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The Sissy Pill
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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.
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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?
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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.


4

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.


Epilogue

—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 Trap


Chapter 1

"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."



















Chapter 2

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.


Chapter 3

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.
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