

The heat and humidity of the city had become a thick, stifling mass that stuck to my skin. My tiny studio apartment seemed to shrink by the minute, suffocating me, as if the walls of my future were closing in on me. The phone screen lit up on the table, illuminating the coup de grâce of the week: "Thank you for participating, but we have decided to go in another direction."

I had failed another audition. One more to an endless list.

Apparently, my fine, soft, and painfully feminine features didn't fit into any damn casting call for a "twenty-something male" circulating on social media. Production companies wanted men with square jaws, broad shoulders, and an intimidating presence. I, on the other hand, was a walking casting mistake. If it weren't for the small, almost pathetic member hanging between my legs, anyone who saw me from behind or in dim light would swear I was a woman. I have a delicate bone structure, a surprisingly defined waist, and not a single trace of ruggedness.

I was running out of money, out of work, and out of options. If I didn't find something before the end of the month, I would end up on the street. Or worse yet... I would have to go back to my mother's house. Just thinking about it sent a shiver down my spine, reviving the ghosts that had been tormenting me for years.

"David Lawrence! Take that off right now, you look like a woman!"

My mother's scream still echoed in my head, just as sharp as that afternoon when, as a "game," I had painted my lips with her crimson red lipstick. I remembered the burning in my cheeks and the crushing shame in front of the mirror. I deserved it, I thought back then. What kind of real man would enjoy putting on makeup?

I sighed, pushing the forbidden memory away, and sat down in front of my laptop. I had to keep searching. I needed a role that fit my profile, something that would put food on the table. That would give me a future. But the screen only returned casting calls for thugs, detectives, and "tough guys." Roles where not only did I not fit, but where I would be eaten alive. How was I supposed to stand in front of the camera next to an actor who is twice my size and outweighs me by forty pounds of pure muscle? It was going to be the ultimate humiliation on set.

Fed up, I slammed the laptop shut and threw myself on my back on the bed, staring at the damp spots on the ceiling. There were no options left. I had completely given up.

I closed my eyes, hoping sleep would grant me a moment of peace, but my phone began to vibrate against the wood of the nightstand.

"Hello...?"

I answered with a rough, trembling voice. Who the hell would call me at this hour?

"Good afternoon, am I speaking with David Lawrence?"

The voice on the other end was professional, female, and carried a tone of urgency that made me sit up straight on the mattress.

"Yes, that's me."

"Excellent. We are calling from Sissy Enterprises production company. You recently auditioned for the role of an 'average guy' in one of our independent films. We wanted to let you know that a last-minute vacancy just opened up for the project. Payment is upfront. Are you interested?"

My jaw dropped. The air caught in my lungs. This was a lifeline falling directly from the sky!

"Yes!"

I screamed, unable to contain my excitement, almost jumping off the bed.

"Excuse me... yes, of course I want to."

"Excellent! We need you here immediately. We'll see you at the same studio as the previous audition. Do you remember the address?"

"I'll be there."

I hung up the phone, feeling like my heart was going to explode. I didn't care that the studio had a weird name, or what the independent film was about. I had a role. I was going to act. And above all, I was going to get paid.

I got ready at lightning speed. I chose something basic, trying to project what little male seriousness I had left: a white button-down shirt buttoned almost to the collar and black chino pants. I wanted to look like an office worker or a respectable method actor, because, at the end of the day, this was a job interview. I couldn't afford to dress down. If the shoot required something else, I was sure the wardrobe department would give me whatever was necessary.

I left my building almost running, fueled by pure adrenaline. It was a golden opportunity, my last bullet. So much so, that I spent the only bill I had saved for dinner that night: a measly twenty bucks. I hailed a cab on the avenue and begged the driver to step on the gas.

Upon arriving and walking through the doors of the production company, the place seemed strange, completely different from the last time. Weeks ago, I remembered walking into an immaculate reception area, with white panels and cold lighting that screamed "high-budget production." Now, however, the atmosphere was tinted by dense, reddish neon lights. It looked like the hallway of a sleazy motel or a cheap nightclub. The smell of disinfectant mixed with a sweet, cloying perfume. I even thought I had mistaken the address, that my own clumsiness had led me into the wrong building.

But a thin, honeyed, drawling voice surprised me from behind.

"Lawrence?"

I spun around. It was a woman who looked literally straight out of a casting call for a nineties porn flick. She wore a white shirt dangerously unbuttoned to her sternum and a black pencil skirt so tight it threatened to rip with every step. Her platinum blonde hair fell heavy on her shoulders, but what disturbed me the most was her face. Her makeup was an intentional exaggeration: pitch-black winged eyeliner, dark shadows, and excessive blush that sank into her cheekbones, perfectly imitating that hyperbolic expression adult film actresses make right in the middle of a sucking scene. Or maybe my financial desperation was turning me into a degenerate who saw kink where there was none.

"Hello! I'm here,"

I stammered, trying to sound professional.

"Excuse my casual attire, honestly I wasn't sure what the role required."

The secretary scanned me from top to bottom. A small, strange smile formed on her red-painted lips.

"Don't worry about the clothes, Lawrence. We will give you absolutely everything you need to wear here. There's no need for an audition. We just need you to step into the director's office and sign your contract, that way you can start working almost immediately."

I smiled like an idiot. It was fucking insane! Going straight to the set, contract in hand, without having to go through the humiliation of reading lines in front of a turned-off camera. I was going to be a star!

The secretary extended her hand with acrylic nails and gently took my fingers. The gesture embarrassed me deeply, dismantling my responsible adult facade. She guided me down the red-tinted hallway like a scared child... or worse, fragile merchandise.

She ushered me into the main office. Behind an enormous dark desk sat the director. He was an imposing man, somewhere in his mid-forties. He didn't have the classic toned gym physique, but rather a broad, heavy build—a "strong fat" guy. That kind of rustic beast you know could break your spine in two with one arm if he caught you. I felt minuscule in his presence.

He leaned back in his leather chair, visually checked me out from head to toe, and a raspy, deep, and absolutely dominant voice came out of his mouth.

"Well, what a pretty girl you've brought me today, Miss Vance."

I froze. I blinked a couple of times, looking around in the dim light of the office. Girl? Was he referring to the secretary? No. His eyes were locked directly onto my hips, my hairless face, my white shirt. There was no other girl in there.

"Aren't you going to introduce yourself, sweetheart?"

The secretary insisted, squeezing my hand slightly and giving me a look that mixed demand with pure kink.

Under the crushing pressure of the room and the predatory gaze of the husky Director, I felt my voice shrink in my throat.

"David... David Lawrence, sir..."

I stammered, extending my hand delicately in a pathetic attempt to maintain politeness and salvage some professional dignity. But far from returning the handshake, the man didn't even lift a finger. He left my hand floating in the air while his eyes scanned me up and down once more, lingering on my waist and the soft lines of my face. I slowly withdrew my hand, burning with shame.

"Lawrence, I'm going to ask you to take a seat. We need to get you up to speed on your real role in this production."

The Director said, his voice so deep and raspy it seemed to make the glass on the desk vibrate, sending a shiver down my spine.

"You, Miss Vance, may leave. I need to be alone with our new acquisition."

Miss Vance nodded with a knowing half-smile and left the office, closing the door with a metallic click that sounded like a sentence. I stood there, paralyzed by nerves, not knowing what to expect from this circus. I swallowed hard and sank into the leather chair, trying to dodge that heavy gaze which, for some strange reason, made me feel tiny, submissive, and completely cornered.

The Director opened a drawer and took out two things that he placed on the table with calculated slowness: a dense contract, full of clauses and fine print, and a massive stack of green bills. The thud of the money against the glass made my mouth water instantly.

"Well, Lawrence... this is your contract. And this is just a part of your upfront pay. Twenty thousand dollars in cash. Clean."

Twenty thousand dollars! Twenty thousand dollars in my pocket right now! All of that just for putting my signature on a piece of paper? I felt my heart racing against my chest, threatening to leap out of my mouth. It felt like a dream, a hallucination brought on by hunger. But my intuition, sharpened by years of rejection and misery, set off an alarm. Nothing fell from the sky without a dark trap behind it.

"This... Mr. Director, is too much money for me,"

I said, my voice trembling, staring at the stack without blinking.

"I didn't expect to be selected so quickly, let alone receive such an advance. I assume it's going to be an extremely physical and grueling shoot..."

"Lawrence, you're a very pretty boy, really. But in this industry, we are already swarming with pretty boys. What we need is a woman. A truly beautiful, fragile, and desirable woman. One just like you."

My eyes widened like saucers. Had I heard that right? My breath caught.

"Excuse me, I don't think I understand... Are you telling me that you want my role in the movie to be playing a woman?"

"I see we're understanding each other, gorgeous..."

"Well, I guess it's going to be one of those independent dramatic productions about identity that later premiere in art circuits or European festivals..."

The Director leaned back in his chair and let out a dry, raw, and deeply mocking laugh.

"Oh, Lawrence... Get your head out of the clouds. You are at an audition for high-budget adult cinema. You are here to do porn. You are going to be our woman. The submissive slut whose ass is going to get wrecked on camera in front of millions of viewers."

The words hit me like a punch to the gut. A violent, suffocating heat climbed up my chest to my face. I jumped out of the chair so clumsily that my knees slammed against the wood and I almost lost my balance. They wanted me to be a porn actress? Were they insane?!

"What?! How the fuck could I be a girl in a movie like that?!"

I screamed, losing all composure, trembling between rage and panic.

"You're asking me to put on a wig and get fucked on a set in front of everyone!"

"Well, when you put it in that tone it sounds a bit harsh, sweetie. But look at yourself in a mirror... you are so fine, so beautiful. It is your natural destiny."

"I am not a woman! I am an actor!"

The Director didn't flinch. With infuriating calmness, he reached into his jacket, pulled out a second stack of bills even thicker than the first, and tossed it contemptuously onto the first pile.

"Thirty thousand dollars. Upfront. And this is just for shooting a single pilot scene."

He said, pointing to the mountain of money with his gold pen.

"Look at those bills, kid. With this, your miseries are over. You'll have everything you ever dreamed of: your own luxury apartment, real food, fame, cars, women chasing you for your bank account. You will never set foot in your mother's house again."

I swallowed hard, feeling a giant lump in my throat. My legs lost their strength and I let myself fall heavily back into the chair. It was true. I was one week away from being on the street, begging on the sidewalks, or returning to the hell of my past. And right there, just inches from my trembling fingers, was the absolute solution to my problems for today, tomorrow, and years to come.

But my pride... my masculinity, my dignity as a man. Were they only worth thirty thousand dollars?

No... I corrected myself mentally in an act of pure desperation and rationalization. That was just the advance. It was a contract for one scene. A job. The Stanislavski method taken to the extreme. I am a professional artist, I lied to myself. I go in, I act like a submissive woman, I take my fortune, and I disappear.

I reached out and grabbed the pen.

"Sign on the dotted line... Dakota."

The Director whispered, watching my surrender with eyes shining with victory.

"Dakota?"

"That is going to be your stage name from this second on. The sad little boy from independent theater is of no use anymore."

I pressed the tip to the paper and signed with a quick, nervous stroke, sealing my fate. As the owner of the money had ordered, David Lawrence had just ceased to exist in that room. For the industry and for the world, today Dakota was born.

"We will be contacting you for your wardrobe fitting, beautiful."

The Director declared, reaching his massive arm across the desk to take my hand. This time, he wrapped his fingers around mine with a possessive gentleness, stroking my skin as if it already belonged to him completely.

I had returned to my miserable studio apartment with thirty thousand dollars in cash burning inside my backpack. Night had already fallen, and I had spent the last four hours lying on my back on the mattress, staring at the cracks in the ceiling, processing the weight of my own signature on that paper. I knew, with a certainty that chilled my blood, that my life had just changed forever, for better or worse.

To quiet the anxiety, I ordered a large pizza and went down to the supermarket to buy the most expensive, pretentious bottle of wine I could find on the shelf. It was surreal. After months of counting pennies just to eat boiled rice, now I had the luxury of squandering money without checking the price. I didn't care where that money came from or what I would have to do in front of a camera to justify it; it was in my hands now, giving me a power I had never known.

The night dragged on, slow and heavy. I uncorked the wine and drank. I must have had too much, because the glasses emptied at an alarming rate. But not even the alcohol could numb the constant thought drilling into my brain: I was going to act like a woman in a pornographic movie.

I am young, with a fragile, delicate body, and why deny it, an inevitably kinky undertone. Every night, like clockwork, I performed my intimate ritual: I locked myself in the darkness of my room, opened my phone, and dived into adult cinema sites to masturbate in peace. I loved that routine because there, in the absolute secrecy of my privacy, I didn't have to explain anything to anyone. I had always been fascinated by submissive brunettes, those stunning women who drop to their knees with devotion to devour massive cocks and be dominated without mercy. It turned me on to watch them.

But the mere thought that tomorrow I was going to be that submissive brunette... churned my stomach in a chaotic mix of vertigo, panic, and a traitorous arousal that the wine only amplified.

The clock struck the early morning hours, and sleep was a losing battle. I couldn't even focus enough to complete my intimate ritual; the anxiety had me paralyzed. So I stayed in the dining room, illuminated solely by the cold glow of my laptop, until curiosity pushed me to have a terrible, self-destructive idea.

I opened my browser, went to one of my go-to porn sites, and typed the exact name of the production company that had bought me into the search bar: "Sissy Enterprises."

When the results loaded on the screen, I turned completely pale. I felt my stomach climbing up my throat, a wave of cold ran down my spine, and my hands started shaking over the keyboard.

They weren't normal movies. The protagonists were "women," yes, but paying attention to the details, the reality check was devastating: they were feminized boys. Twinks with fine features and shaved bodies who, just like me, had a small, harmless penis hidden between their legs.

But what took my breath away wasn't their appearance; it was the brutality of the scenes. They were being subdued, used, and fucked with animal intensity. And zooming in on the face of that actress moaning on screen, I didn't see pain or forced humiliation. In her makeup-covered eyes, there was nothing but pure, wild lust. They weren't doing it for the thirty thousand dollars. They were doing it because they were addicted to the feeling of those veiny, eight-inch cocks wrecking their tight asses on camera.

Watching just one of those feminized girls being penetrated simultaneously by three massive men made me tremble to my bones. How was it biologically possible for two beasts of that size to fit inside such a small, fragile body at the same time? And the most terrifying part was that the actress was so completely broken and surrendered that she was crying with pleasure, begging for a third!

I leaned back, tearing my eyes away from the screen, panting in the darkness of my kitchen. Is that what's going to happen to me in the studio? Are the makeup, the lights, and the cocks going to mess with my head to the point where I leave my male identity behind to become a whore addicted to being dominated?

"I refuse!"

I whispered into the void, clenching my fists tightly, trying to hold on to the last shreds of my masculinity.

But the checkbook on the table stared back at me in silence. I had already signed. My destiny already had an owner, and now all I could do was sit in the dark, waiting for the phone to ring to drag myself to the set and face the consequences of having sold myself.

The night passed in a blur of murky dreams and a suffocating hangover, and without realizing it, I collapsed from exhaustion onto the dining room table. I was startled awake by the sharp sound of the only thing I didn't want to hear at that moment: the phone. With my heart hammering against my ribs and my hands sweaty, I answered the call, ready to hear the secretary's voice giving me the order, letting me know it was my turn to crawl to the studio to become that slut.

To my—unfortunate and bitter—surprise, it wasn't the studio people on the other end. It was none other than my mother. That fifty-year-old woman who had spent entire eras of my life crushing my pride, mocking my skinny body and what she called my "pathetic fragility."

"Son! It's me, your mother."

She said, with that sharp, annoying voice that had churned my guts and made me feel tiny since I was a kid.

"What do you need, Mom?"

"My, my... is that any way to speak to the woman who gave you life? You're being hysterical like a woman on her period! Just like you've always been, so overly sensitive..."

"Mom, get to the point! What do you want?"

"I'm calling to tell you that I went in to clean your old bedroom at the house and I found something terrible, David... something so disgusting it gives me unbearable shame to have to tell you over the phone."

I felt the floor open up beneath my feet. I suddenly couldn't breathe. The worst thing that could happen had happened. My mother, who already despised me for my lack of roughness and my fragile masculinity, had discovered my deepest secret, the hidden pastime of my lonely nights.

"I found lace underwear and women's clothing hidden at the back of the closet. Is this yours, David? Is this what you do now that you've moved out? Was this your 'big artistic dream' in the capital? Dressing up and acting like a woman?"

The shame burned my face for a second, but it was quickly replaced by a blind, hot, liberating rage. So many years of accumulated humiliation, combined with last night's alcohol and the millionaire contract resting on my table, caused a wire to snap permanently in my head. If she already saw me as a disgrace, I was going to give her exactly what she wanted.

"Mom, stop! What I do in my free time is my own business! And if I feel like dressing up and being a woman, I'll be a woman!"

"I always knew you were a failed effeminate freak, David. Since the day you were born."

"Well get ready, because this 'failure' just signed a contract for thousands of dollars. Your daughter is going to hit it big, while you keep rotting in that house! And you're going to regret every word you ever said to me! Remember this name well, bitch: Dakota!"

I hung up the phone with trembling fury, having to grip the device with both hands to resist the urge to smash it against the wall. My breathing was heavy, my chest rising and falling at top speed. I ran to the bathroom and got under the shower to try and calm my shaking nerves. I let the warm water burn my skin and melt away the accumulated tension in my muscles, washing off the fear and guilt from the night before.

When I turned off the tap and stepped out, I stopped in front of the foggy mirror. I wiped my hand across the glass and looked at my reflection. I saw David Lawrence: a failed man, a mediocre actor who never could, and never would, achieve his dreams by playing by the traditional rules.

But today, that fragile man had a golden opportunity standing right in front of him. With that spiteful scream over the phone, he had thrown the door wide open for Dakota. She was the one with the power, the one who was going to make a fortune, and the one who was going to shut everyone up.

So I dried off quickly, got dressed regardless of the basic clothes I was putting on, and without even waiting for the studio to call and summon me, I walked out the door and headed to 'Sissy Enterprises' on my own accord. The actor was dead; it was time for the star to go claim her dressing room.

I walked through the doors of the production company, leaving behind, for a moment, the paralyzing nervousness of the day before. The entrance hall was plunged into a heavy silence, wrapped in a cloud of sweet cigar smoke and dim neon lights. There was no sign of the secretary, nor the Director anywhere. Had I arrived too early? Or maybe my scene wasn't even scheduled for today and I had dived headfirst off the cliff out of pure impulsiveness?

Realizing my mistake and the embarrassment of having rushed here without an appointment, I turned around, ready to leave before anyone saw me. But a honeyed, drawling voice stopped me dead in my tracks from the shadows.

"Dakota...?"

Miss Vance purred, appearing from behind a folding screen.

"My, how early! I love girls who really enjoy their work, the ones who just can't wait to get started."

She said it while biting the edge of an acrylic nail, looking me up and down with a slow, seductive smile. It was impressive; that woman seemed to be the physical embodiment of pure kink in a single body.

"Yeah... honestly, I don't really know what I was thinking coming in so early..."

I stammered, letting out a nervous, timid laugh while lowering my gaze.

Miss Vance walked over until she closed the distance between us, enveloping me in her invasive perfume.

"Dakota, darling, that is exactly what we want here: for you not to think. Just feel. Leave your mind outside."

Feel? What the hell was I supposed to feel in a place like this? Shame, humiliation, and self-disgust, most likely. But I forced myself to take a deep breath. I had to hold on to my technique: it's just a pilot. I go in, I act out the scene, I make those thousands of dollars, and I leave forever.

"Since you arrived with so much time to spare, you're going to come with me to your dressing room right now and we're going to make you gorgeous."

"Gorgeous?"

"Gorgeous and stunning, just as a real woman like you deserves to be. You have to make all the boys on set fall in love with you today, don't you?"

I didn't quite grasp the gravity of what that last phrase implied, but I knew the wardrobe and makeup process was going to be the point of no return. Miss Vance intertwined her arm with mine with a possessive gentleness, almost as if we were a couple out for a stroll, and guided me toward the studio's inner courtyard.

We stopped in front of an immaculate white door. My heart skipped a beat when I read a shiny golden plaque, with letters that looked like solid gold, hanging in the center: "Dakota Lawrence."

It was my dressing room!

A private dressing room, exclusively for me, with everything that meant in the industry. It was the ultimate symbol of recognition, status, money, and fame that I had never even come close to as an independent actor. Absolute madness!

I pushed the door open and stepped inside, marveled by the vanity lights and the luxury of the place. But as I sank into the leather chair and faced my own reflection in the huge illuminated mirror, the illusion shattered into a thousand pieces.

The reflection suddenly flashed back to the video I had watched during my sleepless night. I remembered those "women" with small penises, the obscene, heavy way they were made up, and above all, how that very makeup ran down their cheeks, ruined by tears, sweat, and fluids as they fought their gag reflexes while being dominated by massive cocks.

I looked down at my trembling hands on the vanity. Was that going to be me in a few hours? Was that the "beauty" they were going to paint on my face? My stomach clenched and panic threatened to choke me again. I was regretting everything the exact second Miss Vance locked the door behind me.

I looked in the mirror again, fixing my eyes on my own unmasculine features. I analyzed my thin, delicate-boned face, so much like a woman's. My long black hair fell heavy on my shoulders; I had always thought long hair gave me a bohemian artist vibe, which was why I had refused to cut it over and over again. But in this context, under these lights, it only added to my sentence. My dark eyes stared back at me, wide open, filled with pure, visceral terror.

At that moment, I felt Miss Vance's soft hands and acrylic nails resting on my shoulders with a possessive firmness.

"Are you ready, gorgeous?"

I nodded silently, swallowing hard, my chest tight with fear.

"Don't be afraid, sweetie. When we're done in this chair, you are going to be completely unrecognizable. Even to yourself."

In front of me, laid out on the shiny wood of the vanity, was an arsenal of tools worthy of an high-end aesthetic operating room. There were dozens of glass jars, eyeshadow palettes with warm and dark tones, brushes of every thickness, damp sponges, mascara, liquid eyeliners, and an endless row of lipsticks. It was, indeed, a surgical center of kink, and I was the defenseless patient on the operating table.

Miss Vance didn't waste any time. She started by applying a cold primer that gave me goosebumps, sealing my pores to create a perfect canvas. Then, with a soft sponge, she began dabbing a high-coverage foundation all over my face. With every touch, I watched every tiny imperfection, every trace of masculine roughness disappear, leaving a porcelain texture, absurdly smooth and much more delicate than it already was.

The real spell—or the real trap—began with the contouring. Using angled brushes and dark powders, she sculpted my cheekbones to make them look high and prominent, and darkened the edges of my jaw and chin, visually slimming them down until every last trace of David was completely erased. My face had become round, sweet, undeniably feminine.

"Look what beautiful eyes you have... Let's give them the drama they deserve."

She whispered right near my ear, her warm breath making me shiver.

With a surgeon's steady hand, she applied dark, smokey eyeshadow to my eyelids, giving my gaze a sultry, melancholic depth that camouflaged my terror. Then, with a very fine brush, she traced a sharp, upward black winged liner, extending the corners of my eyes to create a feline, aggressive, and flirtatious look. To finish trapping me, she glued on two strips of long, thick false eyelashes that added an exciting weight to my eyelids, forcing me to look up from below with a natural, coquettish submission every time I blinked.

Finally, she took a lip brush and loaded it with color.

When the cold tip touched my mouth, overlining the outer edges to make my lips look thicker and plumper, my breath caught. It was an intense red lipstick, a shiny, wet crimson. Exactly the same shade, the same forbidden red I used in secret when I "played" in front of the mirror as a child, terrified that my mother would catch me. The paradox hit my chest with violence. The very thing that had humiliated me so much was now my crown.

Miss Vance took a step back and turned the mirror's side lights up to the maximum.

The visual impact left me speechless. The scared, mediocre kid from independent theater had evaporated. Staring back at me from the glass was a stunning woman, a long-haired brunette with cat eyes and red lips that invited sin. She was so beautiful, so dangerously attractive, that I felt a shiver of pleasure run down my spine. I was no longer disgusted; I was turned on.

"Are we done?"

I asked Miss Vance with an almost pathetic innocence, while staring at myself in the mirror, fascinated and terrified by the woman reflecting back at me. She let out a soft giggle and fixed me with a look full of kink that let me know this was just beginning.

"Treasure... what kind of stunning woman would go out on a set dressed in those boring clothes? We're missing the most important part."

She took my wrists with an authoritative gentleness and guided me toward the dressing room area, just a few steps away from the illuminated vanity. She instructed me to stand in the center of the rug. Then, slowly, with those cold hands and acrylic nails grazing my chest, she began to unbutton my white shirt.

Any man in my position would be going crazy with arousal: a voluptuous, stunning blonde was stripping me naked in a private dressing room. But I didn't feel any of that. There was no masculine fire, not a single urge to take control. I simply let her do it, as motionless as a porcelain doll.

She slid the fabric off my shoulders, leaving my torso bare, and immediately dropped slowly to her knees in front of me. The sight of a woman in that position, right at the height of my crotch, as if she were about to perform oral sex on me, should have awakened my animal instinct. Yet, as her fingers unbuttoned the button and unzipped my chino pants, I just stood there, motionless, looking down at her without a single drop of traditional desire. It was as if my masculinity had evaporated into thin air along with the cigarette smoke. Was it wrong to feel so passive, so surrendered?

She looked up as she slid the thick fabric down my legs. Her eyes shined with pure malicious satisfaction. She knew exactly what was happening to me; she knew that with every garment that hit the floor, she was eradicating David forever.

She took off my clumsy street shoes, then my socks, and finally I was left standing in nothing but boxers. A pathetic piece of worn-out cotton that clashed completely with the high-fashion makeup on my face.

"And what's that little bulge?"

She teased, pointing at the meager elevation in the fabric covering my junk, letting out a crystal-clear laugh that burned my ears.

The sting of humiliation hit me instantly, and I covered my crotch with both hands out of pure shameful reflex.

"I never... I never needed a big penis..."

I stammered, trying to defend a pride that was already shattered.

She stood up, grabbed my wrists once more, and with surprising strength, pulled my hands away, forcing me to stop hiding.

"Sweetie, look at yourself. You're not even going to need it in this place."

And with one pull, she hooked the waistband and yanked my boxers down to my ankles, leaving my intimacy completely exposed.

There I was: naked, fragile, and tiny under the bright white lights of the dressing room. There wasn't a single gram of roughness in my anatomy. I didn't even have body hair. My body was so slender, harmonious, and naturally feminine that it seemed sculpted for this exact purpose.

The truth—that secret confession I never would have dared tell anyone, not even my mother—is that I was always addicted to shaving. I loved the feeling of completely smooth skin; I was fascinated by the visual harmony of a soft body stripped of the roughness of male hair. In the privacy of my bathroom, I used to run my hands over my stomach and thighs, enjoying that silky texture. And now, for the first time in my life, I didn't have to hide it behind a layer of baggy clothes. I could show it off without guilt.

Miss Vance ran her eyes over my hairless torso and legs, nodding slowly, fascinated by the canvas in front of her.

"Well, turns out you came prepared from home after all, huh? I thought I was going to have to bring out the hot wax to strip this little body clean,"

she laughed heartily, giving me a small slap on the hip that made me jump.

"Stand right there, little girl. Don't move. I'm going to get your official outfit."

While she headed to the back of the dressing room to fetch the "official outfit," I stood completely still, facing the full-length mirror. I stared at my reflection in silence, my eyes trailing from my made-up face down to my hairless skin. Something profound and radical had shifted inside me. Did I feel... beautiful? It was a strange, almost dizzying feeling, but wonderfully real. I felt... like me.

That was the hidden truth I had never dared to confess. Maybe this was what I had secretly longed for all along, a freedom I never allowed myself out of terror of rejection and lack of validation. They had made me up like a dark princess and, for the first time in my life, someone had looked at my fragile frame to validate it, celebrating it as a perfect canvas instead of a mistake. In that exact second, the paralyzing fear that had been haunting me since the morning began to fade, giving way to a new, addictive confidence.

Miss Vance returned from the shadows holding two ultra-fine garments that barely weighed a thing in the air, accompanied by a pair of shoes. It was a black floral lace lingerie set, exquisitely embroidered and full of strategic sheer panels, along with short but razor-sharp stilettos.

"Should I... put this on...?"

I asked, feeling a flutter in my stomach at the sheer boldness of the fabrics.

"Why, you are a gorgeous woman, darling. It's time you dressed like one."

With hands trembling with excitement, I put on the black lace underwire bra. The embroidered cups hugged my flat chest with a sensual gentleness, shaping a silhouette so feminine it took my breath away. Then I slid on the matching little panty, a tiny piece of floral lace and thin straps that molded to my hips like a second skin, completely concealing any trace of my former anatomy.

I slipped into the stilettos and stood up. Looking at myself in the mirror, the impact was absolute. I looked dazzling.

"Will you give me a little twirl, gorgeous?"

Miss Vance asked playfully, resting her chin in her hands.

And so I did. I did a slow, full spin in front of the glass. Turning my back, I saw how the black lace of the panty disappeared between my cheeks, enhancing the roundness and softness of my ass in an incredibly provocative way. The embroidered floral lace contrasted against my pale skin, making me look like an erotic magazine model. I saw a woman, a truly sexy, bold, and desirable one. However, turning back to face the front, I noticed something broke the harmony of the look; the final touch was missing, but my inexperience wouldn't let me see what it was.

"Love, you look gorgeous, but we still need to fix that hair, it's an absolute mess."

That was it. My black hair, which was natural and shoulder-length, fell without shape or grace. It had never been styled by a professional in my entire life.

Miss Vance smiled, picked up a comb and styling shears from the table, and stood behind me. With an exquisite gentleness and absolute confidence, she went to work. She didn't cut the length, but rather gave it a modern, shaggy texture—a shag style with light layers and feathered ends that framed my cheekbones perfectly. Finally, with a few quick, precise snips, she trimmed the front pieces to create a straight, dark, blunt bang that fell right over my eyebrows.

The result was spectacular. That shaggy cut with blunt bangs gave my face a rebellious, alternative, and intensely sensual vibe, highlighting the feline gaze the eyeliner had already created. When Miss Vance let go of my hair, David had vanished from planet Earth. In front of the mirror sat only Dakota, ready to devour the set.

When I stepped out of the dressing room and my stilettos clicked down the hallway, I felt like a true Goddess. The fear had evaporated under layers of makeup and a new attitude I didn't know I possessed. I was a stunning, daring woman, and walking arm in arm with another gorgeous blonde like Miss Vance, I felt absolutely unstoppable.

Miss Vance guided me with a possessive gentleness toward the main shooting set. Crossing the heavy acoustic doors, the heat from the spotlights hit my face. The lighting was intense, focused on a set that imitated the living room of a modern apartment. Standing there, waiting for us next to three high-definition cameras, was the husky Director, accompanied by two simply massive men.

"Well now... What do we have here? And where did this beauty come from?"

The Director exclaimed, his eyes widening. He looked like he was literally drooling watching me walk under the studio lights.

"Gentlemen, I present to you our new star: Dakota. Look how gorgeous she looks,"

Miss Vance showed me off with morbid pride, displaying me as if I were her luxury doll or a newly won trophy.

"Will you give the boys a little spin, love?"

Without hesitation, I let her hand guide me and did a slow spin, allowing the light to illuminate the sheer black floral lace and expose the roundness of my ass and the delicacy of my waist. I displayed them to the men like a piece of meat in a shop window. And just like predators looking at fresh meat, the two beasts whistled, let out deep grunts, and devoured me with an insatiable gaze.

Far from frightening or humiliating me, a hot wave of pleasure swept through my chest. I felt incredibly good with that raw validation. Those vulgar compliments, that violent admiration for my feminine body, made my small penis unconsciously give an involuntary "hop" under the thin fabric of the panty. I loved it. I burned with desire to hear more lewd words, to feel like I had them eating out of the palm of my hand.

"And who are they?"

I asked, trying to sound flirtatious, looking at the two towers of muscle, tattoos, and broad shoulders accompanying the Director.

"Don't worry about their names, beautiful. They didn't come to chat. They are the men who are going to wreck your ass."

The Director's response was so direct and brutal it knocked the wind out of me in a single blow.

The spell broke instantly. I had completely forgotten where I was and what I had signed that millionaire contract for: I was going to be a whore in a porn movie! The chill of panic crept back up my spine, consuming my mind. It's one thing to get makeup put on, to be validated and told beautiful things to feed my vanity, but having two monsters twice my size physically destroy me on camera was a very different reality. I couldn't do it. My fight-or-flight instinct screamed at me to run away.

Miss Vance immediately noticed my stiffness and the shaking in my knees. She stepped up behind me, wrapped her arms around my waist, and pressed her lips right against my ear.

"Pretty girls like you don't get scared, treasure..."

She whispered in a sweet, mesmerizing voice, leaving a warm, wet kiss on my cheek.

Her perfume and the touch of her mouth acted like an instant sedative, calming me completely. It was true. What the hell was I afraid of? They were the lucky ones. Two brutes who had the unique, once-in-a-lifetime chance to touch a woman of my caliber, with my elegance and beauty. If anything, they should be terrified of not living up to a star. My chin lifted out of pure pride.

"So... what am I supposed to do? How does this work, Director?"

I asked, regaining my composure and locking my eyes onto the lens of the main camera.

"Look, see that leather sofa in the middle of the set? It's a simple scene, very visual. The classic setup: the two of them are sitting there, playing video games, ignoring the world. Then you walk in. Our perfect 'Sissy'. You come in looking for attention and tease them. They're going to compete for you because you drive them crazy, but you, being the hot, straightforward woman you are, won't choose just one. You're going to let them both take you at the same time and use you however they want. Do you understand the dynamic?"

I swallowed hard. I looked at the sofa, looked at the cameras, and then at the massive hands of the two actors. The enormity of what they were asking overwhelmed me for a second.

"I... I honestly don't think I can do that,"

I confessed, feeling a lump in my throat.

The Director took a step forward, grabbed my chin with two fingers, and looked into my eyes with an intensity that allowed no doubts.

"Baby, you're not just some random amateur. You are an actress. And a real actress can play any role. Prove it to me."

Actress...

That simple word echoed in my head like a glorious chime. I am an actress! It was absolutely true. My whole damn life I had wanted to act, I had cried for a spot on stage, I had been humiliated in hundreds of auditions where I was told I was useless. And today, under these bright lights, with thousands of dollars in my pocket and the attention of an entire studio on me, I had the opportunity of a lifetime. This wasn't the Stanislavski method, this wasn't independent theater. This was real. I was going to be the best actress this industry had ever seen.

"I'm ready,"

I said firmly, pulling away from the Director's grip and walking on my stilettos straight toward the leather sofa.

The two massive men took their positions on the couch, turning on the console controllers, ignoring me just as the script dictated, though I could see their muscles tensing up as they waited for my entrance.

The warning lights switched from green to intense red in the studio. Absolute silence fell over the room.

"Cameras rolling!"

The lead cameraman yelled.

The Director looked at me one last time, smirked wickedly, and dropped his arm with force.

"Action!"

The scene kicked off with the smoothness of a well-oiled machine. Under the blinding light of the reflectors, the two massive men sat on the leather sofa, pretending to play video games with controllers in hand. Meanwhile, I stood a few steps back, waiting for my cue.

I walked toward them with a calculated slowness, swaying my hips seductively, conscious of every single movement. I knew the three high-definition cameras were following me, panning up and down to capture the shine of the black floral lace against my hairless skin, highlighting my artificial curves and my new sex appeal.

Without asking permission, I slid between them and sat right in the middle of the leather couch, wedged between those two towers of muscle and grit.

"Dude, you suck at this game!"

One of them acted out, with that exaggerated, unrealistic intonation expected in adult film intros.

"You're the worst! In fact, I bet you whatever you want that if I beat you this round, Dakota has to suck my dick as a prize!"

And there I was, dead center in the scene, turned into the meat trophy, the vulgar motivation for two alpha males to win a bet.

"Not even if you paid her a grand would Dakota touch you!"

The other replied in a deep, raspy voice. For a second, his tone sounded so authentic it seemed they had stopped acting entirely and were genuinely competing for the right to use my body.

My actress ego set my blood on fire. I jumped to my feet, standing firmly in front of them on my stilettos.

"Now... now... why fight, boys? Why fight over me when... I can belong to both of you at the same time?"

I purred in a voice dripping with sensuality, leaning forward while biting my crimson-painted lower lip, letting the cleavage of my bra fill their view.

Out of the corner of my eye, I could see the Director behind the main monitor. He was completely mesmerized; his pupils seemed to dilate at the boldness and naturalness of my performance.

"Dakota, get on your knees in front of them!"

The Director ordered, a firm shout that echoed through the studio's acoustics.

Without a single trace of hesitation or modesty, I dropped to my knees on the set rug. My mind worked at top speed to protect me: this isn't gay, I am a professional actor, today I am a woman, and I am simply playing the role of my life. From the floor, looking up, I locked my eyeliner-rimmed eyes onto the faces of those two giants. I could see them licking their lips, their jaws tensing up; they were completely crazy about me. And realizing I had that kind of power over two alpha males turned me on in a brutal, unexpected way.

"Feel them up over their pants, show how hungry you are!"

The Director dictated from the shadows.

And I started doing just that immediately. I placed a hand over each of their crotches, trapping the massive bulges already straining against the denim of their jeans. I started groping them firmly, at first with slow, gentle movements, exploring the length and girth, before squeezing and rubbing with real hardness. The two men threw their heads back, unable to hold back the guttural groans escaping their throats. Hearing them roar because of me short-circuited my brain, pushing me to rub them harder and more desperately. They were burning with arousal, and I... I was burning too. But I'm just acting, I repeated to myself like a prayer. I don't really like it, I'm not gay, it's the Stanislavski method.

They couldn't take it anymore—or maybe it was simply the exact moment dictated by the script—and they unbuckled their belts furiously.

They pulled down their pants and boxers at the same time, unleashing two beasts of meat that I had never in my humble life imagined seeing up close. I blinked, stunned. I didn't believe it was biologically possible for a human being to be that big; they were two veiny, heavy, throbbing cocks, easily seven inches each. And with an alarming girth!

Seeing them pointing right at my made-up face activated something primitive deep within my brain. The last trace of fear and disgust evaporated into the hot studio air. The musky, manly scent hit me full force, pulling me like a magnet, and my mouth filled with saliva instantly. I needed to taste them, feel them on my tongue, but I couldn't break the rhythm of the scene; I needed to do exactly what the Director ordered to prove I was a star.

I reached out for both massive cocks with my smooth-skinned hands. They were boiling hot, rock-hard, and I could feel the pulse of their blood beating against my palms.

"Jerk them off, baby! Don't be shy, put that mouth to work!"

The Director ordered, his voice cracking with excitement at what he was seeing on camera.

I started jacking them off in unison, stroking my fists up and down as smoothly as their girth allowed, before using all the strength in my arms to do it with a rhythmic hardness that caught them off guard. The friction was so intense that within seconds, the tips of both glans started weeping thick pre-cum. Instinctively, driven by a thirst I could no longer control or excuse as acting, I leaned my face in and parted my lips to make sure not a single drop fell. I had just put a massive penis inside my mouth!

"Oh, damn! What a fucking slut! Keep going, don't stop!"

The Director cheered, slamming his fist against his control table.

With that huge glans filling my oral cavity, I started sucking with hungry devotion. The sweet, warm taste of the pre-cum acted like a drug; I focused so much on pleasuring that cock that I started bobbing my head up and down, using my tongue to wrap around every throbbing vein. The male groans and the wet sound of my sucking filled the room.

"Deeper, slut! Swallow it all!"

Growled the big guy whose dick I was sucking, tangling his rough fingers in my black hair and shoving my head forward without any gentleness.

The violent impact of the flesh hitting the back of my throat triggered an immediate gag reflex. A burning sensation and a terrible urge to vomit brought tears to my eyes, but my actress pride and my new submission were stronger. I sucked it up, closed my eyes, blocked my airway, and let that entire massive cock bury itself all the way down my throat, taking it in completely.

"My turn, bitch! Don't forget about this one!"

Protested the other guy, pushing his own throbbing piece against my cheek and chin, impatient to receive the same attention he seemed to be missing out on purely due to lack of space.

I couldn't leave him waiting. My brain, completely intoxicated by the pleasure of the sucking and the submission, could no longer distinguish between the script and my own overwhelming desire. I released the first actor's glans for a second, a string of saliva bridging my lips to his wet flesh, and turned my face to receive the second giant.

I took him with both hands and guided him straight into my open mouth. The taste was different, more intense, more dominant. I started alternating between the two, sucking, licking, and jerking them off at a desperate pace. David's shame had completely dissolved in the studio heat; there was only Dakota, the insatiable star devouring all the attention in the scene.

"Enough playing around, to the couch! I want to see her broken!"

Screamed the Director from behind the cameras, his voice shaking with excitement.

The two beasts didn't give me time to react. They grabbed me by the waist and shoulders with overwhelming strength and lifted me off the floor like a rag doll. They tossed me face down onto the cold leather of the sofa, my knees on the cushion and my round ass, framed by the fine black lace, pointing directly toward the spotlights.

I felt the hot, wet tip of the first actor pressing against my back entrance. My body tensed up instinctively, a final flash of animal fear running down my spine. But before I could let out a whimper, he grabbed my hips and pushed forward in a single, dry, definitive thrust.

The impact knocked all the air out of my lungs. A sharp cry—half sob, half moan of ecstasy—tore from my throat. The feeling of invasion and fullness was absolute, colossal, defying every biological limit of my small anatomy. It hurt, yes, burning with an intensity that made me squeeze my eyes shut, but that pain came wrapped in a wave of pleasure so violent and submissive it made me arch my back and dig my nails into the sofa's leather.

"Look how tight this slut is! She loves it!"

Growled the one taking me from behind, thrusting with a rhythmic brutality that made the entire piece of furniture shake beneath my body.

I didn't have time to catch my breath. The second actor stood right in front of my face, grabbed my shaggy bangs with a firm hand, yanking my hair back to force me to look at him, and buried his cock all the way down my throat.

I was completely cornered, penetrated from both ends at the same time, being used as the ultimate object of pleasure I had signed up to be. The Stanislavski method, the justification of the money, my actor's pride... everything shattered on that sofa. I realized, as tears ran down my ruined makeup and I choked on moans around the thick glans filling my mouth, that I had never been happier. I was born for this. The worship of those two beasts, the sound of flesh slapping against my cheeks, and the red eye of the camera recording me at my absolute most vulnerable pushed me to the edge of collapse.

The pace turned frantic, savage. The actors' grunts mixed with my own sobs of pleasure and the Director's rapid-fire commands.

"Now! Fill her all up! Let's see it on camera!"

Roared the voice from the darkness.

The actor dominating me from behind gripped my hips like an iron vise, delivered one last devastating thrust that made me see stars, and growled from deep in his chest, emptying wave after wave of scalding heat deep inside my body. At the exact same time, the giant in front of me pulled his soaked dick out of my mouth at the last second and spilled his own hot, thick load all over my face, covering my cheeks, my cat-lined eyes, and my crimson lips.

I collapsed onto the leather sofa, trembling uncontrollably, gasping for air, my chest heaving up and down at top speed as silence covered the studio.

"Cut! Epic! A fucking masterpiece!"

The Director's shout broke the spell. The red recording lights on the cameras switched off, and the general set lighting dimmed to a softer tone.

The two actors stepped back immediately. They adjusted their pants with astonishing casualness, breathing heavily but going right back to their everyday work routine. One of them gave me a little pat on the hip, an almost friendly gesture.

"Good job, baby. You're a real professional."

He said, before walking over to the craft services table like nothing had happened.

I lay there for a few seconds, feeling the cold air conditioning contrasting against my burning, soaked skin. I tried to sit up clumsily, my body feeling heavy and exhausted, but vibrating with an unknown electricity.

Miss Vance appeared out of nowhere, draping a black silk robe over my shoulders and taking my arm with her usual possessive gentleness. She guided me silently down the hallways until we returned to the sanctuary of my private dressing room. Once inside, she locked the door and left me alone in front of the vanity.

I sat in the leather chair and faced the mirror.

The reflection stared back with a raw, breathtaking image. My makeup was smeared, the feline eyeliner mixed with sweat and the red lipstick faded from the sucking. My bangs were messy, my breathing was still shallow, and my body bore the visible marks of having been dominated without mercy. And yet, from that glass, the woman looking back at me had a light in her eyes that David had never known. There was no shame or guilt in that gaze; there was power, belonging, and infinite ambition.

Resting on the shiny wood of the vanity was a thick manila envelope, open at one end, revealing the stacks of bills that completed my payment. One hundred thousand dollars total. Next to the money, folded with almost pathetic neatness, were the clothes I had arrived in that morning: my white office shirt, my black chino pants, and my clumsy men's shoes.

I touched the fabric of the shirt. It felt rough, alien, like the costume of a ghost I no longer owed any loyalty to. I looked at the bills, looked at my body wrapped in the silk robe over the floral lace, and looked one last time at the woman in the mirror.

A soft knock sounded at the door, and Miss Vance's voice filtered through the wood.

"Dakota? The driver is waiting outside to take you home, sweetie. Do you want me to come in and help you change into your clothes?"

I smiled slowly, running my tongue over my still sweet, warm lips, feeling the weight of the virtual gold ring the industry had just slipped onto my finger.

"There's no need for you to help me change, Miss Vance..."

I replied in a firm, honeyed, perfectly feminine voice, lifting my chin proudly at the mirror.

"You can throw those men's clothes in the trash. From today on, I don't have anything to wear that isn't from here."

I stood up on my stilettos, grabbed the envelope stuffed with dollars, opened the dressing room door, and walked out into the studio. David Lawrence had been left behind forever among the trash and makeup scraps; the leading lady, Dakota, was on her way to conquer the world.
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