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It was a blurred time, suspended in the gray gloom of Brussels. At nineteen and a half, fresh out of school, I was living alone in a studio that was slowly becoming the laboratory of my own depravity. Officially, I was straight, settled, flanked by a girlfriend my own age. But the moment the door clicked shut, another reality took over—a dark hunger that had been gnawing at my insides for months.

I spent my days and nights in front of porn films, but my eyes didn't linger on the actresses out of desire. I wanted to be them. I projected myself into their place: splayed, offered up, my mind entirely colonized by the thought of being relentlessly pounded by a massive, ruthless cock. It was a certainty forced upon me by the flesh: my true nature wasn't to dominate, but to serve. My body itself seemed to have been crafted for this passive use. I was thin, with an unsettling androgyny. I cultivated that softness, meticulously shaving my pubis and armpits, letting my matte, smooth, hairless skin catch the light. In the mirror, I’d gaze at my rounded ass—indistinguishable from a woman’s—and feel a guilty heat rise to my cheeks.

The ritual was always the same. Solitude, silence, then the sound of the secret drawer sliding open. I’d slip into that tiny pink thong that bit pleasantly into my crotch, slide black stockings up my slender thighs, and step into four-inch heels that arched my posture, offering my ass to an invisible ghost. A tight little top completed the metamorphosis. This vision of myself—feminized, vulnerable—triggered an immediate erection, aching with desire. I’d touch myself frantically, imagining the weight of a mature man on my hips. A virile, commanding man. A pitiless "Master."

After months of digital wandering, haunting chats and gay sites, a silent spectator to my own lust, the frustration had become unbearable. I had to act. Heart hammering against my ribs, palms sweaty on the keyboard, I logged onto that famous Belgian classifieds site. The cursor blinked on the white screen, waiting for me to seal my fate. I took a deep breath of the room's stale air and began to type.

I typed those words like a confession, each character etching itself onto the white screen like a promise of perversion:

"Young bi boy, 19, 5'9", thin, 152 lbs. Brown hair, brown eyes, nearly hairless, no experience, loves wearing sexy lingerie. Seeking mature man, 45+, dominant."

Words weren't enough. I needed flesh. I picked the shots with a trembling hand, fully aware that once I did, there was no going back. The first photo was a purely anal offering: me, from behind, spine arched to the extreme to make my ass pop, the synthetic fabric of the thong disappearing into my crack, black stockings hugging my thighs mid-way up, highlighting the paleness of my skin. The second was more frontal, even more obscene in its narcissism. A mirror selfie, the harsh flash revealing my flat chest squeezed into a bra that was too small, my smooth belly quivering with anticipation, and above all, the incongruity of my erection—heavy and hard, vulgarly spilling out of the pink silk of the thong. I clicked "Post."

The response was a tidal wave. Within a month, my inbox was overflowing with over a hundred messages. I sorted through them, read them, occasionally replied, navigating a sea of mediocrity. There were the illiterate ones, the ones in a rush, the ones who sent poorly lit dick pics without a single word. I exchanged a few pleasantries, but disappointment was always lurking. It was never it. It lacked the authority, the darkness, the blood-chilling thrill. I was looking for an executioner, and I was only finding consumers.

And then, amidst that incessant digital noise, one message arrived. Just one. It stood out with an aura of its own even before I opened it. My heart skipped a beat.

The message flashed on my screen, sharp as a razor blade slicing through the banality of the other replies. The words appeared, raw and without preamble—a sentence as much as an invitation:

"Hello, beautiful. My name is Pierre, 55, 6'0", 175 lbs, 7 inches long and 2 thick, top, dominant. I'm looking for a boy to feminize. I'm a widower living in a large house in Brussels. I’d be delighted to have you over and turn you into my little slut. I can host. Photo attached. Pierre."

My breath caught in my throat. "My little slut." Seeing the insult in black and white sent an electric jolt straight to my lower belly. My hands trembled slightly as I scrolled down toward the unknown.

The photo revealed itself, filling the entire screen. There he was. Stark naked, standing before a mirror in a neutral-toned bedroom. He had taken care to hide his eyes behind his phone, but everything else was laid bare—imposing and inevitable. He was a block of raw virility. Short gray hair crowned a massive, solid frame. Unlike my own hairless schoolboy skin, his body was wild territory: a thick gray fleece carpeted his broad chest, descending over a slightly soft, comfortable belly before thickening into a dark bush above his crotch.

My eyes were magnetized to his cock. It wasn't fully erect, but it hung heavy and fleshy—a thick mass that seemed to sag with its own weight. Seven inches by two. The promised girth made my head swim. Even without seeing his eyes, I could sense a natural authority in the set of his jaw and the spread of his legs—a disturbing mix of apparent softness and implacable severity. This man was a father, a boss, an executioner. He was exactly what I feared, and exactly what I desired.

I replied in a trance-like state, my fingers trembling. Our correspondence took off—fast, stripped of any sentimental fluff. We spoke the same language: the language of flesh and submission. He was looking for a "young slut" to break, to dress up, to use. I wanted to be that thing in his hands. He wanted nothing but raw, taboo sex; I asked for nothing more than to be emptied of my own will. Every email from him tightened the noose around my neck, and I surrendered to it with delight.

The wait lasted three weeks. Three weeks spent imagining his voice, his stature. When the Skype notification finally tore through the silence of my studio, my pulse spiked. "Pierre wants to add you." I didn’t hesitate for a second. I was in bed, my skin still warm and fragrant from a shower taken thirty minutes earlier, wearing only a T-shirt and a damp towel knotted hastily around my waist.

The call rang. I answered.

Immediately, my own reflection filled the screen: a youthful face, cheeks slightly flushed, a ghost of a nervous smile on my lips. But on the other side, nothing. Just a black rectangle, a digital void. Yet, a crushing presence emanated from the speakers. His voice, deep and authoritative, filled the room.

"Take off your T-shirt."

The order was blunt. My hands trembled as I grabbed the cotton hem. I complied with a clumsy feverishness, revealing my hairless, slender chest to that invisible eye. That mix of fear and excitement knotted my stomach.

"Nice pair of tits," he let out, his voice seeming to stroke the image of my chest.

"Thank you..." I whispered, feeling a wave of heat rush to my face, red with shyness.

He fired off questions—intrusive, precise. He wasn't talking to a boy anymore, but to a woman. He used feminine pronouns to describe me, and every grammatical agreement acted like a delicious little transgression that melted my last defenses.

"Move the webcam back," he ordered. "I want to see you better, all of you, beautiful."

I pushed the computer to the corner of the bed, framing the rumpled mattress. I was nothing more than a docile body waiting for instructions.

"Get on your knees, slut."

I knelt down.

"Take your tits in your hands... Pinch your nipples. Touch yourself, whore."

My fingers obeyed, pinching the tender flesh of my pectorals—now "tits"—seeking pain to validate my submission.

"Take off your towel."

The terry cloth dropped, leaving me naked and vulnerable in the harsh light of the screen.

"Get on all fours, little bitch. Turn around."

I pivoted, offering my back to the lens.

"Spread your ass."

I reached my hands behind my thighs, grabbing my buttocks to open my anatomy to the gaze of this faceless man. The cool air of the room licked my exposed intimacy.

"Straighten up, you filthy whore. Spank yourself!"

My hand slapped against my right buttock, then the left. The sound of palm on skin echoed sharply. The pain radiated, immediate and stinging, making the blood rush to the surface.

"Wow... what a pussy!!"

A hoarse groan tore through the speakers, followed instantly by darkness. The call cut out abruptly, leaving me alone with the echo of his climax. A few seconds later, a message notification buzzed:

"I like you, you little slut. I have to go, you made me cum. Next time, shave your legs—I don't want to see a single hair on you."

I replied submissively, accepting his condition, already burning to see him again.

Two days passed—an eternity. That evening, at 9:00 PM, I was ready. I had obeyed him to the letter: my body was a desert of smooth skin, entirely hairless, slick beneath the synthetic silk of a thong and a little pink top. When the connection was established, Pierre's image appeared, brutally real. He was wearing a shirt, but his face, marked by time, radiated a weight and authority that immediately took my breath away. He looked older, more massive than I had imagined. Far from repelling me, this massive age gap acted as a powerful aphrodisiac. He was old enough to be my father, maybe even my grandfather, and that moral transgression made my nerves hum.

He watched me, complimenting my outfit, my pose on my left side, and the way the bedside lamp sculpted my artificially feminine curves. His words were precise: he wanted to feminize me, to make me his "wife." My head spun; he was reading right through me, unearthing my most shameful fantasies.

Then, his camera angle tilted down. The frame left his face to reveal the absurdity of his outfit: beneath his dress shirt, he
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