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VOLUME 1


THE SISSY PILL


I hated the mirror, I hated seeing myself reflected there. I hated the masculinity I radiated, and I avoided looking at myself whenever I could. Shaving, passing the smooth blade over my rough skin and firm stubble every day. Seeing my chest—so flat—and running the tips of my fingers over my male nipples. I hated it.

My grey presence and my lack of identity transmitted a visceral hatred within me.

It always hurt to be this, to be a—man—. Femininity is so much better, so much softer. So much freer. However, I am trapped here, in a body I don’t like and with a life I like even less.

As I finished shaving, I sighed. It was a desolate sigh, as if I had no other choice—and the reality is that I don’t—but to accept this and keep living, if you could even call it living.

I dressed in my black trousers, white shirt, and tie. I was ready for another day at the office. And while I traveled on the bus, I could appreciate through the window those beautiful women being so free, so sweet. One woman caught my attention; she wore a top that revealed a stomach so smooth it intoxicated me with envy.

I arrived at work as irritatingly as ever and sat in my cubicle. And without exchanging a single word with the atmosphere—so heavy—that daily flooded this capitalist system, I finished my paperwork. So I took the opportunity, grabbed a coffee, and sat down again to check social media, which is always, at all times, a trap and a lie.

Women, women in bikinis, half-naked, women. Every type of woman, being beautiful just as she is, appeared on my feed, and my ‘Likes’ weren’t simply out of flattery or perversion, but out of envy. How I envy women! But... Why?

I read the comments beneath the photo. Hundreds of men, desperate, hungry, writing 'Goddess', 'Queen', begging for a second of her attention.

That is what I envy. The power.

They don’t have to do anything. They don’t have to fill out reports, or be witty, or have money. They just have to exist, breathe, and be beautiful, and the world falls at their feet. Men are the hunters, exhausted and dirty. They are the prize. And I was sick of hunting. I wanted, with a desperation that ached in my chest, to feel what it’s like to be the damn prize for once in my life.

Besides, look at this girl: she wears cherry-colored gel nails, earrings that sparkle, makeup that highlights her eyes, and a bikini that is basically engineering of seduction. She has a thousand ways to express herself, a thousand ways to adorn herself.

I looked at my reflection in the black screen of the monitor when it turned off: cheap white shirt, dark tie, short hair. I am a carbon copy of every other man in this building. They are exotic butterflies, and we are the grey moths banging against the light. I envy their color palette. I envy that their very existence is to decorate the world, while mine is just... to function.

My phone began to vibrate and flash; it was a call, and one name stood out in particular: Leo.

I didn’t even have to slide my finger to answer; my body reacted by instinct, a mixture of anxiety and automatic obedience that I had been perfecting for years.

—Hello? —I answered, hating how weak my voice sounded.

—Julián! —The shout on the other end of the line was a burst of pure energy. It wasn’t a greeting, it was an invasion—. Tell me you’ve already left that rathole you call an office.

I closed my eyes and rubbed the bridge of my nose. Even through a digital signal, Leo managed to occupy all the space.

Leo. My "best friend," if you can call the person who makes your existence seem like a rounding error a friend. Leo was the antithesis of my grey life. While I counted coins and filled out spreadsheets, Leo closed million-dollar deals, drove German cars, and had a rotation of women who looked like they were plucked from the very Instagram photos I had just been staring at with envy.

He was the Alpha. The prototype. The man all the manuals said you should be: six-foot-three of unwavering confidence, broad shoulders that never seemed to carry the weight of the world, and a predator’s smile that knew he would never go hungry.

—I’m leaving now, Leo —I lied, hurriedly turning off the monitor.

—Good. Because there’s a party at my house tonight. And I won’t take no for an answer.

—Leo, it’s Tuesday... —I tried to protest, though I knew it was useless.

—I don’t care if it’s Judgement Day, Julián. I need people. I need atmosphere. And I need you so my sofa doesn’t feel lonely —he laughed, a deep, guttural laugh that resonated in my ear and, stupidly, sent a shiver down my spine—. Wear that blue suit. The one that makes you look almost like a respectable man. I expect you at ten.

The line went dead.

I stood there looking at the phone in silence. Leo didn’t ask; Leo ordered. And I, pathetic and envious of the women he would probably have in his bed tonight, was going to obey. As always.

I hadn’t planned on going out tonight, much less on a Tuesday. But I also had no interest in staying home drowning in melancholy, so with a bit of interest, I finished my workday. I went home with the idea that maybe, if I just put a little 'energy' into the situation, I could have a nice night and break the routine of bad vibes.

So I took my best clothes for this situation, a simple black t-shirt and dark Levi’s jeans. Let’s be honest. How could a man like me dress?

I had the bad idea of going back to the mirror, simply to fix my short hair; I thought about using gel, but I think messy hair looks a little sexy. It must be the only thing I like about myself.

When Leo throws parties, he throws real parties. We’re talking about tons of people, alcohol, food. A successful man like him can have whatever he wants, and believe me, he has it. Sometimes I wonder how it is that he notices me and consciously calls me ‘best friend’. Truly, I am lucky to have him. Leo is always calling me, visiting me, bringing me gifts. He is a man who genuinely cares and is more present in my life than many people I consider ‘family’. I couldn’t fail him a single day. He deserves it, although perhaps it’s the least I can do.

I left for his house with the knot in my stomach tightening with every traffic light.

Leo didn’t live in an "apartment"; Leo lived in a statement. His building was a needle of steel and glass driven into the heart of the most expensive part of the city, a monolith that looked down over its shoulder at the rest of the mortals.

The private elevator spit me out directly into his penthouse. As soon as I entered, the smell hit me: new leather, sandalwood, and that decipherable scent of expensive air conditioning.

The place was obscenely large. Double-height ceilings that made me feel tiny, black marble floors so polished I could see my distorted reflection in them—a grey smudge upon his perfection. There was no clutter, no family photos, no warmth. Everything was chrome metal, black Italian leather sofas, and floor-to-ceiling glass walls that showed the city at his feet.

It was a house designed to impress, not to live in. A stage. And I had just entered the performance wearing the wrong costume.

The people had already arrived. I wouldn’t say they were people with the same purchasing power, come on, they aren't millionaires and philanthropists like Leo. However, I’m still not at their level. The women here were so pretty, with their expensive dresses and stiletto heels that drew out the deepest envy in me. I couldn’t escape it; I was being consumed.

The music was loud, and cigarette smoke appeared so quickly it surrounded me within seconds. To be honest, I didn’t recognize anyone here. I couldn’t just walk up and be ‘shameless’, so I approached the bar, grabbed a beer, and stood in the corner as if I were a pervert and a ‘peeping tom’—hey, maybe I am.

An energetic shout turned heads across the entire Penthouse.

—Heyyy little friends!! —a drunk Leo made his presence known.

It was clearly his style. His charisma was incomparable.

—Has anyone seen a short-haired, quiet little man?! —he shouted, clearly looking for me.

I felt so ashamed my face turned red. Everyone turned to look at me. Swallow me whole, earth!

—Hey, hi... —I said softly, waving my hand to the entire penthouse that looked me up and down. Although they didn’t judge or look with disgust, the reality is that receiving so many stares made me nauseous.

Leo approached me to the rhythm of the music with some unremarkable dance moves.

—There is my Cinderella!

—Leo, dear! —I said before Leo threw himself on top of me to hug me; the smell of marijuana and alcohol penetrated my nostrils. Typical Leo.

—Listen to me, we have to talk. Come, follow me —Leo said, taking me by the hand and leading me behind the bar.

I thought about everything Leo could tell me: it’s probably another woman he wants to introduce me to —I thought, naively.

—Julián, enough of being like this.

—Like what?

—Like this, sad and lost.

—Leo, I don’t want to offend you. But you have no idea what goes on in my life.

—Julián. I understand, that’s why I brought you... —he went silent, reached into his pocket, and took out a pink pill— This!

—A pill? I don’t do drugs Leo, no ecstasy or anything.

—No, no, don’t interrupt me. This, my dear Cinderella, is the solution to your problems!

—How could a pill solve my life?

—This that you see here is the ‘Fem-me’. A pill brought from Thailand.

Leo held the small object between his thick, calloused fingers, showing it to me as if it were a forbidden jewel.

It didn’t look like any medicine I had seen in my life. It wasn’t that clinical white of aspirins, nor the boring blue of Viagra. It was electric pink, vibrant, almost neon. It seemed to shine with its own light under the kitchen halogens, pulsing with a chemical energy that made me salivate unintentionally. It was a color that didn’t exist in nature; a synthetic, artificial color, designed to promise dirty things.

—Are you sure it’s not drugs...? —I asked, my voice trembling more from desire than fear.

Leo let out a short laugh and shook his head.

—It’s much more than that, Julián. It’s black market biotechnology. —He took a step closer, invading my personal space, and lowered his voice to a conspiratorial whisper—. They say over there they use it to... "accelerate processes". It burns the testosterone from your blood as if it were gasoline and unlocks the pleasure receptors that we men have atrophied.

He spun the pink pill between his index finger and thumb.

—It’s not going to get you high, Julián. It’s going to make you honest. It’s going to tear down all those barriers of shame and fear you’ve built, and it’s going to let out whoever really lives in there. —He pointed to my chest with his free hand—. The question is: Do you dare to meet her?

Burn the testosterone? Let out whoever really lives inside me? Does that mean... I’ll stop having a beard? Will my body be softer?

It seemed my mouth wouldn’t stop salivating when I nodded ‘yes’ with my head. I took the pill from his fingers and put it in my mouth, swallowing it with a long sip of beer. Not three seconds passed in my stomach before a ‘heat’ began to flood my abdominal area and climbed to my crotch, in an extremely pleasurable way.

I looked at Leo and, without my brain giving the order, my teeth caught my lower lip in an instinctive gesture, almost... flirtatious. I didn’t know what the hell I had swallowed, but the heat that began to spread from my stomach to my extremities felt delicious. It was as if my blood had turned into champagne.

Leo extended his large hand towards me, an invitation that felt like an order.

—Shall we, Cinderella?

My answer came out on its own, with a voice that seemed a tone higher, softer than normal.

—Tonight I am all yours, Leo.

Did I say that? Out loud? I should have felt ridiculous, but the only thing I felt was a spark of pleasure seeing his pupils dilate.

I don’t remember walking to the dance floor. It was like teleporting. Suddenly, I was in the center of the hurricane, under the strobe lights. The world was spinning, but I was the axis.

An electric feeling flooded my body, a pink tide that erased my inhibitions as if they had never existed. My hips, normally rigid, began to move with a liquid rhythm, following the bass of the music.

—I love your hair! —a girl shouted in my ear, running her fingers through the back of my neck.

I laughed, confused. My hair? But I wear it short and boring... Upon touching me, I felt the strands strangely long, silky, brushing against my shoulders. Was it the alcohol? The pill? I didn’t care. It felt good.

Around me, the dynamic had changed. The men were looking at me. Not as an equal, not as an office colleague. They were looking at me with hunger. And the women... oh, that was the best part.

Those same women who ignored me before, now locked their eyes on me. But their smiles had disappeared. I recognized that look instantly, because it was the same one I had dedicated to them all my life: Envy. Pure and hard envy. They looked me up and down, judging my clothes, my body, my freedom.

Why do they envy me? —I thought, dazed— I’m just a man... right?

But the doubt dissolved when I felt the hot weight of hands on my waist. Large hands. Hard hands. Man's hands.

I didn’t pull away. On the contrary, I leaned back, pressing my ass against the stranger’s crotch. They invited me for drinks, surrounded me, fighting for my attention as if I were the trophy of the night. And for the first time in my miserable life, I didn’t feel invisible.

I felt beautiful.


A piercing headache woke me up. I was on the sofa, in the middle of the Penthouse. The warmth and the smell of alcohol coming from my mouth made me realize it was another one of the ‘great parties’ Leo threw. When I opened my eyes, the light streaming through the windows blinded me; it was impossible to open them completely.

I sat up on the sofa as best as I could and tried to look around. It was completely incredible. It was a post-apocalyptic scene: people sleeping drunk on the floor, clothes thrown everywhere, broken bottles. Snoring, and even the occasional person vomiting in a corner. A perfectly normal situation for Leo’s parties.

A heaviness on my chest pulled my body downward and prevented me from standing up comfortably. A sticky sensation flooded my entire body and face; could this be sweat? Also, I couldn’t help but feel a sharp pain in my lower back and, above all, in my ass. I probably danced and danced. I must have danced my life away because this sensation, besides being uncomfortable, was becoming strangely pleasurable.

Leo had taken care of talking to my bosses, so I had no worries about missing work today. Yes, Leo is my bosses' boss...

I tried to stand up and almost fell back onto the sofa; there was no dizziness, however, the heaviness in my chest meant I couldn't control my body as I knew it. Stealthily, without trying to wake anyone or interrupt that horrendous hangover, I escaped through the front door. I ordered an Uber; I needed to be home. I wanted to at least take a shower and take something for this horrendous hangover.

The Uber arrived minutes later and stopped at the door. The driver looked me up and down, not with disgust, but with lust, and asked me innocently:

—And Julián?

I laughed to myself. What do you mean “And Julián?”. It’s me, can’t you see?

I climbed into the back seat as best as I could. I gave him my address and rested my head against the window. I needed to get there urgently. What if I vomit all over his seat? —I thought, terrified.

The driver wouldn’t stop looking through the rearview mirror, and he even winked at me!

A man winking at another man... I’m not gay! Why is he doing that?

As that idea passed through my head, a sharp pain made me close my eyes and a blurry memory flashed through my mind: A cock in my mouth.

What? A cock in my mouth?

A disgusting memory passed through my mind: it was me, kneeling, sucking a huge cock. Tasting it, running my tongue along the sides, and even putting the two huge, hairy balls in my mouth. The flash was so real I could feel the taste on the tip of my tongue and even remember those male moans that flooded the room. What the hell?

I thought: maybe I got too drunk and ended up doing those things...

But that’s impossible! I am a man and heterosexual. Impossible that I drink a beer and end up kneeling, being another man’s whore!

An electric heat that prickled my skin and provoked a pleasurable sensation began to submerge itself in my crotch. Maybe, the idea of being used turns me on. But no, not by a man...

I sighed and closed my eyes again, only to see another image. Another cock. Not only did I see a cock in my mouth, but I had two others in my hands. I was sucking three cocks.

Horrendous nausea invaded my body. Why am I thinking about that? I’ve read about this, they are intrusive thoughts. The idea of something that passes quickly through your head but you don’t want it. Or maybe I’m fantasizing too much. A man like me couldn’t do that. I couldn’t have three cocks in my mouth!

The Uber braked at my house and, as I was getting out, I was interrupted by the driver.

—Hey... If you want, we can go out one of these days —he said, in a seductive manner, inviting me.

The driver could see the shock in my eyes and understood the answer. How are you going to invite another man out?

I ran toward my house. Something weird was happening. I could feel it.

My keys were trembling so much I almost failed to open the door to my apartment. When I finally entered, I slammed it shut and slid the bolt, as if that way I could lock out the madness of the outside world, the Uber driver, and my own intrusive thoughts.

I was safe. My grey refuge.

I ran to the kitchen, feeling my throat dry as sandpaper. I opened the fridge, took out a bottle of cold water, and drank desperately, letting the freezing liquid trickle down my chin and neck. I needed to put out this fire I felt inside. I needed to be me again.

—Calm down, Julián. You’re just hungover and paranoid —I said aloud, although my voice sounded strangely sing-song in the silence of the kitchen.

I left the bottle and walked toward the bathroom. I just needed to see my usual face, my dark circles, my incipient beard. I needed visual confirmation that I was still the same boring man as yesterday.

I entered the bathroom and turned on the light. I leaned on the sink with my hands, breathed deeply, and lifted my gaze to the mirror.

Time stopped. The world stopped spinning.

There was no grey man staring back at me.

A scream drowned in my throat, transforming into a sharp gasp.

The person in the mirror was... Her.

A cascade of blonde, straight, shiny hair fell over smooth and perfectly tanned shoulders. Tanned? I hadn’t sunbathed in years. I blinked, incredulous. The image didn’t change. That face... it was the face of the girls I envied on Instagram. Defined cheekbones, a perfect upturned nose, and large, expressive eyes, framed by incredibly long lashes and makeup smudged from the night before that, strangely, made me look sexy and dirty.

I looked down, terrified.

What was I wearing? That wasn’t my clothes. It was a white tank top, several sizes too small, that was being stretched to the limit of its fabric by two monumental bulges on my chest.

With trembling hands, which I now noticed were slender and with nails painted a bitten pink, I lifted the shirt.

—Oh my God! —I squealed, and this time it was unequivocally a woman’s voice.

There they were. Two huge, round breasts, firm as melons, with turgid pink nipples pointing forward with arrogance. They were every man’s fantasy made flesh. And they were attached to me.

I brought my hands toward them. Upon touching them, an electric current of pure pleasure ran down my spine. They were so soft, so sensitive. My thumbs grazed the nipples and an involuntary moan escaped my fleshy lips.

My heart was going to explode. If this had changed... what else?

Real panic, visceral terror, hit me then. My hands went frantically down to my waist. I was wearing denim micro-shorts that barely covered anything. I undid the button clumsily, my breath catching.

I put my hand into my lace underwear (since when do I wear lace?), desperately seeking the familiarity of my penis. Looking for Julián.

It wasn’t there.

There was only softness. A smooth and depilated Mound of Venus. And lower down, a wet and hot slit that pulsed with a life of its own.

—No, no, no... —I sobbed, but it wasn’t sadness.

My fingers, moved by a curiosity that outweighed the fear, slid over those new lips. They were soaked. A slippery wetness with a musky, sweet, and exciting scent covered my fingers.

The "intrusive thought" of the cocks returned to my mind, but this time it didn’t give me disgust.

Hunger.

A ravenous hunger took hold of me. My knees went weak, and I had to lean against the wall so as not to fall. My fingers found a small button of super-sensitive flesh at the top of my new anatomy and, instinctively, I began to rub it.

—Ahhh, yes! —I moaned, throwing my head back, watching my blonde hair move in the mirror.

The pleasure was overwhelming, different from anything I had felt as a man. It was a pleasure that radiated from my center to my whole body, heating my thighs, my belly, my new tits.

As I sped up the rhythm of my fingers, the fog in my brain dissipated. As if the arousal was the key that unlocked the box of memories.

The flashes from the taxi made sense.

They weren’t nightmares. They were memories.

I saw the party. I saw myself dancing on the table, with these same tits bouncing. I saw the hands of men kneading my new ass. And I saw... God, I saw the cocks. Not one, nor two. I remembered the salty taste in my throat, I remembered how they pushed my head down and how I enjoyed it. I remembered begging for more.

—It was me... —I whispered, looking at the spectacular blonde in the mirror, who now had cheeks flushed with lust—. It was always me.

And as the female orgasm hit me with the force of a freight train, arching my back and making me scream the name of no one in particular, I knew that Julián, the grey man, had died at that party.

Minutes, maybe hours had passed since I started masturbating. I couldn’t stop doing it; the pleasure was so much sweeter than anything I could have lived as Julián. However, the vibration of my cell phone interrupted me. It was Leo.

I answered the phone immediately; he would have answers about what I am experiencing.

—Cinderella! —Leo greeted from the other side of the phone.

—Leo... what is happening?

—What are you talking about? Wasn’t this what you wanted?

—I mean, I can’t complain —I said looking at my fingers, still sticky from so much masturbation—. But, why am I... a woman?

—I told you the ‘Fem-me’ brought out your true self. I got tired of seeing such a sad guy. I want my best friend to live in the best way possible.

And I realized he was right. It’s only been hours since I woke up in this body and I love it!

—But Leo, how am I going to live now...? My job, my social life?

—Cinderella. The ‘Fem-me’ lasts less than a week. If you get used to it and enjoy this life, I can give you the full dose and you’ll stay like this forever. And if not, you only have this week left.

—Mhh —I sighed into the phone. Fears occupied my entire mind.

—Do you think you can do it, Julia?

Julia? Did he call me Julia? Why did I blush? Why did I like that name?

—Yes, Leo... —I said with a smile that perhaps could have been transmitted through that call.

The call ended.

I had to live this week. Continue my routine. Go to work, do the shopping. But not as a stupid, depressed man unhappy with his identity. But as Julia, a beautiful blonde woman. How could I do this?


The first challenge was the closet.

I stood in front of the collection of grey suits and boring shirts that belonged to the late Julián. Everything smelled of mothballs and sadness. How was I going to dress this goddess body in funeral clothes?

I took one of my white "office" shirts. Trying to put it on, I realized that physics was against me. Or, rather, in my favor. The buttons in the chest area begged for mercy when trying to close over my new tits. One of them shot off and bounced against the mirror.

—Oops... —I giggled, biting my lip.

I had no choice. I had to leave the first three buttons open, creating a cleavage that in my previous life would have cost me a dismissal for "indecency," but now made me feel powerful. The pants were big on my waist but ridiculously tight on my new ass, so I used a belt to cinch the hips, creating an hourglass silhouette that no man’s suit should have.

I looked in the mirror. I looked like the "naughty secretary" porn fantasy. And I loved it.

I went out into the street. And that was when the world changed color.

Before, the way to work was a funeral march. No one looked at me, no one moved aside. I was a ghost dodging people. Now... now I was Moses parting the waters.

I walked to the bus stop (no, screw the bus, today I’d order another Uber) and felt the stares like physical sunbeams on my skin. A construction worker stopped his drill to watch me pass. An executive almost tripped over a lamppost turning his head to see my ass.

—Good morning, gorgeous —said the doorman of my building, the same bitter old man who had never greeted me in three years. Today he held the door for me with a grin from ear to ear.

—Good morning... —I replied, and my voice came out sing-song, flirtatious. I winked at him and saw the poor man turn red as a tomato.

Was this being a woman? Was this the "power" they talked about so much? It was intoxicating.

Arriving at the office was the litmus test. I crossed the glass doors in my men’s shoes (the only thing that clashed, but strangely gave me a sexy tomboy vibe).

The security guard, a guy named Ramón who used to ask for my ID every damn morning as if he didn’t know me, froze.

—Can... can I help you, miss? —he stammered, unable to stop looking at my cleavage.

—It’s me, Ramón. I’m here to cover for Julián —I lied with astonishing naturalness. The lie slipped from my pink lips like honey—. He is... sick. I’m his cousin, Julia.

—Ah... uh... sure, sure. Go ahead, please. Do you need me to accompany you? Do you want a coffee?

—A coffee would be delicious, thank you Ramón.

I walked toward my cubicle—that grey box I hated so much—but it didn’t feel grey anymore. As I advanced down the hallway, the office murmur stopped. Heads turned. I felt the envy of the secretaries (that envy I knew so well) and the hunger of the sales guys.

I sat in my chair. The same monitor, the same keyboard. But when I looked at the Excel spreadsheet, my brain short-circuited. The formulas, the numbers, the balances... it all looked like Chinese to me. Bimbo Brain, I thought, remembering the term. The pill hadn’t just erased my beard, it had erased my interest in accounting.

—Are you... lost?

I looked up. It was Marcos, the account manager. The guy who used to yell at me if I turned in a report five minutes late. Now he was leaning on my cubicle, invading my space, with a wolfish grin and smelling of expensive cologne.

—Oh, yes... —I pouted, playing with a lock of my blonde hair—. It’s my first day and this computer is so... complicated. Could you help me?

Marcos looked at my lips, then my tits, and then my eyes.

—Of course I can help you, Julia. Move that chair. Let me show you how things work here.

He leaned over me to grab the mouse, and I felt his chest brush my shoulder and his crotch dangerously close to my arm. Before, this would have panicked me. Now, I felt my underwear getting wet again.

This was going to be a very, very interesting week.

The following days were a blur of pleasure and privileges that my "grey man" brain could never have processed.

Marcos wasted no time. He took me to dinner. He sent flowers to my cubicle. Even on Saturday, he took me shopping, and under his penetrating gaze, I couldn’t stop trying on dresses.

He treated me like a queen. He opened the door, paid the bill without looking, listened to me laugh at stupid things.

But beneath that chivalry, I felt the tension. The Fem-me in my blood didn’t want flowers. It wanted action. My body vibrated every time he brushed my arm. My ass, rounded and soft in those pencil skirts he bought me, throbbed with an empty need, waiting to be filled.

And on Friday... on Friday Marcos decided to collect on his investment.

It was six in the afternoon. The office was almost empty. The hum of the fluorescent lights was the only sound, along with the sporadic typing of the few wretches working overtime.

I was packing my things, pretending to work, when Marcos appeared at the door of my cubicle. He wasn’t smiling. He had that dark, predatory look that made me wet my panties instantly.

—Julia —he said, his deep voice breaking the silence.

—Yes, Marcos?

—To my office. Now. Bring that... "report".

There was no report. And we both knew it.

I stood up, my heels clicking on the linoleum floor, and followed him. But he didn’t go to his office. He turned sharply to the left and pushed open the door to the men’s room.

He stopped and looked at me, holding the door open. A challenge.

—Are you coming in, or are you going to stand there?

My heart beat in my throat. That was the bathroom where Julián used to come to wash his face when he had anxiety attacks. The saddest place in the world. I entered without hesitation.

The lock sounded like a gunshot as it closed behind us.

There were no sweet words. There was no "you look beautiful today". Marcos grabbed me by the waist and slammed me against the cold tiles next to the sinks. His mouth devoured mine with a savage hunger, biting my lower lip until it almost bled.

—I’ve been wanting to do this to you all fucking week —he growled against my neck, while his large, hot hands went up my thighs, crumpling my new skirt.

—Marcos... someone could come in... —I moaned, although it was an empty protest. I wanted them to come in. I wanted them to see what Julia was for.

—Let them come in. Let them watch.

He spun me around roughly, making my chest collide with the mirror. There I was, with smeared mascara, swollen mouth, and ass popped out, offered like a banquet. I heard the sound of his zipper going down. The sound of authority.

—Lift your ass, Julia.

I obeyed. My body reacted on its own, arching my back to the limit. There was no preparation. Marcos spat in his hand, rubbed his hard cock and, without warning, pushed the head against my rear entrance.

—AAHHH!! —I screamed, a sharp sound that bounced off the tiles.

It hurt. By God, it hurt at first. It was an invasion, a conquest. But the Fem-me worked its magic. The pain instantly transformed into blinding, electric pleasure. My insides opened, yielding, embracing the thickness that split me in two.

—You’re so tight... fuck, Julia... —he panted, grabbing my hips tightly, leaving marks I would see tomorrow with pride.

He started thrusting. Hard. Fast. Without mercy. Slap, slap, slap. The sound of his pelvis hitting my buttocks was obscene.

Julián used to sit on these toilets crying about his miserable life. Julia was getting fucked against the sink by her boss.

The difference was abysmal.

—Do you like it? Huh? Do you like getting used in the office? —he shouted in my ear, pulling my blonde hair back to force me to look at him in the mirror while he penetrated me.

—Yes! Yes, sir! I love it! —I sobbed with pleasure, drooling on the marble—. Fuck me! Break my ass!

It was degrading. It was dirty. It was perfect. My tits bounced against the mirror with every thrust, and I moaned watching how he possessed me, how I ceased to be a person to become a hot, compliant hole.

—I’m gonna cum... —he warned, increasing the pace to a brutal speed.

—Do it! Fill me! Please!

With a final shove that knocked the air out of my lungs, Marcos sank to the hilt and stayed still, growling like an animal, emptying himself inside me. I felt his heat flooding me, marking me, claiming me.

My legs trembled and, when he finally pulled out, I had to grab the sink so as not to fall to the floor.

Marcos zipped up, fixed his tie, and looked at me in the mirror. There was no longer lust in his eyes, only the satisfaction of a duty fulfilled.

—Clean yourself up, Julia. And get back to work. Your mascara is running.

He left the bathroom, leaving me alone, disheveled, with my skirt up and legs shaking. I looked in the mirror. I was a mess. But I smiled. A dirty, lascivious, and absolutely happy smile. I had never felt so alive.


Sunday didn’t dawn; it crashed into me.

I opened my eyes with a sensation of heaviness that had nothing to do with sleep. It was the gravity of being a man. I brought my hands to my chest, seeking comfort, looking for my soft, round mounds... but my hands collided with a flat, bony, hairy chest.

—No... no, no, no.

I jumped up and ran to the bathroom, tripping over my own feet, which were once again large and clumsy.

The mirror was cruel.

The blonde goddess was gone. In her place was him. Julián. With his tired eyes, his oily skin, and that damn shadow of a beard that rasped like sandpaper under my fingers.

I tried to speak, to beg my reflection for her to return, but a hoarse, deep growl came out of my throat that made me want to vomit.

—Come back! —I screamed, punching the mirror—. Please, come back!

I let myself fall onto the cold tiled floor, crying. But I didn't cry like her. These weren't delicate tears. They were ugly, snotty, masculine sobs.

I felt my body was "empty." But not the pleasant emptiness of waiting to be filled, but a sterile void. My ass was flat. My skin was rough. My penis... I looked down at my crotch. There was that useless, flaccid piece of meat, hanging like a parasite.

—I hate you —I whispered to my own member—. I hate you for being there.

Hours passed. I tried to distract myself. I put on a soccer match. I tried to play video games. But everything seemed grey, insipid. My brain was still wired for Julia’s pleasure. I saw the players on the screen and I didn't see the sport; I saw their strong legs, their bulges in their shorts, and I felt a phantom pang in a vagina I no longer had.

Withdrawal was killing me. My soul hurt. The lack of cocks hurt.

I couldn't live like this. I simply couldn't.

At eight o'clock at night, I made the decision. If I had to live as Julián one more day, I’d rather throw myself out the window. I ran out of the house, not caring about my disheveled appearance, and went to find my only savior.

I arrived at Leo’s building breathless. I pounded on the door until my knuckles bled.

When Leo opened, he did so calmly, impeccably dressed as always, with a glass of red wine in his hand. He looked me up and down with a mixture of pity and amusement.

—You look terrible, Julián.

—She’s gone, Leo! —I fell to my knees in his entryway, grabbing onto his trousers—. She left and left me trapped here in this corpse! It hurts! Everything hurts!

Leo closed the door and let me crawl after him into the living room.

—I warned you the trial week was hard. The return to reality is always disappointing.

—This isn’t my reality! —I screamed, desperate—. My reality is being Julia! My reality is having my legs open and my mouth full! Julián is dead, Leo! He’s just an empty shell! Please, give me the permanent dose! I’ll do anything!

Leo sat on his leather sofa and stared at me.

—Anything?

—Yes! Sell me, use me, give me away! I don’t care. I just want her back. I want to feel pretty again. I want... —my voice broke and I lowered my head, confessing my darkest truth—... I want cocks, Leo. I’m hungry. I’m dying of hunger.

Leo smiled. A smile of absolute triumph. He reached into his pocket and pulled out the vial. The neon pink liquid shone with intensity, promising paradise.

—This is the final dose, Julián. If you take this, your testicles will dry up. Your cock will shrink until it’s a large clitoris. You will be sterile. You will be a female forever.

—Give it to me now! —I lunged at him, but he held up the vial.

—There is a condition. I have guests today. My business partners are coming to celebrate a contract. They are rough men, Julián. Hungry. If I turn you into Julia... you will have to service them. All of them.

My eyes lit up. Far from scaring me, I felt a spark of arousal in my dead crotch.

—All of them? —I asked, licking my dry lips.

—All of them. Can you handle it?

—Leo... —I looked at him with lust—. Not only can I handle it. I need it. I want them to fill me. I want them to wreck me. Bring them all.

Leo uncorked the vial.

—Then, say goodbye to Julián.

I opened my mouth and let the liquid fall.

It was like swallowing lava.

I screamed when the transformation hit my body with the violence of a freight train. My bones cracked, my skin stretched and softened, my body hair fell out. I felt my testicles ascend and atrophy painfully, making room for my hips to widen suddenly. My breasts burst outward, ripping my men’s shirt, growing bigger and firmer than before.

When I opened my eyes, the world had recovered its colors.

I looked at myself in the window reflection.

Julia was back. And this time, she had the look of a hungry whore that was terrifying.


—They’re here! —I crooned, hearing the doorbell.

I was naked. Totally naked, except for some black stiletto heels Leo had forced me to wear. My body glistened, sweaty and perfect, under the dim lights of the Penthouse.

Leo opened the door and they entered.

There were six of them. Six huge men, in expensive suits and dirty looks. Men who smelled of tobacco, money, and testosterone. They froze when they saw me. A stunning blonde, with huge tits and a perfect ass, waiting for them on all fours on the rug.

—Gentlemen, —Leo said— tonight’s entertainment is on the house. Her name is Julia. And she told me she is very hungry.

One of the men, a bald guy with hands like shovels, loosened his tie.

—Oh yeah? How hungry are you, doll?

I looked up, biting my lip and wiggling my ass in the air, exposing my pink, throbbing hole.

—So hungry that one isn’t going to be enough —I said with my sweet, provocative voice—. I want you all. Now.

It was like firing the starting gun.

They threw themselves on me.

There was no foreplay. No kissing. Just flesh against flesh.

I felt the first cock enter my mouth, thick and salty, pushing down to my throat. At the same time, I felt rough hands grabbing my buttocks, spreading them.

—Here comes another one! —someone growled behind me.

—Yesss! Put it in! —I screamed with my mouth full.

A hard, dry cock broke my rear entrance without mercy. I screamed, but not from pain, but from pure ecstasy. I felt full. I felt complete.

I was being impaled from both sides, turned into a human skewer of pleasure.

—Look how the slut swallows! —laughed the one in my mouth, grabbing my hair and fucking my face with violence.

But it wasn’t enough. My hands were free. I stretched my arms toward the other men waiting, snapping my fingers.

—Don’t just stand there watching! —I stammered between gags of pleasure—. Come here! I have hands! I have tits! Use me!

Soon, I was a mountain of flesh and limbs.

I had a cock in my mouth, another in my ass, two in my hands being jerked off frantically, and another being rubbed between my huge tits by a fifth man. I was surrounded. Submerged in the smell of male. Covered in someone else's sweat.

—I’m gonna cum! —shouted the one behind me.

—Do it inside! Fill me with milk! I want to feel it! —I begged.

I felt the hot stream flooding my insides, marking me as public property. Seconds later, the one in my mouth warned me.

—Open up, bitch!

He pulled his cock out and fired his load over my face, covering my eyes, my nose, my lips. I ran my tongue over the corner of my mouth, tasting the thick cum.

—Delicious! —I moaned, laughing like a madwoman—. Next! Don’t stop! I want more!

Leo watched from his armchair, with his glass raised, toasting his creation.

I returned his gaze through the mask of fluids covering my face.

There were no more doubts. There was no more fear.

Julián had died of sadness, but Julia... Julia was going to live forever, happy, with her mouth full and her legs open.

And that was all that mattered.


THE SISSY STREAMER


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

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

Nobody—except me—seemed to care about art.

I’m finished, I thought.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He hung up.

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

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

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

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

There I was:

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

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

But there were no art books on the desk anymore.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The lady walked away indignant.

I stood there, frozen.

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

She was everything that was wrong with the art world.

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

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

The trip home felt long. Very long.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

TEN THOUSAND DOLLARS.

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

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

I looked back at the screen.

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

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

The anger transformed into something colder. Something calculating.

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

I looked at myself. Really looked at myself.

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

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

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

A twisted idea crossed my mind. A memory.

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

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

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

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

I grabbed the razor from the bathroom.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I ran my hand over my freshly shaved thigh.

My skin prickled.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I looked in the mirror.

Alex had disappeared.

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

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

I touched my flat chest. Something was missing.

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

Now we’re talking.

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

"Time to work, bitch," I whispered.

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

My fingers trembled as they hovered over the mouse.

Click.

"Start Stream."

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

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

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

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

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

PussyHunter99: Damn, what a fresh little mouth.

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

AnonUser: Those eyes...

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I froze.

The air escaped my lungs.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The chat exploded in fire emojis and eggplants.

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

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

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

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

Ding!

An animation of gold coins filled the screen.

BigSpender_TX has donated $100.00 USD

Message: Good girl. You’ve got talent.

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

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

My face was flushed. I felt dirty.

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

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

WalletKing: How much to see the feet?

I smiled. A true smile, greedy and depraved.

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


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

Available Balance: $1,200.00 USD.

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

But then, I looked in the mirror.

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

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

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

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

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

Click. Add to cart.

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

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

Click. Add to cart.

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

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

Click. Click. Click.

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

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

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

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

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

I pressed "Buy Now."

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

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

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

I felt invincible.

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

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

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

I waited for the loading screen.

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

ACCOUNT PERMANENTLY SUSPENDED.

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

My heart stopped.

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

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

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

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

Day 5. Rent is due.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The chat filled with obscene names instantly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

User992: Next. Too much clothes.

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

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

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

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

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

BANG! BANG! BANG!

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

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

It was him. Mr. Kovac.

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

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

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

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

DramaQueen: Who is that?

CuckLover: Is that your Daddy?

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

Voyeur_King has donated 1000 Tokens.

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

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

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

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

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

I turned the key.

The door flew open, pushed from the outside.

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

He stopped dead when he saw me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I frowned, confused and scared.

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

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

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

My blood ran cold.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

There was a second of eternal silence.

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

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

"Deal."

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

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

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

"Relax or I’ll break you," he warned.

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

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

"Not anymore," he said.

And he pushed.

"AAAAHHHHH!"

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

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

It was Art.

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

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

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

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

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

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

My fingers dug into the keyboard.

Another thrust. Right in the same spot.

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

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

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

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

But my body screamed the truth.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Take your damn receipt!" he grunted.

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

Thick, heavy, and scorching.

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

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

Kovac let out one last hoarse sigh and withdrew slowly.

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

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

On the contrary.

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

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

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

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

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

Ding! Ding! Ding! Ding!

SugarDaddy_NY has donated 5000 Tokens.

CumLover has donated 2000 Tokens.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I licked my lips.

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

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

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

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

The chat exploded in a single digital scream: YES.

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


Six months later.

The penthouse smelled of lavender perfume and expensive champagne.

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

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

I looked at myself in the 4K monitor.

Alexa was radiant.

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

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

User99: THE QUEEN IS BACK!

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

Kovac_VIP: That ass is mine, remember that.

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

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

I gestured with a manicured hand.

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

The air became charged with sexual electricity.

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

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

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

"Ready, slut?" one of them whispered.

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

What followed was a symphony of flesh and pleasure.

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

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

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

The donations sounded like a broken cash register.

Ding-ding-ding-ding.

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

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

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

Art was dead. Long live the Slut!


THE SISSY SCAMMERS


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Beca! Move your ass!"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I smiled. An hour was plenty of time to pluck a chicken. "Deal, partner."


By the following afternoon, my stomach was a knot of vipers. I felt small jabs in my abdomen, pangs of nausea rising up my throat, but I swallowed them down with a single thought: the bills. Fifty thousand reasons to ignore the fear.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The Presidential Suite awaited. And I was ready to collect.


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Sterling let go.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I closed my lips around him and went to work.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Good boy," he murmured.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And then, the gentleness ended.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Finally, he withdrew.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I dialed the number. It rang once. Twice.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


VOLUME 2


THE GIRL SHE WARNED ME ABOUT


"Please, don't text me anymore. It's over."

I sent the message with trembling fingers hovering over the glowing screen. My eyes were puffy, my vision blurred by tears, and my nose was running without a shred of dignity. But it was done. Finally, I had pulled the trigger.

My relationship with Sarah wasn't love; it was a minefield. She was a controlling goddess, and I was her devoted, terrified subject. I tried everything to please her: giving up my autonomy, apologizing for mistakes I didn't make, and even literally kneeling before her begging for a little peace. But I got tired. Even a man as submissive and useless as me has a limit to his degradation.

The trigger? Something stupid at New Year's dinner. A coworker commented on a photo I uploaded: "Sarah looks beautiful." A compliment for her. Sarah's reaction? Blind fury. She felt it was a lack of respect on my part, yelled at me in front of my parents, and even raised her hand to hit me. It had to be my mother—a woman with the spine I lack—who stepped in and threw her out of the house.

That was the sign I needed. I "put my pants on" (metaphorically, because inside I was still shaking) and broke up with her via text. I couldn't do it in person; I knew I'd end up on my knees again, begging for crumbs of affection. She pleaded at first, but she got over it fast. Too fast.

Two weeks have passed and here I am: a human wreck. Sarah is already dating someone else. How funny! How is it possible that I, the one who made the decision, am the one with a broken heart? My ego hurts. It hurts to be so easily replaceable. I hoped, stupidly, that she would fight for me, that she would say, "You were wrong, I'm going to change." But expecting that from a narcissist is like getting blood from a stone.

When night falls, around eight o'clock, my personal torture begins. I fight the urge to check her social media. And I lose. I always lose. I see the photos with her new "love," I read the exaggerated declarations, and I wonder if they're real. I just lie there on the couch with my two cats, feeling lost, alone, and miserable.

Sarah pruned my life as if it were a bonsai tree. She made me delete any girl who was remotely pretty. But what hurts the most is that she forced me to delete Noah, my best friend. "He's a danger to our relationship," she said with that venomous intuition jealous women have. Why would my best friend be a danger? Noah and I were brothers. He understood at the time, promised me our friendship was unbreakable, but now... now I'm alone, without his number, without his contact, isolated in my own apartment.

It's eleven at night. I'm watching Chungking Express without an appetite, hoping the film's melancholy will inspire me to move on. But my heart is too fucked up to understand art cinema. Tomorrow is Friday and I have to wake up early. It should be illegal to work with a broken heart. It's a true modern tragedy.

In my nocturnal desperation, I grabbed my phone with the urgency of an addict and searched for Noah's contact. It was useless. Not only did he not appear, but the number seemed to have mutated. The WhatsApp profile picture was no longer my lifelong buddy's; it now belonged to a woman with jet-black hair and flawless, straight bangs. She was, unfortunately, gorgeous. The kind of intimidating beauty that would never pay half a second of attention to a crying loser like me. I assumed Noah had changed his number without telling me—another kick to the gut—and gave in to the sadness, letting sleep wipe me off the map.

At 7:00 a.m., reality hit again. I had to clock in for my cashier shift at the supermarket. It’s not my dream job, but the hours are flexible and the paycheck, although miserable, funds my slow agony through Medical School.

I woke up with a pounding headache. Crying all night dehydrates you more than a marathon, did you know? I dragged myself to the bathroom and the mirror threw back the image of a disaster: a sad man with deep, purplish bags under his eyes. Although, looking closely... they had a certain sexy vibe to them. Yeah, I like my eye bags; they give me the air of a cursed poet or a washed-up rockstar. Regardless, my glasses would cover them up, so there was no point in trying to conceal them. I washed my face, got dressed in a rush, and right as I was bolting out the door, I remembered the basics: a toothbrush. I ran back to brush my teeth. What kind of man would I be if, on top of being pathetic, I had bad breath?

It’s incredible how heartbreak can format your brain until it’s wiped completely blank.

I arrived at work five minutes late. It didn’t matter. My coworkers, willing hostages to my daily drama, know what I’m going through. Even my boss, a forty-five-year-old guy hardened by life, sometimes wanders over to my register—not to check up on me, but to drop cheap self-help quotes about "moving forward." We are a brotherhood of wounded men trying to survive. Which only confirms a universal truth: being a man with feelings is pure bullshit.

The shift dragged on through the monotony of the scanner's beep-beep and the metallic clatter of the cash register, quieting the voices in my head just a bit. Until it happened.

Suddenly, a distinct scent cut through the stale supermarket air. It was an exquisite perfume, a sweet and electric blend, extravagant—something only a woman determined not to go unnoticed would wear.

I looked up, and the world stopped for a second.

There she was. A tall woman, with jet-black hair and flawless bangs. The exact same woman from "Noah’s" profile picture. Could it be her? No, impossible. This woman was real, tangible, and devastatingly gorgeous. I was so spellbound staring at her fine features and painted lips that I completely forgot I was working.

"How much is it...?" she asked, faking a discomfort she clearly didn't feel. Her voice had a raspy timbre that made my skin prickle.

"Oh, I'm sorry, it's just..." I stammered like an idiot. "You have a really nice perfume."

The girl let out a soft giggle. My stupidity didn't seem to bother her; on the contrary, she seemed to enjoy it.

"What cute eye bags," she said out of nowhere, leaning slightly over the counter. "Were you up all night?"

I froze. Was she flirting with me?

"No, miss," I shook my head, feeling the heat rise to my neck. "I was actually crying."

Her expression shifted. For a microsecond, I saw a flash of familiarity in her dark eyes.

"There are women who aren't worth crying over, Liam. I told you that so many times," she said, with the confidence of someone who has known me my entire life.

"Excuse me?" I asked, swiping the last item with a trembling hand. My brain was scrambling to process what I had just heard. "I told you that so many times." When? Who was she?

"Paying with card," she cut in, ignoring my confusion and elegantly handing over the plastic.

We finished the transaction in silence. I was in shock; she was in total control. She put her card away, grabbed her bags, and just before turning around, she shot me one last look that pierced straight through my chest.

"Goodbye, Liam!"

She knows my name! She knows my name! Well, I wear a nametag on my chest, but... the way she said it. It wasn't a polite customer-service greeting. It was personal. Could I have, at some blurry point in my life, met a woman of this caliber? Impossible!

I stood there spellbound, watching the hypnotic sway of her hips as she walked toward the exit. Martin, my coworker from the next register, leaned over with a wolfish grin and patted my shoulder, snapping me out of my trance.

"You're quite the Don Juan, huh? Look at that piece of woman," he said, biting his lower lip. "She's begging to be fucked all night long!"

I watched the automatic doors slide shut behind her, feeling a strange mix of arousal and an odd nostalgia.

"Yeah..." I whispered, not understanding why that comment turned my stomach and turned me on at the same time. "True that."

The weekend stretched out like an old, flavorless piece of gum. Saturday and Sunday were spent locked inside, turning into a lump on the couch, consuming cinema as if it were morphine for the soul. I swallowed Wong Kar-wai's entire filmography, wallowing in his melancholy of impossible loves, and then tried to inject myself with some adrenaline with the Pusher trilogy. Nothing worked. Loneliness was still there, sitting next to me, eating my popcorn.

It's incredible how much silence a man can endure without going crazy. Not a single message. Not one "are you alive?". Only my mother, sending me photos of my dad fixing the garden, oblivious to the fact that her son is an emotional corpse. I didn't have the guts to tell her about the breakup; giving a mother the satisfaction of being right is hard, but admitting you failed at love is worse.

Monday arrived like a relief. The rhythmic sound of the scanners and the murmur of the people were better than the silence of my apartment. And then, she returned.

The gorgeous brunette.

This time there was no conversation, just a quick transaction, a meeting of eyes, and a wink that left me paralyzed. Was it real? Did a woman like that just wink at me, the king of the miserable?

The days passed and turned into a sacred routine. She came in every day. Always to my register. Little dialogue, a lot of electric tension. And something ignited inside me, a spark in the middle of the darkness. I stopped being the zombie in the wrinkled shirt. I started ironing my uniform until the creases could cut, shaved with surgical precision, and started wearing cologne again. If she was going to look at me, I wanted her to see the best version of this disaster. I know it’s not much, but for me, it was a titanic effort.

She noticed, of course. Nothing escaped her.

"Smells good," she said one afternoon, leaning dangerously close to my neck to catch the scent.

"Thanks..." I stammered, feeling my pulse race. "I was thinking of yours when I bought it."

I blurted it out without thinking. An admission of guilt: I think about you more than I should. She let out that laugh of hers, deep and musical, and said goodbye with her ritual:

"Goodbye, Liam."

That day I walked on air. Martin approached me, rubbing his hands together like a fly staring at a cake.

"You should ask her out, man. She’s got you crazy."

"I don’t even know her name," I admitted, feeling stupid. I see her every day and she’s a stranger.

"Since when is that an obstacle for having sex?"

Martin has the emotional depth of a puddle, but sometimes he’s right. The problem is that I’m not thinking about sex. How could a man so empty enjoy pleasure? Using a woman just to forget Sarah felt vile to me. No, I wanted... connection.

"Do one thing," Martin insisted. "Next time, ask for her name. Nothing else."

Friday. Judgment day.

I waited patiently at the register, my stomach tied in knots. The hours ticked by and the beep-beep of the machine no longer distracted me. She’s not coming, I thought, defeated. But right as I was about to close out my session, she walked in.

She was wearing a black top and shorts that showed off endless legs. Her loose hair cascaded over her shoulders like dark ink. She got in my line, ignoring the other empty registers.

"Hi, Liam!" she said with that voice that made my bones vibrate.

"Hi... Hey, I know we see each other every day, but I feel really guilty not knowing your name..." I said, fighting to keep my face from turning tomato red.

She smiled, an enigmatic smile, as if she knew some cosmic secret.

"You were never good with names, Liam," she said softly. "My name is Nora. Do you like it?"

I froze. Nora. It sounded so... familiar. Why was she asking if I liked it?

"Nora... Yeah, I like it. I like it a lot." Suddenly, adrenaline took over. "Hey, do you think we could go out for a drink one of these days? I mean, only if you wan—"

She cut me off by pressing her index finger against my lips. Her touch was soft, but firm.

"Of course I’ll go out with you. Tonight at eight. At Piper Bar."

Piper Bar. The name hit me like a brick. That was the dive bar where Noah and I used to go drink cheap beer and shoot pool years ago, before Sarah banned my friendships. Coincidence?

"I’ll be there. Obviously I’ll be there," I answered clumsily. God, how pathetic I sounded.

She left with her sweet goodbye, leaving my heart racing. When the automatic doors closed behind her, a rush of euphoria washed over me. It was my first victory in a month of continuous defeats.

I ran to the breakroom. My boss and Martin were playing cards. I walked in like I had just won the lottery.

"I got a date with the brunette!" I yelled, throwing my fist in the air.

The atmosphere changed instantly. It went from being a sad employee dining room to the locker room of a championship team.

"That’s my boy!" roared the boss, whose self-help advice was useless, but his enthusiasm was real.

"Hell yes!" Martin grabbed me by the neck and shook me like a proud older brother.

It was a victory. For the first time in a long time, I felt that maybe, just maybe, life wasn't complete bullshit.

On Fridays, my shift ended early, which gave me a dangerous window of time to overthink. I got home with my heart beating so hard against my ribs it felt like it wanted to escape through my mouth.

It felt crazy that a guy like me was about to go on a date, and absolute madness that it was with a woman of that caliber. What were we going to talk about? Was I going to present myself as the sad, heartbroken cinephile? It had everything going for it to go wrong, but, deep down, a spark of hope refused to die. I wasn't looking for sex—my body, numbed by stress, wouldn't even know how to react—but I fantasized about a little affection. Something to make me feel like my life could move forward.

I hopped in the shower. I shaved with surgical precision to avoid cutting myself, and, for the first time in years, I skipped the hair gel. I used to slick my hair back until it looked like a cow had licked me, but today I left it a bit messy. A washed-up rockstar vibe.

I ironed my favorite white shirt and put on some black chinos. A basic outfit, but foolproof. I planted myself in front of the bathroom mirror, staring fiercely into my own eyes.

"You can do this," I told myself, pointing my index finger at my reflection. "You always can, damn it."

And it was true. I survived my brother's death, I swallowed my pride when I got fired from a thousand shitty jobs, and I survived the humiliation of a woman who trampled my heart.

"I am Liam. I will always push through. I'll get back up as many times as it takes."

I thumped my chest with a closed fist. I needed to remind myself that I was a man. That I had worth.

I finished getting ready way too early. It was barely five in the afternoon and I still had three hours until the date. To kill the anxiety, I sat down to watch Fallen Angels. And for the first time in weeks, I felt something akin to peace. I no longer cared if the date was a success or a disaster; I was proud of myself simply for trying again.

I left the house at half-past seven. I decided to walk to clear my head. The noise of the cars and the orange evening light falling on the asphalt gave me a calm I had forgotten. If someone had told me a month ago that I’d be walking to a date, I would have cried laughing. Or out of pity.

I arrived at Piper Bar at 7:50 p.m. I wanted to be the first one there, to be polite.

But as I opened the heavy wooden door, the nostalgic air hit me in the face. The smell of cheap tobacco from the old guys playing pool in the corner, mixed with the sweet perfumes of the college students at the bar... it was exactly the same as two years ago.

And then, I saw her.

She was at the far end of the bar. Alone. She was wearing a black satin dress that clung to her curves and stopped just above her knees. Her dark hair fell loose, framing those perfect bangs. In a dive bar like Piper, she looked like a shining jewel tossed in the mud. She had the attention of every damn man in the joint. She was, by a landslide, the most beautiful woman in the place.

How could she have gotten here before me?

I walked toward her and felt my legs forget their basic function. I went from having the confidence of an emperor in front of my mirror, to feeling like an insect drawn to the light. That was the presence she radiated.

I stood next to her, rigid, and clumsily blurted out the words.

"Hi! Nora... sorry I'm late."

She spun around on her stool. Her dark eyes scanned me from top to bottom, and she let out that musical laugh that completely disarmed me.

"Liam! Don't apologize, silly, you're early. I got here first because... I don't know, I was bored."

I sat next to her, feeling the heat emanating from her body.

"Can I... buy you a drink?" I offered, rubbing my sweaty hands together.

Nora didn't wait for the bartender. She raised her hand with a highly feminine, delicate gesture, and when the guy came over, she took control.

"Could we get two blonde beers, please? On tap."

The bartender nodded and walked away. I looked at her, surprised.

"Oh... beer. I love it. Simple and effective."

"I know," Nora said, leaning her elbows on the bar. "And I don't want you pretending to like something you don't. I love beer, and so do you. Why would we order, I don't know, a single malt whiskey?"

"I guess... I want to impress a lady," I admitted, feeling like an idiot.

She let out a genuine laugh that made a couple of heads turn her way.

"You don't have to impress anyone, Liam. You just have to be yourself."

As she said it, she lowered her hand and rested it gently on my lap, right over the black fabric of my pants. The contact was electric. My heart threatened to break my ribs, and I felt the blood rush to my cheeks. I was a goner! The touch of her long nails just millimeters from my crotch clouded my judgment.

"Sorry, it's just..." I stammered, trying uselessly to hide my nerves while trauma-dumping all over her. "I've been going through some horrible times. My girlfriend left me, destroyed me. Med school is eating my brain, and I feel so lonely. It feels crazy to have a woman like you sitting here with me. I didn't think I was ever going to climb out of that hole."

Nora stopped smiling. She looked at me intently, with an overwhelming seriousness and affection. It was the look of someone who knew exactly how heavy my pain was. She squeezed my leg slightly.

"Liam, you aren't alone. And I... I always knew this was going to happen. Sarah wasn't the right person for you. I told you a thousand times. And deep down, you knew it."

The noise of the bar seemed to go dead silent.

Had I heard that right? Did she say Sarah?

"How do you know those things?" I flooded her with questions, panic mixing with my confusion. "How do you know about Sarah? How do you know my real name? Who are you?"

The bartender returned and set the two pints of ice-cold beer in front of us. Nora pulled her hand back from my lap—leaving a cold void on my leg—grabbed her glass and, with her beautiful black-painted lips, took a long sip, almost downing half of it.

She looked me in the eyes, licking the foam off her lips.

"Liam. It's me. Noah."

The shock hit me with the force of a freight train. I grabbed my glass and took a desperate gulp, longer than hers, hoping the alcohol would reboot my brain.

"Noah?" I whispered, nearly choking on the beer. "Impossible! Noah was a guy... soft and delicate, sure, but a guy! And you're... a woman!"

"It's me, Liam. And I know deep down you know it," she said, with a smile that blended shyness with absolute power. "It's finally me. And I'm really happy."

I sat there paralyzed, staring at the neckline of her satin dress, her perfect face, her feminine hands. My best friend, my lifelong brother, was now an unattainable goddess. And I never even realized it.

But what terrified me most wasn't the revelation. What terrified me was the question that started pounding in my head: Do I like my best friend? Did I come here tonight with the secret intention of receiving love from the only guy who never abandoned me?

This was... too weird. And way too much of a turn-on.

Things couldn't stay floating in that tense discomfort. So we did the only logical thing for two people terrified of reality: we decided to keep ordering beer.

We caught up, dodging the hard questions at first and simply acting like two old friends reconnecting. But by the time we crossed the barrier of the third pint on tap, our judgment was clearly no longer behind the wheel.

"Noah..." I stammered, correcting myself immediately when I saw her face. "Nora. Sorry. Why didn't you ever tell me?"

"Tell you what?" she asked, tracing circles on the wet rim of her glass.

"That deep down, you were a woman. You were a cute kid, yeah, you were always delicate, but... thinking that you were going through all of that alone, in silence, breaks my heart. You're here with me now, listening to my miseries, but I wasn't there for you when you needed me most."

Nora let out a small smile, tinged with a melancholy that made my chest ache.

"It's true. I was alone. Honestly, the world doesn't handle change well, Liam. My college friends, my family... everyone took a step back. But I'm here. Finally, I feel like I'm part of the real world. And I swear I wouldn't trade this pain to go back to who I was."

I smiled at her with a genuine affection that choked my throat. I was immensely proud of her. My best friend had hit rock bottom and reemerged as this goddess—something I was still trying to achieve.

"I'm sorry I wasn't there," I admitted, feeling like the worst friend in the universe.

"Don't apologize," Nora whispered.

She placed her hand on my leg again, this time sliding her fingers a little higher. An electric current shot up my spine, awakening an unmistakable, forbidden arousal.

"We're here together now. That's what matters."

The alcohol was wreaking havoc on my defenses. While Nora raised her hand to order a fourth round, doubts bombarded my head. She was my best friend. We used to play Xbox, talk about football, get drunk in this very bar. And yet, the woman sitting next to me was gorgeous. A woman any man in his right mind would kill to kiss. But I can't do it. I just can't. Or can I?

The fourth beer arrived and Nora pulled her hand away from my thigh. To my misfortune, I missed it instantly.

We went "bottoms up," clinking our glasses like in the old days. We laughed until our stomachs hurt, enjoying stupid anecdotes and making fun of each other. For a while, we were just two soulmates finding each other again.

"Hey, I'm gonna hit the bathroom, you know?" I said clumsily, slurring my words with the typical heaviness of a drunk.

I tried to get up from the stool with way too much confidence. My foot slipped on the metal footrest and I lost my balance. I fell to the side, landing heavily on top of her.

I ended up half-sitting on her thighs, my hands instinctively grabbing her chest to keep from hitting the floor. What a fucking embarrassment! But the most embarrassing—and turning-on part, like a cliché movie scene—was the distance left between our faces. We were millimeters apart.

I could feel her hot breath mixed with the smell of malt. I watched as she lowered her gaze to my mouth and slowly licked her black lips. I hesitated. A part of my brain screamed at me to close the gap, but panic won. I jumped up, muttered an unintelligible apology, and ran to the bathroom like an idiot.

When I got back to the bar, I expected an awkward silence. But no. She welcomed me with a goofy, bright smile, like two teenagers in love who had just brushed hands for the first time.

"It's getting late," Nora said, checking the screen of her phone.

"Yeah... I should go home," I replied, feeling like a failure for not knowing how to prolong the night.

She tilted her head, arching a perfect eyebrow.

"Are you going to let a girl walk home alone at this hour, Liam?"

She was absolutely right. What kind of man would I be if I let her walk down the street alone?

"No, no. I'll walk you. Of course."

The walk to her apartment was a pathetic and beautiful spectacle. We were two drunks acting crazy, kicking empty cans, laughing hysterically at the echo of our own voices, and belting out old songs. It was exactly like the old days, but with a thick sexual tension hanging in the cold night air. Honestly, I felt so happy I wanted to freeze time and live on that sidewalk forever.

We reached her building. Nora stopped in front of the intercom, leaning her back against the brick wall.

"Well. This is where I live."

The silence of the goodbye fell over us.

"Hey, Noah..." The alcohol made me make the mistake again, but I corrected myself in terror. "Nora! Sorry. Nora... will I see you again? I want to see you. I had such a good time. I thought this date was going to be a disaster, but... it was the most beautiful thing that's happened to me in months. Maybe in my whole life."

In the light of the streetlamp, I saw her cheeks flush red. She smiled with a shyness that brutally contrasted with the confident woman from the bar.

"Come here," she said in a low whisper, drawing me in with a curl of her index finger.

What did she want?

I took a clumsy step toward her. The distance closed so much that our breaths mixed again. I could see every detail: her dark eyes, the perfect eyeliner that winged them out, the fine pores of her skin, the wet gloss of her lips.

Nora raised her hands. Her fingers, long with sculpted nails, cupped my face with a delicacy that disarmed me. My heart pumped so much blood all at once that I thought my chest was going to explode.

And then, she kissed me.

It wasn't a friendly kiss. She crashed her lips against mine with an initial softness that lasted barely a second, before forcing my mouth open and slipping her tongue inside. The touch of her firm, hot, expert tongue against mine sent an electric shock straight to my groin. My body reacted with a violence I didn't expect. A rock-hard erection threatened to rip through the fabric of my chinos.

Arousal clouded whatever reason I had left. I gently pushed her against the brick wall, pinning her between my body and the building. I started kissing her desperately all over her face, trailing down her jawline to softly bite her neck.

Nora let out a raspy moan that vibrated against my mouth. That sound drove me crazy. I wanted her to feel what she was doing to me. I pressed my hips against hers, trying to grind my hard-on against her flat stomach.

But when I crashed against her, the world stopped.

I felt another erection. Hard, thick, and clearly bigger than mine, pressing against my crotch through the satin fabric of her dress.

The shock should have pushed me away. The fear of the unknown, the ghost of Sarah calling me a faggot in my head... it all should have made me run. But it didn't. The friction of her cock against mine, separated only by layers of clothing, turned me on in a dirty, primal, indescribable way.

We were making out like two horny teenagers in the doorway of a building, grinding our bulges against each other. I felt the wetness of my own pre-cum staining my underwear.

"Let's go inside," Nora ordered, breaking the kiss, her breath heavy and her voice raspy with lust. "Now."

I didn't even think about it. My brain had shut down; only my dick was making the decisions.

Before I knew it, the building's door had closed behind us, and I was making out with her violently against the door of her own apartment, desperate to devour her whole.

Something woke up inside me as we crossed the threshold. The ghost of the "Alpha Male." After so many years of being punished for my lack of initiative, I decided this time would be different. I had to take control.

We opened the apartment door. It was a simple studio: a full-size bed, the kitchen, the bathroom. The basics. But as soon as the lock clicked, I turned to her and tried to push her toward the bed, trying to dominate the situation.

Nora stood firm, like a marble statue.

"No, no, no..." she denied softly, clicking her tongue as if scolding an anxious puppy.

She stopped me with one hand on my chest, halting my momentum with humiliating ease.

"You've fought so hard to have control in your life and it's only brought you pain, Liam. Let me guide you by the hand this time."

Her words acted like a balm on my shattered nerves. It was the first time a woman wasn't punishing me for not being the leader; on the contrary, she was freeing me from that burden. My heart calmed down, but my crotch woke up with a vengeance. I thought about how she would take the reins, imagining her riding me, using my cock like a toy. That image made my blood boil.

But Nora had other plans.

She shoved me toward the bed with surprising force. I fell sitting on the edge, defenseless. She stepped up and started unbuttoning my shirt, ripping it off me with an urgency that left me breathless.

Her mouth attacked my neck. She ran her warm, expert tongue over my throat, making my erection throb painfully against the fabric of my pants. I felt the pre-cum starting to soak my underwear. Nora sucked the sensitive skin right under my jaw, marking me, leaving visible hickeys.

She laughed against my skin, a deep, guttural vibration.

"Now everyone will know you're mine," she whispered.

She kept moving down, leaving wet kisses across my chest until she found my nipples. She went crazy there. She licked them with almost religious devotion, biting them softly while her hands pinned my wrists down, stopping me from touching myself.

"Ahh, ahh!" I moaned uselessly. I was being totally dominated and, to my surprise, I loved it.

"Mmm..." she moaned back, enjoying having me at her mercy.

I couldn't take it anymore. I felt like if she even brushed against my dick right now, I'd explode in semen instantly. And I couldn't even process that my best friend was sucking on my nipples with such hunger.

"Make me yours... please," I begged.

The words slipped out on their own, a verbal vomit of pure submission. My body was screaming to be used.

She looked up, her eyes shining with lust, and smiled.

"Patience, sweetheart."

She moved lower. My hands trembled. She's going to suck it, I thought, and the anticipation almost made me cum right then and there.

Her nimble fingers unbuttoned my chinos and pulled them down, taking my boxers with them. I was left completely naked, exposed under the dim light, while she remained fully dressed in that flawless black satin. The contrast was erotic and devastating: I was her naked toy; she was the owner.

Her face leveled with my erection. My average-sized cock throbbed furiously in front of her painted lips. I waited for the touch of her mouth. I waited for my best friend to swallow my manhood.

But Nora did the unthinkable.

She grabbed my ankles, forcefully lifted my legs into the air, and buried her face between my ass cheeks.

"What... what are you doing?" I tried to protest, in shock.

And then, I felt her tongue.

It was warm, thick, and wet. It attacked my tight, closed hole with a voracity that stole the breath from my lungs.

"No! Not there...!" I moaned, arching my back, not out of pain, but from an intensity that my "straight" brain didn't know how to process.

"I can stop if you want..." she said against my skin, her voice vibrating against my sphincter as she traced obscene circles with the tip of her tongue.

I couldn't answer with words. Only broken moans spilled out, filling the room. It was so weird. My best friend was eating my ass. I was with a beautiful woman; it should be the other way around, I should be penetrating her, and yet here I was, legs in the air, enjoying a pleasure I thought was strictly forbidden.

She insisted. She tried to push her tongue in, pressing against my virgin entrance.

"Mmm, you're so tight, Liam..." she murmured.

My ass was clamped shut, protecting my fragile masculinity, but the sensation of her tongue trying to breach that defense was incredible. It felt dirty, wet, and so fucking perfect. And even though she wouldn't let me touch myself, I felt the pressure in my balls reaching the point of no return. I was going to explode without anyone even touching my dick.

With my eyes fixed on the ceiling and my legs suspended in the air, the wetness of her mouth vanished. In its place, I felt a different pressure, firmer and more focused on my entrance. It wasn't a tongue. It was a finger. Nora was pressing the pad of her index finger against my sphincter, asking for permission to enter.

And then, my damn straight-male ego set off all the alarms.

"No... no," I babbled, dropping my legs and trying to sit up on the bed. "I'm sorry, I don't think this is for me."

The harsh reality was that I was so turned on I was dying to try it. Being in her hands felt so damn good, but the panic of crossing that line paralyzed me.

"Oh, I'm sorry. Don't worry, I can do a thousand other things that will make you feel good anyway."

Nora replied with a sweetness so dominant it completely disarmed me. I regretted it instantly. That same "macho ego" was the one that had kept me suffering for so long, the one that made me accept punishments just for being myself, and the one stopping me from enjoying the pleasure I deserved. To hell with my ego.

"I'm sorry, I freaked out. I do want to. I want you to do it," I pleaded, begging her almost desperately.

Nora smiled at me. A crooked, almost wicked smile, as if I had just handed her the key to unleash her dark side. She shoved my chest hard, throwing me flat on my back against the mattress, and lifted my legs again until they rested over her shoulders.

"Relax. I'll be gentle."

She reached out and, from under the bed—as if she had it scripted and ready for this exact moment—she pulled out a bottle of lube. She popped it open without breaking her gray-eyed gaze from mine. I was there, vulnerable, legs spread wide, watching my best friend prepare to take my anal virginity. It was such a fucking erotic sight that I knew I'd think about it every day of my life.

She squeezed a generous amount of water-based lube into her hand and applied it directly to my tight entrance. The shock of the cold gel against my burning skin sent an electric jolt straight to my cock; another drop of pre-cum slid down my hard, shiny head.

Her lubricated fingers began to massage the rim of my hole, caressing every millimeter, coating my ass cheeks until they were glossy as if bathed in oil.

And then, she pushed.

I felt the pressure give way, and her index finger slid inside me. A slow, possessive invasion that told my body that space now belonged to her. She started so gently, moving that long finger with such patience, that my brain started to understand why people went crazy for this.

But it wasn't until she introduced a second finger, forcing my ass to stretch further, that I saw stars. It hurt a bit at first, I won't lie—a sharp burn; but when she pulled them almost all the way out and sank them back to the hilt, I felt like I was touching the sky.

Nora noticed how my muscles yielded, adapting to her size. She picked up the pace. She started finger-fucking my ass. My best friend, the kid I grew up with and spent my teenage years playing video games with, was stretching me open.

I didn't moan at first; the sensation was too overwhelming to give it a voice. However, when she slipped a third finger in, filling me completely, she made a movement that rebooted my nervous system. She curled her three fingers upward, as if trying to make a fist inside me, pressing an exact spot on my internal wall.

A jolt ran through my entire body. I felt an intense need to pee, but when I looked down, I saw my cock relentlessly spitting out clear fluid. She was hitting my prostate!

My throat broke and I started screaming. I became, in a single fucking second, an absolute devotee of her hand.

"Harder!" I begged, arching my back. "HARDER!"

I needed her to destroy me with those fingers. It was the only thing that mattered in the world.

"Come on, FUCK ME HARDER!" I yelled, my mind going blank. My body had completely taken over.

"Fuck you?"

Nora stopped her movements and pulled her fingers out abruptly. The emptiness she left inside me was torture. Suddenly, I felt like I couldn't breathe without having her inside.

"Oh, sweetheart... I'm going to tear your ass apart."

She didn't take off her satin dress. She simply bunched the skirt up to her waist and shoved the thin fabric of her underwear aside.

And there it was, the real reason I was naked in her bed, fully exposed.

A piece of meat over eight inches long sprang forward. Terror flooded me for a microsecond. This wasn't three fingers; this was a completely different monster. It was thick, imposing, and the network of veins throbbed in plain sight.

I could see it pulsing from where I lay.

But I wasn't going to back down. She had brought me back to life the second I walked into the bar, she had made me feel whole again, and I felt a visceral need to surrender myself.

Nora moved closer and rested her massive cock directly against mine. The size difference was humiliating and delicious; it made it perfectly clear who was in charge and made me feel tiny, protected, dominated. This was where I belonged. I looked at her and gave her a sweet smile, drunk on lust.

She grabbed a good squirt of lube and coated her own erection, soaking it. My legs, still draped over her shoulders, were pushed even higher as she got on her knees on the bed, aligning the thick head of her cock with my dilated, hungry hole.

"Are you ready for me, Liam?"

Her voice no longer had that dominant edge. It was the soft, affectionate, familiar tone I had known for years. It was the sweet Noah who could finally live her life, the person I had missed for so long and who now, ironically, held my heart and my body in her hands.

"Always."

I lied. I wasn't ready. I was terrified that something so big would split me in two, and my mind was still short-circuiting trying to process that I was about to take my best friend's cock. It was the weirdest situation of my life, but I was there. I wasn't going to refuse. I would give her exactly what she asked for.

We locked eyes for a second before I finally felt that enormous pressure against my entrance. My hole, which had felt so stretched and prepped by her fingers, suddenly felt ridiculously small against the sheer magnitude of her cock.

Nora pushed firmly to insert the thick head. Feeling myself being forced open, I let out a hoarse moan; it wasn't pure pleasure, it was a complaint, a sharp pain that knocked the wind out of me. It burned, but it was such an electrifying, bearable burn that all I could think about was getting it all the way inside.

She pushed a little harder and began to enter, millimeter by millimeter. The pressure was massive. I felt my muscles stretching and adapting little by little, trying to make room for the member that was literally taking ownership of my insides. I gritted my teeth and tried to relax, until finally, not a single inch of her was left outside of me.

I could feel all of her. Every inch, every throb, every vein pulsing against my inner walls. I was hers.

And when she pulled almost all the way out to start moving, I felt ridiculously empty. Yes, the burning had faded, but the absence of that cock filling me was far worse. She buried it to the hilt again. This time, the pain morphed; the pressure began to melt into a raw, savage arousal. In a display of total surrender, I bit my lower lip and offered a trembling smile.

Nora took it as the ultimate green light. She began to thrust. Not too hard, but definitely not gentle.

I could feel in the pit of my stomach how every thrust rearranged my organs. My ass was finally getting fucked. I was a man, and I was getting railed like I never imagined.

"Ah... Ahh..." I moaned, losing my breath between each stroke. "Harder!"

I begged for it. I asked for this. My body had adapted so quickly to that fullness that I needed violence. My brain still hadn't finished processing the collapse of my masculinity, but my dripping cock and my throbbing hole demanded to be wrecked.

Nora got tired of the slow pace. She grabbed my thighs with an iron grip and accelerated.

The obscene sound of wet flesh slapping against my ass cheeks flooded the room, while my screams tried, uselessly, to cover the noise. They were the high-pitched screams of a man being forcibly claimed, the scream of a guy turning into a slut. I had become one of those submissive whores I watched online. I was spread wide open, feeling brutal thrusts deep inside me, knowing there was no going back.

Suddenly, Nora stopped the rhythm. She grabbed my hips firmly, pushed me against the mattress, and flipped me over in one swift pull. I ended up face down. I thought she wanted to put me on all fours, so I instinctively lifted my ass, but she shoved my shoulders down. She wanted me completely flat against the bed.

And that was when she dropped her weight on me. I felt her entire body crushing my chest against the sheets. I couldn't move. I was pinned. She slipped her cock back in, almost effortlessly, and began to pump from above. I was getting brutally fucked by my best friend, trapped under her body, and I couldn't do a damn thing about it. But it drove me insane. In that prone bone position, her eight inches massaged my prostate with lethal precision on every single thrust.

"I'm going to cum!" I screamed desperately.

It was useless to warn her; she wasn't going to stop pumping me, and I wasn't going to be able to hold it back. The orgasm tore me in half. It was the closest thing to touching the sky. That burning sensation and the immense urge to pee exploded into an inexplicable amount of semen, splattering my own hands and the sheets. My dick kept dripping, convulsing, while she didn't let up on the punishment in my ass.

The intensity, far from dropping, skyrocketed when Nora whispered in my ear the words that triggered my second orgasm:

"I'm going to cum, Liam... I'm going to cum deep inside you."

If I thought she was pumping me hard before, I was wrong. She sped up with an animalistic brutality, making it crystal clear that I was nothing more than a receptacle for her pleasure. The loud, wet slaps echoed throughout the apartment, so loud that a couple of knocks echoed through the thin walls from the neighbors, asking us to keep it down.

"Ahhh! Ahhhh!" I screamed, crying from the pleasure, moaning like a slut in heat. I was being completely broken in. I couldn't stop it, and the best part was, I didn't want to anymore.

"Grrrr!" she growled, her voice hoarse and guttural.

And then, I felt the fire. A thick, stinging heat erupted deep inside me. It came in spurts—heavy, endless waves. An obscene amount of semen was flooding my insides. She had filled me up. Finally, I had become her slut. I was always disgusted by the thought of cum, but tonight, having my best friend's seed boiling inside me was the most perfect feeling in the world.

When Nora finished emptying herself and stopped using me, she slowly pulled her cock out, leaving me with a freezing, slippery emptiness. She collapsed next to me, breathing heavily, and leaned close to my face buried in the pillow to kiss my cheek sweetly.

"Such a good boy," she whispered against my skin.

Twenty minutes passed since the end of what was, without a doubt, the best sex of my entire life.

Twenty minutes of me lying flat on her bed, naked, sticky, and staring at the ceiling, trying to process the sheer magnitude of what had just happened. Nora used that time to go to the bathroom and clean herself up a bit. I knew I should do the same, but my legs literally wouldn't work. I was in a pleasure-induced coma.

When she came back, she approached with an unexpected sweetness and lay down beside me. We both lay in silence, staring at the plaster ceiling, breathing in the scent of sweat and sex that filled the room.

Gathering what little strength I had left, I took the initiative and rolled over to face her. Instinctively, Nora opened her arms, inviting me to take shelter against her bare, soft chest. I rested my head on her breasts, listening to the calm beat of her heart.

"Did you like it?" Nora asked with feigned innocence. It was obvious she had completely wrecked my mind and body.

"I loved it," I replied, a goofy smile plastered on my face.

She let out a long, trembling sigh. It was as if, after years of carrying a suffocating weight, she could finally empty her heart.

"I missed you, Liam. I missed you for so long..."

"I... I missed you too," I admitted, feeling a lump in my throat. "I suffered so much not having you around. I never in my life found someone who valued my time like you did, someone who loved doing the same stupid shit I did. Who else would want to spend a Saturday night locked inside playing Xbox and eating cheap pizza?"

I laughed a little, trying to chase away the melancholy. I missed those moments like crazy and had resigned myself to the fact that they would never return.

Nora let out a soft giggle and completely dropped the "dominant woman" shield. I saw her gray eyes glass over with tears of emotion. I lifted my head from her chest and looked her dead in the eye.

"I'm not losing you again," I swore.

And I sealed the promise with a long, sweet, deep kiss. She was my best friend and I had gotten her back, but tonight, it had mutated into a fierce love that I was never going to let go of.

"I'm not leaving that easily, dummy," she joked as we pulled apart, stroking my hair.

We lay in silence, snuggled under the sheets, fitting together perfectly like the couple we were always meant to be. Until she dropped the bomb she'd been holding onto.

"You know? Sarah had a point about me."

"What?" I sat up a little, frowning. What the hell was she talking about?

"I mean, she was a shitty person, controlling and toxic, yes. But about me... she was always right. She didn't hate me for being your childhood friend. She hated me because, even when I was still Noah, she could see the way I looked at you. That famous female intuition let her know I was hopelessly in love with you. And she knew perfectly well that the moment I finally decided to be myself, I would become the biggest threat to her relationship."

Her confession hit me right in the center of my chest. We were two best friends tied together by an immense affection. And I had been so blindly submissive to Sarah that I never saw the real love Noah had for me. But now, looking back, I realized I had always felt the same way; there was a reason her departure had shattered me far more than any romantic breakup ever could.

"You were my best friend," I whispered, caressing her cheek. "And I love you, Nora. I love you with all my heart."

Nora had become exactly the woman Sarah had warned me about. The girl who would steal me away and dominate me completely. And finally, after so much suffering, I could say I was immensely happy.

Nora reached out and clicked off the bedside lamp, but instead of resting, we melted into another desperate kiss in the dark. Knowing we were finally free to love each other without guilt or hiding, there was no sleeping that night. It was an exclusive night for two best friends, now lovers, to make love until they couldn't take it anymore.

And that's what we did. The whole fucking night.


FRIDAY NIGHT PRINCESS


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."


THE SHORTEST STRAW


Saturday night. It was the dead of summer, and the humidity hung so heavy that downing an ice-cold beer was more a matter of survival than fun. I was at the apartment of Marco, my coworker, waiting for Christian. The three of us work at a paper production plant; an environment of heavy machinery, deafening noise, and rough guys.

Marco is a massive man. So big that the tight white t-shirt he wore seemed ready to rip at the shoulder seams with every movement. What was I doing there? Fulfilling my duty as a friend. Marco had just been dumped by his wife and was devastated. We had seen him cry during our shifts, hiding from the rest of the operators in the darkest corners of the warehouse. Together with Christian, we decided there was nothing better than having his back at his lowest point.

"Want me to open a beer for you, Matty?"

Marco offered, rubbing his tired face.

"Let's wait for Christian. It wouldn't be cool to greet him empty-handed."

I replied, and we both half-laughed.

Christian is, perhaps, the antithesis of Marco. Tall, with a lean but sinewy build, and a cynical, calculating gaze. He's a good guy and excellent company, though his love life is a mystery. He's been single as long as I can remember and has never been seen with a woman, which is surprising because, to be honest, he has a pretty attractive face—yes, guys can recognize when another guy is handsome.

As for me... I don't fit the mold of either of them. I'm skinny, shorter than average, and the soft features I inherited from my mother give me an undeniably feminine air. As if that weren't enough, I wear my blonde hair falling past my shoulders; I like it that way. At the plant, they call me a 'twink' for being twenty-three and looking younger, while the most terminally online guys would label me straight up as a 'femboy'. I ignore them. Yeah, maybe I look like a girl, but there's no one in this world who likes women more than I do.

The doorbell rang. It was Christian. He entered like a hurricane of masculine energy, flooding the hallway with his usual cheap cologne; a strong, invasive, and strangely intoxicating scent. He showed up with three bottles of whiskey. Three! He was crazy if he thought we were going to survive all that, but knowing Marco's emotional state, it was the most likely scenario.

An hour later, the smoke from the cigarettes they were chain-smoking filled the room, creating a dense fog under the yellow ceiling light. I was sitting in the middle of the sofa, knees together, hands resting meekly on my thighs. I looked like a total beta, shrunk between two massive beasts who took up almost all the space. Oddly enough, I didn't mind. They made me feel protected.

"She didn't even take her clothes..."

Marco complained for the thousandth time, slurring his words. It had been his daily monologue for two months.

"Let it go, man. Today is Saturday. The best thing you can do is go fuck another slut, you'll see how fast you forget her."

Christian insisted, taking a long gulp from his glass. He always looked for the easy way out.

"I don't think hair of the dog works for that."

I interrupted timidly. I'm a hopeless romantic, I believe in those things.

They both erupted into a deep, booming laugh. But the truth hung in the air: who in their right mind would turn down a good fuck this late at night?

We were three single guys with our hormones through the roof—well, ignoring Marco's clinical depression—so the plan shifted to getting blackout drunk and playing a fishing game: grabbing our phones and texting any woman in our contacts to see if anyone took the bait.

Hours passed. The level in the whiskey bottles dropped dangerously low. Our words started to slur, and, unfortunately, we didn't catch a damn thing. We were fucking losers. But there were plenty of laughs; the comfort between us was so deep that failure didn't even matter.

"Look at this..."

Marco muttered suddenly. He stumbled up, swayed towards his bedroom, and came back with something black dangling from his index finger. It was a thong belonging to his ex. A tiny piece of black lace.

"Look at this shit. She can't do this to me, she left it here on purpose!"

Christian let out a raspy laugh, and I followed suit. It was insane.

Out of nowhere, Marco threw the thong right at my face. The rough fabric landed on my cheeks before dropping into my lap.

"Hey, Matty... since you've got that girly little figure, bet this would look painted on you."

Marco blurted out, letting out a drunken chuckle.

"Ah, well... now that's a view I can get behind."

Christian added, playing along. He raised his hand and, with the confidence of two drunk guys, gave me a hard spank that made my skin burn right through my pants.

"Oh, I don't know... You think I could be as sexy as your girlfriend?"

I shot back. I knew my appearance was the butt of constant jokes, and I had learned to ride the wave with sarcasm.

The vibe was pure joking around, stupid banter between guys. Until Marco locked his bloodshot eyes directly onto mine.

"Alright. Take everything off and try it on."

He said it dead serious. The laugh wiped completely off his face. Or, at least, that's what I thought I saw. I was so drunk that the air suddenly turned thick, heavy, and I could no longer tell if we were still playing or if I had just crossed a point of no return.

But Christian laughed loud again, breaking the tension, and the living room went back to being a safe space. For now.

I'm not going to lie: I hesitated for a second. I mean, look at me. With my skinny, hairless body, that tiny scrap of lace would look a thousand times better on me than on that harpy of an ex. The alcohol was loosening the screws in my brain, pushing me to think that, maybe, when I got home, I could try on women's clothes in secret. That morbid thought, combined with being cornered on the couch between the spread legs of my two huge friends, made all the blood rush straight down. A hard, traitorous erection started to strain against my pants. What a great "macho" I was turning out to be.

The whiskey in the bottle kept dropping at a suicidal pace. And as the booze hit harder, Marco sank deeper into his frustration and grief over his wife. I don't blame him or punish him for it. If Marco was crying over her sober at the factory, imagine him now.

"It just doesn't make sense, man. I gave her everything. A roof, a hot shower, food, luxuries... She lacked nothing."

Marco spat, his voice thick and his eyes glassy.

"Chicks are usually like that, buddy. Maybe you gave her too much and she got bored."

Christian commented, making his philosophy as a cynical playboy who doesn't believe in romance crystal clear.

"Marco, you were a fucking great boyfriend. Don't think you lost the love of your life, she lost you."

I chimed in, trying to cool things down with a clarity that surprised even me. It was true, Marco was a good partner and these things happen; maybe they just wanted different things.

"You're going to fall in love again. Or, if not, you're just going to meet someone to fuck for a while and get it out of your system."

"That's the fucking attitude!"

Christian applauded. Obviously, you weren't going to talk to him about love.

"Yeah, but... even that pisses me off! You guys don't know the fucking I gave that slut. I had her begging for my cock all night, always."

Marco roared, slamming his fist on the coffee table.

He had reached a raw realization. Anyway, it wasn't like we hadn't just tried to "fish" for a woman on Instagram so he could vent, but it was good his brain finally clicked.

"Ah, hold on a second, big guy. It's not like you've got a bigger dick than me."

Christian cut him off out of nowhere, flashing a sharp half-smile.

"Not only is it huge, but I could split her in half with it. And the bitch didn't appreciate it? Fine, I'll just have to wreck another slut's ass."

"Wait, wait, wait... repeat that. Huge dick? No, buddy, get off your high horse. I'm the one with the big cock here."

Christian countered, losing the joking tone. He was genuinely riled up.

The clash of egos collided right in the middle of the living room. They were the antithesis of each other, but the toxic masculinity and territorial instinct were exactly the same in both. And me, shrunk in the middle, became a front-row spectator. What the fuck was I going to say? That I was hung? It was an unsustainable lie. Not only did I have a girly face and body, but my cock was ridiculously small, almost pathetic compared to average. Though, to be fair, that little detail never stopped me from fucking and pleasuring the sluttiest girls in the city.

"Look, skinny,"

Marco barked, pointing at Christian,

"don't make me pull my cock out right here, because the only reason I take it out is to tear sluts' asses apart."

"Then show it, retard. What, you think I'm embarrassed to see another guy's dick?"

Christian replied, leaning forward on the sofa, defiant.

"Hold on..."

Marco dragged out the syllables, processing a stupid idea fueled by gallons of whiskey.

"There's three guys here. Let's make a bet. The one with the smallest cock out of the three of us has to do exactly what the two winners say. The two 'big cocks'."

The room erupted in deep laughter. But I didn't laugh. I felt my stomach drop to the floor. Clearly, mine was the smallest in this fucking apartment, and I felt a paralyzing shame at the thought of them confirming it with their own eyes. The bet itself didn't matter so much to me; what could two drunk guys ask of me at three in the morning? My real fear was that on Monday, at the paper plant, they would drive me crazy with cruel jokes.

Although, on the other hand... maybe it would all stay here, as a dark, drunken secret. Because, how do you explain to the rest of the factory that three straight guys pulled their dicks out in the middle of the living room to measure them?

"Guys, honestly, thanks for the opportunity,"

I joked, throwing my hands up to try and break the ice,

"but I'm out. I'm not showing my dick to anyone."

"Nah, you're a faggot. We're having fun here, and you're gonna chicken out now?"

Christian spat. Even though he tried to make it sound like a joke, the harsh tone made it clear he was seriously annoyed.

"Leave him be. If he doesn't have the balls for anything, just look at how he's sitting."

Marco pointed out, mocking my posture with my knees pressed together.

I couldn't believe it. Were they seriously fucking with me? I was falling right into their ego trap. As much as I mentally complained about toxic masculinity, there I was, feeling hurt for not being "one of the boys". But it was useless, I had nothing to compete with. Still, pride pulled at me. I should be proud of what I was; like I thought before, even with my size I had pleasured more women than they'd like to admit. The alcohol boiled my blood and clouded my judgment. I had nothing left to lose.

"Fine, whatever. I'll show it. And?"

I challenged them, sitting up straight on the sofa.

"What are you guys going to do? Are you just going to talk shit and sit there like pussies too?"

The atmosphere was cut with a knife. It didn't sound like a joke anymore. The bruised egos and the whiskey had made me react defensively, almost aggressively.

"Alright, watch closely, little slut."

Marco growled.

He brought his hands to his belt, unbuckled it in one pull, and yanked his sweatpants down along with his boxers. What was left on display was a beastly piece of meat. Easily eight inches soft; thick, heavy, and it even seemed to throb with a life of its own. My jaw dropped. Not even in porn had I seen a monster like that in real life. Suddenly, I understood why his ex had left him: maybe she ran away so she wouldn't die impaled.

"Ah, well... You really overdid it, Marco, huh. Look at that massive shaft."

Christian laughed, joining the game.

Without hesitation, he did the same. His dick wasn't as long as Marco's, but it made up for it with an obscene girth. About six inches, thick and veiny. A tool that, without a doubt, would hurt going in. In the end, I was surrounded by huge cocks, and I was just a feminine kid with a pitiful bulge.

"Well, um..."

I stammered, trying to play dumb, looking anywhere as if I wasn't surrounded by my two factory coworkers with their pants around their knees and their junk hanging inches from my face.

"Your turn. Let's go."

Marco insisted. His voice had completely changed; he was no longer the broken guy crying over his ex, but a dominant alpha claiming his territory.

Swallowing hard, I slowly unbuckled my belt. My hands were shaking. I pulled down my denim jeans and was exposed. My tiny member, barely four inches, peeked out timidly. It was so small and soft that my balls looked like two harmless grapes. I didn't even have dark pubic hair; I was perfectly shaved. It was, quite literally, as if a woman's body had a hypertrophied clitoris.

Marco and Christian exchanged a knowing look. It was an electric silence, as if they were communicating telepathically. They didn't even laugh or make jokes about the size. They just looked at each other deeply and then lowered their eyes to my crotch.

"Looks cute..."

Christian whispered, breaking the silence.

"Can I?"

"Can you what...?"

I asked, my voice trembling with nerves.

Without waiting for an answer, Christian reached out his large, calloused hand and grabbed my dick. I flinched back instinctively, hitting the backrest of the sofa.

"What... what are you doing?!"

"Just wanted to see how it felt... and it looks like you liked it, huh."

My body had betrayed me in the worst way. I had gotten hard just feeling the rough scrape of his fingers! Panicking, I grabbed the hem of my t-shirt and tried to pull it down to cover myself.

"You lost. You're going to have to do whatever we tell you."

Christian decreed, with a lopsided smirk.

"Today you're going to be our slut."

Marco laughed, but the dark, deep tone of his voice shook me to the bone. What did he mean, slut?

I nodded slowly, surrendering. I deserved it for being an idiot, for falling for the provocation. But deep in my chest, a forbidden heat told me that maybe this wasn't so bad.

"Alright, you're going to have to let me touch that little 'clitoris' you have there."

Christian ordered with absolute seriousness.

I moved closer slowly, dragging myself across the cushions. A bet was a bet, and unfortunately, I am a man of my word. My cock was still rigidly erect, pointing straight up; it was useless to try to hide it. Christian brought his rough hand back to my soft skin and began to inspect me shamelessly, slowly squeezing my testicles.

"Ahhh..."

A soft, involuntary moan escaped me. It was the first time a man had touched me like this, and the short-circuit in my brain was total. They seemed to ignore my shock.

Christian's thumb started tracing the rim of my glans, sliding down the shaft. Then, he wrapped his whole hand firmly around my small length, and started stroking up and down. He was jerking me off! My coworker was giving me a handjob on the couch! My survival instinct screamed at me to pull back, to run away, but lust completely betrayed me. Not only did I not pull away, but I leaned forward and dropped both my arms onto his broad shoulders to get more comfortable, giving myself over to the touch.

"Look at this slut, look how she takes it."

Christian muttered.

While I moaned softly, losing my mind, he stopped the movement abruptly when he noticed a drop of crystal-clear pre-cum welling up at the tip.

"You should be ashamed, little slut. Getting so turned on."

I turned my head. Marco was right there, completely still and expectant. He was watching the scene like an orchestra conductor coordinating his masterpiece. He didn't say a single word. He just watched his friend humiliate me and give me pleasure at the same time, while his colossal beast, still soft, rested on his thighs, waiting for its turn.

Marco's silence broke with a deep vibration that seemed to make the whiskey glasses rattle on the coffee table. He stopped being the passive spectator to assume total control of the scene, with that heavy authority of someone who has nothing left to lose.

"That's enough warm-up, Christian."

Marco let out, without taking his eyes off me.

"He lost the bet. And I know exactly what I want our little slut to do."

I froze, my heart hammering against my ribs. Christian slowly let go of my cock, setting me free, but staying dangerously close. Marco leaned forward, pinning me with a predatory glare that turned my blood to ice.

"You're going to go to the bathroom, Matty. And you're going to put on her clothes. All of them."

The air became unbreathable. I knew exactly what he meant.

"The black satin top, the little denim shorts she wore to tease me, the lace thong I threw in your face... and the fishnets she left in the nightstand drawer. I want to see you turned into her. I want you to be my harpy for tonight."

I nodded slowly, my mouth dry. A bet was a bet, and unfortunately, I'm a man of my word, trapped by my own honor and a blind morbid curiosity that kept me from running. I got up off the couch with trembling legs, feeling their stares burning into the back of my neck like hot daggers. I gathered the clothes Marco pointed out with clumsy hands and ran to take refuge in the bathroom, locking the door.

The mirror reflected a disaster: messy hair, cheeks flushed with shame and alcohol, and the bulge of my small, still-erect dick betraying me under the white t-shirt. I stripped off my men's clothes furiously, throwing them on the floor as if they burned.

I started with the fishnets. Sliding the rough, elastic texture up my shaved legs short-circuited my brain. It felt incredibly erotic, forbidden. Then, the black lace thong. It clung to my tiny frame as if it had been designed for me, stroking my erect member with a lewd softness. The satin top slid over my hairless torso, gently squeezing my chest. Finally, the black denim shorts, so short they barely covered the thong.

I looked in the mirror one last time. I was no longer Matty, the paper mill operator. I was an apparition. A broken doll tinted by the pink and blue neon lights filtering through the bathroom window. I quickly lined my eyes with a pencil I found in the medicine cabinet, giving myself a femme fatale look. I was terrified, yes, but never in my life had I felt so fucking sexy and powerful in my own vulnerability.

I turned the lock. The metallic click echoed through the apartment.

I walked toward the living room, the friction of the satin against my skin making me tremble with every step. When I rounded the corner and entered the room, time stopped.

Marco and Christian weren't waiting for me to talk about literature or soccer.

They were both sitting on the sofa, pants down and their massive manhoods out in the open, fully erect and veiny beneath the yellow ceiling light. They didn't say a word when they saw me appear dressed as a woman. They just sat petrified, scanning every inch of my new body with an animal hunger that devoured me completely.

And then, without taking their eyes off me, they both started jerking off in unison. Marco with slow, heavy strokes, wrapping his colossal beast with his whole hand, jaw clenched in rage and desire. Christian with a more frantic rhythm, pumping his thick shaft with a cynical, predatory smirk.

The wet, rhythmic sound of their hands stroking their own meat filled the room, mixing with the smell of whiskey, sweat, and cheap lust. I was trapped. On my knees on the rug, in front of my two massive friends who were furiously jacking off while staring at me, turned into the slut they had created. The pact was sealed. There was no going back.

The living room was an asphyxiating oven. The air was so saturated with cigarette smoke and whiskey fumes that you could almost chew it. I was there, standing in the middle of the rug, trembling under the weight of the satin and black lace lingerie that fit me like a glove. There was no turning back now. Matty, the paper mill operator, had completely disappeared. Now I was Matilda, their toy, their creation.

Marco and Christian were still sitting on the couch, pants down, cocks out, jerking off rhythmically under the yellowish ceiling light. The wet, obscene sound of their hands stroking their own flesh filled the silence, mixing with the smell of sweat and cheap lust. They were caught up in the twisted thrill of seeing me dressed like that.

Suddenly, Marco stopped for a second. Panting, with the colossal beast throbbing furiously between his calloused fingers, he locked me in a bloodshot, predatory glare.

"Alright, little slut... since you dressed up like that, show me what you're good for."

Marco growled, his voice thick with booze.

"Model for me. I want to see you shake that girly little ass. Strike some sexy poses for me if you want me to keep going."

The command hit me like a whip. The blind kink took over completely. I nodded slowly, surrendering, and started to move. I raised my arms, running my hands through my blonde hair over my shoulders, arching my back so the satin top tightened over my hairless chest and exposed my neck. I spun slowly, letting the lace of the black thong dig between my cheeks, presenting my ass to them. The rub of the lace against my rigidly erect dick was a delicious torture that made me tremble.

Christian was losing his mind. His rhythmic strokes turned frantic watching me pose. His eyes were dilated, fixated on my crotch bulging under the black denim shorts. Suddenly, he let out a grunt and reached out with his rough hand, grabbing me firmly by the wrist to stop me.

"Nah, Marco. I can't take it anymore. This little outfit is killing me."

Christian panted, looking me up and down with animal hunger.

"Hey, Matilda... you lost a bet, remember? And a man of his word follows through."

He yanked me down with a brute force that left me no time to react.

"Get on your knees, bitch."

Christian ordered, with a tone that allowed no argument.

"And give me head. Right now. Make that little mouth useful for something tonight."

I didn't hesitate for a second. Maybe I deserved it for being an idiot, or maybe it was what my body had been screaming for since the night began. I dropped heavily onto my shaved knees on the rug, right in front of Christian. Christian spread his legs and shoved my head roughly toward his crotch. His thick, veiny, hot cock was inches from my face, reeking of that raw musk that made me instantly dizzy.

I slowly opened my mouth and took the veiny crown of his length between my lips. The raw, salty, thick taste flooded my palate, sending a sharp wave of arousal through me. I started to suck devotedly, swallowing every inch I could, while my left hand wrapped around the base to keep the rhythm, milking the clear pre-cum that was already weeping from the tip. Christian threw his head back on the couch, letting out a deep, hard "Ahhh...". The wet, obscene sound of my mouth servicing him filled the room. I was submissive, reduced to his pleasure tool.

Marco watched everything from his spot, but his stroking had turned aggressive. Seeing his friend being serviced by the "little slut" dressed in his ex's lingerie was the final trigger. His colossal beast throbbed with fury, unable to hold back a second longer.

"Fuck...!"

Marco roared, losing any trace of control and sanity.

He stood up from the couch with heavy movements, closing the distance until he was standing right in front of my face, inches from where Christian was forcing me to swallow his length. Marco grabbed me violently by my long blonde hair, yanking my head back brutally, forcing me to break contact with Christian for a split second to make me look at him.

"It's my turn to collect on the bet too, princess."

He growled, his voice hoarse and broken with pure desire.

"Christian, hold her from behind. She's not getting out of this today. Today we're going to wreck her between the two of us."

This whole thing was total madness. Three guys from the paper plant getting together for drinks, and suddenly, the "weakest" one ended up turned into the toy of the other two. I was completely surrendered. Even though my mind tried to pump the brakes at first, the heat of the whiskey burning in my veins and the suffocating atmosphere of the living room made me cross a line of no return.

I tried to buy some time, to regain a tiny shred of control amidst the chaos.

"Wait, Marco,"

I stammered, looking up at him from below, feeling minuscule.

"What if we go one at a time? Christian can't take all the attention..."

My mind screamed at me to stop, to feel disgusted with myself, but that warning voice was drowned out under the crushing weight of his dark, dominant stare.

"The little slut is right."

Marco stated, with a raspy voice that left no room for argument.

"Show me what you know how to do."

Kneeling in front of Marco's massive figure, I gave myself over completely to the dynamic. Time seemed to stand still as the air filled with deep grunts and the sound of my own choked breathing. The domination was absolute. He forced me to push my limits to the extreme, to swallow my pride until tears of pure tension mixed with the black eyeliner, running down my cheeks and ruining my makeup. I was just some guy, being broken by his friends, and the raw truth was that I was fascinated by it. I wanted to feel this used.

The tension in the room was about to shatter. Christian, who was watching the scene from the couch, reached the end of his patience.

"I'm tired of this, Marco. Now it's my turn to play for real."

Christian declared. I knew immediately that the real punishment was just beginning.

Marco took a step back, nodding, and headed toward the bedroom. I knew exactly what he was going to get for the next phase. Meanwhile, I stayed on the floor, looking at Christian, aware that this was the last time I would ever see him simply as a shift buddy.

When Marco came back, the tension in the room could be cut with a knife. I didn't even have time to process it. Christian grabbed me with a brute, animal force, and threw me against the sofa cushions. I landed on my knees on the edge, completely exposed and vulnerable to whatever they wanted to do to me.

"Relax, princess. You're going to like it."

Christian whispered, but his tone was pure venom and lust.

I didn't care about anything else anymore. My brain had definitively clicked. I wanted it, and I wanted it now.

I felt my lace garments being shoved aside roughly. The shock of the cold apartment air against my burning skin made me flinch. Then, the freezing touch of whatever Marco had brought from the bedroom slid against my intimate core. Foreplay was over.

Christian started setting the pace, pushing me to the brink with a torturous slowness that drove me crazy. Every small advance with his fingers tore a muffled moan from my throat. I couldn't wait to have his cock inside. But I wanted more, I wanted more fingers inside me.

"More..."

I begged, my voice cracking and my knuckles turning white gripping the couch.

"Look at the princess begging. She's a born slut."

The verbal humiliation mixed with the physical anticipation in an intoxicating way. Every time he marked his territory, I pushed back, seeking more contact, fighting blindly to surrender myself harder and harder to the domination of my two friends. I was destroyed, and it was perfect.

Then it happened. Christian's huge, thick cock demanded space in my tight little slut hole. It was no longer his fingers dragging muffled moans out of me. It was a tip that felt like a thrust straight to the heart. So slowly, my ass began to 'suck' that cock inside me. And as I gripped the sofa tightly, my eyes rolled to the back of my head. I was discovering something about myself I never thought would happen. It was ecstasy, and I was certainly at the absolute peak of pleasure.

The world shrank to friction, heat, and an asphyxiating rhythm. There was no longer room to think, not even to try breathing normally. Christian anchored me against the couch cushions with an iron grip on my hips, setting a relentless, heavy, deep tempo that shook me from head to toe. Every thrust pushed me forward, snatching the air from my lungs and forcing me to surrender entirely to his brute force.

But there was nowhere to run. In front of me, Marco's immense figure blocked any escape. His massive hands, rough from factory work, held my face with a firmness that allowed no resistance. He guided me toward him, demanding that I take him with the same absolute devotion with which Christian claimed me from behind.

I became the exact epicenter of the madness. Trapped between Christian's ragged breathing hitting the back of my neck and the smell of dark tobacco and whiskey sweating from Marco's skin. The pressure was absolute. The contrast between the cold lace still clinging to my skin and the suffocating heat of being completely broken by the two of them made me lose any sense of my own identity.

There was nothing left of Matty. It was just an echo of broken moans drowning against Marco, while the synchronized, devastating rhythm of my two coworkers pushed me into a state of absolute trance. The initial humiliation and fear had evaporated under the adrenaline, leaving in its place a pure, electric, and dangerously addictive kink.

I was theirs. Totally and completely theirs. A surrendered doll in the middle of a smoke-filled living room, being consumed and molded to the whim of the bet winners, while the city night lights filtering through the window drew long shadows over our tangled bodies.

The silence that followed was heavier than the roar of the die-cutting machines at the paper mill.

I was lying on the rug, my breathing shallow and my body trembling from the aftershocks of pleasure and humiliation. The black lace thong was ruined, the fishnets torn at the thighs, and my makeup was a mess of smeared eyeliner that made me look pathetic and fucking beautiful at the same time.

"Get up, Matty. The game is over."

Christian said, pulling up his denim jeans and buckling his belt with that same cynical attitude as always, as if he had just drank a glass of water instead of completely destroying me.

But I couldn't move. My knees simply wouldn't respond.

Marco, for his part, sat on the edge of the sofa and lit a cigarette. The yellow ceiling light illuminated the thick smoke escaping his mouth, giving the scene a dense, cinematic feel. He stared at me, no longer with the wild, predatory fire from earlier, but with a possessive coldness that shook me to the bone.

"Take a good look at yourself."

Marco let out, pointing at me with the glowing tip of his cigarette.

"You started the night complaining about your luck, believing you were one of us. Just another operator. And look how you ended up. On your knees, begging for your friends' cocks wrapped in my ex's clothes."

I swallowed hard, feeling the raw, salty taste that still numbed my throat and reminded me exactly of my place.

"There's no going back for you now, princess."

Christian added, grabbing his half-empty bottle of whiskey to take one last gulp.

"On Monday at the factory, you're going to put on your boots, your thick shirt, and your macho uniform, but the three of us know what you've got hidden underneath. What you really are."

Marco took one last drag from his cigarette, slowly putting it out against the crystal ashtray, and locked his dark eyes on mine, sealing my fate.

"Exactly. You became our eternal slut. And the worst part of it all, Matty... is that you love it."


THE SISSY ACTRESS


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.


THANK YOU FOR READING!

You have reached the end of Straight to Sissy Confessions: The Complete Series.

I truly hope you enjoyed all seven stories of forced feminization, irresistible cravings, and the intoxicating thrill of men surrendering their male pride to embrace their true, submissive selves.

From blackmarket pills and ruthless billionaires to strict alpha domination and the bright lights of a studio, watching these seven men drop to their knees and discover their destiny has been an absolute pleasure to write.

Craving More Transformations?

The Confessions series might be over, but your journey is just beginning. If you are addicted to sissy awakenings, crossdressing, and high heat feminization, I have an entire catalog waiting for you.

Visit my Amazon Author Page to discover brand-new series, mind-melting bimbo training, and intense alpha domination: amazon.com/author/tmvixen

One Quick Favor...

As an independent author, reviews are the absolute lifeblood of my work. If you enjoyed this ultimate collection, would you consider taking just 30 seconds to leave a quick review or rating on Amazon?

Even a simple star rating or a short sentence makes a massive difference. It tells the Amazon algorithm to push this bundle to new readers, and it lets me know exactly what kind of sissy adventures you want me to write next!

Stay beautiful, and see you in the next scene,

— VIXEN
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