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"Sweetheart, why don't you go take a shower?" I said to the stupid Tourist, trying to sound sweet and gentle. "I want that voluptuous body of yours squeaky clean for when I cover it in kisses, giggle."

I smiled at him, flashing my sweet, tender fangs. No man could ever resist this smile; it drove them crazy and made them act without thinking. The Tourist—a man of about fifty who was wandering downtown looking for girls to "hang out and see the city"—had just walked right into my spiderweb.

"Y-yes! Right away!" Desperately, he started stripping off his clothes to hop in the shower. He was crazy about me. Absolutely unhinged.

"But first... a toast? It’s not every day someone arrives in this city and meets a girl as pretty as me."

I offered him a glass of sparkling wine. He deserved it; he’d been a good boy. Without hesitating—and without even making a toast—he downed it as if it were the last drop of water in the desert. Completely ignoring the fact that I hadn't drunk a single drop. Seconds later, The Tourist, torso completely naked, stepped into the shower.

The sound of running water and the whistling of that dirty old geezer filled the room while I, impatient, checked my phone. My partner, Bonnie, had sent me a text.

Bonnie: I hope that guy is completely tamed by the time I get there.

The nerve! Was my partner actually doubting me? I was the one who taught him everything he knows!

The plan is always insultingly simple. Sometimes, it bores me how easy it is. Bonnie and I just have to walk downtown, put on our "good girls looking for trouble" faces, and wait. We never wait more than ten minutes. Any stupid old man with an itchy zipper and a full wallet falls for it. It’s mathematical.

The routine is sacred: silly smiles, a discreet motel, a precise dose of our special cocktail in their drink, and as soon as they start snoring... a clean sweep. We take everything, down to their socks. It’s so easy it almost feels like a crime not to do it!

But what makes all of this hilarious—what makes me hold back laughter when they touch my leg—is the big secret: Bonnie and I are dudes. Men. One hundred percent male.

But, of course, biology played a practical joke on us that we learned how to monetize. No one looks at what’s between your legs when you have these natural wide hips. Or these beautifully round asses that fill out jeans without the need for padding. We have flat stomachs, fine porcelain faces, and manes of hair that would make any Instagram model cry with envy.

We are the perfect trap. And they are the perfect idiots.

The moment I heard a dry thud in the bathroom, I knew it was time. Phone in hand, I called Bonnie and demanded he come immediately. "Room 16 at the Trianon Hotel." I hung up without even waiting for confirmation. In this business, trust is everything. I knew he’d be there, no matter what.

With the room peaceful and the old man asleep, I began to raid his belongings, starting with the blazer he’d hung on the rack. A black leather wallet was sticking out of the pocket—Porosus crocodile skin, matte finish, probably Hermès. I could feel the texture of the scales under my fingers, cold and rigid. No giant logos; it didn't need them. That deep black leather, smelling of Italian tannery and questionable financial decisions, screamed that it cost more than five thousand dollars. A little luxury tomb to bury his dignity in.

I opened it with excitement, thinking maybe after so many jobs it was time to retire, but to my bitter surprise, that ridiculously expensive wallet only held a sad photo of him with his family. A nuclear family, looking so falsely happy, ruined by an old man and his urge to bang young girls.

I kept digging. I took everything my petite body could carry. There were dollars—cash he brought to spend—and they would all be mine.

For some strange reason, my conscience pricked me about the old man. What if he hit his head hard when he fell? I thought. But when I opened the bathroom door, I only found the poor guy on the cold fake marble floor, sprawled out like a walrus stranded on a cheap beach.

His linen trousers were pulled down to his ankles, revealing ridiculous plaid boxers that killed any remaining trace of dignity. His skin, red as a shrimp from lack of sunscreen, shone under the fluorescent light. He was snoring. A guttural, wet sound that echoed off the tiles. A thread of drool trickled from the corner of his mouth, forming a small puddle next to his cheek, which was smashed against the toilet mat.

"Pathetic," I muttered, losing all supposed guilt in a second.

I nudged his ribs with the toe of my platform boot. The guy let out a grunt and rolled over, hugging the base of the toilet as if it were his teddy bear. He was alive. He was fine. He was just going to have a monumental chemical hangover and a much lighter wallet tomorrow morning. Mission accomplished.

I was already turning toward the door, pockets bursting and his expensive jacket draped over my arm like a war trophy, when a glint under the fluorescent light stopped me cold.

I turned back. There it was. On the fat man's inert wrist, barely peeking out from under the cuff of his unbuttoned shirt. A Rolex. And not just any Rolex. Solid gold.

My eyes widened like saucers. That watch didn't just tell time; it marked the difference between a petty thief and us. It was heavy, arrogant, and shone with that golden light that screams, "Look at me, I'm rich."

I crouched down instantly, ignoring the smell of stale sweat. My fingers, nimble from practice, found the metal clasp. The gold was warm from contact with his skin. Click. The clasp gave way smoothly. I felt the weight of the piece in my palm, dense and perfect. A malicious smile drew across my face as I admired how it looked in my own hand...

"Beca! Move your ass!"

Bonnie's whispered shout from the door made me jump, almost dropping the watch into the toilet. "I called you twenty minutes ago!" I hissed back, though my worry was pure theater. The fat guy upstairs wasn't waking up until Tuesday.

I walked out into the hallway, hips swaying with that natural rhythm I’d perfected, covering the bulge of the watch with my jacket sleeve, but unable to wipe the grin off my face. "Is that..." Bonnie stopped dead, looking at my wrist. "Solid gold Rolex!" I couldn't hold it back and flashed it to him. The golden glare under the hallway lights almost blinded us. My greed was leaking out of my pores. "It weighs a ton, Bon."

"That’s the least we deserve, bitch!" "Bitch is your grandma. I'm a businessman," I replied, winking at him, feeling like the king of the world. "And businessmen wear Rolexes."

We were untouchable. Two boys robbing the greenest old men in the city and getting away with it. The adrenaline was better than any drug.

But when we reached the lobby, fate decided to raise the stakes.

Near the reception, standing like an emperor surveying his domain, was a man. Charcoal grey Italian suit, military posture, and an aura of money you could smell from ten meters away. My brain clicked. It was Mr. Sterling. The owner of "Sterling Properties," the largest real estate firm in the country. I had seen him in magazines, on billboards... and now he was there, a stone's throw away.

I felt the heat of the Rolex on my wrist. It wasn't metal; it was a sign. The universe was talking to me: "You already have the watch, now go for the bank account."

I looked at Bonnie with complicity, but he was already shaking his head, pale under his makeup. "Don't even think about it," he whispered, reading my mind. I took a step forward, drunk on power, but Bonnie dug his nails into my arm.

"Beca, no." His eyes were wide, full of real panic. "We are in the same damn hotel where we just drugged a guy. There are cameras. If we get caught now..." "Bonnie, look at him," I cut him off, my voice trembling with pure greed. "We just took a Rolex from a shitty tourist. That guy... we could take that guy's entire retirement fund. It’s Sterling!"

"It’s insane!" Bonnie hissed, looking around. "I'm leaving. I have the loot and I'm not risking going to jail for your ego." "One last job, Bonnie!" I insisted, desperate. "One last hit on the white whale and we retire. I swear. You can buy that beach house or be a McDonald's cashier if you want, but you'll be rich."

Bonnie looked at Sterling, then at me, and let go of my arm as if it burned. "I'm not doing this. I'll wait in the car with the stuff. If you're not down in half an hour, I'm leaving." He turned and walked out through the revolving door, leaving me alone. My own partner! The coward was taking the safe loot and leaving me alone in the face of danger!

"Go to hell," I muttered, smoothing out my skirt.

I stood alone in the middle of the lobby. I could leave. I could run to the car. But then, Sterling looked up. Our eyes met. It was a second, but it was enough. He looked at me with that mix of boredom and hunger that powerful men have. He didn't reject me. He evaluated me.

I turned toward the decorative mirror in the entrance. I fixed my bangs, puffed out my chest to enhance the cleavage, and licked my lips. I was no longer Beca the thief. I was the fantasy Sterling was waiting for.

With my heart hammering against my ribs—not from fear, but from pure excitement—I walked toward him. "I was wondering what a man so handsome and important is doing all alone..." I started the conversation, brushing his arm with fake shyness. Toying with him. Just how dirty old geezers like it.

Sterling didn't even blink. He turned slowly and looked me up and down, like someone appraising a racehorse. "Save the sales pitch, darling," he cut me off with a deep voice used to giving orders. "I'll see you here tomorrow. 8 PM."

I froze for a second. A man like him, with that much money, knows what he wants and wants it now. But I'm not cheap. "I think you're misunderstanding the situation," I murmured, hardening my smile. "Bonnie and I aren't easy girls. Or cheap. Company of our... caliber requires a serious investment."

Sterling smiled. It was a shark's smile. He pulled a gold magnetic key card from his pocket and offered it to me. "Presidential Suite. Tomorrow at 8. You alone." He paused, locking his eyes on mine. "Fifty thousand dollars. Cash."

My knees almost buckled. FIFTY WHAT? I felt the air escape my lungs. I had hit the jackpot. Bingo! Fifty thousand dollars just to go up, slip a pill in a glass, and run. It was insanity! It was the heist of the century.

I took the card, trying to keep my French-manicured fingers from trembling. "I'll see you tomorrow then," I said, winking with all the flirtatiousness I could muster. "You fell into my trap, Sterling."

I turned and walked out of the hotel, almost floating, feeling the weight of the gold card in my cleavage as if it were burning.

I got into the Renault Sandero Stepway where Bonnie was waiting with the engine running. I slammed the door and shouted, hitting the dashboard: "WE GOT HIM!"

Bonnie looked at me with a mix of horror and pity. "You're sick," he spat. I thought he would applaud, but he was pale. "It's fifty thousand dollars, Bonnie!" I yelled, shaking him by the shoulder. "Fifty grand! And that's just the cash. Imagine what he'll have in the suite. Watches, cufflinks, cards... Fuck, this shitty tourist had a designer jacket; Sterling probably has diamonds in his underwear!"

Bonnie shook his head, gripping the steering wheel until his knuckles turned white. He didn't take his eyes off the road, as if he wanted to run away from me. "This is a bad idea, Beca. It smells wrong. Nobody gives fifty thousand just like that." "You're the one afraid of success," I replied, caressing my stolen Rolex. "I'm going. With or without you."

Bonnie sighed, a long, resigned sound. He braked at the red light and looked at me for the first time. He looked more disappointed than furious. And that hurt more. "Fine. Do it," he said seriously. "Call me tomorrow when you're done. I'll be close by with the car. But I'm not going up. If you're not down in an hour... I'm gone."

I smiled. An hour was plenty of time to pluck a chicken. "Deal, partner."
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By the following afternoon, my stomach was a knot of vipers. I felt small jabs in my abdomen, pangs of nausea rising up my throat, but I swallowed them down with a single thought: the bills. Fifty thousand reasons to ignore the fear.

Bonnie and I had our "base of operations" in a shabby dive hotel, so far from downtown that even the police wouldn't dare enter without backup. It was a dirty burrow, but it was safe. Here, we had what we needed: two twin beds—comfortable enough for our effeminate bodies to rest without getting unnecessary dark circles—and our true treasures.

The wardrobes, which were falling apart on the outside, were Narnia on the inside. They were packed with silk, imported lace, and satin dresses designed to drive any bored husband crazy. And, of course, our prized "Safe." A simple gray metal box, hidden under a loose floorboard, where we kept the loot: stacks of cash that burned our hands, gold bracelets, stolen rings... Perhaps my solid gold Rolex should have been in there. But I couldn't store it away. My heart beat faster just seeing it on my wrist. There is nothing more satisfying than wearing your victory.

Two hours remained until my "date" with Mr. Sterling. The air in the small room was unbreathable. Bonnie’s foot tapped incessantly against the rotting wooden floor. Tap, tap, tap. His anxiety was drilling into my thoughts.

"Stop moving your damn foot!" I shouted, throwing a pillow at him. "I can't hear myself think."

Bonnie stopped, but looked at me with the eyes of a beaten dog. "Beca... you still have time to back out."

"Ugh..." I let out a groan of disgust. He’d been singing the same tune all night.

"Seriously," he insisted, his voice pleading. "We can... just hang out like before. A 'bros' night. We order some pizzas, buy a six-pack of beer, and put some porn on the TV. We forget about all this."

The offer hung in the air for a second. Beer, porn, just being two stupid guys in a cheap hotel. It sounded tempting. It sounded safe. But then I looked at the Rolex. And I thought about Sterling.

"Bonnie, darling," I said coldly, killing that fantasy. "In one hour, I want you in the car with the engine running, ready to drive me. I'm not eating pizza when I can eat caviar."

Bonnie nodded reluctantly, sinking into his mattress. He knew he had lost.

I headed to the bathroom. The fluorescent light flickered over the cold, stained porcelain, but the mirror was clean. I leaned against the sink and looked at my reflection. My fine features, my pale skin, my dark eyes. "God, what a beautiful woman you are," I whispered, winking at my other self.

Here began my ritual. I had to become the perfect work of art, so that Mr. Sterling wouldn't doubt for a second what he was about to "eat."

I opened my leather vanity case—stolen, of course—and took out the tools. This wasn't drugstore makeup. These were precision weapons.

I started with the basics: the skin. If I wanted to collect fifty thousand dollars, my body couldn't have a single trace of testosterone. Not a hair. Not a blemish. The razor glided over my legs with the smoothness of an ice skater. I watched the foam fall into the dirty sink, revealing white, taut, and absurdly soft skin underneath. Much softer than any biological woman Sterling had ever touched in his life. They get careless; they get confident. I don't. I am an architect of fantasy.

I ran my hand over my thigh, enjoying the touch of cold porcelain. "Blank canvas," I whispered.

Then came the least glamorous part, but the most necessary. The magic trick. I took a deep breath, preparing for the familiar discomfort. With surgical tape and a technique that had taken me months to perfect, I made my masculinity disappear. It was tight, annoying, and unnatural, but when I looked in the mirror again, the illusion was total. Between my legs, there was nothing but a smooth, soft mound. "Goodbye, Beca," I said with a crooked smile. "Hello, trouble."

To be honest, there is a highly profitable and large market of men who would eat up girls with dicks like me. But not yet. First, the whales. The big fish. The ones who can get me out of this pigsty. I stuck to the safe bet.

Once the "problem" between my legs vanished, it was time to build the facade.

My face was a good canvas—fine, angular, with no trace of a beard thanks to the laser treatment I paid for with my first big score—but it needed art to become a weapon. I took out my imported foundation. It cost more than the rent for this dump. I spread it with a damp sponge, covering every pore until my skin looked like polished porcelain. Cold, white, and perfect. Without human imperfections.

Then, the contouring. With an angled brush and dark powder, I sculpted my cheekbones and sharpened my chin. I didn't want to look like a sweet, round-faced girl. I wanted angles. I wanted my face to look like it was cut with a diamond. Aggressive.

"Now, the eyes," I murmured, leaning into the mirror until my breath fogged the glass.

This was the key part. The black liquid eyeliner. With a surgeon's hand, I traced a thick line over my eyelids and finished it in a sharp upward point, a dramatic and dangerous cat-eye. When I opened my eyes, they weren't mine anymore. They were "fox eyes." Cunning, predatory. A gaze designed to make men feel judged and desperate to please me.

A touch of nude lipstick—not red, red is vulgar; nude is expensive—and I was ready for the final touch.

I opened the wig box. It was my favorite. A straight bob cut, jet black, smooth as a board, ending right at my jawline. I adjusted it. The thick, straight bangs fell over my eyebrows, framing my fox eyes. The brutal contrast between the ink-black hair and my pale white skin was hypnotic.

I stepped back to see the full result. The image in the mirror returned a mocking smile. There she was. The "girl" in the picture. Exaggeratedly thin, with collarbones that looked like fragile glass and a waist you could circle with two hands.

One detail was missing. I took a black velvet ribbon—a choker—and fastened it around my slender neck. It was tight. I liked how it marked the line between my perfect head and my rented body. It gave it a perverse touch, an air of "look at me but don't touch if you can't pay."

I looked myself in the eyes in the reflection. That natural sneer of contempt, that raised eyebrow... it was the perfection of cynicism made flesh. "Poor Sterling," I said, blowing a kiss to my reflection. "He thinks he's having dinner with easy prey, and he doesn't know he just invited the most venomous viper in the city."

I walked out of the bathroom not walking, but parading. Like the main course of a banquet where everyone is starving to death.

I wanted to show myself to Bonnie. I needed his verdict. He had the same clinical eye for detail as I did, and if anyone could find a flaw in my disguise, it was him.

He froze on the bed, his mouth slightly open. "Wow..." he murmured, almost breathless. "If you weren't my friend, and I didn't know what you have between your legs... I'd wreck you right here, Beca."

His words provoked an undeniable heat in my chest. It wasn't attraction; it was power. If I could fool Bonnie, who had seen me vomit and snore, Sterling was doomed.

"So, are we ready?" I asked, smoothing out my skirt. "At your command, boss," Bonnie joked, though his smile didn't reach his eyes.

The ride in the Renault was tense. The air was thick with things left unsaid. Bonnie remained rigid, gripping the steering wheel like a life preserver, clearly wishing he could turn around and flee.

I decided to ignore him. I fixed my eyes on the road and pulled out my secret weapon: a bottle of Very Good Girl by Carolina Herrera. Limited edition, of course. And no, I didn't buy it. It's a funny story. I stole it from a textile businessman last month. The idiot had gone out to buy a last-minute anniversary gift for his wife. He bumped into Bonnie—a gorgeous blonde in a schoolgirl skirt—playing lost on the corner. And bam! Five minutes later they were checking into a hotel. The funny part isn't the theft. The funny part is the question: Why the hell do you want to fuck a stranger when you're rushing desperately to appease your wife? Men are a pathetic sexual phenomenon. And that's why we're rich.

The car screeched to a halt in front of the imposing revolving doors of the Hotel. The golden lights of the lobby reflected on the wet asphalt.

I got out, feeling the night chill on my bare legs. I leaned into the window one last time. "Wish me luck."

Bonnie stared at me with that fierce loyalty that only comes from years of shared crime. "Destroy them," he nodded. "I'll stay circling the block. If something weird happens, call me. If you need a last-minute getaway, call me. If there are a lot of cops..." he paused dramatically and gave a crooked smile, "...don't call me."

I let out a short laugh. I knew he was joking. If there was one person in this world I would trust with my life, it was that blonde coward.

I closed the car door and turned toward the giant of glass and concrete.

The doorman, a young guy in uniform, opened the revolving door with a bow and a look that lingered two seconds too long on my legs. "Good evening, miss."

"Good evening," I purred, using my softest voice.

I walked through the lobby. My heels clicked against the polished marble with a hypnotic rhythm. Click, clack, click, clack. I didn't stop at the reception. I didn't need to. I reached into my bag, my fingers brushing the cold plastic of the gold card Sterling had given me.

I stepped into the elevator and pressed the button for the top floor. As the metal doors closed, trapping my perfect reflection in the mirror, I felt a strange vibration. It wasn't fear. It was the calm before the storm.

The Presidential Suite awaited. And I was ready to collect.
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My heels sank into the carpet of the Presidential Suite as if I were stepping into velvet quicksand. The air was saturated with an unmistakable scent: expensive tobacco, old wood, and that metallic, sweet aroma that only real money has.

Crossing the hallway, I caught a glimpse of the bathroom to the right—black marble, gold faucets—but my attention was hijacked by the figure at the far end.

Mr. Sterling was seated in a leather Chesterfield armchair that looked like a throne. With a smoking cigar in hand and his legs elegantly crossed, he didn't look like a client waiting for a service. He looked like a king waiting for his jester. And I had just entered his court.

I stopped, adopting my "impressionable diva" pose. "My, what luxury..." I whispered, widening my eyes with fake innocence, even though I'd seen better hotels in movies. "A girl like me deserves to be treated like a queen, and I see you understand protocol here."

Sterling didn't smile. He just inhaled the smoke from his cigar and exhaled it slowly, creating a gray cloud that hid his eyes for a second. "Princess," he said in a deep voice, gesturing to the empty armchair beside him.

I sat down with confidence, crossing my legs so the silk of my dress brushed against my shaved skin. The plan was insultingly simple: spend no more than ten words, pour the cocktail into his glass, wait five minutes, and strip the suite down to its foundations.

"It pleases me to have a lady of your caliber here..." Sterling said, fixing his gaze on my cleavage. "You see, I am a man of... particular tastes. Tastes that cannot be discussed in public."

I nodded, feigning interest, though my mind was calculating the value of the gold cufflinks on his wrists. "Don't worry, miss. I've taken the liberty of setting the stage." He pointed to a low table behind him. "Two glasses of the city's most exclusive champagne. Served at the perfect temperature."

I turned. There they were. Two crystal flutes filled with bubbling golden liquid. They seemed to be waiting for me. I took mine with a rehearsed smile. "I am a lady, yes. But a very expensive lady, you know?"

"I know perfectly well," he replied calmly, pointing to a black leather briefcase on the king-sized bed. "Fifty thousand reasons are right there. But we'll discuss business after pleasure, don't you think?"

Mr. Sterling still hadn't touched his glass. Shit, I thought. I needed him distracted for a second. Just one second to pour the "sweet dreams" into his drink.

And then, the universe—or so I thought—smiled at me. Someone knocked on the door. Three sharp, authoritative knocks.

Sterling clicked his tongue, visibly frustrated. He rose heavily from his throne. "Excuse me a moment. Room service is untimely."

As soon as he turned his back, my instincts kicked in. It was a matter of milliseconds. I pulled the tiny vial from my bag, slid two drops into the glass facing his seat, and stashed the vial before he reached the door. I bit my lip to keep from laughing. You're a damn professional, Beca, I congratulated myself. Checkmate.

Sterling returned immediately, without a trace of emotion. "Who was it?" I asked, recomposing my innocent posture. "No one important. A mistake."

He sat down again and picked up his glass (the "loaded" glass). "Well. Now we really are alone. Possibly with the most beautiful woman in the city. Why don't we toast to this night... and to the surprises that await us?"

"There is nothing I desire more," I replied, raising my glass.

The crystal clashed with a sharp tinkling sound. He looked me in the eye and drank. I did the same, taking a long sip of the icy champagne. It tasted like glory. It tasted like victory.

You fell for it, Sterling. Instinctively, I glanced at my wrist. The gold Rolex shone under the dim light. I began the mental countdown. One, two, three... Waiting to see his eyelids droop.

"Nice watch," Sterling commented, breaking the silence. His voice sounded clear, too awake. "Do you like it?" I said, caressing the metal. "I hope to have more of these soon."

Sterling let out a dry laugh. "Greed is dangerous, darling. It can take you to places you never thought you'd explore. Sometimes, one thinks they are hunting and ends up... well, ends up being dinner."

"Oh, you have no idea," I laughed with him, thinking how ironic it was. The poor old man didn't know that in two minutes he'd be drooling on the carpet.

But then, something changed. It wasn't in him. It was in me.

A brutal, sudden, suffocating heat exploded in my chest. It wasn't a normal hot flash. It was as if my blood had turned into lava. I brought my hand to my neck, feeling sweat bead on my nape. "Is... is there no air conditioning?" I stammered, my voice sounding strangely hoarse. "It's infernally hot in here."

Sterling looked at me. He was no longer smiling like a kind old man. He was smiling like a wolf. "Relax, Beca. The night is long, and you've gotten restless too soon."

I tried to stand up to go to the window, but my legs didn't respond. They felt like lead and jelly at the same time. As I moved, the friction of my silk top against my nipples sent an electric shock straight to my brain. "Ah!" I moaned, bringing my hands to my chest. They were hypersensitive! It hurt, but... God, it felt incredibly good.

The heat traveled down fast, straight to my crotch. My "tuck"—the surgical tape keeping my masculinity hidden and flat—began to throb. My penis, awakened by a violent chemical lust, fought to break free, giving me stabs of pleasure and pain.

I looked at Sterling with unfocused eyes. He was still there, calm, drinking from his glass. From that glass. The one I had drugged.

"What... what's happening?" I whispered, feeling the room spinning.

Sterling set his glass on the table. It was untouched. He leaned toward me, and his voice sounded like a final verdict. "I think in the confusion at the door... you picked the wrong glass, princess."

"W-what the hell are you talking about?" I asked, feigning an innocence that no longer worked. My voice trembled. It was impossible. My plans don't fail. Not in this clumsy way.

Sterling let out a dry laugh. He leaned back in his leather seat, looking at me with the coldness of a judge passing sentence. "You come to my building. To my home. You disrespect me, insult my partners, and try to rob my clients. Did you really think you were going to walk out with my money and my watch?"

He leaned forward, his tone dropping an octave. "I think it's time a 'lady' like you learned that actions have consequences."

My knees gave way. It wasn't a conscious decision. It was a system failure. I fell onto the carpet, feeling more helpless than ever. But the fear mixed with something worse: indescribable sensations. The heat in my body migrated violently to my crotch. My penis, trapped in the tuck, pulsed against the tape, seeking freedom. What's wrong with me? I thought, panicking. Am I... horny? Impossible! I closed my eyes, trying to focus on the plan. The drug. I have to drug him. I have the 50 grand waiting.

Sterling rose from his throne. He walked with a slow, predatory pace toward the king-sized bed. He sat on the edge, with an elegance that nauseated me, and opened the briefcase. The sound of the latches opening was like a gunshot. Click. Clack.

There they were. Stacks of bills. Green, crisp, beautiful. I, on my knees on the floor, couldn't help but stare at them. Greed and chemical lust fused together. My breathing accelerated. "Fifty thousand dollars," Sterling said, caressing the bills. "They're yours, Beca. If tonight you accept your place... and become my whore."

"W-what!" I exclaimed, stifling a moan that wanted to escape my throat. "You dirty old man!"

My body was burning. I had to squeeze my thighs together to stop from rubbing against the carpet. "It's your choice," he continued, indifferent to my insults. "You can walk out that door, knowing you failed. Knowing the police are waiting downstairs. Or you can stay, do your job, and earn the money."

"M-me? A whore?" I spat the word with disgust. This idiot was confused! I'm a man! I'm heterosexual! I like tits, women's asses, football. What would Bonnie think if he saw me now? I imagined his face of disappointment... Beca, the mastermind, getting fucked by an old man. It was humiliating!

"The door is open," Sterling insisted. And then, he unbuckled his belt.

The sound of sliding leather made me salivate. Sterling let his trousers drop. When I saw his erection—thick, veiny, and demanding—my legs stopped working. My mind screamed "Run!", but my body pleaded "Come closer!".

"No!" I shouted, drawing strength from my wounded pride. "There's something you don't know, Sterling! You're making a mistake!"

I stood up, wobbling. With trembling hands, I hiked up my skirt and ripped off the adhesive tape with a painful tug. My member broke free. Small compared to his, but furiously erect and dripping with pre-seminal fluid.

"I'm a man!" I shouted, panting. "Look at me! I have a dick!"

I waited to see his face of horror. I waited for him to kick me out or vomit. I waited to be able to blackmail him: "What will your partners say when they find out you got turned on by a crossdresser?"

But Sterling didn't even blink. His expression didn't change. "So?" he asked, with lethal boredom.

I froze. "I'm... I'm a dude. You want to make another man your whore? Have you no shame? If this gets out..." I stammered, my threat losing power with every word.

Sterling stood up. He was huge beside me. He reached out and, with terrifying naturalness, wrapped his fingers around my erection. The contact of his hot hand against my sensitive skin was electric. My knees failed again.

"W-what are you doing?" I moaned. I didn't push him away. I couldn't.

Sterling began to move his hand. Up and down. A slow, expert rhythm. "So you dress like a woman, you do your makeup like a slut, and you come to my room..." he murmured close to my ear, accelerating the pace. "If you like looking like a woman so much, Beca... why don't you start acting like one?"

"Ahhh!" I couldn't hold it back. He was an old man. He was a man. He was jerking me off. And, dammit, it felt incredible.

I was on the edge. Pleasure pooled at the base of my spine like a giant wave about to break. I was going to cum. I needed to. And suddenly, the world stopped.

Sterling let go.

My body gave a violent jerk, seeking the contact that no longer existed. He dropped me, empty, throbbing, and painfully unsatisfied. I fell to my knees on the carpet, gasping, my vision blurred.

"Damn it!" I shouted, between a moan and an insult. "Idiot! How can you leave me like this?"

I was so aroused my stomach hurt. It seemed intentional. He had taken me to heaven only to drop me into the hell of frustration. Sterling didn't flinch. He looked down at me with that terrifying calm. Without saying a word, he grabbed my shoulder. It wasn't a blow; it was a firm, possessive grip. He positioned me gently—almost like a rag doll—against the edge of the mattress.

I stayed there, kneeling, my face level with his waist. Looking up, the only thing occupying my field of vision was his erection. Heavy, dark, and pulsing with a vein of its own. The smell of musk and sex hit my face, and to my horror, my mouth began to salivate. The Fem-me drug was rewiring my brain: where there should have been disgust, there was hunger.

But my pride attempted one last defense. "What... what do you want?" I stammered, trying to look away.

Sterling took a step forward. His member brushed my cheek. It was burning. "Now you're going to finish the job," he said in a deep voice. "You're going to open that mouth and eat the whole thing."

"W-what!" I recoiled, hitting the edge of the bed. "You're crazy! How am I going to...? I'm a man! I'm not sucking a dick!"

Sterling didn't argue. He didn't hit me. He just made a simple move. He pointed to the open briefcase on the bed. The stacks of green bills seemed to glow under the lamp. "Fifty. Thousand. Dollars," he pronounced each word slowly. "Fifty grand to use that pretty mouth. Or you go out on the street with nothing and blue balls."

I froze. I looked at the money. I looked at his crotch. Fifty thousand dollars. I could buy a new car. I could move. I could buy a hundred Rolexes. It was just meat. It was just a job.

It's just business, Beca, I lied to myself. Close your eyes and think of the money.

My resistance broke like a dam. Greed and the drug took the wheel. I opened my mouth. Before I could process the humiliation, I felt the heat. I leaned forward, defeated, and let the smooth purple head of his glans slide over my tongue.

It tasted like skin. It tasted like power. And, above all, it tasted like fifty thousand dollars.

I closed my lips around him and went to work.

At first it was clumsy, a fight against my own gag reflex, but Sterling had no patience for beginners. He tangled his fingers in my black wig, securing his grip, and began to set the pace. It wasn't me sucking; it was him fucking my mouth.

He thrust in and out with a brutal cadence. And the worst part—or the best—was that my body, a traitor due to the chemical cocktail, began to enjoy it. The drug turned suffocation into adrenaline and submission into fire. My hands clung to his thighs, not to push him away, but to keep my balance.

"That's it..." Sterling growled from above, his voice vibrating against my lips. "Swallow it all, you greedy bitch. Earn that money."

The mention of the money was like gasoline. Fifty thousand, I thought with every thrust that hit my throat. A new car. Designer clothes. Freedom.

Suddenly, his hips tensed. His fingers tightened on the back of my neck like a vice, immobilizing me. "Look at you..." he panted. "Here it comes."

Sterling arched and buried himself to the hilt, filling my mouth with a hot, thick discharge. My eyes filled with tears from the effort, but I didn't pull away. I swallowed. I swallowed with the desperation of someone sealing a million-dollar contract, feeling his essence slide down my throat, warm and bitter.

When he finally let me go, I fell back, coughing and wiping a drop of saliva from my chin with the back of my hand. I felt dirty, used... and strangely victorious.

"The money..." I gasped, gasping for air. "The deal is..."

But Sterling didn't let me finish. He didn't even let me catch my breath. With a strength I didn't expect from a man his age, he grabbed my arm and threw me onto the bed. The cold silk of the sheets received my feverish body. Before I could turn to claim my payment, I felt his heavy hand on my lower back, pushing me into the mattress.

"You're not done yet, Beca," he said coldly.

He forced my hips up, leaving me on all fours, face smashed into the pillow and ass obscenely raised toward him. My skirt was hiked up to my waist, and I felt the cold air conditioning hit my bare skin and my small, dripping penis, leaving me totally exposed to his gaze... and whatever came next.

"I can't fuck your ass if you're tense," Sterling repeated, his voice cold as steel. "Relax or I'll break you."

At this point, there was no turning back. If I had to give up my ass for 50 grand, I was going to do it. It was a transaction. A business deal. I lifted my hips, exposing my trembling hole, inviting him to use me. I didn't know if it was the drug burning my veins, the promise of the money, or if, in some dark corner of my being, a part of me had always wanted this. But it was useless to fight.

"I'm not gay," I whispered into the pillow, squeezing my eyes shut. "I'm working. It's just work."

Mr. Sterling treated me with a technical calm that scared me more than violence. He opened a metal tin of industrial lubricant—I read the label out of the corner of my eye: Fist & Fuck—and sank his fingers into the grease. The contact was a shock. His fingers, soaked in cold gel, brushed my hot, pulsing entrance. It felt so cold... and so obscene.

"Good boy," he murmured.

He pushed one in. I let out a gasp. He pushed two. And a sharp moan, which didn't sound like me, escaped my throat. At first, it felt invasive, a painful pressure that made me clutch the sheets. But then he started moving them. He made a "come here" motion inside me, hitting a spot that sent electricity straight to my small cock smashed against the mattress. I hated it. And God, I wanted the third finger.

I couldn't stop moaning. They were broken, feminine sounds. Cheap whore screams. Sterling seemed aroused by my humiliation. Smack. A dry spank exploded on my right buttock. "Do you like that, you little slut?" he growled. "Ah! Y-yes..." The drug answered for me. Of course I liked it, but my pride died with every thrust of his fingers.

Suddenly, he pulled them out. The emptiness was worse than the invasion. My body, betrayed by chemistry, pulsed, begging to be filled again. I turned slightly, naive, thinking he would give me a break. But Sterling's face said the night was just beginning.

He settled between my open legs. I felt the head of his cock, wide and hard as a rock, pressing against my closed ring. It seemed impossible. It was too big.

"Oh, no..." I moaned softly, a mix of fear and anticipation.

He began to push. Slow. Inexorable. As his glans broke my resistance millimeter by millimeter, my mind flew elsewhere. I thought of Bonnie, waiting in the car, worried about his "straight friend," not knowing I was here, on all fours, being opened like a turkey on Christmas. I thought of the times I was called "Sissy" for my costumes.

"Ahhhg!" I screamed when he finally entered completely, filling me to the brim.

And then, the gentleness ended.

Sterling grabbed my hips tightly, digging his thumbs into my flesh, and began to fuck me. There was no romantic rhythm. It was brutal. He started thrusting with a violence that shook my whole body, pushing me forward with every blow. My knees scraped against the sheet, and my face sank into the pillow to stifle the screams.

Slap, slap, slap. The sound of his pelvis crashing against my buttocks filled the room.

"That's it!" Sterling bellowed, breathing heavily on my neck. "Take it, Beca! Earn that money!"

It was painful, yes. I felt like I was being split in two. But every time his cock hit that deep spot inside me, the pain turned into blinding, white pleasure. My cock, untouched, began to drip frantically onto the sheet.

"Y-yes! Sir!" I whimpered, losing all dignity. "Harder!"

Sterling obeyed. He increased the speed, becoming a piston of meat destroying and rebuilding me at the same time. I was no longer Beca the con artist. In that moment, I was just a hot, tight hole around his cock, a sleeve of flesh bought for fifty thousand dollars.

And the worst part of all... was that I had never felt so full in my life.

My mind shut down. There was no Bonnie, no scams, no Rolex. There was only one absolute truth in the universe: Sterling's cock hammering my prostate.

Every thrust sent an electric shock that made me arch my back and bury my face in the pillow. My moans were no longer of pain; they were pure need.

"That's it!" Sterling growled, feeling my insides tighten around him, massaging him, milking him. "Look how you like it, faggot! You're made for this!"

"Y-yes!" I screamed, unable to deny it anymore. "I'm made for this! Fill me!"

Shame melted under the fire of pleasure. I forgot I was a man. In that moment, legs spread and ass in the air, I was just a hungry hole obsessed with that hard meat splitting and completing me. I wanted it all. I wanted it deeper.

Suddenly, Sterling tensed. His hands gripped my hips like steel claws, pinning me to the mattress. "Here it goes!" he bellowed.

He gave three final, brutal, fast thrusts, and buried himself to the hilt, burying himself in my guts. I felt his body convulse against my back, and then, the heat. A torrent of hot semen flooded my insides, hitting my inner walls with every throb of his orgasm.

The sensation of being filled was too much. My small cock, which had been dripping on its own the whole time, exploded. Without anyone touching it, I came violently onto the silk sheets, staining the luxury with my own surrender.

"Ahhh... ahhh..." I gasped, collapsing onto the bed, drool dripping from my open mouth.

Sterling stayed there for a few seconds, breathing heavily, keeping me filled, plugging my hole with his thickness. And I... God, I didn't want him to move. I felt complete. I felt like property.

Finally, he withdrew.

The sensation of emptiness was devastating. When his cock slid out, I felt a sudden cold, a loss so acute it almost made me cry. My hole throbbed, open and used, dripping his essence onto my inner thighs.

I turned slowly, dizzy, my vision blurred. Sterling was wiping himself with a towel, indifferent. But I couldn't stop looking at his crotch. My eyes were locked on that cock that had just destroyed me. I looked at it with a mix of hate and sick adoration.

My body trembled, screaming for it to enter again. The drug had broken me. I didn't care about the 50 grand anymore. I only thought: When is he going to put it in me again?

"Good job," Sterling said, throwing the dirty towel in my face. "Clean yourself up. You're disgusting."

I grabbed the towel, smelling his musk and my own sex, and shuddered. "Yes... sir," I whispered, totally obsessed, waiting for the next order like a faithful dog.

My breathing was a broken wheeze. Sterling had moved away, but I was still there, ass in the air and trembling, feeling that unbearable void. My body, poisoned by drugs and lust, screamed one thing: More.

Sterling looked down at me, adjusting his belt, and smiled at my desperation. "You look hungry, bitch. Still wanting more?"

"Yes..." I moaned, without a shred of shame. My dignity had gone with Sterling's semen. "Please... I need more."

"Good," he said, walking toward the adjoining door. "Because I have several friends who are dying to recover their investments. And they have a lot of 'capital' to give you."

Sterling opened the door. Three men entered. The hallway light silhouetted them. My mind, still in the fog of pleasure, recognized them instantly. The first was "The Tourist," the owner of the Rolex shining on my wrist. The second, the businessman of the stolen perfume. In another moment, I would have felt terror. I would have screamed. But now... seeing the bulges in their trousers and their predatory gazes, I only felt my mouth watering.

"Look who we have here," said The Tourist, with a twisted smile. "The watch thief." "He's not a thief," Sterling corrected. "He's dessert."

They didn't wait. And neither did I. I surrendered to the madness. When they approached, I didn't back away; I opened my legs. I let them take me, use me, fill me in every hole possible. It was a symphony of flesh, sweat, and moans. I was the center of their universe, a broken and happy doll devouring every inch of manhood they offered.

In the middle of the chaos, with my mind fractured by ecstasy, my hand sought the phone on the nightstand. I had to tell him. I had to tell Bonnie that this wasn't a scam. It was paradise.

I dialed the number. It rang once. Twice.

"Beca?" Bonnie's voice sounded tense, worried. "Are you okay? You've been up there for almost two hours. I was about to start the car."

I laughed. A loose, stifled laugh, while one of the men thrust into my hips. "Bon..." I gasped. "Oh, God, Bon... don't leave."

"What?" Bonnie's tone changed. He went on alert. "Beca, your voice sounds weird. Are you crying? Did they do something to you?"

"It's... incredible," I whispered, my voice thick and delirious. "You have to come up. You have to see this. There's money... there's... ahhh... there's so much..."

"Beca?" Bonnie sounded scared now. "What's happening? Why are you panting? Beca!"

"Come up, Bonnie," I said, feeling another orgasm hit my brain. "Don't be an idiot. Come up to 21. We're waiting for you..."

I hung up the phone, letting it fall onto the stained carpet. I closed my eyes and let myself be carried away by the tide of bodies, knowing that my friend, my partner, my brother... was on his way to the same trap. And for the first time in my life, I didn't care.


THE END OF PART 1


Beca has fallen. Bonnie is on his way up. And the elevator doors are about to open.




The story continues in THE SISSY TRAP: PART 2.




Will Bonnie rescue his partner, or will the greed and Sterling's "hospitality" be too much to resist? Find out what happens when the innocent partner walks into the wolf's den.




DID YOU ENJOY THE SHOW?




If Beca’s corruption kept you turning the pages, please consider leaving a review on Amazon. It helps indie authors like me continue writing these twisted fantasies.




Thank you for reading, Vixen
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