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Hateful Pleasure

I ran a comb through my hair in front of the mirror, dwelling on how good I looked and how absolutely insane it was that I still hadn't snagged a girlfriend. I’m nineteen, tall, and skinny, with a face so delicate that, honestly, with perfect makeup and maybe a damn wig, I could vanish completely into a woman’s role.

My phone rang. It was Matthew—my best friend, the one I seriously adore. We have one of those friendships that time just forges into something unbreakable; I basically think of him as my soul brother. He was, naturally, the total opposite of me. Huge, towering, bearded, and covered in hair—on his arms, on his chest, in places I genuinely don’t want to visualize...

“Tobi, you ready for me to roll up and grab you?” Matthew asked. I could hear his engine idling in the background; he was already close.

“Oh, for sure! For you, I’m always game,” I let out a tiny, playful chuckle and bit my lip, telling myself this party was my golden shot at finally meeting a girl.

“Hey, you don’t mind if Roy tags along, do you?”

“No...” I sighed, barely masking the sheer venom in my voice.

The problem with Roy is... well, he was my friend, part of the crew. But then he came out. He’s gay, and I just can't stomach it. I was raised in a conservative family, and the constant message was to steer clear of that kind of person.

Every time I see Roy, my stomach clenches. His whole demeanor, the way he lives. I hate it. I hate those damn homosexuals, the way they literally screw each other's asses, running their tongues all over those thick, veiny cocks, playing their sick games... I simply can’t stand it. May God save me. Matthew knew about my total aversion to Roy, which just made me want to explode. Seriously, you’ve got to be joking, Matthew.

I yanked open the door to the Uber, a Renault Sandero. Matthew and Roy were already squeezed into the back. Matthew gestured wildly, inviting me to join them, insisting we’d fit three across, but I flat-out ignored him and hopped into the passenger seat.

The trip to Piper’s house was only about fifteen minutes, yet it felt like an absolute eternity listening to Roy and his ridiculously effeminate way of talking. “This faggot is never going to shut his trap,” I thought, eyes burning with hatred as I glared at his reflection in the rearview mirror.

We pulled up to Piper’s place at 8:15 PM. The sight was a madhouse—too many people, even for me. Maybe fifty of them, all drunk, high, or both, trashing a three-room house and the yard. I loved it.

I strutted inside, doing my best to look hot while dancing, deliberately ignoring the guys I came with. I snatched a beer bottle and started downing it almost in one go. The party was epic. People were dancing, drinking like fish, singing off-key, and just destroying stuff.

As time ticked by and bottles of booze slid down my throat, I started feeling that familiar heat. That specific burn the alcohol brings, the one that makes my 16-centimeter dick get absolutely rock-hard and press painfully against my jeans. Fiddling with my cock right there through my trousers, I had the most brilliant idea ever. Piper, you are going to be mine.

I spotted Piper dancing and took a moment to truly scope her out. Piper was my high school classmate, but back then she was just average—no tits, no ass, maybe a pretty but forgettable face.

Today, though? She had everything a man could dream of. Gorgeous hair with two strands framing her cheekbones, a tight dress with a seriously naughty glimpse of cleavage over two small but distinct breasts, and hips that... I couldn't handle it. My cock was still throbbing. I didn't have enough hands to grab that ass, or a big enough cock to truly wreck it, but my hopes were high.

“What’s up, beautiful,” I said, beer bottle in hand, closing in.

“I was beginning to wonder why you took so long...” Piper replied with a flirtatious edge that could knock any man dead. “Why aren’t you with Matthew?”

“He’s with Roy. No interest in that scene. What if people thought I was a faggot?”

“Tobi, you’ve been so mean lately. Roy has never actually hurt you.”

She thought she could make me feel bad, but I have zero empathy for faggots.

“Don’t talk to me about that queer. Why don’t you and I go do something else instead?”

Piper let out a laugh—it was almost demonic. Any other guy would have been freaked out, but I was ready for anything if it meant eating that ass. She checked her pockets and pulled out two pink pills.

“You and me? Only if you take this,” Piper said, making me open my mouth and slipping the pill inside.

I’m used to this crap; I love ecstasy.

When she saw I swallowed it, she grabbed my hand and led me through the house, up the stairs to the second floor. She threw open her bedroom door and shoved me right in. I hit the floor hard. As I looked up, dazed, I saw Piper by the door, smiling that cynical smile again. Then she shut the door and stayed outside while I was still lying there.

“Hello, tough guy,” I heard a voice from the darkness of the room. It was Roy.

I scrambled up from the floor, absolutely terrified. Piper had set me up. She locked me in a barely lit room with him... with Roy.

“What are you doing here? What the hell do you want?” I tried to sound tough, but Roy is huge—much bigger and more muscular than me. I've never been able to truly insult him face-to-face; I always knew he’d beat me senseless.

“You treated me like shit, you pushed me away. You said truly horrible things about me, things that hurt. Now, I want you to tell me what I am, right to my face,” Roy said. His gaze was so icy I felt my ass cheeks clench with pure fear.

“Fa... Faggot,” I choked out, swallowing hard. I knew exactly what was coming.

Roy broke into a truly maniacal laugh. “Yes, I’m a faggot... or are we?”

When Roy said that, a suffocating heat started washing over me. It was a horrible, overwhelming heat that made me desperately want to rip off my shirt—hell, even my pants. My skin was screaming for air, but at the same time, I felt this intense pressure in my crotch. It was my dick, standing up insanely hard. What the fuck is happening to me?

“Oh, Tobi. The best thing you can do is just let go.”

Roy threw himself at me, grabbing me with all his strength and crushing me against his chest. I felt like a woman, looking up while her man holds her tight. “Let go of me, queer.”

I was helpless. Roy kissed me, pressing so hard I felt his tongue ram all the way down my throat. Impossible! A man is kissing me! This can't be happening, it's disgusting! I was utterly sickened and totally paralyzed; I was being kissed in the dark.

Roy started squeezing my ass and spanking my buttocks. He even managed to drag my boxers down.

“Stop! I’m not a woman! I’m not a faggot!”

He was spanking me exactly like the girls in the porn I watch. No way, this is unbelievably humiliating.

He finally released me and shoved me away; a trail of spit broke between us. Still revolted, I couldn't feel my legs, and my erection only worsened the situation. I couldn't stop myself from groping my cock through my pants. Roy walked toward me, smiling, dropped his trousers, and let his magnificent, veiny, and fleshy 18-centimeter cock hang there.

“Put it in your mouth,” he commanded, grabbing it and trying to smack my face with his dick.

“Get the hell away from me, faggot! Look what you’re trying to make me do! I don’t like m—” I couldn’t even finish the sentence before the cock slammed into my mouth. I tried to push him with my arms, but all my strength was gone. That damn pill, I realized.

Roy placed both massive hands on my head and began to aggressively push me down onto his crotch. I still had the tip of his dick in my mouth, and my hands were useless. I struggled to pull my head back to get it out.

“Just let yourself go, it’s better this way,” he said, gently slapping my cheek to calm me down.

This can’t be happening, it absolutely cannot be happening. I have a dick in my mouth, a disgusting cock in my mouth, I thought, feeling sick and completely turned on simultaneously.

I finally managed to wrench the tip of his dick out of my mouth when I saw a wicked flash from above. A phone camera flash.

“You either do what I tell you, or this shot goes out to the whole party.”

My stomach churned; I felt like vomiting. Everyone would see Roy putting his filthy glans in my mouth! That simply couldn't happen. My reputation would be dead. I sighed, defeated. I have to let go, I decided.

I looked up, locking eyes with Roy. “Don’t tell anyone,” I whispered, deadly serious.

I drew a deep breath and ground my teeth. Then, after a long, shaky sigh, I opened my mouth and let that beautiful cock sink deep onto my palate. This can’t be happening, it can’t be happening. I’m a man being used like some girl, I’m being used. Just like in the porn, the thought played over and over in my head.

I sucked gently, trying hard not to hurt him, but it was incredibly difficult—nothing like how easy they make it look in the movies.

Roy groaned, and I felt a wicked little tickle in my own dick, which I was still fumbling with over my boxers. I really need to take these off, I mused.

I made up my mind: if I was already here, I needed to perform the best I possibly could. I started sliding my mouth up and down that cock, running my tongue along the sides, and finally hitting the glans. It began leaking a bitter, yet surprisingly sweet, fluid.

“Suck my balls.”

I dropped down to suck those hairy balls, looking up at his sweet eyes. From this angle, Roy looked like the most handsome man in the entire world.

While I licked his balls, my hands were busy masturbating his shaft. It was so huge and hard that one hand wasn't enough. I got the idea to take both of his balls into my mouth, and I started to tear up.

“You’re a goddamn expert,” Roy breathed out, moaning.

I felt good; something about Roy complimenting me was intensely satisfying.

I took that cock back into my mouth until Roy had enough. He clamped his two enormous hands onto my head and started fucking my mouth relentlessly.

No way, I’m one of those porn sluts now. I couldn't stop the thought as I was constantly deep-throated, my hot drool messing up Roy's cock, and my eyes streaming with tears from the sheer brutality.

Roy's cock started to pulse. I felt it vibrate deep in my throat. I’m a man; I know what that means. Far from wanting to escape, I accepted my destiny and waited for that delicious cum inside me.

Roy squeezed my head so hard I nearly gagged. I felt that heat in my esophagus and the stickiness on my teeth. I'm a whore, I thought.

“What a beautiful whore,” Roy said. “But the night is only just beginning, my treasure.”

He grabbed me and tossed me onto the bed, legs splayed open. I know exactly what that means. I’m not ready, but deep down, I think I deserve it.


Owned by The Boss

"Could you at least put on a shirt that isn't wrinkled?" Olivia, my girlfriend, pointed out as I got my clothes ready.

I didn't dare answer; I just forced a small smile. I won't deny that Olivia scares me, but I'm just too mentally exhausted to argue. She always wins.

I looked in the mirror, fixing my hair and glasses. I adjusted the shirt and straightened the tie. Just another day. Like every day—except for the weekends when I just stay home watching life pass me by—I was getting ready for the office. I'm just an administrative clerk at a pharmaceutical company, Atlas Pharmacies. I fill out spreadsheets, sign packing slips, and maybe close out a cash register that's off. It's not my dream job, but the pay is decent enough to rent a one-bedroom apartment south of the city.

This whole morning routine unfolded under Olivia's silent gaze and the sound of her sipping her coffee. And as she watched her partner leave for work, only one thought crossed my mind: she doesn't love me.

The last time she kissed me with any passion was months ago, and that was just to celebrate her raise. And sex? Don't even ask. I think it's been three weeks. I don't blame her, but sometimes I long for that desire. I long for a partner who is dying to touch me; someone who gets aroused just by looking me in the eyes, provoking impure thoughts. But no. The few times we've fucked in this long-ass relationship, it's been because we were both bored. Bored like this dead-end relationship. Bored like this monotonous life.

I left the house, but not before asking Olivia for a kiss, acting like a normal couple, trying to jump-start my morning. She sighed and gave me a kiss that didn't even make a sound. How is that even possible? I'm a failure, I thought.

I got into my Renault Sandero Stepway, adjusted the rearview mirror, turned on the engine, and headed to the office. As I drove, both hands on the wheel, I glanced at myself in the mirror. Just a simple 25-year-old guy, skinny and short. Glasses and long, curly hair, almost like a woman's. People had often told me that with the right makeup, I could pass for one, but I never paid them any mind.

I parked in my spot, marked "Julián" in red. I sighed closing the car door, remembering something I read online: "A sigh is one less year of life." I must be out of years by now.

I aimed for the open elevator, selected the seventh floor, and just as the doors were closing, a hand shot between them. It was a delicate hand, wearing a cerulean blue Rolex that screamed money. It was Gustave, my boss.

Envy consumed me, as it always did. We're the same age, but I don't envy his position; I envy his freedom, his charisma, his confidence. I'd be so happy if I could just be like him.

"Aw, Juli, trying to leave me behind?" Gustave said with a playful tone and a mischievous smile. "I'd never do that to my boss," I smiled back, letting him in.

Despite my envy, Gustave is my colleague, my boss, and maybe my only friend. He's the one I talk to about my horrible, monotonous life.

"So? Any sex today?" Gustave asked, leaning against the elevator wall like he was flirting with a woman. "No..." I sighed. Nobody knew more about my sexual problems than he did. "You're going to have to man up eventually and talk to her. You can't let her walk all over you and not fuck you on top of it," he said, his tone turning serious, paternal. "You know how it is. If anyone can put up with me, it's Olivia. I don't want to go through a breakup and be alone forever."

Gustave stepped closer, breaking my personal space. He looked me dead in the eyes. "As long as I'm here, you won't be alone." I couldn't describe what that did to me. "I always knew you were a good friend," I replied, my heart pounding. My answer didn't satisfy him. I noticed his forced smile. What bothered him?

"Changing the subject, like my new shirt?" he asked, modeling it right there. Gustave was taller than me, bigger, and—no lying—genuinely handsome. Straight hair down to his nape, like a fantasy knight. Charismatic. And that citrus smell... that Invictus cologne I love, but that only smells right on him. "It's... really nice," I replied. That tight black shirt looked incredible on him.

We reached the seventh floor. I tried to say goodbye and slip away to my cubicle, but he grabbed my arm—like I was his girlfriend, which is insane, I'm a man!—and pulled me toward his office.

He sat on his desk and pointed to his swivel chair. I sat, curling up small like a roly-poly bug, and asked what he needed, expecting paperwork or a scolding. He crossed his arms, that playful look on his face. Oh, no, I thought. I know that look. "Tell me what's wrong with Olivia," he said. I knew it.

"This ritual again? Where do I even start, Gustave?" I said. "She doesn't show me any love. No hugs, no kisses, she doesn't tell me she loves me. She looks at me with disgust, like she regrets having me. I'm tired of feeling this way, of having no one value me, of..." Gustave stopped me, cupping my face, shushing me. "Shh, it's okay, alright?" he said, massaging my hair like he owned it.

It was weird, but it felt good. I don't like men, and I wished it was Scarlett—my co-worker—doing this, but it didn't feel bad coming from Gustave. It was the affection I needed. A heat flooded me, a fire in my stomach.

Gustave got off the desk, grabbed a chair, and sat next to me. He took my face between his hands, pulling me close. "You're a very sweet man. I don't want anyone to hurt you," he sighed. I felt his breath on my face. What is happening to me? I thought. I don't like men. I love women, pornstars. I live for masturbating to them. I could never be with a man, feel an erect, veiny, fleshy cock inside me...

Gustave's phone rang. He told me to stay put and left to take the call.

I couldn't believe what just happened. I looked down and saw a massive bulge trying to escape my pants. My cock was rock hard. What is this? I tried to adjust it, but every touch sent a wave of extreme sensitivity through me, making me whimper. Why is it so sensitive?

I tried to fix it again, but the sensitivity made me almost cry out, which only turned me on more. I stood up, checked the blinds—no one. A crazy idea hit me. I was so hot.

I sat back down, unzipped my fly, and pulled out my cock. Average. 15cm (6 inches). Pale, pink head, veins throbbing. Pre-cum was already staining my pants. I started to stroke it gently, closing my eyes. I thought about all the porn I'd ever seen, the beautiful girls bouncing on a cock, sucking it, sucking on balls. I thought about... cocks.

Cocks?

When that thought hit my mind, I started stroking harder. Yes, cocks. I need one. One in my mouth and one in my ass. I need my ass to be broken. I need to be made into a whore, a slut, just like the girls in porn. I need them to use me and cum in me. I'll be a slut, a slut just like them. Please, fuck my ass.

I realized I'd said all of it out loud. I smiled and kept going, eyes shut. As my cock was about to explode, the thought of jumping on Gustave's cock flashed in my mind, and the fire in my stomach burned hotter. Yes, Gustave, use my ass.

And I came. An explosion. Cum everywhere. Impossible to clean. The orgasm was too powerful. And as I came, I moaned his name. "Gustave..." I panted.

"What...?" he answered immediately, his voice playful. It was Gustave! He was here? He was watching me? Did he hear everything? Impossible. I'm ruined. My life is over. Shame and humiliation flooded me. He saw me masturbating, saw me orgasm, and heard me say those aberrant things about him and me.

When I dared to look up, he had a mischievous smile. He looked like he liked what he saw. He walked over and, with his index finger, scooped up some of my semen from my chest. He brought it to his mouth. He looked at me, smiling. "How delicious," he said, and started unbuckling his pants.

"Wh-What are you doing?" His attitude scared me. "I'm your boss. Do you want to keep working here? Then you'll have to do as I say..."

He dropped his pants, then his boxers, and let an enormous 18cm (7-inch) cock fall out. It was so thick and veiny, I doubted anyone could take it without being hurt. I gagged. I don't like cocks. What is he doing? "Put it in your mouth," he said, stroking himself as he advanced. "What?" I shouted. This is insane! In my mouth? Me? I'm a man! Only women deserve cocks in their mouths! This is disgusting! "Put it in your mouth, or you're fired. I'm ordering you as your boss."

I sighed, terrified. I thought of Olivia, the money, the apartment. I moved forward and knelt, like one of those girls I love to watch. I closed my eyes. What am I about to do? Gustave grabbed his cock and, instead of aiming for my closed mouth, he started slapping me across the face with it, like a whip. He's using me. I'm disgusting.

"Open your mouth." I obeyed. I took a breath and opened. Slowly, Gustave pushed the head of his cock into my mouth. The smell of it was... exciting. I couldn't deny it. I was still disgusted, but I felt the heat of the glans and started to suck, slowly. Just the tip. "Is that how you suck a cock? Get it down your throat. In and out. Move, come on."

He was right. I was doing it wrong. As badly as Olivia did. I got frustrated.

When I thought of Olivia, I pulled the cock out of my mouth, took a deep breath, and shoved that thing down my throat with enthusiasm. I gagged, but I fought through it. I opened my eyes and saw the look of extreme pleasure on Gustave's face. It made my freshly-spent cock get hard all over again.

I made a decision. I was going to give him the best blowjob of his life. I pulled his cock out, spat on it—which surprised him, he smiled—and started fucking my own mouth with it like a pornstar. Look at me, Gustave. Do you love how I suck it? How it slides in and out? Do you love seeing it this slick with saliva, feeling my tongue on your salty pre-cum? Do you love watching a man like me turn into a shameless slut?

I tired of that. I stopped, only to bend down lower and take his two massive, full balls into my goddamn mouth. I'm a total slut, and a slut can always be degraded more. Give me those fucking balls. I started jacking myself with one hand, stroking Gustave with the other, and sucking his beautiful balls with my mouth. He was moaning, nonstop.

I stopped sucking his balls only to ask for one thing: "Make me a slut."

He understood. As I acted like an effeminate whore, he started talking dirty, getting me hotter and hotter. "Suck, little slut. Suck just how Daddy likes it. Just how your boss likes it. Come on, if you don't drain all this milk for me, I'm telling Olivia. Don't be scared. Suck, little slut, suck."

I felt his cock start to throb. I let go of his balls and just started stroking him, but he didn't like that. He grabbed my head and forcibly shoved his cock back into my mouth. Gustave was fucking my mouth, just like a whore. Fuck my mouth, Gustave. Do it. Hard. Let my saliva coat that beautiful cock, let my gags make you so hot that your cum fills me and only me.

He pushed me all the way down, burying his cock in my throat. The semen exploded. It was the first time I'd ever tasted cum, and I couldn't not love it. I had no choice. His cock was in my esophagus. Gustave cleaned himself up and pulled up his pants. Neither of us mentioned what happened for the rest of a day.

I got home that night and went straight to the bathroom. Olivia didn't care if I said hello or not. I looked in the mirror, remembering every detail. The smell, the heat, the passion with which Gustave used my mouth to get off. I got hard just thinking about it. A crazy idea hit me.

I opened the bathroom cabinet and grabbed all of Olivia's makeup. If they made me a woman today, I thought, then I'm going to be the most beautiful woman in the world. I lined my eyes with heavy black, like a modern goth. I painted my lips crimson red. I put foundation all over my face, looking like a porcelain doll. I looked beautiful. I WAS beautiful.

But I was missing the clothes. I couldn't leave the bathroom. From the dirty laundry hamper, I pulled out one of her Victoria's Secret thongs and a black crop top. I put them on. I was gorgeous. The thong made my small, feminine ass pop, and the top showed off my pale, slightly-toned stomach. Every time I looked in the mirror, my cock just insisted on pushing out of the thong. I masturbated in the shower and got ready for bed.

The next day, I woke up energized. Too energized. I was happy, truly content. I couldn't explain how Gustave had made me feel so full and complete. That morning, Olivia noticed my mood, but she didn't even have time to say anything negative—I wasn't paying her any attention.

I went to the bathroom and put on makeup, just like yesterday. Foundation, eyeliner. I left my lips natural. I'm not a woman... yet.

I left the house, ignoring Olivia, and got to work. All my colleagues noticed my good mood; a few even complimented my feminine features. I wanted to look pretty for him. I even left my beautiful hair down. Although I hadn't dared to dress like a woman, with this much makeup, I could pass for one.

Gustave arrived at the office. He greeted everyone. But he ignored me. Something ugly twisted inside me, like a broken illusion. I felt sad. I worked the whole day like that, swallowed by an overwhelming sadness. I didn't cry. My father used to tell me, "Men don't cry." He was right.

It was time to leave. The offices were dark, the employees scarce. It was just me; I’d forgotten to fill out some papers, being so distracted. When I finished, I realized I was well and truly alone. I turned off the lights, and as I was heading to the elevator, someone grabbed me by the shoulders. Gustave, what do you want? I thought, but didn't say it.

"You look very pretty today," Gustave said. "You didn't talk to me today. You didn't look for me. You said nothing." "I didn't know how you felt." "And you didn't ask?" "No..." Gustave placed his hand on my chin, lifting my gaze to his. "I like to let things take their time."

He moved closer and smelled me, like I was the most appetizing thing in the world, like an animal sniffing its prey. "That eyeliner. I love it. You look so feminine. Was this what was holding you back from being happy?" "Maybe I just wanted someone to see me for who I am... and treat me..." I barely finished the sentence before Gustave lunged at me.

He kissed me so hard, slamming his tongue against mine in a way that left me feeling completely exposed. I couldn't pull away, but I didn't want to. It was a man kissing another man. I wanted to be the perfect woman for him, and him kissing me like this made me so happy. A string of saliva connected us when he pulled back to look me in the eyes and tell me he was going to make me a woman. I didn't know what he meant, but I was ready.

He dragged me to his office, kissing me, and threw me against the desk. I landed on my stomach. He bent me over, forcing my ass up against him while I braced myself on the desk. I wasn't sure I was ready for this. He ripped my pants down with a savagery, like he was starving. He did the same to his own. His erect cock was aimed right at my tight ass. He started slapping his cock against my cheeks, just like he'd done to my face.

My whole life, I've been a victim of my indecision, my failure to act. Not today. "Are you going to fuck my ass, Gustave? Then fuck me right. Make me feel like a slut."

Gustave let out a laugh of pure happiness. He was as ready as I was. He pulled out a bottle of lube—he was prepared, he already knew he was going to fuck me—and poured it all over my ass cheeks, making them reflect the dim office light. I could see my reflection in the windows; he hadn't closed the blinds. My ass was glistening. I was as oiled up as a pornstar.

"I can't just shove it in." He started to play with my hole as if it were a clit, tracing his fingers around the outside. Slowly, he pushed one in. I held my breath and bit my lips. He pushed in two, and I let out a moan; my ass was so tight I could have cut off the circulation to his fingers. But my mother didn't raise a pussy. "Put in three," I insisted.

Gustave played a little more, then slid three fingers inside my tight hole. I bit my lip so hard I tasted blood, but I was incredibly aroused. My cock was leaking pre-cum all over his desk. Gustave lubed up his beautiful 18cm (7-inch) cock and warned me it wouldn't be easy. I didn't care. I insisted he put it in. I wanted it inside me, all of it. I'm a slut; I have to act like one.

Slowly, he pressed the head of his cock against my hole. It wouldn't go in. I was too tight for a cock that big. He pushed a little harder, and the glans suddenly slipped in, tearing a sharp scream from my throat. I won't lie: it hurt like a motherfucker. But goddamn, it felt SO GOOD to have that cock inside me, and it was only a quarter of the way in.

He added more lube. His cock was too hard and my ass too tight; he couldn't move it, in or out. It felt stuck. But with the lube, he managed to pull it out and push it back in. He was fucking my ass. Just the tip, but he was fucking me. I got tired of it. I needed more. "More. Harder. You son of a bitch."

Tired of my demands, Gustave grabbed me by the hair and slammed his pelvis against me. The cock went all the way in. Absolutely all of it. I felt my ass stretch, my insides move, my colon screaming for help. I wanted to scream, but with his free hand, he shoved three fingers into my mouth and demanded I suck them. He was fucking my ass. I was being fucked like a woman. He even let go of my hair just to spank my ass, hard. I tried to scream from the pleasure, but every time I raised my voice, my cock just leaked more. The desk was a mess.

He pulled his cock out of me and just stared at the gaping hole where my tight ass used to be. He flipped me over on the desk. I was facing him as he spread my legs and pushed his cock back inside me. Now he was fucking me while looking me in the face, harder and harder. We were both in ecstasy. It was the best sex of my life. We continued for a few minutes until we finally came together—me all over my stomach, and him deep inside me. I felt my guts fill with his hot milk as I stuck my tongue out, my eyes rolling back.

I got home that night, showered immediately, and collapsed into bed. The best day of my life. And the best part? Knowing that Olivia is a cuckold. That excites me, too. The woman who ruined my life is a goddamn cuckold. While her boyfriend dresses like a woman and gets his ass fucked at work, she's just... here. Fuck you.

The following days, I started going to work more and more feminine. I even dared to wear dresses. Gustave promoted me to be his personal "secretary." In reality, it was an excuse to fuck my ass whenever he wanted. No one complained: I was getting my ass fucked and I was getting a better salary. Life couldn't be better.

Months later, I finally left Olivia. I have my own place and my own life. When I'm not at the office—being used anally—I write in my free time. I dress like a woman, act like a woman, and fuck like a woman. Gustave isn't my only lover. In fact, my "new" house is a well-known spot where men can come to satisfy their needs. Obviously, I make money. They pay me, and I drain every last drop of their milk. If it weren't for Gustave, my life would still be hell. I wouldn't even know who I am. And now? Now I have to go attend to two older bears who want to see what it feels like to put two cocks in one little hole. I hope tomorrow it's three. I'm a slut.


Cursed to be a Sissy

I stopped the bus. I was heading to work: the office on Corrientes Avenue. As I rode, I stared out the window at the sheer number of women dressed provocatively. It was Spring, not even that hot, yet they took the opportunity to wear skirts so short you could see most of their asses. Fucking sluts, I thought. At the slightest hint of warmth, they show themselves off. Don't they have fathers? Aren't they disgusted?

They deserve everything they're about to get. I opened the window and catcalled them, just to show them that my arousal, my erection, was their fault.

The trip felt short as I watched half-naked women out the window. People think it's normal. I don't. You get what you deserve, and they're so provocatively naked, I can't help but insult them and say filthy things every time one passes.

I got off the bus, hiding my erection with my briefcase. A woman walked by. I whistled and told her I'd fuck her ass like she'd never had it fucked before. She walked faster, embarrassed. That's how it should be. They should be ashamed.

I arrived at my building. Got in the elevator. Next to me was a young woman in her twenties, with such an innocent, puritanical face. She was shy, maybe her first day. Still, did she need to come in with that much cleavage?

I decided not to hide it. My gaze fixed on her tits, to the point that the girl kept edging away. Not my fault. How can I not look, with a neckline so low it shows off that sweet little mole on your left breast?

The second the elevator doors opened, the girl bolted like she was running from a monster. Fuck you. I had one more floor to go.

I got to my office: just another block in the capitalist machine. I went to my cubicle, dropped my things, and started the paperwork. I hated this job, sitting here in my cubicle. Signing papers and closing out registers. I should be at home watching porn.

After finishing a countless number of papers, I pulled out my phone. I opened Twitter, and the first thing that popped up was a video from an amateur porn account. It was a brunette riding a cock like it was an untamable horse. I got hot, and my little dick got so erect it felt like it would rip through my pants.

I kept scrolling through Twitter, watching porn. I couldn't take it and started rubbing my package over my pants. I'll go home and masturbate like never before, I thought. Women riding cocks. Women sucking huge, veiny cocks.

Until: I found a video that truly excited me, one that managed to draw drops of pre-cum and stain my pants. It was a beautiful blonde with light eyes, sucking an enormous black cock, maybe more than 20 centimeters. She was a beautiful slut, and she was being used like one. That little mouth didn't have enough space for that dick, and yet she was handling it like a professional. A pang of envy ate at me: that woman was completely happy. Look at that slutty face. The black man grabbed her pale white face and blonde hair and rammed his cock into her mouth so hard she started to tear up, gagging horribly. Strings of saliva connected his cock to her mouth.

I kept rubbing my dick harder and harder, until... they panned the camera down. It was a man. It was a man. It was a 'sissy,' as the cross-porn consumers call them. I got hot. I felt envy. And my penis just leaked a ton of pre-cum... for a man? Did I just think about fucking a man? Doubts flooded my head. Was I envious that a man was sucking another man, or envious that the black man was fucking that man's mouth, or... All these thoughts were invading my head when my co-worker burst into my cubicle, yelling. It was Jonathan, a charismatic guy in his twenties who loves to go out and fuck women. It's what he does best. And why not? He was big, tall, short hair, and well-built. Everything a woman would get hot for, unlike me—I'm an average-height, skinny guy with curls. A woman would never look at me.

"Maurice! My man. Drinks at the bar tonight?" "Johnny! I don't know, man..." The same conversation every Friday. He'd invite me, I'd refuse, he'd insist, and I'd give in. I was too easy to convince: you just had to insist.

The office day ended, the lights dimming. Johnny was waiting in his car. We were going to a bar on Independencia Avenue. It's a bar where people our age hang out, people with similar tastes, like rock and stuff. I don't like modern crap—trap, rap, and the things kids listen to now. I'm 25 and I sound like an old man, I thought.

We got to the bar. Soda Stereo was playing. The smell of tobacco mixed with weed flooded the air. The lighting was yellow and dim, leaving the bar submerged in a suffocating darkness. Excellent for people to dance with strangers—maybe the fat girls will get a chance this way, I thought, laughing internally. We sat at the bar and ordered a good rum and coke.

We caught up, smoked some weed. He asked me to dance; I refused. We kept drinking. Until. Until I saw her. A beautiful blonde, dancing in the middle of the floor. She was as beautiful as the sissy from the video. No one else noticed her. Only me. And I thought this might be my chance. I pointed her out to Johnny, and he laughed. "You don't have a shot," he said. He was probably right. But the alcohol gave me the confidence I never have. "You'll see," I said, getting up. But the bartender grabbed my arm. With a serious face, he said, "Don't go near her." I figured she was his girlfriend or something, so I didn't ask. I sat back down.

We had another round. Next thing I knew, I was dancing in the middle of the floor with Johnny. Dancing here and there. Trying to pick up a woman. They all brushed me off. It's not like they're that hot, I thought. Fucking sluts. They dress like that so a man like me will hit on them, and then they get mad. In the middle of the dance, I saw the beautiful blonde. She was close. Just a few feet away. This is it. I'm here. I gathered my courage and approached her. "Hey there, beautiful," I said. She's mine. The gorgeous blonde looked me up and down, analyzing me, and smiled.

"Piper, a pleasure," she introduced herself, still dancing sensually. "You've had your eye on me, haven't you?" The club smoke swirled around her as if it worshipped her. She was all soft curves and flowing lines. Her honey-blonde hair cascaded over her bare shoulders, and her red dress, so short and adorable, left little to the imagination, yet she wore it with an almost playful innocence. She was an incredible woman. The kind of woman men would fight over, and women would kill to be. It was me against the world.

"I saw you from the bar. You drove me crazy." My tongue was loose. It was the rum, making my self-esteem spike, making me lose my fear. "I thought you must have a boyfriend. A woman as beautiful as you, alone here? It's crazy." Piper laughed and shook her head 'no'. I've hit the lottery. She held out her hand, inviting me to dance. My heart was pounding so hard it felt like it would break out of my chest. A beautiful, pale woman, inviting me to dance. This is the night. My night.

We danced for a few songs, and I still hadn't made a move. But one thing was certain: we were having a good time. The softness of the dance made our bodies press closer and closer, and every brush, every touch, provoked another erection. It seemed intentional. She was grinding her beautiful curves against my crotch, like a perreo—that disgusting modern dance. Was she flirting? Inviting me? I took the chance to press my dick against her every time I could. Until I couldn't stand it anymore. The moment she pressed back again, I grabbed her by the waist and slammed her against me.

A high-pitched, delicate shriek came from her. It seemed like she didn't like it. But she was the one inviting me! "Pervert!" she yelled. No one else seemed to notice. I got angry. You invite me to dance, you grind on my crotch, and on top of it you look like a common slut! I told her so. "But look at how you're dancing on me, you fucking slut," I answered. Her mouth fell open. She never expected an alpha man like me to say it to her face. I continued insulting her. "You're dressed like a video game prostitute. You can't pretend you don't want to be groped." She was dumbfounded. She nodded and... smiled. It seemed like she wasn't offended anymore, like I'd made her see reason. Suddenly, I saw a pink pill appear in her left hand, like magic. I don't know if it was the alcohol or I just didn't see it, but I swear it appeared from nowhere. She put it in her mouth, and in the next second, she was kissing me. A beautiful woman was kissing me! It had been months!

Her tongue felt... weird. Hard and gelatinous at the same time. Like a snake taking over my throat. It went all the way down, making my eyes water. I tried to pull away, but I couldn't. What was happening? I stopped enjoying the kiss. It felt like she was eating me from the inside. I felt a hard lump pass down my throat—the pink pill. Is she drugging me? The moment I swallowed, Piper pulled away, smiling. A string of saliva connected us. I had no words. I had no idea what just happened. Everything started to go blurry. The last thing I saw before I blacked out was Piper. But it wasn't her anymore. She wasn't a beautiful blonde... she was a demon? Her red dress consumed her body, her pale skin turning crimson. Her blonde hair darkened. Her smile was no longer precious; it was part of some sick ritual. Or maybe... maybe it was a dream.

I woke up. My head was exploding, a hangover for a thousand people. I don't know how much time had passed, or how I got here. I knew it was my bed from the view of the moldy, uncared-for ceiling. But something was different. The smell. My room didn't smell like rotting food, stale air, and dirty clothes. No. It smelled different. It wasn't perfume; it was a trap. It smelled sweet, but in a dangerous way. It was the scent of burnt vanilla, hot caramel, and something creamy, almost milky, that made you salivate. It was an "edible" aroma. It was the scent of pure femininity.

Where was it coming from?

An unbearable headache hit me. I grabbed my head. When the pain faded seconds later, I noticed something wrong. My hair. It was long. Really long. And soft. The kind of softness only... a woman's shampoo could give. Is this a joke?

The hair was so black I could see it falling over my bare shoulders. As I moved my head, I noticed two enormous lumps on my chest. Two lumps, peeking out from the blanket. Dumbfounded, I ripped the blankets off. They were two tits. Two ENORMOUS tits. I had tits? What the fuck was happening? I suddenly remembered a movie where the guy gets so drunk he ends up getting breast implants. Did that happen to me? Is this a dream? A sick joke?

Before checking if they were real, I looked at my hands. They weren't calloused and rough. They were soft, with beautiful, long, feminine nails. Pointy, crimson nails. That's what hurt when I scratched my head. Why do I have nails? I started laughing, manically. It had to be Johnny. This is the kind of sick joke he pulls. With my soft, delicate hands, I grabbed my new breasts. I felt the heat, the softness. I squeezed them. A jolt of pain shot through me. I hurt myself. They're REAL!

I brushed my fingers over my new, pink nipples. Before I could even pinch them, a feminine moan escaped my lips. "What?" I said out loud. My voice... it wasn't my voice. It was a high, female voice. And the moan? I moaned like a woman? That was so gay. Why did I moan? Did I enjoy touching my own nipples?

I kept investigating. Every time I brushed my nipple, I let out a longer moan, and a heat flooded my body. I realized, horrified, that I was getting aroused. I bit my lower lip—now small and delicate—and started groping my tits with more purpose. It's not gay. I'm touching a woman, I thought. I got so excited I thought about having a wank, about stroking my dick until it exploded. But when I moved my soft hands down... I found nothing. NOTHING. My dick was gone. There was a hole. I had a... Vagina?

I sat up immediately, terrified. I got out of bed, naked, and found a hand mirror. I sat back down and put it between my legs. It was a vagina. A real, actual vagina. I had a VAGINA!

Stunned, I did what any man would do. I tried to touch it. Slowly, ashamed, I lowered my hand. I spread the... lips. It was so wet. I was shocked. I really was hot. Slowly, I inserted one finger, then two. It was exciting! But... it was boring. Is this what women feel? Then I saw a small bump at the top. A tiny little ball. I brushed my finger over it. An exorbitant moan and a wave of heat filled the room. It was the clitoris! I found it! Pleasure filled gaps in my life I never knew I had. A slutty look took over my face. I started rubbing it, and I couldn't be gentle. I did it with a force that hypnotized me. Every time I thought the orgasm was over, another one began. I was completely crazed. I couldn't stop.

Hours passed. My 'new' vagina was too sensitive to continue. Resigned, I got up. I went to the bathroom. I saw myself, naked, in the mirror. I was a young, beautiful, delicate woman. Hair as black as night, cut in a delicate, famous-model fringe. I was beautiful. I couldn't stop staring. I started posing, admiring my hips, my curves. I posed from behind, looking at my plump ass, and gave it a playful slap. It wasn't so bad. I was a woman. A hot woman. Although... that meant living like one. Dressing like one, acting like one... having sex like one? Disgusting.

As I was admiring myself, I saw a shadow behind me. I spun around. It was her. Piper. Leaning against the wall, looking coy. "Getting used to your new life?" she asked with a malicious smile.

"You! You did this! What did you do to me?" I shrieked. "Easy, little one. You've been a very bad boy. You've behaved like... what do you call it? A 'macho idiot.' It's time you learned to value others... and yourself."

"What?" I lunged for her, but she vanished, like smoke. "Patience. All in good time," I heard her voice from behind me. "I'll give you the answers. And the solution. But you have to be a good girl..." A good girl? Does she mean... I have to act like one? I nodded silently.

"I am the demon of femininity and carnal pleasure. I walk this land seeking adventure and teaching lessons. You behaved like a complete idiot, treating women like trash, thinking you were superior because of that piece of meat hanging between your legs," 'Piper' said, her voice dominant and serious. I felt small. Helpless.

"You want the cure? I'll tell you where to find it. But it's up to you." Piper smiled that twisted smile again. "Just tell me! Stop messing with me!" I begged. "The cure for your 'disease' is milk." "Milk?" I smiled, relieved. Who doesn't have milk? "Man's milk," she said, holding back a laugh.

I was floored. Did I hear that right? Man's milk? Does she mean... semen? My stomach turned. Humiliation flooded my body. My face felt like a tomato. "You're telling me... I need semen?" "Yes. And you don't just have to drink it. You have to get it yourself. Work for it." I was speechless. I, a heterosexual man, had to please another man? Take his semen? Take his cock... "You have 12 hours. At midnight, your body becomes irreversible. You'll be a woman, for good." Piper let out a demonic laugh and vanished, leaving behind the same trail of smoke from the bar.

It was 12 noon. Piper had been gone for 10 minutes. I sat on the bed. Take semen. How? How could I get it? The thought of being fucked made me sick. I'm not gay, dammit! Not even in this 'beautiful' body. Fuck!

An idea hit me. Johnny! He could help me. I found my phone and called him. "Johnny!" I said, happily. My new, feminine voice was met with silence. "...hello? Who is this?" "It's me! Maurice! Please, I need to see you. You have to help me!" I finally convinced him it wasn't a joke, and we agreed to meet at his place.

As I went to leave, I realized I was naked. I went to my closet, but my jeans and t-shirts were gone. It was full of... whore clothes. Women's clothes. It started with the underwear. No boxers. Something worse. Pink panties with little flowers! How gay, I thought. It wasn't cotton. It was something worse: silk. A pair of pale pink panties, so thin they felt like they could be torn with a sigh. The lace waistband itched my hips in an almost mocking way. But the real humiliation was how this delicate, useless fabric tried to contain me, making every intimate brush felt. And just like that, I started to leak. It was ridiculous. It was degrading. And I was getting excited.

Next were the nylon stockings and a garter belt. They were black and sheer. The sound of the nylon sliding up my smooth thigh was the thing that broke me. It was a whisper. It was telling me I was a 'slut'. The garter belt was tight, faux leather. I felt the cold snap of the metal clips against my skin before they bit into the fabric. Each clip made me feel more and more submitted. I no longer had a man's legs; I had a pair of long, silky appendages, ready to be spread.

I found a dress. A dress that made my eyes sparkle. The dress was satin, and it felt cold against my chest, where only two large, bulging breasts remained. There was no room for error; the fabric clung to me like a second skin, tracing every curve. For the first time in my life, I wasn't wearing pants. I felt the cold air on my legs. The dress wasn't designed to cover; it was designed to display. It highlighted the curve of my waist, and most of all, it squeezed and lifted my beautiful ass, turning me and it into a target.

Finally, the shoes. They were stiletto heels, red and absurdly high. The moment I slid my foot in, my ankle wobbled. The pain was instant, a sharp spike that forced all my weight onto the balls of my feet. I tried to take a step and nearly collapsed. Running was impossible. I felt totally vulnerable. As I walked, the sound echoed on the marble floor—clack, clack, clack. It was the sound of my humiliation.

I was almost ready. I stopped in front of the mirror. I was precious. But something was missing... a makeup kit, sitting right in front of me, as if someone had left it there. It was time. I sat down. I started with the foundation. The cold, thick liquid felt unnatural. As I spread it, it smelled of powder and feminine chemicals. I watched in the mirror as my male face was erased under a pale, perfect mask. My trembling hands took the eyeliner. A sharp pencil, almost a weapon. I held my breath and drew a clumsy, black line above my eyelid. My eyes changed instantly: they weren't my eyes anymore; they were a slut's eyes, wide and expectant. The final step was the lipstick. A waxy, crimson red. I slid the bullet across, painting a mouth that wasn't mine—a soft, defined, perfect "O" shape made for obedience. I stared back at myself. Maurice was gone. This... this doll... was me.

I left the house feeling... special. Beautiful. The sun shone on my face. I was still wobbly in the heels. Penetrating stares followed me. Far from being offended, I blushed at the approval. Whistles followed sweet words from men who looked at me with desire. I was enchanted. Me, a heterosexual man, felt so feminine that I enjoyed causing dozens of erections on the street.

I stopped the bus. The driver, seeing how beautiful I was, let me on for free. What a privilege. The bus filled up. Rush hour. Standing in the crowd, I felt... something... behind me. On my huge ass. Hands. Someone was groping me! I felt so dirty, so slutty. But they're groping a man, I thought. A heat in my chest made my nipples hard. I had a malicious, effective idea. I arched my back slightly, and pushed my ass back. If you're going to grope, grope right. The person stopped. Why? And then I felt something hard and tight against me. He was pressing his cock against me! He was using me, pressing against me in a packed bus. I had never been so humiliated. A hand grabbed my waist and pulled me back, hard. I was being used by a total stranger. I'm disgusting. A used slut. But I didn't complain. It hit the right spot. I felt a heat that stole my words, and only dry moans came out. I held them back, letting him use me while I slid my own hand between my legs. An unforgettable trip.

Nerves flooded my body. I knocked on Johnny's door. Three times. Our code. He opened it. No shirt, just sport shorts. "Who are you?" he asked, confused. I pushed him inside. "It's me, Johnny! It's Maurice! A demon cursed me at the bar!" "And what a woman," he said, looking me up and down. "What kind of scam is this?" He didn't believe me, so I told him private things only I would know. "Holy shit. It is you." He had me sit on his worn-out leather sofa. I prepared to tell him everything. How would he react? "...So. You need semen," he said. A silence split the room. "Yes... and I don't know where to get it..." "I can give it to you." My eyes lit up! My friend! He volunteered! He sat next to me and put my hands on his legs. "You can start whenever you want," he said, serious. "What? Start what? You're crazy!" I jumped up. "I just need the semen! You can get it yourself!" "I can give you the semen. But you have to work for it."

I thought about it. I couldn't stay a woman. My life would be ruined. I resigned myself. I approached him and put my hands on his crotch.

Nauseous, I started rubbing him over his shorts. His short, masculine grunts made my breath hitch. I undid his belt. When I pulled down his pants and boxers, his dick seemed to never end, and the male smell flooded my nostrils. It was so masculine and salty... I started salivating.

"Go on. Touch it," Johnny insisted. My hands trembled as I wrapped them around his cock. It was a beast: thick, hot, and pulsing with power. My hands looked so small against it, so pathetic. The bright pink polish on my long nails was a mockery against the rough, veiny skin of his shaft. I started to move, using both hands. It wasn't just a simple stroke; it was worship. I wanted to do it right. I squeezed the base with one hand while using the fingers of the other to play with his glans, just like I'd seen in porn. The musky, male scent was overwhelming. "Faster," he growled, and I obeyed. I pumped my hand until my wrist ached, desperate to feel his hot cum as my reward. Johnny stopped me. "Now, you're going to suck it," he ordered. I was terrified. A heterosexual man! But Johnny knows it's me... why is he doing this? "Well... I guess it's not gay if I'm dressed as a woman," I said, and I knelt.

The smell hit me first. A musky, male, almost animal scent. He ordered me to open. I felt the hard tip of his cock hit my teeth, and then he pushed. It was too much. The salty, metallic taste of his pre-cum flooded my tongue. I wanted to gag. The reflex was instant, violent, making my eyes water. But he didn't stop.

He put his free hand on the back of my neck, gripping my hair, and shoved. The cock hit the back of my throat, cutting off my air. I was choking. He was using me like a simple hole, like a slut, a porn slut. And as he forced me, my makeup streaking from the tears, I felt my new vagina leaking that characteristic fluid that we men love so much.

He pressed me against him, making my tongue finally touch his beautiful, hairy balls. And he filled my throat with his thick, hot, delicious cum. It was beautiful... a taste I wanted to keep forever. Johnny, breathing hard, stroked my face. "Did it work?" "I don't know..." I said.

I started to feel something hard beneath me. A thick bulge, growing out of me. It was my penis. I was coming back. But the real humiliation was how the delicate, useless fabric of my panties tried to contain my new cock and balls, squeezing them, reminding me every second that I was wearing something that didn't belong to me. My cock started to leak.

I ran to the bathroom. I looked in the mirror. I was still that beautiful woman. I still had the breasts. But now I had a cock. And a lot of doubts. Did I really come back? Or do I have to get used to my new life? Johnny noticed my dick pressing against the dress. He didn't stop. He looked me in the eyes and launched at me like a beast, kissing me with so much passion it made my dick get hard all over again.

"You look beautiful, Maurice." "Beautiful," I corrected. "I'm a girl now." "My girl." We kept kissing passionately. "And now," he said, "I'm going to fuck your ass." I'm a slut. And as a slut, I'm going to get my ass fucked right.


The Landlord's Sissy Tenant

It was a Saturday afternoon in the middle of spring. I wasn't working today, and that made my day. I was a part-time cashier at a fast-food joint; I didn't earn much, but it was enough to maintain my university studies and pay rent in this shared house. I paid rent to Dylan, the owner of the house and my roommate.

Why did the homeowner want a roommate? Well... Dylan is a bit strange. He’s a businessman, comes from a wealthy family, and has everything women love—no, not just the money. He’s a man of almost 29, completely handsome. Big and wiry, huge muscles. He always had that serious, sharp face that would drive any woman crazy.

Everything the opposite of me. A "man" so small, so skinny, and so delicate that if I put on a wig, I could pass for a woman.

Dylan didn't like living alone; he always needed company. However, something weird was going on—his roommates usually didn't rent the place for more than three months. I’ve been here two months, and honestly, I couldn't complain.

Today I was alone; I had the whole house to myself. So I took advantage of the fact that no one could watch me, put an eye on me, or judge me, and dedicated myself to my hobby—which I love. I love sewing and making women's clothing: dresses, skirts, things like that. It’s a hobby I shared with my ex-girlfriend, Justine.

She used to sew and make garments that she would then make me try on, because—as I said before—I tend to have a rather feminine body, and we didn't differ much. We were almost identical physically, and that—for her—was quite exciting.

I should have felt weird about those things, but over time I came to find a taste for it, and today, not having her, doing what I did with her makes me feel closer and miss her less.

So for the last 6 months, I've been sewing and trying on women's clothes. A few minutes ago, I finished a great work. It was a blouse and a simple skirt.

I checked the house. I made sure there was nothing, no one—only Dylan and I lived there. I checked the time; Dylan usually returned at 6 PM, so I had about a 4-hour head start. The perfect crime.

I took off my clothes completely, leaving only my underwear so as not to be naked. I looked in the mirror and appreciated my bare, freshly shaven torso. If only I had two breasts, I could be a real woman, I thought. I took the skirt. It was black, high-waisted, and obscenely short. It squeezed my ass and waist so tight it forced me to arch my back. Now I continued with what I thought was the best part—the blouse. It was liquid white satin, as shiny as it was slippery, seeming to melt onto my skin. It clung so tightly over my shoulders and chest that it managed to highlight the absence of my masculinity.

I was enjoying these moments of relaxation, however... When I looked in the mirror, I noticed the reason why I believed it was my best work. I didn't see myself in the mirror; I didn't see Bruno. It was another person; it was a woman. A slut? That weird idea passed through my head, and I started to laugh and play with myself. With a smile on my face, I thought about how silly and sexy I looked and how I could pass as a woman. I struck multiple poses, playing around, biting my fingers. I tried to make sexy faces. I was having so much fun!

A supremely stupid—and exciting—idea passed through my mind, to the level that I felt a "small" erection pushing against the tight leather of my skirt. I thought about the clothes and accessories my ex, Justine, left behind. Wigs, makeup, and even—I think—some fishnet stockings. I checked the time; there was still time. With excitement, nervousness, and a bit of shame, I took the time to check the box of her things and take what was necessary.

Once I was back in front of the mirror, I started to get ready, to make myself prettier and prettier—than I already was, of course. I took the fishnets and put them on. I felt the rough nylon biting into my flesh. Unlike silk, fishnets don't caress; they mark. The black grid dug into the softness of my freshly shaven thighs, creating little diamonds of pale skin that bulged out. Making me feel as if I were a piece of meat freshly wrapped and ready to sell. Driving me, perhaps, completely crazy. Every time I crossed my legs and saw myself in the mirror, the friction of the net reminded me of how exposed and cheap I looked.

I continued with the wig. It was a black wig with bangs. I put it on. The black hair fell in soft waves down my back, transforming my already soft features into those of a more classic "bimbo." I looked over my shoulder, mimicking those looks I had already seen in various magazines and porn videos: big eyes, long lashes, and a finger grazing my lips with fake innocence and a lot of playfulness. I looked in the mirror; I looked like an expensive doll, one of those women who don't work, who simply exist to be looked at and touched. And under this skirt, my small, playful penis throbbed with excitement.

The afternoon passed with me toying in front of the mirror. Exciting images passed before me that I couldn't control my lust, and I rubbed my penis over the skirt many times. I noticed the heat of pre-cum sticking to the boxers I was still wearing, and I thought about taking them off, and so I did. I was without underwear.

Maybe you'd think everything was getting out of hand, that it's no longer simply a hobby I had, but I didn't have anything in mind other than having fun.

Now without underwear, I started masturbating under the skirt. It was a furious masturbation, as if I were releasing things that were repressed. I spit into my soft, delicate hand. And I spread that hot gob of saliva over my small, fleshy penis.

The heat exceeded itself, and I came to feel that burning eruption rising up my penis as if it were a volcano. I was ready to explode. Until a—flash—interrupted me. It was a photograph. Someone took a picture of me!

It was Dylan. He got off work early and didn't call. He had a malicious smile on his face while pointing his phone at me; he was filming me. This couldn't be possible! He captured me masturbating dressed as a woman! My life would be ruined, my job, my university. My family couldn't find out about this!

I grabbed a towel I had nearby and covered myself with one hand while with the other extended, I tried—uselessly—to cover the camera and my face.

"What are you doing?!" I screamed desperately, with the disillusionment that my life was completely ruined.

"I ask you exactly the same thing," Dylan said with a voice so serious, as if the disappointment were his.

"Here we have the neighborhood slut. Look how he dresses like a woman!" Dylan said right to my face.

"Please, stop, I can explain!" My pleas were useless; he kept recording me.

"What will happen when this reaches your job? Or your family? What would your mom say!" Dylan let out a small laugh, as if he were enjoying it.

"Please, I'll pay you my whole salary, I'll clean the whole house by myself, I'll cook for you, I'll do whatever!" I begged.

Dylan stopped recording and put away his phone. As if my pleas had convinced him, because something must have interested him. He approached me and looked me directly in the eyes. I felt how that gigantic man made me feel more vulnerable than I was, as if I were simply—a woman. His gray eyes drove into me like a wooden stake in the heart. He caressed my cheek with his fingers—what is he doing?

"Poor girl," he said with a voice so low it seemed like a whisper.

Girl?! Did he say I'm a girl? He's crazy! I'm a man!

"You wouldn't want me to share this with the whole world, right?"

I looked at the floor and shook my head no.

Dylan took me by the chin with his rough, hard fingers. He looked me in the eyes again and said: "Then you'll have to be my girl."

"You... what?!"

When things calmed down more, Dylan served me a cup of tea in the dining room. We sat at the table. To discuss things more clearly. He told me everything. He lost his partner; she left him for another. And he feels alone. He simply wants someone to "take care of," but why me? I'm a man! This is very gay, I thought. How could a man like me be taken care of by another? Disgust and nervousness invaded me so much that I couldn't finish my tea.

"Starting today, you won't pay rent. But you'll have to dress like a woman, act like one, and serve."

I was dumbfounded. What did he mean by "serve"? And above all, I'm not a woman! I was about to stand up from the table and defend myself screaming when Dylan said something that convinced me.

"Forget about your job. You have everything covered. Absolutely everything. Your university goes on my tab."

I smiled immediately. I wouldn't work in that damn place anymore! And I just had to do something I loved! Wear women's clothes!

"And you must call me Daddy, okay?"

I ignored what that meant, because my life is—almost—solved!

"Yes, Daddy!" I said with excitement.

Dylan caressed my head—I still hadn't taken off the wig. I had to be strong; I had everything covered. I just had to let myself be treated like a woman!

"Well, I'm tired," he said, and immediately gave me a sweet, warm kiss on the forehead. Thousands of questions flooded my head, all while my stomach was churning. I felt humiliated and used. A kiss on the forehead? A man... kissed my forehead... I'm not gay!

But I also felt protected, and an overwhelming heat invaded my body. By the time Dylan left, I realized something extremely terrifying: I had an erection.

That night, it was hard for me to sleep. I had so many things to think about—and feel—that I couldn't keep my head still. To start: tomorrow I wouldn't have to work outside anymore—which is certainly gratifying—but instead, I have to work here. I have to act like a "woman," or whatever it was Dylan wanted to tell me. Act like a woman... I think. I've dressed delicately, worn makeup, used thousands of wigs, but I never thought about what it means to act like one or simply what one is.

For me, being a woman is: being a delicate flower, ready to be protected. As fragile as glass and as beautiful as the moon. The simple idea of becoming one provoked an erection right there in bed in the early morning. And while I rubbed my small bulge—now a woman's—I thought about that warm, sweet kiss Dylan left me today. He asked me to be a woman... And he treats me like one. I don't think this is gay, right? Gays fuck men, suck cocks, let their asses get fucked. Not me...

While those ideas and thoughts ate away at my mind on a cool spring night, I couldn't help masturbating. When I realized it, I had two delicate fingers of my left hand in my mouth, sucking and licking them. And with my right hand masturbating intensively, as if tomorrow I wouldn't have a cock anymore and it was the last time I'd do it. I think: about dressing as a woman, acting like a woman... When I was finally about to ejaculate, a humiliating and perverse idea crossed my mind: fucking like a woman, sucking cocks like a woman. That was when I ejaculated oceans. An uncleanable amount of semen fell onto my flat, feminine stomach. And just as I came, I fell asleep.

I woke up a bit late in the morning. I didn't hear the alarm. When I came out of my room in my pajamas—shorts and a t-shirt—I found a cardboard box at my door. That box had a lot of women's clothing, makeup, wigs, and even a small letter.

"Just because you don't work in that dirty joint anymore doesn't mean you get to slack off. You work for me now. My girl doesn't wear pajamas. Put this on and start cleaning. I want the house spotless by the time I get home from the office. From: Daddy"

An overwhelming heat. That humiliating, shameful, and certainly "arousing" sensation invaded my small body. I really belong to him, I thought. I'm no longer just a feminine man—a femboy as they say on the internet—but a guy three times my size is my boss and will use me however he wants.

Inside the box, folded and stored so subtly, was my "work" outfit. It was a maid costume. French maid, as they usually say.

I locked myself in my room with a slam. My heart was beating so fast it could—if it wanted to—leap out of my chest. I'm really going to dress as a woman! A few days ago, I masturbated watching a porn video of a Sissy being fucked by three guys while she did house cleaning dressed as a maid. Three cocks in one little ass. Three cocks just for her.

I noticed I had another erection, and maybe a little pre-cum was hanging from there. I'm disgusting. Truly, my family would be ashamed of me.

I sat down and thought about everything I went through to get here. The mistreatment at work, the mistreatment in my ex-relationship, and the mistreatment in my family. When will I be able to be happy, without abuse and without being judged by others? And finally, I understood.

Dylan opened the door for me. And after years of hiding my hobbies, he managed to know me. A real person saw me dressed how I wanted and when I wanted. He just feels lonely and gave me an opportunity I never thought I'd have. To live doing what I like.

I decided. I opened the door and brought the box in. If Dylan wanted a girl, then he'd have the prettiest girl in the world. I looked in the mirror. I'm not Bruno; I'm Bruna. I'm a vain person, and I love looking good, so I hope what he chose in terms of fabric and such is good, I thought with a smile, already complaining. What a silly little girl I am.

I took the garment out of the box, and the black silk slid through my fingers as if it were dark water. It wasn't a simple dress; it was a whisper. The dress was reinforced with boning that squeezed my waist, forcing me to have that hourglass figure I perhaps desired in my deepest—and lustiest—dreams and hidden pleasures. But the worst—or certainly, the best—was the short skirt. It was shiny black satin and ridiculously short, with a white lace trim. It barely managed to cover the necessary when I was standing; I knew the moment I bent over to clean, my ass would be in the air and exposed... to Dylan's view.

The apron was purely a mockery. A triangle of immaculate white lace that tied at the back with a giant bow, accentuating the curve of my feminine hips but covering absolutely nothing. I put the velvet choker on my neck; it felt tight, as if I were a dog dressed in elegance. Dylan was crazy if he thought I could go out like this. The moment someone visited the house, I'd have to hide. I looked like one of those porn girls, and a little bit, maybe that idea turned me on. How humiliating, I thought while trying to accommodate my erection, which wouldn't stop rising every time I thought about the idea of being treated like a woman.

I was about to put on the headpiece: a small white lace headband. But I forgot a supremely important detail: my wig. My black wig with bangs. As my waves fell over my shoulders, I thought about Dylan and how exhausted he must be at work.

When I finished arranging my outfit, I saw myself in the mirror. But I didn't see Bruno—or Bruna—anymore. I didn't see a man or a woman. I saw an object. "Act and serve like a woman," Dylan's words repeated in my head. And I smiled. I didn't have to be anything else, nor think for myself. Just be an object, a sexy object. Ready to serve. I thought about masturbating multiple times, but I didn't want Dylan to punish me when he arrived—or maybe I did? Anyway, what could happen? He couldn't hit a woman.

I was feeling very different from what I once was. I wasn't just a woman anymore. I was a slut; I was dressing like a slut! I'm a heterosexual man getting excited, getting hot, and masturbating dressing as a woman and a slut. But sluts act, fuck, suck dicks. They attend to their men, and I don't do any of that. Why do I feel like one?

At the bottom of the box, I found part of the dress. They were white silk stockings that went up to the thigh and were topped with satin bows, making my soft, feminine legs look endless and sinful. Finally—and most humiliating—the shoes: black patent leather heels, classic stilettos. Putting them on, I felt my calves tense and my ass lift in a majestic way. Cleaning in these would be hell but... dammit, I felt like the most expensive slut in the catalog... And I loved it. Part of me wanted—wished—for Dylan to get home from work already.

Weeks have passed since I started working at home as a maid. The routine—humiliating, but fun—came to seem very comfortable to me, so I didn't have—nor would I have—any complaints.

The routine is as follows: I wake up early, put on my tiny, tight maid outfit. I clean absolutely the entire house, from the dust under the sofa to the cobwebs accumulating in that remote corner of the house. And when Dylan arrives from work—usually tired from his meetings—I make him food. I serve his meal; I attend to him as his woman should.

He usually rewards me with his words. Words that were humiliating to me—I'm a man!!—but that little by little began to gain affection—and heat—in me. Words like: "What a sweet girl." "Such a good girl." "I'm so happy with you." And let's not forget those little kisses on the forehead he gives me when he goes to sleep.

This is too easy! There is no easier way to cover my expenses than doing this. Besides, things happen that never happened in my previous jobs: they compliment me!

However. Today has been different. Dylan won't be working from the office anymore; he'll be staying home doing home-office. Which, if it's already humiliating for him to see me cook for him, imagine what it's like for him to see me clean in these stilettos!—which, by the way, I've completely mastered.

So I got dressed, took a breath, and started my workday. It was morning, and we had already had breakfast. Dylan was on the sofa with his laptop doing who-knows-what. While I was cleaning the kitchen windows, I could see myself in the reflection. I didn't see Bruno anymore; I saw a beautiful woman. I smiled after seeing myself; I felt so precious. I don't think this outfit would fit anyone as well as it does me—and I genuinely believe that.

I could feel Dylan's sudden glances from the dining room. I know it must seem uncomfortable for him to look at me, his male roommate dressed as a woman cleaning, but it's what he asked for, and I must give it to him, right? As I continued my routine, I had to bend over—and give my back and ass to Dylan—to clean under a small cabinet that the broom wouldn't reach, only my rag. I bent down, got on all fours, and started cleaning.

I could feel Dylan's gaze on the back of my neck. His agitated breathing and even the rustle of his hand loosening his tie. While I cleaned and the atmosphere filled with testosterone, my small erection—of a disgusting slut, let's be honest. What man would have an erection cleaning? It only happens to sluts!—wouldn't let me concentrate, and I realized something supremely terrible!

I wasn't wearing underwear. My anus, so tight and pink, was completely exposed to Dylan's gray, sharp eyes. He could see how my little disgusting slut balls hung right above a small clitoris that I call a penis.

When I realized this, I felt such a great heat that my pale pink skin turned almost orange from shame and humiliation. I tried to get up suddenly to cover myself—because shame had won—and forgot I was under a piece of furniture. So upon getting up, I hit my head slightly, and not only did I look worse now, but I looked like a clumsy maid!

I looked Dylan in the eyes. It's over, I thought. Now not only did he see me dressed like a damn slut, but he saw my tight ass! Nothing could be worse than this.

Dylan returned my gaze, looking so serious that I felt terror, and my little ass clenched tighter and tighter. He closed his laptop abruptly and stood up from the sofa.

"You've cleaned enough. I'll see you in my room in five minutes," he told me in a tone that sounded like my former boss punishing me for burning the burgers.

As he got up and went, he didn't look at me. He walked right past. It's over, I thought. He's going to "fire" me; he's going to kick me out of the house. Thousands of unknowns stalked my brain. I didn't know what could happen. I expected the worst.

I didn't even take the time to take off the outfit; I knocked on Dylan's bedroom door. And the door opened by itself, as if it were an invitation to enter from a ghost.

There I saw him. Dylan was on the bed... Naked?! He was waiting for me without clothes! And his huge cock, maybe about 19cm (7.5 inches), was there. Erect. Veiny, fleshy, and with a glans so pink I could see myself reflected in it. It was like it was inviting me. Taste me, it said.

It was the first time I'd seen a naked man; I didn't know what to do, what to say. What did he want me to do? Why was he waiting for me like this? Wasn't it gay to see another man naked? So, while the questions flooded me, I closed the room door. The already tense atmosphere sharpened. And we stared at each other.

"I want you to clean me," he asked.

Clean him? But that's very easy! My heart calmed down. And I took the small damp sponge that was next to him. He used to use a damp sponge to relax after a lot of stress. He told me that when we were normal roommates. So it doesn't seem strange to me that now, as his maid, he asked me to do it.

I passed the sponge over his huge, fibrous, muscular back. I descended over his thick waist. And now came the worst part of the job—the front.

His round and—biteable—pectorals looked at me while I passed a soft, warm sponge over them, which made his nipples erect. Hard moans came out of his mouth. And that made me erect a little. How can a male moan make you erect? Don't be a slut, Bruno, I told myself.

I descended slowly down his abdomen, knowing his crotch was next. His member was still erect; how could it be?

And when the moment came, my heart started beating so hard again. My breathing couldn't be contained, and my small clitoris couldn't stop releasing pre-cum. The moment I put my hand on his penis, another moan escaped his mouth. And I couldn't help but continue. Maybe harder.

I continued cleaning his penis, which was already clean.

"Look at me," Dylan demanded.

I looked him in the eyes while I cleaned him. Over the top, slowly over that sensitive glans. Underneath, where those beautiful round balls connected.

I continued looking him in the eyes while cleaning him. Again, that humiliating and shameful sensation was happening. It makes me not realize things and made me think: You are a damn man and you are cleaning another man's penis!

When I could think clearly, I realized I didn't have any sponge in my hand. And the cleaning was done exclusively skin to skin. With my delicate hands against his hard, huge penis. I was masturbating him.

He didn't ask me; he didn't demand it. I, like a slut and—sissy—left my work aside and started masturbating him. Something activated in me when I heard those hard moans.

Dylan wouldn't stop moaning while I looked him in the face; he couldn't maintain eye contact because the pleasure wouldn't stop. I could tell by his hard nipples and the amount of pre-cum running down my hand.

"This isn't clean enough," I noted, like the good maid I am. And immediately, I put the hard, fleshy, veiny penis into my wet, hot mouth. Dylan let out a moan that sounded like a scream.

I had a penis in my mouth for the first time! Like those porn girls I masturbated to so much. He was so erect I couldn't think if it was gay or not. I started sucking like a good beginner. I couldn't fit it all in my mouth; the hot tip of the glans hit the back of my throat.

But I had my two hands free. So with one, I squeezed his balls—they were the first balls I'd ever touched!—and with the other, I continued masturbating him. I was being his slut.

He not only humiliated me and made me feel ashamed. He made me his maid, and now he is making me his slut! And I certainly—am enjoying it.

Dylan pushed me away, and I thought I did something wrong. That I crossed the line and acted like an uncontrolled slut. Someone had to control me.

"Daddy...?" I let out with a voice already so feminine.

"Easy, my treasure. I'm going to reward you for everything."

Dylan took me by my small hips. With a simple movement, he managed to throw me onto the bed as if I were a piece of meat. Sprawled on the bed, in my maid outfit and with a slutty look. I knew what was going to happen. I don't know if I was ready, but I was there. And I had to work.

He threw himself on top of me, and we were glued, face to face in a position close to missionary. He kissed me. His thick, rough lips touched mine. And his tongue, as rough and hard—as his cock—intertwined with mine.

It was the first time I kissed someone after breaking up with my ex. And it was a man. But it didn't matter; I wanted more. That kiss, so hard but so soft for the soul, caused me to get erect again. He noticed it and started rubbing it over the top, as if it were a clitoris. I couldn't help but moan; my moans were no longer like his, masculine and hard. They were fragile, as if I were a porn slut. As if I were a woman. I moaned with the same pitch as my ex. And that excited me more.

He got on his knees, took me by the waist again, and turned me over. I was back to him. He bent me, and I was on all fours.

He reached over to the nightstand and took a good anal lubricant. I was afraid, but I read on the internet that the best thing for those moments was to relax, because the anus had to be relaxed. Every time I thought about a cock inside me, I smiled, and my little ass got wetter and wetter.

Now lubricated, and having me on all fours, he hiked my maid skirt up to my waist. I felt his hard penis wanting to enter my tight anus. He took his time. And with patience and saliva, he managed to enter.

I had a penis inside me! I was a man, and I had a penis inside me. The humiliation and thinking about what others would think of me made my little ass squeeze him, and Dylan let out harder moans.

I pushed back. I wanted more; I couldn't stand just having the glans. I wanted it all. He got fed up.

"Oh, so you're a real little slut, huh?" he groaned.

He had me on all fours, my skirt up to my waist. The white lace apron bounced against my back with every hard thrust. While I gritted my teeth, the sound of his pelvis hitting my large exposed buttocks—clap, clap, clap—filled the room and echoed in the deepest part of my mind.

He wasn't just fucking me: he was rewriting me. With every deep thrust, I felt Bruno disappear and only Bruna remain. His huge cock touched my sweet spot, forcing me to moan like a woman, high and desperate. Like a slut receiving the best fuck of her life.

"You like it, slut?" whispering in my ear and biting my neck, Dylan let me know that this was the way he planned to pay the rent. "Do you like paying the rent like this? Do you like serving Daddy?"

I looked in the bedroom mirror and saw a large, masculine man destroying the ass of a small-bodied slut, who was dressed as a servant on top of it. My white stockings clung to my trembling legs while he used me, claiming his property, reminding me who owned the house.

I couldn't help it anymore. My mind, destroyed, could only think of cock. Of his beautiful, hard cock inside me.

The moment Dylan leaned in and gave me a kiss on the neck, I lost myself completely.

The following days turned into a routine—a very precious one. I cleaned our house; I made our food. And when Dylan arrived tired from work, I received him with a good blowjob full of saliva. To then be rewarded by getting my ass fucked real hard.

I stopped using wigs. My hair grew on its own, and I had that beautiful fringe I loved. My tits, for some strange reason, grew. Looking in the mirror, I can only see a beautiful woman. A precious sissy.

And only thinking with a smile, about how they are going to fuck my ass today.


Betting on the Sissy

It was Saturday night. An excellent weekend day where our group of friends usually gathers at Brad's house to play video games. Today was FIFA night; although most of the guys in the group didn't like it and preferred Madden, Brad and I loved it.

I was getting ready at home before leaving for his place. I looked in the mirror; I saw a man with a face so soft, long black hair with bangs, two strands framing my temples. I could pass for a woman, I thought.

As for clothes? Meh, I'm a man—and heterosexual on top of that—why would I think about what to wear? I'm not gay.

I grabbed a couple of beers from the fridge and headed to Brad's.

"Casey! What's up, man!" Brad greeted me enthusiastically; he loved FIFA Saturdays.

I walked into his house, into his living room. Which was surprisingly empty. No one else has arrived yet, I thought. Brad had everything ready: his coffee table with snacks, sodas, and beer. The giant TV was on, and best of all, NO ONE else was in the house. So we could get drunk and scream all we wanted. But where were the guys?

I sat on his comfortable sofa and asked him directly: "No one's here yet?"

"Casey, they aren't coming today. They don't want to play FIFA; they got together at Dylan's to play Madden."

"Oh, I see. Anyway, what better way to spend Saturday night than getting drunk with your best friend?"

That answer provoked a huge smile from Brad. He was my best friend. A person I've known for years. A few weeks ago, his ex left him; they broke up because he seemed immature or something like that—the reality is, it was nonsense. He's a big, muscular guy, with a face so sharp and penetrating that he could get any woman he wanted. The complete opposite of me—I'm small, and the only muscles I have are in my abs and glutes. The guys usually tease me that I look like a girl, and sometimes when my sister gets bored and puts makeup on me, I actually look like one. It's fun.

Brad sat next to me, handing me a beer. I took a big sip, and we sat talking about life before starting the night of shouting at video games.

The alcohol did its thing, and we started talking a lot of bullshit. He began showing me the number of girls he's talking to—so fast? You broke up weeks ago!

"Hey, they all look like me! Black hair and bangs," I joked, half-drunk, having noticed the pattern.

Brad let out a huge laugh and agreed with me. Was it a joke?

"You're the only one I can trust, Casey," he said, placing a hand on my leg.

The room shrank a little, and I felt a weird connection. How gay, I thought.

"Don't be a fag," I said, smiling and pushing his hand off me.

We both took a huge sip, and the chat continued. We talked about women, how we love women. What we would do to women, and at one point, we talked about porn.

"Yesterday I saw a video of a chick riding two cocks at the same time!"

"No way, I don't believe you. Two?" I laughed out loud.

"I swear, man, I can show you!"

Brad used his Smart TV and went to a well-known porn site. In that moment, we were two friends, drunk on a couch, with dim lighting over us, watching porn in the early morning.

He put on a video of a woman with black hair and bangs—again?—riding an enormous cock; he couldn't find the one he had told me about. However, we stayed watching as if it were nothing.

"Imagine fucking that..."

I couldn't imagine fucking anything; I couldn't tell him I was still a virgin, or I'd be the laughingstock of the group.

Seeing that brunette ride that cock with such devotion, bouncing as if her life depended on it. While her tits bounced, and her delicate nipples became erect. It provoked things in me that were amplified by the alcohol. And when I realized it, I was rubbing my penis over my pants, right next to Brad.

When I realized what was happening, I stopped immediately. What if Brad had seen me? Everything would be ruined! My best friend was jerking off next to me, he would say. He's sick!

When I glanced at Brad, I saw he was doing exactly the same thing. But instead of complaining, the situation of having my best friend next to me touching himself to a person who looked like me seemed hilarious—and exciting. I smiled and bit my lip.

I interrupted him and said, "Weren't we going to play FIFA?"

"I almost forgot, man," he said, almost shouting at me because the moans from the porn left no room for chatting.

While Brad busied himself turning off the porn, plugging in the console, and so on, I stayed thinking. About the situation, about how the two of us ended up alone, watching erotic content and almost groping ourselves. The idea crossed my mind that this is too gay, but... There's nothing as brotherly as this, right? I mean, Brad is like a brother to me; I'd trust him with my life if necessary. Why would it be wrong for him to masturbate in front of me? Masturbate? No one said anything about masturbating. Maybe my intrusive thoughts are occupying my mind, or I'm simply a person with zero tolerance for alcohol. Anyway, it's not gay to spend time with your best friend.

He set up the console and put in FIFA. I love FIFA; I'm the best player in my area. No one has been able to defeat me; I accumulate victories and make my opponents angry. In online play, I'm in the highest rank. This is my forte, and I feel like a winner.

We played match after match. Brad couldn't win a single game. 3-0, 4-0. They were crushing victories, and with my ego sky-high, I couldn't stop mocking him.

"Hey man, where are your hands?" I said, laughing while watching my friend's face turn red as a tomato; he couldn't take a single joke.

"Shut up."

"If you want, I'll let you score a goal, it doesn't hurt me!" I continued.

"Listen to me, you piece of shit," he stood up angrily, controller in hand. "I'll play you one last game. One last one, huh. If I manage to beat you tonight, you're going to have to do whatever I want."

I let out a tremendous laugh. It was already 3 AM, and he hadn't managed to beat me once; what made him think he could do it now?

"If I win, you're going to be my little bitch," I retorted maliciously. Bitch in a friendly sense, clearly; I'd mock him and all that, like a little bitch.

"Little bitch..." he murmured quietly.

He sat down, and we began choosing teams and strategies. I had never seen my friend like this; he was serious, with a different face. I shouldn't have made him angry, but he'll get over it.

The match started, and I knew I had it won from the beginning. However, the first half passed, and not only could I not score a single goal, but I couldn't complete any passes. Every touch of the ball went wrong. What was happening to me?

A dizziness flooded my head; as I said before, I don't usually tolerate alcohol well, yet I kept drinking. My worst mistake.

The second half started, and not for the better. I kept making multiple errors, and Brad still wasn't taking advantage of them. I still didn't understand why I wasn't winning.

In the last minute, the unforeseen happened. I missed one of my tackles and committed a stupid penalty. Dumbfounded and both in silence, we knew what it meant. If he scored, he won; there was no chance for a comeback. I calmed myself by telling myself Brad didn't even know how to take penalties, yet he buried it in the back of the net.

The silence became sharper. He didn't even scream the goal in my face—like I usually do to annoy my rivals—but as soon as the match ended, he turned off the console.

I looked him in the face with a clumsy smile.

"You beat me. Congratulations," I said.

He sighed, returning a more malicious smile.

"Yeah, I won. Wait for me here." And he marched off to his room.

Minutes later, he returned with a box full of clothes and cosmetics.

"Everything you see here is my ex Sabrina's clothes."

"Oh, and...?"

Brad pulled out a piece of fabric that barely qualified as clothing. It was a plaid Scottish miniskirt, red and black, so short it looked like a wide belt.

"You're going to have to put this on," throwing the miniskirt at me.

"What?" I replied, jaw-dropped.

"The bet. You're going to do whatever I want. You're going to dress how I want and act how I want," he said seriously.

I swallowed hard. A bet is a bet. And I couldn't look bad in front of my best friend; anyway, I would have made him do worse things, like post a naked photo on Instagram... or something.

He turned around, and I took off my pants—and boxers. I took the miniskirt; the fabric was rough and cheap. When I pulled it up, the waist squeezed me so tight it marked my hips, and the hem ended just below my ass cheeks. If I leaned forward even a little, my entire ass was out in the open. I felt totally ridiculous, like one of those sluts from the porn we had just watched. The cold air whipping my soft thighs sent a chill straight to my crotch.

"I'm ready," I said with a tone so effeminate.

He turned around, his mouth open to the floor.

"You look very pretty, girl."

"Girl? Stupid!" I felt my cheeks color after Brad's silly compliment. How dare he treat his best friend like a girl? And say those things? After putting on a miniskirt! This is very gay... isn't it?

"Brad, this isn't gay... right?"

"It would be gay if I said those things to a guy. However, right here in front of me, I have a beautiful girl, with a beautiful miniskirt," he joked, and within those jokes, they provoked a reaction in me so hot that if it weren't for my hands on my crotch, my erection would show.

"And now...?" I asked, waiting for his order.

"Do you want to... keep drinking something and go to the sofa? Like we were all night..."

We went back to the sofa; this time we sat perhaps a little closer. And the tense atmosphere of the night could be cut with a knife. We were two guys, but now one was dressed as a woman, with a miniskirt and no underwear. What madness.

We laughed at the situation and continued talking about life.

He had told me about his porn, but I never told him about mine.

"Hey, Brad."

"Tell me, pretty."

"Stop it, stupid," I punched his arm playfully. "Do you know what Sissy porn is?"

"Sissy porn? You mean crossdressers and stuff?"

"Something like that... I thought you knew, because yesterday I was on a certain site and found a video that turned me on a lot. It was a girl just like me—just like me? Did I just compare myself to a porn girl?—But what happened? This 'girl' was called a 'Sissy.' She had an owner, and she had to do everything he asked."

"Uh-huh," he nodded, interested.

"Well, he asked her for EVERYTHING. The start was great. He did a 'facefucking,' you know what I mean? He fucked her mouth as if it were her vagina and came inside. I couldn't even last two minutes masturbating, I was so hot."

"Ah, you're a bad girl," he continued joking.

"The thing is, this 'Sissy' had a small penis. And it reminds me of me now, dressed as a woman, with an owner and a small penis," I let out a laugh after my genius joke.

Brad laughed too and leaned in just to whisper in my ear: "But I haven't fucked your mouth yet."

We continued laughing, but the situation became tenser. And I started to doubt. If the girl in the video was a 'Sissy,' then it wasn't gay. Because she was converted into a total lady. If I were a 'Sissy,' this wouldn't be gay.

I posed this same argument to Brad, who, convinced, asked me to put the porn video on the TV. And so I did.

And there she was: the Sissy, so beautiful and feminine. But also so pathetic, next to her man, all big and hairy.

The moment the 'facefucking' started, I got an erection, remembering every detail of that scene. And what turned me on. I started rubbing myself over my miniskirt. But it wasn't the same; there was something new that provoked a certain heat, and it was simply thinking that I was the feminine one.

Me, being a Sissy and being used—that idea passed through my head in the seconds I rubbed my small penis. It must be so exciting for someone to use you.

When I looked at Brad, he had his penis out and was masturbating.

I couldn't look away. His hand moved up and down in a steady, obscene rhythm. The sound of skin against skin—that wet slap—echoed in the room along with the moans of the hard man against the Sissy being fucked in the mouth. His foreskin slid back, revealing the big red head before covering it again. It was hypnotic. Brad threw his head back and groaned. His cock gave an involuntary jump, rock-hard.

He knew I was excited and turned on by what I saw. It was an invitation. But I felt small there. My small cock—now apparently a woman's and a slut's—could do nothing against that monstrous, thick, heavy beast. It was a man's cock. And it looked so... appetizing.

I started masturbating, lifting my skirt. Every hard pump drew a little pre-cum from me. But I wasn't watching the porn like Brad. I was watching him, his penis. The simple fact of having such close contact with sex for the first time heated up my imagination a ton and made me curious to try certain things.

This wasn't gay; it was fraternity.

The sound of our breathing filled the room. I was leaned back on the sofa, with the skirt hiked up to my waist, masturbating with shame, feeling my erection dripping onto the cheap fabric. Beside me, Brad pumped his cock with terrifying confidence. It was a silent contest of testosterone, but I had already lost.

Suddenly, Brad stopped moving. Before I could ask what was happening, his large hand closed tightly in my hair, pulling my head back until my neck was exposed and vulnerable. I let out a moan of pain and surprise, forcing myself to look him in the eyes. He wasn't smiling. He was looking at me with hunger.

"Look at you," he growled, bringing his hips close to my face. "You're drooling like a little bitch in heat. I know you want it."

It wasn't a question. It was a sentence. Without releasing my hair, he pushed his hips forward. His cock, hard and throbbing, hit my closed lips, demanding entry. The smell of his musk and pre-cum flooded my senses. My brain screamed "no," but my mouth, traitorous, opened on its own.

Brad didn't wait. He buried himself in my throat in a single thrust, silencing my protests and officially turning me into the receptacle of his pleasure.

With my eyes closed—and certainly rolling back—I thought about the idea that this wasn't gay; we were simply two friends. A man and a woman. Doing man and woman things. I am a woman, and I must be treated like one.

While Brad's thrusts touched the back of my throat, gags filled the room. And my saliva wet Brad's entire cock. I loved it; I was being used like those porn sluts, and I couldn't stop thinking about it.

My right hand stretched out, and I started masturbating while my eyes watered and Brad used me as if I were a sex toy. This was my moment. I am a beautiful Sissy being fucked in the mouth, I repeated mentally. While Brad's balls hit my chin, my tongue demanded to come out to appreciate them.

Brad suddenly tensed up. His hips slammed against my face, pinning me down. I felt his cock swell even more inside my throat, throbbing like a racing heart. I knew what was coming.

"Swallow it, bitch," he growled. "Don't waste a single drop."

Before I could prepare myself, he exploded. It was violent. I felt the jets of hot cum hitting the back of my throat, thick and salty. My gag reflex fought against the invasion, my eyes filled with tears, but Brad's hand on the back of my neck wouldn't let me pull away. He forced me to keep him inside, to be his cup.

I had to swallow. Once, twice, three times. The taste was bitter, metallic—the taste of a real man filling up a fake sissy. When he finally released me and pulled out, I coughed, strings of drool and milk hanging from my lips. Brad looked at me, smiled, and patted my cheek twice.

"Good girl."

Brad, still breathing heavily, stood up and gave me a kiss on the forehead.

"Did you like it?" he asked curiously.

"I loved it," I blurted out with a huge smile.

I don't know what had happened, how two best friends surrendered to lust because of alcohol. Or simply our unconscious caused us to see things that were hidden. I didn't pay much attention to that. However, I was happy, and Brad's smiling face said the same. We needed this.

The next morning. Sunday. A horrible hangover took over my body at the same time shame and humiliation tormented my mind. I remembered in detail everything that happened that night, and the pit of my stomach closed completely. We aren't talking about a stupid mistake like getting drunk and sleeping with a girl, no. We are talking about letting my best friend fuck my mouth. We are talking about me, a man, letting myself be used by another man so he could cum in me and, on top of that, swallow—and taste—all that semen.

It was a breaking point. It was all over. How could I look my friend in the eyes? How could everything go back to how it was before? He used me as if I were a woman. And as if that weren't enough, I sought it out, I asked for it, I gave in.

I was a woman. They had treated me like one. Like one of those girls I see in porn, where their eyes full of tears run down their face with all their makeup smeared and where saliva—hanging from the cock—falls onto their heaving breasts. I couldn't even watch porn again without thinking about what happened, about what I did. Had I become a... Slut? Was I a slut?

Sluts are fucked, used, mistreated, and usually do everything their senior or daddy orders them. I did exactly that last night. No, this can't be happening. What if Brad told someone? What if someone heard us? No one could find out about this! My first sexual experience was with a man, and I was the girl!

While the experience repeated in my head, an unbearable heat, impossible to ignore, moved from my stomach to my crotch. The simple idea of having been used, that someone worried about me. Liked how I dressed and, above all, fucked me, turned me on. Did I like it?

I started repeating to myself: If I'm dressed like a girl, it's not gay. This WASN'T gay. Clearly it's not. Brad saw me as a woman; that's why he fucked me. If he hadn't seen that miniskirt, this wouldn't have happened. It's normal, when a man and a woman like each other...

When I relapsed, I was masturbating. Very firmly and constantly. While pre-cum dripped from my glans, I took it with my index finger and wiped it over my mouth. Trying to remember that bittersweet taste I had in my mouth a couple of hours ago, that night. That's how I was: lying in my bed, masturbating with my right hand and with the fingers of my left hand in my mouth.

Days have passed since then. It was already Wednesday, middle of the week. I couldn't go back to university; I was ashamed and afraid of meeting him. Of looking him in the face and saying: I ate that beautiful cock. And for him to answer: I fucked that beautiful slut face.

I stopped watching porn, only to masturbate with my ideas and thoughts. Watching girls on the internet didn't turn me on anymore; for some reason, they only provoked envy in me. They were so happy in those videos, so content. I wanted to have that happiness, I wanted to be there, I wanted to be one of them.

I took advantage of the fact that no one was home and entered my sister's room. I took one of the miniskirts from her school uniform, and a bit of her makeup kit: Eyeliner, foundation, and lipstick. The basics.

And here I was, in my room, putting on makeup. I lined my eye—clumsily—with the fine eyeliner, and the view of me changed completely. I was no longer Casey with soft, sweet boy eyes. Now I had sharp eyes, as if I were a slut in heat analyzing her next victim to drain of semen. The foundation powder softened my rough skin and left a mark so beautiful I looked pale. It covered my imperfections, and I noticed I was simply 'beautiful.' I didn't have that pimple that made me insecure anymore, or those little 'hairs' that made my face manly—although I never looked like a man; I was always small, and with this long hair and this soft face, I looked like a woman. Finally, the lipstick. Crimson red. It was my first time with this, so putting my mouth in an 'O' mode wasn't enough to stop my pulse from making a mess. I laughed; I was having a great time. Putting on makeup and giving myself the time I need.

I tried again, and this time it turned out as it should. I was a beautiful woman. With those lips so striking they could invite any man to be devoured. I couldn't believe what I saw in the mirror. It wasn't Casey anymore, the loser and 21-year-old virgin. It was Cassy, a beautiful 21-year-old woman, ready for whatever comes.

The miniskirt was exactly like the one Brad gave me at his house. My sister and his ex go to the same school. However, looking in the mirror, I know something is missing. Something for my legs, something for my abdomen.

Some beautiful fishnet stockings and a nice little top that leaves my abdomen exposed, ready to receive kisses.

I went back to my sister's room. Looking for the perfect garments. And there they were: The beautiful fishnet stockings that turned me on so much when I watched the sluts in porn and that little top that would look beautiful on me.

I sat on the edge of the bed, with my heart beating in my throat. I never thought I'd reach this point. My hands trembled as I tried to roll up the black nylon. My fingers, clumsy and masculine, snagged in the open mesh. When I finally managed to get a foot in and pull up, the sensation was electric. The net was rough and tight; it trapped the hair on my calves and thighs, compressing my legs into a kind of sexy cage. When I reached the top, the elastic band dug into my waist, reminding me that it wasn't designed for my straight boy body, but I didn't give a shit. I looked at my legs and they didn't look like mine; they looked like a cheap slut's ready to go out. Then came the top. A ridiculous piece of black elastic fabric that barely covered anything. I pulled it over my head and struggled to fit my shoulders, which were too broad. When I pulled down, the fabric stopped right under my flat nipples. My abdomen was completely exposed to the cold air of the room. I ran a hand over my flat, tense stomach. I felt vulnerable, naked, but incredibly available.

I was ready.

I prepared the makeup I stole from my sister's room, as I had to return it. Upon uselessly opening the drawers of her furniture... I stumbled upon something very curious. There was a dildo, one of those silicone dildos, maybe about 18 centimeters (7 inches)? Not too big, not too small. Seeing it, an electric discharge went firmly to my penis, and I felt a small 'slut' erection. I took it and left almost escaping from there. She can look for the makeup, but the dildo? How will she ask her family that she lost her dildo? It was the perfect crime.

Eighteen centimeters of flesh-colored silicone, thick and with marked fake veins. Holding it, I felt small. I put it next to my own erection, and the comparison was ridiculous; that was a tool of pleasure, and I... I just had a toy.

I pulled down my pants, trembling. I spit into my hand and lubricated the head of the dildo. I looked in the mirror, with the toy in my hand, about to violate my own masculinity. "I just want to know what it feels like," I lied. But pressing the cold tip against my tight ring, I knew there was no turning back. My body didn't reject it; my body was screaming for it. I closed my eyes and imagined it wasn't a piece of stolen plastic. I imagined it was Brad. That it was his thick, veiny cock splitting me in two. I started pumping the dildo inside me, looking for the rhythm Brad had used with my mouth the week before. In, out. In, out. The wet sound of silicone entering my ass filled the silent room. "Daddy..." escaped me in a whisper. I covered my mouth with my hand, scared. Did I say that? But I couldn't stop. My hips moved on their own, seeking more depth, swallowing the entire 18 centimeters to the base. In that moment, Casey died a little more. I wasn't masturbating like a man anymore; I was fingering my clitoris (my flaccid penis) while I fucked myself, preparing, training to be the perfect slut on Saturday night.

Suddenly, a sensation so sweet was invading my ass and my clitoris. It was hitting the perfect spot. It was fucking me where it should. I continued, doing it harder and harder, I was about to, I was almost there and I couldn't stop! My small clitoris gave a little jump, and a large amount of semen came out of me. An amount I tried to gather with my small loose hand and wipe over my face; I wanted that warm milk on me. After finishing. I saw the dildo and felt a huge sense of satisfaction and desire. I thought about returning it, about ending this. However, I couldn't. I thought about the possibility of Brad, and about him. Wanting to use it on me.

The days continued, and it became a routine to fuck my ass with the dildo. I tried different poses, so many poses. I reached the point of knowing I love being on top, riding it. I couldn't be still for a second. I needed to jump; that cock pushing my insides was all I wanted. And I couldn't stop moaning, moaning his name. Almost as if I were calling him, invoking him.

Saturday arrived. Finally, after an intense and endless week. The problem with this Saturday is that it was a Madden Saturday. All the guys would be there. I got ready the same way as during the week. The makeup, the outfit—very slutty as I love it—and I put my dildo in my backpack. I left prepared for Brad's house; I was ready to see him again after so long. After so much desire, so many possibilities.

Arriving at the house, I could hear the bustle inside. All our friends were there, playing, getting drunk, and so on. I never thought about the possibility of them seeing me like this, because I don't care. I am this now, and I am happy with it.

I knocked on the door, with my heart in my hand. What if Brad didn't accept me? What if he told me to go home? We hadn't spoken since Saturday. I didn't know what he thought, what he would say.

He opened the door and analyzed me from top to bottom.

"Casey...?"

"Cassy," I corrected.

"What are you doing here? It's Madden night."

"I know, I wanted to come see you."

"Me? I thought after last Saturday, I ruined our friendship and you wouldn't see me again."

"Please Brad, look at me."

Brad analyzed, saw my makeup and my clothes. He bit his lip; I knew he liked it and that he craved devouring me.

"Do you like it? I came like this for you."

"For me? What if the guys see you?"

"Do you think the guys could recognize me?"

We laughed. Clearly the drunk guys couldn't recognize me. Not even sober. I am completely a woman.

"Let's go to your room," I said with a smile, face to face.

I took his hand, and we ran to the room almost playfully. The gazes of the guys in the living room followed us.

"Hey Brad, who's the girl?" "Dude, Brad's gonna fuck a girl!" And comments like that flooded the house with laughter and applause. That camaraderie you'd only see in young adults. Applauding another man for being with a woman.

We closed the room door. I leaned against the door and locked it.

"What do you want, Cassy?" he asked, innocently.

"I want you to fuck me."


The Sissy Experiment

"Alex, you're months late," said my landlord, Mr. Kovac, seriously. The rent was putting me against the ropes, and I had to start deciding whether to pay and live here or eat and live on the street.

"I'm sorry, I'll have the money this week. I promise," I begged, knowing it was almost impossible to get that cash. My job didn't pay enough, and I was cornered.

The landlord left, and as he walked away, I couldn't stop thanking him for giving me a few more days. I closed the door and sighed. I was truly ruined. What could I do? A 21-year-old college kid working as a cook in a dive bar. I couldn't get that money. I thought about going back to my parents', but after everything—the arguments, the fights—I couldn't handle it.

Today was Sunday, midday. I was off. That gave me a slight advantage; I had the day free to think about where to get the money. It's not like I hadn't thought about it during the week, but maybe without other responsibilities, I could come up with something better today. Steal? No, I don't think I have the guts. Sell drugs? Where would I even get them? No, ruled out. Prostitution? Well, I don't think it's such a bad idea... No, ruled out.

All kinds of thoughts passed through my mind until my phone rang. It was Cory, my best friend and coworker.

"Alex, darling. Are you up for grabbing a coffee?" he asked enthusiastically.

"Cory, you know I don't have a damn dollar," I replied, resigned and maybe a little sad.

"I asked if you were up for going, not if you had money to pay," he insisted, inviting me.

And there we were, the two of us. Drinking coffee in a bar in the city center. I usually ordered a cortado—enough to appreciate the bitter taste of the coffee and the sweetness of the milk. I love this coffee. Cory drank his daily Americano.

"So, how are you?" Cory asked, as if he didn't know the situation I was in.

"Bad, Cory. Bad. I have no money; it's not enough for anything. Yesterday I had to eat plain pasta without anything, I couldn't even afford cheese. And the landlord needs his money now."

"That's sad, Alex. What you're telling me is heavy."

"Well, maybe you... Could you give me a loan?" I asked, with a tiny pinch of hope, although I already expected the 'no.'

Cory let out a small laugh.

"No, Alex, it's not like I have money to spare," he admitted. "But, I have this. Bam!" He slammed a small flyer onto the table.

"What is this?" I asked with interest, looking at the paper.

"A pharmaceutical company is looking for healthy young athletes to test hormones that improve genetics. They pay up to five thousand dollars!"

"What?!" I blurted out, smiling. It was as if the answers to my prayers were right in front of me. I am everything they asked for. Young, healthy, and athletic. Bingo!

I took the flyer and read it myself: Atlas Pharmacy is looking for you! Are you young, healthy, and athletic? We offer you $5,000 to test new hormones on yourself, ready to improve genetics and give you an athletic boost.

"Are you going to go?" I asked Cory.

"Honestly, I thought about doing it. But this week I'm very busy, and I think registration closes soon. So I'm leaving this opportunity to you. You should show up tomorrow morning."

I felt calmer after knowing and reading this. Five thousand dollars just to test some hormones for a week. Easy money. I wouldn't even have to show up for work. I would already have the money ready for the landlord! For this month and the next. It's excellent!

I went home with the flyer. I showered. I prepared my "dinner," this time deciding to put cheese on my pasta because this gave me the opportunity to use a little of my saved money. I went to rest and thought about how grateful I should be for this. I've been struggling financially for months, and my pride doesn't allow me to even call my parents or ask them for a little money.

What happened with my parents? Well... It's a little weird to tell. I liked—I like, actually—wearing women's clothes. "Dressing up," you could say. Femininity is something I love. Unlike us men, women have such soft and delicate bodies. And sometimes that gives me a little envy. Dad discovered me on one of my nights off wearing my ex-girlfriend's clothes and insulted me. He called me a faggot, 'gay,' and so on. I didn't even try to defend myself; I just felt so humiliated and trapped there that I decided to escape. One day I left. Neither they nor I tried to find each other, and honestly, I think that's fine. If I can't be myself with those who gave me life, I'll have to be me with myself and no one else.

I woke up the next day with a lot of desire and enthusiasm. With the flyer in hand, I left for the pharmaceutical company.

I arrived. A white block that loomed huge over the avenue. A blue 'A' logo covered the middle of that block, and 'Atlas Pharmacy' highlighted the brand of that place. I entered; it was a place so white, sterile, and technological. Like being in one of those futuristic movies. The receptionist attended me with a smile from ear to ear; I presented the flyer, and with a mischievous smile, she asked me to wait in the reception room.

Seconds later, a tall doctor, a bit muscular with sharp grey eyes, came out.

"Is it him?" he asked the receptionist, who nodded. "A pleasure, sir. I am Doctor Thorne," shaking my hand.

We shook hands, and he invited me to his office. I took a seat, and in front of me was a huge paper full of letters—must be the contract, I thought—and far from reading it, I didn't stop looking Doctor Thorne in the eyes.

"Do you know what the experiment is about?" he asked, intrigued.

"Look, Doctor, I know you're looking for healthy young men and that you pay for it."

The Doctor laughed.

"That's right. We pay well. We are looking for healthy young men because our next hormonal advance could mean a great leap for humanity. We are talking about superior genes, men and women alike."

"Sure... Yes," I nodded. The reality is that I didn't know what he was saying, nor was I interested.

"We are going to inject you with hormones, which may or may not vary depending on the ampoule injected. Once you inject the hormones, you must wait five days and return here to finish the experiment, which will last about 6 days. That is, this Saturday."

"Does that mean I can start today and get paid on Saturday?" I asked enthusiastically.

"If you wish, we can start right now," he replied. "But first, you must sign those papers," showing me the contract in front of me.

Regardless of what it said or the Doctor's words, the only thing on my mind was the money that could enter my account this Saturday. So I took the pen to my right and signed without putting an eye on the thousands of words lying on that paper.

Minutes after signing, it seemed that the loving and welcoming atmosphere vanished by magic. They kicked me out of the Doctor's room without a word and sent me to reception, telling me they were preparing everything to start.

An electronic hum flooded the waiting room. It was Doctor Thorne opening the 'experiment' room. From inside, his voice was heard: "Patient 42, come in."

The receptionist, looking at me, invited me inside with her gaze.

That room was the opposite of what I had in mind. I expected a standard consultation, a stretcher, a 'syringe' where the hormones would be put in, a desk, or whatever. But I found a disguised operating room.

The air inside was ten degrees colder than in the hallway, and it smelled intensely of industrial antiseptic and stainless steel. The lighting came from overhead fluorescent lights that hummed and made everything look too sharp, too real. There were no windows. The walls were white tiles reaching up to the ceiling, designed to be easily cleaned with a hose if something... splashed.

"Come in, Subject 42," Doctor Thorne said, his voice sounding flat in the acoustically dead room. "Take off all your clothes, fold them carefully on that chair, and put this on." He threw me a light blue hospital gown, open at the back.

I swallowed hard. My confidence had completely evaporated after seeing all the central equipment in the room.

My eyes went to the center of the room. There, under a surgical light, was a chair. Not a massage table. It was a monstrosity of chrome metal and padded black leather. It had restraint straps on the armrests and, most terrifying of all, two metal stirrups protruding from the bottom, waiting for legs willing—or forced—to open wide. It looked like a mix between a medieval dentist's chair and a delivery room. My stomach turned.

"Is this... necessary?" I asked fearfully.

Doctor Thorne didn't even look up from his iPad.

"For the feminizing compound insemination procedure, yes. It is standard. Get up. Legs in the stirrups. Now."

I climbed onto the chair with great fear. For $5,000, I thought they would draw blood or something. I never thought they could open me up like a Christmas turkey.

Doctor Thorne sat on a wheeled stool right between my open legs. He adjusted the surgical light until the heat of the bulb burned the skin of my perineum. I felt exposed, ridiculous, with my knees in the air in those cold stirrups.

"Relax the sphincter, Patient 42," he ordered, taking a metal instrument from the tray. "We are going to dilate the canal to ensure the compound reaches the correct depth."

Sphincter? The treatment will be via the anal cavity? It can't be; I've never had anything there, and now I'll be part of an experiment. How could I relax my ass?

I felt the cold metal of the speculum against my entrance. Without preamble, he pushed. I gasped, my hands gripping the edges of the chair. The doctor turned a small screw on the instrument, and I felt it opening me. Click, click, click. The mechanical sound echoed in the room.

"Excellent vision," muttered the doctor, looking inside me as if checking a car engine. "Receptive mucosa. Ready for the deposit."

My ass was open. But what deposit? This can't be happening... But for $5,000, I couldn't complain.

Thorne left the speculum in place, keeping me wide open. He took a huge syringe, without a needle but with a long, flexible tube at the tip. The cylinder was full of a thick, pearly white, viscous liquid.

"This is the Fem-X7 Compound," he explained coldly. "Rapid-absorption synthetic estrogens and testosterone blockers. The consistency is thick to adhere to the internal walls."

He introduced the tube through the speculum, pushing it deep, dangerously close to my prostate.

"Here it comes."

He pressed the plunger. I felt a warm, heavy pressure filling me. It wasn't painful, but it was... invasive. I felt the hot liquid flooding my insides, stretching me, occupying a space that shouldn't be occupied. It was a sensation of sickly and delicious fullness.

"It's medicine, it's just medicine," I repeated to myself, although my body reacted as if I were being bred.

That reaction from my body translated into my penis leaking. I could see from here how my penis, with a weak erection, dripped pre-cum as if it were being used. I didn't know what that liquid was, but the heat with which it filled me made me desire more. I could feel the sweetness just by feeling it inside me.

When the syringe was empty, the doctor withdrew the tube, but a large amount of that "medical semen" threatened to come out.

"No, no. We don't want to waste a $5,000 dose, do we?" Thorne said.

He took another object from the tray. A medical silicone anal plug, but with a wide stainless steel base.

"This will keep the compound inside until it is fully absorbed." He removed the speculum abruptly and, before I could close up, pushed the plug inside me.

My body closed around the object with a spasm. Now I was full, plugged, and legs open.

"Good boy... I mean, good subject," the doctor corrected, giving me a dry slap on the inner thigh with his latex glove. "Now, wait for the hormones to do their work."

It feels hot... It feels good. Shit, why is my cock still leaking? I'm with my legs open, with a hot, whitish liquid in my ass, and my body is loving it. But this is wrong! Why does my body react this way?

Suddenly, I felt my body go numb, as if it were being flooded with anesthesia. Immense sleepiness tormented me, and by the time I realized it, I was asleep.

I woke up. I looked around and noticed something very strange; I was in my house, but I didn't remember how I got there. Suddenly, an extremely sweet smell, like caramel, flooded my nostrils. It was me who smelled that way—so sweet and feminine.

I was covered up to my neck. I removed the sheets from over me, and a fine brush against my nipples made me let out a sharp scream. My nipples felt so sensitive that the friction with the sheets sent an electric discharge straight to my crotch. Something extremely strange was happening.

Still lying in bed, I looked down and appreciated my body. That was when I let out another sharper, perhaps more feminine scream.

I was naked, and I noticed that two huge female breasts had grown on me. They were two tits, round and firm. A woman's tits. Like that woman you love, the one you notice on the street when you see her cleavage, the one you see in porn. I had tits! I didn't believe what was happening; this must be a dream, I thought.

I realized what was happening. Is this part of the experiment? Having tits?

For some strange reason, I liked the idea of having tits. Think about it: you're a man, and the next day you have two huge tits on you. I laughed and assumed the idea that maybe the side effects of the experiment would be carrying two huge tits.

I grazed one of the nipples with my fingertip, and an electric shock traveled down my spine straight to my crotch. I gasped. The sensitivity was overwhelming. It was a hundred times more intense than anything I had felt before the experiment.

I started squeezing them, weighing them in my palms, fascinated by how they bounced. I pinched a nipple, and my knees went weak. A liquid heat spread through my lower belly. My breathing accelerated. I was getting aroused. I was getting hot with my own body.

"God, I need to touch myself," I thought, my mind clouded by a lust that didn't feel masculine, but urgent and enveloping.

I lowered my hand hurriedly towards my boxers, looking for the familiar relief. My hand went straight to where my cock had always been, expecting to find it hard and throbbing to calm this need.

But my hand grabbed... nothing.

I stopped dead. I pulled down my boxers in one tug, panic mixing with excitement.

It wasn't there. My cock, my balls... had disappeared. The area was completely smooth, hairless, perfect.

In its place, there was a soft line, pink and moist lips glistening with their own natural lubricant.

I stared at my new crotch in the mirror. I should be horrified. I had been castrated. They had turned me into a complete woman. But as I looked at that slit, I felt an internal contraction, a deep throb asking to be filled.

I slid a finger, trembling, over my clitoris.

"Oh..." I moaned. The sensation was explosive.

I didn't hesitate anymore. I threw myself on the bed, opened my legs, and sank two fingers inside me. I was wet. I was ready. And for the first time in my life, I knew everything was exactly where it should be.

I realized that maybe the experiment "worked" and Alex wasn't here anymore. Doctor Thorne made sure to kill Alex. Now I, the girl in the bed, masturbating with her own fingers, shoving them into the vaginal cavity with such enthusiasm... she just wants to go back to the clinic to thank him.

Hours passed. I spent an insane amount of time masturbating. When my clitoris was so sensitive I couldn't even pass a finger over it, that was when I got out of bed.

With my legs still weak, I stood up. The first sensation upon standing was strange: the total absence of weight between my legs. Walking felt different, light, almost aerodynamic without anything hanging or getting in the way.

I walked naked to the full-length mirror in the corner of the room. I knew what I had touched, but I needed to see it. I needed to confront Doctor Thorne's complete work.

I stopped in front of the glass, and the air escaped my lungs.

The person staring back at me wasn't Alex, the gym-addicted college student. She didn't even look like his sister. She was a completely different creature, a porcelain doll that had taken my place while I slept.

My square jaw had disappeared, replaced by a soft, delicate facial oval. My hair, that boring military cut I wore all my life, was now a short, silky "bob," a shiny brunette framing my new face and accentuating the length of a fragile, elegant neck.

My eyes went down, scanning the rest of the damage—or the miracle.

My shoulders were ridiculously narrow, making my new breasts, still with pink nipples swollen from how I had handled them, look even bigger on my slender torso. My rib cage had compacted, giving way to an unreal wasp waist that flowed into gently widened hips, creating a perfect feminine curve.

And down there, the most radical change.

Where my "pride," my male bulge, had always been, now there was absolutely nothing. No loose skin, no trace of who I was. Just a soft Venus mound, slightly bulging and perfectly smooth, without a single hair. A small pink slit shone with the recent moisture of my own pleasure, undeniable proof that it worked.

I brought a fine hand to my mouth, touching my soft lips while the girl in the mirror did the same with an expression of shock mixed with deep lust.

"My God..." she whispered with my new melodic voice. "He really did it. He really erased me."

I didn't feel panic. I didn't feel rage. Seeing that small, exposed, and absolutely female figure in the reflection, I only felt a wave of heat and a terrifying certainty: Alex had died in that clinic, and the girl standing here now... she was desperate to be used.

I sat in the dining room, wearing a robe because I didn't know what clothes to wear yet. On the dining table was the flyer with the pharmacy's number. I decided to call them, to let them know their 'experiment' was working.

"Alex," the receptionist answered.

"Alexia," I replied, with a voice so melodic and soft.

"I see you're adapting very well." The receptionist let out a small laugh, as if she were pleased.

"It took me by surprise, but this... is much better than I thought."

"Alex, Alexia," she corrected herself. "I'm glad you're liking it. When it happened to me, it shocked me too, but today I am the happiest woman on earth."

That answer left me frozen. The receptionist's femininity had caught my attention from the first moment; she was a beautiful and perfect woman. With hair so long that hitting her shoulders provoked thousands of looks from men. Knowing she was part of this too generated much more confidence in me than before.

"So now what?" I asked, because I might be happy with the results, but I still need the $5,000.

"The experiment consists of how your hormones and your body adapt to the environment. You will have to present the final results this Saturday first thing in the morning. This week I would recommend you rest."

I understood. Getting used to this body can take time. And the experiment ends this Saturday. But what could I do now, in this body so beautiful and delicate, on a Tuesday?

Suddenly, a dry knock, almost furious, touched my door. Who could it be?

The knocks on the door echoed like gunshots, snapping me out of my trance in front of the mirror.

"Alex! Open the damn door! I know you're there!"

It was Mr. Kovac. The landlord. A huge man, with hands like shovels and a horrible temper. I owed three months' rent. My old self, Alex the man, would have looked for an excuse, would have tried to negotiate man to man.

But when I heard his deep voice on the other side of the wood, I didn't feel the usual rational fear. I felt a vibration in my lower belly. My nipples, brushing against the fabric of the robe I had put on in a hurry, hardened instantly.

Careful, thought my logical brain. Obey, whispered my new biology.

I walked to the door with trembling legs. Upon opening, the enormous figure of Mr. Kovac blocked the hallway light. He smelled of cheap tobacco, stale sweat, and... masculinity. That smell hit my nostrils and made me dizzy.

Kovac stood with his mouth open, fist raised mid-knock. His eyes scanned my body—my soft legs, my narrow waist, the cleavage of the robe—with a mix of confusion and predatory hunger.

"Who... who are you?" he growled, lowering his hand but not backing away. "I'm looking for Alex. That useless guy owes me money."

I opened my mouth to say "It's me," but the words didn't come out. My throat closed. Under his heavy gaze, I felt incredibly small. Defenseless. My fighting instinct had disappeared, replaced by an overwhelming need to appease the beast.

"He... he's not here," I whispered. My voice sounded singsong, soft, submissive.

Kovac took a step forward, invading my personal space. I had to tilt my head back to look him in the eyes. His presence was suffocating.

"Not here?" Kovac smiled, a crooked and dirty smile. "Well, gorgeous, someone has to pay. He owes three thousand dollars. And you are in his apartment... in a robe."

He cornered me against the entrance wall. I felt the heat of his body radiating towards mine. My hormones went crazy. My new vagina throbbed, lubricating itself, desperate for attention. My brain screamed "Tell him to stop!" but my body arched towards him, seeking his approval.

"I don't have money..." I moaned, biting my lower lip painted natural red.

Kovac lowered his gaze to my lips, then to my crotch. He understood the message my pheromones were screaming.

"There are other ways to pay the rent, doll," he said, moving his rough hand to his fly. The sound of the zipper coming down was the loudest sound in the world. "If you're Alex's friend, surely you know how to do favors."

He took out his cock. It was thick, dark, and smelled of man. Of authority.

I didn't think. I didn't make a conscious decision. It was pure instinct, like a knee reacting to a medical hammer. My legs lost strength, and I fell to my knees.

It wasn't humiliation. It felt... correct. As if that were my natural place now. I looked at the bulge in front of my eyes, and that chemical hunger Doctor Thorne had injected into me took control.

"Good girl," Kovac growled, placing his heavy hand on my head. "Pay the debt."

I opened my mouth, feeling my soft lips stretching to accommodate him, and let myself be used, officially converted into the prettiest currency in the building.

Hours after that event, Mr. Kovac asked me to tell Alex not to worry about the rent money anymore, but that he would come to visit his 'friend' every month. Either way, I didn't have to worry about that money anymore! Which means the $5,000 I collect from the experiment would be all mine. And I only had to let myself get face-fucked by such an authoritarian man...

This wasn't gay, it wasn't wrong. I was a woman, and like a woman, I had to be used as one.

Days passed. I didn't have much to do; my routine was waking up, masturbating furiously in bed, and seeing what clothes from my ex-girlfriend I could wear. I couldn't do much; I had to rest at home.

Today, Saturday, I had to visit Doctor Thorne. To take advantage of the occasion, I wanted to look pretty.

I got in the shower. Rubbing my soft skin and preparing for today, a little nervousness invaded me. Maybe I was a little afraid that the experiment would end and I would return to the Alex from before, the boring Alex, the unhappy one who had to hide to dress how he liked.

I left the bathroom wrapped in steam and went straight to the closet. My old gym shirts and baggy pants now seemed like useless rags. My body screamed to be exhibited.

I found what I was looking for. An outfit that seemed to have magically appeared in my drawer—or maybe it was always there and my male brain had ignored it until today.

First, the black top. It was a tiny garment of ribbed, elastic fabric. Passing it over my head, I had to maneuver carefully to accommodate my new breasts. The black fabric clung to my pale skin like a second dermis, gently compressing my breasts but highlighting their volume. I didn't wear a bra; I wanted the Doctor to see exactly how my hardened nipples pushed against the dark fabric, demanding attention. The top ended just below my ribs, leaving my flat stomach and wasp waist completely exposed to the air.

Then, the white shorts. Denim, dangerously short and high-waisted. Pulling them up my long, depilated legs, I felt the rigid fabric embrace my widened hips. I turned around to see how it shaped my ass, lifting it and leaving it half-covered.

But the real impact was closing it in front.

I buttoned it and looked down. The white fabric pulled tight over my crotch. The image was hypnotic: it was completely flat. Where before there would have been an uncomfortable bulge of wrinkled fabric trying to hide my manhood, now there was a smooth, immaculate surface. The central seam of the shorts dug slightly into my mound, marking a subtle and obscene "camel toe."

I looked in the mirror one last time. The contrast of black on my chest and immaculate white over my nullified sex was perfect. She looked innocent at first glance, but anyone who looked twice would see what she really was: an empty doll, washed and dressed, ready to return to the laboratory and thank her creator.

I put a little gloss on my lips, smiled at my reflection—a lewd smile I didn't recognize—and walked out the door. Doctor Thorne hated when people were late.

I arrived at the pharmacy. The receptionist, waiting for me with a smile, welcomed me and asked if I was ready for today. Ready for what? I asked myself.

She accompanied me to the operating room where I started the experiment.

Doctor Thorne didn't even blink when he saw my outfit. To him, my black top and white shorts weren't fashion; they were simply wrappers hindering access to the product.

"You're on time, Subject 42," he said, checking his watch. "Your estrogen levels are off the charts. Your male psychology should be completely suppressed. Now, let's test the durability of the hardware."

He made a gesture, and a side door slid open.

My heart stopped. Nurses didn't enter. Six men entered.

They were dressed in green surgical gowns, but without pants. They wore masks that hid their faces, dehumanizing them completely. They were big, muscular, and all of them were rock hard.

"This is Alpha Control Group," Thorne explained coldly. "They have testosterone levels increased by 200%. Their job today is to administer a continuous load of biological fluid to test the retention capacity of your new orifices."

"Doctor... all of them?" I asked, my voice trembling.

"It's an endurance test, darling. Not a date. On the table. All fours."

I obeyed. My body moved on its own, climbing onto the padded central table. I arched my back, raising my ass encased in the white shorts, offering myself.

"We begin with simultaneous oral and posterior capacity," Thorne ordered.

The first "Alpha" approached my face. There were no kisses, no words. He simply took out his thick, throbbing cock and pushed it against my painted lips. I opened my mouth and accepted it to the hilt, tasting the clinical musk.

At the same time, I felt strong hands grabbing my hips. Someone pulled my white shorts down in one tug, leaving my ass and my new crotch exposed to the cold air. I heard the sound of a latex glove applying lubricant.

"Pause," Thorne said. "What we have built here is a complete simulated reproductive system. And we need to know if the internal dividing wall withstands maximum pressure."

He looked me in the eyes, cold as a scalpel.

"Get ready, 42. We are going to perform simultaneous insertion. Vagina and rectum. At the same time."

My heart raced. My new hormones fired a discharge of adrenaline and lubricant. My small pink slit, which had barely been touched by my own fingers that morning, throbbed with fear and anticipation.

"Birthing position," Thorne ordered.

Two of the "Alphas" positioned themselves between my open legs. They were huge. One held my thighs, opening me until I felt like I was splitting. The other positioned himself underneath.

"Synchronization... Now!"

It was an electric shock.

I felt the first head, thick and hot, pushing against my rear entrance, dilating my sphincter to the limit. But before I could adapt, I felt the second head, moist and hard, sliding through the lips of my new vagina.

I screamed. It wasn't a male scream. It was the high-pitched wail of a woman being stretched beyond belief.

"Push!" Thorne shouted.

Both men sank into me at once. The sensation was overwhelming. I felt them filling me completely, occupying every millimeter of space inside my pelvis. I could feel, through the thin membrane separating my two channels, how their cocks rubbed against each other inside me. I was literally walled in by male flesh.

"Excellent," narrated the Doctor, leaning in to inspect the union of their bodies with mine. "The elasticity of the vaginal neo-tissue is perfect. No tears."

The men started pumping.

It was chaos. When the one behind pushed, the one in front came out a little, and vice versa. I became a piston of flesh, being rubbed, stretched, and massaged from the inside in two opposite directions. My clitoris, trapped in the middle of the friction, vibrated with unbearable intensity.

My breasts bounced violently against the black top with every double thrust. My mind went blank. There were no more thoughts, only sensation.

"Please!" I moaned, not knowing what I was asking. To stop? To continue?

"Hold it, 42," Thorne said. "We are reaching the breaking point."

I felt both men tense up at the same time. The cocks inside me throbbed, swelling even more.

"Insemination!" the Doctor ordered.

And then, the flood. I felt the heat boiling in my ass and, for the first time in my life, the unknown and delicious sensation of being filled with hot semen in my cunt. I felt heavy, full, overflowing. A true breeding female fulfilling her only biological function under the laboratory lights.

My mind of Alex was gone. I was 42. And my only purpose was to return to serve the men Doctor Thorne put in front of me.































EPILOGUE

The sound of my heels echoed against the wooden floor of the coffee shop, attracting looks. I loved that sound. It was the sound of female authority.

I saw Cory sitting at the back table, nervously checking his watch. He was ten minutes late. Before, as Alex, I would have been running, sweating, and apologizing. Now, as Alexia, I knew a beautiful woman is never late; others simply arrive too early.

I approached the table and slid my purse onto the empty chair.

"Is this taken?" I asked, using my softest tone.

Cory looked up, annoyed, ready to tell me he was waiting for a friend. But the words died in his throat. His eyes widened like saucers, scanning my low-cut silk blouse, my impeccable makeup, and the way my breasts rested casually on the table as I leaned in.

"Excuse me...?" he stammered, blushing. "I'm waiting for... for Alex."

I let out a crystal-clear giggle and sat down, crossing my legs elegantly. The white shorts rode up a little more, showing my tanned thighs. Cory swallowed hard, his eyes glued to my legs.

"Alex isn't coming anymore, Cory," I said, smiling and biting the straw of my iced coffee. "But Alexia is here."

"A-Alex?" he whispered, leaning forward, searching for some trace of his gym buddy in my doll face. "What the hell happened to you? The experiment?"

"The experiment was... a resounding success," I said, winking at him. "Doctor Thorne said my body responded 'magnificently' to the treatment."

Cory shook his head, still in shock, but I noticed his gaze dropping to my cleavage again and again. The attraction was undeniable. His best friend had disappeared, but the girl in front of him was making him hard.

"But... what about the debt?" he asked, trying to regain sanity. "You owed months of rent. Kovac was going to break your legs."

I smiled, remembering the landlord's visit that morning. And the night before. And this morning again before leaving.

"Oh, don't worry about Mr. Kovac," I said calmly, playing with a strand of my hair. "We reached a... refinancing agreement. Let's say I have a new payment method that he likes much more than money."

"Payment method?"

"Yes. It turns out being a girl has many fiscal advantages, Cory. I don't pay rent anymore. Doctor Thorne gives me my 'vitamins' for free. And my best friend is going to buy me this coffee, right?"

Cory stayed silent for a second, processing everything. Processing that his friend was gone forever. He looked me in the eyes, and then, slowly, a complicit smile appeared on his face. He relaxed in the chair, opening his legs in that masculine posture that now seemed so delicious to me.

"Of course, Alexia," he said, his voice becoming a little deeper, more flirtatious. "Whatever the lady wants."

I raised my coffee in a silent toast.

Alex was dead. And Alexia had never been happier.


Dare to be a Sissy

The music was loud. Cigarette smoke, vape clouds, and the scent of marijuana encircled my body like I was a sculpture. The sweat. The smell of testosterone flooding the room. The lace elastic dug into my left hip, right where the bone protruded slightly, creating a constant, sharp, and stinging reminder of my humiliation and my worst defeat as a heterosexual man.

It was Brad’s party, the leader of the university sports team, and I was here. Serving my sentence. I checked my phone screen for the fifth time in two minutes. 11:32 PM.

Twenty-eight minutes. That was all that separated me from my masculine freedom. Twenty-eight minutes more of holding my breath, of taking short steps so the pink silk wouldn’t ride up my ass crack, of avoiding the cute girls at the party—since my masculinity, already at stake, wouldn’t allow me to take any of those women to bed anyway; what if they discovered the secret?—and above all, of pretending to be just one more of the idiot guys drinking cheap beer in Brad’s apartment.

“Leo! Stop looking at porn on your damn phone and drink, it’s Friday for fuck's sake!” Mike said, slapping my back hard as if I were just another Bro in the crowd and not a moron who lost a bet and was wearing a pink thong.

I smiled at him: a fake, tense grimace.

“Y-yeah, I’m on it,” I replied timidly.

Mike continued on his way to the beer pong table, laughing with that gorilla confidence that the varsity team defenders have. Clearly, he didn’t know anything. Nobody at this party knew anything. Except Brad.

I mentally cursed the day, exactly one week ago, when I lost that stupid bet on the NFL game. Drunk and stupid, I was sure the Chiefs would win. Brad had looked at me so contemptuously and claimed I was a loudmouth. The punishment was simple, direct, and cruel: “One week wearing women’s lingerie under your clothes. Day and night. If I catch you without them, I’ll upload the photos to the university group chat.”

They had been the seven longest days of my life. At first, Monday and Tuesday, it was absolute torture. The fabric was too soft, too thin. My cock, used to the rough cotton of boxers, reacted with traitorous erections every time the silk grazed it while walking. I felt so dirty and humiliated. I thought I was a pervert and that if I were discovered, my life would end! But by Wednesday... Something changed. I didn’t stop feeling dirty; however, that sensation was... gratifying and certainly arousing. I started to feel... ‘Aware.’ I began to like the secret. I loved being in History class, surrounded by people, knowing I was the only one in the room with Victoria’s Secret panties hugging his cheeks. It gave me a kind of static electricity on my skin, the kind that clings to your muscles and generates heat in exciting zones.

But enough was enough. My masculinity had suffered enough. At 12:00 AM, the deal was broken. I could go to the bathroom, rip this pink fabric off my body, throw it in the trash, and go back to being me, Leo.

I took refuge in the kitchen, away from the bustle of the living room, looking for a moment of peace to adjust the fabric, which had ridden up dangerously. I left my beer on the counter and brought my hands to the waist of my Levi’s.

“If I were you, I wouldn’t do that here.”

The deep voice, heavy with smoke and authority, froze my blood. My hands froze on my belt. I didn’t need to turn around to know who it was. The smell gave him away: a mixture of leather, expensive tobacco, and that natural, musky, dominant pheromone that Brad exuded effortlessly.

I turned slowly. Brad was leaning against the kitchen doorframe, blocking my only exit. He wore a tight black t-shirt that defined his pecs and a predatory smile on his lips. In his right hand, he held a half-finished bottle of vodka.

“I-I was just fixing my shirt,” I lied, my voice still coming out higher than it should have.

Brad let out a short, dry laugh. He took a step toward me, invading my personal space. I had to tilt my head back just to look him in the eyes.

“Don’t lie to me,” he whispered. “I know perfectly well what you were adjusting. Are you wearing the pink ones today? Or the black lace ones I bought you on Thursday?”

I swallowed hard. The memory of Thursday hit me. Brad had forced me to model for him in the empty locker room after practice, to “verify compliance with the bet.” And while I did it, the bastard took photos... Damn it, Brad!

“The pink ones,” I admitted, defeated, lowering my gaze.

“Good. Those make your ass look edible, Princess,” he dropped with a malicious smile and a terrible stench of alcohol.

Edible?! Princess?! Damn it Brad, how can you treat your teammate like a princess? How can you tell him you’d eat his ass? For some reason, those words made my knees weak and a heat invade my abdomen, traveling down to my crotch. Maybe the thong riding up my ass crack made delicate words like ‘princess’ provoke things in me I had never felt before. But thinking that a man as tall, strong, and manly as Brad saw my ass as edible made me feel like one of the university cheerleaders, the ones they invite to parties just to fuck them! I should be fucking a cheerleader, not thinking about being one...

The comment hung in the air, dense and charged with sexual intention that my loser heterosexual brain tried desperately to ignore, but that my traitorous body received with strong throbs in my crotch.

I stood firmly, as if standing up to a giant, immovable being.

“Twenty minutes left, Brad,” I said, trying to be as firm as possible. “At midnight the week ends. I did my part, I’m free.” I challenged.

Brad took a long swig from the bottle, without breaking eye contact. His eyes shone with malice.

“You’re right. Technically, you fulfilled the original bet.”

He moved closer, cornering me against the cold counter.

“But I’ve been watching you, Leo. All week, I saw how you walk, how you blush when people look at you, how you adjust that beautiful pink thong in class. And that makes me think of a theory.”

“T-theory? What theory?”

Brad reached out and, with an audacity that paralyzed me, slid his fingers along the edge of my jeans until he touched the elastic band of my panties. He traced the line of my hip with his thumb, burning my skin.

“I think you like it... That you don’t want it to end,” he whispered, his breath smelling of hot alcohol flooding my nostrils. “I think you liked sharing a dirty secret. And it would be a shame to waste this potential just because the day is ending.”

“Are you crazy?! I hate this,” I lied... But my cock, pressed against the silk, while my balls bulged out due to the thin string of the thong, gave a small jump that Brad, being so close, had to notice.

“Oh... Really?” Brad smiled, triumphant. “Then, you wouldn’t mind playing one last round.”

“Playing what?”

“Truth or Dare. Mike and the guys are already waiting in the living room.”

I knew immediately what Brad wanted to do. He’s usually a bully and humiliates the new freshmen at the university. I know he seeks to make me look like a pervert in front of everyone, for the girls to laugh, for the men to look at me with disgust. No, no way.

I shook my head frantically.

“No, no way. You want to humiliate me in front of everyone, you think I’m an idiot.”

Brad’s smile disappeared, replaced by a mask of pure coldness. He took out his phone and showed me the screen. It was a photo, it was my photo. From behind, in the locker room, bent over, with my long hair falling over my bare shoulders. With the panties, black and lacy, squeezing my ass, leaving it exposed and ready to use. My face was visible in profile, biting my lip. It was undeniable. It was pornographic.

“The university WhatsApp group has 150 members, Leo,” Brad said in a casual tone, his thumb hovering over the “Send” button. “Including that girl, Sarah, the one you like so much. What do you think they’ll say if they see this?”

Panic closed my throat. My social life, my reputation... Everything would go down the drain in a second.

“Brad, please... Don’t do it, I’ll do anything.”

Brad slowly put the phone away, enjoying my desperation. He went back to being the charming and dangerous friend.

“That’s what I thought.” He grabbed my arm and pulled me toward the living room. “Let’s go. The game is about to start. And I have a feeling that tonight you’re going to lose much more than a bet.”

The living room seemed smaller than before. Or maybe I was the one who felt minuscule. Brad gently pushed me toward the leather sofa where Mike, Sarah, and three other guys from the football team—Jason, a redheaded giant, and Chris, the quarterback—were sitting in a semicircle. It looked like a tribunal. A tribunal of sweaty, drunk men judging my fate... And Sarah, who for some reason was there. The cheerleaders seemed to have left, as they are usually more “responsible,” so the night ahead was exclusively for men.

“Look who I found hiding in the kitchen,” Brad announced, his voice resonating over the music. “Leo wants to join the champions' round.”

Mike let out a loud laugh and slapped the armrest of the sofa.

“Sit down, buddy, but remember we play rough here!” he said, inviting me.

It seemed that behind all these idiots, Mike was the friendliest; he always was.

The volume of the music began to lower. As if the atmosphere was concentrating on our voices and actions for the next hour. The guys took some drinks, some beer, others vodka. And finally, Brad looked me in the eyes and took the initiative.

“Truth or Dare?” Brad asked.

I looked around, seeking an exit. My eyes met Sarah’s, who was sitting on the armrest of the sofa, drinking a pink cocktail. She was wearing a short black dress and high boots that made her legs look miles long—inviting me to traverse them. She smiled at me, an enigmatic, almost compassionate smile, and adjusted her long blonde hair.

I felt a knot in my stomach. Sarah was the hottest girl at the university. If she knew about my panties... If she saw the photo... I’d prefer to die.

“Dare,” I said, my voice barely a whisper. I would do it. I would do anything to prevent that photo from reaching her phone.

Brad smiled like a shark that just bit. And when I saw that look, I knew I had fallen into his trap.

“I knew you’d be reasonable,” he applauded. “Sarah, come here!”

Sarah stood up with feline elegance and walked toward us. The sound of her heels against the wooden floor resonated in the tense silence of the room. She stopped next to Brad, placing a hand on the Alpha’s muscular shoulder.

“Yes, my love?” she said, her voice soft but with a raspy, deep undertone that I had always found incredibly sexy.

“Our friend Leo needs a makeover,” Brad said, tossing a bag with a dress at my feet. “He has accepted to be the mascot for the night. But he doesn’t have a fucking clue how to put on makeup, could you help her?”

Sarah looked me up and down, analyzing me. Her eyes scanned my shrunken posture, my nervous hands, and the bulge in my jeans where I hid the lingerie.

“It will be a pleasure,” Sarah said, winking at me. “I’ve always wanted a little sister.”

“Perfect!” Brad sentenced. “You have one hour, just one hour. I want you to wax her, make her up, and put her in that dress. If she comes out with a single hair on her legs or with runny mascara, the photo gets published.”

“The photo gets published...” That was when I realized, I fell into his damn trap. It was impossible for Sarah, the cheerleader most friendly with the sports guys, not to know their biggest secrets. She knew about the photo, she was part of the tribunal, she was part of the ambush! I had never felt so betrayed, but this betrayal was... Arousing. Thinking that I was the only one who knew, that I could walk around feeling the fine silk sticking to my cheeks, that I rubbed my small penis over my pants while thinking about taking more photos for Brad. They knew... And I didn’t know what to think, because, maybe I liked it a little...

Sarah, delicately, extended her hand to me. Her long, fine fingers with nails perfectly painted blood red touched my soft hand.

“Come on, darling,” she said sweetly. “Don’t be afraid, I promise you’re going to like it. At first, it might hurt your ego, but then... It feels wonderful.”

I took her hand. Her firm grip, firmer than any other girl who had touched my hand, dragged me toward the hallway, away from the guys' laughter, into the wolf’s mouth. I had no idea that upon entering that room with Sarah, Leo would never come out again.

The guest room smelled of vanilla and hairspray. Sarah locked the door, shutting out the noise of the party and the guys' laughter. Suddenly, the silence felt intimate, charged.

“Sit on the edge of the bed, honey,” she ordered with that soft, raspy voice.

I obeyed. I felt ridiculous and, at the same time, strangely excited. Sarah took out a kit full of makeup and started working on my face. Her fingers were cold, but her touch burned me. I felt her breath near my mouth as she outlined my eyes.

“You have beautiful eyelashes, Leo,” she whispered. “Brad is right. You’re going to be an adorable mascot.”

When she finished with the makeup, she tossed me the silver dress. I took off my clothes in front of her, trembling, remaining only in my pink panties and the heels. Sarah didn’t laugh. She looked at me with hunger. She helped me zip up the dress. The sequined fabric clung to my body like a second skin. Looking at myself in the full-length mirror, the air escaped my lungs. It wasn’t Leo. It was a tall, athletic girl, with red lips and slutty eyes.

“God...” I whispered.

“You look incredible,” Sarah said, standing behind me and wrapping her arms around my waist. She rested her chin on my shoulder, looking at both of us in the mirror. We were two pretty girls about to go out partying.

I felt her body pressed against my back. Her breasts, her flat stomach... and something else. Something hard pressing against my ass through the fabric of her black dress. My breathing accelerated.

“Sarah...” I gasped. “What...?”

She turned me abruptly and kissed me. It was a hungry, dirty kiss, full of tongue. My brain short-circuited. I was kissing the girl of my dreams. I returned the kiss with desperation, my hands going down her back, caressing her waist, her hips... My right hand went lower, seeking her crotch, expecting to find the softness of a woman. But my hand closed around something thick. Hard. Hot. I pulled back an inch, panting, eyes wide open. I didn’t withdraw my hand. On the contrary, I squeezed. It was huge. Bigger than mine.

“Surprise,” Sarah whispered with a lascivious smile, biting her lower lip. “You didn’t think you were the only one who lost a bet with Brad, did you?”

“You...? You are...?” I couldn’t finish the sentence.

“I’m like you, Leo. Only I’ve been the team mascot for a year.” She pulled up her black dress, revealing red lace panties that barely contained a monstrous erection. “And let me tell you... it’s the best life a guy can have.”

Seeing that pulsating penis on the body of such a perfect “woman” broke something inside me. It should have disgusted me. I should have run away. But the mixture of her vanilla perfume, my own pink panties, and the authority in her gaze provoked a wave of lust so violent that I felt dizzy.

“It’s... beautiful,” I moaned, not knowing why I said it.

Sarah sat on the bed and spread her legs.

“Prove it,” she ordered, pointing to her released cock, which nodded, inviting me. “Before going out there and serving the guys, you need to practice. You need to know what a real man tastes like.”

I didn’t hesitate. Not for a second. I fell to my knees. The floor was cold on my bare knees, but my face was burning. I grabbed her thigh with my manicured hands and brought my face close to her bulge. It smelled of musk and perfume. I opened my mouth. I stuck out my tongue. And when the tip of her cock touched my red-painted lips, I knew Leo had died. I started sucking. With hunger. With devotion. Sarah’s moans filled the room while I discovered my true vocation. My throat opened, my drool lubricated her flesh, and an animal “heat” took over my brain. For some strange reason, I was so horny that I wasn’t thinking about Sarah anymore. I was thinking about what I had in my mouth, about what I was doing. “This isn’t gay, we are two girls,” I kept repeating to myself. How could it be gay? Enjoying the softness of a woman, the hardness and heat of her penis. I couldn’t believe something like this felt so good. I didn’t even want to masturbate, I just wanted to suck and suck. Taking it out and putting it in my mouth wasn’t enough, I wanted it in my throat. I begged for deep thrusts. I wanted Sarah to fuck my mouth. “If it feels this good to have something like this in my mouth, imagine more.” It seemed like my limits were breaking; I had never been with a woman before and now, it seems I’m no longer a virgin.

“Keep sucking, you fucking slut,” panted Sarah, who wasn’t as soft as she seemed anymore.

Gagging filled the room and the thrusts in my throat were the final paint on the canvas. Suddenly, Sarah pulled it out of my mouth violently. I thought I had done something wrong.

“Sorry... They don’t let me cum yet,” she apologized. “But we’ll have time for that.”

My mind, anxious for cock and already turning into a slut, didn’t hear anything she said. I just got up from the cold floor and walked out of the room hand in hand with Sarah, who was ready to present me. To present Leah.

The walk from the bedroom to the living room was short, but for me, walking on four-inch heels and with my legs trembling from withdrawal, it seemed eternal. Sarah squeezed my hand tightly, guiding me. She walked with the confidence of a queen; I, with the submission of a newly broken-in slave. Crossing the threshold of the living room, the music seemed to stop. Or maybe it was my heart. Five pairs of eyes locked onto me. But they were no longer the mocking looks from an hour ago. They no longer saw Leo, the loser of the bet. They saw long legs encased in sheer pantyhose. They saw the silver dress adhering to my wasp waist. They saw my red lips, swollen and wet from sucking Sarah just seconds ago. The silence was thick, charged with lust. I could smell their desire. And for the first time in my life, I wasn’t afraid. It gave me power.

“Fuck...” whispered Mike, leaving his beer on the table without taking his eyes off my cleavage. “Is that Leo?”

Sarah let out a wicked little laugh and gently pushed me toward the center of the rug, as if I were a model on a meat runway.

“There is no Leo here anymore, boys,” Sarah announced, wrapping an arm around my waist possessively. “Allow me to introduce Leah. And let me tell you... she has a lot of talent.”

Brad, who was still sitting on the throne of the central sofa, leaned forward. His dark eyes traveled over my body, stopping at my crotch, where my erection was still fighting against the fabric of the dress.

“Talent?” Brad asked, arching an eyebrow.

“She almost sucked me dry in the room,” Sarah said, and I felt my cheeks burn. But not from shame, but from pride. “She’s greedy. I had to stop her because she wanted to swallow it all.”

A murmur of approval ran through the group. Jason, the redheaded giant, unbuckled his belt. The metallic sound of the buckle was like a starting gun.

“Well, Leah,” Brad said, spreading his legs and pointing to the floor between his boots. “If you’re so hungry... why don’t you come say hello to the Captain?”

I looked at Sarah. She nodded, giving me permission. I looked at Brad. His bulge in the jeans was huge, promising. My mouth salivated automatically, remembering Sarah’s taste and desiring something thicker, more masculine. I didn’t think. My knees hit the rug. I crawled toward him, swaying my hips, feeling the dress ride up my thighs.

“Hello, Captain,” I whispered with my new slutty voice. “Can I play?”

The taste of Brad filled my mouth, salty and authoritative, but that was just the appetizer. He didn’t want my mouth. He, and all the hungry eyes in that room, wanted what I was hiding under the silver dress.

“Enough,” Brad growled, pulling it out of my throat and giving me a sharp spank that resonated throughout the room. “Ass up, Leah. Let’s see if you can take it as well from behind as you do from the front.”

Sarah, acting like the perfect mistress of ceremonies, grabbed my hips and pushed me onto the leather sofa. She forced me to bend over, my face smashed against the cold cushion, my ass encased in pink panties elevated toward the ceiling, offered like a banquet. I felt rough hands tearing off my lingerie. The silk ripped. There were no more barriers.

“I’m going to open you up, rookie,” Brad warned.

There was no preparation. Just the tip of his cock, fat and lubricated with my own saliva, pushing against my virgin sphincter. I screamed. It was a masculine scream, a scream from Leo. "I'm straight, dammit! It won't fit!" my mind screamed. I felt my body tense up, rejecting the invasion. It was unnatural. It was painful. I felt like I was being split in two. But Brad didn’t stop. With a brutal thrust of his hips, he buried himself in me to the hilt. The pain was blinding for a second... and then, just when Brad started to pump, he hit that spot. My prostate. The scream of pain transformed into a sharp, feminine moan.

“Ahhh! God!”

“Does it hurt, Leo?” Brad mocked, pulling my hair to arch me more.

“Y-yes!” I lied.

“Liar,” Sarah whispered in my ear. She was kneeling in front of my face, stroking my hair. “Look how your cock is dripping, sis. You love it.”

I looked down. My small cock, trapped between my thighs, was leaking pre-cum in spurts. My body was betraying my mind. Every thrust from Brad sent an electric shock that nullified my heterosexuality. Leo was fighting, trying to remember girls' tits, football games, his pride... but Leah was winning. Leah felt that fullness, that sensation of being filled, and the only thing she wanted was for Brad to go faster.

“Switch,” Brad ordered, pulling out of me with a wet sound that left me empty and desperate.

Before I could catch my breath, I felt something different behind me. Finer hands, with long nails, grabbed my buttocks and spread them forcefully.

“My turn, bitch,” Sarah growled.

The penetration of Sarah was different. It was psychological. Knowing that a “girl” was fucking my ass broke the last walls of my sanity. Her cock was hard, veiny, and ruthless. She fucked me with rage, as if she wanted to prove to me that she was more of a man than I was.

“Take it, faggot!” panted Sarah, slamming against my prostate with a frantic rhythm. “Feel your sister!”

My eyes filled with tears. Not of pain, but of total surrender. The “Leo” who entered the party had died. I didn’t care about being straight anymore. I didn’t care about football. I only cared about the rhythm. I only cared about serving.

“More!” I screamed, my voice breaking. “Please, Sarah, harder!”

Mike and Jason joined in. One stood in front of me, putting his cock in my mouth while Sarah destroyed me from behind. I became a tunnel. A simple orifice of hot flesh designed for the pleasure of these men. I tasted Mike. I tasted Jason. They were huge. They were Alfas. And I was their whore.

“She’s too tight,” Jason complained from behind, trying to get in after Sarah.

Then, the new Leah spoke. The words came out of my mouth without me being able to stop them, driven by a lust that burned my insides.

“No... it’s not tight,” I moaned, drooling onto the leather. “Dilate me! I want more! Put the biggest ones in me! Split my ass open!”

Brad laughed, a triumphant laugh.

“You heard her, boys. The princess wants us to break her.”

The next few hours were a blur. Everyone took a turn. I lost count of how many cocks entered my mouth and my ass. My makeup was ruined, my dress ridden up to my waist, my dignity nonexistent. And I had never been happier. Finally, the pace slowed. The end was approaching.

“Line up,” Brad ordered.

Sarah lifted me from the sofa. My legs were shaking so much I could barely stand. She made me kneel in the center of the rug. She knelt beside me, shoulder to shoulder. Two blondes, two “sisters,” two receptacles. The five men stood in front of us, taking out their cocks, already pulsating and ready to burst. Sarah looked at me. Her eyes shone with complicity. She grabbed my chin and turned my face toward her.

“You did very well, Leah,” she whispered.

She leaned in and kissed me. While our tongues intertwined, tasting the flavor of the men we had just pleased, I heard Brad give the order.

“Fire!”

I felt the heat first on my cheek. Then on my forehead. Then on my eyelashes. Streams of hot semen rained down on us. We didn’t break the kiss. Sarah and I kept devouring each other’s mouths while the milk of five men covered us like thick glaze. I felt the cum running down my neck, staining the silver dress, sealing my destiny. When they finished, Brad took out his phone. The flash blinded me momentarily. We separated, panting, covered in white, smiling like two idiots in love.

“Smile,” Brad said, looking at the screen. “This is going straight to the group. ‘The team’s new mascot has passed the test.’”

I looked at Sarah. She wiped a bit of semen from my chin with her thumb and put it in her mouth, sucking it with gusto.

“Welcome to the family, Leah,” she said.

And for the first time all night, I didn’t feel fear. I felt that, finally, I was exactly where I was supposed to be.













EPILOGUE

They say that an Engineering degree is one of the hardest. They say you have to spend entire nights without sleeping, studying Calculus and Thermodynamics, suffering stress and anxiety. Poor Leo. He believed all those lies. He killed himself studying in the library. Leah, on the other hand, has discovered a shortcut. I touched up my strawberry-flavored lip gloss in front of the mirror in my personal locker. Yes, now I have my own locker in the team changing room, right next to Sarah’s. There are no longer photos of my family taped to the metal door. Now there is a schedule. But it’s not the class schedule. It’s the “tutoring” schedule. The locker room door opened with a familiar creak. I didn’t turn around. I knew it wasn’t Brad or Mike. They had practice in the afternoon. This hour was reserved for the faculty.

“May I?” asked a nervous, mature voice.

I smiled at my reflection. It was Professor Miller. Tenured Professor of Physics II. The same man who two weeks ago threatened to fail me for the semester if I didn’t improve my grades on the midterms.

“Come in, Professor,” I said, turning around.

I was sitting on the bench, wearing nothing but Brad’s team jersey (which fit me like a short dress) and my inseparable volleyball kneepads. Not because I played volleyball, but because I spent more time on my knees than standing. Professor Miller, a fifty-year-old man with glasses and gray hair, entered, locking the latch behind him. His eyes went directly to my bare thighs and the pink panties that timidly peeked out from under the jersey. He was holding a folder in his hand.

“I brought... I brought the review of your final exam, Leo... I mean, Leah,” he stuttered, loosening his tie.

“And well?” I asked, spreading my legs slowly, letting him see the chaste bulge of my chastity cage. Brad had forbidden me from getting hard without permission, but that only made me more anxious to serve. “Did I pass?”

Miller swallowed hard, hypnotized. He left the folder on the bench and approached me like a thirsty man in the desert.

“It’s a brilliant exam, Leah. In fact... I think it deserves an A+. But...” He stopped in front of me, his fly at my eye level. “I need you to demonstrate that you master ‘fluid mechanics.’”

I let out a silly, flirtatious giggle.

“Oh, Professor. That is my specialty.”

Without hesitation, I slid off the bench and fell to my knees on the tiles. My kneepads cushioned the blow. My expert hands went straight to his belt. A month ago, this would have seemed like an aberration to me. I would have felt dirty, used, corrupt. But as I took out the professor’s flaccid cock and started working it with my tongue to get it hard, thinking about the perfect grades that would appear on my transcript and the extra money Brad gave me for keeping the faculty “happy,” I realized the truth. Being a man is hard. You have to fight, compete, fail. Being the locker room whore is easy. Professor Miller moaned and put his hand on my head, pushing me deeper.

“Good girl...” he whispered.

I closed my eyes and sucked hard, savoring my success. I had the best grades in the class, the protection of the football team, and Sarah as a best friend. Leo had died at that party. And honestly... fuck Leo. Leah was having a much better time.


The Sissy Husband

Eighty-nine days.

Eighty-nine days since I last felt the warmth of my wife’s skin against mine. Eighty-nine days since I last had sex. The words tumbled out of my mouth, heavy with melancholy and cheap whiskey, in the dim light of Tully's Bar.

"That's a hell of a long time, Nicholas. Even for a pathetic guy like you," Jack joked, taking a sip of his drink.

We were sitting in our favorite spot downtown, trying to wash away the exhaustion of a long workday. I could have worried about a dozen things—chasing a promotion, my stagnating salary, or how my friends were slowly drifting away as life moved on. But tonight, a heavier weight pressed on my chest.

My wife. My marriage.

Nine years. Maybe the routine had finally exhausted us both. We had stopped asking, stopped caring, and worst of all, stopped touching. I told myself it was just a phase. I’m a communicative guy; I’m open to talking. But the celibacy had become just another part of the gray furniture of our lives.

I loved Roxanne. Too much. We met fifteen years ago, college sweethearts. It was movie-perfect. We married, we tried for kids—but, pathetic as I am, I couldn't give them to her—and now, here we were. Running on empty.

"I don't know what to do," I admitted, toying with my still-full glass.

"You know what it is? You need to shake things up," Jack replied, trying to play the therapist.

"Change what?"

"The sex, brother. A woman is always happy if she’s getting properly fucked."

"I think the sex is good. I enjoy it," I countered defensively.

"You enjoy it. But does she? Have you tried new positions? New kinks?"

"Mmm." I sighed. He was right. Our sex had always been vanilla. Missionary. In and out. Five minutes and done. Maybe she was just bored of my mediocre performance.

I arrived home sober; the alcohol had lost its appeal. It was nine o'clock. Lately, that was when Roxanne started her "evening shift."

When I opened the door, there she was.

How could I describe my wife? At forty-two, time hadn't aged Roxanne; it had sculpted her. She was a woman made of dangerous curves and soft, heavy flesh. She possessed an intoxicating fullness, a heaviness in her thighs and breasts that invited a man to drown in her. Her skin was creamy, almost translucent, contrasting sharply with her crimson lips, always wet. She smelled of expensive vanilla and the natural chemistry of a woman in her sexual prime.

Her dark mahogany hair fell perfectly over pale, firm shoulders. Her eyes, framed by fine lines that only made her look more dangerous, watched you with the absolute certainty of a woman who knows her worth.

"You're late," she said seriously, turning her back to me as she adjusted her purse on the dining table.

"I was with Jack. I didn't think you'd mind," I replied, resigned. "Hey, we need to talk."

"Not now. I have a business dinner," she shot back firmly, applying a coat of blood-red lipstick in the mirror, her mouth slightly parted in concentration.

She wore a black silk slip dress that clung to her mature curves like a second skin, exposing the creamy expanse of her back. The fabric shimmered over her wide hips every time she moved—a silent reminder of the heat radiating off her. She looked expensive. She looked like a prize. And she wasn't looking at me at all.

In that moment, between her dismissive answers and her suffocating beauty, I knew the truth. I just felt it. And she didn't try very hard to hide it. She was cheating on me.

With whom? I didn't know. I didn't want to ask. Where? Which restaurant? Which hotel? I was so pathetic that I simply resigned myself to the fact that she was leaving, looking divine, to be fucked and used by another man.

Another man. More masculine. More well-endowed. He was going to fuck my wife, and I did nothing to stop it. The mere thought of Roxanne—the woman I vowed to cherish—being stretched open by a cock much thicker and bigger than mine... it sparked a heat in my stomach. And somewhere between the nausea and the jealousy, my small, useless penis twitched with an erection.

Am I getting turned on by this? God, I’m pathetic.

Roxanne didn't even say goodbye. She walked past me, leaving a trail of her perfume in the air—the one I bought her after working dozens of overtime hours.

"I'll be back in a few hours," she said.

And the door closed.

I ran to the bathroom, stomach churning. Images of Roxanne with him tormented me. I imagined her riding another cock. The stranger asking her, "Your husband doesn't fuck you like this, does he?" Her begging for his load on her face.

When I came back to reality, I was standing in front of the mirror, masturbating furiously. A cuckold. A failure. Jerking off while imagining his wife being claimed by a real man.

I deserved this. I was useless.

For the next few hours, I couldn’t do anything. I didn’t eat; my stomach was churning, ready to expel anything I tried to force down. I didn’t sleep; I just lay in bed, staring at the ceiling, dead inside.

I watched the red digits of the alarm clock mock me. 12:00 AM. 1:00 AM. It was torture. It was humiliating. I felt like I had lost everything I had built over a lifetime—the relationship I worked for, the woman I loved. How could I ever come back from this?

A terrifying idea, yet one with a faint aura of salvation, suddenly appeared in my head: I had to accept it.

I had to accept that I was a cuckold. Accept that my wife was fucking another guy, and simply let her. Let her do whatever she wants. Let her get fucked and used. Let her mock me with her friends and let the other guy laugh behind my back. Anything not to lose her. I would even apologize for driving her to this point, for forcing her to seek a real man elsewhere. If I let her do these things, maybe she would feel comfortable enough with me again that we wouldn't have to end the marriage.

She fucks another guy, but she stays married to me. Why couldn't that work?

I started to cry. I hadn't cried in years. It was pathetic, humiliating, and terrifying. But I would endure anything to keep my wife.

When I looked at the clock again, it was 3:00 AM. What could that woman possibly be doing out there for so long?

Suddenly, as if summoned by my despair, the front door opened. The scent of sweet perfume filled my nostrils. It was her. She was finally home. I ran immediately to greet her, and there she was: Her beautiful hair, messy and tangled. The makeup that drives me crazy, smeared across her face. She was walking a little wide, favoring her hips, and above all, she carried a distinct, undeniable smell.

The smell of sex.

Roxanne looked at me with a smile that was perhaps a little malicious.

"Have you been crying?" she asked. That question made me realize just how low I had sunk. How stupid I looked.

"Were you with him?" I answered with another question. With THAT question. Even though I already knew the answer, my pride deserved it to be direct.

"Yes. And it was incredible."

Short. Hard. Her answer blew a hole in my chest.

I fell to my knees. Pathetically, I broke down sobbing. Like a dam bursting. And when I looked up, there she was. So imposing, so dominant. She didn't flinch. She didn't show a single gesture of empathy. I disgusted her.

"I don't want to lose you, Roxanne," I begged.

"Nicholas, there isn't much you can do... much we can do..." she lamented, though I knew she pitied me more than she loved me.

"Roxanne." I shuffled forward on my knees and hugged her legs ridiculously. "Let me watch next time."

I thought that by showing false interest in her sexual relationship with a stranger, I might keep her. I could integrate myself into her "happiness." But there is nothing more painful for a man in love than to imagine the love of his life being penetrated by a foreign cock.

Roxanne started laughing. I don't know if it was out of pity or if she found my proposal ridiculous.

"Nicholas, I don't want someone to watch. I want someone to participate. I don't want to do it alone," she replied, inviting me.

And then I understood. She not only felt guilty doing what she did—or so I thought—but she had always been interested in doing it with me! I thought: It's completely normal. I mean, every man's fantasy is to do it with two women. Why couldn't a woman have the same fantasy but with two men?

"I'll do it," I said firmly. "If that's what you want, I can do it."

"Nicholas, can you get up? You’re being ridiculous."

I didn't realize I was still on the floor, clinging to a woman who seemed to be slipping away. I got up, wiped my tears. Roxanne made coffee, and we sat at the living room table in the dead of night. To talk about her desires, her fetish, and her interest.

"I want you to tell me about him. Who is he? What does he do? Why him?" I asked curiously. I needed to know my enemy.

"His name is Jax," Roxanne said, her gaze lost in memory, biting her lower lip. "And my God, Nicholas... he is a beast. He's nearly six-foot-seven. Pure muscle, skin dark as obsidian and hard as steel. When he stands up, he blocks out the sun. Next to him, you would look like a paper figure. His hands... his hands are so big they can wrap around my entire waist. He makes me feel small, fragile... he makes me feel protected in a way you never could."

Her words made my skin crawl. And while she recited how big and grand this 'Jax' was, I couldn't stop looking at my pale hands and my ridiculous crotch. It was true. Why would such a beautiful woman be with me? My penis was useless.

"And this Jax," I asked with more curiosity, "Would he be okay with a threesome?"

Roxanne took a sip of her coffee, black and bitter, never taking her eyes off mine.

"Nick..." she sighed. "Jax and you aren't going to share me as a trophy. You and I are going to share him."

"What do you mean?"

"What I mean is... I would love to have a threesome with another woman and Jax..."

"But I'm not a woman," I replied.

"I can turn you into one, Nicky..." she said with a wink.

A woman? Nicky? What is happening?! My wife, my beloved wife, not only makes me a cuckold and fucks a black guy she met God knows where, but now she wants that guy to fuck me too! But I am a heterosexual man, small and ridiculous. How could a guy like me be fucked by a guy like that? It’s inadmissible. I couldn't handle it. I would stop being straight. And what if someone found out? My wife wants to see me get fucked by another man? It's madness!

"B-but I'm not gay, Roxanne!" I responded, almost losing my mind.

"Why would it be gay if a woman fucks a man?" she retorted.

And, certainly, she had a point. Or at least, a twisted logic.

"No, impossible." I clung to my ideals and my sexuality.

"Fine. Have it your way." She put down her coffee and stood up.

Suddenly, thousands of images flashed before my eyes. Our days of friendship before dating, our courtship, our attempts to conceive children. Our wedding. Moments I treasured all my life, moments I didn't want to lose for anything in the world. My heart began to beat so fast it felt like it would escape my chest. And it was then that a small erection from my pathetic penis awakened. And it led me to make the decision.

"Okay! I'll do it," I said, standing up quickly from the chair. "I don't want to lose you."

Roxanne celebrated with a malicious smile.

"Tomorrow we start making you pretty, Nicky. I'm going to bed."

And she went to the bedroom.

I stood alone in the living room with the decision I had just made. I went from being a cuckold, to a possible voyeur, to finally... a whore? That idea, that simple idea of having a black cock inside me made my penis grow harder and harder.

How ridiculous...

The next morning, Roxanne woke up with incredible energy—a totally dominant energy. The kind of energy that could conquer worlds.

She sprang out of bed, ripped open the curtains, and clapped her hands twice, expecting me to rise with her.

"Up you go, little woman!" she called out, inviting me to wake up.

"...Little woman?" I repeated, my voice thick with sleep.

It was Saturday, so we didn't have work. It was the perfect day for whatever Roxanne had in mind. After breakfast, Roxanne asked me if I was ready.

"Ready for what?"

"Jax is coming tonight. And he wants us to be ready."

"What?!" I couldn't believe it. She should have asked me first! This is my house, and not only can I not do what I want now, but the person who fucks my wife is coming over—and worse, he's going to fuck me!

"Relax, silly. Today is going to be a girls' day. We're going to make you pretty. I want you to just let go."

Let go? It was so hard to accept these things so quickly. But she was different. She had a different energy, a different face. She seemed happy, content with what was happening. I couldn't say no to that beautiful face, but I couldn't lie and say I wasn't terrified. What could happen today would be a before and after in our relationship—and possibly in my life. I had never been with a man, never even considered it. I'm heterosexual. I love women. Pussy drives me crazy. A penis, on the other hand... disgusting.

"In the bathroom. Fifteen minutes," Roxanne ordered.

I didn't know what to expect. A shower? Or showering together... like we did years ago? It used to be so hot, feeling the water run down our wet bodies while pressed together in that small space. But I doubted that was what she wanted.

I took a deep breath and prepared to go upstairs. The bathroom was unrecognizable. Steam had fogged the mirrors, and the air was heavy, thick with the sweet, cloying scent of her favorite bath salts: lavender and honey. It was like stepping inside a poisonous flower.

Roxanne was leaning over the clawfoot tub, water running, testing the temperature with her hand. She had laid out her tools on the porcelain rim like a surgeon before an operation: a bottle of pink depilatory cream, a fresh razor, and a rough loofah.

"The water is hot, Nicholas," she said without looking at me, her voice muffled by the steam. "Just what we need to open those dirty pores."

Roxanne turned off the tap with a sharp twist. She turned to me, crossing her arms over her silk robe.

"Strip. And do it fast, I don't want the water to cool down."

I obeyed, feeling clumsy and exposed under the bright vanity lights. I felt small. Roxanne poured a pink liquid into the water, creating a mountain of dense, shimmering foam.

"Let's get rid of all that ridiculous hair," she murmured, picking up the razor and letting it glint under the light. "A hairy body is for men, Nick. And you’re not going to be one of those anymore. Today, I want you smooth. I want you smooth as a doll."

The moment I stepped into the water, an intense heat took over my body. It was too hot! But I couldn't get out; Roxanne wouldn't allow it. She insisted I endure the heat. And there I lay, the heat softening my skin and my will. This wasn't a shower or a waxing session. It was purgatory. Roxanne wanted to make sure Nicholas didn't leave this room.

Roxanne applied a thick layer of hot foam over my chest, covering the dark hair I had always considered my most masculine trait. With a delicacy she never used in bed, she slid the blade across my skin. Scrape, scrape. The sound was soft, hypnotic. She wasn't disgusted; she was focused. Her long fingers stretched my skin, pulling it taut so the blade passed without cutting, wiping away strips of masculinity with every stroke. She rinsed the razor in the water, watching the black hairs float away, then returned to me.

"Look at the pretty skin you were hiding under that dirty rug," she whispered, running her fingertip over the freshly shaved area, which was now pale, smooth, and terribly sensitive. "Much better. Now you look like someone worth touching."

She asked me to lift my leg and rest it on the edge of the tub. I did, trembling. Roxanne lathered my calf with circular motions, almost like a caress. When she started shaving me, she did it with extreme care, as if I were a porcelain doll that might break. She blew softly on the irritated skin and used the wet sponge to wipe away the hair and foam.

"Shhh, stay still, Nicky," she murmured sweetly when I flinched. "You have to be perfect. Us girls have to suffer a little to be beautiful, right? Let your girlfriend fix you up."

Girlfriend? I'm your husband! That's what I thought, but those words would never leave my mouth. The softness with which Roxanne tamed my skin, leaving layers of sweetness and femininity behind, was hypnotic. And certainly arousing. I was enjoying this—my wife, the woman I love most, grooming me. It was finally just her and me. And she was so happy with Nicky that I couldn't take that away from her.

When she reached my crotch, the air changed. Roxanne knelt beside the tub to be at eye level... and crotch level. With feather-light fingers, she pushed my flaccid penis aside to get better access. The cold blade touched the base of my testicles. I held my breath.

She looked me in the eyes and smiled—a slow, predatory smile—as she slid the blade upward.

"Say goodbye, Nicholas," she said softly, as a clump of pubic hair fell into the water. "Such a small penis doesn't need so much forest to hide in. Let's leave it bald and exposed... like a fresh little whore."

I stepped out of the water trembling. Without the protection of my body hair, the bathroom air felt icy, almost violent against my skin. I felt naked in a new way, vulnerable, like a newborn. Roxanne didn't give me a big towel to cover up; she patted me dry with a hand towel, pausing to admire her work.

"Look at you," she murmured, dragging her long nails down my smooth, pink chest. "So soft. Now your skin is screaming to be touched."

On the bed, Roxanne had laid out the "uniform": a black lace lingerie set that matched hers.

"Put the panties on first," she ordered.

A "man" like me... being ordered to put on panties. So humiliating and so pathetic... So... arousing.

I obeyed. The fabric was cold and silky. As I pulled them up, I expected to feel the discomfort of a lack of space, but to my shame, they fit perfectly.

"See what I told you?" she teased softly, adjusting the elastic on my hips. "There wasn't much to hide down there. Those panties fit you better than they fit me. You look completely flat, Nicky. Like a good little girl."

Then came the fishnet stockings. The nylon rubbing against my freshly shaved legs sent an electric shock straight to my crotch. I felt ridiculous, but my body reacted with a treacherous arousal.

I saw myself in the mirror, and something clicked in my brain. I could barely recognize myself, and I had to give Roxanne some credit. My panties could barely contain that small erection now. And Roxanne knew it.

She sat me in front of the vanity mirror. The painting began. It wasn't subtle makeup. Roxanne wanted to erase Nicholas. She applied a thick foundation that covered my five o'clock shadow and the bags under my eyes. She lined my eyes with charcoal black, making my sad gaze look mysterious and dirty. Finally, the lipstick.

"Open your mouth," she whispered.

I felt the waxy, wet stick paint my lips. Blood red. The same shade she used to suck cocks.

"Smack your lips. That's it."

She stepped back to let me see the result. The man in the mirror had vanished. In his place stood a grotesque but strangely exciting version of my wife. A lustful parody.

"You are no longer Nicholas," she sentenced. "Nicholas wouldn't dress like this to receive a black man in his house. You are Nicky. And Nicky is a slut."

"Nicky..." I repeated in a low voice.

"What?"

"Nicky... That's my name," I said, turning to look at my wife.

She smiled at me. And there I saw it—a smile so beautiful and so sweet. It was what I wanted, what I had been searching for after all this time. For my wife to be genuinely happy. And I was achieving it, but at what cost? With what face could I go to work now? Greet my friends? Interact with people? I could no longer even introduce myself as Nicholas. I am Nicky, Roxanne's slutty friend.

Roxanne, surprisingly, dabbed her perfume on my neck. That scent that hypnotized me and everyone around her.

"I want you to smell like me when you're with him."

The hours dragged on. It was almost 8:00 PM. We were sitting on the living room sofa, waiting—with agonizing anxiety—for Jax to knock on the door. Roxanne sat with a coquettish posture that invited any man of renown to devour her.

She looked like a dark goddess reclining on leather. She wore a one-piece black lace teddy that hugged her mature curves with dangerous tension. The neckline was deep, offering up her heavy, pale breasts like a sacrifice. She wore black silk stockings—not fishnets, hers were smooth and elegant—held up by gold garters that shimmered in the dim light. Over it all, a sheer silk robe floated around her like smoke. On her feet were four-inch stilettos, so sharp they looked like weapons. She looked expensive. She looked unattainable.

Next to her, I was the dirty, desperate version. My outfit, though matching hers, looked more like a cheap hooker's costume on my shaved body. The corset squeezed my ribs until I was breathless, forcing a waist I didn't have and pushing the little flesh on my chest upward to simulate a pathetic cleavage. The panties were tiny, a Brazilian cut designed to leave nothing to the imagination, exposing my pale, smooth buttocks against the rough texture of the large-diamond fishnets. Roxanne had put me in red patent leather heels—in contrast to her black ones—forcing me to arch my back and stick my ass out in a posture of permanent submission. I felt like a caricature. A flesh-and-blood blowup doll ready to be used.

Together on the couch, we looked like a twisted fantasy: The Wife and the Mistress. The Lady and the Whore. Roxanne with her natural elegance, crossing her legs with authority, and me beside her, legs spread, hands on my knees, displaying my flat crotch and red lips, trembling like a virgin before a sacrifice.

Suddenly, and almost without warning. The door.

Three sharp knocks—knock, knock, knock—that knocked the wind out of me. My pulse raced, and my heart felt like it was escaping through my mouth. Roxanne noticed my anxiety and calmed me with her hand over mine. She asked if I was ready, and I nodded.

"Go get the door, then," she ordered.

Receive him... Me? What do I say? How do I introduce myself?

I walked toward the door. The walk was short, just two or three steps, but it felt eternal. Every time I looked forward, the door seemed to move further away, my mind sowing doubts and fears about the experience I was about to live. I took courage. I was about to come face-to-face with the man who fucked my wife. The man who was about to finish ruining my relationship. A real man. If I were a man like him and this situation presented itself, I would open the door and punch him in the face. Yet here I was, dressed like a whore and ready to receive him like one. My life is a failure, and this day keeps going from bad to worse; it is so humiliating and so arousing that I can't get my brain to work.

I opened the door slowly, and there he was.

The hallway light vanished. Jax was immense. He filled the entire door frame, blocking out the world outside. I had to tilt my head back, straining my neck, just to see his face. He was nearly six-foot-seven of pure power. He wore a tight white t-shirt that struggled to contain his pecs and dark jeans. His skin was deep black, gleaming under the porch light—a violent contrast against my sickly pallor. I felt tiny. I felt like a little girl about to be crushed.

Jax didn't say hello. He didn't even look me in the eye at first. His dark eyes went straight to my legs, scanning the fishnets, traveling up my shaved thighs, pausing at the flat bulge in my panties, and finally rising to my red-painted mouth. A slow smile, showing very white teeth, spread across his face. It wasn't a kind smile. It was the smile of a wolf that just found a sheep lost far from the herd.

"Damn... You must be the husband, right?" he asked, letting out a dry laugh and stepping inside without asking, forcing me to stumble backward.

"I-I..." I stammered.

"This is Nikky," Roxanne intervened, saving me.

Jax stopped dead and stood in front of me. His scent filled my nostrils—tobacco, alcohol, and musk dilated my pupils. It was a masculine scent I could never possess. He looked me up and down and rested his rough hand on my smooth chin, tilting my gaze upward.

"What a pretty princess we have here..." he said, his voice so deep it rattled my ears.

Princess? I'm the husband of the woman you fuck, asshole! That's what I thought, but I didn't say it. I would never have the courage. However... Princess... That word made my knees buckle. Having a real man in front of you teaches you your place, and I had never felt in the right place—until now.

"Nikky, aren't you going to offer our man a drink?" Roxanne insisted, wanting to keep me servile.

I cleared my throat—ahem, ahem—and a high-pitched, feminine squeak came out instead of my neutral, boring voice.

"Can I offer you some water?"

Jax laughed and caressed my cheek softly, making my knees weaker than they already were. I saw Roxanne out of the corner of my eye; she was flushed and wore an annoyed expression, as if she were jealous. The idea of Roxanne being jealous of me drove me crazy and made me enjoy the moment. I had a hungry man and a jealous wife.

He ignored me completely and sat on the sofa, taking up almost the whole thing for himself.

"Nikky, sweetheart. Come suck my cock."

What?! Suck his cock? But I'm still a man! It can't be, I'm not gay, how can a man like me suck another man off?

Then I remembered what Roxanne told me: "It's not gay if a woman does it." I calmed down. And when I looked at Roxanne, I remembered why I was here. For her. I couldn't disappoint her.

I knelt between Jax's dirty boots. The smell of leather and male musk was overwhelming, hitting me in the face like a slap. When he unzipped and released the beast, I wanted to vomit. It was monstrous, dark, veiny, and pulsating with a heat I could feel on my cheeks. Jax didn't wait. He grabbed the back of my neck with his huge hand and shoved my face toward his crotch.

"Open up, slut," he growled.

I opened my mouth out of pure survival instinct. The head of his cock hit my tongue. It tasted like skin, like sweat, like man. I gagged violently. My eyes filled with tears. I felt dirty, humiliated. I was a heterosexual man, for God's sake, what was I doing with this piece of meat in my mouth? I did it mechanically, sucking with fear, praying for it to end quickly.

But then, something changed.

Jax pushed a little deeper, grazing my throat, and let out a low groan that vibrated in my mouth. That sound... that confirmation of power... triggered something dark in my brain. A drop of pre-cum slid down the tip. I expected it to be gross, but it was... sweet. Salty and electric. My tongue, treacherous thing, darted out to catch it. I stopped fighting the size and started accommodating it. My lips sealed around the thick shaft. My hands, previously rigid, moved up timidly to caress his steel thighs. I realized that my mouth—that mouth Roxanne said was useless for talking—was perfect for this. I liked feeling full. I liked being used. I started sucking hard, making wet, lewd noises I didn't even know I could make. I was enjoying it. I was hungry.

Jax groaned in pleasure and threw his head back. "Fuck... this little bitch knows what she's doing," he muttered.

That was the trigger. I felt a hand dig into my shoulder and shove me roughly aside.

"Hey!" Roxanne exclaimed, her voice thick with envy and lust. "Don't eat it all, slut. That cock is mine."

Roxanne dropped to the floor beside me. She didn't push me away completely; she joined me.

"Make room," she ordered.

And so, husband and wife, now converted into milk sisters, shared the load. I sucked the shaft and balls, while Roxanne took care of the head, looking me in the eyes with a twisted complicity. We were two whores kneeling on our own rug, competing to see who could drain more milk from the man who was now the master of the house.

It was incredible. It felt incredible. And a trace of complicity arrived from Roxanne's gaze. We started making eye contact while we sucked him off. I felt our bond strengthening; it was a perfect moment. I wanted it to last forever.

Jax got tired of playing with our mouths. With a grunt, he grabbed Roxanne by the waist and arranged her on the sofa, opening her up for himself. I stayed down on the rug, but I couldn't look away. When he entered her, burying himself to the hilt with a slow, brutal thrust, Roxanne let out a scream I had never heard before. It was the sound of total possession.

Seeing them join was devastating and, at the same time, hypnotic. The contrast was visually violent: Jax's dark, powerful skin disappearing inside the soft pallor of my wife. The rhythm began—clack, clack, clack—flesh against flesh, a sound that filled the room and my head.

I felt desperate, excluded from that magic. I needed to be part of it. I crawled on my knees until I was right under their union. Like a hungry dog, I brought my face close to where they connected. Tongue out, I tried to capture the motion, licking the base of his member every time it slid out shiny and wet, trying to chase it as it buried itself back inside her.

"Look at her..." Roxanne gasped, looking down at me with glassy eyes. "She wants a taste, Jax. She wants to taste what a real man feels like."

Jax let out a husky laugh without breaking his rhythm. "Hungry, little bitch?" he growled.

I tried to answer, but my tongue was busy worshipping the motion, licking the fluids escaping their encounter, savoring his musk mixed with her intimate scent. It was humiliating. It was the taste of my own defeat, and nothing had ever tasted so good.

Suddenly, Jax's body tensed like a steel bow. "I'm gonna cum," he warned, his voice strangled.

"Pull it out!" Roxanne ordered, gripping his hips. "Give it to her! Mark her!"

Jax obeyed instantly. He withdrew from her, leaving Roxanne empty and panting, and aimed his weapon directly at me. I didn't have time to think, nor did I want to. I closed my eyes and opened my mouth, throwing my head back in a silent plea.

The discharge was hot, heavy, and violent. I felt it hit my lips, my chin, splashing my eyelashes and ruining the makeup Roxanne had spent an hour perfecting. I didn't move. I received every drop as if it were a benediction, letting the essence of the man who had just possessed my wife cover me completely.

When it was over, silence returned to the living room, broken only by our ragged breathing. Jax slumped back onto the sofa, satisfied. I remained there, kneeling, sticky and marked, feeling the liquid slowly trickle down my neck.

Roxanne leaned toward me. She swiped her index finger across my cheek, collecting some of the white evidence, and brought it to her own lips to taste it. She smiled at me—a smile of absolute complicity.

"Good job, Nikky," she whispered. "Now you are truly one of us."
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