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Chapter 1
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We, the imperialist Americans, had always downplayed the countries in South America. We’d always treated them like shit and as our backyard. Animosity among those nations toward us wasn’t a surprise, but we never expected it would, one day, bite us in the ass.

Brazil, one of the biggest countries in the world in terms of both land area and population, elected an extremist president that promised “to put America in its place” and “finally free Brazil from its colonization roots.” He was a despicable man, but his victory in the first round of elections wasn’t a surprise. About 80% of the Brazilian population voted for him, which was a remarkable accomplishment in world history.

On the first day he took charge, his initial action was to close the Congress. Nobody doubted he was a dictator, and that choice proved crucial for the success of his government. Sometimes, having too many thinking heads at the same time works against a desired goal, and that seemed to have been the case for Brazil.

The South American country grew by leaps and bounds each year. Ten percent, twenty percent, THIRTY percent... Nothing could stop Brazil. All of that land area and population size finally paid off for them, and who could have guessed they just needed a dictator to power the country’s potential? Some people made obvious connections about that government and the ones in the Military Dictatorship between 1964 and 1985, but little did they know that the dictator was much more efficient than the Generals that ruled Brazil back then.

Sanctions and diplomatic moves to halt the dictator were employed, but they were all fruitless. With their military forces and population backing the new government, there wasn’t much the world could do against the new extremist president. Moreover, Brazil had everything needed to live pretty much by themselves.

Even before their rise, everyone knew the South American country had an enormous potential to become a world superpower. They were only missing heavy industrialization, but the dictator soon solved that problem in the first three years of his government.

The world, which was already dependent on Brazil’s agriculture, was now on its knees for its technology. The country’s universities increased their scientific production exponentially, and most of the discoveries were geared towards improving their military might and keeping other countries at bay.

With Congress shut down, no more elections for the federal government took place. Brazil jumped from the eighth world economy to second place in a question of years. America, meanwhile, wasn’t afraid if they were going to be surpassed, but when it would happen.

The turning point for the world’s overall attitude against Brazil happened when the country decided to annex Venezuela. The smaller, neighboring country was facing one of its worst socio-economic crises since the fall of the last government, but they still had massive oil reserves in their soil. Those two factors proved essential for Brazil’s decision to invade.

Again, none of the world’s diplomatic actions against Brazil proved efficient. On the other side of things, neither America nor Russia or China could fight against Brazil with armed forces. They needed to keep a stable relationship with the South American country. Their populations were too dependent on Brazilian exportations.

Brazil just rolled into Venezuela, took down remaining Venezuela’s armed forces, and added a new state to their collection. With Venezuela’s oil reserves, the world was on its knees even more than before. They needed their food, technology, manpower, and now they needed their gasoline as well.

When Brazil, at last, became the leading economy worldwide, America lost whatever sense of diplomacy it had. Our president was furious, the Congress was falling apart, and our pride was shattered. We lost our position as the leading worldwide country, and it was humiliating.

Our military forces still outmatched theirs, so we relied on that fact heavily when sealing economic deals with Brazil. The Brazilians, however, were angered by that maneuver. The population of the South American nation, in light of the United States’ new attitude, wanted their country to produce nuclear bombs, and their dictator was all too willing to fulfill their wishes.

In under a year, due to their excess of natural resources and manpower, Brazil constructed countless nuclear explosives. We had no idea at the time, but it was deemed that their nuclear technology heavily outmatched ours as well. We were frightened by their might.

Tensions grew between Brazil and other big countries like Russia and China. America and our allies wanted the South American country to step down from their nuclear program, but Brazil wasn’t willing to even start a discussion regarding that possibility. The dictator kept saying that he was just “obeying the wishes of the population.”

One day, the worst happened. Maybe it was an accident, or perhaps it was deliberate, but a nuclear missile was launched from American soil towards one of the largest cities in Brazil. The projectile never achieved its purpose due to the anti-missile defense the South American nation had, but the Brazilians were still furious. They didn’t waste one second to send a response as the dictator sanctioned an act of aggression.

A nuclear missile was launched from Brazilian soil and it flattened Miami. Our anti-missile measures, which were far worse than Brazil’s, were unable to match their technology. The president and Congress gave the word to start a war, and our allies soon joined us.

The conflict, however, wasn’t long-lasting: missiles were launched from Brazil, America, Russia, China. Even North Korea joined the frenzy. The South American country’s superior technology couldn’t disable all the missiles aimed towards its territory, and the nation suffered heavily because of that.

Meanwhile, their missiles hit all the countries that declared war against them. The conflict didn’t last more than a couple of hours, but it was enough to make most of the Earth inhospitable. We lost contact with the other nations on the same day, but evidence suggested that over 99% of the human population died that day.

To survive in the new world, people had to live in high rises and apartments. The air just above the ground was too radioactive for anyone to walk through for more than two minutes. By luck, I was one of the few who lived in an apartment complex before the war happened.

My name was Richard Vogel. I was an IT rat, I worked and breathed the office environment, I was a bit overweight, wore glasses, was Caucasian, had jet-black hair, and led a sedentary life. All of that and the rest of my past life seemed to have happened centuries ago, when in reality no more than a couple of months passed since the conflict.

Overall, my life was about the same. The biggest change in my lifestyle was my new “job.” I worked as a whore because it paid good money and I had no other useful skills.

In contrast to what science suggested, almost everyone went through some kind of mutation instead of dying because of the radiation. We’d witnessed people with two noses, some without lips, some without an arm, etc. In my case, the change was much more ‘subtle.’

The day after the incident that destroyed the Earth, I went to the bathroom to take a shower. I was feeling something weird between my butthole and my cock, and when I checked the area to find out the source of the sensation, I discovered I wasn’t a pure man anymore.

By luck more than anything, I was now the owner of a vagina. It was almost exactly like the ones I’d seen in my life, except for some few differences that mattered little.

In the beginning, I felt my life crumbling before me. The effects of the war seemed distant compared to having an extra hole. Day after day, though, I found out that my vagina was very useful for me. When I started working as a whore, the men that fucked me did so mostly because of it. They said it felt warmer, tighter, and tastier than a woman’s pussy.

Another factor that contributed to my ‘successful career’ involved the fact that the apartment complex had very few women in it. The only women that lived with us were already taken, and I was the remaining option for several single men.

Working as a whore was rough, however. Most men beat me and treated me as if I was nothing to them... and they were probably right about that. I didn’t give up on my gig, though. It was the only way I could survive. 
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I was seated on a chair counting my dollar bills when I heard someone knocking on the door. The timing of the event most likely meant that it was a client, but I was still surprised when I stumbled on a bunch of old men and someone about my age on the other side of the doorway.

“Yes?” I asked, my face showing that I was confused about their arrival.

“Hey, Jenny, you need to do what you said you would. Your boy needs a tight pussy, and this is his only option. He’s too old to still be a virgin,” one of the men said jokingly. 

“Yeah dude, you can’t back down now. You gotta give your boy what he needs, what he longs for. Kid gotta learn one day”, another joined the effort to make the old man push his son into doing something he didn’t want to.

The old man in front of the group sighed and said, “Fine, he’ll do it.” The young man and his father looked reluctant to go through with their little plan, but they didn’t seem to have another choice.

The old men, except for the father, all appeared to be drunk. They were definitely not thinking straight, but his dad couldn’t change their minds anymore.

The old man shoved his son forward and I had to take a few steps back to not collide with him. His father then announced, “I’ll pay you after
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