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ACT 1

The camera was pointed at the canvas. The fine strokes of my brush were slowly creating one of the best works I had ever seen in my life. I was proud. I wanted to show it off.

But when I turned my head with excitement, looking away from the canvas and toward the computer screen, I noticed the viewer count was only dropping.

Nobody—except me—seemed to care about art.

I’m finished, I thought.

I’m trying to be a "Streamer." I’m trying to be famous. Ever since I lost my job and my scholarship at the BlackRock National Art Museum, I’ve been trying to earn my money honestly. And yet, this world, this society, won’t let me.

It doesn’t matter how beautiful and sweet my paintings are; I can’t attract more than three viewers to my stream.

Currently, there are three. And one of them is a bot.

What frustration. The ignorance of people is overwhelming. What a waste!

Suddenly, my phone began to vibrate violently. It was a call. My landlord, Mr. Kovac.

I turned off the stream without even saying goodbye—say goodbye to whom? It was empty anyway—and answered the phone in a rush. I owed two months of rent.

"Mr. Kovac!" I greeted energetically. The best thing I could do was stay on his good side, considering I was still living there after two months of non-payment.

"Alex..." A heavy sigh was heard on the other end of the line. "Do you have my money?"

"Umm... well... I’ll have it soon!" I pleaded, sounding pathetic even to myself.

"In one short week, it’ll be three months. And you know that not just anyone is allowed to live for free."

"Sir, I try every day to earn my money with dignity. You know that the moment I get a few dollars, I’ll deposit them into your account. I just ask for a little more time." My pleas were becoming more and more pitiful.

"Alex. You know I like you, and I have a soft spot for you because of everything your parents did for me. However, it hurts me to be the one to tell you this, but: I think it’s time to stop 'trying' to live off art. Get a real job. Nobody ever died from scrubbing a toilet or flipping a burger."

There was something in those words that caused me more pain than a thousand stab wounds. It was the pain of truth.

I had gambled on my luck, and today I was unemployed, broke, and possibly with one foot out on the street. The failure burned me.

"I understand, Mr. Kovac. You’re right."

It hurt even more to twist my own arm and agree with him.

"Alex, I expect my money in one or two weeks."

He hung up.

I am ruined. Completely ruined. I tried to be the best at what I love, and I failed. And now, what can I do?

Suddenly, I had a great idea. —A sad one, certainly—.

I had to sell everything. Everything I had of art. Although it might only give me enough to live for a few months, I could get some job in the meantime.

As this realization hit me, and depression and sadness ate away at my mind, I decided to visit the museum where I used to work.

There I was:

Standing under the immense glass dome of the Central Hall, feeling minuscule. The BlackRock Museum smelled of old money and expensive varnish; a temple of gray marble where the echo of my own footsteps sounded like an apology.

I looked toward the reception desk. My old throne. The place from where I used to lecture bored tourists about Post-Impressionism.

But there were no art books on the desk anymore.

In my place, there was a bubblegum-pink stain breaking the monotony of the gray.

Her name, engraved on a gold plaque shimmering under the halogen lights, was "Tiffany." And Tiffany wasn’t checking the inventory.

She was chewing gum with her mouth open, twirling a strand of platinum blonde hair—clearly dyed—around a finger with a French manicure far too long to be practical.

Her uniform was the same one I used to wear, but on her, it looked like a porno costume.

The white blouse, which hung loosely on me, struggled to contain a pair of breasts that defied gravity and workplace decency. She had unbuttoned not one, but three buttons, revealing the black lace of a push-up bra that was doing all the heavy lifting.

"Excuse me?" said an older lady, approaching the counter with a brochure in her hand. "Where is the Renaissance exhibition?"

Tiffany didn’t even look up from her phone. She just pointed vaguely to the left with her acrylic nail, never stopping her chewing.

"Over there, I think," she sighed, with a voice that dragged, empty of any intelligence but loaded with a lazy sensuality. "Or upstairs. I dunno, there are paintings everywhere."

The lady walked away indignant.

I stood there, frozen.

That girl didn’t know the difference between a Monet and a Manet. She probably thought Cubism was a type of drink with ice. And yet, there she was, collecting the salary I needed, sitting comfortably in her bubble of ignorance and silicone.

She was everything that was wrong with the art world.

So why couldn’t I stop staring at how her glossy lips wrapped around the straw of her iced coffee?

Have they replaced a person with my interest and intellect for a busty blonde? What an absurd world we live in!

The trip home felt long. Very long.

In my mind, I couldn’t shake the image of that blonde with colossal tits and her ease in getting the job that had cost me years of my life. And I thought, and I felt: I should have been that woman.

My life would be, essentially, much easier. Much more bearable and even—perhaps—much hotter.

Back home, I grabbed a cup of instant noodles and sat at my computer. In moments like this, the things that usually relax me are watching videos or streamers.

That’s actually where I got the taste for starting in the streaming scene myself. But something caught my attention immediately when I opened the browser.

Trending. In the "Just Chatting" section, there was a channel with a woman pointing the camera at her breasts.

When I—out of curiosity, don’t get me wrong—opened that channel, I recognized those blonde locks, those French tips, and above all, those massive udders.

It was Tiffany! She was here too, streaming on my platform!

The channel title bordered on absurd: Tired Bimbo after work, can you spoil me? <3

And that wasn’t the only absurd thing. The content was basic: cleavage on screen, a dumb face, and sexy gestures.

Oh, but when I saw the donation counter right there...

My heart stopped for a few seconds, and the vein in my forehead was about to burst with envy.

TEN THOUSAND DOLLARS.

Ten thousand fucking dollars in just thirty minutes of streaming. Life is mocking me. This isn’t possible!

I looked at my bowl of instant noodles. Total cost: fifty cents. Taste: salty cardboard.

I looked back at the screen.

A user named "DaddyWarbucks" had just donated another $500 just for Tiffany to put on some thick-rimmed glasses and say: "Oh no, I can’t find my glasses, am I silly?"

I threw the fork onto the table. The broth splashed my keyboard, but I didn’t care.

The anger transformed into something colder. Something calculating.

I got up from the chair and walked toward the full-length mirror I kept in the corner of the room, the one I used for anatomy references in my drawings.

I looked at myself. Really looked at myself.

I didn’t see the failed artist. I saw raw material.

My features were fine, almost androgynous. My build was slender, without the grotesque muscle of the "gym bros." My legs, though hairy, were long and shapely.

Tiffany didn’t have talent. Tiffany had a costume. And I was an artist; costumes were my specialty.

A twisted idea crossed my mind. A memory.

I ran to the closet and pulled out the "Props and References" box. At the bottom, under old fabrics and crumpled sketches, was it.

A cheap blonde wig I had bought for an anime drawing project two years ago. And next to it, my ex-girlfriend’s makeup kit, which she had forgotten when she left.

My hands were shaking, not with fear, but with adrenaline.

"You want a dumb bimbo?" I muttered to myself, feeling a strange mix of shame and electric excitement running down my spine. "I’m going to give you the dumbest slut you’ve ever seen in your lives."

I grabbed the razor from the bathroom.

The electric buzz of the blade sounded like the start of a countdown.

I wasn’t going to be Alex tonight. Alex was broke.

Tonight, I was going to reclaim what that stupid Tiffany had stolen from me.

The cold metal of the blade touched my calf. I hesitated a second. Just a second. Then, I slid the blade upward.

A strip of pale, smooth skin appeared amidst the dark hair.

It was strangely satisfying. Like cleaning a dirty canvas to start a masterpiece.

I continued with a frenzy. The hair fell to the bathroom floor like black rain. Ankles, thighs, knees. When I finished with the legs, I couldn’t stop. Chest, stomach, armpits.

I ran my hand over my freshly shaved thigh.

My skin prickled.

It didn’t feel like my leg. It felt like... silk. Like a woman’s skin.

My breathing accelerated. A shameful heat began to pool in my crotch, hardening against the fabric of my old cotton boxers.

"It’s just for the character," I told myself aloud, though my voice sounded husky. "Actors do this all the time."

I took off the boxers and kicked them away. They were useless now.

I searched through my ex’s box. I found some pink panties, simple, cotton. They were small, but my slender body, now hairless, slid inside them with disturbing ease.

The soft fabric hugged my package, squeezing it, hiding it, making me feel vulnerable and exposed.

I put on the blonde wig. I adjusted the synthetic strands to hide my hairline and frame my jaw.

Then, the makeup. I didn’t need to be an expert; the camera’s beauty filter would do the rest. A little foundation to hide the shadow of a beard, lots of mascara to open up the gaze, and finally, a bright red lipstick.

I looked in the mirror.

Alex had disappeared.

A blonde girl, with a hungry look and lips made for sin, stared back at me. She wasn’t perfect, but under the dim light and the filters... she passed.

She was, curiously, similar to Tiffany. But there was something else in my eyes. Something dirty.

I touched my flat chest. Something was missing.

I grabbed two pairs of socks, rolled them up, and stuffed them inside a tight white t-shirt that fit me like a crop top.

Now we’re talking.

I spanked myself in front of the mirror. The sound was dry and exciting.

"Time to work, bitch," I whispered.

I walked toward the computer, feeling the friction of the panties against my sensitive skin with every step.

My fingers trembled as they hovered over the mouse.

Click.

"Start Stream."

The name and category were no longer the same; now I could attract a different kind of people. Hungrier people. With more money.

I read the title I had written: New Girl – First Time Streaming!

I thought it would be enough, my heart beating at a thousand revs per minute while the 'costume' made me feel ways I had never felt before. It’s part of the art.

The viewer counter went from zero to fifty in a matter of minutes. The "New Streamers" algorithm was blessing me.

At first, I was stiff, terrified that someone would notice my Adam’s apple or the width of my shoulders. But the comments started rolling in on the side screen.

PussyHunter99: Damn, what a fresh little mouth.

Simp_King: You’re gorgeous, bb. What’s your name?

AnonUser: Those eyes...

I felt a tingle in my stomach. It wasn’t fear. It was... validation?

For years, no one had praised my drawings so quickly. And now, just for sitting there in a cheap wig and false eyelashes, they were treating me like royalty. I laughed, a nervous and somewhat high-pitched giggle that, luckily, sounded feminine.

"Thanks, guys," I said, softening my voice as much as I could. "I’m new at this. Be nice."

The chat filled with hearts. I felt powerful. I felt pretty.

Then, a message highlighted in orange broke the line of empty compliments.

BigSpender_TX: Hey, blondie. Serious question: Do you have a banana in your kitchen?

I frowned, confused, but kept the dumb smile on my face.

"Uh... yes, I think so. I bought fruit yesterday. Why?"

The answer came with the sound of a donation alert. But there was no money, just the message in big letters:

BigSpender_TX: I’ll transfer you $100 USD right now if you go get it, peel it, and suck it in front of the camera. No hands. No biting.

I froze.

The air escaped my lungs.

Simulate a blowjob? That was... too much. One thing was dressing as a woman to cheat the system, and another very different thing was performing an explicit sexual act, even if it was with a fruit.

That’s for fags, screamed a voice in my head—my father’s voice, the voice of my high school classmates.

I was going to say no. I was going to ban the guy.

But then I thought about my bank account. $100 dollars. That was half my electricity bill. That was two weeks of real food, not instant noodles. One hundred dollars for thirty seconds of humiliation.

Tiffany would do it. Tiffany would laugh and swallow it down to the hilt.

"One moment," I said, my voice trembling.

I went to the kitchen. My legs were shaking on my imaginary heels. I grabbed the banana from the fruit bowl. I returned in front of the camera.

The chat was expectant. The viewer count had gone up to 120.

"Like this?" I asked, peeling the fruit slowly.

I looked at the camera. I imagined the lens wasn’t a lens, but the eyes of that BigSpender.

I brought the tip of the banana to my red-painted lips.

It’s just fruit, Alex. It’s just money.

I opened my mouth. I stuck out my tongue and licked the tip.

The chat exploded in fire emojis and eggplants.

I closed my eyes and let myself go. I stopped thinking like a heterosexual man. My mouth became a tool. My lips surrounded the fruit, squeezing gently, going down slowly.

I didn’t bite. I created a vacuum with my cheeks, sucking, just as I had seen in those porn videos I swore I didn’t watch.

I went down until the peel touched my nose. I gagged a little, my eyes filled with tears, which only made the image more lewd.

I bobbed up and down, again and again, making wet, obscene noises that the microphone picked up with crystal clarity.

Ding!

An animation of gold coins filled the screen.

BigSpender_TX has donated $100.00 USD

Message: Good girl. You’ve got talent.

I let go of the banana, panting, with a string of saliva hanging from my lower lip down to the mashed fruit.

I looked at the money on the screen. Then I looked at my reflection in the monitor.

My face was flushed. I felt dirty.

But, oh my god... I also felt incredibly aroused.

User88: I donate $20 if you blow a kiss to the camera.

WalletKing: How much to see the feet?

I smiled. A true smile, greedy and depraved.

"Thanks, Daddy," I purred, surprising myself at how easily that word came out of my mouth. "What else do you want to see?"


ACT 2

When I saw the PayPal notification on my phone, something short-circuited in my brain.

Available Balance: $1,200.00 USD.

I had never had that much "liquid" cash in my life. My rational brain—that small, boring male voice left in the back of my mind—screamed: Pay the rent! Pre-pay two months! Buy real food!

But then, I looked in the mirror.

The cheap wig was itchy. My ex’s makeup was almost expired and cracking. The t-shirt stuffed with socks looked pathetic in the daylight.

"I can’t be a star with garbage," I murmured, stroking the phone screen. "I need to invest. If I made a hundred dollars with this trash... with professional gear, I’ll make millions."

I opened Amazon. Then I opened specialized Drag and Crossdressing stores.

It was like falling down a rabbit hole made of silk and silicone.

First came the breast forms. Realistic silicone breasts, D-Cup, human skin texture, natural bounce. Price: $350 USD.

Click. Add to cart.

"It’s necessary," I justified. "Socks don’t bounce."

Then, the wig. Platinum Blonde, Virgin Human Hair, Invisible Lace Front. Price: $400 USD.

Click. Add to cart.

"Synthetic hair shines too much on camera. This is quality."

And then, the clothes. My god, the clothes. I got lost for hours staring at lingerie I would have never dared to touch in a physical store. A lavender La Perla babydoll (or a very good knockoff). Fishnet stockings with a built-in garter belt. Six-inch stiletto heels that promised to make my legs look endless and my ass perkier.

Click. Click. Click.

My finger moved on its own. Every purchase confirmation gave me a shot of adrenaline almost as strong as the banana orgasm.

I was building the perfect woman. I was building Alexa.

When I finally looked at the cart total, it was over a thousand dollars. The rent. It was the exact money for rent and bills.

I hesitated for a second. The cursor trembled over the "Checkout" button.

"I’ll earn the money back in two days," I told myself, with that blind, stupid confidence only addicts have. "With these new tits, the donors will go crazy."

I pressed "Buy Now."

The account dropped to zero. But my excitement was through the roof. I didn’t know I had just signed my financial death warrant.

The packages arrived three days later. It was like Christmas.

I spent the whole afternoon trying everything on. The cold silicone against my chest warmed up in seconds, feeling like part of me. The wig was soft, heavy, real. And the heels... they forced me to walk differently, swaying my hips, sticking my ass out.

I felt invincible.

I sat in front of the computer, ready for my grand debut as the "New and Improved Alexa."

"Today we break the internet," I smiled, adjusting my cleavage.

I opened the streaming platform. I entered my username and password.

I waited for the loading screen.

But in its place, a red, bright, and cruel box appeared.

ACCOUNT PERMANENTLY SUSPENDED.

Reason: Violation of Terms of Service. Sexually Explicit Conduct (Incident #4402: Simulated fellatio with inanimate objects).

My heart stopped.

"What?" I screamed, slamming the table. "It was a fucking piece of fruit! Other girls do inflatable pools and nothing happens to them!"

I tried to appeal. I sent emails. Nothing. The system was automatic and ruthless.

My followers. My money. My "investment." Everything had vanished in a second.

I looked at the empty boxes of my expensive clothes scattered around the room. I looked at my empty bank account. And then I looked at the calendar.

Day 5. Rent is due.

Real panic—cold and sweaty—invaded me. Kovac wouldn’t keep forgiving my delays. He would throw me out on the street. I imagined going out to the sidewalk in my heels and expensive wig, sleeping under a bridge. Totally humiliating.

"I have to make money. Now. Right now."

I frantically searched Google: "Uncensored webcam sites", "Make money fast webcam streaming".

The results were dark. Sites full of penis enlargement ads and viruses. I found one: DirtyCams.

The slogan blinked in neon green: No rules. No censorship. Instant cash.

I registered. They didn’t ask for identity verification, just a bank account for deposits.

When I turned on the camera on that new site, the atmosphere was different. Here there were no "gamers" or bored people. Here there were predators.

The chat filled with obscene names instantly.

AssMan69: Yawn. Are you gonna stick something up your ass or what?

I realized, with terror, that I had gone down from the major leagues to the sewer. But I had no choice. I had to make back those thousand dollars or I was dead.

It’s been two weeks since I started in the world of "Streaming" as a girl. And so many good things have happened, as well as bad things.

I made a lot of money, but I spent it on makeup, on clothes, on being a beautiful woman. I simply think the best thing I can do is truly invest in this job. The money will come.

The bad news: I have no money left, my account is almost at zero, and I still haven’t paid the rent. Mr. Kovac is going to kill me! And on top of that, I got banned from the streaming site for the "banana incident." So I had to move to a "porn cam" site, where it’s much more explicit, but I haven’t shown anything!

People here want to see sex, explicit things, a whore! I can’t compete against those people. And I’m starting to have fewer viewers and fewer donations. I have to fix this somehow!

I looked at my reflection in the monitor. I was flawless.

I was wearing a translucent lavender lace babydoll that had cost me three hundred dollars. The wig was new, human hair, silky and waist-length. My makeup was professional. I looked like a magazine model.

But on this website, "quality" didn’t matter. Here, they only wanted meat. The chat on DirtyCams was much more brutal than the previous one.

AssMan69: Yawn. Are you gonna stick something up your ass or what?

Gooner_X: Show the cock, tranny. Stop playing hard to get.

User992: Next. Too much clothes.

My eyes filled with tears. Not woman’s tears, but tears of male frustration. I had invested everything to be the perfect fantasy, and these animals only wanted to see my holes.

"Guys, please," I pleaded to the camera, using my sweetest voice, although it was trembling. "If we reach the goal of 500 tokens, I’ll do a special dance..."

"NOBODY WANTS TO SEE YOU DANCE!" a user typed in all caps.

The token counter was stuck at 23. That was... two dollars and thirty cents.

Suddenly, the sound I had been fearing all morning rumbled through the small apartment, shaking the walls.

BANG! BANG! BANG!

Three dry, heavy, authoritative knocks. I jumped in my chair. My heart jumped into my throat.

"Rivers!" bellowed a deep, scratchy voice from the hallway. "I know you’re in there! I can hear you talking to yourself!"

It was him. Mr. Kovac.

I froze. I looked at the camera. I should have turned off the stream. I should have closed the laptop immediately.

But panic paralyzed me. And, in a dark corner of my corrupted mind, an idea flashed like lightning: Maybe if the chat sees I’m in real danger... maybe they’ll donate out of pity.

"Open the damn door or I’m using the master key!" Kovac shouted. "You’re two weeks late!"

The chat, which was bored before, suddenly woke up.

DramaQueen: Who is that?

CuckLover: Is that your Daddy?

Voyeur_King: DON’T CUT. I’LL PAY IF YOU LEAVE THE CAMERA ON.

Voyeur_King has donated 1000 Tokens.

Message: Let him in. I want to see this.

I looked at the door. I looked at the tokens.

I stood up, trembling on my stiletto heels. The babydoll barely covered my ass cheeks. I didn’t have time to change. I didn’t have time to hide.

"I’m... I’m coming!" I shouted, trying to deepen my voice, but it sounded ridiculously high-pitched.

I walked toward the door. My hand was sweating as I touched the knob.

I turned the key.

The door flew open, pushed from the outside.

Mr. Kovac entered like a tank. He was a huge man, in his fifties, with arms as hairy as tree trunks, smelling of cheap tobacco, and a glare that could peel paint. He was wearing his typical grease-stained tank top.

He stopped dead when he saw me.

His eyes, small and dark, scanned me from top to bottom. From the blonde wig to the heels, passing over the transparent lace that revealed the curve of my hips and the undeniable bulge between my legs.

His mouth opened slightly. The anger on his face transformed into confusion, and then... into something much more dangerous.

"What the fuck...?" Kovac grunted, kicking the door shut behind him with a dry slam. "Rivers?"

I took a step back, tripping over my own feet.

"Mr. Kovac... I can explain... I... I’m working..."

He took a step toward me. The space in the room became tiny. His gaze locked onto my crotch. He licked his lips unconsciously.

"Working?" he repeated, his voice lower, thicker. "So you don’t have money for rent, huh? But you have money to dress like an expensive little whore?"

I glanced sideways at the computer. The green light of the camera was still on. The chat was flying at an unreadable speed. I was trapped. And for the first time in my life, I felt totally, and terrifyingly, like prey.

The silence in the room was heavy. The only sound was the hum of the computer and my own agitated breathing.

"I don’t have the money, Mr. Kovac," I whispered, hugging myself, trying to cover my semi-naked body with my arms. "I need more time. A week. Please."

Kovac snorted, a mix of mockery and contempt. He took a slow step toward me, invading my personal space until his shadow covered me completely.

"No more extensions, Rivers," he said, his deep voice vibrating in my chest. "But I’m looking at you and... well, maybe you don’t need cash today."

I frowned, confused and scared.

"What... what are you talking about?"

Kovac pointed with his chin toward my hips, where the lace of the babydoll barely covered my rear.

"You’re dressed for work, aren’t you?" His gaze was dirty, heavy. "If you’re such a slut for these internet perverts, you can be one for your landlord."

My blood ran cold.

"No," I said quickly, backing up until I hit the desk. "No, I don’t do that. I’m straight. This is... this is just acting."

"Straight?" Kovac let out a cruel laugh. "Look at you. You’re painted up like a cheap tart. You have your ass in the air begging to be used."

He moved closer. His large hand landed on my shoulder, squeezing hard.

"I’ll offer you a deal. You let me fuck that virgin ass right now, and I forgive the whole month."

I swallowed hard. My mind screamed NO!, but my eyes drifted to the screen. The chat was on fire, demanding it. It was a hit! They loved seeing someone as submissive as me.

"I... I’ve never been with a man," I stammered, doubt eating away at me. "It’s going to hurt. I’m not gay."

"I don’t care what you are," Kovac grunted, bringing his face close to mine until I smelled the stale tobacco. "I only care that you have a debt and a hole to pay it with. Take it or you’re on the street tonight."

There was a second of eternal silence.

I closed my eyes. Desperation weighed more than my pride.

"Just..." my voice cracked. "Just for the rent? You promise the debt is settled?"

"Deal."

I turned around slowly, trembling like a leaf. I leaned my hands on the desk, facing the camera, facing my viewers, looking for forgiveness.

"Oh god..." I whispered. "What am I doing."

I felt Kovac’s hands on my waist. Rough. Possessive. He yanked my panties down violently. The cold air hit my buttocks, and I tensed up completely.

"Relax or I’ll break you," he warned.

I heard the sound of his zipper. Then, the wet sound of spit in his hand. Slap. He rubbed his saliva against my closed, dry entrance.

"Please, make it quick..." I moaned, squeezing my eyes shut. "I’m straight, I’m straight..."

"Not anymore," he said.

And he pushed.

"AAAAHHHHH!"

The scream tore my throat. I felt like I was being impaled with a hot iron. My body arched, trying to escape, but Kovac pinned me against the desk, sinking into me without mercy, forcibly opening what was never meant to be opened.

I cried. I cried looking at the computer. Seeing thousands of viewers, comments enjoying the show.

It was Art.

"It hurts! Get it out! Fuck!" I screamed, but... something inside me didn’t want it out. I was acting.

But Kovac didn’t stop. He started moving. Long, slow, demolition-style thrusts that stretched me more and more.

"Take it," he grunted. "Pay your debt."

And then, in the middle of the agony, the chemical miracle happened.

Kovac hit a deep spot inside me. A gland I didn’t know I had woke up with an electric jolt that ran down my spine.

The It hurts! in my throat turned into a choke.

My fingers dug into the keyboard.

Another thrust. Right in the same spot.

The pain dissolved into a thick, white fog of pure pleasure. My legs started to shake, but no longer from fear, but from an overwhelming need.

"Oh..." I moaned, the sound coming out involuntary, high-pitched, and feminine. "Oh God... wait..."

"You like that, faggot?" Kovac increased the pace, slapping my ass hard. "You like paying like this?"

My brain tried to protest. No, I’m straight, I hate this.

But my body screamed the truth.

"YES!" my treacherous voice squealed. "Yes, fuck, yes!"

I started pushing back. Seeking his cock. Needing it. The feeling of being full was driving me crazy. It was humiliating, it was dirty, and it was the best thing I had ever felt in my life.

Drool dripped from my mouth. I looked at the camera with my eyes rolling back, completely lost in lust.

"He’s breaking me!" I screamed to the chat between hysterical moans. "He’s breaking my ass and I love it!"

Kovac grunted and grabbed my hair, forcing me to arch more while he used me as his personal toy. I was no longer Alex. I was no longer a debtor. I was a hot, throbbing hole, happy to be destroyed by a real man.

I was crazy with pleasure. And I knew, as I screamed his name, that I would never pay rent with money again.

Kovac tensed, his huge hands squeezing my hips until they left white marks.

"Take your damn receipt!" he grunted.

I felt his cock pulsing violently inside me. And then, the heat.

Thick, heavy, and scorching.

A wave of semen flooded my insides, filling every corner of that space he had conquered by force. One, two, five loads. He filled me to the brim, marking me, turning me into a container for his manhood.

I screamed, but not in pain. I screamed in pure ecstasy, tongue out, drooling over the desk while I felt myself becoming someone else’s property.

Kovac let out one last hoarse sigh and withdrew slowly.

The feeling of emptiness was almost painful. I felt my hole, dilated and abused, trying uselessly to close around the air.

I collapsed onto the desk, panting, trembling, sweaty, and with my makeup running. But I didn’t hide.

On the contrary.

I turned toward the camera. I crawled until my ass was in the foreground, filling the entire screen.

With trembling but eager hands, I grabbed my cheeks and spread them obscenely.

"Look..." I panted, with a demented, happy smile. "Look what he did..."

The spectacle was grotesque and beautiful. My red, throbbing, gaping hole was overflowing. A thick string of white milk began to leak out slowly, dripping onto my thighs, staining the torn lace of my lingerie.

The sound of donations turned into a deafening noise, like a slot machine that just hit the jackpot.

Ding! Ding! Ding! Ding!

SugarDaddy_NY has donated 5000 Tokens.

CumLover has donated 2000 Tokens.

Whale_Watcher: HOLY SHIT, IT’S FULL! LOOK AT YOU LEAKING!

Anon: The best whore I’ve seen in years.

I looked at the counter. Five thousand dollars. In ten minutes.

I had made more money being used as a semen toilet than in my entire life as an artist.

Laughter bubbled in my chest. A light, silly, feminine laugh.

I sat up, wiping a bit of spit from my chin, but letting the semen continue to drip behind me for everyone to see. I fixed my blonde wig and looked at the lens with a new, bright, dangerous coquettishness.

"Hi, guys," I whispered, fluttering my false eyelashes. "I don’t think we’ve been formally introduced."

I licked my lips.

"I’m Alexa. And I love being a real girl."

I nodded toward the door, where Kovac had just left adjusting his belt, with the rent paid and a satisfied smile.

I lowered my voice to a conspiratorial whisper, bringing my face close to the camera.

"Tell me the truth, my loves..." I asked with total and genuine interest, my eyes shining with lust. "Would you love to see Mr. Kovac visit me again? Because I think my... little back pussy misses him a bit."

The chat exploded in a single digital scream: YES.

And I smiled, knowing that my life as a man was over, and my life as the building’s bitch had just begun.


EPILOGUE

Six months later.

The penthouse smelled of lavender perfume and expensive champagne.

There were no more instant noodles, no more old furniture, and no more fear of heavy knocks on the door.

"Studio A"—as I called my massive master bedroom—was lit by a professional ring light two meters in diameter.

I looked at myself in the 4K monitor.

Alexa was radiant.

My platinum blonde hair fell in perfect waves over my bare shoulders. My lips, recently injected with a bit more volume, shone with sticky gloss. And my tits... my beautiful Double-D silicone tits, bought with the donations from my first viral week, were the envy of the entire platform.

The chat was flying so fast it was impossible to read.

User99: THE QUEEN IS BACK!

BimboWannabe: Alexa, you are my inspiration. I bought the same lipstick as you.

Kovac_VIP: That ass is mine, remember that.

I smiled seeing Kovac’s name with his "Supreme Moderator" badge. He wasn’t collecting rent anymore; he managed my security and took a cut. He was my manager.

"Hello, my loves," I purred into the gold microphone. "Tonight is a special night. We’ve reached one million followers. And as I promised..."

I gestured with a manicured hand.

From the shadows of the penthouse, five men entered. They weren’t just anyone. They were my "Whales," the legendary donors who had paid five figures each for this privilege. They wore expensive suits, gold watches, and Venetian masks.

The air became charged with sexual electricity.

"No toys today," I announced to the camera, opening my silk robe to reveal I was wearing absolutely nothing underneath, just my smooth, hairless skin. "Today, Alexa is going to be the center of attention for real."

The men surrounded me. Expert hands roamed my body, treating me like what I was: a priceless work of art.

One grabbed my hair and forced me to my knees. Another positioned himself behind me. A third approached my face.

"Ready, slut?" one of them whispered.

"Always," I moaned, sticking out my tongue.

What followed was a symphony of flesh and pleasure.

I was penetrated. I was filled. I was used.

I felt a hard cock sliding down my throat, silencing my intelligent thoughts. I felt another one forcing its way into my ass—that ass Kovac had christened—stretching me to the limit. And hands, dozens of hands, touching my tits, spanking my thighs, reminding me that I was public property.

Look at me, I thought, as my eyes rolled back from the double penetration. I am an icon.

The donations sounded like a broken cash register.

Ding-ding-ding-ding.

I looked at the camera, mouth full and body stretched to the max, "holed" from all sides, oozing fluids and success.

Six months ago, Alex cried for a hundred dollars. Today, Alexa was choking on pleasure while making fifty grand in an hour.

I winked at the lens, a tear of happiness running down my perfect cheek.

Art was dead. Long live the Slut!


Books By This Author

Straight to Sissy: The Complete Collection (Books 1-8)

For the first time, get the complete Straight to Sissy saga in one high-value volume. This anthology combines Volume 1 and Volume 2, bringing together eight best-selling Dark M/M Erotic stories by Vixen.


Did You Enjoy The Show?

Thank you so much for reading The Sissy Streamer. I hope Alexa’s transformation left you as breathless (and messy) as she was at the end.




I have a small favor to ask:




If you enjoyed this story, please consider leaving a Review or a Rating on Amazon. It only takes a minute, but it helps independent authors like me stay visible in the algorithm (and keeps me writing more naughty stories for you).


About The Author

T. M. Vixen

T.M. Vixen is a French author specializing in the art of Sissification. As an expert in crossdressing and psychological power dynamics, Vixen crafts erotic tales that are as raw and hot as they are hilarious.

We invite all readers who enjoy fine literature to pour a glass of wine, turn on their e-reader, and settle in for a dose of seduction they won't find anywhere else.

Did you enjoy the story?
Don't keep the pleasure to yourself. Leaving a review on Amazon is the best way to support Vixen and help other curious minds discover these stories.

For more wicked tales, follow Vixen. 
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