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"Could you at least put on a shirt that isn't wrinkled?" Olivia, my girlfriend, pointed out as I got my clothes ready.

I didn't dare answer; I just forced a small smile. I won't deny that Olivia scares me, but I'm just too mentally exhausted to argue. She always wins.

I looked in the mirror, fixing my hair and glasses. I adjusted the shirt and straightened the tie. Just another day. Like every day—except for the weekends when I just stay home watching life pass me by—I was getting ready for the office. I'm just an administrative clerk at a pharmaceutical company, Atlas Pharmacies. I fill out spreadsheets, sign packing slips, and maybe close out a cash register that's off. It's not my dream job, but the pay is decent enough to rent a one-bedroom apartment south of the city.

This whole morning routine unfolded under Olivia's silent gaze and the sound of her sipping her coffee. And as she watched her partner leave for work, only one thought crossed my mind: she doesn't love me.

The last time she kissed me with any passion was months ago, and that was just to celebrate her raise. And sex? Don't even ask. I think it's been three weeks. I don't blame her, but sometimes I long for that desire. I long for a partner who is dying to touch me; someone who gets aroused just by looking me in the eyes, provoking impure thoughts. But no. The few times we've fucked in this long-ass relationship, it's been because we were both bored. Bored like this dead-end relationship. Bored like this monotonous life.

I left the house, but not before asking Olivia for a kiss, acting like a normal couple, trying to jump-start my morning. She sighed and gave me a kiss that didn't even make a sound. How is that even possible? I'm a failure, I thought.

I got into my Renault Sandero Stepway, adjusted the rearview mirror, turned on the engine, and headed to the office. As I drove, both hands on the wheel, I glanced at myself in the mirror. Just a simple 25-year-old guy, skinny and short. Glasses and long, curly hair, almost like a woman's. People had often told me that with the right makeup, I could pass for one, but I never paid them any mind.

I parked in my spot, marked "Julián" in red. I sighed closing the car door, remembering something I read online: "A sigh is one less year of life." I must be out of years by now.

I aimed for the open elevator, selected the seventh floor, and just as the doors were closing, a hand shot between them. It was a delicate hand, wearing a cerulean blue Rolex that screamed money. It was Gustave, my boss.

Envy consumed me, as it always did. We're the same age, but I don't envy his position; I envy his freedom, his charisma, his confidence. I'd be so happy if I could just be like him.

"Aw, Juli, trying to leave me behind?" Gustave said with a playful tone and a mischievous smile. "I'd never do that to my boss," I smiled back, letting him in.

Despite my envy, Gustave is my colleague, my boss, and maybe my only friend. He's the one I talk to about my horrible, monotonous life.

"So? Any sex today?" Gustave asked, leaning against the elevator wall like he was flirting with a woman. "No..." I sighed. Nobody knew more about my sexual problems than he did. "You're going to have to man up eventually and talk to her. You can't let her walk all over you and not fuck you on top of it," he said, his tone turning serious, paternal. "You know how it is. If anyone can put up with me, it's Olivia. I don't want to go through a breakup and be alone forever."

Gustave stepped closer, breaking my personal space. He looked me dead in the eyes. "As long as I'm here, you won't be alone." I couldn't describe what that did to me. "I always knew you were a good friend," I replied, my heart pounding. My answer didn't satisfy him. I noticed his forced smile. What bothered him?

"Changing the subject, like my new shirt?" he asked, modeling it right there. Gustave was taller than me, bigger, and—no lying—genuinely handsome. Straight hair down to his nape, like a fantasy knight. Charismatic. And that citrus smell... that Invictus cologne I love, but that only smells right on him. "It's... really nice," I replied. That tight black shirt looked incredible on him.

We reached the seventh floor. I tried to say goodbye and slip away to my cubicle, but he grabbed my arm—like I was his girlfriend, which is insane, I'm a man!—and pulled me toward his office.

He sat on his desk and pointed to his swivel chair. I sat, curling up small like a roly-poly bug, and asked what he needed, expecting paperwork or a scolding. He crossed his arms, that playful look on his face. Oh, no, I thought. I know that look. "Tell me what's wrong with Olivia," he said. I knew it.

"This ritual again? Where do I even start, Gustave?" I said. "She doesn't show me any love. No hugs, no kisses, she doesn't tell me she loves me. She looks at me with disgust, like she regrets having me. I'm tired of feeling this way, of having no one value me, of..." Gustave stopped me, cupping my face, shushing me. "Shh, it's okay, alright?" he said, massaging my hair like he owned it.

It was weird, but it felt good. I don't like men, and I wished it was Scarlett—my co-worker—doing this, but it didn't feel bad coming from Gustave. It was the affection I needed. A heat flooded me, a fire in my stomach.

Gustave got off the desk, grabbed a chair, and sat next to me. He took my face between his hands, pulling me close. "You're a very sweet man. I don't want anyone to hurt you," he sighed. I felt his breath on my face. What is happening to me? I thought. I don't like men. I love women, pornstars. I live for masturbating to them. I could never be with a man, feel an erect, veiny, fleshy cock inside me...

Gustave's phone rang. He told me to stay put and left to take the call.

I couldn't believe what just happened. I looked down and saw a massive bulge trying to escape my pants. My cock was rock hard. What is this? I tried to adjust it, but every touch sent a wave of extreme sensitivity through me, making me whimper. Why is it so sensitive?

I tried to fix it again, but the sensitivity made me almost cry out, which only turned me on more. I stood up, checked the blinds—no one. A crazy idea hit me. I was so hot.

I sat back down, unzipped my fly, and pulled out my cock. Average. 15cm (6 inches). Pale, pink head, veins throbbing. Pre-cum was already staining my pants. I started to stroke it gently, closing my eyes. I thought about all the porn I'd ever seen, the beautiful girls bouncing on a cock, sucking it, sucking on balls. I thought about... cocks.

Cocks?

When that thought hit my mind, I started stroking harder. Yes, cocks. I need one. One in my mouth and one in my ass. I need my ass to be broken. I need to be made into a whore, a slut, just like the girls in porn. I need them to use me and cum in me. I'll be a slut, a slut just like them. Please, fuck my ass.

I realized I'd said all of it out loud. I smiled and kept going, eyes shut. As my cock was about to explode, the thought of jumping on Gustave's cock flashed in my mind, and the fire in my stomach burned hotter. Yes, Gustave, use my ass.

And I came. An explosion. Cum everywhere. Impossible to clean. The orgasm was too powerful. And as I came, I moaned his name. "Gustave..." I panted.

"What...?" he answered immediately, his voice playful. It was Gustave! He was here? He was watching me? Did he hear everything? Impossible. I'm ruined. My life is over. Shame and humiliation flooded me. He saw me masturbating, saw me orgasm, and heard me say those aberrant things about him and me.

When I dared to look up, he had a mischievous smile. He looked like he liked what he saw. He walked over and, with his index finger, scooped up some of my semen from my chest. He brought it to his mouth. He looked at me, smiling. "How delicious," he said, and started unbuckling his pants.

"Wh-What are you doing?" His attitude scared me. "I'm your boss. Do you want to keep working here? Then you'll have to do as I say..."

He dropped his pants, then his boxers, and let an enormous 18cm (7-inch) cock fall out. It was so thick and veiny, I doubted anyone could take it without being hurt. I gagged. I don't like cocks. What is he doing? "Put it in your mouth," he said, stroking himself as he advanced. "What?" I shouted. This is insane! In my mouth? Me? I'm a man! Only women deserve cocks in their mouths! This is disgusting! "Put it in your mouth, or you're fired. I'm ordering you as your boss."

I sighed, terrified. I thought of Olivia, the money, the apartment. I moved forward and knelt, like one of those girls I love to watch. I closed my eyes. What am I about to do? Gustave grabbed his cock and, instead of aiming for my closed mouth, he started slapping me across the face with it, like a whip. He's using me. I'm disgusting.

"Open your mouth." I obeyed. I took a breath and opened. Slowly, Gustave pushed the head of his cock into my mouth. The smell of it was... exciting. I couldn't deny it. I was still disgusted, but I felt the heat of the glans and started to suck, slowly. Just the tip. "Is that how you suck a cock? Get it down your throat. In and out. Move, come on."

He was right. I was doing it wrong. As badly as Olivia did. I got frustrated.

When I thought of Olivia, I pulled the cock out of my mouth, took a deep breath, and shoved that thing down my throat with enthusiasm. I gagged, but I fought through it. I opened my eyes and saw the look of extreme pleasure on Gustave's face. It made my freshly-spent cock get hard all over again.

I made a decision. I was going to give him the best blowjob of his life. I pulled his cock out, spat on it—which surprised him, he smiled—and started fucking my own mouth with it like a pornstar. Look at me, Gustave. Do you love how I suck it? How it slides in and out? Do you love seeing it this slick with saliva, feeling my tongue on your salty pre-cum? Do you love watching a man like me turn into a shameless slut?

I tired of that. I stopped, only to bend down lower and take his two massive, full balls into my goddamn mouth. I'm a total slut, and a slut can always be degraded more. Give me those fucking balls. I started jacking myself with one hand, stroking Gustave with the other, and sucking his beautiful balls with my mouth. He was moaning, nonstop.

I stopped sucking his balls only to ask for one thing: "Make me a slut."

He understood. As I acted like an effeminate whore, he started talking dirty, getting me hotter and hotter. "Suck, little slut. Suck just how Daddy likes it. Just how your boss likes it. Come on, if you don't drain all this milk for me, I'm telling Olivia. Don't be scared. Suck, little slut, suck."

I felt his cock start to throb. I let go of his balls and just started stroking him, but he didn't like that. He grabbed my head and forcibly shoved his cock back into my mouth. Gustave was fucking my mouth, just like a whore. Fuck my mouth, Gustave. Do it. Hard. Let my saliva coat that beautiful cock, let my gags make you so hot that your cum fills me and only me.

He pushed me all the way down, burying his cock in my throat. The semen exploded. It was the first time I'd ever tasted cum, and I couldn't not love it. I had no choice. His cock was in my esophagus. Gustave cleaned himself up and pulled up his pants. Neither of us mentioned what happened for the rest of a day.

I got home that night and went straight to the bathroom. Olivia didn't care if I said hello or not. I looked in the mirror, remembering every detail. The smell, the heat, the passion with which Gustave used my mouth to get off. I got hard just thinking about it. A crazy idea hit me.

I opened the bathroom cabinet and grabbed all of Olivia's makeup. If they made me a woman today, I thought, then I'm going to be the most beautiful woman in the world. I lined my eyes with heavy black, like a modern goth. I painted my lips crimson red. I put foundation all over my face, looking like a porcelain doll. I looked beautiful. I WAS beautiful.

But I was missing the clothes. I couldn't leave the bathroom. From the dirty laundry hamper, I pulled out one of her Victoria's Secret thongs and a black crop top. I put them on. I was gorgeous. The thong made my small, feminine ass pop, and the top showed off my pale, slightly-toned stomach. Every time I looked in the mirror, my cock just insisted on pushing out of the thong. I masturbated in the shower and got ready for bed.
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The next day, I woke up energized. Too energized. I was happy, truly content. I couldn't explain how Gustave had made me feel so full and complete. That morning, Olivia noticed my mood, but she didn't even have time to say anything negative—I wasn't paying her any attention.

I went to the bathroom and put on makeup, just like yesterday. Foundation, eyeliner. I left my lips natural. I'm not a woman... yet.

I left the house, ignoring Olivia, and got to work. All my colleagues noticed my good mood; a few even complimented my feminine features. I wanted to look pretty for him. I even left my beautiful hair down. Although I hadn't dared to dress like a woman, with this much makeup, I could pass for one.

Gustave arrived at the office. He greeted everyone. But he ignored me. Something ugly twisted inside me, like a broken illusion. I felt sad. I worked the whole day like that, swallowed by an overwhelming sadness. I didn't cry. My father used to tell me, "Men don't cry." He was right.

It was time to leave. The offices were dark, the employees scarce. It was just me; I’d forgotten to fill out some papers, being so distracted. When I finished, I realized I was well and truly alone. I turned off the lights, and as I was heading to the elevator, someone grabbed me by the shoulders. Gustave, what do you want? I thought, but didn't say it.

"You look very pretty today," Gustave said. "You didn't talk to me today. You didn't look for me. You said nothing." "I didn't know how you felt." "And you didn't ask?" "No..." Gustave placed his hand on my chin, lifting my gaze to his. "I like to let things take their time."

He moved closer and smelled me, like I was the most appetizing thing in the world, like an animal sniffing its prey. "That eyeliner. I love it. You look so feminine. Was this what was holding you back from being happy?" "Maybe I just wanted someone to see me for who I am... and treat me..." I barely finished the sentence before Gustave lunged at me.

He kissed me so hard, slamming his tongue against mine in a way that left me feeling completely exposed. I couldn't pull away, but I didn't want to. It was a man kissing another man. I wanted to be the perfect woman for him, and him kissing me like this made me so happy. A string of saliva connected us when he pulled back to look me in the eyes and tell me he was going to make me a woman. I didn't know what he meant, but I was ready.

He dragged me to his office, kissing me, and threw me against the desk. I landed on my stomach. He bent me over, forcing my ass up against him while I braced myself on the desk. I wasn't sure I was ready for this. He ripped my pants down with a savagery, like he was starving. He did the same to his own. His erect cock was aimed right at my tight ass. He started slapping his cock against my cheeks, just like he'd done to my face.

My whole life, I've been a victim of my indecision, my failure to act. Not today. "Are you going to fuck my ass, Gustave? Then fuck me right. Make me feel like a slut."

Gustave let out a laugh of pure happiness. He was as ready as I was. He pulled out a bottle of lube—he was prepared, he already knew he was going to fuck me—and poured it all over my ass cheeks, making them reflect the dim office light. I could see my reflection in the windows; he hadn't closed the blinds. My ass was glistening. I was as oiled up as a pornstar.

"I can't just shove it in." He started to play with my hole as if it were a clit, tracing his fingers around the outside. Slowly, he pushed one in. I held my breath and bit my lips. He pushed in two, and I let out a moan; my ass was so tight I could have cut off the circulation to his fingers. But my mother didn't raise a pussy. "Put in three," I insisted.

Gustave played a little more, then slid three fingers inside my tight hole. I bit my lip so hard I tasted blood, but I was incredibly aroused. My cock was leaking pre-cum all over his desk. Gustave lubed up his beautiful 18cm (7-inch) cock and warned me it wouldn't be easy. I didn't care. I insisted he put it in. I wanted it inside me, all of it. I'm a slut; I have to act like one.

Slowly, he pressed the head of his cock against my hole. It wouldn't go in. I was too tight for a cock that big. He pushed a little harder, and the glans suddenly slipped in, tearing a sharp scream from my throat. I won't lie: it hurt like a motherfucker. But goddamn, it felt SO GOOD to have that cock inside me, and it was only a quarter of the way in.

He added more lube. His cock was too hard and my ass too tight; he couldn't move it, in or out. It felt stuck. But with the lube, he managed to pull it out and push it back in. He was fucking my ass. Just the tip, but he was fucking me. I got tired of it. I needed more. "More. Harder. You son of a bitch."

Tired of my demands, Gustave grabbed me by the hair and slammed his pelvis against me. The cock went all the way in. Absolutely all of it. I felt my ass stretch, my insides move, my colon screaming for help. I wanted to scream, but with his free hand, he shoved three fingers into my mouth and demanded I suck them. He was fucking my ass. I was being fucked like a woman. He even let go of my hair just to spank my ass, hard. I tried to scream from the pleasure, but every time I raised my voice, my cock just leaked more. The desk was a mess.

He pulled his cock out of me and just stared at the gaping hole where my tight ass used to be. He flipped me over on the desk. I was facing him as he spread my legs and pushed his cock back inside me. Now he was fucking me while looking me in the face, harder and harder. We were both in ecstasy. It was the best sex of my life. We continued for a few minutes until we finally came together—me all over my stomach, and him deep inside me. I felt my guts fill with his hot milk as I stuck my tongue out, my eyes rolling back.

I got home that night, showered immediately, and collapsed into bed. The best day of my life. And the best part? Knowing that Olivia is a cuckold. That excites me, too. The woman who ruined my life is a goddamn cuckold. While her boyfriend dresses like a woman and gets his ass fucked at work, she's just... here. Fuck you.

The following days, I started going to work more and more feminine. I even dared to wear dresses. Gustave promoted me to be his personal "secretary." In reality, it was an excuse to fuck my ass whenever he wanted. No one complained: I was getting my ass fucked and I was getting a better salary. Life couldn't be better.

Months later, I finally left Olivia. I have my own place and my own life. When I'm not at the office—being used anally—I write in my free time. I dress like a woman, act like a woman, and fuck like a woman. Gustave isn't my only lover. In fact, my "new" house is a well-known spot where men can come to satisfy their needs. Obviously, I make money. They pay me, and I drain every last drop of their milk. If it weren't for Gustave, my life would still be hell. I wouldn't even know who I am. And now? Now I have to go attend to two older bears who want to see what it feels like to put two cocks in one little hole. I hope tomorrow it's three. I'm a slut.
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