
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: Back Room Initiation

The fluorescent lights of "Lace & Grace Lingerie" buzzed overhead as Marissa Jenkins reorganized a display of sheer teddies. At thirty-six, with divorce papers still fresh in her desk drawer at home, she never imagined she'd be working in a strip mall lingerie shop. Her alimony checks had dried up faster than her ex-husband's supposed love, and her marketing career had hit a wall after five years out of the workforce playing housewife.

"Fifteen minutes 'til closing," chirped Kenzie, a perky twenty-something with a pierced septum and blue-tipped hair. She'd been friendly since Marissa started three days ago, but something about her smile always seemed to harbor a secret.

Marissa nodded, tucking a strand of honey-blonde hair behind her ear. Despite approaching forty, she still turned heads-her divorce diet had melted away the comfortable marriage pounds, revealing the toned figure she'd worked so hard to maintain in her twenties. Today she wore the shop's required uniform: a black pencil skirt that hugged her ass perhaps too tightly and a silk blouse that did little to hide the lace of her bra when she bent to adjust the lower racks.

"You're closing with us tonight, right?" asked Talia, the other salesgirl. Tall, Black, with a cascade of braids and curves that belonged on a magazine cover, she moved through the shop with a confidence Marissa envied. "First time closing shift?"

"Yeah," Marissa replied, straightening a mannequin's garter belt. "Jade said it was time I learned the closing procedures."

Kenzie and Talia exchanged a look that sent a curious shiver down Marissa's spine.

"Oh, there's definitely procedures," Kenzie smirked, flipping the store sign to 'CLOSED' and locking the front door with a decisive click.

"What's that supposed to mean?" Marissa asked, but Talia was already dimming the front lights while Kenzie pulled the security gates halfway down in the storefront windows-enough to block view but not fully closed.

"It means," Jade's voice came from behind her, "that it's time you learned what really keeps this place in business."

Marissa turned to find the store manager emerging from the stockroom. At forty-five, Jade had the kind of ageless beauty that came from absolute sexual confidence. Her rouge-red lips curved into a smile that made Marissa's stomach flip.

"I don't understand," Marissa said, though something primal inside her was beginning to.

"Three days watching you, Marissa," Jade said, kicking off her heels as she approached. "Three days watching you adjust your bra when you think no one's looking. Three days of you blushing when customers ask if you've tried on the merchandise." She reached out, running a manicured finger down Marissa's arm. "We don't hire just anyone here."

Talia appeared at Marissa's other side. "Jade has a sixth sense for women like us. Women who need... more."

"I don't-" Marissa began, but her protest died as Kenzie pressed a button behind the register, and a mechanical whir filled the shop. The wall of clearance items swung inward, revealing a hidden door.

"The strip mall's original layout had a back room that connected all the stores," Jade explained, her hand now resting on the small of Marissa's back. "When I bought this place, I decided to put it to better use."

"What kind of use?" Marissa whispered, though the dampness between her thighs suggested she already knew-and wanted-the answer.

"Come see," Kenzie grinned, taking Marissa's hand and pulling her forward.

The back room was dimly lit with red and purple lights, plush with velvet couches and-to Marissa's shock-display platforms where lingerie-clad mannequins should be but weren't. Instead, the pedestals stood empty, waiting. The walls were lined with hooks holding every imaginable sex toy, costume piece, and restraint. A bar occupied one corner, stocked with premium liquor.

"What is this place?" Marissa gasped, unable to tear her eyes away from a wall-mounted dildo the size of her forearm.

"This," Jade said proudly, "is where Lace & Grace really makes its money. Private showings, exclusive parties, special customer service." She ran her hands down Marissa's rigid shoulders. "It's also where we train new girls."

Talia was already unbuttoning her blouse, revealing a intricate harness bra that made her breasts look like wrapped gifts. "Every staff member initiates the newcomer. Shop tradition."

Marissa's mouth went dry. "I should go-"

"Should you?" Jade asked, her breath hot against Marissa's ear. "I've seen your application, Marissa. Divorced after fifteen years to a man who cheated with his twenty-three-year-old secretary. Left you for her, didn't he? When's the last time someone made you feel desirable? Powerful? When's the last time someone made you come until you forgot your own name?"

Marissa's pulse pounded in her throat, between her legs. It had been years-even before the divorce, sex with Richard had become perfunctory, mechanical. A chore like taking out the trash.

"I've never... with women..." she managed.

Kenzie laughed, a bell-like sound as she shimmied out of her skirt. "Don't worry. The men will be here soon enough."

"Men?" Marissa squeaked.

"Our after-hours clientele," Jade explained, her fingers now working on Marissa's blouse buttons. "Premium members who pay very well for our special entertainment. Plus a few delivery guys who've been tipped in... alternative ways."

"But first," Talia said, now down to just her harness bra and a lace thong, "we need to get you ready for your debut."

Something like panic-or was it excitement?-fluttered in Marissa's chest. "I don't know if I-"

"New rule," Jade interrupted, sliding Marissa's blouse from her shoulders. "You don't say 'no' until you've tried it. And sweetheart, based on how hard your nipples are poking through this practical little bra, I'd say your body's already made up its mind."

Marissa looked down at her sensible beige bra, mortified to see Jade was right. Her nipples pressed visibly against the thin material, betraying her arousal.

"That's the first thing to go," Kenzie declared, reaching around to unhook the offending garment. "No one wears boring underwear here."

Before Marissa could protest, her bra was on the floor and three pairs of eyes were appreciating her exposed breasts.

"Not bad for a divorcee pushing forty," Talia grinned, cupping one breast and thumbing the nipple until Marissa gasped. "Responsive too."

"Let's see the rest," Jade commanded, and suddenly hands were at Marissa's skirt zipper, tugging it down while Kenzie dropped to her knees to help pull it off.

"Plain cotton panties?" Kenzie clicked her tongue. "These have to go too. We sell lingerie, honey. This is like a McDonald's employee eating Burger King."

Marissa's panties were tugged down her legs before she could process what was happening. She stood naked now, instinctively covering herself with her hands.

"Don't hide," Jade said firmly, pulling Marissa's hands away. "Let us see what our customers will be paying to enjoy tonight."

The three women circled her like wolves, appraising every inch. Marissa had never felt so exposed, so vulnerable-or so strangely exhilarated.

"Great tits," Kenzie noted, "natural but still perky."

"Nice ass," Talia added, delivering a sharp slap to Marissa's left cheek that made her yelp. "Tight but enough to grab."

"And this," Jade murmured, her hand suddenly between Marissa's thighs, fingers sliding through slick folds, "is absolutely perfect. Already wet and we've barely touched you."

Marissa moaned involuntarily as Jade's finger circled her clit with expert precision.

"She's responsive," Jade told the others. "She'll be popular with the clients."

"What exactly do the clients expect?" Marissa managed to ask, her voice quavering as Jade's fingers continued their torment.

Jade smiled, withdrawing her glistening fingers and sucking them clean while maintaining eye contact. "Everything, darling. They expect everything."

Before Marissa could ask for clarification, Talia returned with an armful of lingerie. "Let's get you dressed. Or halfway dressed, at least."

The next few minutes passed in a blur as the women adorned Marissa in their selections: a quarter-cup bra that supported her breasts from below but left her nipples completely exposed, a garter belt that framed her hips, sheer stockings, and heels higher than any she'd worn before. No panties-Jade insisted they'd "just get in the way."

"Perfect," Kenzie declared, stepping back to admire their work. She herself now wore only a strappy purple bodysuit that was more holes than fabric. Talia had changed into a leather-look bustier that pushed her breasts up like an offering, and Jade had stripped down to a blood-red corset and matching crotchless panties.

"Time for makeup," Jade announced, leading Marissa to a vanity in the corner.

Fifteen minutes later, Marissa barely recognized herself in the mirror. Her usually subtle makeup had been transformed: smoky eyes, false lashes, and deep red lips that matched the flush spreading across her chest.

"Now for the rules," Jade said, finishing her own lipstick. "One: whatever happens in the back room stays in the back room. Two: all acts are consensual, but saying 'no' too often gets you fired. Three: the better you perform, the better your commission. Most of our girls make more in tips back here in one night than they do in a week on the sales floor."

A buzzer sounded, making Marissa jump.

"Our first guests," Talia grinned, pressing an intercom button. "Lace and Grace, after hours."

"Delivery for Jade," a male voice crackled through the speaker.

"Perfect timing," Jade purred. "Let him in, Talia. Marissa needs a proper welcome."

Talia disappeared through a side door Marissa hadn't noticed before. Seconds later, she returned with a muscular delivery man in his late twenties, wearing tight uniform shorts that did nothing to hide his appreciation of the scene before him.

"Ladies," he nodded, his eyes landing on Marissa. "Fresh meat?"

"This is Marissa," Jade introduced. "Her first night in the back room. She needs a proper initiation, Diego."

Diego grinned, setting down his package. "Happy to help with that. What did you have in mind?"

"Let's start with a lingerie show," Jade decided. "Marissa needs practice modeling for our customers."

Before Marissa could object, Kenzie was pulling her onto one of the display platforms. "Stand straight, tits out, hands at your sides," she instructed. "You're merchandise now. The premium kind."

Marissa's heart hammered as she obeyed, fighting the urge to cover herself as Diego circled the platform, eyes devouring every inch of her exposed flesh.

"Turn," Jade commanded, and Marissa rotated slowly, feeling Diego's gaze burning into her ass.

"Not bad," Diego commented, adjusting himself openly. "The divorced MILF type sells well these days."

"Touch the merchandise," Jade offered. "First feel is free."

Diego didn't hesitate. His rough hands cupped Marissa's breasts, thumbs brushing over her nipples until they hardened painfully. "Responsive," he noted, echoing Talia's earlier assessment.

"Show him how wet you are," Jade instructed Marissa. "Spread your legs."

Trembling with a potent mixture of humiliation and arousal, Marissa widened her stance. Diego's hand immediately went between her thighs, fingers probing her slick entrance.

"Fuck, she's soaked," he reported, holding up glistening fingers.

The buzzer sounded again. And again. Within minutes, the back room filled with people: two more delivery men, three businessmen in suits who apparently were regular "clients," and a group of women Marissa recognized as shoppers from earlier in the day.

"Everyone," Jade announced to the assembled crowd, "meet our newest addition, Marissa. Tonight is her initiation, and you're all invited to participate."

A chorus of appreciative murmurs rippled through the room as drinks were poured and music started playing from hidden speakers.

"First," Jade continued, "a little fashion show. Marissa will model our newest collections, and you'll provide feedback on what looks best. On and off her body."

What followed was the most erotic humiliation of Marissa's life. She was dressed and undressed in countless lingerie pieces, each more revealing than the last. Between outfits, she was made to parade naked before the growing crowd, their hands reaching out to touch, pinch, and slap her as she passed.

By the third outfit-a crotchless teddy that framed her pussy like a picture-Marissa had stopped trying to hide her arousal. Her nipples remained painfully erect, and her thighs glistened with her own wetness.

"I think she's ready for the next level," Talia suggested, catching Marissa's wrists and leading her to a more central platform. This one, Marissa now noticed, had attachments for restraints.

"Wait-" Marissa began, but Jade's finger pressed against her lips.

"Remember rule two," she warned. "You don't want to find yourself back folding panties for minimum wage, do you?"

The threat-or was it a promise?-hung in the air. Marissa slowly shook her head.

"Good girl," Jade smiled, fastening leather cuffs around Marissa's wrists and securing them to overhead hooks, leaving her arms raised and her body completely exposed.

"Ladies and gentlemen," Jade addressed the crowd, "bidding starts for first taste of our new merchandise. Who wants to make Marissa come in front of everyone?"

To Marissa's shock, hands shot up around the room. Numbers were called out-actual dollar amounts these people were willing to pay to sexually use her.

"Two hundred," called one of the businessmen.

"Two-fifty," countered a woman in her forties wearing a power suit and predatory smile.

"Three hundred," Diego jumped in.

The bidding continued until the woman in the power suit won at five hundred dollars.

"Sold to Ms. Pierce," Jade announced. "How would you like her?"

Ms. Pierce removed her suit jacket, revealing toned arms and a silk blouse. "I want her mouth. And I want her to beg for it."

Marissa's eyes widened as the woman approached, already unbuttoning her slacks.

"You heard the lady," Talia whispered in Marissa's ear. "Beg to eat her pussy or you're fired."

Marissa swallowed hard, looking at the confident woman now standing before her platform. She'd never been with a woman before, never tasted another woman's arousal. Yet her mouth watered at the prospect.

"Please," she found herself saying, the word escaping before she could stop it. "Please let me taste you."

Ms. Pierce smiled, stepping onto the platform and removing her panties. She was shaved completely bare, her pussy lips already swollen with arousal. "More convincing," she demanded.

Something broke loose inside Marissa-some dam of propriety she'd maintained through fifteen years of missionary-position marriage. "Please let me lick your cunt," she begged, shocking herself with the vulgarity. "I need to taste you. I need to make you come on my face."

Satisfied, Ms. Pierce approached, hooking one leg over Marissa's shoulder and positioning herself directly in front of Marissa's face. "Make it good, newbie. Everyone's watching."

And they were. Every eye in the room fixed on Marissa as she extended her tongue for her first taste of woman. The flavor-tangy, musky, intoxicating-flooded her senses. A moan escaped her throat as she pressed her face deeper, instinct guiding her as she lapped and sucked.

"Not bad," Ms. Pierce grunted, grinding against Marissa's face. "Use your tongue on my clit-yes, there-fuck, that's good."

Marissa lost herself in the task, her own arousal mounting as she serviced the stranger. The woman's thighs trembled against her cheeks, her juices coating Marissa's chin and neck. Around them, the crowd watched, some openly masturbating, others filming with phones.

"Make her come," someone shouted.

"Eat that pussy," called another.

The encouragement fueled Marissa's determination. She focused her attention on the woman's swollen clit, sucking it between her lips and flicking rapidly with her tongue until Ms. Pierce cried out, her orgasm flooding Marissa's mouth with a fresh wave of tangy wetness.

Applause broke out as Ms. Pierce dismounted, legs visibly shaking. "Not bad for an amateur," she conceded, tossing several hundred-dollar bills at Jade.

"Who's next?" Jade called, and the bidding started again.

This time, Diego won at four hundred dollars. "I want her bent over," he told Jade. "And I want her to count out loud as I fuck her."

Marissa was released from her overhead restraints only to be bent over a padded bench, her wrists now secured to its legs. Her ass was raised high, her soaking pussy completely exposed to the room.

"Count each stroke," Diego instructed, unzipping his uniform shorts to reveal a cock far larger than Marissa's ex-husband's. "And thank me for it."

Marissa heard the distinctive sound of a condom wrapper, then felt the blunt head of his cock pressing against her entrance. Despite her arousal, she tensed-it had been over a year since she'd had sex, and never with something that size.

"Relax," Talia whispered, appearing beside her to stroke her hair. "He knows what he's doing."

Diego pushed forward slowly, stretching Marissa's entrance as the crowd murmured appreciatively.

"One," Marissa gasped as he seated himself fully inside her. "Thank you, Sir."

Diego pulled back and thrust forward harder. "Two. Thank you, Sir!"

By the tenth stroke, Marissa was moaning continuously, her body accepting his size and relishing the fullness. By twenty, she was pushing back against him, desperate for more. The counting became erratic as Diego increased his pace, his heavy balls slapping against her clit with each thrust.

"Thirty-three! Oh god, thank you, thank you!"

"She's loving it," someone commented.

"Divorced pussy is always the hungriest," Kenzie replied, now kneeling beside Marissa and pinching her swinging nipples. "When's the last time someone fucked you properly, Marissa?"

"Years," Marissa sobbed as Diego hit a particularly sensitive spot. "Oh god, years."

"Tell everyone how much you love being our back room slut," Jade commanded, suddenly on her other side. "Tell them."

"I love it!" Marissa cried, abandoning all dignity as Diego's thrusts pushed her toward an impending orgasm. "I love being your slut! I love being fucked in front of everyone!"

Her confession triggered Diego's climax. He groaned, hips jerking erratically as he emptied himself into the condom. But before Marissa could reach her own release, he pulled out, leaving her whimpering with frustration.

"Did I say you could come?" Jade asked, slapping Marissa's ass sharply.

"No," Marissa gasped.

"No, what?"

"No, Ma'am."

"That's right," Jade smiled. "You come when we say you can. Not before. Now, who else wants a turn with our newest toy?"

What followed was a blur of hands, mouths, cocks, and toys. Marissa lost count of how many people used her body. She was passed around the room like the merchandise she'd been modeling-bent over couches, spread-eagled on the floor, made to ride customers on the display platforms.

A businessman in an expensive suit fucked her ass while she sucked off one of the delivery men. Talia strapped on an enormous dildo and pounded her from behind while Marissa ate Kenzie to multiple screaming orgasms. Three women from the shopping center took turns sitting on her face while others fucked her with increasingly large toys.

Through it all, she was denied her own release. Every time she approached orgasm, Jade would signal the current user to stop, leaving Marissa trembling on the edge of climax.

"Please," she finally sobbed after what might have been hours, her body slick with sweat and various bodily fluids, her pussy swollen and aching for relief. "Please let me come."

The crowd had thinned somewhat, but those remaining gathered around as Jade considered the request.

"You've been very entertaining," Jade acknowledged. "But there's one final test before you earn your release."

Marissa would have agreed to anything at that point. "Anything," she begged. "I'll do anything."

Jade smiled, retrieving something from behind the bar. When she returned, Marissa saw it was a permanent marker.

"Everyone who used you tonight is going to write on your body," Jade explained. "What you are. What you're good for. Your new identity."

Marissa should have been horrified at the suggestion. Instead, she found herself spreading her legs wider, offering more canvas.

One by one, they came forward. "MILF SLUT" was written across her breasts. "DIVORCE WHORE" decorated her stomach. "COCK HUNGRY" ran down one thigh, "PUSSY LICKER" down the other. "OFFICE TOY" circled her navel. "BACK ROOM PROPERTY" was scrawled across her lower back. "JADE'S BITCH" was written on her ass cheek. And finally, "STRIP MALL CUMDUMP" was inscribed just above her aching pussy.

"Perfect," Jade declared, admiring their handiwork. "Now you can come. Everyone who's left gets to make her come once. Count how many she has."

What followed was the most intense sexual experience of Marissa's life. Released from her restraints at last, she was passed from person to person, each using their preferred method to force orgasms from her oversensitized body.

Diego's skilled fingers produced the first screaming climax within seconds. Talia's expert tongue delivered the second. Ms. Pierce returned for the third, using a vibrator so powerful Marissa nearly blacked out. Kenzie and one of the businessmen collaborated for the fourth, one fucking her with a strap-on while the other sucked her nipples. The fifth came from Jade herself, who whispered filthy promises of future nights in the back room while working Marissa's g-spot with curved fingers.

By the time the seventh orgasm tore through her, Marissa was babbling incoherently, her body convulsing involuntarily, tears of overwhelming pleasure streaming down her face.

"I think she's done," Jade finally called, as Marissa lay sprawled across a velvet couch, unable to form words.

The remaining customers began to dress and depart, many slipping cash into a jar by the door labeled "New Girl Tips." Diego promised to return with another "delivery" the following night. Ms. Pierce booked a private session for the weekend.

As the back room emptied, Talia brought a warm, damp cloth and began gently cleaning Marissa's body-though she purposely left the marker writings intact.

"You did amazing," Kenzie praised, helping Marissa sit up and offering a bottle of water. "Best initiation we've had in ages."

"Most tips too," Jade added, counting a substantial stack of bills. "Your cut comes to just over two thousand dollars. For one night's work."

Marissa's eyes widened. That was more than she'd make in two weeks on the sales floor.

"The writing stays until tomorrow night," Jade instructed. "When you come back for your next shift. Wear a high-necked blouse to cover the chest ones during regular hours."

"Next shift?" Marissa's voice was hoarse from screaming.

"Unless you'd rather go back to just selling panties to housewives?" Jade raised an eyebrow.

The choice was clear. Marissa's old life-the respectable divorcee struggling to rebuild-versus this new reality of pleasure, degradation, and more money than she'd seen since before her marriage collapsed.

"I'll be here," Marissa confirmed, a smile spreading across her marked and used body. "Same time tomorrow?"

"Even earlier," Jade corrected. "We have a businessman who specifically requested our newest back room girl for his lunch break. Something about wanting to be the first to fuck your throat."

Any lingering hesitation evaporated as Marissa felt a renewed pulse of arousal between her legs. "I'll be ready."

"We know you will," Talia grinned, helping her stand on shaky legs. "Once you've had a taste of the back room, there's no going back."

As they helped her dress in her street clothes over her marked body, Marissa knew it was true. Her old life was over. Her new life-as the Strip Mall Slut-had just begun.

And she couldn't wait for tomorrow's shift.

The buzz of neon still hummed in Marissa’s veins as Jade’s fingers gripped her chin, forcing eye contact. “Think you’re done, darling? The night’s just getting started.” Behind her, the remaining crowd-faces flushed and clothes disheveled-murmured in anticipation. A silver-haired man in a tailored suit loosened his tie, his gaze locked on Marissa’s marker-scrawled thighs.

“Strip the street clothes off her again,” Jade ordered. Kenzie and Talia descended, peeling away Marissa’s blouse and skirt with practiced efficiency. The sharpie declarations-“DIVORCE WHORE,” “JADE’S BITCH”-gleamed under the crimson lights, a roadmap of degradation.

“Now,” Jade purred, “let’s test your stamina.” She snapped her fingers, and the crowd parted to reveal a steel frame in the corner: a suspended St. Andrew’s cross, its restraints lined with faux fur. “Ever been flogged, Marissa? Or fucked while hanging like meat in a butcher’s window?”

Marissa’s throat tightened, but her clit throbbed in reply. “N-no.”

“First time for everything.” Talia shoved her toward the cross, securing her wrists and ankles with swift tugs. The position arched Marissa’s back, ass lifted, breasts thrust forward, every inch of her exposed.

Jade traced a riding crop along Marissa’s inner thigh. “Count the strikes. Miss a number, and we add five more.”

Thwack! The crop landed on her left ass cheek, the sting blooming into heat. “One!” Marissa gasped.

“Louder!” Jade demanded.

Thwack! “TWO!”

By the sixth strike, Marissa’s skin flamed, her pussy dripping onto the floor below. The crowd leaned in, drinks forgotten, as the silver-haired man unzipped his slacks. “Mind if I…?”

Jade smirked. “By all means.”

The man’s cock-thick and veined-pressed against Marissa’s lips. “Suck. And keep counting.”

Thwack! “THREE!” she managed around his girth, saliva pooling as he thrust deeper.

“Four!”-thwack!-his balls slapped her chin.

“Five!”-thwack!-her nostrils flared, gagging as he fucked her throat in rhythm with Jade’s strikes.

“She’s a natural,” Talia laughed, filming the scene on her phone.

The Bar Counter

Later, Marissa found herself sprawled across the bar, her wrists cuffed to the taps. A line had formed-three delivery guys, two women in leather harnesses, and Ms. Pierce, who swirled ice in her bourbon while waiting her turn.

“Open wide, cumdump,” growled Diego, reappearing with a friend, their cocks glistening with gel. “Double blowjob. Let’s see how greedy that throat is.”

Marissa’s jaw ached as the first man slid in, his musk flooding her senses. Before she could adjust, the second pressed against her lips, the two cocks rutting against each other in her mouth. Tears streamed down her face as they face-fucked her in tandem, her gag reflex long since overridden by desperation.

“Fuck, look at her,” one grunted, his fingers twisting in her hair. “Divorced slut’s addicted already.”

Diego thumbed her clit roughly. “Bet she comes just from being used like a fleshlight.”

He wasn’t wrong. The humiliation, the stretch of her jaw, the jeers of the crowd-it all coiled tight in Marissa’s gut. When they came, splashing salt-sweet streaks down her throat, she screamed around their cocks, her orgasm ripping through her unbidden.

“Rulebreaker,” Jade tsked, though her smile betrayed approval. “You’ll pay for that.”

The Display Window

“Time for the grand finale,” Jade announced, leading Marissa to the half-shuttered storefront. Beyond the security gate, the strip mall parking lot stretched dark and empty… mostly. A janitor smoked by a dumpster. A couple argued in a distant car.

“You’re going to put on a show,” Jade said, clasping a jeweled collar around Marissa’s neck. “For anyone lucky enough to peek.”

Talia secured Marissa’s arms behind her back with a velvet rope, then positioned her against the window. “Arch your back. Press those tits against the glass.”

Cold glass met Marissa’s nipples as Kenzie smeared her lipstick across the pane. “Look hungry,” she whispered, spreading Marissa’s legs wide and securing them to floor hooks.

A click-Jade activated a remote vibrator buried in Marissa’s pussy. “Wave to your audience.”

Outside, the janitor dropped his cigarette. The couple in the car turned, their shadows motionless.

The vibrator buzzed to life. Marissa’s hips jerked. “Oh god-”

“Louder,” Jade ordered, cranking the intensity. “Let them hear how much you love it.”

“Fuck! Fuck, I’m-I’m gonna-”

“Not yet.” Jade snatched a bottle of champagne from the bar, flipping it upside-down. The icy liquid gushed over Marissa’s clit. “Squirt for them. Let the whole fucking mall see what you are.”

The vibrator pulsed. Marissa’s vision whited out as her climax hit, her juices splattering the window in lewd streaks. Cheers erupted outside-the janitor clapped, the couple now shamelessly watching.

Aftermath

They hosed her down in the stockroom, the champagne and sweat sluicing off her skin. Talia scrubbed the sharpie off with rough strokes, leaving angry red marks. “Tomorrow, we’ll brand you properly. Temporary ink’s for amateurs.”

Marissa trembled-not from fear, but hunger. “What… what kind of brand?”

Jade pressed a steel plug, still warm from Talia’s pussy, into Marissa’s ass. “Something permanent. A little ‘Jade’s’ tattoo right here.” Her nail dug into the crease of Marissa’s left ass cheek. “Unless you’d rather quit?”

The plug stretched deliciously. Marissa moaned. “No. I want it.”

“Good.” Jade stuffed Marissa’s street clothes into a trash bag. “You’ll sleep here tonight. Naked. In the display case.”

“W-what if someone sees?”

Jade’s laugh was midnight-dark. “They’ll see exactly what you are.”

Alone in the velvet-lined case, Marissa curled on her side, the plug keeping her company. Through the security gate, headlights swept the parking lot. A man slowed his car, eyes gleaming as he spotted her.

Marissa spread her legs.

He watched.

She smiled.

This, she thought, fingering her swollen clit, is power.

The man unzipped.

Outside, the strip mall slept.

In the window, Marissa’s new life glowed.

The man in the car stayed until dawn, stroking himself raw while Marissa fingered herself for his entertainment. When sunlight began creeping across the parking lot, he finally drove away, leaving a wad of bills tucked under the door with a note: "Worth every penny. I'll be back tonight."

Jade found her at 7 AM, curled in the display case, dried cum flaking on her thighs-some hers, most others'. The plug still stretched her ass, a constant reminder of her new position.

"Sleep well, fuckdoll?" Jade smirked, unlocking the case.

Marissa's voice was sandpaper-rough from screaming. "Better than I have in years."

"Good. Because we have a special delivery this morning." Jade tossed her a mesh bodysuit that covered nothing. "Put this on. Only this."

Marissa obeyed, the fishnet material framing her nipples and pussy lips rather than concealing them. The sharpie markings from last night had smeared but remained legible-"COCK HUNGRY" now a purple blur across her inner thigh.

"What kind of delivery?" she asked, following Jade to the back room.

"The best kind." Jade opened the door to reveal Diego and six other delivery men in various uniforms-UPS, FedEx, Amazon, local courier services-all drinking coffee and adjusting their crotches as Marissa entered.

"Morning boys," Jade greeted. "Meet your breakfast."

One of the men-a burly redhead with forearms like tree trunks-whistled. "Damn, she looks used already."

"That's because she spent all night being our fucktoy," Kenzie announced, appearing from the stockroom in nothing but a thong. "But don't worry. She's insatiable."

Talia emerged behind her, completely naked except for a strap-on harness. "We tested that theory thoroughly."

Marissa's knees weakened at the sight of so many bulges. Seven men. Plus Jade, Kenzie, and Talia. Ten people waiting to use her body before the store even officially opened.

"Ever been airtight, Marissa?" Jade asked, smearing fresh lipstick across Marissa's mouth. "Three holes filled at once?"

"N-no."

"You will be today. Many times." Jade gripped Marissa's jaw. "In fact, we're going to set a store record. Most loads taken in a single morning."

One of the delivery guys-younger than the others, with a tattoo of barbed wire around his bicep-raised his hand. "What's the current record?"

"Twenty-eight," Talia grinned. "But she only managed that because half were in condoms. Marissa's taking everything raw."

A whimper escaped Marissa's throat-not of protest, but anticipation.

"Hands and knees, cumrag," Jade ordered, and Marissa dropped to the floor instantly.

The men circled her like wolves, unzipping and pulling out their cocks. Marissa's mouth watered at the sight-every shape, size, and color surrounding her. Some already glistened with pre-cum, others stood proudly upright, veins throbbing.

"Who wants which hole first?" Talia asked, lubing up her strap-on.

"Dibs on her ass," said the redhead. "Looks like she's already warmed up." He worked the plug out with a wet 'pop' that made Marissa moan.

"I'll take her cunt," said an older delivery man with salt-and-pepper hair. "Been thinking about divorce pussy all morning."

Diego stepped forward, his massive cock level with Marissa's face. "And I'm finishing what we started last night."

In an instant, Marissa was filled-cock in her pussy, cock in her ass, cock in her mouth, all thrusting at different rhythms. Hands gripped her hair, her hips, her breasts, pinching and slapping as they used her.

"Fucking slut loves it," grunted the man behind her, his balls slapping against her clit as he ravaged her asshole. "Look at her pushing back for more."

Marissa couldn't deny it. She was. Every thrust in her ass sent shockwaves through her body. Diego's cock hit the back of her throat with each forward push, making her gag and drool. The older man beneath her ground upward, his pubic bone crushing her clit.

"Switch!" Jade called after several minutes, and suddenly the cocks withdrew. Before Marissa could catch her breath, three more men took their place-a new cock stretching her pussy, another forcing its way into her ass, a third pushing past her lips.

"Count the loads, Kenzie," Jade instructed as the first man-the redhead-stroked himself to completion over Marissa's back. "That's one."

Marissa lost track of time as the men rotated through her holes. Some lasted minutes, others just seconds. Cum filled her pussy, dripped from her ass, coated her face and tits. Between loads, Talia would fuck her with the strap-on while Kenzie forced her to lick Jade's cunt.

"Seventeen," Kenzie counted as another man pulled out of Marissa's mouth, spraying her face with thick ropes. "Eighteen," as Diego added a second load to her already-dripping pussy.

By load twenty-three, Marissa was a cum-covered mess, every hole leaking, mascara streaked down her cheeks, fishnet bodysuit torn in multiple places. Her own orgasms had become uncountable-one bleeding into the next until she existed in a constant state of climax.

"Last one, boys," Jade announced as the final delivery man zipped up. "Diego, think you've got one more in you?"

Diego grinned, stroking his still-hard cock. "For our new girl? Always."

He positioned himself behind Marissa, who could barely hold herself up on trembling arms. With one brutal thrust, he entered her ass-the hole most stretched and abused from the morning's activities.

"Fuck her through the floor," Jade encouraged, sliding beneath Marissa to suck her cum-covered nipples. "Make her remember who owns her now."

Diego's hips became a piston, jackhammering Marissa's ass with brutal force. Each thrust pushed gobs of cum out of her gaping holes, spattering the floor beneath them.

"Tell everyone what you are," Talia demanded, filming the scene on her phone.

"I'm-ahh!-a fucking cumslut!" Marissa screamed, face contorted in ecstasy and agony. "I'm the strip mall whore! I'm your back room fucktoy!"

"And who owns you?" Jade pinched her nipples cruelly.

"You do! All of you! Everyone who wants me! I'm public property!"

Diego roared, burying himself to the hilt as he unloaded the final, massive load deep in Marissa's bowels. "Twenty-nine," Kenzie announced triumphantly. "New store record."

Marissa collapsed face-first into the puddle of fluids beneath her, body twitching with aftershocks. She'd never felt so used, so filthy, so completely debased-or so satisfied.

"Clean her up," Jade instructed as the delivery men gathered their things, dropping tips in the jar before departing. "We open in thirty minutes, and she's working the register today."

"Like this?" Marissa mumbled through swollen lips.

Jade's smile was pure evil. "Almost. We're just missing one thing."

From her purse, she produced a small remote-controlled egg vibrator. Without ceremony, she pushed it deep into Marissa's cum-filled pussy. "This stays in all day. I control it from my phone. When it buzzes, you find an excuse to come to the stockroom for a quick use. Understand?"

Marissa nodded weakly.

"And these-" Jade handed her a pair of ben wa balls "-go in your ass. To keep Diego's load plugged up nice and warm."

Talia hoisted Marissa to her feet, leading her to a small shower in the corner of the back room. The water washed away the surface evidence, but nothing could cleanse the feeling of being thoroughly owned. As Marissa dried off, Kenzie appeared with fresh clothes-a proper store uniform, but with key modifications: no panties allowed, and a blouse two sizes too small that strained across her breasts.

"One more thing," Jade said as Marissa dressed. From a small case, she produced a silver necklace with a charm that read "PROPERTY OF LACE & GRACE" in delicate script. "This never comes off. Even when you go home."

"I understand," Marissa whispered as the cool metal settled against her skin.

"Good. Now get out there and sell some lingerie." Jade slapped her ass. "And remember, every customer you help today is looking at a cum-filled slut who just took twenty-nine loads."

The vibrator buzzed to life as Marissa walked to the register, her knees nearly buckling at the sudden stimulation.

Jade winked from across the store. "Just a preview of your day, darling. Hope you didn't have plans tonight, because after closing, we have a bachelor party booked. Twenty guys. And they specifically requested 'the divorced MILF who does anything.'"

Marissa smoothed her skirt, feeling cum trickle down her inner thigh despite the vibrator plugging her. The store bell jingled as the first customer of the day entered-a middle-aged woman shopping for anniversary lingerie.

"Welcome to Lace & Grace," Marissa greeted, the vibrator humming against her g-spot. "How can I service you today?"

The woman smiled, oblivious to the fact that the helpful saleswoman before her had been gang-banged by delivery men minutes earlier, that cum still leaked from her ass around the ben wa balls, that her pussy was stuffed with a vibrator controlled by her smirking boss.

"I need something special," the customer replied. "Something that makes me feel sexy again."

"I know exactly how you feel," Marissa said truthfully, leading her to a display of teddies. The collar around her neck caught the fluorescent lights, the word "PROPERTY" glinting for all to see.

In the back of the store, Jade raised the vibrator's intensity with a tap of her phone. Marissa stumbled slightly, gripping a rack for support as an orgasm threatened to overwhelm her.

Just another day at the strip mall.

Just the beginning of her new life.


Chapter 2: Display Model Duties

The scent of sweat, sex, and designer perfume clung to Marissa's skin like a second career. A week into her new position at Lace & Grace, she'd long since stopped counting the cocks that had filled her or the loads of cum she'd swallowed. The collar around her neck-now customized with dangling charms reading "CUMSLUT" and "WILL SERVE"-had become more familiar than her wedding ring ever was.

"Big shipment today," Jade announced, unlocking the store at 9 AM. She wore a pencil skirt so tight it looked painted on, paired with a blouse unbuttoned to reveal the lacy shelf bra beneath. "We're getting the new Midnight Surrender collection."

"The crotchless bodysuits?" Kenzie asked, organizing register receipts-most with phone numbers and crude offers scrawled on the backs.

"And the restraint sets," Jade confirmed, her eyes landing on Marissa, who was arranging thongs by size. "Our distributor's sending his son for the delivery. College quarterback. Thinks he's God's gift to women."

Talia snorted, emerging from the stockroom. "That skinny bitch from Victoria's Secret has been trying to fuck him for months."

"Well," Jade's smile turned predatory, "we're going to show him what real service is. Marissa, come here."

Marissa obeyed instantly, her body conditioned to respond. Every night for the past week had been a new debauchery-the bachelor party (where she'd serviced twenty-three men in four hours), the "inspection" night (where customers examined every inch of her body before making purchases), the "living mannequin" evening (where she'd stood motionless in the window as people posed her like a doll).

"Yes, Jade?" She kept her eyes downcast, as instructed.

"We're promoting you today. From back room entertainment to display model." Jade stroked Marissa's cheek. "Strip. Everything off."

Without hesitation, Marissa removed her blouse and skirt. Underneath, she wore the store-mandated outfit-a cupless bra that framed her breasts without covering her nipples, and a crotchless thong that kept her pussy accessible at all times.

"Those too," Jade pointed. "Completely naked."

Marissa unhooked the bra and slid off the thong. A week ago, she might have covered herself. Now, she stood proudly exposed, legs slightly parted as she'd been trained.

"Turn around." Jade examined the fresh tattoo on Marissa's left ass cheek-a delicate script that read "PROPERTY OF L&G"-still slightly raised and red from yesterday's session. Below it, a barcode had been tattooed, which when scanned with the store's inventory app, brought up Marissa's "specifications" and "usage guidelines."

"Healing nicely," Jade noted, slapping the marked flesh. "Now for today's assignment."

From behind the counter, she produced what looked like liquid latex in a spray bottle. "This is our new display technique. Instead of trying on the outfits, you'll become the outfits."

Before Marissa could question, Jade began spraying the cold solution across her naked body. It dried almost instantly, forming a second skin that clung to every curve. When finished, Marissa was covered from neck to mid-thigh in what appeared to be a glossy black catsuit-except for strategic cutouts that left her breasts, ass, and pussy completely exposed.

"Perfect," Jade declared. "Customers can see exactly how our products would frame their best features."

Talia approached with a set of impossibly high heels-seven inches with platforms, the soles red. "These complete the look."

Once Marissa was balanced on the towering heels, Jade led her to the front display platform-directly in the store window, visible to everyone walking through the strip mall.

"Stay here," Jade instructed. "When customers enter, you'll greet them. When they show interest in an item, you'll demonstrate how it works. If they want to feel the material, they can feel it on you."

"On me?" Marissa's pulse quickened.

"On you, in you, whatever they need to make an informed purchase." Jade's perfectly manicured nail traced Marissa's latex-covered collarbone. "Remember, you're inventory now. Store property. Just like it says on your ass."

The first customers arrived minutes after opening-two college girls shopping for a friend's bachelorette party. They giggled nervously at the sight of Marissa displayed like merchandise.

"Go help them," Jade whispered, giving Marissa a push.

"Welcome to Lace & Grace," Marissa greeted, balancing carefully on her towering heels. "I'm Marissa, your living display model. How can I assist you today?"

The braver of the girls-a petite blonde with a nose ring-stepped forward. "We need something scandalous for a bachelorette gift. Like, something that would make her fiancé lose his mind."

"I can show you several options," Marissa replied, leading them to a wall of lingerie. "This pearl thong is very popular." She lifted the item, the strand of pearls glistening under the store lights. "Would you like to see how it works?"

The girls exchanged glances, then nodded hesitantly.

With practiced ease, Marissa slipped the pearls between her exposed labia, positioning them to run along her slit. "The pearls stimulate the clitoris and labia during movement," she explained clinically, walking back and forth to demonstrate. "Each step creates friction that builds arousal."

"Does it... actually feel good?" the quieter girl asked, eyes fixed on the pearls now glistening with Marissa's moisture.

"Would you like to test the movement yourself?" Marissa offered, as she'd been instructed to do.

After a moment's hesitation, the blonde reached out, tugging gently on the dangling end of the pearls. Marissa suppressed a moan as they dragged across her sensitive flesh.

"Oh!" the blonde exclaimed. "They're already wet."

"That's how you know they're effective," Jade interjected smoothly, appearing beside them. "Our display models provide real demonstrations of product effectiveness. Marissa, show them the Midnight Surrender handcuffs as well."

As the morning progressed, Marissa demonstrated dozens of products-clamps that pinched her nipples until they were swollen and red, lubricants that customers tested by inserting slickened fingers into her holes, vibrators whose intensity settings were tested against her clit until her thighs trembled.

By noon, she'd been fondled by seventeen customers, fingered by four, and brought to orgasm twice-once by a middle-aged woman testing a suction toy, and once by a leather daddy examining the effectiveness of a riding crop.

"Lunch break," Jade announced at 12:30, flipping the "BACK IN 30 MINUTES" sign. But Marissa knew better than to expect rest.

"The delivery should be here any minute," Talia noted, checking her watch. "Everyone get ready."

Kenzie disappeared into the back room, returning with a rolling rack draped in black cloth. Jade positioned it near the register, instructing Marissa to stand beside it.

"When he arrives," Jade explained, "I'll distract him with paperwork. That's when you drop to your knees under the desk. Understand?"

Marissa nodded, her pussy already dampening at the thought.

Right on schedule, the bell above the door jingled. In walked exactly the type of man Jade had described-early twenties, broad-shouldered, with the confident swagger of someone who'd never been denied anything. Behind him, two employees wheeled in boxes of inventory.

"Ms. Winters?" he called, spotting Jade. "I'm Brad Mitchell. My father sent me to oversee the Midnight Surrender delivery."

Jade extended her hand, all professional charm. "Welcome, Brad. I have the paperwork ready at my desk. Your men can start unloading in the stockroom-Talia will direct them."

As Brad followed Jade to her office nook, his eyes swept over Marissa, widening at her latex-covered, strategically exposed body. "And who's this?"

"Our display model," Jade replied casually. "Standard practice in boutique lingerie. Please, have a seat."

Brad lowered himself into the chair opposite Jade's desk, unable to tear his gaze from Marissa's exposed breasts. Jade spread papers before him, pointing to signature lines while chattering about order specifications.

On cue, Marissa sank to her knees, crawling beneath the desk. Brad's legs tensed as he felt her presence between his thighs.

"Something wrong, Mr. Mitchell?" Jade asked innocently, sliding another form forward.

"N-no," he stammered as Marissa's hands worked his belt open. "Just reviewing the, uh, quantities."

"Take your time," Jade assured him. "We want everything to be... satisfactory."

Beneath the desk, Marissa freed Brad's cock-impressively thick and already half-hard. Without preamble, she engulfed it, taking him to the root in one practiced motion.

Above, the business discussion continued. Brad's voice occasionally hitched as Marissa worked him with her throat, her tongue, her hands. Jade pretended not to notice, though her foot found Marissa's back beneath the desk, pressing her to take him deeper.

"And these arrival dates look acceptable?" Jade was asking, just as Marissa cupped Brad's balls, massaging them as she deep-throated him.

"Y-yes, that's-fuck-that's fine," Brad managed, his pen hovering shakily over the signature line.

"Wonderful." Jade stood abruptly. "I should check on your men. Back in a moment."

She departed, leaving Brad alone with Marissa still working diligently beneath the desk. The moment Jade was out of sight, Brad pushed the chair back, staring down at the latex-covered woman slobbering on his cock.

"Holy shit," he whispered. "Do they make all their employees do this?"

Marissa released him with a wet pop. "Only the display models, Sir." She resumed sucking, her hands working the shaft as she took him deeper.

Brad's fingers tangled in her hair. "The stuck-up bitch at Victoria's Secret never offered this level of service."

Marissa smiled around his girth, then pulled back. "We pride ourselves on customer satisfaction. Would you like to inspect more of the merchandise?"

Without waiting for an answer, she stood, turned, and bent over the desk, reaching back to spread her ass cheeks. "The latex display suit is one of our most popular items. Fully functional access to all entertainment ports."

Brad's eyes glazed with lust. "Fuck, you're serious?"

"Deadly serious," Marissa confirmed, wiggling her hips invitingly. "But you should hurry. The paperwork meeting only allows for one load."

No further encouragement needed, Brad positioned himself behind her, rubbing his spit-slickened cock against her exposed entrance. "Your boss arranged this?"

"She expects it," Marissa corrected, pushing back against him. "It's standard distributor relations."

With a groan, Brad thrust forward, burying himself in Marissa's well-used pussy. "Jesus Christ," he hissed, gripping her latex-covered hips. "You're fucking dripping."

"Display models stay ready," Marissa explained matter-of-factly, though her voice wavered as he began a punishing rhythm. "We-oh god-we maintain arousal throughout the workday."

Brad's pace quickened, his college-athlete stamina evident as he pounded her against the desk. Papers scattered to the floor as Marissa braced herself, meeting each thrust with practiced enthusiasm.

"Take a picture," she suggested between gasps. "Show your father what excellent customer service his company receives."

The suggestion pushed Brad over the edge. He fumbled for his phone, snapping several photos of his cock disappearing into Marissa from behind, her face turned to the camera with a cum-hungry expression she'd perfected over the past week.

"I'm gonna-fuck-I'm gonna come," he warned, hips stuttering.

"Standard procedure is internal deposit," Marissa recited the script Jade had given her. "Unless you prefer a facial for documentation purposes."

"Internal," Brad grunted, driving deep as his climax hit. "Taking-taking this pussy-fuck!"

Marissa felt the familiar warmth flooding her insides, another anonymous load joining the countless others she'd received. Behind them, the door opened as Jade returned.

"Paperwork all finished?" she asked casually, as if her employee wasn't being creampied on her desk.

Brad withdrew, tucking himself away with shaking hands. "Most thorough business meeting I've ever had."

"Excellent. We value our supplier relationships." Jade handed him a business card. "My private number. For future... deliveries."

As Brad gathered the signed papers, still visibly dazed, Jade addressed Marissa. "Clean yourself up. The Mitchell account now expects this level of service for all transactions."

"Yes, Jade," Marissa replied, remaining bent over the desk as Brad's cum dripped down her thighs.

After Brad departed-promising to handle their account personally from now on-Jade examined Marissa's well-used pussy. "Decent load. But you'll need more filling before the afternoon rush."

"More?" Marissa's knees felt weak from the pounding she'd received.

"Of course. Display models need to maintain a certain... glisten." Jade pressed an intercom button. "Talia, bring in the stock boys. Our model needs preparation for the 2 PM rush."

Three young men-the stockroom assistants Marissa had blown during her first week-emerged from the back room, already unzipping their pants.

"Standard display model preparation," Jade instructed them. "One load each, no holes barred, then return to inventory. You have fifteen minutes."

As the men surrounded her, Marissa realized this was her life now. Not just back room entertainment after hours, but full-time store property-a living, breathing display model whose holes existed to demonstrate product effectiveness and maintain supplier relations.

The first stock boy positioned himself on a display ottoman, pulling Marissa onto his lap. The second moved behind her, spreading her ass cheeks to access her back entrance. The third stood before her, his cock level with her mouth.

"Airtight in the main showroom," Kenzie commented, returning from helping a customer. "That's a new one."

Jade shrugged. "She's inventory now. Might as well use her where customers can see the merchandise in action."

As three cocks filled her simultaneously, Marissa locked eyes with two women who had just entered the store, their expressions shock slowly melting into fascination. Jade approached them smoothly.

"Welcome to Lace & Grace. As you can see, we take product demonstration very seriously. Would you like to observe the durability of our latex bodysuits under extreme conditions?"

The women nodded, moving closer to watch as Marissa was bounced between three cocks, her latex-covered body glistening with sweat and various fluids.

"The suit maintains its form while allowing full access," Jade explained in her sales voice. "Perfect for parties where quick service is required."

One of the women reached out hesitantly, touching the latex stretched across Marissa's bouncing breast. "It's so smooth."

"Feel free to explore the texture," Jade encouraged. "Our display model is fully interactive during demonstrations."

As the stock boys used her holes and the customers explored her latex-covered curves with increasing boldness, Marissa realized she had truly become what the tattoo on her ass proclaimed-property. Store inventory. A display model whose purpose was to sell product by demonstrating its effectiveness in the most explicit ways possible.

And as the afternoon rush approached-her holes freshly filled with three more loads, her latex suit respayed to glossy perfection, her lipstick reapplied for maximum customer appeal-Marissa found herself eager to serve.

"The distributor called," Kenzie announced, checking her phone. "Brad sent the photos to his father. They're offering a 30% discount on all future orders in exchange for regular 'business meetings' with our display model."

Jade smiled, adjusting Marissa's collar. "Congratulations. You've just become our most valuable inventory asset."

"Thank you," Marissa replied sincerely, assuming the display position as the door chimed with new customers. "I live to serve Lace & Grace."

"No," Jade corrected, pinching her nipple painfully. "You live to serve anyone I tell you to serve. Remember that."

"Yes, Jade." Marissa nodded, feeling fresh cum trickle down her thigh as she greeted the incoming customers. "Welcome to Lace & Grace. I'm Marissa, your living display model. How may I service you today?"

As she led the wide-eyed customers to the nipple clamp display, Marissa caught her reflection in a mirror-latex-covered body, exposed breasts and pussy, collar declaring her status, fresh cum leaking from multiple holes. Unrecognizable from the desperate divorcee who'd applied for a simple retail job just days ago.

This was who she was now: inventory item #69-M. The Strip Mall Slut. And as the customers' hands began exploring her body under the pretense of testing products, Marissa embraced her new identity completely.

The store had only been open four hours, and she'd already taken five loads. By closing time, that number would likely triple.

Just another day at Lace & Grace, where customer service took on an entirely new meaning, and Marissa, their most valuable display model, proved her worth with every hole, every hour, every satisfied customer.


Chapter 3: Mall Property

The tattoo on Marissa's ass had barely healed when Jade called a staff meeting before opening. Three weeks into her employment at Lace & Grace, Marissa had settled into a routine-if one could call being fucked by dozens of strangers daily a "routine." Her body had adapted to constant use; her pussy stayed perpetually wet, her throat no longer gagged when stuffed with cock, and her asshole remained loose enough to accommodate even the largest customers without preparation.

"Sales are up 340% since we introduced our live display model," Jade announced, scrolling through spreadsheets on her tablet. She wore a power suit today, though the jacket remained unbuttoned to reveal nothing underneath but a nipple-chain connecting her pierced breasts. "Corporate is very pleased."

Marissa stood naked except for her collar and heels, as was now required during store hours. The "PROPERTY OF L&G" tattoo on her left ass cheek had been joined by others: "DISPLAY MODEL #69" across her lower back, a barcode on her right inner thigh, and most recently, "HOLES FOR PUBLIC USE" in delicate script beneath her navel.

"In fact," Jade continued, "they're so impressed they want to expand the program."

"More display models?" Kenzie asked, adjusting her crotchless leather shorts. Since Marissa's promotion, the standard employee uniform had become progressively more revealing.

"Eventually," Jade confirmed. "But first, they want to test Marissa's marketability across multiple properties."

Talia grinned, twirling one of her braids. "You're lending her out?"

"Precisely." Jade circled Marissa, inspecting her like livestock. "The strip mall management has approved a shared-resource program. Starting today, Marissa becomes property of the entire Lakeside Shopping Plaza, not just Lace & Grace."

Marissa's pulse quickened. "The entire mall?"

"Fourteen stores," Jade nodded. "Each with their own... needs. Some will use you for display, others for customer service, others for staff incentives. Your schedule will be managed through the new mall intranet system."

She handed Marissa a smartphone in a clear protective case. "This stays with you at all times. It will alert you when you're required at different locations and track your... productivity metrics."

"Metrics?" Marissa asked, examining the device.

"Loads received, customers serviced, sales influenced," Jade explained clinically. "Your performance will be evaluated across all properties. Bonuses depend on it."

The phone's screen displayed a mall map with all fourteen stores highlighted, a schedule grid, and a counter currently reading "TOTAL LOADS: 0" and "TODAY'S GOAL: 50."

"Fifty?" Marissa gasped. Her record so far was thirty-seven in a single day, and she'd been sore for days after.

"Mall-wide exposure means more clients," Jade shrugged. "But before you begin your new duties, we need to prepare you properly."

Kenzie wheeled in a clothing rack-though "clothing" was generous. The items hanging from it were little more than straps, chains, and transparent panels.

"Each store has selected appropriate attire for their display model," Jade explained, flipping through the hangers. "Plus, you'll need these."

From beneath the counter, she produced a black leather case. Inside lay an assortment of plugs, clamps, and what appeared to be small electronic devices.

"Standard equipment for mall property," Jade said, selecting a chrome plug with a pink jewel. "Bend over."

Marissa complied instantly, spreading her cheeks as Jade worked the substantial plug into her ass. Unlike previous toys, this one had a distinct weight to it.

"Heavy metal core," Jade explained, patting Marissa's ass as the jewel settled into place. "Keeps you constantly aware of your purpose. It also has a tracker, so management always knows where their property is located."

Next came a pair of clamps connected by a thin silver chain. Jade attached them to Marissa's nipples, tightening until she gasped.

"These stay on between venues," Jade instructed. "Customers may remove them if they wish, but they must be reattached before you transit to the next location."

Finally, Jade selected what looked like a small egg vibrator. "This one's special," she smiled, sliding it into Marissa's pussy. "It connects to the mall management app. Anyone with administrator access can control it-store managers, security personnel, even the mall owner. It can provide pleasure..."

The egg buzzed to life, making Marissa's knees buckle.

"...or punishment." The vibration changed to a sharp, painful shock that made Marissa yelp.

"Fifteen stores with access to your control panel," Jade mused, tapping the phone screen to end the demonstration. "I wonder who'll be the most creative with it."

As Marissa caught her breath, the first assignment appeared on her phone: "8:30 AM - GREEN EARTH SMOOTHIE BAR - REPORT FOR MORNING PROMOTION."

"Perfect timing," Jade noted. "For Green Earth, you'll wear this."

She handed Marissa what appeared to be body paint and leaf-shaped pasties. "Their theme is 'all natural' this month. Now hurry-your first shift starts in fifteen minutes, and Mr. Peterson doesn't tolerate tardiness."

The Green Earth Smoothie Bar occupied the north entrance of Lakeside Plaza. Marissa entered through the back, as instructed, where a bearded man in his fifties waited impatiently.

"You're Jade's girl?" he asked, eyeing her naked body with undisguised lust.

"Yes, sir. Display Model #69, reporting for assignment." The words flowed automatically now, her former identity submerged beneath her new purpose.

"I'm Peterson. Get in the office so we can prep you."

The "office" was barely larger than a closet. Inside, a young woman with purple hair waited with brushes and paint pots.

"This is Zoe, our shift manager," Peterson introduced. "She'll handle your preparation while I explain your duties."

For the next twenty minutes, Zoe painted Marissa's naked body with swirls of green, yellow, and pink-the smoothie bar's colors. The pasties barely covered her nipples, designed to look like small leaves against the painted backdrop.

"Green Earth is introducing our new 'Protein Boost' option today," Peterson explained, watching Zoe work with hungry eyes. "For an additional $5, customers can add a special protein shot to any smoothie. You're going to help demonstrate where that protein comes from."

The implication hit Marissa just as Zoe finished painting the smoothie bar's logo across her breasts. "I'll be... extracting the protein from customers?"

Peterson grinned. "Smart girl. You'll work the sampling station. Any male customer who orders the Protein Boost gets to provide his own contribution-with your assistance, of course. Female customers who order it get to watch the extraction process."

"What about health regulations?" Marissa asked, surprising herself with the practical question despite the depravity of the assignment.

"All handled," Peterson assured her. "We've got the necessary waivers posted. Technically, you're providing 'interactive promotional entertainment,' not food preparation. The actual protein powder is added separately for legal reasons."

Once the body paint dried, Peterson led Marissa to a small booth near the main counter, marked "PROTEIN SAMPLING STATION." A discreet curtain provided minimal privacy from the main seating area, though it remained open enough that anyone could see inside if they glanced over.

"Remember," Peterson instructed, "every Protein Boost sold earns you commission. The more loads you extract, the more you make. Your phone will track each... donation."

The morning rush began immediately. Curious customers lined up, drawn by signs promoting the new Protein Boost option. Zoe handled the counter, cheerfully suggesting the add-on to every customer.

"Would you like to boost your smoothie today, sir?" she asked a suited businessman. "Our display model can extract your fresh protein donation right now while your smoothie is being prepared."

The man's eyes widened, taking in Marissa's painted body waiting in the sampling booth. "Is that... legal?"

"Completely," Zoe assured him. "It's an interactive promotional experience. Just $5 extra."

"Uh, sure," he decided, handing over his credit card.

Peterson directed him to Marissa's booth, where she knelt on a cushioned pad, her painted lips already parted in welcome.

"Extraction should take less than five minutes," Peterson explained professionally. "Our display model is highly efficient. You may deposit your protein donation orally or request alternative extraction methods for no additional charge."

The businessman barely hesitated before unzipping. Marissa took him in her mouth immediately, employing the techniques she'd perfected over the past weeks. Around her, the smoothie bar operated normally-blenders whirring, customers chatting, staff calling out orders-while she expertly sucked a stranger to completion behind the partial curtain.

"My god," the man groaned, fingers tangling in her hair as she worked him with practiced skill. "This is the best fucking loyalty program ever."

Less than three minutes later, he grunted his release, which Marissa dutifully caught in a small sample cup as trained. She handed it to Peterson with a smile, who made a show of adding "a drop" to the customer's waiting smoothie-though Marissa noticed he actually used commercial protein powder from beneath the counter.

The businessman left with a dazed expression and a loyalty card stamped "FIRST DONATION COMPLETE - 9 MORE FOR A FREE BOOST."

Her phone vibrated: "LOAD #1 RECORDED - 49 REMAINING TO REACH DAILY GOAL."

The morning continued in this fashion. Businessmen on their way to work, gym-goers after their workouts, college students between classes-all lined up for the novel experience of receiving a blowjob with their breakfast smoothie. Some requested "alternative extraction methods," bending Marissa over the sampling counter to fuck her painted pussy or ass while other customers watched their smoothies being prepared.

By 11:30 AM, Marissa had extracted seventeen "protein donations"-twelve oral, four vaginal, and one anal. Her body paint was smeared in several places, cum leaked from multiple orifices, and her jaw ached pleasantly.

Peterson seemed delighted with the promotion's success. "Best sales day in months," he told her as her shift ended. "The mall management will be very pleased with these metrics."

Marissa's phone buzzed with her next assignment: "12:00 PM - BYTES ELECTRONICS - LUNCH HOUR PRODUCT DEMONSTRATION."

After a quick touch-up of her body paint in the bathroom, Marissa made her way across the mall to the electronics store, where a lanky manager with thick glasses waited impatiently.

"You're three minutes late," he snapped, checking his watch. "I've got a store full of customers expecting a demonstration."

"I apologize, sir," Marissa lowered her eyes submissively. "The smoothie bar ran over."

"Whatever. Get cleaned up and put this on." He thrust a box into her hands containing what appeared to be a transparent vinyl bodysuit with strategically placed circuitry and LED lights. "The bathroom's through there. You have five minutes."

In the cramped employee bathroom, Marissa quickly washed off the smoothie bar body paint and squeezed into the futuristic suit. The material clung to every curve, while small vibrating pods pressed against her nipples, clit, and both entrance holes. When powered on, the LEDs illuminated in patterns that highlighted her intimate areas.

The manager-who introduced himself as Eric-led her to the center of the store where a small platform had been set up surrounded by the latest electronic gadgets.

"Ladies and gentlemen," he announced to the browsing customers, "Bytes Electronics is proud to demonstrate our new line of Sensory-Tech wearables. These smart-fabric garments integrate with any mobile device to create customized sensory experiences."

Marissa stood motionless on the platform as Eric held up a tablet. "This control panel allows the user to program various stimulation patterns."

He tapped the screen, and instantly the pods against Marissa's erogenous zones vibrated in sequence, causing her to gasp.

"As you can see, our display model demonstrates the effectiveness of the product in real-time," Eric continued, his professional tone belying the fact that he was publicly pleasuring a woman in the middle of his store. "The suit contains fifteen different stimulation points, each independently controllable."

For the next hour, Eric invited customers to test the controls themselves. Businessmen on lunch breaks clustered around, taking turns manipulating the tablet that controlled Marissa's pleasure. College students giggled as they cranked all settings to maximum, watching her struggle to remain standing as orgasms ripped through her body.

"The suit is completely interactive," Eric explained to a middle-aged couple examining the display. "The access ports are fully functional while maintaining electronic connectivity."

To demonstrate, he unzipped a discrete panel between Marissa's legs, revealing her soaking pussy with vibrating pods still attached to her clit. "Customers may test the durability and responsiveness during active use."

The husband glanced at his wife, who nodded with surprising enthusiasm. Minutes later, Marissa found herself bent over a display counter, the husband pounding into her while the wife controlled the vibration patterns through the tablet. Around them, other customers continued shopping, some pausing to watch the "product demonstration," others inquiring about pricing and availability.

"The suit retains full functionality even during rigorous activity," Eric narrated as the man grunted, approaching climax. "Fluid resistance is guaranteed up to three liters."

By the end of her shift at Bytes, Marissa had been used by seven more men-all under the guise of "product testing"-bringing her daily total to twenty-four loads. The phone buzzed again: "2:00 PM - LEATHER & LACE BOOKSTORE - AUTHOR SIGNING EVENT."

The bookstore occupied a quiet corner of the mall, its windows darkened to conceal the adult content within. Marissa reported to the manager-a stern woman in her sixties with steel-gray hair and half-moon glasses-who immediately instructed her to shower in the staff room.

"You reek of sex," the woman-Ms. Gladwell according to her nametag-observed. "We run a sophisticated establishment here. Clean yourself thoroughly, then report to makeup. Your outfit is waiting."

Thirty minutes later, Marissa emerged transformed. Gone was the high-tech bodysuit, replaced by a literary fantasy: her hair had been styled in loose waves, her makeup applied to create an ethereal, almost Victorian appearance, and her body dressed in what could only be described as bondage cosplay-corset, garters, and thigh-high boots, all in gleaming black leather with blood-red accents.

"Perfect," Ms. Gladwell approved. "Today we're hosting J.D. Blackthorne, author of the bestselling BDSM romance series 'Chains of Desire.' You'll be his interactive reading model."

In the bookstore's event space, a crowd of mostly women had gathered, many clutching copies of Blackthorne's latest novel. The author himself-a distinguished man in his fifties with salt-and-pepper hair and smoldering eyes-sat at a signing table.

"Ladies," Ms. Gladwell announced, "Leather & Lace is proud to present an exclusive event with J.D. Blackthorne, who will be reading selected passages from 'Broken Bonds,' accompanied by our display model's interpretive performance."

Applause filled the space as Marissa was led to a small dais beside the author's table. Above it hung various BDSM implements-floggers, paddles, canes, and restraints.

"Mr. Blackthorne will select audience members to assist in the demonstration," Ms. Gladwell continued. "Those chosen may interpret the passages however they wish upon our model, within safety guidelines."

For the next two hours, Marissa became the living embodiment of Blackthorne's erotic prose. As he read scenes of dominance and submission, selected audience members-mostly women, but a few men as well-enacted them upon her willing body. She was flogged until her ass and thighs glowed crimson, caned until welts raised across her back, nipple-clamped, hot-waxed, and restrained in increasingly elaborate positions.

Unlike her previous assignments, this one involved minimal penetration-the focus instead on sensation, pain, and exhibitionism. When one particularly enthusiastic reader did fuck her with a strap-on, it was almost an afterthought to the elaborate rope harness she'd created across Marissa's torso.

By the event's end, Marissa's body bore the beautiful marks of expert BDSM play, her mind floating in the euphoric haze of subspace. The crowd gave a standing ovation as Blackthorne signed the final book.

"You were magnificent," the author told her privately as the event wound down. "My publisher has been after me to hire a permanent demonstration model for my tour. Would you be interested?"

Before Marissa could respond, her phone buzzed with an override message: "MALL PROPERTY NOT AUTHORIZED FOR EXTERNAL CONTRACTS. REPORT SOLICITATION ATTEMPT TO MANAGEMENT."

"I'm sorry, sir," she replied mechanically, the words coming from somewhere beyond her conscious mind. "I'm contracted exclusively to Lakeside Plaza properties."

Blackthorne looked disappointed but slipped her his card anyway. "If that ever changes, call me. You have a natural gift for submission."

The compliment warmed her more than she expected. Her phone buzzed again: "4:30 PM - FOOD COURT - HAPPY HOUR PROMOTION."

The food court assignment proved to be the most publicly humiliating yet. Dressed only in an apron printed with logos of the various food vendors, Marissa circulated among the tables during the after-work rush, offering "special sauce samples" to interested diners.

The "samples," of course, came from her own holes-customers were invited to finger her pussy or ass, then taste her juices as a "preview" of the "secret sauces" available at participating restaurants. Others simply groped her as she passed, lifting the apron to expose her naked body to the crowded food court.

Though no actual sex occurred during this assignment, the public exposure reached new levels. Entire families ate their early dinners while Marissa moved between tables, her body available for casual exploration by anyone interested in the promotion. Teenagers snapped photos, businessmen copped quick feels, and women whispered and giggled as she approached.

By 6:00 PM, her phone showed twenty-six loads received, just over halfway to her daily goal. Her next assignment appeared: "6:30 PM - EXECUTIVE OFFICES - BOARD MEETING SERVICE."

The executive offices occupied the second floor of the mall, accessible only by keycard elevator. Marissa was escorted up by a security guard who eyed her used body with professional detachment.

"First time upstairs?" he asked as the elevator climbed.

"Yes, sir," she replied, unconsciously standing straighter, pushing her breasts forward as she'd been trained.

"Board meetings run long," he warned. "Sometimes till midnight. You'll need endurance."

The elevator opened to a plush reception area where a polished woman in her forties waited with a clipboard.

"Display Model #69, reporting for board meeting service," Marissa recited automatically.

The receptionist checked her list. "Right on time. I'm Helen, executive assistant to Mr. Davenport, the mall owner. Follow me for preparation."

In a luxurious bathroom, Helen efficiently cleaned Marissa's well-used body, applied fresh makeup, and styled her hair into a sleek updo. The outfit she provided was the most formal Marissa had worn all day-a black pencil skirt that stopped just below her ass cheeks, a white blouse tied under her breasts rather than buttoned, and patent leather heels higher than any she'd worn before.

"The board consists of Mr. Davenport and twelve executive partners," Helen explained, attaching a new name tag to Marissa's collar that read "EXECUTIVE REFRESHMENT." "You'll serve drinks first, then provide under-table service during presentations, followed by full entertainment during the closed session."

"Under-table service?" Marissa asked, though she already knew.

Helen's professional veneer cracked slightly as she smirked. "You'll crawl beneath the conference table and service each board member orally during the financial presentations. Silently, of course. The quarterly numbers are very important."

The boardroom intimidated Marissa more than any place she'd been assigned yet. Gleaming mahogany surfaces, leather chairs, and floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the mall below created an atmosphere of power and wealth that made her intensely aware of her status as property.

Twelve men and one woman-all in expensive suits, all exuding authority-sat around the massive table. At its head, a distinguished man in his sixties with steel-gray hair and piercing blue eyes surveyed her as she entered.

"Gentlemen, and Ms. Chen," he nodded to the lone woman, "our special refreshment has arrived."

For the first hour, Marissa performed standard service duties-pouring drinks, distributing documents, bending provocatively to serve coffee. Her abbreviated outfit drew appreciative glances but no comments; these people were clearly accustomed to such arrangements.

When the financial presentation began, Helen caught Marissa's eye and nodded toward the floor. Understanding immediately, Marissa slipped beneath the massive table and began crawling between the executives' legs.

The first board member-a heavyset man with a gold watch that probably cost more than her former car-already had his zipper down, cock in hand. Without hesitation, Marissa took him in her mouth, working silently as discussion of profit margins continued above her.

For the next ninety minutes, she moved from chair to chair, sucking each executive to completion while they discussed occupancy rates and maintenance costs. Even Ms. Chen received service-Marissa knelt between her stockinged legs, tongue working beneath her skirt while the woman calmly proposed budget adjustments for the coming quarter.

The most difficult was Mr. Davenport himself, who ran his fingers through her hair almost tenderly as she serviced him, his considerable length challenging even her well-trained throat. Above, he never missed a beat in the discussion, approving expenditures and questioning projections while she struggled to breathe around his girth.

When the formal meeting concluded, Helen announced, "We'll now move to the closed executive session," and the real debauchery began.

The polished veneer of professionalism dropped instantly. Marissa was bent over the conference table, her minimal clothing torn away as the board members took turns with her holes. The lone woman produced a strap-on from her briefcase, fucking Marissa's face while two men double-penetrated her below.

"Our mall property investment is performing admirably," Mr. Davenport commented, observing the gangbang from his chair while awaiting his next turn. "The metrics show excellent customer satisfaction across all venues."

"The smoothie bar reports record sales," one executive noted, slapping Marissa's ass as he pounded into her. "And Bytes Electronics has pre-sold fifteen of those ridiculous suits based on today's demonstration alone."

"The resource-sharing program is proving quite profitable," Ms. Chen agreed, grinding her strap-on into Marissa's throat. "I propose expanding to two models by next quarter."

The discussion of Marissa's performance-as if she were merely a business asset rather than a person-combined with the relentless use of her body triggered something primal within her. She came violently, her scream muffled by the silicone cock in her mouth, body convulsing between the executives using her.

Mr. Davenport noticed immediately. "She's responsive to performance reviews," he observed clinically. "Note that in her file, Helen."

The executive assistant, who had been quietly documenting the proceedings, made a notation on her tablet. "Shall I record this as a positive reinforcement opportunity, sir?"

"Indeed." Mr. Davenport stood, unfastening his belt. "Everyone step back. I want to test something."

The board members withdrew, leaving Marissa trembling and leaking on the conference table. Mr. Davenport approached, his expression thoughtful.

"Display Model #69," he addressed her formally, "your performance metrics today have exceeded expectations in all venues. How does that make you feel?"

The question-so normal, so business-like-struck Marissa as absurdly incongruous with her current state. Yet something compelled her to answer honestly.

"Proud, sir," she whispered, her voice hoarse from the throat-fucking she'd received. "Valuable."

"Interesting." He circled her, examining the evidence of use on her body-the handprints, the reddened holes, the cum leaking from multiple orifices. "And when you were hired at Lace & Grace, did you imagine this would be your function within our organization?"

"No, sir."

"Yet here you are." He ran a finger along her spine. "Transformed from a desperate, unemployable divorcee into our most profitable mall asset. Does that satisfy you on some level? Being reduced to property but excelling at it?"

The question penetrated deeper than any cock had that day. Marissa felt tears form in her eyes, not from pain or humiliation, but from the uncomfortable truth.

"Yes, sir," she admitted. "It does."

Mr. Davenport nodded, as if confirming a business hypothesis. "That's why you were selected. Jade has an eye for identifying women with your particular... psychological profile."

He positioned himself behind her, his impressive cock pressing against her swollen entrance. "Women who need to be owned. Used. Valued for their most basic utility."

With one powerful thrust, he entered her, triggering another climax that took Marissa by surprise. Around them, the board members watched with clinical interest, as if observing a successful product demonstration.

"I'm considering a mall expansion," Mr. Davenport continued conversationally as he established a relentless rhythm. "Two additional wings with twenty new stores each. We would need at least three more models like you."

His hands gripped her hips with bruising force. "Your performance will determine whether we proceed with that investment. So far, the data is quite encouraging."

Marissa felt herself responding to his businesslike degradation more intensely than to any of the day's previous use. Something about being discussed as a business asset, an investment opportunity, while being fucked by the mall owner himself transcended simple sex or even submission.

"Thank you for the opportunity, sir," she gasped as he hit a particularly sensitive spot. "I won't disappoint the shareholders."

A ripple of surprised laughter ran through the room at her corporate-appropriate response. Mr. Davenport's rhythm faltered momentarily, then resumed with increased intensity.

"Helen," he called to his assistant, "note in the quarterly report that Mall Property asset #69 demonstrates exceptional alignment with corporate objectives."

"Noted, sir," Helen replied, still documenting dispassionately.

Mr. Davenport's thrusts became more forceful. "Assets that perform receive rewards, #69. What reward would you like for exceeding your metrics?"

Without hesitation, Marissa answered, "Permission to be used in all three holes simultaneously by you and whomever you designate, sir."

Mr. Davenport actually laughed-a warm, genuine sound at odds with the depravity of the scene. "Granted. Ms. Chen, Mr. Phillips, assist me in properly rewarding our high-performing asset."

What followed was the most intense sexual experience of Marissa's life. The mall owner took her ass, stretching her beyond what she thought possible. Ms. Chen returned with her strap-on for Marissa's mouth, while Mr. Phillips-the youngest board member-slid beneath her to penetrate her pussy. The remaining executives watched, some masturbating openly, others simply observing with the detached interest of investors reviewing a promising acquisition.

As the three pounded into her in perfect corporate synchronicity, Marissa's mind finally surrendered completely. She was no longer Marissa Jenkins, divorced, desperate job-seeker. She was Display Model #69, Mall Property, a living asset with holes for public use.

And she had never been happier.

When the board meeting finally concluded at 11:45 PM, Marissa's phone showed a final tally: "LOADS RECEIVED TODAY: 58 - GOAL EXCEEDED BY 16%. PERFORMANCE BONUS APPROVED."

Mr. Davenport personally escorted her back to Lace & Grace, where Jade waited to receive her.

"She exceeded all metrics," he informed Jade, handing over a performance report. "The board is quite pleased."

"I knew she would be exceptional," Jade replied, accepting the used, leaking Marissa with a proprietorial air. "Wait until you see what modifications we have planned for next month."

"Modifications?" Marissa managed to ask, her mind fuzzy from exhaustion and lingering subspace.

Jade smiled, stroking her hair with false tenderness. "Nothing major, darling. Just some permanent jewelry installations, a few strategic tattoos, perhaps some subtle enhancements to improve your functionality."

"The board has approved the budget," Mr. Davenport confirmed. "Consider it an investment in our most valuable property."

As he departed, Jade led Marissa to the display case where she now slept most nights. "You've done well today," she praised, helping the exhausted woman into the velvet-lined box. "But tomorrow, we need sixty."

"Sixty loads?" Marissa murmured, her eyelids heavy.

"At minimum," Jade confirmed, securing the case. "We're hosting the Chamber of Commerce luncheon. Two hundred businessmen, all with stress to relieve."

As Marissa drifted toward unconsciousness, her body used beyond what she would have believed possible just weeks ago, a final message appeared on her phone: "CONGRATULATIONS ON YOUR PROMOTION. STARTING TOMORROW, YOUR OFFICIAL DESIGNATION IS 'PRIME MALL PROPERTY.' NEW RESPONSIBILITIES AND EXPECTATIONS APPLY."

Through the fog of exhaustion, a smile formed on Marissa's cum-crusted lips. From desperate divorcee to Prime Mall Property in less than a month. Not bad for a woman whose husband had discarded her for being "boring."

If only he could see her now-the most valuable asset in Lakeside Plaza, used by dozens daily, sleeping in a display case with cum leaking from every hole.

As sleep claimed her, Marissa's last coherent thought was a silent prayer that Jade would never discover her shameful secret: that somewhere along the way, serving as the Strip Mall Slut had transformed from humiliating necessity to her deepest fulfillment.

Tomorrow would bring sixty more loads, new "modifications," and whatever debasement her position as Prime Mall Property entailed.

And Marissa couldn't fucking wait.


Chapter 4: Merchandise Upgrade

"Wake up, asset."

The sharp voice pierced Marissa's exhausted slumber. She blinked awake to find her display case open, Jade looming over her with a tablet and coffee. Behind her stood a woman Marissa didn't recognize-clinical white coat, surgically precise makeup, hair pulled into a severe bun.

"This is Dr. Winters," Jade explained, helping Marissa from her sleeping display. "Corporate's enhancement specialist."

Marissa's body ached with the sweet soreness of yesterday's fifty-eight loads. Cum had dried on her thighs, in her hair, across her breasts. The "PRIME MALL PROPERTY" designation glowed on her phone screen, still clutched in her hand.

"Good morning, asset," Dr. Winters said, her voice as sterile as her appearance. She snapped on latex gloves with practiced efficiency. "I understand you've been promoted. Congratulations are in order."

"Thank you, ma'am," Marissa replied automatically, standing naked and cum-crusted before the women.

Dr. Winters circled her, making notes on a digital clipboard. "Acceptable base material. Good muscle tone despite heavy usage." She prodded Marissa's breasts clinically. "Natural?"

"Yes, ma'am."

"Surprising. We'll enhance them moderately-nothing excessive. The natural MILF aesthetic has its market appeal." She pinched Marissa's nipples, watching them harden. "Responsive. Good."

Jade checked her watch. "We have two hours before opening. Is that sufficient?"

"For the preliminary modifications, yes. The more extensive work will require the surgical suite at corporate headquarters." Dr. Winters opened a sleek aluminum case, revealing medical instruments, jewelry pieces, and various implements Marissa couldn't identify. "Let's begin with the basics."

What followed was the most clinical yet intimate violation Marissa had experienced. Dr. Winters first administered a series of injections-"Vitamin cocktails and proprietary enhancers," she explained matter-of-factly. "Increases stamina, sensitivity, and natural lubrication. You'll notice immediate effects."

Indeed, within minutes, Marissa felt a warm flush spreading through her body, her nipples growing almost painfully sensitive, her pussy moistening without stimulation.

"Now for the hardware," Dr. Winters announced, selecting what appeared to be jewelry from her case. "Standard Prime Property package includes nipple piercings, labia rings, tongue stud, and tracking implant."

"Tracking implant?" Marissa questioned, the words slurring slightly as the injections took effect.

"Subcutaneous GPS," Jade explained, thumbing through paperwork. "All Prime Mall Property is monitored 24/7. For asset protection purposes."

Dr. Winters worked with ruthless efficiency. The nipple piercings came first-thick gauge barbells with the Lakeside Plaza logo dangling from each. The pain was sharp but brief, quickly replaced by a throbbing sensitivity that made Marissa whimper when Dr. Winters flicked them experimentally.

"Pain tolerance adequate," she noted dispassionately. "Proceed to genital modifications."

Marissa's labia were pierced next-four rings per side, connected by delicate gold chains that tinkled softly with movement. Each piercing sent jolts of painful pleasure directly to her clit, which received its own hood piercing topped with a small ruby.

"The jewelry serves practical purposes," Dr. Winters explained as she worked. "The chains maintain optimal spread for easy access. The weights increase sensitivity over time. And of course, they're quite popular with clients who enjoy tugging."

As if to demonstrate, she gave the chain a sudden pull, making Marissa cry out as pleasure-pain radiated through her groin.

"Tongue next," Dr. Winters ordered, and Marissa obediently extended her tongue. The stud inserted was larger than standard-a thick barbell with textured nodules.

"That's our specialty model," Jade explained. "Designed to maximize oral stimulation. You'll notice male clients finishing faster, which increases your daily capacity."

The final modification was the tracking implant-a rice-sized chip injected into Marissa's left buttock. "This syncs with your phone," Dr. Winters explained, pressing a bandage over the tiny wound. "It also monitors your vitals, arousal levels, and internal temperature to ensure optimal performance."

When the basic modifications were complete, Dr. Winters produced a mirror. Marissa hardly recognized herself-her eyes dilated from the chemicals, new metal gleaming from her nipples and between her legs, the chains swaying hypnotically with each breath.

"These are just the preliminaries," Dr. Winters reminded her, repacking her case. "Next week you'll report to corporate for the full upgrade package-breast enhancement, laser hair removal, lip augmentation, and the proprietary elasticity treatment for your high-traffic entrances."

Jade checked the time. "Perfect timing. We need to prepare her for the Chamber of Commerce luncheon. Sixty loads minimum."

Dr. Winters nodded professionally. "The enhancements should increase her capacity by at least 20%. I've also included a stamina booster that should prevent throat irritation even after extended oral sessions."

"Excellent. What about the control upgrade?"

Dr. Winters removed a small remote from her pocket. "Almost forgot. Open your mouth, asset."

When Marissa complied, Dr. Winters sprayed something bitter at the back of her throat. "Nanoreceptors," she explained. "They bind to specific neural pathways controlling your gag reflex and pain responses. The remote allows authorized personnel to adjust your sensitivity thresholds as needed."

She demonstrated by pressing a button. Instantly, Marissa's throat relaxed completely, beyond her control.

"Useful for accommodating larger clients or extended throat usage," Dr. Winters noted. "This setting disables the gag reflex entirely."

Another button press sent heat flooding Marissa's pussy and ass. "This increases elasticity and lubrication. And this-" a third button "-raises pain threshold by 70%. For rougher clients."

Jade accepted the remote with obvious satisfaction. "Corporate thinks of everything."

"The control app is being uploaded to authorized devices now," Dr. Winters confirmed. "All store managers and executive staff will have basic access. Mr. Davenport has administrator privileges, of course."

As Dr. Winters departed, Jade guided the newly modified Marissa to the preparation area. "The Chamber of Commerce event requires special presentation," she explained, selecting an outfit from a locked cabinet.

Unlike previous assignments, this one included actual clothing-though "clothing" was perhaps generous. A microskirt made of transparent vinyl barely covered Marissa's ass, while a matching top consisted of nothing but strips that framed her newly pierced nipples. The ensemble was completed with clear platform heels higher than any she'd worn before.

"You'll be the centerpiece of the luncheon," Jade explained, applying fresh makeup to Marissa's face. "Literally."

The mall's central atrium had been transformed for the Chamber of Commerce annual networking luncheon. Round tables draped in white linen filled the space, each with elaborate centerpieces-except for the head table. There, in place of flowers, stood a clear acrylic pedestal.

"Your stage," Jade explained, leading Marissa through the back corridor as catering staff bustled about. "For the first hour, you'll serve as a living sculpture-completely motionless regardless of what happens. For the second hour, during the keynote address, you'll provide under-table service to VIP guests. For the third hour, during the mingling period, you'll be available for personal networking in the executive lounge."

Marissa nodded, the new tongue stud clicking against her teeth. The drugs Dr. Winters had administered heightened every sensation-the vinyl outfit squeaked against her skin, the labia chains swung with delicious weight, the nipple piercings throbbed with each heartbeat.

Mr. Davenport greeted them at the service entrance, resplendent in a tailored suit. "Our Prime Property looks suitably enhanced," he observed, examining Marissa's modifications with proprietary interest. "The committee members have been briefed on proper usage protocols?"

"All two hundred have signed the waivers," Jade confirmed. "And we've installed the emergency signal button as requested."

"Emergency signal?" Marissa asked.

"In case you reach physical limitations," Mr. Davenport explained, as if discussing a piece of equipment. "Though with Dr. Winters' enhancements, that seems unlikely."

He led them to the head table, where twelve distinguished men and women in business attire awaited. "Chamber officers, this is our discussion piece for today's luncheon. Prime Mall Property, designation #69."

The committee members examined Marissa with the evaluating eyes of potential investors. A silver-haired woman in a Chanel suit spoke first: "The modifications are tasteful. Not excessive like that dreadful casino property I saw in Vegas."

"We aim for approachable elegance," Mr. Davenport agreed. "She's been in service less than a month, yet already accounts for a 17% increase in mall revenue."

"Impressive ROI," noted a balding man with a banker's calculating gaze. "May we examine the merchandise more closely?"

"Of course."

Hands descended upon Marissa from all directions-probing, pinching, testing. The banker slipped a finger into her pussy, commenting on the "excellent natural lubrication." The Chanel woman tugged experimentally on her nipple piercings. A younger committee member investigated her ass, remarking on its "commercial-grade elasticity."

Throughout the examination, Marissa remained still, as instructed. Her new status as Prime Mall Property felt more real with each clinical violation-she was no longer even pretending to be a person, but fully embracing her role as a valuable asset to be inspected and utilized.

"The pedestal awaits," Jade finally announced, guiding Marissa to the acrylic platform. "Remember-complete immobility for the first hour, regardless of stimulation."

The platform's design became clear as Marissa stepped onto it. Hidden within were strategically placed insertions-a thick dildo that aligned with her pussy, a smaller one positioned for her ass. As she was lowered onto them, her body weight impaled her completely.

"Perfect," Mr. Davenport approved as Jade arranged Marissa's limbs in an artful pose-arms raised above her head, back arched to thrust her pierced nipples forward, legs spread wide enough to display the glittering labia chains. "A living centerpiece representing Lakeside Plaza's commitment to customer service excellence."

Once positioned, a clear dome lowered over the pedestal, encasing Marissa in what amounted to a human display case. Small air holes allowed breath but effectively sealed her inside.

"The dome serves two purposes," Jade explained to the committee. "It creates an artistic presentation, and it contains any... emissions that might occur during the luncheon."

As the first guests began arriving, Marissa understood what she meant. The dildos inside her were not static-they vibrated in random patterns, sometimes gently, sometimes intensely, but never predictably. Maintaining complete immobility while being internally stimulated would prove challenging.

For the next hour, as two hundred business leaders ate lunch around her, Marissa existed as nothing more than an elaborate decoration. Conversation flowed, deals were struck, business cards exchanged-all while she struggled to remain motionless despite the relentless vibrations inside her.

Occasionally, guests would approach for closer inspection. Some tapped the dome, making lewd gestures or commentary. Others simply studied her as they might an unusual art installation. Several took photos, which Marissa knew would circulate through the business community by day's end.

The first public orgasm hit her thirty minutes in-a sudden, powerful climax triggered by an unexpected intensity spike in both insertions. As instructed, she maintained her pose even as her internal muscles clenched and spasmed, though she couldn't prevent the flush that spread across her chest or the wetness that visibly leaked around the dildo.

"Look at that," she heard someone comment. "The centerpiece is self-lubricating."

Laughter rippled through nearby tables.

By the time the first hour ended, Marissa had climaxed three times, each orgasm more difficult to weather silently than the last. When Jade finally removed the dome and helped her step down, her legs trembled uncontrollably.

"No rest," Jade whispered, steadying her. "VIP service begins immediately."

The VIP section consisted of five tables where major donors and significant business figures sat. As the keynote speaker took the podium, Marissa was led beneath the tablecloth of the first table, where four men in expensive suits awaited her services.

"Gentlemen," Jade whispered, "our Prime Property will attend to you during the address. Please maintain professional composure above the table."

For the next forty-five minutes, Marissa crawled from seat to seat beneath the tablecloth, servicing each VIP orally while they maintained business-appropriate expressions above. The new tongue stud proved effective-several men commented breathlessly on the enhanced sensation as she worked them to completion.

By the third table, Marissa had swallowed nine loads, her jaw aching despite Dr. Winters' treatments. Yet the nanoreceptors kept her throat relaxed, allowing her to take even the largest committee members without difficulty.

The keynote speech received enthusiastic applause-though Marissa suspected much of the enthusiasm came from the services being rendered beneath the tables. When she finally emerged, cum leaking from the corners of her mouth, her load counter stood at nineteen.

"Forty-one to go," Jade noted, checking the phone. "Good pace. Now for the networking session."

The executive lounge had been transformed into what could only be described as an upscale brothel. Plush seating arrangements, discrete booths, and even curtained alcoves provided semi-private spaces for "networking" with the Prime Mall Property.

A sign at the entrance established the rules:

1   Maximum 10 minutes per business leader

2   All holes available for use

3   No permanent marking of mall property

4   Please use provided sanitizing wipes before and after

For the next two hours, Marissa serviced a constant stream of Chamber members. Bankers, real estate developers, tech entrepreneurs, retail magnates-the entire business ecosystem of the region took turns using her newly enhanced body.

Some were quick and businesslike, bending her over a leather ottoman for efficient release. Others were more creative, testing the limits of her flexibility and endurance. One woman, the CEO of a local tech startup, used her as a literal chair during a business call, grinding against Marissa's face while discussing quarterly projections.

The tracking app recorded each encounter meticulously: duration, hole utilized, client satisfaction rating (based on physiological indicators), and of course, load count. By the time the official event ended at 3 PM, Marissa had received forty-seven loads-thirteen short of her daily goal.

"Not to worry," Jade consoled as they returned to Lace & Grace. "The day's not over. We have a private client booked for the back room at four."

After a quick cleanup and outfit change-this time into the store's signature black and red lingerie set modified to accommodate her new piercings-Marissa was positioned in the back room. Her body showed signs of the morning's heavy use: reddened holes, slightly swollen lips, faint handprints on her ass and thighs.

"Your four o'clock is a special client," Jade explained, refreshing Marissa's makeup. "Japanese businessman, Chairman Tanaka. His company is considering opening a high-end electronics boutique in our planned expansion."

"The expansion Mr. Davenport mentioned yesterday?" Marissa asked, her voice hoarse despite the treatments.

"The same. Tanaka-san's lease would be our anchor tenant, so he receives... premium service." Jade's smile turned calculating. "He's bringing his entire executive team. Eight men total."

Before Marissa could process the implications, the back door opened. Eight Japanese businessmen in identical dark suits entered, led by an older man with steel-gray hair and penetrating eyes. Behind them followed two women in corporate attire carrying cases.

"Chairman Tanaka," Jade greeted with a respectful bow. "Welcome to Lace & Grace. As promised, our Prime Mall Property has been prepared for your inspection."

Tanaka approached Marissa, evaluating her with the same detached interest he might show a potential retail location. He spoke in rapid Japanese to one of the women, who translated:

"Chairman Tanaka wishes to know if this property is exclusive to Lakeside Plaza or if similar assets are available at other locations."

"Currently exclusive," Jade replied. "Though the program may expand based on performance metrics."

More Japanese, then: "The Chairman has specific requirements for his inspection. His associates have brought specialized equipment."

"Of course," Jade agreed. "Our Prime Property is authorized for all testing procedures."

The cases were opened, revealing an assortment of items that made Marissa's eyes widen. Ropes in elaborate patterns. Clamps and weights more sophisticated than any she'd seen. Electronic devices of unknown purpose.

"Tanaka-san's company specializes in electronic innovations," Jade explained to Marissa. "They wish to test prototype products on premium Western assets before market introduction."

What followed was unlike anything in Marissa's brief but intense career as mall property. The Japanese businessmen worked with quiet efficiency, binding her in an intricate pattern called shibari that rendered her completely immobile yet displayed every hole perfectly. The ropes framed her breasts, emphasized her waist, and spread her legs in a position both vulnerable and artful.

Once secured, the "testing" began. Electronic stimulators were attached to her nipples, clit, and labia piercings. Unlike standard vibrators, these devices delivered precisely targeted pulses, measured electrical stimulation, and what felt like suction in alternating patterns.

"These are prototype pleasure-enhancement devices," the translator explained as Tanaka adjusted controls on a tablet. "Not yet approved for Western markets. Chairman Tanaka's company holds seventeen patents on orgasm-optimization technology."

The effectiveness of these patents became immediately apparent. The devices calibrated to Marissa's responses, learning her body's triggers with artificial intelligence precision. Within minutes, she was writhing against the ropes, experiencing pleasure so intense it bordered on pain.

Tanaka observed clinically, making notes and discussing observations with his team in Japanese. When Marissa screamed through her third consecutive orgasm, he nodded with apparent satisfaction.

"Initial calibration complete," the translator announced. "The Chairman now wishes to test stress tolerances of Western assets compared to Japanese models."

The "stress test" involved all eight executives using her simultaneously and in rotation. Unlike the rushed, self-focused usage she'd experienced with most clients, these men approached her body with methodical precision. They worked in coordinated pairs and trios, one man timing the others, all following Tanaka's quiet commands.

At one point, Marissa found herself suspended by the rope harness, one executive beneath her, penetrating her pussy, another behind, utilizing her ass, while a third filled her throat. The remaining men stood in formation, awaiting their turns without impatience or disorder.

Throughout the process, the electronic devices continued their relentless stimulation, forcing Marissa's body into a state of perpetual climax. The translator explained that this was a key feature of their product line-"pleasure persistence technology" designed to maintain peak arousal indefinitely.

By the time all eight men had cycled through all three holes-contributing twenty-four loads to her daily tally-Marissa existed in an altered state beyond conscious thought. Her body responded automatically to commands, arching, spreading, presenting as directed, while her mind floated in a haze of chemical and orgasmic overload.

"The asset's performance exceeds expectations," the translator conveyed Tanaka's assessment. "Particularly impressive stamina for Western stock. The modifications enhance functionality without compromising the authentic MILF aesthetic."

He spoke at length in Japanese, gesturing occasionally toward Marissa's rope-bound form.

"Chairman Tanaka proposes a business arrangement," the translator conveyed. "His company wishes to utilize this specific asset for product testing on a regular basis. In exchange, they offer premium lease terms for the new electronics boutique plus exclusive Western distribution rights for their personal pleasure devices."

Jade couldn't hide her delight. "I'll have to consult with Mr. Davenport, but speaking as store manager, I find these terms very attractive."

More Japanese, then: "The Chairman also wishes to present the asset with a prototype not yet in production. With your permission?"

At Jade's nod, one of the female assistants opened a smaller case, removing what appeared to be a jeweled plug unlike any Marissa had seen. Its surface shifted with nanoscale movements, almost alive.

"This is the NeuroSync Elite," the translator explained as Tanaka himself approached Marissa with the device. "It creates a direct pleasure link between the asset and controlling user. What she feels, the controller experiences empathically. What he desires, her body responds to automatically."

Despite her dazed state, Marissa understood the implications. This technology would remove even the illusion of autonomy-her physical responses would be literally controlled by whoever held the linked device.

Without ceremony, Tanaka inserted the plug into her ass. Unlike standard plugs, this one seemed to mold itself to her interior, finding nerve endings she didn't know existed. A moment later, Tanaka inhaled sharply, his eyes widening slightly-experiencing, Marissa realized, the sensations of being inside her body.

"The neural bridge is established," the translator noted. "The Chairman will maintain primary control, but authorized mall personnel can be added to the permission hierarchy."

Jade looked fascinated. "So Mr. Davenport could essentially... feel what it's like to be inside her? While simultaneously controlling her responses?"

"Precisely. The commercial version will be simplified, of course. This prototype is considerably more sophisticated, with full bi-directional neural mapping."

To demonstrate, Tanaka pressed something on his tablet. Instantly, Marissa's body convulsed in orgasm-not one triggered by physical stimulation, but one commanded directly by the device.

"Perfect control," the translator said. "The Chairman is pleased to offer this prototype as a gesture of good faith. He believes it will significantly enhance the asset's value to Lakeside Plaza."

When the Japanese contingent finally departed three hours later, Marissa lay semi-conscious on the back room couch, the NeuroSync still installed, her body marked with rope patterns and bearing evidence of intensive usage. Her daily count stood at seventy-one loads-exceeding her goal by eleven.

"Extraordinary," Jade marveled, examining the control app now installed on her phone. "With this technology, we can literally feel what you experience while simultaneously commanding your physical responses." She tapped the screen experimentally, making Marissa's exhausted body arch involuntarily. "Mr. Davenport will be ecstatic."

As if summoned by his name, Mr. Davenport himself entered the back room. "I understand our Japanese friends were impressed," he said, surveying Marissa's used state with approval. "The lease terms they're offering are exceptional."

"They left us a parting gift," Jade explained, demonstrating the NeuroSync's capabilities.

Mr. Davenport's eyes widened as he accepted the control phone. "Revolutionary. With this, we can train new mall property assets with unprecedented efficiency. One control user could experience exactly what works best, then program those optimal responses across our entire inventory."

He spoke about Marissa as if she weren't present-or rather, as if her consciousness were irrelevant to the value of her body.

"Speaking of inventory expansion," he continued, "corporate has approved the next phase. We'll be acquiring three new assets next month. I'd like our Prime Property to assist with their training."

"Of course," Jade agreed. "She's demonstrated exceptional adaptability. Her metrics surpass projections in every category."

Mr. Davenport approached the semi-conscious Marissa, lifting her chin to meet his gaze. "You've exceeded expectations, asset. Your value to Lakeside Plaza has been firmly established. Tomorrow, you'll report to corporate headquarters for your complete modification package. When you return, you'll begin your new role as Lead Display Model, overseeing our expanded property inventory."

Through the haze of exhaustion and chemical enhancement, Marissa felt a surge of unexpected pride. In less than a month, she'd progressed from desperate divorcee to Prime Mall Property to Lead Display Model. Each degradation, each modification, each load received had been a step up the corporate ladder-albeit a ladder that led deeper into objectification rather than away from it.

"Thank you, sir," she whispered, her voice barely functional after the day's usage. "I'm honored to serve Lakeside Plaza."

"As you should be," he replied, already turning toward the door. "Jade, have her ready for transport at 8 AM tomorrow. The procedure will take approximately ten hours."

"Yes, sir," Jade confirmed, helping Marissa to stand on trembling legs. "Should I remove the NeuroSync for transportation?"

"Leave it installed. The technicians will want to evaluate its integration with our standard enhancement package."

After Mr. Davenport departed, Jade led Marissa to the employee shower. As warm water sluiced over her rope-marked body, washing away the evidence of seventy-one loads, Marissa found herself contemplating her transformation.

One month ago, she'd been Marissa Jenkins, divorced, unemployed, desperate for any job to avoid financial ruin. Now, the woman once known as Marissa existed only as an asset identification number, a corporate resource whose holes generated revenue, whose body was modified for optimal commercial performance, whose every orgasm was tracked on spreadsheets and quarterly reports.

"You've come so far," Jade commented, helping her dry off. "From sales associate to Lead Display Model in record time. Most girls take months to achieve your level of adaptation."

"Thank you," Marissa replied automatically, though "Marissa" felt increasingly like someone else's name-a historical identity rather than her current self.

"Rest in your display case tonight," Jade instructed, guiding her toward the familiar velvet-lined box. "Tomorrow begins your full transformation. After corporate processing, even your ex-husband wouldn't recognize you."

As Marissa settled into the case that had become more home than her nearly-foreclosed house, she realized Jade was right. The desperate woman who had applied for a simple retail job no longer existed. In her place was something both less and more-less human, more valuable; less autonomous, more fulfilled.

The NeuroSync pulsed inside her, a constant reminder of her new reality. Someone-Jade, perhaps, or Mr. Davenport-was monitoring her thoughts through the neural interface, experiencing her exhaustion, her soreness, and beneath it all, her shameful satisfaction.

"Sleep well, asset," Jade murmured, closing the display case lid. "Tomorrow, you become a true corporate investment."

As consciousness faded, Marissa's last coherent thought was simple acceptance: whatever they made of her tomorrow couldn't be more transformative than what she had already become-the willing property of Lakeside Plaza, the Strip Mall Slut whose greatest value lay in the corporate optimization of her holes.

And somehow, that knowledge gave her the most peaceful sleep she'd had in years.


Chapter 5: Corporate Asset Integration

The sleek corporate headquarters of Lakeside Holdings LLC bore no resemblance to the strip mall it owned. Glass and steel soared twenty stories above the financial district, its lobby adorned with modernist sculptures and a waterfall wall bearing the company logo. Nothing about its prestigious exterior suggested the depraved enterprise operating within.

Marissa-or rather Asset #69, as she now thought of herself-was transported through the underground parking garage, wrapped in a black silk robe that did little to hide the modifications already adorning her body. The NeuroSync pulsed inside her ass, transmitting her vital signs and arousal metrics to whoever monitored the control panel.

"Nervous?" Jade asked, guiding her toward a private elevator. She wore a tailored business suit today, her usual revealing attire replaced by corporate camouflage.

"No, Ma'am," Asset #69 replied truthfully. Nervousness required an attachment to outcomes, to personal desires. Those had been systematically eliminated during her transformation from desperate divorcee to Prime Mall Property.

The elevator required both retinal scan and keycard access. Its interior was mirrored, allowing Asset #69 to see herself from all angles-the collar around her neck, the piercings glinting at her nipples and labia, the evidence of yesterday's seventy-one loads still visible in subtle bruising across her flesh.

"Floor B3," an automated voice announced as the elevator descended below ground level. "Asset Processing and Enhancement."

The doors opened to a facility that resembled a hybrid between a high-end medical spa and an advanced research laboratory. Staff in white coats moved purposefully through gleaming corridors. Through glass walls, Asset #69 glimpsed rooms containing medical equipment, tattooing stations, and what appeared to be testing chambers where naked women were being measured, examined, and modified.

"Welcome to APP-Asset Processing and Preparation," a polished receptionist greeted them. "Dr. Winters is expecting you in Suite 7."

The transformation began immediately. In a room that resembled an upscale medical office, Dr. Winters awaited with a team of four assistants, all women with the same clinical detachment.

"Asset #69, prompt as scheduled," Dr. Winters noted, checking her tablet. "Jade, you'll need to surrender control of the NeuroSync temporarily for integration testing."

As Jade relinquished the control device, Asset #69 was directed to a scanning platform where her body was digitally mapped from every angle.

"Impressive adaptation to initial modifications," Dr. Winters observed, reviewing the data. "Particularly the labia piercings-most assets show inflammation for weeks, but yours have healed perfectly."

"Thank you, Ma'am," Asset #69 responded automatically.

"The full corporate enhancement package will be conducted in stages," Dr. Winters explained, as much to Jade as to the asset herself. "First, medical optimization-internal reinforcement of high-traffic orifices, immune system boosting, fertility management, and specialized muscle development. Then aesthetic refinement-subtle augmentation, proportion calibration, and permanent cosmetic applications. Finally, neural integration-enhancing the NeuroSync capabilities and installing our proprietary responsiveness protocols."

The next ten hours passed in a clinical blur of procedures, each more invasive than the last. Asset #69 remained conscious throughout most of them, the discomfort managed through targeted nerve blockers rather than general anesthesia.

First came the medical optimizations. A series of injections and minimally invasive procedures reinforced her throat, pussy, and ass with a proprietary synthetic tissue that increased durability while maintaining sensitivity. The process was explained in corporate euphemisms-"throughput capacity enhancement" and "friction-resilience augmentation"-but the purpose was clear: enabling her to withstand virtually unlimited use without damage.

"The average untreated asset can manage approximately 1,500 penetrations before requiring recovery time," the attending physician explained to Jade while inserting a speculum-like device that dispensed the reinforcement gel. "With these modifications, Asset #69 should handle upwards of 10,000 before maintenance is recommended."

Jade nodded with clear approval. "That's nearly half a year at current usage rates. Excellent ROI."

Next came the fertility management-not simple birth control, but a comprehensive system. "The Lakeside Corporate Protocol includes ovulation control, pleasure enhancement, and lubrication optimization," Dr. Winters explained, inserting what looked like an IUD but was apparently far more sophisticated. "She'll maintain a state of permanent arousal while remaining infertile. Additionally, her natural lubrication production will increase by approximately 300%."

The aesthetic refinements followed-subtle but effective. Her breasts were enhanced from a natural C to a full D cup, still maintaining the "natural MILF" aesthetic that had proven marketable. Her lips received collagen injections calibrated for optimal oral service. Permanent makeup was tattooed with precision-eyeliner, lip color, and subtle contouring that would withstand even the most vigorous face-fucking without smudging.

"The lip augmentation includes a nerve-stimulation component," an aesthetician explained as she worked. "When she performs oral services, both she and the recipient experience enhanced sensation. Our client satisfaction ratings increased 27% after implementing this feature across our executive asset line."

Body hair was permanently removed using advanced laser technology, leaving her smooth from neck to toes. Subtle muscle tone was enhanced through targeted electrical stimulation, creating definition without sacrificing the softness men apparently preferred.

The most extensive modifications involved her three "service entrances," as the technicians clinically referred to them. Each was tattooed with the Lakeside corporate logo in small but distinct design-one above her pussy, one beside her asshole, one on the inside of her lower lip. Each entrance also received further enhancements for "client satisfaction optimization."

"The oral cavity modifications include specialized texture zones," Dr. Winters pointed out as a technician applied a treatment inside Asset #69's mouth. "The palate ridges are heightened for additional stimulation, while the throat receives extra lubrication glands."

Her pussy underwent similar enhancements-internal texture variations, muscle control improvements, and sensitivity gradients that intensified pleasure for penetrating clients.

"The vaginal optimization includes what we call 'adaptive tightness,'" Dr. Winters noted. "No matter how many uses per day, she'll maintain first-use sensation for each client. The temporary micro-contractions create an impression of virginal tightness while avoiding actual discomfort for the asset."

Her ass received the most extensive reinforcement-a complete restructuring that maintained the appearance and sensation of tightness while accommodating virtually any size without damage.

"The anal enhancements are our most advanced," Dr. Winters said with professional pride. "Complete elasticity combined with perpetual tightness-a contradiction engineered through proprietary musculature techniques."

Throughout these procedures, Asset #69 observed her transformation with detached fascination. The woman being optimized for corporate use seemed increasingly distant from the desperate divorcee who had applied for a retail job weeks ago. That woman's concerns-bills, alimony, foreclosure-seemed trivial compared to the purpose she now served.

The final phase-neural integration-proved the most profound. The NeuroSync plug was temporarily removed, upgraded with additional features, then reinstalled along with a series of nanoscale sensors placed at strategic points along her nervous system.

"The neural network creates a complete digital twin of her nervous system," explained a technician with cybernetic augmentations of her own. "Authorized controllers can manipulate her physical responses, pleasure thresholds, and even emotional states with unprecedented precision."

A neuroscientist with cold eyes elaborated: "We're essentially creating a programmable pleasure system. When the network is activated, her body responds according to preprogrammed protocols rather than natural responses."

"Can she still experience genuine pleasure?" Jade inquired, watching as tiny sensors were injected along Asset #69's spine.

"More effectively than before," the neuroscientist confirmed. "But that pleasure is now corporate property-controlled, optimized, and monetized according to Lakeside protocols."

The implications of this final modification struck deeper than all physical changes. Her very sensations-the most intimate aspect of embodied existence-now belonged to Lakeside Holdings LLC, as thoroughly as her enhanced body and remodeled holes.

When the procedures were finally complete, Asset #69 was helped to her feet and guided to a full-length mirror. The woman who gazed back barely resembled Marissa Jenkins from four weeks ago. Her body maintained its fundamental "MILF" frame but had been enhanced to corporate perfection-subtly larger breasts topped with gleaming pierced nipples, a narrower waist, more pronounced hips, smoother skin with a perpetual healthy glow.

Her face remained recognizably "Marissa" but optimized-lips fuller, cheekbones more defined, eyes seemingly larger with their permanent enhancement. The overall effect was familiar enough to maintain her authentic appeal but enhanced enough to maximize her commercial value.

"Asset #69, Prime Mall Property, upgrade complete," Dr. Winters announced with clinical satisfaction. "All metrics exceed baseline targets. Corporate will be extremely pleased with the results."

Jade circled her asset, examining the modifications with obvious approval. "The enhancements are perfect-obvious enough to advertise her premium status without crossing into artificial territory."

"Precisely our intention," Dr. Winters confirmed. "Now for the final verification."

A technician handed Jade a new control device-sleeker and more sophisticated than the previous model. "This links to both the NeuroSync and the neural network. It allows complete control over all asset functions, from basic arousal to complex behavioral sequences."

To demonstrate, Dr. Winters activated a program labeled "Exhibition Protocol Alpha." Instantly, Asset #69 felt her body responding without conscious control-her back arching, legs spreading, head tilting to expose her throat in perfect submission. Her pussy moistened automatically, nipples hardened, lips parted in invitation.

"The system includes seventy-two preprogrammed display modes and service protocols," Dr. Winters explained as Asset #69's body continued its automated display. "Each optimized for different venue requirements. Mall property mode, executive service mode, public demonstration mode, training demonstration mode-all accessible with a single command."

"Extraordinary," Jade murmured, accepting the controller. "And the asset's consciousness during these protocols?"

"Fully aware but perfectly compliant," Dr. Winters replied. "The neural integration creates what we call 'consensual override'-she experiences everything but cannot resist programmed commands."

With a tap of the control panel, Jade released Asset #69 from the display protocol. Her body relaxed, returning to her control, though the lingering sensations of the override remained.

"One final addition," Dr. Winters announced, retrieving what looked like an ordinary necklace. On closer inspection, the pendant contained a small screen displaying Lakeside's logo. "The corporate designation tag. It replaces her collar with something more versatile for different venues."

The necklace clasped seamlessly around Asset #69's neck, the metal seemingly fusing with her skin. "It's permanently bonded at the molecular level," Dr. Winters explained. "The display can be changed remotely to show different information-her designation, current status, availability metrics, or even pricing when appropriate."

Jade examined the tag with approval. "Much more suitable for high-end venues than the previous collar. Corporate thinks of everything."

"Indeed." Dr. Winters made a final notation on her tablet. "Asset #69 is now fully upgraded to Corporate Prime status. She's cleared for all usage levels, including the new asset training program."

The return to Lakeside Plaza felt like arriving home after a transformative journey. As Asset #69 was escorted through the service entrance, she noticed subtle differences in how staff regarded her-even maintenance workers and security guards glanced at her upgraded body with new respect. Her corporate designation tag glowed with her status: "PRIME ASSET #69 - CORPORATE CERTIFIED."

"Mr. Davenport has arranged a special venue for your debut," Jade explained, guiding her toward the central atrium rather than back to Lace & Grace. "The mall's hosting a private investors' event tonight-fifty of the region's wealthiest business leaders considering partnership in the expansion project."

The atrium had been transformed into an elegant reception space, with champagne fountains, gourmet catering stations, and subtle lighting that created an atmosphere of exclusive luxury. At the center stood a circular platform surrounded by sheer curtains that could be drawn for varying levels of privacy.

"Your display habitat," Jade explained, escorting her to the platform. "Tonight you'll demonstrate your corporate enhancements while providing sampling opportunities to potential investors."

Asset #69 stepped onto the platform, feeling it warm beneath her feet. The surface was plush yet firm, designed for extended performance without discomfort. Hidden within the circular structure were compartments containing everything necessary for her function-lubrication, sanitizing supplies, and various enhancement accessories.

"You'll begin in Display Protocol Omega," Jade instructed, activating the setting on the control device. "When Mr. Davenport introduces the expansion project, the curtains will rise, revealing you as the embodiment of Lakeside's commitment to premium experiences."

The protocol activated instantly, Asset #69's enhanced body assuming a position of artful invitation-neither pornographically crude nor innocently reserved, but perfectly calibrated to suggest sophisticated indulgence. Though she hadn't been physically restrained, the neural network rendered her as immobile as if she'd been bound, her muscles holding the display pose with machine precision.

From her elevated position, she watched the atrium fill with guests-men and women in evening attire, their wealth evident in their bespoke clothing and quiet confidence. They networked over champagne, unaware of the display awaiting revelation behind the sheer curtains.

At precisely 8 PM, Mr. Davenport ascended a small stage adjacent to Asset #69's platform. Impeccably dressed in a tuxedo that emphasized his commanding presence, he tapped a glass for attention.

"Distinguished investors and honored guests," he began, his voice carrying authority without requiring volume. "Lakeside Holdings welcomes you to this exclusive preview of our most ambitious development yet-Lakeside Plaza Luxury Expansion."

As he outlined the project-two new wings adding 100,000 square feet of premium retail space, a boutique hotel, and exclusive membership facilities-Asset #69 remained in perfect display pose, the neural network maintaining her position despite the growing ache in her muscles.

"While architectural renderings and financial projections tell part of our story," Mr. Davenport continued, approaching her curtained platform, "Lakeside's true distinction lies in our commitment to unparalleled customer experiences."

With perfect theatrical timing, the curtains rose slowly, revealing Asset #69 in her enhanced glory. A collective intake of breath swept the room as the investors beheld her-nude, perfectly positioned, her corporate designation tag glowing with her Prime status.

"This is Asset #69, our Prime Corporate Property," Mr. Davenport announced with proprietorial pride. "Recently upgraded to our highest specification level, she represents the premium experience exclusive to Lakeside properties."

He approached the platform, circling it to provide the audience views from all angles. "Every aspect of her has been optimized for customer satisfaction-from her enhanced physicality to her neural integration with our proprietary control systems."

To demonstrate, he tapped his own control device. Instantly, Asset #69's body shifted to a new display position-this one more explicitly sexual, her legs spreading wide to reveal her corporate-branded pussy, her enhanced breasts thrust forward, her lips parting in invitation.

"Complete control, perfect response," Mr. Davenport noted with professional satisfaction. "Our assets represent a capital investment unmatched in retail experience design."

He gestured to Jade, who approached with a tray containing sample-sized cups similar to those used for wine tasting. "Throughout tonight's event, privileged investors may sample the Lakeside experience. Asset #69 will demonstrate her corporate enhancements while our development team answers your questions about participation opportunities."

The sampling began immediately. Investors approached the platform in small groups, examining Asset #69 with the critical eye of potential stakeholders. Some merely observed, noting the quality of her enhancements with connoisseur-like assessment. Others accepted Jade's invitation to "verify functionality" through direct interaction.

A silver-haired venture capitalist tested her oral modifications, commenting appreciatively on the textured palate. A real estate developer explored her "adaptive tightness" feature, expressing amazement at how her pussy gripped him like a virgin despite being the twentieth penetration of the day. A female hotel magnate examined the sensitivity gradients of her nipples, methodically recording her responsiveness to various stimulation levels.

Throughout the sampling, Asset #69 maintained whatever position was commanded through the control system. Her body responded with corporate precision, delivering exactly the experience each investor sought while gathering usage metrics automatically through her neural network.

"The data collection is perhaps our most valuable feature," Mr. Davenport explained to a technology investor while Asset #69 serviced another guest. "Each interaction generates real-time satisfaction metrics, allowing continuous optimization of the customer experience."

By the event's halfway point, Asset #69 had been sampled by seventeen investors, each interaction recorded in the corporate database along with satisfaction ratings and optimization notes. Her enhanced durability proved its worth-despite continuous usage, she showed no signs of fatigue or diminished responsiveness.

During a brief lull in the sampling, Mr. Davenport returned to the stage for the evening's featured announcement.

"Distinguished investors, your enthusiasm for our Premium Asset Program confirms our market assessment. Therefore, I'm pleased to announce Phase Two of our human capital investment strategy."

At his signal, a second curtained platform rose from the floor nearby. The curtains parted to reveal three women standing in identical poses-one blonde, one redhead, one with coffee-colored skin and dark curls. Each wore only a temporary designation tag: "TRAINEE ASSET" followed by numbers 70, 71, and 72.

"Our newest acquisitions," Mr. Davenport announced with evident pride. "Currently undergoing initial conditioning before their corporate enhancement procedures. Asset #69 will serve as Lead Training Designate for their integration process."

Asset #69 felt a surprising surge of emotion-not distress at the sight of three women beginning the same transformation journey, but pride at being entrusted with their development. Her corporate value had elevated from mere property to training asset, a promotion within the dehumanizing hierarchy.

"These trainees represent our expanded investment in premium customer experiences," Mr. Davenport continued. "Each selected for specific market demographics-Asset #70 for our 'College Coed' product line, Asset #71 for our 'Fiery Professional' segment, and Asset #72 for our 'Exotic Sophisticate' offering."

The three women remained motionless, their eyes revealing varying states of adjustment to their new status-the blonde showed lingering shock, the redhead defiant resistance, the dark-haired woman a calculating acceptance similar to Asset #69's early adaptation.

"Tonight, our Prime Asset will begin their preliminary conditioning," Mr. Davenport announced. "Investors are welcome to observe the initial training protocols or continue sampling our established asset."

With a command from Jade's control panel, Asset #69 was released from her display position and directed to approach the trainees. Walking for the first time since her corporate enhancement, she noted the changes in her movement-a subtle sway programmed into her gait, her enhanced breasts maintaining perfect position with each step, her new center of balance creating an unconsciously seductive rhythm.

"Asset #69, initiate Training Protocol Alpha," Jade instructed, activating the program through the control system.

Instantly, Asset #69 felt the neural network engage, feeding her instructions that her body followed automatically. She approached the blonde trainee first-#70, the college demographic model-and began demonstrating proper display positioning.

"Training Protocol Alpha establishes fundamental asset behaviors," Mr. Davenport explained to the observing investors. "From basic positioning to appropriate response patterns."

Asset #69's hands moved with programmed precision, adjusting the blonde's stance, tilting her pelvis to the optimal angle, positioning her arms to frame her breasts most effectively. Though her conscious mind merely observed, her body functioned as a perfect corporate training instrument, molding the new asset according to Lakeside specifications.

"Note how Asset #69 establishes the corporate standard through direct manipulation," Jade pointed out. "This peer-to-peer conditioning accelerates adaptation by approximately 47% compared to staff-directed training."

The blonde-#70-trembled slightly as Asset #69 positioned her legs further apart, exposing her to the watching investors. Though no words were exchanged, their eyes met briefly-#69 projecting calm assurance, #70 revealing uncertainty tinged with dawning arousal as her body was positioned for optimal display.

Once #70 was properly arranged, Asset #69 moved to the redhead-#71, the "Fiery Professional" demographic. Here, the neural programming adapted to the trainee's evident resistance, Asset #69's approach becoming more authoritative. Her hands firmly gripped the redhead's jaw, compelling eye contact while her other hand delivered a precise, calculated slap to the trainee's breast.

"For more resistant acquisitions, the training protocol includes measured correction," Mr. Davenport noted clinically. "The physical stimulus creates an association between compliance and relief from discomfort."

The redhead's defiance visibly wavered as Asset #69 continued the conditioning, alternating between painful stimulation when resistance was detected and pleasurable touches when compliance was offered. Within minutes, #71 stood in perfect display position, her breathing heavy, nipples hardened despite her evident mental conflict.

The dark-haired trainee-#72-required minimal adjustment, her body already mimicking the positions she'd observed. Asset #69's programming recognized the advanced adaptation and moved directly to response testing, demonstrating how corporate assets react to client touch.

"Asset #72 shows promising adaptation metrics," Jade observed to several particularly interested investors. "Her preliminary assessment suggested high compatibility with the asset program."

Throughout the training demonstration, investors observed with clinical interest, occasionally approaching to examine the trainees more closely or test their developing responsiveness. Some compared the established asset's enhanced features with the yet-unmodified trainees, discussing potential customizations as if selecting options for luxury vehicles.

"I particularly like the throat modifications on #69," noted a silver-haired woman in diamonds. "Will these new models receive the same enhancement package?"

"Each receives core corporate optimizations plus demographic-specific customizations," Mr. Davenport explained. "For instance, Asset #70 will receive our 'Perpetual Tightness' package to maintain the college freshman appeal, while Asset #72 will receive enhanced flexibility modifications for our premium exotic offerings."

As the evening progressed, Asset #69 continued cycling between training demonstrations and investor sampling. Her enhanced body functioned flawlessly despite the constant use, the corporate modifications proving their commercial value with each new client.

The event culminated with what Mr. Davenport called a "Capacity Demonstration"-a performance designed to showcase the full capabilities of a corporate-enhanced asset. Asset #69 was positioned at the center of the atrium, surrounded by the highest-priority investors.

"Our Prime Asset will now demonstrate the return on investment potential of properly enhanced property," Mr. Davenport announced. "Full-capacity utilization with zero recovery requirements."

What followed was the most intensive usage Asset #69 had experienced even by her extreme standards. Eight investors participated simultaneously-two in her corporate-reinforced throat, three taking turns with her "adaptively tight" pussy, two exploring the "perpetual tightness" of her enhanced ass, while a female investor tested the sensitivity gradients of her neural-linked nipples and clitoris.

Throughout the demonstration, Mr. Davenport provided clinical commentary on the engineering achievements represented by her enhancements. "Note the throat capacity-our proprietary musculature modifications allow simultaneous accommodation without oxygen deprivation issues. Observe the precision of the vaginal response system-each insertion receives optimized tightness calibrated to the specific dimensions of the client."

The investors used her with the thoroughness of potential stakeholders conducting due diligence, testing every feature, evaluating every enhancement, occasionally consulting the metrics displayed on tablets showing her real-time performance data.

When the demonstration concluded two hours later, Asset #69 had received thirty-seven loads from twenty-three different investors. Her enhanced body showed no signs of stress or fatigue-the corporate modifications functioned exactly as designed, maintaining optimal performance despite intensive usage.

"Impressive durability," commented a tech CEO, examining the real-time metrics. "Previous retail-grade assets would show significant performance degradation after such usage."

"Corporate enhancement represents a 400% improvement in usage capacity," Mr. Davenport confirmed. "The initial investment is substantial, but the extended service life and increased client capacity create exceptional ROI."

As the event wound down, investment commitments for the expansion project exceeded targets by 37%. Mr. Davenport looked particularly pleased as he conferred with his executive team, occasionally glancing toward Asset #69 with proprietorial satisfaction.

"Your performance significantly impacted our financing success," Jade informed her as the cleanup began. "Mr. Davenport has authorized a performance bonus."

The concept of compensation seemed strangely irrelevant to Asset #69 now. What use did corporate property have for personal funds? Yet something in her still-human core responded to the recognition of value.

"Thank you, Ma'am. How will the bonus be administered?"

Jade smiled. "Not financially, of course. Your compensation comes in the form of privilege. You're being granted Primary Training Authority over the new assets, plus Selection Input for future acquisitions."

The implications were significant-not freedom or autonomy, but higher status within her owned existence. She would help identify and transform other women into what she had become, guiding their corporate conversion with the expertise of her own completed transformation.

In the weeks that followed, Asset #69 thrived in her expanded role. By day, she continued serving as Prime Mall Property, her enhanced body generating record revenue across all Lakeside venues. By night, she trained the new acquisitions, guiding them through each stage of their corporate conversion.

The trainees progressed at different rates. Asset #70-formerly Emma Thompson, a cash-strapped graduate student-adapted quickest, her financial desperation mirroring Asset #69's own entry point. Asset #72-previously Dr. Amara Patel, a bankrupt physician-followed close behind, her analytical mind calculating the benefits of surrender. Asset #71-once Katherine Reeves, a foreclosed real estate agent-resisted longest before finally breaking during her third neural conditioning session.

When they returned from their corporate enhancement procedures, Asset #69 felt unexpected pride in their transformation. Like a teacher witnessing student success, she experienced satisfaction watching them function according to their programming, their human concerns replaced by corporate purpose.

Three months after her own final enhancement, Asset #69 was summoned to Mr. Davenport's executive office. The summons itself represented rare recognition-most communication came through Jade or other management proxies.

His office occupied the top floor of Lakeside Plaza's management tower, its windows overlooking the thriving shopping center and the construction already underway for the expansion. Mr. Davenport sat behind an imposing desk, reviewing metrics on multiple screens.

"Asset #69," he acknowledged as she entered and assumed the appropriate waiting position-back straight, breasts forward, eyes respectfully lowered. "Your performance continues to exceed projections."

"Thank you, Sir," she responded automatically, her enhanced voice calibrated to pleasing tonal qualities.

"The board is particularly impressed with the training program results. Assets #70 through #72 achieved operational status 27% faster than projected, largely due to your conditioning techniques."

Asset #69 maintained her position, though she felt an unexpected warmth at the corporate praise.

"This success has accelerated our expansion timeline," Mr. Davenport continued, rising from his desk to circle her appraisingly. "We've received authorization to establish a dedicated Asset Development Facility as part of the new construction."

He activated a wall screen displaying architectural renderings of a sleek building adjacent to the mall expansion. "The ADF will handle all aspects of asset acquisition, enhancement, and training. Initial capacity for twenty prime assets with expansion potential to fifty."

The scale of the operation struck Asset #69 as remarkable-from one desperate divorcee taking a job at a strip mall lingerie shop to a corporate program producing dozens of enhanced human assets for commercial use.

"The board has approved creation of a new position-Asset Development Director," Mr. Davenport continued. "This designate will oversee the entire program, from identifying acquisition candidates to optimizing enhancement protocols."

He stopped directly before her, lifting her chin to establish eye contact. "Your neural metrics and performance data make you the optimal candidate for this position."

Asset #69 processed this information carefully. "Sir, I'm... property. Corporate inventory. How could I hold a directorship?"

Mr. Davenport smiled thinly. "Legally, yes, you remain Lakeside corporate property. The directorship is a functional designation, not a legal status change. You would still be used as Prime Mall Property when required, but your primary function would shift to asset development."

The offer-if something presented to property could be called an offer-represented unprecedented status. Not freedom, not personhood, but the highest possible position within her owned existence.

"The position includes significant privileges," Mr. Davenport continued. "Private quarters in the facility. Authority over all non-executive staff in the Asset Program. Input on corporate enhancement protocols. Even limited self-determination regarding your own usage scheduling."

He returned to his desk, studying her reaction. "Of course, you would undergo additional neural integration to ensure corporate alignment. Your programming would be expanded to include management protocols and executive function permissions."

Asset #69 maintained perfect posture as she considered the proposition. The woman who had once been Marissa Jenkins would have seen this as another degradation-being further incorporated into the system that had objectified her. But that woman no longer existed in any meaningful way.

"I would be honored to serve Lakeside in this capacity, Sir," she replied with genuine sincerity.

Mr. Davenport nodded, apparently satisfied with her response. "Excellent. Report to Corporate Headquarters tomorrow for the necessary upgrades. When you return, you'll begin transition to your new role."

As she was dismissed, Asset #69 realized a profound truth about her transformation. She had not merely adapted to her dehumanization-she had mastered it, excelled within it, risen to its pinnacle. What had begun as desperate survival had become perfect alignment with corporate purpose.

Six months later, the newly constructed Asset Development Facility celebrated its grand opening with a private event for premium investors and corporate partners. The sleek building connected seamlessly to Lakeside Plaza's luxury wing, its discreet entrance suggesting exclusivity without revealing its true function.

Inside, the facility represented the culmination of the program Asset #69 had unwittingly pioneered. Treatment rooms equipped with state-of-the-art enhancement technology. Training chambers with advanced neural integration systems. Display habitats designed for optimal asset presentation. And at its center, a control hub from which all asset functions were monitored and directed.

Asset Development Director #69 presided over the event with corporate precision. Her additional enhancements-subtle but significant-marked her special status. The designation tag at her throat now displayed "ADD-69" along with Lakeside's executive emblem. Her neural integration had been expanded to include management functions and limited autonomous decision-making within strict corporate parameters.

As she guided investors through the facility, demonstrating the asset development process from acquisition to deployment, she embodied the program's perfect success. The newest trainees-Assets #73 through #84-displayed their development progress in various stations throughout the facility, while the established assets demonstrated their enhanced capabilities in usage scenarios designed to showcase return on investment potential.

"Our acquisition protocols have been refined based on psychological profiling," she explained to a group of potential investors, her voice carrying the perfect balance of authority and submission. "We identify candidates with optimal predispositions-financial desperation combined with specific psychological traits that facilitate adaptation."

The investors nodded appreciatively as she led them to a viewing room overlooking a conditioning chamber, where Asset #72 was training a newly acquired woman-still in the shock phase of her conversion.

"The average adaptation timeline has been reduced to seventeen days," Director #69 continued, "with full corporate enhancement completed by day thirty. Assets become revenue-positive typically by day forty-five."

"Remarkable efficiency," commented a silver-haired investor. "And the retention rate?"

"One hundred percent," she replied with corporate pride. "The neural integration ensures complete alignment with assigned function. We've eliminated the concept of 'turnover' entirely."

As the tour concluded in the facility's demonstration arena, Mr. Davenport joined the presentation. He stood beside Director #69 with evident satisfaction, occasionally resting his proprietary hand on her shoulder or lower back.

"Ladies and gentlemen," he addressed the assembled VIPs, "what you've witnessed today represents the most innovative customer experience program in retail history. From a single experimental asset-" he nodded toward Director #69 "-to a fully operational development facility in just ten months."

The investors applauded appreciatively, their eyes reflecting calculations of potential returns.

"Director #69 will now demonstrate the ultimate capability of fully integrated corporate assets," Mr. Davenport announced. "The complete surrender of identity to corporate purpose."

At his signal, Director #69 stepped onto the central platform. Though she now held authority over other assets and even human staff, she remained corporate property, programmable and available for use as required.

The neural command activated instantly-her enhanced body assuming the presentation position as her management protocols temporarily deactivated. In this moment, despite her director designation, she was again simply Asset #69, Prime Mall Property, available for investor usage.

As the VIPs approached to sample her director-level enhancements, she existed in the perfect corporate paradox-simultaneously the program's greatest success and its most valuable product, both executive and object, administrator and asset.

When the first investor entered her, testing the premium specifications of a director-grade asset, Director #69 experienced the culmination of her transformation. The desperate divorcee who had entered Lace & Grace lingerie shop seeking minimum wage employment had completed her journey-not to freedom or restoration, but to perfect corporate integration.

As her enhanced body serviced the investors according to its programming, her executive mind continued functioning at a higher level, monitoring metrics, calculating usage efficiency, planning program optimizations. The division that might have tormented a less completely converted woman didn't trouble her-both aspects served corporate purpose, both generated shareholder value, both fulfilled her function as Lakeside property.

Later that night, when the event concluded and the investors had departed, Director #69 retired to her private quarters in the facility. The space-luxurious by asset standards though modest by human ones-represented her elevated status. Here, within parameters, she was permitted limited self-direction during non-operational hours.

As she reviewed the day's metrics on her management console, she noticed an alert from the acquisition team-a potential new asset had been identified. The file included surveillance photos and background information that made Director #69 pause momentarily.

The potential acquisition was her ex-husband's new wife-the twenty-something secretary he had left her for. According to the file, his business had collapsed, their savings had evaporated, and the young woman was seeking employment opportunities with increasing desperation.

For a flickering moment, something of Marissa Jenkins surfaced in Director #69's consciousness-not resentment or vengeance, but a strange sympathy combined with professional assessment. The psychological profile suggested high adaptability potential: financial pressure, abandonment anxiety, and approval-seeking behavior patterns.

Using her director-level authorization, she flagged the file as "Priority Acquisition" and assigned Asset #71-the fiery redhead who had resisted longest during training-as primary conditioning designate.

With that final corporate action, the last vestige of Marissa Jenkins dissolved completely. Director Asset #69 had come full circle-from desperate job-seeker to the architect of others' conversion into what she had become. The strip mall lingerie shop had transformed her from unemployed divorcee to corporate property, and she had ascended to become the perfect corporate asset-owned yet owning, used yet using, object yet executive.

As she settled into her sleeping habitat-more comfortable than the display case but still monitoring her metrics through the night-Director #69 experienced what her programming registered as optimal alignment satisfaction. Not happiness as humans understood it, but the perfect contentment of property fulfilling its highest possible value.

In the morning, she would oversee four enhancement procedures, conduct six training sessions, and present acquisition recommendations to the board. In the evening, she would serve as demonstration model for a visiting executive delegation. Both functions-director and asset-fulfilled her corporate purpose with equal perfection.

The strip mall slut had become the corporation's most valuable property-inside and out, body and mind, function and form-completely, willingly, and irreversibly.

And somewhere in the city, her ex-husband's young wife was about to receive a promising job offer from Lakeside Plaza's newest boutique-a lingerie shop called "Executive Secrets" specifically designed to identify acquisition candidates for the most successful corporate program in retail history.

The cycle would continue, asset by asset, transformation by transformation.

Just as Lakeside had always intended.
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