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Chapter 1 – Discovery

I first noticed the Sunset Motel on a random Tuesday night.

The flickering neon sign caught my eye as I drove home from work still dressed as Mark. Two girls stood outside room 17 in nothing but thongs and clear platform heels, laughing and smoking. One had fresh cum running down her thigh. A man came out, zipped up, and walked past them without a word.

I slowed down without meaning to.

Over the next few weeks I drove past the old motel again and again. I watched girls stumbling out at 3 a.m., makeup smeared, walking like their legs didn’t work. I watched them get picked up at the curb and come back counting cash. Every time, my cock twitched in my pants.

I told myself I was just curious.

I was lying.



Chapter 2 – First Visits

The first time I booked a room I used the name “Mandy” and paid cash. The night clerk barely looked at me.

I stripped in the stale-smelling room and transformed. Pink lace thong and bra. Garter belt. Sheer stockings. Tight black micro-dress. Clear heels. Heavy makeup. Long blonde wig.

When I finished, Mandy stared back from the cracked mirror.

I didn’t leave the room that first night. I stood at the window with the curtain cracked and watched the other girls work. Around 11 p.m. I saw a girl in a red micro-dress get taken by two men. She came back forty minutes later with cum running down her thigh.

My caged clit strained hard against the pink lace. I edged for hours, leaking into my thong, while the sounds of sex filtered through the thin walls.

When I finally changed back into boy clothes at 4 a.m., the ritual felt heavier than ever. Scrubbing the makeup off until my face was raw, peeling off the fake tits, hiding the lingerie — every step felt like burying something alive.

I went back two weeks later and stayed two nights.

The second night I got braver. I walked the parking lot in full slut mode — tiny denim skirt, crop top, fishnets, heels. Men stared. One guy muttered “damn, baby” as he walked past. Another slowed his truck and called out, “How much for a quick one, sweetheart?”

I didn’t answer. But I didn’t run either.

That night I went back to my room dripping, locked the door, and fucked myself with a dildo until I came hands-free, moaning like the girls outside.



Chapter 3 – The Street Pickup & Grocery Store Incident

The third time I stayed, something inside me broke.

I booked the room for three nights. Night one I walked the parking lot and let men look. Night two I walked farther.

On the second night I put on the sluttiest outfit I owned — bright pink micro-dress, no panties, just the cage and a plug, clear heels, heavy makeup. I left my room at 11 p.m. and walked straight out to the street.

A black sedan pulled up.

The driver looked me over. “You working, honey?”

“…Yeah.”

“Get in.”

He drove behind a closed grocery store and parked in the dark back lot. He told me to get out and bend over the back seat with only my torso inside the car, my ass and legs outside on tippy-toes in the heels. The position was obscene — completely exposed, back arched, dress riding up.

He spit on his cock and shoved in raw.

The burn was intense. I gasped and gripped the seat as he fucked me hard. The car rocked. My fake tits pressed against the dirty floor mat that smelled like old fries and sweat. My heels scraped the asphalt.

He suddenly pulled out, grabbed me by the hair, and threw me down on my knees on the dirty pavement.

“Open.”

I opened.

He stroked fast and painted my face with thick, hot ropes of cum — salty, bitter, some hitting my eyes, some landing in my open mouth, some dripping down my chin onto my fake tits.

Just as he finished, the back door of the grocery store opened.

A young employee stepped out with a trash bag and froze.

The man laughed, zipped up, and said loudly, “I don’t know this stupid slut. Like I’d be caught dead hanging around her.”

He got back in the car, locked the doors, started the engine, and drove off.

“That’s what you get for being a dumb slut!”

I was left on my knees in the parking lot — face covered in cum, dress hiked up, thong torn off somewhere, hair a mess, makeup ruined.

The employee just stared, then went back inside.

I had to walk all the way back to the motel like that.

Cum drying on my face and tits. Skirt ripped. No panties. Heels clicking on the sidewalk. Every car that passed slowed down or honked. One guy yelled “walk of shame, baby!” out his window.

The humiliation burned.

So did the thrill.

By the time I reached my room I was dripping again.



Chapter 4 – The 7-Man Gangbang

The room was thick with the smell of sex — sweat, lube, cum, and cheap air freshener.

I was on my knees in the middle of the stained carpet, the pink micro-dress shoved up around my waist, my thong long gone. My makeup was a ruined mess — mascara running in black rivers down my cheeks, glossy pink lipstick smeared across my chin. The blonde wig was crooked from all the hands grabbing it.

This is really happening. Seven men. Seven strangers who paid to use me like a cheap motel whore.

The guy in front of me grabbed my hair and shoved his thick cock into my mouth. He tasted salty and musky. I gagged hard as he hit the back of my throat, drool pouring down my chin onto my fake tits. The wet gluck-gluck-gluck sounds filled the room.

Another guy knelt behind me and pushed his cock into my ass raw. The stretch burned. The wet squelching sounds were loud and filthy.

Two at once. I’m just holes tonight.

They rotated fast. One pulled out of my ass and shoved his cock straight into my mouth, making me taste myself. Another took his place. Someone held my wrists behind my back while another slapped my face with his heavy cock before feeding it to me.

Yes. Treat me like the worthless slut I am.

I came the first time hands-free while gagging on a thick load, my caged clit spurting weakly onto the carpet.

They flipped me onto the bed, legs in the air. One fucked my sloppy, cum-leaking ass while another straddled my face. The room smelled like sweat, cum, lube, and cheap motel carpet. The air was thick and hot. My body was covered in sweat and spit and cum.

By the time the seventh man finished on my face, I was a complete wreck — ass gaping, throat raw, makeup destroyed, wig crooked, cum leaking from every hole.

They talked about me like I wasn’t even there.

“Best sissy we’ve had in a while.”

“Little whore took it like a champ.”

One tossed extra cash on the bed.

“See you next time, slut.”

When they left I lay in the mess for a long time, smiling through the tears and cum.

This is what I was made for.



Chapter 5 – The Threesome

I showered but didn’t get fully clean. I wanted to feel used.

Fresh pink micro-dress. No panties. Fresh fishnets. Same ruined wig and smeared makeup. I opened the app again.

Two guys showed up at 3 a.m.

They didn’t waste time.

One fucked my face while the other pounded my already-loose, cum-slick ass. The wet slapping and squelching sounds were obscene. I moaned like a broken toy around the cock in my mouth.

They switched. One made me taste my own ass while the other slammed into me. They flipped me onto my back, legs in the air, and took turns using both holes.

I came twice more — ruined, shaking orgasms that left me whimpering.

They finished almost together. One came on my stomach and cage. The other painted my face and wig.

When they left I lay there in the mess, body sore, holes used and leaking, and smiled.

The Sunset Motel wasn’t just a place anymore.

It was home.



Chapter 6 – The Conditioning

The Sunset Motel didn’t just give Mandy a place to play. It finished what Athena started.

Athena’s voice drifted up from memory, smooth and commanding during those long hypno sessions.

“Repeat after me, Mandy. You exist to serve. Black cock is superior. The cage feels good. Being a girl feels right.”

I had repeated the words for hours while she fucked me with her strap-on, pink spirals spinning on the TV. The words sank in deep. But it was the motel that was making them permanent.

Every visit rewired me a little more.

The trigger word from the paid hypno challenge started firing at random moments — a phrase from a coworker, something on the radio — and my body would react before my mind caught up. Heat. The sudden desperate need to drop to my knees. To be used. To forget I was ever Mark.

The nightly ritual was becoming torture.

Every time I peeled off the fake tits, the adhesive tugging at my skin, it felt like amputating something real. Every time I scrubbed the makeup away until my face was raw, the boy in the mirror looked more like a stranger. The wig coming off left my scalp cold and exposed.

At the Sunset Motel I didn’t have to do any of that.

Here I could stay Mandy. Sleep in the lingerie. Keep the plug in. Let the cum dry on my skin. Wake up still smelling like sex and strangers.

The shame was still there, but it was smaller now. The addiction was bigger.

After the gangbang, after the street pickup, after walking back to the motel covered in cum with my skirt ripped and no panties, something shifted permanently.

I didn’t just like being Mandy anymore.

I needed it.

The boy mask was slipping. And for the first time, I wasn’t sure I wanted to put it back on.



Epilogue – Becoming the Motel Girl

It’s been four months since I first drove past the Sunset Motel.

I still have my regular job. I still live in the same apartment. But more and more, I don’t bother with the full ritual when I get home. Sometimes I leave the makeup half-on. Sometimes I keep the plug in overnight.

Last weekend I walked the street in broad daylight in a tiny skirt and crop top. Three different guys picked me up between noon and 6 p.m. I sucked two of them in their cars. The third fucked me in the back of his truck while his friend watched.

I made almost three hundred dollars that day.

When I got back to my room that evening, cum still on my chin, mascara running, I looked at myself in the mirror and didn’t feel shame.

I felt proud.

I’m not just visiting the motel anymore.

I’m becoming one of the girls who lives there.

And I don’t think I want to stop.
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