a cornered slut in front of him.

"Are you shitting me... Jamie?" he whispered, taking another step until the tips of his shoes touched mine. "What the fuck happened to you... you look incredible. I could tear you in half, blondie."

His large, rough hand rested on my waist. The contact gave me an electric shock. My mind tried to scream at me to defend myself, to push him away, but the pink chemistry in my brain crushed any resistance. My knees trembled. I closed my eyes and, to my absolute shame, unconsciously rubbed myself against him.

I could feel the hard bulge in his pants brushing against my skirt. It was huge. Dense. Hot. An obscene thought invaded my shattered head: I want to feel that cock. I want him to use me right here, over the machine, like the slut I am.

"Please... I'm working..." I moaned, trying to sound firm, but my hands, betraying me, clung to his strong arms looking for support.

"Let me touch you a little more, Jamie. Come on. If you came dressed like this, it's because you want all of us in the department to take you," he whispered in my ear, biting my earlobe as his hand slid up my stomach, getting dangerously close to my swollen breasts.

The sound of the door handle turning separated us abruptly. Marcos cursed under his breath and stepped back, winking at me before leaving, leaving me alone, hyperventilating and with legs shaking like jelly.

I survived the rest of the day hiding in my cubicle, my brain completely fried. The Sissy Pill and the constant harassment from the guys had turned me into a puddle of need. The only thing throbbing in my sick mind was the desire to be claimed, to be used, for something to fill me completely and extinguish this fire that was consuming me.

When the clock struck quitting time, I fled the office almost running. I had to go back home. I had to beg Antonella to take charge of what she had created.

I returned home with a ravenous hunger, consumed by an extreme, almost animalistic need to be used. To feel the weight and heat of a massive cock claiming me inside. I opened the front door with trembling hands and slammed it shut. Silence greeted me; Antonella wasn't in the living room and the house seemed completely deserted.

"Antonella!"

I called out, but my voice sounded muffled, pathetic. I received no answer. I stumbled toward our darkened bedroom. And there she was, sitting with her back to me in the gloom.

"Antonella... I need release from this."

"How was your day...?" she asked, not turning around yet, with a voice that dripped with malice and a genuine, dark curiosity.

"I'm so hot. I don't know what's happening to me, but I'm going crazy wanting to get fucked. I'm having a hard time, I even thought about sucking my coworkers' cocks."

Antonella let out a cold laugh that chilled my blood, but at the same time lit a treacherous fire in my lower belly.

"Please. Take this pill away from me, I won't be able to hold out this long."

Antonella stood up slowly and turned around. My breath caught in my throat. She was wearing a black leather harness with a massive, eight-inch cock protruding from it. It was monstrous, thick, round, and threatening. She was ready. It looked like she had been prepared from the very first second I crossed the door, waiting for my moment of greatest weakness.

"I'm going to solve your little problems," she said with a lethal seriousness as she closed the distance between us.

When she stood in front of me, my brain shut down. I couldn't articulate a single word. With a force I didn't expect, she grabbed me brutally by the hair and threw me to the floor. I ended up falling to my knees on the carpet, looking up at her from below, completely submissive to her new authority.

"Now you're going to suck, whore. You're going to suck a good cock."

I didn't even have time to open my mouth to reply. Antonella grabbed that massive cock and started hitting me in the face with it, giving me wet, humiliating slaps on the cheeks. Then, she held it firmly and aimed directly at my lips. Without asking permission, she pushed. The huge, veiny cock invaded my mouth, forcing my jaw open until it reached the back of my throat. The impact made my eyes water instantly and triggered a violent gag reflex that she completely ignored.

The obscene sound of saliva and wet splashing flooded the silence of the room.

"Look me in the face while I fuck your mouth," she ordered, implacable.

I tried to look up and meet her eyes through my tears. Reality crushed me: I was a man, a man who was getting throat-fucked in his own bedroom. I couldn't believe it. They were using my mouth as a mere relief hole. Suddenly, Antonella spit in my face, marking her territory as she continued to thrust into my throat without mercy. That was my end. My ego shattered into pieces. How was I ever going to go back to normal after being such a slut, after begging to be used like this?

With a sharp pull, she pulled the huge cock out of my mouth. I took a desperate gasp of air, coughing, feeling like I could finally breathe again. But as I tried to catch my breath and process the humiliation, she grabbed me by the arms with brute force and threw me against the mattress. I landed face down, defenseless.

"What... what are you doing?" I asked, with a pathetic and trembling innocence.

"I'm going to make you a woman," she answered. Firm, cold, and without a single ounce of doubt.

I was trapped face down, unable to move. I felt Antonella's weight falling onto my back, pinning me completely. She didn't even bother to take off my skirt. She simply pulled my underwear to the side, exposing me to the cold air of the room. Seconds later, I felt a thick, piercing pressure at my entrance. It was her cock. She was pushing it in slowly, tortuously.

"Aghh...!" I groaned, my voice cracking from the pain of the stretch.

"Shut up, whore," Antonella grunted. I heard the sound of her saliva landing on my rear intimacy, using it as a raw, degrading lubricant to force entry.

The piercing pressure intensified until it became a total invasion. I felt that massive cock forcing its way inside me. It was huge, and every inch of my body tensed, squeezing it tightly. And the most twisted part of all was that, no matter the pain tearing me apart, my corrupted mind wanted it deeper. I desired it. With a final, brutal push, she shoved it all the way in and left it buried to the base.

"Ahh...!" I moaned out loud, no longer able to hide my absolute satisfaction and relief. I was full.

"How does it feel...? How does it feel to be a whore?"

"Good... it feels really good."

"Do you want me to fuck you? Beg me."

"Fuck me, please..."

"Please, what? Remember that I am your Mommy," she corrected me, with a serious and authoritative tone that made me tremble from head to toe.

"Fuck me... fuck me, Mommy!"

And then, she began to set the pace. She started pulling the thick length almost to the tip only to plunge it back in all at once. Every brutal thrust she gave me was a sledgehammer blow that destroyed what little was left of my manhood. Every strike went deeper, shaking my body on the bed, making it feel like my stomach was churning. I was no longer a man; I had become exactly what she wanted. Her whore.


THANK YOU FOR READING!

You have reached the end of Feminized & Claimed: Volume 1

I truly hope you enjoyed these stories of forced feminization, irresistible cravings, and the intoxicating thrill of men surrendering their male pride to embrace their true, submissive selves.

Whether it was through high heels, silky lingerie, or the bright lights of a studio, watching these girls discover their destiny has been an absolute pleasure to write.

Craving More Transformations?

The journey doesn't end here. If you want to see how these characters continue to evolve or discover brand-new sissy awakenings, crossdressing confessions, and intense alpha domination. Visit my Amazon Author Page to finish the series and explore my complete collection.

I have an entire catalog of high-heat feminization and submission erotica waiting for you:

amazon.com/author/tmvixen

One Quick Favor...

As an independent author, reviews are the lifeblood of my work. If you enjoyed this bundle, would you consider taking just 30 seconds to leave a quick review or rating on Amazon?

Even a simple star rating or a short sentence makes a massive difference. It helps the Amazon algorithm introduce my books to new readers, and it 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
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