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Saturday night. It was the dead of summer, and the humidity hung so heavy that downing an ice-cold beer was more a matter of survival than fun. I was at the apartment of Marco, my coworker, waiting for Christian. The three of us work at a paper production plant; an environment of heavy machinery, deafening noise, and rough guys.

Marco is a massive man. So big that the tight white t-shirt he wore seemed ready to rip at the shoulder seams with every movement. What was I doing there? Fulfilling my duty as a friend. Marco had just been dumped by his wife and was devastated. We had seen him cry during our shifts, hiding from the rest of the operators in the darkest corners of the warehouse. Together with Christian, we decided there was nothing better than having his back at his lowest point.

"Want me to open a beer for you, Matty?"

Marco offered, rubbing his tired face.

"Let's wait for Christian. It wouldn't be cool to greet him empty-handed."

I replied, and we both half-laughed.

Christian is, perhaps, the antithesis of Marco. Tall, with a lean but sinewy build, and a cynical, calculating gaze. He's a good guy and excellent company, though his love life is a mystery. He's been single as long as I can remember and has never been seen with a woman, which is surprising because, to be honest, he has a pretty attractive face—yes, guys can recognize when another guy is handsome.

As for me... I don't fit the mold of either of them. I'm skinny, shorter than average, and the soft features I inherited from my mother give me an undeniably feminine air. As if that weren't enough, I wear my blonde hair falling past my shoulders; I like it that way. At the plant, they call me a 'twink' for being twenty-three and looking younger, while the most terminally online guys would label me straight up as a 'femboy'. I ignore them. Yeah, maybe I look like a girl, but there's no one in this world who likes women more than I do.

The doorbell rang. It was Christian. He entered like a hurricane of masculine energy, flooding the hallway with his usual cheap cologne; a strong, invasive, and strangely intoxicating scent. He showed up with three bottles of whiskey. Three! He was crazy if he thought we were going to survive all that, but knowing Marco's emotional state, it was the most likely scenario.

An hour later, the smoke from the cigarettes they were chain-smoking filled the room, creating a dense fog under the yellow ceiling light. I was sitting in the middle of the sofa, knees together, hands resting meekly on my thighs. I looked like a total beta, shrunk between two massive beasts who took up almost all the space. Oddly enough, I didn't mind. They made me feel protected.

"She didn't even take her clothes..."

Marco complained for the thousandth time, slurring his words. It had been his daily monologue for two months.

"Let it go, man. Today is Saturday. The best thing you can do is go fuck another slut, you'll see how fast you forget her."

Christian insisted, taking a long gulp from his glass. He always looked for the easy way out.

"I don't think hair of the dog works for that."

I interrupted timidly. I'm a hopeless romantic, I believe in those things.

They both erupted into a deep, booming laugh. But the truth hung in the air: who in their right mind would turn down a good fuck this late at night?

We were three single guys with our hormones through the roof—well, ignoring Marco's clinical depression—so the plan shifted to getting blackout drunk and playing a fishing game: grabbing our phones and texting any woman in our contacts to see if anyone took the bait.

Hours passed. The level in the whiskey bottles dropped dangerously low. Our words started to slur, and, unfortunately, we didn't catch a damn thing. We were fucking losers. But there were plenty of laughs; the comfort between us was so deep that failure didn't even matter.

"Look at this..."

Marco muttered suddenly. He stumbled up, swayed towards his bedroom, and came back with something black dangling from his index finger. It was a thong belonging to his ex. A tiny piece of black lace.

"Look at this shit. She can't do this to me, she left it here on purpose!"

Christian let out a raspy laugh, and I followed suit. It was insane.

Out of nowhere, Marco threw the thong right at my face. The rough fabric landed on my cheeks before dropping into my lap.

"Hey, Matty... since you've got that girly little figure, bet this would look painted on you."

Marco blurted out, letting out a drunken chuckle.

"Ah, well... now that's a view I can get behind."

Christian added, playing along. He raised his hand and, with the confidence of two drunk guys, gave me a hard spank that made my skin burn right through my pants.

"Oh, I don't know... You think I could be as sexy as your girlfriend?"

I shot back. I knew my appearance was the butt of constant jokes, and I had learned to ride the wave with sarcasm.

The vibe was pure joking around, stupid banter between guys. Until Marco locked his bloodshot eyes directly onto mine.

"Alright. Take everything off and try it on."

He said it dead serious. The laugh wiped completely off his face. Or, at least, that's what I thought I saw. I was so drunk that the air suddenly turned thick, heavy, and I could no longer tell if we were still playing or if I had just crossed a point of no return.

But Christian laughed loud again, breaking the tension, and the living room went back to being a safe space. For now.

I'm not going to lie: I hesitated for a second. I mean, look at me. With my skinny, hairless body, that tiny scrap of lace would look a thousand times better on me than on that harpy of an ex. The alcohol was loosening the screws in my brain, pushing me to think that, maybe, when I got home, I could try on women's clothes in secret. That morbid thought, combined with being cornered on the couch between the spread legs of my two huge friends, made all the blood rush straight down. A hard, traitorous erection started to strain against my pants. What a great "macho" I was turning out to be.

The whiskey in the bottle kept dropping at a suicidal pace. And as the booze hit harder, Marco sank deeper into his frustration and grief over his wife. I don't blame him or punish him for it. If Marco was crying over her sober at the factory, imagine him now.

"It just doesn't make sense, man. I gave her everything. A roof, a hot shower, food, luxuries... She lacked nothing."

Marco spat, his voice thick and his eyes glassy.

"Chicks are usually like that, buddy. Maybe you gave her too much and she got bored."

Christian commented, making his philosophy as a cynical playboy who doesn't believe in romance crystal clear.

"Marco, you were a fucking great boyfriend. Don't think you lost the love of your life, she lost you."

I chimed in, trying to cool things down with a clarity that surprised even me. It was true, Marco was a good partner and these things happen; maybe they just wanted different things.

"You're going to fall in love again. Or, if not, you're just going to meet someone to fuck for a while and get it out of your system."

"That's the fucking attitude!"

Christian applauded. Obviously, you weren't going to talk to him about love.

"Yeah, but... even that pisses me off! You guys don't know the fucking I gave that slut. I had her begging for my cock all night, always."

Marco roared, slamming his fist on the coffee table.

He had reached a raw realization. Anyway, it wasn't like we hadn't just tried to "fish" for a woman on Instagram so he could vent, but it was good his brain finally clicked.

"Ah, hold on a second, big guy. It's not like you've got a bigger dick than me."

Christian cut him off out of nowhere, flashing a sharp half-smile.

"Not only is it huge, but I could split her in half with it. And the bitch didn't appreciate it? Fine, I'll just have to wreck another slut's ass."

"Wait, wait, wait... repeat that. Huge dick? No, buddy, get off your high horse. I'm the one with the big cock here."

Christian countered, losing the joking tone. He was genuinely riled up.

The clash of egos collided right in the middle of the living room. They were the antithesis of each other, but the toxic masculinity and territorial instinct were exactly the same in both. And me, shrunk in the middle, became a front-row spectator. What the fuck was I going to say? That I was hung? It was an unsustainable lie. Not only did I have a girly face and body, but my cock was ridiculously small, almost pathetic compared to average. Though, to be fair, that little detail never stopped me from fucking and pleasuring the sluttiest girls in the city.

"Look, skinny,"

Marco barked, pointing at Christian,

"don't make me pull my cock out right here, because the only reason I take it out is to tear sluts' asses apart."

"Then show it, retard. What, you think I'm embarrassed to see another guy's dick?"

Christian replied, leaning forward on the sofa, defiant.

"Hold on..."

Marco dragged out the syllables, processing a stupid idea fueled by gallons of whiskey.

"There's three guys here. Let's make a bet. The one with the smallest cock out of the three of us has to do exactly what the two winners say. The two 'big cocks'."

The room erupted in deep laughter. But I didn't laugh. I felt my stomach drop to the floor. Clearly, mine was the smallest in this fucking apartment, and I felt a paralyzing shame at the thought of them confirming it with their own eyes. The bet itself didn't matter so much to me; what could two drunk guys ask of me at three in the morning? My real fear was that on Monday, at the paper plant, they would drive me crazy with cruel jokes.

Although, on the other hand... maybe it would all stay here, as a dark, drunken secret. Because, how do you explain to the rest of the factory that three straight guys pulled their dicks out in the middle of the living room to measure them?

"Guys, honestly, thanks for the opportunity,"

I joked, throwing my hands up to try and break the ice,

"but I'm out. I'm not showing my dick to anyone."

"Nah, you're a faggot. We're having fun here, and you're gonna chicken out now?"

Christian spat. Even though he tried to make it sound like a joke, the harsh tone made it clear he was seriously annoyed.

"Leave him be. If he doesn't have the balls for anything, just look at how he's sitting."

Marco pointed out, mocking my posture with my knees pressed together.

I couldn't believe it. Were they seriously fucking with me? I was falling right into their ego trap. As much as I mentally complained about toxic masculinity, there I was, feeling hurt for not being "one of the boys". But it was useless, I had nothing to compete with. Still, pride pulled at me. I should be proud of what I was; like I thought before, even with my size I had pleasured more women than they'd like to admit. The alcohol boiled my blood and clouded my judgment. I had nothing left to lose.

"Fine, whatever. I'll show it. And?"

I challenged them, sitting up straight on the sofa.

"What are you guys going to do? Are you just going to talk shit and sit there like pussies too?"

The atmosphere was cut with a knife. It didn't sound like a joke anymore. The bruised egos and the whiskey had made me react defensively, almost aggressively.

"Alright, watch closely, little slut."

Marco growled.

He brought his hands to his belt, unbuckled it in one pull, and yanked his sweatpants down along with his boxers. What was left on display was a beastly piece of meat. Easily eight inches soft; thick, heavy, and it even seemed to throb with a life of its own. My jaw dropped. Not even in porn had I seen a monster like that in real life. Suddenly, I understood why his ex had left him: maybe she ran away so she wouldn't die impaled.

"Ah, well... You really overdid it, Marco, huh. Look at that massive shaft."

Christian laughed, joining the game.

Without hesitation, he did the same. His dick wasn't as long as Marco's, but it made up for it with an obscene girth. About six inches, thick and veiny. A tool that, without a doubt, would hurt going in. In the end, I was surrounded by huge cocks, and I was just a feminine kid with a pitiful bulge.

"Well, um..."

I stammered, trying to play dumb, looking anywhere as if I wasn't surrounded by my two factory coworkers with their pants around their knees and their junk hanging inches from my face.

"Your turn. Let's go."

Marco insisted. His voice had completely changed; he was no longer the broken guy crying over his ex, but a dominant alpha claiming his territory.

Swallowing hard, I slowly unbuckled my belt. My hands were shaking. I pulled down my denim jeans and was exposed. My tiny member, barely four inches, peeked out timidly. It was so small and soft that my balls looked like two harmless grapes. I didn't even have dark pubic hair; I was perfectly shaved. It was, quite literally, as if a woman's body had a hypertrophied clitoris.

Marco and Christian exchanged a knowing look. It was an electric silence, as if they were communicating telepathically. They didn't even laugh or make jokes about the size. They just looked at each other deeply and then lowered their eyes to my crotch.

"Looks cute..."

Christian whispered, breaking the silence.

"Can I?"

"Can you what...?"

I asked, my voice trembling with nerves.

Without waiting for an answer, Christian reached out his large, calloused hand and grabbed my dick. I flinched back instinctively, hitting the backrest of the sofa.

"What... what are you doing?!"

"Just wanted to see how it felt... and it looks like you liked it, huh."

My body had betrayed me in the worst way. I had gotten hard just feeling the rough scrape of his fingers! Panicking, I grabbed the hem of my t-shirt and tried to pull it down to cover myself.

"You lost. You're going to have to do whatever we tell you."

Christian decreed, with a lopsided smirk.

"Today you're going to be our slut."

Marco laughed, but the dark, deep tone of his voice shook me to the bone. What did he mean, slut?

I nodded slowly, surrendering. I deserved it for being an idiot, for falling for the provocation. But deep in my chest, a forbidden heat told me that maybe this wasn't so bad.

"Alright, you're going to have to let me touch that little 'clitoris' you have there."

Christian ordered with absolute seriousness.

I moved closer slowly, dragging myself across the cushions. A bet was a bet, and unfortunately, I am a man of my word. My cock was still rigidly erect, pointing straight up; it was useless to try to hide it. Christian brought his rough hand back to my soft skin and began to inspect me shamelessly, slowly squeezing my testicles.

"Ahhh..."

A soft, involuntary moan escaped me. It was the first time a man had touched me like this, and the short-circuit in my brain was total. They seemed to ignore my shock.

Christian's thumb started tracing the rim of my glans, sliding down the shaft. Then, he wrapped his whole hand firmly around my small length, and started stroking up and down. He was jerking me off! My coworker was giving me a handjob on the couch! My survival instinct screamed at me to pull back, to run away, but lust completely betrayed me. Not only did I not pull away, but I leaned forward and dropped both my arms onto his broad shoulders to get more comfortable, giving myself over to the touch.

"Look at this slut, look how she takes it."

Christian muttered.

While I moaned softly, losing my mind, he stopped the movement abruptly when he noticed a drop of crystal-clear pre-cum welling up at the tip.

"You should be ashamed, little slut. Getting so turned on."

I turned my head. Marco was right there, completely still and expectant. He was watching the scene like an orchestra conductor coordinating his masterpiece. He didn't say a single word. He just watched his friend humiliate me and give me pleasure at the same time, while his colossal beast, still soft, rested on his thighs, waiting for its turn.

Marco's silence broke with a deep vibration that seemed to make the whiskey glasses rattle on the coffee table. He stopped being the passive spectator to assume total control of the scene, with that heavy authority of someone who has nothing left to lose.

"That's enough warm-up, Christian."

Marco let out, without taking his eyes off me.

"He lost the bet. And I know exactly what I want our little slut to do."

I froze, my heart hammering against my ribs. Christian slowly let go of my cock, setting me free, but staying dangerously close. Marco leaned forward, pinning me with a predatory glare that turned my blood to ice.

"You're going to go to the bathroom, Matty. And you're going to put on her clothes. All of them."

The air became unbreathable. I knew exactly what he meant.

"The black satin top, the little denim shorts she wore to tease me, the lace thong I threw in your face... and the fishnets she left in the nightstand drawer. I want to see you turned into her. I want you to be my harpy for tonight."

I nodded slowly, my mouth dry. A bet was a bet, and unfortunately, I'm a man of my word, trapped by my own honor and a blind morbid curiosity that kept me from running. I got up off the couch with trembling legs, feeling their stares burning into the back of my neck like hot daggers. I gathered the clothes Marco pointed out with clumsy hands and ran to take refuge in the bathroom, locking the door.

The mirror reflected a disaster: messy hair, cheeks flushed with shame and alcohol, and the bulge of my small, still-erect dick betraying me under the white t-shirt. I stripped off my men's clothes furiously, throwing them on the floor as if they burned.

I started with the fishnets. Sliding the rough, elastic texture up my shaved legs short-circuited my brain. It felt incredibly erotic, forbidden. Then, the black lace thong. It clung to my tiny frame as if it had been designed for me, stroking my erect member with a lewd softness. The satin top slid over my hairless torso, gently squeezing my chest. Finally, the black denim shorts, so short they barely covered the thong.

I looked in the mirror one last time. I was no longer Matty, the paper mill operator. I was an apparition. A broken doll tinted by the pink and blue neon lights filtering through the bathroom window. I quickly lined my eyes with a pencil I found in the medicine cabinet, giving myself a femme fatale look. I was terrified, yes, but never in my life had I felt so fucking sexy and powerful in my own vulnerability.

I turned the lock. The metallic click echoed through the apartment.

I walked toward the living room, the friction of the satin against my skin making me tremble with every step. When I rounded the corner and entered the room, time stopped.

Marco and Christian weren't waiting for me to talk about literature or soccer.

They were both sitting on the sofa, pants down and their massive manhoods out in the open, fully erect and veiny beneath the yellow ceiling light. They didn't say a word when they saw me appear dressed as a woman. They just sat petrified, scanning every inch of my new body with an animal hunger that devoured me completely.

And then, without taking their eyes off me, they both started jerking off in unison. Marco with slow, heavy strokes, wrapping his colossal beast with his whole hand, jaw clenched in rage and desire. Christian with a more frantic rhythm, pumping his thick shaft with a cynical, predatory smirk.

The wet, rhythmic sound of their hands stroking their own meat filled the room, mixing with the smell of whiskey, sweat, and cheap lust. I was trapped. On my knees on the rug, in front of my two massive friends who were furiously jacking off while staring at me, turned into the slut they had created. The pact was sealed. There was no going back.

The living room was an asphyxiating oven. The air was so saturated with cigarette smoke and whiskey fumes that you could almost chew it. I was there, standing in the middle of the rug, trembling under the weight of the satin and black lace lingerie that fit me like a glove. There was no turning back now. Matty, the paper mill operator, had completely disappeared. Now I was Matilda, their toy, their creation.

Marco and Christian were still sitting on the couch, pants down, cocks out, jerking off rhythmically under the yellowish ceiling light. The wet, obscene sound of their hands stroking their own flesh filled the silence, mixing with the smell of sweat and cheap lust. They were caught up in the twisted thrill of seeing me dressed like that.

Suddenly, Marco stopped for a second. Panting, with the colossal beast throbbing furiously between his calloused fingers, he locked me in a bloodshot, predatory glare.

"Alright, little slut... since you dressed up like that, show me what you're good for."

Marco growled, his voice thick with booze.

"Model for me. I want to see you shake that girly little ass. Strike some sexy poses for me if you want me to keep going."

The command hit me like a whip. The blind kink took over completely. I nodded slowly, surrendering, and started to move. I raised my arms, running my hands through my blonde hair over my shoulders, arching my back so the satin top tightened over my hairless chest and exposed my neck. I spun slowly, letting the lace of the black thong dig between my cheeks, presenting my ass to them. The rub of the lace against my rigidly erect dick was a delicious torture that made me tremble.

Christian was losing his mind. His rhythmic strokes turned frantic watching me pose. His eyes were dilated, fixated on my crotch bulging under the black denim shorts. Suddenly, he let out a grunt and reached out with his rough hand, grabbing me firmly by the wrist to stop me.

"Nah, Marco. I can't take it anymore. This little outfit is killing me."

Christian panted, looking me up and down with animal hunger.

"Hey, Matilda... you lost a bet, remember? And a man of his word follows through."

He yanked me down with a brute force that left me no time to react.

"Get on your knees, bitch."

Christian ordered, with a tone that allowed no argument.

"And give me head. Right now. Make that little mouth useful for something tonight."

I didn't hesitate for a second. Maybe I deserved it for being an idiot, or maybe it was what my body had been screaming for since the night began. I dropped heavily onto my shaved knees on the rug, right in front of Christian. Christian spread his legs and shoved my head roughly toward his crotch. His thick, veiny, hot cock was inches from my face, reeking of that raw musk that made me instantly dizzy.

I slowly opened my mouth and took the veiny crown of his length between my lips. The raw, salty, thick taste flooded my palate, sending a sharp wave of arousal through me. I started to suck devotedly, swallowing every inch I could, while my left hand wrapped around the base to keep the rhythm, milking the clear pre-cum that was already weeping from the tip. Christian threw his head back on the couch, letting out a deep, hard "Ahhh...". The wet, obscene sound of my mouth servicing him filled the room. I was submissive, reduced to his pleasure tool.

Marco watched everything from his spot, but his stroking had turned aggressive. Seeing his friend being serviced by the "little slut" dressed in his ex's lingerie was the final trigger. His colossal beast throbbed with fury, unable to hold back a second longer.

"Fuck...!"

Marco roared, losing any trace of control and sanity.

He stood up from the couch with heavy movements, closing the distance until he was standing right in front of my face, inches from where Christian was forcing me to swallow his length. Marco grabbed me violently by my long blonde hair, yanking my head back brutally, forcing me to break contact with Christian for a split second to make me look at him.

"It's my turn to collect on the bet too, princess."

He growled, his voice hoarse and broken with pure desire.

"Christian, hold her from behind. She's not getting out of this today. Today we're going to wreck her between the two of us."

This whole thing was total madness. Three guys from the paper plant getting together for drinks, and suddenly, the "weakest" one ended up turned into the toy of the other two. I was completely surrendered. Even though my mind tried to pump the brakes at first, the heat of the whiskey burning in my veins and the suffocating atmosphere of the living room made me cross a line of no return.

I tried to buy some time, to regain a tiny shred of control amidst the chaos.

"Wait, Marco,"

I stammered, looking up at him from below, feeling minuscule.

"What if we go one at a time? Christian can't take all the attention..."

My mind screamed at me to stop, to feel disgusted with myself, but that warning voice was drowned out under the crushing weight of his dark, dominant stare.

"The little slut is right."

Marco stated, with a raspy voice that left no room for argument.

"Show me what you know how to do."

Kneeling in front of Marco's massive figure, I gave myself over completely to the dynamic. Time seemed to stand still as the air filled with deep grunts and the sound of my own choked breathing. The domination was absolute. He forced me to push my limits to the extreme, to swallow my pride until tears of pure tension mixed with the black eyeliner, running down my cheeks and ruining my makeup. I was just some guy, being broken by his friends, and the raw truth was that I was fascinated by it. I wanted to feel this used.

The tension in the room was about to shatter. Christian, who was watching the scene from the couch, reached the end of his patience.

"I'm tired of this, Marco. Now it's my turn to play for real."

Christian declared. I knew immediately that the real punishment was just beginning.

Marco took a step back, nodding, and headed toward the bedroom. I knew exactly what he was going to get for the next phase. Meanwhile, I stayed on the floor, looking at Christian, aware that this was the last time I would ever see him simply as a shift buddy.

When Marco came back, the tension in the room could be cut with a knife. I didn't even have time to process it. Christian grabbed me with a brute, animal force, and threw me against the sofa cushions. I landed on my knees on the edge, completely exposed and vulnerable to whatever they wanted to do to me.

"Relax, princess. You're going to like it."

Christian whispered, but his tone was pure venom and lust.

I didn't care about anything else anymore. My brain had definitively clicked. I wanted it, and I wanted it now.

I felt my lace garments being shoved aside roughly. The shock of the cold apartment air against my burning skin made me flinch. Then, the freezing touch of whatever Marco had brought from the bedroom slid against my intimate core. Foreplay was over.

Christian started setting the pace, pushing me to the brink with a torturous slowness that drove me crazy. Every small advance with his fingers tore a muffled moan from my throat. I couldn't wait to have his cock inside. But I wanted more, I wanted more fingers inside me.

"More..."

I begged, my voice cracking and my knuckles turning white gripping the couch.

"Look at the princess begging. She's a born slut."

The verbal humiliation mixed with the physical anticipation in an intoxicating way. Every time he marked his territory, I pushed back, seeking more contact, fighting blindly to surrender myself harder and harder to the domination of my two friends. I was destroyed, and it was perfect.

Then it happened. Christian's huge, thick cock demanded space in my tight little slut hole. It was no longer his fingers dragging muffled moans out of me. It was a tip that felt like a thrust straight to the heart. So slowly, my ass began to 'suck' that cock inside me. And as I gripped the sofa tightly, my eyes rolled to the back of my head. I was discovering something about myself I never thought would happen. It was ecstasy, and I was certainly at the absolute peak of pleasure.

The world shrank to friction, heat, and an asphyxiating rhythm. There was no longer room to think, not even to try breathing normally. Christian anchored me against the couch cushions with an iron grip on my hips, setting a relentless, heavy, deep tempo that shook me from head to toe. Every thrust pushed me forward, snatching the air from my lungs and forcing me to surrender entirely to his brute force.

But there was nowhere to run. In front of me, Marco's immense figure blocked any escape. His massive hands, rough from factory work, held my face with a firmness that allowed no resistance. He guided me toward him, demanding that I take him with the same absolute devotion with which Christian claimed me from behind.

I became the exact epicenter of the madness. Trapped between Christian's ragged breathing hitting the back of my neck and the smell of dark tobacco and whiskey sweating from Marco's skin. The pressure was absolute. The contrast between the cold lace still clinging to my skin and the suffocating heat of being completely broken by the two of them made me lose any sense of my own identity.

There was nothing left of Matty. It was just an echo of broken moans drowning against Marco, while the synchronized, devastating rhythm of my two coworkers pushed me into a state of absolute trance. The initial humiliation and fear had evaporated under the adrenaline, leaving in its place a pure, electric, and dangerously addictive kink.

I was theirs. Totally and completely theirs. A surrendered doll in the middle of a smoke-filled living room, being consumed and molded to the whim of the bet winners, while the city night lights filtering through the window drew long shadows over our tangled bodies.

The silence that followed was heavier than the roar of the die-cutting machines at the paper mill.

I was lying on the rug, my breathing shallow and my body trembling from the aftershocks of pleasure and humiliation. The black lace thong was ruined, the fishnets torn at the thighs, and my makeup was a mess of smeared eyeliner that made me look pathetic and fucking beautiful at the same time.

"Get up, Matty. The game is over."

Christian said, pulling up his denim jeans and buckling his belt with that same cynical attitude as always, as if he had just drank a glass of water instead of completely destroying me.

But I couldn't move. My knees simply wouldn't respond.

Marco, for his part, sat on the edge of the sofa and lit a cigarette. The yellow ceiling light illuminated the thick smoke escaping his mouth, giving the scene a dense, cinematic feel. He stared at me, no longer with the wild, predatory fire from earlier, but with a possessive coldness that shook me to the bone.

"Take a good look at yourself."

Marco let out, pointing at me with the glowing tip of his cigarette.

"You started the night complaining about your luck, believing you were one of us. Just another operator. And look how you ended up. On your knees, begging for your friends' cocks wrapped in my ex's clothes."

I swallowed hard, feeling the raw, salty taste that still numbed my throat and reminded me exactly of my place.

"There's no going back for you now, princess."

Christian added, grabbing his half-empty bottle of whiskey to take one last gulp.

"On Monday at the factory, you're going to put on your boots, your thick shirt, and your macho uniform, but the three of us know what you've got hidden underneath. What you really are."

Marco took one last drag from his cigarette, slowly putting it out against the crystal ashtray, and locked his dark eyes on mine, sealing my fate.

"Exactly. You became our eternal slut. And the worst part of it all, Matty... is that you love it."
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This bundle includes three full-length explicit stories of male-to-female transformation, humiliation, and bimbo training.
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