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To my beautiful readers, whose passion for lace and satin keeps me writing.


It was Friday evening. As tradition dictated, I invited Rob, my best friend, over to my apartment. The plan was the usual: drink a few beers, watch some indie cinema, or destroy each other playing video games. However, the weather had other plans. Outside, it looked like the sky was falling; a furious storm had flooded the streets of Paris in a matter of minutes, washing away the quiet night it promised to be. It was the perfect setting for everything, absolutely everything, to go wrong.

My name is Renoir. I am an amateur writer trying to sell my stories to newspapers and magazines, racking up rejections with an almost pathetic consistency. So as not to starve to death, I keep a full-time job at a printing press. It’s not my life’s dream, but it pays the bills. With that mediocre salary, I cover the basics: rent, food, and, above all things, my secret.

Ever since my girlfriend left me a few years ago, I tried to fill her void in a thousand different ways and failed at all of them. I couldn't get her out of my head. Her dark hair falling over her shoulders, those gray eyes capable of piercing your soul, her sharp eyeliner, and that sweet, almost cloying perfume. I tried going on dates, sleeping with other women, looking for distractions... it was useless. So, in the midst of my despair, my broken mind hatched a delusional idea: if I couldn't replace my ex, I would become her.

I spent an entire year locked away, secretly learning how to do makeup, letting my hair grow out, and spending my paycheck on women's lingerie. It became a sacred ritual. As night fell, I would slip into lace stockings and line my eyes in front of the mirror. At first, I only tried to be her, but then the unthinkable happened: I realized I was much more beautiful than she ever was.

That twisted discovery fascinated me and pushed me deeper down the rabbit hole. The problem is that I live in the shadows. If anyone were to find out, my facade would collapse. I would lose my job at the press, my family's respect, my dream of being a writer, and, above all, my friends. Being exposed like that would be the ultimate humiliation. The absolute end of my life as a man.

Night had completely fallen. Rob and I started downing beers while lounging on the sofa, channel surfing without finding anything interesting to watch. Or maybe I just didn't feel like paying attention to the TV. True to my ritual, I refused to let a single day pass without feeding my double life: underneath my Levi's jeans, I was wearing black lace stockings. They were fucking sexy.

Feeling the friction of the rough lace texture against my skin, while my body slowly grew numb with the alcohol, was a brutally arousing experience—and I invite anyone to try it. Or maybe the real reason for my arousal was having Rob sitting inches away from me, completely oblivious, elevating the thrill of my "secret" to unbearable levels. It wasn't the first time I did it with him around. Like I said, he came over every Friday and I never suspended my ritual for anything or anyone.

"You're letting your hair get really long, Ren. I like it," Rob blurted out suddenly, breaking the white noise of the TV.

"Oh, yeah? I was thinking about cutting it soon, to look a bit more... manly," I lied shamelessly. I wouldn't let scissors touch my hair for anything in the world.

"Well... with that black hair and those delicate features... you could easily pass for a woman," Rob joked, taking a swig from his bottle.

The truth is, I had worked a lot on my face. I underwent laser hair removal sessions to eradicate any trace of facial hair—and my leg hair while I was at it—I obsessively shaped my eyebrows, and luckily, genetics had gifted me my mother's fine features. It was true, I could be a beautiful woman. What Rob didn't know was that, beneath these civilian clothes, I already was one.

"Don't talk bullshit..." I laughed, trying to hide the lump in my throat. "I could never be a woman. Can you imagine what it must be like to be with a man?"

We both burst out laughing. But, thinking about it coldly now, there was a boundary I had never crossed. I acted like a woman, dressed like a woman, did my makeup like one. However, I had never "thought" like one. I definitely couldn't be with a man... The mere thought of a penis should disgust me. Imagine having to suck on something hard, hot, and veiny... Or having a guy completely dominate you, forcing you to take that kind of hardness splitting your ass open. I couldn't do it. Would it hurt? Probably...

Before I realized it, a rock-hard erection was pressing against the seam of my jeans. An almost painful erection. Did I just get turned on thinking about... a cock? God, the things alcohol does to the brain.

"I actually do think you could be with a man," Rob insisted, lowering his voice a bit, slurring his words with that drunken confidence.

"Oh, yeah? And who's going to be that lucky man? You? I dare you to try..." I fired back, playing along with the dangerous joke.

"Don't tempt me... look, I've already had three beers, and on the fourth, I'll wreck your ass..."

I want to believe he was joking, but that crude comment managed to turn my cheeks a furious red and pulled a stupid smile from me that I had to hide by looking at the floor. It was the first time someone managed to see through my facade, the first time a man looked at me and treated me, even as a joke, like his bitch. But no, I was thinking stupid things. I don't like men.

"Hey, Ren. I'm going to the bathroom, yeah? Open another beer for me in the meantime," he said, standing up heavily.

I watched Rob head to the bathroom, swaying slightly. It seemed the beer was already wreaking havoc on his system, but I was sure that, in reality, it was because of the nervousness our chat had caused. We were two "men" who had just finished our third pint and unleashed a conversation about fucking another guy's ass. I was nervous too, I won't deny it.

I popped open the fourth beer, took a long swig, and stared at the TV, trying to blank my mind. My heart was beating so hard against my ribs that I feared it could be heard throughout the apartment. While I waited for Rob to return, I thought about how to change the subject, what stupid joke to make to ease the tension floating in the room. But Rob wasn't coming back.

And suddenly, I heard my name come from the bathroom. It was like hearing a death sentence.

"Ren! You've gotta be shitting me..." Rob appeared in the bathroom doorway.

In his hand, dangling from his index finger, he held a woman's lace thong that I had left tossed in the laundry basket.

He caught me! I was finally discovered, this is the worst moment of my fucking life! I didn't know what to do, where to run, or where to hide my face. From the sofa, I stared in terror at my friend, who was holding the exact same tiny lingerie I had worn the night before while masturbating in front of the mirror.

"Um... I can explain," I stammered, trying to articulate words while my throat closed up in panic.

"I can't believe it, man... You still haven't gotten rid of your ex's clothes? It's been two years..." he sighed, sounding almost disappointed.

"No... it's not my ex's."

I don't know why I said it. My survival instinct should have made me nod and play along with the lie, but I needed him to know that it was mine. That it had been on my body, in my intimacy. And, in a twisted way I couldn't understand, alongside the absolute terror I felt, a spark of arousal ignited in my lower belly.

"Oh... I know," he smiled wickedly, his disappointment shifting into complicity. "This is from the girl you fucked last week, right? What a womanizer you've become, you bastard."

I laughed nervously, incapable of forming an answer. It certainly belonged to "the girl from last week," but definitely not the girl he thought.

"You don't mind if I do this, right?"

Without waiting for an answer, Rob brought the black lace thong directly to his nose. He inhaled deeply, rubbing the fabric against his face with a raw, animal heat. As he did, his sweatpants tightened, revealing a considerable bulge. He was turned on! He was smelling his best friend's panties thinking they belonged to a beautiful woman, and while he got hot doing it, it insanely aroused me to know that my scent, the scent of the "woman" he didn't know, was giving him an erection.

"Stop it... idiot!" I exclaimed, feeling my face burn.

"Hey, it's just a joke," he laughed, lowering his hand. "But seriously... whose blonde wig is that on the shelf?"

My heart stopped completely. I thought I was safe, that the uncomfortable—but arousing—situation had finally passed. I had left the blonde wig out in plain sight! What a fucking disaster! How was I going to explain to my straight friend that I dress up as a woman, that I masturbate admiring myself in the mirror, and that, on my loneliest nights, I've gone as far as fingering myself fantasizing about being dominated? Impossible! The adrenaline from the four beers acted for me and I jumped off the sofa, defensive.

"Please, don't say anything..." I begged, my voice trembling.

"What are you talking about, Ren?"

"I... um... I really like dressing up..."

"Dressing up as...?"

"As a woman." I dropped the bomb, closing my eyes bracing for impact. "I like it, I enjoy it, and sometimes... sometimes I want to be one. But please, don't tell anyone. It's my thing. You came in and touched my stuff, please, let's leave it at that. Let's ignore that any of this happened."

Rob raised his eyebrows, as if he were processing the craziest thing in his life. But to my surprise, he didn't look disgusted, annoyed, or ashamed. He chuckled softly and held up his hands in surrender.

"Hey, I'm sorry. You're right, I shouldn't have been snooping through your things. And this thong..." he tossed it back into the bathroom with a swift motion. "I'm sorry, okay? It stays between us. I swear."

I smiled at him, letting out the breath I didn't know I was holding, and fell back onto the sofa, feeling like jelly.

"You're a good friend, Rob. Come, sit down, I opened another beer for you."

Rob walked over and sat next to me. He was closer than before.

"If you want... we can talk about it? Or we can, I don't know... put on some porn to turn our brains off and make things less weird."

Rob's plan was bizarre, but I loved hearing it. I had just confessed that I crossdressed, and his way of breaking the ice and taking the awkwardness out of the situation was putting on porn to enjoy sexuality together on the sofa. What could go wrong? After all, we were just two straight, drunk guys on a Friday night.

Rob grabbed the remote and put on an adult channel. On the screen, a beautiful woman was riding a cock. But not just any cock; it was huge, thick, and throbbing with veins. The woman dominated it furiously, moving her hips with a voracity that made it clear that dick already belonged to her. While the canned moans flooded the living room, I tried to talk to him again.

"Hey... really, thanks. You're a really good friend. Not just anyone would have kept quiet about something like this."

"It's what you like, Ren. It's my fault for sticking my nose where it doesn't belong," he replied, without taking his eyes off the screen.

We both smiled in the dim light. I had a rock-hard erection painfully rubbing against the fabric of my pants while I watched that whore swallow that whole cock with so much force. I was horny, I won't lie. If I had been alone, I would have already stripped off my men's clothes, I'd be furiously rubbing myself while moaning like a bitch and cumming all over my own lingerie.

"Hey, Ren..." Rob murmured, lowering his voice.

"Yeah?"

"If I ask you something, will you tell me the truth?"

"Obviously, that's what friends are for."

"What are you wearing right now?"

"What...?" I laughed awkwardly, swallowing hard. "What you see, dummy. Jeans, white t-shirt. What else would I be wearing?"

"I mean underneath. Are you wearing a thong?"

The mood shifted drastically. It stopped being a chat between friends and turned into an interrogation charged with electricity. While the porn star's moans kept echoing in the room, Rob turned his head and stared right into my eyes. His gaze was dark, predatory. Why the fuck did he want to know what I was wearing? How fucking embarrassing.

Today of all days, I was wearing my black lace fishnets and one of my silk thongs. And under the t-shirt, a matching lace bra. Guess my favorite color. After everything that had happened and how well he had taken it, could I lie to my best friend?

With trembling hands, I unbuttoned my Levi's and unzipped the fly. I pulled the denim fabric down a couple of inches, just enough to reveal the lace edge of the stockings hugging my waist.

"Ah... they look gorgeous on you. But pull it down a little more, I want to see your thighs," he ordered, with a lopsided smirk.

My thighs?

The alcohol and the submission blooming in my chest made me obey. I pulled the pants down further, exposing the pale skin of my thighs and, inevitably, revealing my black thong, which squeezed and outlined my tiny masculine bulge.

"Those thighs are clearly a woman's. Well-shaved, soft... I'd love to have them squeezing my neck," he said, laughing with a raspy voice that made me shiver. "And that little bulge peeking out right there... is fucking erotic, I'm not gonna lie."

As soon as he uttered those words, a boiling wave of embarrassment washed over me and I yanked my pants back up in one swift motion. He saw my bulge! Now he not only knew that I dressed as a woman, but he also knew that my penis was pathetically small.

"And... I also wear this," I whispered, defeated. I grabbed the hem of my white t-shirt and pulled it up to my chest, exposing my black lace bra. Through the sheer fabric, my small, pink nipples were hard from the cold and the arousal.

"A total woman, huh... Relax, I'm not going to embarrass you anymore, princess."

Princess!

Did he just call me princess? It was the first time in my life that anyone had treated me like a woman. And not only was it my straight friend saying it, but... I loved it. That damn word, "princess," flipped a switch deep inside my brain. It numbed my soul. He said it with such a firm, masculine voice that I would have given anything in the world to hear it leave his lips again.

"Ren... Have you ever been with a man?" he asked, closing the distance on the sofa.

"No..."

"Would you be with one?"

"No... I don't know if I could handle a cock, I don't know if I could take it..."

Without saying a word, Rob unbuttoned his sweatpants. He pulled the elastic fabric down, taking his boxers with it, and freed it.

A huge, erect, thick cock, covered in pulsing veins, sprang forward. It was exactly the monster I had imagined a while ago. He was crazy! Why the hell was he doing that?

"Wouldn't you like to try?" he offered, pointing at his manhood with a thrust of his hips.

"No... Rob, listen to me, I'm not gay or anything like that..."

"Not even with your hand, princess?"

Princess.

He said it again. Something definitively broke inside me. I was a princess and, suddenly, I desperately needed to be treated like one. How much could my stupid heterosexuality be worth if a real man treated me like his princess? But he was asking me to play with his dick! I hesitated. I hesitated in terror, but that magic word made my small erection throb against the thong. I needed to give him whatever he asked for. I wanted to be his obedient princess.

I scooted closer to him on the sofa. Fearfully, dragging myself slowly, until we were almost glued together. Him with his cock out in the open, and me dressed in my civilian clothes hiding my lingerie. In a burst of bravery, I pulled my t-shirt over my head and threw it on the floor, left only in a bra and jeans. I looked up and there he was, staring deeply into my eyes with a hunger that devoured me. This was infinitely more intimate than two best friends drinking beer.

I moved my hand, trembling clumsily, toward his chest. I traced an imaginary path down his defined abdomen and started to move lower softly. I was about to do it. I was going to touch a cock for the first time in my life.

At the exact moment I lowered my hand and wrapped my small, soft fingers around his shaft, I felt the fire. It radiated a beastly heat and I could feel the pulse of his blood beneath my palm. Rob threw his head back and let out a deep, hard "Ah...". A masculine moan that filled me with motivation.

Even though my hand barely managed to wrap around a third of his cock's thickness, I started stroking it up and down, slowly. I was mesmerized. Horny and in shock, I couldn't look away from what I was doing. I swallowed loudly. I was masturbating a man. The man who was my best friend, on my own sofa.

But I'm straight!, a distant voice screamed in my head.

It doesn't matter, I answered myself. Today I'm not a man... today I am his princess.

"Harder," he ordered, with a voice that brooked no argument.

And I did. I tightened the grip of my left hand and began to pump with more force and hardness. I could see the crystalline wetness starting to bead at the tip. I used my thumb to spread that warm liquid all over the crown, playing with the sensitivity I knew was there. I watched it, completely delighted. It was... disgustingly arousing, and the thick, musky scent his manhood gave off only triggered my instinctive need to bring my face closer.

But Rob didn't wait. He grabbed my chin firmly. He lifted my face, forcing me to look at him, and smashed his mouth against mine.

A kiss! A fucking man was kissing me!

It wasn't a timid brush; it was a deep, possessive kiss, and I felt his tongue invade my mouth until it almost scratched my throat. We kissed with a brutal passion while my hand never stopped massaging him, and the echo of his hoarse moans died inside my own mouth. He was making me feel like a real woman, fragile and his, and I didn't want this to ever stop.

When the kiss finally broke, leaving us both panting, I felt an immense need to beg him for validation. I wanted to ask him if he liked it, if my small, soft hand was enough to keep him happy, but deep down I knew my body was screaming to take it a step further.

I stopped touching him abruptly. Trembling from an arousal that blurred my vision, I unbuttoned my Levi's and tore them off furiously, kicking them to the floor. I was exposed: just the lace bra, the fishnets, and my tiny black thong. I was completely at his mercy.

I adjusted myself on the sofa, turning around until I was on my knees, with my torso resting face down on the cushions and my face right at the level of his thighs. I was going to do it. I was going to taste a man for the first time.

"Wow... are you going to suck it?" Rob asked, with a mix of surprise and dark anticipation.

"Yes..." I whispered, breathless.

"Are you going to please your daddy, princess?"

"YES!"

"Well, then shut your fucking mouth and open wide, bitch."

That insult did nothing but shoot my horniness to an unbearable peak. Rob tangled his fingers in my long hair and pulled, dragging my face toward his crotch. I was ready. Submissive on my own sofa, surrendered between his legs.

The intoxicating smell invaded my nostrils, and as I opened my mouth, I felt the animal heat radiating against my lips. I leaned in slowly and took the thick tip between my lips. It was massive, almost impossible to take in without scraping my teeth, and the last thing I wanted was to hurt him, let alone on my first time serving a man.

The raw taste flooded my palate; the salty wetness of his pre-cum felt on my tongue like a divine reward for my obedience. I began to suck with devotion, while my left hand resumed the rhythm at the base, squeezing out more and more of that clear nectar.

"Deeper, you fucking whore," he ordered from above.

I tried to swallow more of his length, pushing my limits, but it wasn't enough for him. Unsatisfied with my rookie pace, Rob grabbed my head with both hands and thrust forward, forcing his size against my throat and triggering a violent gag.

Far from complaining or pulling away, I let him do it. This was my moment to shine. Two long years of transformation in the shadows culminated here. Finally, I was being used and treated exactly like the woman I always knew I was.

And there we were. With the porn moans echoing in the background, camouflaging our own madness. Rob used my mouth as he pleased, ignoring my gags and the muffled grunts escaping my throat. The wet, obscene sound of saliva slapping against his flesh with every thrust was enough to keep us both on the edge of collapse.

The rhythm of his hips became relentless. His hands, gripping my hair tightly, dictated the speed and depth of every thrust. I no longer cared about the ache in my jaw or the reflex tears blurring my eyes. Every pounding that stole my breath was a brutal confirmation of what I truly was: his princess, his toy, his woman.

"Swallow it all, slut..." Rob grunted, his voice hoarse and broken, losing any trace of control.

I felt his thighs tense like rocks against my cheeks. His movements became frantic, desperate. My own arousal was about to explode; my small bulge, pressed against the wetness of the black thong, throbbed and leaked without anyone touching it, fueled purely and exclusively by the absolute thrill of serving him.

Suddenly, Rob let out a guttural scream and threw his head back, clenching his teeth. His grip on the back of my neck turned to steel, pushing himself to the very limit of my throat and leaving me breathless.

And then, the fire erupted inside me.

A thick, hot, salty spurt slammed violently against the roof of my mouth. Then another, and another. He was completely flooding me. My old life's instinct would have been to spit or pull away in disgust, but the new me simply closed my eyes and swallowed. I swallowed every drop of his essence with absolute devotion, feeling that heat descend down my throat, marking me on the inside.

When he finally finished emptying himself, he let go of my hair and fell back onto the sofa, panting heavily. Slowly, he withdrew his length from my lips, leaving me kneeling on the rug, my breathing ragged and a shiny string of saliva staining my chin. I licked my lips and looked up at him, my chest rising and falling with adrenaline. I had crossed the finish line, and never in my life had I felt so fucking fulfilled.

Without saying a single word, we stood up feeling a bit 'embarrassed.' I didn't want to ask him if he liked it, or if everything was just fine. He got up, went to the bathroom, gave me a kiss on the cheek, and said goodbye. The 'boys' night' was over.

The week that followed that night was an absolute hell of awkwardness and silent tension. We exchanged a couple of text messages, cold, distant, cowardly dodging the elephant in the room. "Everything good?", "Yeah, swamped with work at the press." Lies.

But the calendar is unforgiving, and Friday finally arrived. Tradition dictated that Rob would come to my apartment. Any man in my place would have invented a pathetic excuse to cancel, terrified by the shame of looking him in the face. But I wasn't just any man. The truth is, I had spent the entire week burning in a constant fever, waking up at dawn with soaked sheets, reliving the weight of his body and the taste of his manhood on my palate every fucking night.

When my apartment doorbell rang at nine o'clock sharp, I wasn't wearing my Levi's jeans or a civilian white t-shirt.

This time, I was wearing a black satin dress, so tight and short it barely covered my thighs. I had black fishnets hugging my shaved legs, my lips painted a furious red, a perfect cat-eye liner, and that damn blonde wig cascading over my shoulders. I had turned off the main light; now, the living room was only illuminated by the glow of my fuchsia and blue neon lights, giving the space the vibe of an underground nightclub. I was trembling, yes, but never in my life had I felt so fucking beautiful.

I took a breath, adjusted the cleavage of my dress, and opened the door.

Rob stood petrified in the doorway. His eyes widened, scanning every inch of my exposed body under the neon light, from my heels to my made-up mouth. He swallowed loudly, and I could see his chest rising and falling, his breathing catching instantly.

"Ren..." he murmured, his voice raspy. He took a step inside, like a magnet, and kicked the door shut behind him.

"Hi, Rob," I replied, lowering my gaze with a submission that was born from the deepest part of my soul.

"I didn't sleep the whole fucking week," he confessed, closing the distance until he pinned me against the hallway wall. "I was going crazy thinking about what was going to happen today. I thought I was going to get here and find you playing dumb, drinking beer on the sofa as if nothing happened. But motherfucker... look at me when I'm talking to you."

I lifted my face. His eyes were dark, dilated by a raw, animal desire.

"I was waiting for you," I whispered, feeling how my own body reacted to his proximity. The friction of my thong reminded me how desperate I was. "I wanted to be ready for you."

A predatory smile appeared on Rob's lips. He raised a hand and stroked my made-up cheek, then tangled his fingers tightly into the hair of my wig.

"You better be, princess," he growled, his breath hitting my red lips. "Because I swear to God I didn't come here today to watch indie movies. I spent seven days thinking about how much of a slut you looked kneeling between my legs, and today I came for exactly that. I came to break in my girl."

Without giving me time to answer, he smashed his mouth against mine, crushing me against the wall while his hands roughly slid down to hike up the skirt of my satin dress.

He grabbed me forcefully and led me toward the sofa. Toward the exact same sofa where he fucked my mouth so crudely. He kissed me again as he pressed me against him, and spun me around. Leaving me on all fours on the sofa. He hiked my skirt up, leaving my ass bare, and furiously tore my fishnets. He was starving, that ravenous hunger that allows a man to destroy you with just his cock. And I was prepared, so much so that I had left a bottle of lube on the sofa—one I bought so long ago and never used.

I handed him the bottle of lube, and upon opening it, he let a massive amount run over my cheeks, leaving them glistening. He took his hand and pushed my thong aside, and with his fingers, he softly rubbed the lube over my tight hole. Little by little, he started to insert his thumb, that pressure felt so strange but so arousing. If it felt like this with a thumb, what would it be like with such a huge cock?

Rob's thumb pushed firmer, stretching that ring of muscle that had never been claimed by anyone. The contrast of the cold lubricant against the burning heat inside me made me arch my back instinctively. A high-pitched moan, undeniably feminine, escaped my red-painted lips as I buried my face into the sofa cushions.

"Relax, princess..." Rob whispered, his thick voice vibrating against my bare skin. "Let your daddy prep you. If you're this tight with a finger, you're going to go crazy when I fill you for real."

I had no time to answer or process the vulgarity of his words. He added a second finger, slicked in that slippery coldness, and the brutal stretch tore a ragged gasp from me. My entire body trembled under the fuchsia and blue neon lights. I felt tiny, fragile, completely exposed and at his mercy. He manipulated my entrance with a sadistic patience, opening me up, preparing me like a virgin on her wedding night, while his other hand tangled in my blonde wig, pulling my head back to force me to arch my hips more and offer him a better angle.

"Please, Rob..." I begged, losing my sanity, my dignity, and whatever damn trace of masculinity I had left. "I want to feel you now... Give it all to me."

I heard the metallic clink of his belt hitting the floor, followed by the rushed rustle of fabric. Then, silence. The air in the room grew thick, charged with an unbearable electricity. I felt the hot, broad, and hard tip of his manhood press against my dilated, lube-slicked entrance. It was massive, a looming threat that promised to destroy me and rebuild me all at once.

"You're going to be mine, Ren. Only mine," he growled, gripping my hips with both hands like a pair of anchors, digging his fingers into my flesh.

And then, he pushed.

The initial impact was devastating. A muffled scream tore my throat as the thick crown of his flesh forced its way inside me, invading a territory that had always been untouchable. The pain was sharp, blinding, forcing me to bite into the sofa's upholstery, but almost instantly it was eclipsed by a wave of fullness so intense and hot it left me seeing stars. I was being pierced, completely filled, desecrated by the man I used to call my best friend until a week ago.

Rob paused for a second, buried halfway, muscles tense, giving me time to breathe and adjust to his colossal size. My insides throbbed violently around him, clinging to his heat as if my body had been designed exclusively to house him.

"Fuck, you're made for this..." he panted, marveling at the tightness suffocating him. "You're the most perfect slut I've ever had."

Without waiting for my answer, he sank his hips in a savage thrust that drove him all the way to the base. The wet slap of his pelvis against my ass echoed throughout the apartment, a raw and obscene sound. I started to cry, but not from pain; it was from an absolute, overwhelming release.

Every thrust he delivered, pumping in and out of me with a relentless rhythm, erased my past. With every pounding that shook me against the sofa, my old life disappeared. I was no longer a frustrated writer. I was no longer a lonely man with a dark secret. Under the electric lights of that night, while Rob claimed me with animal fury and emptied his seed into the deepest part of my core, turning me into his submissive doll, I had finally become her.

Into the most beautiful, broken, and perfect version of myself.

Rob's rhythm became frantic. His thrusts no longer sought to accommodate me, but to claim every millimeter of my inside with a possessive brutality. The wet sound of our bodies colliding echoed throughout the apartment, mixing with my high-pitched moans and the animal grunts escaping his chest. The initial pain had vanished, drowned by an electric fire that burned me and made me lose my mind.

"God, princess... you're so fucking tight..." Rob panted.

He tightened his grip on my hips, almost lifting me off the cushions with every pounding, dominating me completely under the fuchsia glow of the lights.

"Give it all to me, Rob..." I begged with a broken voice, feeling the tears ruin my perfect eyeliner. "Fill me up, please... make me yours forever."

That plea was the final trigger. Rob let out a deep, hoarse roar. His hands loosened their grip on my hips to violently seize my waist, digging his fingers into my sweaty skin. His thrusts became faster, shorter, desperate. I felt his entire body tense like a string about to snap, and in one final savage push, he buried himself in me up to the hilt and went completely rigid.

"Mine, slut... all mine!" he roared, grinding his teeth against the back of my neck.

And then, he erupted inside me.

A wave of thick, searing heat flooded my inside. I felt every desperate throb of his manhood, every burning pulse shooting his essence into the deepest part of my core. The contrast of that boiling liquid marking me inside, filling a space that had never been touched, made me lose my mind. My own body convulsed with pleasure. Without him even having to touch me from the front, the friction and the absolute thrill of receiving his seed pushed me to the edge too, staining the torn silk of my thong against the sofa.

Rob dropped heavily onto my back, crushing me with his weight, breathing hard against my ear. He didn't pull out. He kept me pinned against the sofa, making sure I felt all his heat dripping and claiming my body.

While silence once again took over the apartment and the blue neon bathed our tangled skin, I closed my eyes and smiled with a twisted peace. The pact was sealed. Renoir, the lonely writer, had definitively died on that sofa. From this night on, my only identity and my only purpose was to be Rob's princess.

Rob rested his forehead against my shoulder, his still-ragged, heavy breathing hitting my sweaty neck. Slowly, he shifted his weight to one side of the sofa, letting me catch my breath, but keeping a firm, possessive hand on my hip.

"Hey, Ren..." Rob said, still panting, cracking a tired smile. "Wanna grab a beer and watch a movie?"

I chuckled softly, my chest feeling incredibly light. It was the same plan as every fucking Friday, but our entire universe had completely changed.

With my body trembling from adrenaline, my ass full of his warm cum slowly dripping down my thighs, and a massive smile of absolute devotion, I turned my head to look him in the eyes.

"For you, whatever you want."


Thank You for Reading!




If you enjoyed Rob and Renoir's neon-lit night of submission and awakening, please consider leaving a short review on Amazon. As an independent author, your reviews are the absolute best way to support my work and help other readers discover my stories. Every single star counts!
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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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The Girl She Warned Me About: A Male Submissive Awakening & MTF Femdom Erotica

My toxic ex-girlfriend took everything from me. My dignity, my confidence, and worst of all... my best friend.

When I finally found the courage to end my miserable relationship with Sarah, I was left a broken, lonely mess. I spend my days surviving my dead end cashier job and my nights mourning the loss of Noah, the childhood best friend Sarah forced me to cut off because her "jealous intuition" saw him as a threat.

I thought I'd never see him again. Until she walked into my supermarket.

Noah is now Nora. She's gorgeous, confident, and unapologetically dominant. The soft-spoken boy I used to play video games with is now a breathtaking woman who knows exactly what she wants. And she wants me.

One drink at our old dive bar is all it takes for the lines of friendship to blur. I always thought I had to be the "Alpha Male," but under Nora's touch, I'm discovering a desperate need to surrender. Sarah was right to be jealous. She knew Nora was the only one who could truly claim me.
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