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I stopped the bus. I was heading to work: the office on Corrientes Avenue. As I rode, I stared out the window at the sheer number of women dressed provocatively. It was Spring, not even that hot, yet they took the opportunity to wear skirts so short you could see most of their asses.




 Fucking sluts, I thought. At the slightest hint of warmth, they show themselves off. Don't they have fathers? Aren't they disgusted?

They deserve everything they're about to get. I opened the window and catcalled them, just to show them that my arousal, my erection, was their fault.

The trip felt short as I watched half-naked women out the window. People think it's normal. I don't. You get what you deserve, and they're so provocatively naked, I can't help but insult them and say filthy things every time one passes.

I got off the bus, hiding my erection with my briefcase. A woman walked by. I whistled and told her I'd fuck her ass like she'd never had it fucked before. She walked faster, embarrassed. That's how it should be. They should be ashamed.

I arrived at my building. Got in the elevator. Next to me was a young woman in her twenties, with such an innocent, puritanical face. She was shy, maybe her first day. Still, did she need to come in with that much cleavage?

I decided not to hide it. My gaze fixed on her tits, to the point that the girl kept edging away. Not my fault. How can I not look, with a neckline so low it shows off that sweet little mole on your left breast?

The second the elevator doors opened, the girl bolted like she was running from a monster. Fuck you. I had one more floor to go.

I got to my office: just another block in the capitalist machine. I went to my cubicle, dropped my things, and started the paperwork. I hated this job, sitting here in my cubicle. Signing papers and closing out registers. I should be at home watching porn.

After finishing a countless number of papers, I pulled out my phone. I opened Twitter, and the first thing that popped up was a video from an amateur porn account. It was a brunette riding a cock like it was an untamable horse. I got hot, and my little dick got so erect it felt like it would rip through my pants.

I kept scrolling through Twitter, watching porn. I couldn't take it and started rubbing my package over my pants. I'll go home and masturbate like never before, I thought. Women riding cocks. Women sucking huge, veiny cocks.




Until: I found a video that truly excited me, one that managed to draw drops of pre-cum and stain my pants. It was a beautiful blonde with light eyes, sucking an enormous black cock, maybe more than 20 centimeters. She was a beautiful slut, and she was being used like one. That little mouth didn't have enough space for that dick, and yet she was handling it like a professional. A pang of envy ate at me: that woman was completely happy. Look at that slutty face. The black man grabbed her pale white face and blonde hair and rammed his cock into her mouth so hard she started to tear up, gagging horribly. Strings of saliva connected his cock to her mouth.

I kept rubbing my dick harder and harder, until... they panned the camera down. It was a man. It was a man. It was a 'sissy,' as the cross-porn consumers call them. I got hot. I felt envy. And my penis just leaked a ton of pre-cum... for a man? Did I just think about fucking a man? Doubts flooded my head. Was I envious that a man was sucking another man, or envious that the black man was fucking that man's mouth, or...

 All these thoughts were invading my head when my co-worker burst into my cubicle, yelling. It was Jonathan, a charismatic guy in his twenties who loves to go out and fuck women. It's what he does best. And why not? He was big, tall, short hair, and well-built. Everything a woman would get hot for, unlike me—I'm an average-height, skinny guy with curls. A woman would never look at me.

"Maurice! My man. Drinks at the bar tonight?"

"Johnny! I don't know, man..." The same conversation every Friday. He'd invite me, I'd refuse, he'd insist, and I'd give in. I was too easy to convince: you just had to insist.

The office day ended, the lights dimming. Johnny was waiting in his car. We were going to a bar on Independencia Avenue. It's a bar where people our age hang out, people with similar tastes, like rock and stuff. I don't like modern crap—trap, rap, and the things kids listen to now. I'm 25 and I sound like an old man, I thought.

We got to the bar. Soda Stereo was playing. The smell of tobacco mixed with weed flooded the air. The lighting was yellow and dim, leaving the bar submerged in a suffocating darkness. Excellent for people to dance with strangers—maybe the fat girls will get a chance this way, I thought, laughing internally. We sat at the bar and ordered a good rum and coke.

We caught up, smoked some weed. He asked me to dance; I refused. We kept drinking. Until. Until I saw her. 

A beautiful blonde, dancing in the middle of the floor. She was as beautiful as the sissy from the video. No one else noticed her. Only me. And I thought this might be my chance. I pointed her out to Johnny, and he laughed. "You don't have a shot," he said. He was probably right. But the alcohol gave me the confidence I never have. "You'll see," I said, getting up. But the bartender grabbed my arm. With a serious face, he said, "Don't go near her." I figured she was his girlfriend or something, so I didn't ask. I sat back down.




We had another round. Next thing I knew, I was dancing in the middle of the floor with Johnny. Dancing here and there. Trying to pick up a woman. They all brushed me off. It's not like they're that hot, I thought. Fucking sluts. They dress like that so a man like me will hit on them, and then they get mad. In the middle of the dance, I saw the beautiful blonde. She was close. Just a few feet away. This is it. I'm here. I gathered my courage and approached her. "Hey there, beautiful," I said. She's mine. The gorgeous blonde looked me up and down, analyzing me, and smiled.

"Piper, a pleasure," she introduced herself, still dancing sensually. "You've had your eye on me, haven't you?" The club smoke swirled around her as if it worshipped her. She was all soft curves and flowing lines. Her honey-blonde hair cascaded over her bare shoulders, and her red dress, so short and adorable, left little to the imagination, yet she wore it with an almost playful innocence. She was an incredible woman. The kind of woman men would fight over, and women would kill to be. It was me against the world.

"I saw you from the bar. You drove me crazy." My tongue was loose. It was the rum, making my self-esteem spike, making me lose my fear. "I thought you must have a boyfriend. A woman as beautiful as you, alone here? It's crazy." Piper laughed and shook her head 'no'. I've hit the lottery. She held out her hand, inviting me to dance. My heart was pounding so hard it felt like it would break out of my chest. A beautiful, pale woman, inviting me to dance. This is the night. My night.

We danced for a few songs, and I still hadn't made a move. But one thing was certain: we were having a good time. The softness of the dance made our bodies press closer and closer, and every brush, every touch, provoked another erection. It seemed intentional. She was grinding her beautiful curves against my crotch, like a perreo—that disgusting modern dance. Was she flirting? Inviting me? I took the chance to press my dick against her every time I could. Until I couldn't stand it anymore. The moment she pressed back again, I grabbed her by the waist and slammed her against me.

A high-pitched, delicate shriek came from her. It seemed like she didn't like it. But she was the one inviting me! "Pervert!" she yelled. No one else seemed to notice. I got angry. You invite me to dance, you grind on my crotch, and on top of it you look like a common slut! I told her so. 

"But look at how you're dancing on me, you fucking slut," I answered. Her mouth fell open. She never expected an alpha man like me to say it to her face. I continued insulting her. "You're dressed like a video game prostitute. You can't pretend you don't want to be groped." She was dumbfounded. 

She nodded and... smiled. It seemed like she wasn't offended anymore, like I'd made her see reason. Suddenly, I saw a pink pill appear in her left hand, like magic. I don't know if it was the alcohol or I just didn't see it, but I swear it appeared from nowhere. She put it in her mouth, and in the next second, she was kissing me. A beautiful woman was kissing me! It had been months!

Her tongue felt... weird. Hard and gelatinous at the same time. Like a snake taking over my throat. It went all the way down, making my eyes water. I tried to pull away, but I couldn't. What was happening? I stopped enjoying the kiss. It felt like she was eating me from the inside. I felt a hard lump pass down my throat—the pink pill. Is she drugging me? The moment I swallowed, Piper pulled away, smiling. A string of saliva connected us. I had no words. I had no idea what just happened. Everything started to go blurry. The last thing I saw before I blacked out was Piper. But it wasn't her anymore. She wasn't a beautiful blonde... she was a demon? Her red dress consumed her body, her pale skin turning crimson. Her blonde hair darkened. Her smile was no longer precious; it was part of some sick ritual. Or maybe... maybe it was a dream.

I woke up. My head was exploding, a hangover for a thousand people. I don't know how much time had passed, or how I got here. I knew it was my bed from the view of the moldy, uncared-for ceiling. But something was different. The smell. My room didn't smell like rotting food, stale air, and dirty clothes. No. It smelled different. It wasn't perfume; it was a trap. It smelled sweet, but in a dangerous way. It was the scent of burnt vanilla, hot caramel, and something creamy, almost milky, that made you salivate. It was an "edible" aroma. It was the scent of pure femininity.

Where was it coming from?

An unbearable headache hit me. I grabbed my head. When the pain faded seconds later, I noticed something wrong. My hair. It was long. Really long. And soft. The kind of softness only... a woman's shampoo could give. Is this a joke?

The hair was so black I could see it falling over my bare shoulders. As I moved my head, I noticed two enormous lumps on my chest. Two lumps, peeking out from the blanket. Dumbfounded, I ripped the blankets off. They were two tits. Two ENORMOUS tits. I had tits? What the fuck was happening? I suddenly remembered a movie where the guy gets so drunk he ends up getting breast implants. Did that happen to me? Is this a dream? A sick joke?

Before checking if they were real, I looked at my hands. They weren't calloused and rough. They were soft, with beautiful, long, feminine nails. Pointy, crimson nails. That's what hurt when I scratched my head. Why do I have nails? I started laughing, manically. It had to be Johnny. This is the kind of sick joke he pulls. With my soft, delicate hands, I grabbed my new breasts. I felt the heat, the softness. I squeezed them. A jolt of pain shot through me. I hurt myself. They're REAL!

I brushed my fingers over my new, pink nipples. Before I could even pinch them, a feminine moan escaped my lips. "What?" I said out loud. My voice... it wasn't my voice. It was a high, female voice. And the moan? I moaned like a woman? That was so gay. Why did I moan? Did I enjoy touching my own nipples?

I kept investigating. Every time I brushed my nipple, I let out a longer moan, and a heat flooded my body. I realized, horrified, that I was getting aroused. I bit my lower lip—now small and delicate—and started groping my tits with more purpose. It's not gay. I'm touching a woman, I thought. I got so excited I thought about having a wank, about stroking my dick until it exploded. But when I moved my soft hands down... I found nothing. NOTHING. My dick was gone. There was a hole. I had a... Vagina?

I sat up immediately, terrified. I got out of bed, naked, and found a hand mirror. I sat back down and put it between my legs. It was a vagina. A real, actual vagina. I had a VAGINA!

Stunned, I did what any man would do. I tried to touch it. Slowly, ashamed, I lowered my hand. I spread the... lips. It was so wet. I was shocked. I really was hot. Slowly, I inserted one finger, then two. It was exciting! But... it was boring. Is this what women feel? Then I saw a small bump at the top. A tiny little ball. I brushed my finger over it. An exorbitant moan and a wave of heat filled the room. It was the clitoris! I found it! Pleasure filled gaps in my life I never knew I had. A slutty look took over my face. I started rubbing it, and I couldn't be gentle. I did it with a force that hypnotized me. Every time I thought the orgasm was over, another one began. I was completely crazed. I couldn't stop.

Hours passed. My 'new' vagina was too sensitive to continue. Resigned, I got up. I went to the bathroom. I saw myself, naked, in the mirror. I was a young, beautiful, delicate woman. Hair as black as night, cut in a delicate, famous-model fringe. I was beautiful. I couldn't stop staring. I started posing, admiring my hips, my curves. 

I posed from behind, looking at my plump ass, and gave it a playful slap. It wasn't so bad. I was a woman. A hot woman. Although... that meant living like one. Dressing like one, acting like one... having sex like one? Disgusting.

As I was admiring myself, I saw a shadow behind me. I spun around. It was her. Piper. Leaning against the wall, looking coy. "Getting used to your new life?" she asked with a malicious smile.

"You! You did this! What did you do to me?" I shrieked. "Easy, little one. You've been a very bad boy. You've behaved like... what do you call it? A 'macho idiot.' It's time you learned to value others... and yourself."

"What?" I lunged for her, but she vanished, like smoke. "Patience. All in good time," I heard her voice from behind me. "I'll give you the answers. And the solution. But you have to be a good girl..." A good girl? Does she mean... I have to act like one? I nodded silently.

"I am the demon of femininity and carnal pleasure. I walk this land seeking adventure and teaching lessons. You behaved like a complete idiot, treating women like trash, thinking you were superior because of that piece of meat hanging between your legs," 'Piper' said, her voice dominant and serious. I felt small. Helpless.

"You want the cure? I'll tell you where to find it. But it's up to you." Piper smiled that twisted smile again. "Just tell me! Stop messing with me!" I begged. "The cure for your 'disease' is milk." "Milk?" I smiled, relieved. Who doesn't have milk? "Man's milk," she said, holding back a laugh.

I was floored. Did I hear that right? Man's milk? Does she mean... semen? My stomach turned. Humiliation flooded my body. My face felt like a tomato. "You're telling me... I need semen?" "Yes. And you don't just have to drink it. You have to get it yourself. Work for it." I was speechless. I, a heterosexual man, had to please another man? Take his semen? Take his cock... "You have 12 hours. At midnight, your body becomes irreversible. You'll be a woman, for good." Piper let out a demonic laugh and vanished, leaving behind the same trail of smoke from the bar.

It was 12 noon. Piper had been gone for 10 minutes. I sat on the bed. Take semen. How? How could I get it? The thought of being fucked made me sick. I'm not gay, dammit! Not even in this 'beautiful' body. Fuck!

An idea hit me. Johnny! He could help me. I found my phone and called him. "Johnny!" I said, happily. My new, feminine voice was met with silence. "...hello? Who is this?" "It's me! Maurice! Please, I need to see you. You have to help me!" I finally convinced him it wasn't a joke, and we agreed to meet at his place.

As I went to leave, I realized I was naked. I went to my closet, but my jeans and t-shirts were gone. It was full of... whore clothes. Women's clothes. It started with the underwear. No boxers. Something worse. Pink panties with little flowers! How gay, I thought. It wasn't cotton. 

It was something worse: silk. A pair of pale pink panties, so thin they felt like they could be torn with a sigh. The lace waistband itched my hips in an almost mocking way. But the real humiliation was how this delicate, useless fabric tried to contain me, making every intimate brush felt. And just like that, I started to leak. It was ridiculous. It was degrading. And I was getting excited.

Next were the nylon stockings and a garter belt. They were black and sheer. The sound of the nylon sliding up my smooth thigh was the thing that broke me. It was a whisper. It was telling me I was a 'slut'.

 The garter belt was tight, faux leather. I felt the cold snap of the metal clips against my skin before they bit into the fabric. Each clip made me feel more and more submitted. I no longer had a man's legs; I had a pair of long, silky appendages, ready to be spread.

I found a dress. A dress that made my eyes sparkle. The dress was satin, and it felt cold against my chest, where only two large, bulging breasts remained. There was no room for error; the fabric clung to me like a second skin, tracing every curve. For the first time in my life, I wasn't wearing pants. I felt the cold air on my legs. The dress wasn't designed to cover; it was designed to display. It highlighted the curve of my waist, and most of all, it squeezed and lifted my beautiful ass, turning me and it into a target.

Finally, the shoes. They were stiletto heels, red and absurdly high. The moment I slid my foot in, my ankle wobbled. The pain was instant, a sharp spike that forced all my weight onto the balls of my feet. I tried to take a step and nearly collapsed. Running was impossible. I felt totally vulnerable.

 As I walked, the sound echoed on the marble floor—clack, clack, clack. It was the sound of my humiliation.

I was almost ready. I stopped in front of the mirror. I was precious. But something was missing... a makeup kit, sitting right in front of me, as if someone had left it there. It was time. I sat down. I started with the foundation. The cold, thick liquid felt unnatural. As I spread it, it smelled of powder and feminine chemicals.

 I watched in the mirror as my male face was erased under a pale, perfect mask.

 My trembling hands took the eyeliner. A sharp pencil, almost a weapon. I held my breath and drew a clumsy, black line above my eyelid. My eyes changed instantly: they weren't my eyes anymore; they were a slut's eyes, wide and expectant.

 The final step was the lipstick. A waxy, crimson red. I slid the bullet across, painting a mouth that wasn't mine—a soft, defined, perfect "O" shape made for obedience. I stared back at myself. Maurice was gone. This... this doll... was me.

I left the house feeling... special. Beautiful. The sun shone on my face. I was still wobbly in the heels. Penetrating stares followed me. Far from being offended, I blushed at the approval. Whistles followed sweet words from men who looked at me with desire.

 I was enchanted. Me, a heterosexual man, felt so feminine that I enjoyed causing dozens of erections on the street.




I stopped the bus. The driver, seeing how beautiful I was, let me on for free. What a privilege. The bus filled up. Rush hour. Standing in the crowd, I felt... something... behind me. On my huge ass. Hands. Someone was groping me!

 I felt so dirty, so slutty. But they're groping a man, I thought.

 A heat in my chest made my nipples hard. I had a malicious, effective idea. I arched my back slightly, and pushed my ass back. If you're going to grope, grope right.




 The person stopped. Why? And then I felt something hard and tight against me. He was pressing his cock against me! He was using me, pressing against me in a packed bus. I had never been so humiliated. 

A hand grabbed my waist and pulled me back, hard. I was being used by a total stranger.

 I'm disgusting. A used slut. But I didn't complain. It hit the right spot. I felt a heat that stole my words, and only dry moans came out. I held them back, letting him use me while I slid my own hand between my legs. 

An unforgettable trip.

Nerves flooded my body. I knocked on Johnny's door. Three times. Our code. He opened it. No shirt, just jeans. 

"Who are you?" he asked, confused. I pushed him inside. 

"It's me, Johnny! It's Maurice! A demon cursed me at the bar!" 

"And what a woman," he said, looking me up and down. "What kind of scam is this?" 

He didn't believe me, so I told him private things only I would know. "Holy shit. It is you." He had me sit on his worn-out leather sofa. I prepared to tell him everything. How would he react?

 "...So. You need semen," he said. A silence split the room. 

"Yes... and I don't know where to get it..."

 "I can give it to you."

 My eyes lit up! My friend! He volunteered! He sat next to me and put my hands on his legs. "You can start whenever you want," he said, serious. "What? Start what? 

You're crazy!" I jumped up. "I just need the semen! You can get it yourself!" "I can give you the semen. But you have to work for it."

I thought about it. I couldn't stay a woman. My life would be ruined. I resigned myself. I approached him and put my hands on his crotch.

Nauseous, I started rubbing him over his shorts. His short, masculine grunts made my breath hitch. I undid his belt. When I pulled down his pants and boxers, his dick seemed to never end, and the male smell flooded my nostrils. It was so masculine and salty... I started salivating.

"Go on. Touch it," Johnny insisted.

 My hands trembled as I wrapped them around his cock. It was a beast: thick, hot, and pulsing with power. My hands looked so small against it, so pathetic. The bright pink polish on my long nails was a mockery against the rough, veiny skin of his shaft. I started to move, using both hands. It wasn't just a simple stroke; it was worship. I wanted to do it right. I squeezed the base with one hand while using the fingers of the other to play with his glans, just like I'd seen in porn.

 The musky, male scent was overwhelming. "Faster," he growled, and I obeyed. I pumped my hand until my wrist ached, desperate to feel his hot cum as my reward. Johnny stopped me.

 "Now, you're going to suck it," he ordered. I was terrified. A heterosexual man! But Johnny knows it's me... why is he doing this? "Well... I guess it's not gay if I'm dressed as a woman," I said, and I knelt.

The smell hit me first. A musky, male, almost animal scent. He ordered me to open. I felt the hard tip of his cock hit my teeth, and then he pushed. It was too much. The salty, metallic taste of his pre-cum flooded my tongue. I wanted to gag. The reflex was instant, violent, making my eyes water. But he didn't stop.

He put his free hand on the back of my neck, gripping my hair, and shoved. The cock hit the back of my throat, cutting off my air. I was choking. He was using me like a simple hole, like a slut, a porn slut. And as he forced me, my makeup streaking from the tears, I felt my new vagina leaking that characteristic fluid that we men love so much.

He pressed me against him, making my tongue finally touch his beautiful, hairy balls. And he filled my throat with his thick, hot, delicious cum. It was beautiful... a taste I wanted to keep forever. Johnny, breathing hard, stroked my face. "Did it work?" "I don't know..." I said.

I started to feel something hard beneath me. A thick bulge, growing out of me. It was my penis. I was coming back. But the real humiliation was how the delicate, useless fabric of my panties tried to contain my new cock and balls, squeezing them, reminding me every second that I was wearing something that didn't belong to me. My cock started to leak.

I ran to the bathroom. I looked in the mirror. I was still that beautiful woman. I still had the breasts. But now I had a cock. And a lot of doubts. Did I really come back? Or do I have to get used to my new life? Johnny noticed my dick pressing against the dress. He didn't stop. He looked me in the eyes and launched at me like a beast, kissing me with so much passion it made my dick get hard all over again.

"You look beautiful, Maurice." "Beautiful," I corrected. "I'm a girl now." "My girl." We kept kissing passionately. "And now," he said, "I'm going to fuck your ass." I'm a slut. And as a slut, I'm going to get my ass fucked right.
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