

Used and Transformed: The Making Of A Slut

Part 1: The Introduction




Chapter One

The house is so quiet. My stepfather must still be at work, and my stepbrother is probably out with his friends. Mom’s gone again, business trip this time, so it’s just me in my room with my phone.

I’m sprawled on my bed, legs tangled in my favorite ratty old comforter that I refuse to get rid of. Even with the A/C on, it’s warm in the house. This summer has been unbearably hot, so I have shorts on—thin, gray with little flowers on them, and an old cheer tank from school. I quit cheer after the first season, but I like the way the shirt hugs my tits so I kept it. Not that anyone is ever gonna see how well my tits look in it since I only wear it to bed.

I flick absentmindedly through my phone, not actually watching the videos. Every girl on here is hotter than me, and the guys with abs and sporting bulging packages under their pants are nice to look at, but get boring fast when you know you could never touch them.

I look around my room for something interesting. My eyes stop at the poster of some band I used to like in eighth grade. Next to it is a shelf lined with stuffed animals from my youth. There’s a unicorn with a pink mane, and a raccoon with a missing ear that still hold sentimental value, but the others, I haven’t had the time to donate. The rest of the room is covered in mismatched shit—makeup, tangled phone cords, and clothes tossed around. It’s a mixture of my childhood and the adult I’m becoming.

I sit up, shifting on the bed and cross my legs, trying to ignore the little tingle that happens whenever I move just right. I check the time. 9:41 PM.

It’s fucking hot up here, and my shirt is sticky with sweat, and my shorts are riding up, and I can’t even get comfortable. I flop onto my back and stare at the ceiling, counting each tiny crack in the paint.

I feel flushed, but it’s not all external heat. There is a warmth in my belly that seems to never fade lately. I don’t know when it started, but everything makes me horny now. Maybe it’s because I’m eighteen and everyone says that’s supposed to happen. Maybe it’s because my friends keep bragging about blowjobs and first times, and all I’ve ever had is a drunk kiss that was sloppy and too much teeth.

I squeeze my thighs together and try to ignore it, but then Ryan’s face pops up in my mind. I try not to, but he’s always in my thoughts. My stepbrother is hot as fuck, and I have the biggest crush on him, which is terrible since he’s by law my brother. He’s not a blood relative.

My hand slides down, under the hem of my shorts. I don’t mean to, but my fingers find the elastic band of my panties and I shiver a little. The heat between my legs is growing, and I don’t stop. My other hand pulls the shirt tighter, and I close my eyes.

I could just do it. Right now. I could take my shorts off, take my panties off, and no one would know. I’ve done it before—quietly and quickly, under the covers. But tonight the house is empty and I want to be loud.

My mouth is dry, so I lick my lips and sit up. I peel the shorts down, slowly, watching the way the waistband hesitates over my ass before snapping free. I kick them onto the floor. My panties are next—cotton, baby blue, with a little bow up front. They come off easier. I leave them in a heap, daring myself to feel exposed.

The rush is instant. I slide my hand over my bare thigh, up to the crease between my legs and feel I’m wet already. The realization makes me pulse all over. I let my knees fall open, testing how far I’ll go.

I hook my fingers under the bottom of my shirt and pull it up over my head. It snags a little at my boobs, but I get it off, and suddenly I’m just in my bra. White, with lace trim. My nipples poke through the fabric, hard and aching.

I glance at the door, heart kicking. It’s open a crack, enough that I can see a sliver of hallway. No one will see. No one will know. I’m alone.

I flop back onto the bed, hair fanned out around me, and let my hands roam. One between my legs, the other cupping my breast through the bra, squeezing just hard enough to make me gasp.

I close my eyes and think about Ryan. The way his voice sounds in the morning, scratchy and deep. The way he used to tackle me onto the couch and pin my arms above my head like he owned me.

I want to be owned.

I want to be used.

It’s my dirty little secret. One buried so deep under my good girl persona.

I press my fingers to my clit, rubbing circles, slow at first, then faster. My body arches off the mattress, and I bite my lip to keep from moaning. I pretend it’s his hand, not mine. I pretend he’s watching, or even better—making me do it, telling me I have to.

The thought makes me whimper, and I spread my legs wider. I slide two fingers inside my pussy to find it already slick and hot. The feeling is sharp and desperate and so fucking good I almost cry.

My phone vibrates on the nightstand, but I don’t stop. I don’t even care. I want to finish, want to come, want to—

A floorboard creaks in the hallway.

I freeze, eyes snapping open. My hand is still buried between my legs, my body half naked, tits pushed up in the bra like I’m offering them to someone. I listen, heart beating so loud I can barely hear.

Nothing. Just the hum of the AC. Maybe I imagined it.

But I know I didn’t. I know someone’s there. Watching.

My pussy throbs, and I squeeze my thighs together, breath shallow.

I want to keep going. The sudden feeling that I could be caught only heightens my arousal, so I let my thighs drop open again. My fingers move slower this time, drawing it out. I stare at the cracked door, daring it to open.

It doesn’t because no one is home, but I’ve realized there are a lot of things that turn me on. Things that a nice young woman shouldn’t want.

The door stays still, and the house is silent again, and my heartbeat settles into a slow, syrupy throb in my ears, along with a sense of disappointment.

I let my hand drift back to my stomach. My skin is soft and slippery with sweat, and I draw little circles around my belly button, up to my ribs, then back down. I like how it feels: the goosebumps that follow my fingers, the shivery tickle that makes my muscles clench.

I slide lower, palm flat over my pussy, and I shudder. I spread my lips with two fingers and the heat is unreal—wet and aching, so sensitive it almost hurts. Rubbing lazy lines up and down, then in circles, until my whole body is vibrating, until my toes curl into the sheets.

I arch my back and let my other hand play with my tits, kneading the flesh and pinching the nipple through the thin lace of my bra. I love how full they feel in my hand, how much the pressure makes me gasp. Sometimes I imagine what it would be like to have a guy touch them—squeeze hard, leave marks, or bite down until I scream. Sometimes I think about Ryan doing it, his large hands rough and greedy, and not gentle at all.

See. Those are the thoughts a sweet, innocent girl like me shouldn’t have, but I do, and dirtier than that.

My filthy thoughts make me squeeze my legs together, grinding my palm against my clit until I can’t keep quiet. I let out a little moan. I do it again, louder.

I close my eyes and let my head loll back. In my mind, the door isn’t just cracked—it’s wide open, and Ryan is standing there, staring. He’s tall, like his dad, Adam, but younger and sharper and so fucking hot. My stepbrother doesn’t say anything, just watches me, eyes hungry and dark. He looks at my tits, at my pussy, at the way my fingers are moving, and I want to show him everything. I want him to know what he does to me.

I pretend he walks in and shuts the door behind him, so slowly, and he leans against it with his arms crossed, a smirk on his face. He tells me to keep going and not to stop. He tells me to say his name.

“Ryan,” I whisper, my voice small and shaky.

I imagine him laughing, then walking over to the bed, kneeling by my side. He moves my hand away, replacing it with his own. His fingers are bigger, stronger, and he knows just how to touch me. He pulls my bra down, exposes my tits, and takes one nipple in his mouth, sucking hard until I yelp.

I open my eyes and look down at my body, at the way my breasts spill over the cups, at the pink flush creeping up my chest. My pussy is so wet it glistens, and I don’t even care. I want to see what happens next.

I rub faster, harder, and my hips start to rock up off the bed. My moans get louder, and I don’t even try to muffle them.

In my head, Ryan pushes two fingers inside me, deep and fast, and I gasp. He’s rough, not gentle, and I love it. He presses his thumb to my clit and circles, never letting up, never stopping. I imagine the dirty things he says in my ear, telling me I’m his slut, his little stepsister slut, and that he always knew I wanted it.

I moan again, loud enough that my throat aches. I rock my hips, grinding into my hand, and the pressure builds like a wave ready to crush me.

My other hand rips my bra down, freeing my tits. I squeeze them, twist the nipples, and the pain is perfect. I picture Ryan biting, leaving marks, making me his.

The fantasy is so vivid I almost cry. I want to beg him for more, for anything. I want him to fuck me, to ruin me, to make me scream so loud the neighbors wake up.

I don’t care if it’s wrong.

I don’t care if it’s sick.

I just want it.

I feel the orgasm building, coiling tight in my stomach. My toes curl, my thighs shake, and I know I’m about to lose it.

“Fuck, Ryan,” I whimper, rubbing so hard my wrist cramps. “Please, please, please—”

I come so hard I can’t breathe. My whole body goes rigid, back arching off the bed, legs clamping around my hand. I cry out his name again, louder this time.

The wave crashes over me, and I ride it, bucking and shaking, until there’s nothing left but sweat and shivers and the sound of my own ragged breathing.

I collapsed, limbs splayed everywhere, tits out, cunt throbbing. My hand is still between my legs, slick and messy, and I don’t even care. I feel empty and full at the same time.

I stare at the ceiling in a daze. My heart is still pounding, and I’m dizzy with it, with the wrongness and the rightness and how fucking good it felt.

I close my eyes and smile, thinking of Ryan, thinking of the look he’d give me if he ever knew.

There’s a buzzing in my ears like static, and I don’t know how long I lie there, staring at the ceiling, my body heavy and limp and perfect. I barely noticed the slick mess on my fingers or the ache still pulsing between my thighs. For a second, I’m floating. Untouchable.

Then I hear a sound in the hallway. Not a creak this time, but a deliberate step. My brain tries to warn me—danger, move, do something—but my limbs won’t cooperate. I have one tit hanging out, my legs spread wide, and my pussy is still throbbing around my hand.

The door swings open, hard enough that it bounces off the wall. The slam shakes the entire room.

Oh fuck! Adam is standing in the doorway.

He’s in his usual work clothes: a blue Oxford, sleeves rolled neatly to his elbows, and black slacks. He’s got a glass of something amber in one hand, and his other hand is on the knob, white-knuckled. His eyes move over my body—my naked tits, my exposed cunt, my hand still shining with slick—and I see something spark in him. Not shock or rage. Something that makes my stomach twist and flutter.

His gaze drags up to my face, and I realize my mouth is open, lips still wet from biting down on them, cheeks blotched red. I try to cover myself, but it’s too late. He’s seen everything.

He doesn’t speak at first. He just stands there, drinking me in, his face blank except for the little crease that forms between his eyebrows.

My heart hammers. I yank my hand out from between my legs and clamp my thighs together, but I can’t move any further. I’m stuck, half upright, trembling, and I don’t even know what to say.

Adam takes a step into the room, slow and careful, as if he’s stalking a wild animal. He sets his glass down on my dresser, right next to the unicorn. He surveys the mess—my shorts and panties on the floor, my bra twisted and yanked below my tits, the way my sheets are bunched up around my ass. I catch a hint of a smile, but it’s gone before I can be sure.

He leans against the dresser and crosses his arms. His voice is so quiet, I almost missed it.

“Is everything all right in here?”

I want to die. Or melt. Or both. My cheeks burn. He waits for an answer. I nod, or maybe I just twitch. My mouth is dry as sand.

“I heard you.” His words hang in the air, heavy and deliberate. “I heard everything.”

I shake my head fast. I wish the bed would swallow me whole.

He tilts his head, eyes raking over me again. “Are you sure?”

I nod, desperate.

His gaze lingers on my tits, then slides down to the patch of bare skin between my legs. I squeeze my knees tighter, but the motion only makes the wetness smear slicker over my thighs. I see him notice.

He takes a sip from his glass, licks a drop of whiskey off his lip. His eyes never leave me.

“You should close your door, Cindy,” he says, voice just above a whisper. “If you don’t want people to see.”

My stomach flips. My hands scramble for my bra, trying to pull it up, but my fingers fumble. I finally get it to cover my nipples, but it’s pointless. He’s seen everything. I grab the comforter and yank it over my hips. My whole body is shaking.

“It’s okay, Cindy, but I think we need to talk about it.” He says, and I know what he’s going to say. If he heard everything then, he also heard me moaning his son’s name while I came all over my fingers.


Chapter Two

My throat closes up. I can’t breathe, can’t think, can’t move. Adam’s eyes are locked on mine, dark and knowing, and I feel like a deer caught in headlights. The worst part isn’t that he caught me naked or touching myself. It’s that he heard me calling his son’s name when I came.

“So, you secretly want my son?” Adam asks, his voice perfectly measured, like we’re discussing the weather instead of him catching me finger-fucking myself to thoughts of Ryan.

I try to speak, but nothing comes out. My lips tremble pathetically. Tears well up in my eyes as I imagine how disgusted he must be with me—his teenage stepdaughter getting off on fantasies of his son. I feel ashamed, dirty, and yet somehow still throbbing between my legs.

“I—I’m sorry,” I finally manage to choke out. “I didn’t... I wasn’t...”

He cuts me off with a raised hand. “Cindy, relax. I’m not angry.”

Before I can process what’s happening, he sits down on the edge of my bed. The mattress dips under his weight, and I tip toward him slightly. I clutch the blanket tighter, but it does nothing to shield me from his penetrating gaze.

“I’m not mad,” he repeats, his voice softer now. “But I want you to tell me the truth.”

I nod weakly, unable to look him in the eye. He’s so close I can smell his cologne mixing with the faint scent of whiskey on his breath. My heart hammers against my ribs so hard that it hurts.

“Tell me exactly what you want from Ryan,” he continues, his tone insistent but calm. “What do you want him to do to you?”

I shake my head, mortification burning through me. “I can’t... please, Adam, don’t make me...”

“Look at me, Cindy.”

His command is quiet but firm. I force my gaze up to meet his, and there’s something in his eyes that makes my breath catch—not disgust or anger, but something darker, more intense.

“Tell me,” he repeats. “Every detail.”

I swallow hard, my resistance crumbling under his unwavering stare. “I... I just think about him sometimes. That’s all.”

“Not good enough,” Adam says. “I heard what you were saying. I heard how desperate you sounded.” He leans in slightly. “Are you a virgin, Cindy?”

The question hits me like a slap. I nod mutely, cheeks burning hotter.

“So you want my son to be your first?” His eyes never leave mine, demanding honesty.

“Yes,” I whisper, the word barely audible.

“Why him? Why not some boy from school?”

I shift uncomfortably; the blanket slipping a little. “Because... he’s not like the other boys. He’s... hot and experienced. I heard him talk about stuff with his friend. And I live with him, so...”

“So he’s convenient,” Adam finishes for me. “You are attracted to him, too.”

I nod again, feeling like I might die of embarrassment.

Adam’s lips twitched into something almost like a smile. “He has some experience, so what exactly do you want him to teach you? Be specific, Cindy.”

My pulse throbs in my ears. “I want... I want him to show me everything.”

“Everything?” Adam’s voice dropped lower. “You really want his cock to be the first to stretch that tight virgin cunt? To make you bleed when he pops your cherry?”

I flinch at his crude words, but they send a fresh wave of heat between my legs. No one has ever spoken to me like this before, especially not an adult, especially not my stepfather.

“Yes,” I admit, my voice small but certain.

“Do you touch yourself thinking about it often?”

“Sometimes.”

“Liar,” he says, but there’s no malice in it. “I’ve seen the way you look at him. The way you find excuses to brush against him in the kitchen. The little shorts you wear around the house when your mother isn’t home, tempting him.”

“Tempting us both.” He adds, and my face flushed at the idea of him watching me as I strutted around the house half-naked.

I’ve been obsessed with Ryan for months.

“Tell me what you imagine he would do to you,” Adam continued, relentless in his interrogation. “Do you think he would be gentle with you? Or rough?”

My breathing quickens. “Rough,” I admit. “I think... I think he would hold me down. Make me take it.”

Adam’s eyes darkened at my words. “And that’s what you want? To be held down and fucked like a little slut?”

I nod, unable to deny it.

I notice his gaze drift down to my chest. The blanket shifted during our conversation, revealing more of my breasts. My nipples are visibly hard through the thin fabric of my bra, betraying my arousal despite my embarrassment. I should cover myself, but I don’t.

“Look at you,” Adam murmurs. “You’re getting turned on just talking about it, aren’t you?”

My thighs press together involuntarily, seeking friction. I’m horrified to realize I’m getting wet again—from this conversation, from his eyes on me, from the shameful things I’m admitting out loud.

“Answer me, Cindy,” he demands.

“Yes,” I whisper.

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, I’m... I’m getting turned on.”

He studies me for a long moment, his expression unreadable. Then his lips curve into a knowing smile that makes my stomach flip.

“My, you are a naughty girl,” he says, his voice dropping even lower. He shifts on the bed, turning more fully toward me. “Show me.”

I stare at him, not comprehending at first. “What?”

“Show me how horny you are right now,” he says, each word precise and deliberate. “I want to see what my son would be getting.”

I freeze, unable to believe what I’m hearing. Adam—my stepdad—wants me to show him my body. And God help me, part of me wants to do it.

I should be disgusted and tell him to get out of my room. I should be anything but turned on by the commanding look in his eyes. But my nipples are hard, my pussy is wet, and some dark, twisted part of me wants to obey.

“I...” I start to object, but the words die in my throat.

“You’re already naked underneath that blanket,” Adam points out, his voice low and matter-of-fact. “And I’ve already seen everything. What’s the harm in showing me properly?”

He’s right. He already caught me with my legs spread wide, fingers buried in my cunt. The damage is done. And besides, there’s something about the way he’s looking at me—like I’m something valuable, desirable—that makes my pulse quicken.

With trembling hands, I slowly drag down the blanket I’d hastily drawn over myself. The intensity of Adam’s gaze as it travels over my exposed body—my breasts barely contained by the twisted bra, my stomach, the patch of hair between my legs — makes me shiver, but not in fear.

“Take that off too,” he says, nodding at my bra. “I want to see all of you.”

I reach behind me, unclasping the bra and letting it fall away. My breasts feel heavy and sensitive, nipples hard and aching. Adam’s eyes darken as he stares at them, and I resist the urge to cover myself.

“Spread your legs, Cindy,” he orders, his voice dropping to that authoritative tone that makes my stomach flip. “Let me see that wet hole that needs to be broken in.”

I hesitate for a moment. This is crossing a line—a massive, bright red line that we can never uncross. He’s my mother’s husband, but I’m already lost in the fog of my arousal, my own desperate need for something I can’t even name. I slowly part my thighs, exposing my pussy to his gaze.

“More,” he says. “Wider.”

I spread my legs wider, feeling exposed and vulnerable and so fucking turned on I can hardly stand it. I’m wet—I can feel it, can see Adam noticing it, his eyes fixed between my thighs.

“Pull your cunt lips apart,” he continues, his voice rougher now. “I want to see how wet you are over the thought of my son fucking you.”

My face burns with humiliation, but I do as I’m told. I reach down and use two fingers to spread my pussy lips, showing him the slick, pink flesh inside. The air feels cold against my blazing core, making me clench involuntarily.

“Look at that,” Adam murmurs, leaning closer to inspect me. “So wet. So ready to be fucked.”

His words sent a jolt of electricity through me. I’m so turned on I could scream, just from him looking at me, talking to me like this.

“Hmm, yes, even this is making you gush,” Adam observes, his eyes flickering from my exposed cunt to my face. “I bet my son would love to be the first inside this cunt.”

Before I can respond, he reaches out and slides his finger down my slit. Not pushing inside, just tracing the wet seam of me. I gasp, my hips jerking at the contact. It’s the first time anyone has ever touched me there, and it’s my stepfather, and it feels so wrong and so good I could cry.

“Sensitive,” he notes, sounding pleased. “Virgin pussies always are.”

He pulls his hand back, leaving me aching for more. I watch, transfixed, as he brings his finger to his lips and tastes my wetness. Something dark and possessive flashed in his eyes.

“I could help you, you know,” he says after a moment. “With Ryan.”

My heart skips a beat. “What do you mean?”

“I mean, I could tell you what he likes. How to get his attention. How to make him want you as badly as you want him.” Adam’s lips curve into a knowing smile. “Or I could just tell him you want him to sneak into your room one night and fuck you.”

Hope blooms in my chest. “You would do that for me?”

“I could,” he says, emphasizing the ‘could.’ “But first, you would need to do something for me.”

My stomach tightens with anticipation. I think I already know what he’s going to ask.

Adam’s hand moves deliberately to his belt buckle. The sound of metal clinking makes my mouth go dry. “Be a good girl and suck my cock, and I’ll make sure you get everything you want.”

I stare at his hands as they work the belt free, then unbutton his slacks. This is so wrong—he’s my stepfather, he’s married to my mother, he’s Ryan’s dad. But he’s also offering me the one thing I want more than anything while also showing me things I didn’t know were possible.

He might be my stepfather, but he looks like an older version of Ryan, so he’s still hot.

“I’ve never...” I start, my voice small and uncertain.

“I know you haven’t,” Adam says, his tone softening slightly. “But you have to learn sometime, don’t you? Wouldn’t you rather practice first, so you know what to do when you’re with Ryan or even another man?”

His logic is twisted, but somehow makes sense to my lust-addled brain. I nod slowly, unable to tear my eyes away as he unzips his pants.

“But what about Mom?” I ask.

He doesn’t even hesitate. “Your mother hasn’t spread her thighs for me in months. I wouldn’t be surprised if she does more than work when she travels.”

His insinuation is clear. Would my mother cheat? That’s something I don’t know.

“Okay,” I say, because what else can I say?

“That’s my good girl,” he murmurs. “Come here.”

I move closer to him on the bed, still naked. My heart pounds so hard I’m sure he can hear it. Adam pulls his cock free from his boxers, and I stare at it, both fascinated and intimidated. It’s bigger than I expected, thick and hard, with a drop of moisture beading at the tip.

“Take it in your hand,” he instructs. “Get used to the feel of it.”

I reach out, wrapping my fingers around the shaft. It’s hot and hard, but the skin is surprisingly soft. Adam hisses through his teeth when I touch him, and the sound sends a thrill through me.

“That’s it,” he encourages. “Now, lick the tip. Just like it’s an ice cream cone.”

I lean forward, my hair falling around my face, and give his cock an experimental lick. The taste is strange—salty and musky—but not unpleasant. Adam’s hand comes to rest on the back of my head, not pushing, just guiding.

“Good girl,” he murmurs. “Now take it in your mouth. Watch your teeth.”

As I part my lips and take him into my mouth, I’m aware that this moment marks a turning point. There’s no going back after this. But with his cock sliding over my tongue and his promises of Ryan ringing in my ears, I don’t want to go back.

I’m stepping into a new world, and I don’t even care that it’s wrong.


Chapter Three

I try to take more of Adam’s cock into my mouth, but it’s bigger than I expected and I struggle with just the tip. The taste is foreign on my tongue—salty and musky. His hand on the back of my head is gentle, but I can sense his impatience growing as I tentatively lick and suck, having no idea if I’m doing it right. All I know is that this is my stepfather’s cock in my mouth, and somehow that makes me even wetter.

“Open up wider,” he commands, his voice dropping to that authoritative tone that makes my stomach flip. “Let’s see that mouth put to good use.”

I hesitantly part my lips further, trying to accommodate his girth. My jaw already aches from the unfamiliar stretch. Adam pushes my head down slowly, guiding more of his length into my mouth. I can feel the veins along his shaft pulsing against my tongue.

“That’s it,” he murmurs, his fingers tangling in my hair. “Take it deeper.”

I try to obey, telling myself I want to please him only so he’ll help me with Ryan, but that's not really true. I just want him to like what I’m doing to him.

I can barely manage another inch before I feel like I’m going to choke. My inexperience is obvious, and I feel my cheeks burning with embarrassment.

Adam watches me struggle, his eyes darkening with a mixture of lust and growing frustration. “Is that how you plan to please my son?” he asks, his tone cutting. “You need to learn to take a dick down your throat properly.”

His grip on my hair suddenly tightens, making me whimper around his cock. The sound seems to excite him; I feel him twitch in my mouth.

“Look at me,” he orders.

I lift my gaze, meeting his eyes as best I can with his dick still stretching my lips. I know I must look pathetic—my eyes wide with a mixture of fear and something else, something I don‘t want to admit even to myself. Arousal. Being manhandled like this, being told what to do, being used—it’s turning me on in ways I never expected.

“Good girl,” he says, the praise sending an unexpected thrill through me. “Now, relax your throat. I’m going to teach you how to suck cock like a whore.”

Before I can prepare myself, he thrusts forward, pushing much deeper than before. His cock hits the back of my throat and I gag violently, my eyes watering instantly. I try to pull back, but his hand holds me firmly in place.

“Breathe through your nose,” he instructed, not releasing his grip. “Relax. This is what good little sluts learn to do.”

His crude words should offend me, but they make my pussy throb. What’s wrong with me? Why am I getting turned on by my stepfather calling me names and using my mouth?

Deep down, I know why, but I’m not ready to acknowledge it, so I try to do as he says, focusing on breathing through my nose as he begins to thrust more rhythmically, pushing a little deeper each time. Saliva pools in my mouth and drips down my chin as I struggle to accommodate him.

“That’s it,” Adam growls, his voice huskier now. “Take it all.”

He pushes even deeper, and this time when I gag, strings of drool spill from the corners of my mouth onto my bare tits. I’m a mess, but the look in his eyes tells me that’s exactly what he wants.

“Look at you,” he says, his thumb wiping some saliva from my chin only to smear it across my cheek. “Your mouth was made for taking cock.”

I shouldn’t enjoy hearing that. I shouldn’t be getting wetter between my legs as he uses my mouth roughly. But I am. My nipples have hardened into aching points, and I can feel slick heat gathering between my thighs.

“Remember,” Adam continues, his voice strained as he fucks my mouth, “Ryan’s going to want his cock sucked just like this. He‘s going to want to see those pretty hazel eyes looking up at him while you choke on his dick.”

The mention of Ryan sends another jolt of confused arousal through me. I moan around Adam’s cock; the vibration making him hiss with pleasure.

“Fuck, you like that, don’t you? Thinking about sucking my son’s cock while his father is using your mouth? Such a dirty little girl.”

He thrusts harder now, his control slipping. I gag again, tears streaming down my face, but I don’t pull away. Some part of me wants this—wants to be good at this, wants to please him, wants to learn how to please Ryan.

“Relax your throat,” Adam commands again. “I’m going to push all the way in, and you’re going to take it. Understand?”

I manage a small nod, my heart racing with a mixture of fear and anticipation.

He grips my hair with both hands now, positioning my head exactly how he wants it. “Deep breath,” he warns, then thrusts forward hard, burying his cock in my throat.

I choke instantly, panic flaring as I can’t breathe. My throat constricts around him, my body fighting the invasion. But Adam doesn’t pull back. He holds me there, his cock lodged deep in my throat, watching as I struggle.

“That’s it,” he groans. “Feel that? That‘s what a good cocksucker does. Take it all the way down her throat.”

Just when black spots start to dance in my vision, he pulls back, allowing me to gasp desperately for air. Strings of thick saliva connect my swollen lips to his cock as I cough and sputter.

But I barely have time to recover before he’s pushing back in. “Again,” he says simply.

And I open for him, my resistance crumbling with each thrust. My jaw aches, my throat burns, and tears streak my face, yet my pussy is making a puddle beneath me. I’ve never been more humiliated or more aroused in my life.

“Look at me,” he demands again.

I raise my gaze to his, my vision blurry through tears. The satisfaction on his face is unmistakable.

“Those fuckable lips stretched around my cock,” he growls. “Remember this moment, Cindy. This is what you are now. My little slut, learning how to please cock so you can seduce my son. Drive any man wild.”

All I can do is moan around his thickness, and press my thighs together seeking friction. I’m becoming something I never thought I’d be, and the scariest part is how much I like it.

Adam’s grip in my hair tightens as he continues to thrust into my mouth. Suddenly, his other hand reaches down to grab my breast, squeezing hard enough to make me whimper around his cock. His rough fingers find my nipple, pinching and twisting the sensitive bud until I’m squirming. The sharp pain shoots straight between my legs, turning into a pleasure I don’t understand but can’t deny.

“Look at these tits,” he grunts, kneading my flesh roughly. “So big and firm. Perfect fucking handfuls.”

He twists my nipple harder, and I moan around his cock despite myself. My breast feels heavy in his palm as he squeezes and manipulates it, making me arch my back involuntarily to push more into his hand.

“Ryan’s been staring at these for months,” Adam says, switching to my other breast. “I’ve seen him watching when you wear those tight little tops around the house.”

The thought of Ryan noticing my body sends another flood of wetness between my legs. Adam takes turns pinching both nipples now, rolling them between his fingers as he continues to fuck my mouth. My breasts jiggle with each forceful thrust, and the sight seems to excite him even more.

“Such a good little slut you’re becoming,” he praised when I managed to take him deeper without gagging. “Ryan will love using this mouth. I know I will.”

Does that mean he plans to make me suck his cock again?

“These tits would look so pretty decorated.” He comments, and I wonder what he means.

I like hearing him talk about me as if I’m just a collection of body parts for their pleasure. I’m getting more aroused as he degrades me. My pussy is throbbing, empty and aching, even though Adam hasn’t touched me there at all.

“You’re getting off on this, aren’t you?” Adam asks, noticing how I’m pressing my thighs together. “Getting your face fucked by your stepdad has your virgin cunt dripping, doesn’t it?”

I can’t answer with his cock filling my mouth, but the truth is written all over my flushed face. He’s right. I’m soaking wet and can’t deny it. I’m confused by my body’s response, by how much I’m enjoying the rough treatment, the dirty words, the feeling of being completely used.

Adam’s pace increases, and he abandons my breasts to grab my head with both hands. His fingers dig into my scalp as he holds me firmly in place, no longer allowing me any control over the depth or speed. He’s using my mouth now, pure and simple, thrusting so deep that my nose presses against his stomach with each forward movement.

“Look at me,” he commands.

I force my eyes open, tears streaming down my cheeks as I struggle to breathe around his cock. Our gazes lock, and the dominance in his eyes makes my whole body shudder.

“With fuckable lips like yours, I knew you would be good at this,” he grunts, his voice dropping to that authoritative tone that expects compliance. “All sluts can take a cock deep down their throats. It’s what they’re made for.”

My mind protests weakly at being called a slut, but my body responds with another rush of wetness. I feel it dripping onto my thighs now, evidence of how turned on I am despite—or because of—his cruel words.

“Your mother never could do this,” he says, his lip curling slightly. “Never could take it all. But you’re different, aren’t you? You’re a natural-born cocksucker.”

The comparison to my mother should disgust me, but it makes me try harder. To be better than her. I want to please him and earn his praise. I focus on relaxing my throat as he pushes deeper, fighting against my gag reflex.

Adam’s face-fucking becomes relentless now. He pulls almost all the way out before slamming back in, over and over, using my mouth like it’s nothing more than a hole for his pleasure. Saliva drips down my chin and onto my breasts, making them glisten in the dim light of my bedroom.

“That’s it,” he growls. “Take it all like a good little slut.”

I can barely breathe. Each time he thrusts deep, my air is cut off for precious seconds. My lungs burn, my jaw aches, and my lips feel swollen and raw. Yet, even as I struggle, my pussy clenches around nothing, desperate for its own attention.

The contradiction in my body’s response confuses and frightens me. I shouldn’t be enjoying this. I shouldn’t be getting wetter with each painful thrust down my throat. But I am. My body is betraying every moral standard I’ve ever been taught, responding instead to some primal urge I never knew existed within me.

“Look at you,” Adam pants, his rhythm growing more erratic. “Tears in your eyes, spit all over your chin, and I bet your cunt is soaking wet. You were made for this.”

He’s right. I’m a mess—physically and emotionally. My carefully constructed identity as a good girl, an innocent virgin, is crumbling with each thrust of his cock down my throat. In its place is something darker, hungrier, needier. A part of me I kept hidden until tonight.

Adam’s grip tightens even more, his fingers digging painfully into my scalp. “Going to cum soon,” he warns, his voice strained. “And you’re going to swallow it all.”

My eyes widen at his words. I hadn’t thought about how this would end. The reality that he intends to finish in my mouth—that I’m about to taste my first load of cum, and it’s from my stepfather—hits me hard. But before I can process it fully, Adam’s pace becomes frenzied, brutal.

He‘s not just face-fucking me now; he’s using my mouth with complete abandonment. My throat burns from the friction, and I can’t catch my breath between thrusts. Black spots dance at the edges of my vision as he holds me down on his cock for longer periods.

Yet, even as I struggle, even as tears stream down my face and my lungs scream for air, I feel an intense pressure building between my legs. Each thrust, each degrading word, each painful tug on my hair seems to wind something tighter and tighter inside me.

“Fuck,” Adam grunts, his thrusts becoming erratic. “Get ready to swallow every drop, you little slut.”

I can feel his cock swelling in my mouth, pulsing against my tongue. With one final, savage thrust, he buries himself deep in my throat and holds me there, his body tensing. The first hot jet of cum hits the back of my throat directly, forcing me to swallow or choke.

“Swallow it all,” he commands through gritted teeth, not releasing my head. “Every fucking drop.”

His cock pulses again and again, flooding my mouth with more cum than I expected. It’s thick and bitter, nothing like I imagined. Some of it leaks from the corners of my lips despite my attempts to swallow, dripping down my chin onto my heaving breasts.

As the reality of what’s happening hits me—that I’m swallowing my stepfather’s cum, that I’ve just let him use my mouth like a sex toy—something unexpected happens. A powerful wave of pleasure crashes through me without warning. My thighs clamp together as my pussy contracts violently, my entire body seizing in an orgasm I didn’t even know was building.

“Oh!” I gasp around his cock, my eyes widening in shock as the intense pleasure ripples through me.

Adam notices immediately. His eyes narrow as he watched my body tremble and shake, my thighs quivering as I orgasmed without even being touched. A knowing smirk spreads across his face.

“Well, well,” he says, still holding himself deep in my mouth. “Look at that. The little virgin slut just came from having her throat fucked.” He sounds satisfied, almost proud, as he slowly pulls his softening cock from my mouth. “That’s a special kind of whore.”

I collapse forward, gasping for breath, my body still shuddering with aftershocks. I can’t process what just happened. How did I orgasm with no stimulation? What does it say about me that I came from being used and degraded like this?

Before I can collect my thoughts, Adam grabs my shoulders and pushes me back onto the bed. I fall limply, my limbs heavy and uncoordinated. My lips feel swollen and raw, my jaw aches, and the taste of his cum lingers on my tongue. But beneath the discomfort is a strange, satisfying feeling I’ve never experienced before.

“Good job,” Adam says matter-of-factly, tucking his cock back into his pants and zipping up. His casual tone is jarring after what we’ve just done. He straightens his shirt and runs a hand through his hair, instantly looking put-together again while I lie naked, covered in spit and cum, my hair a tangled mess from his rough handling.

“You‘re a quick learner,” he continues, adjusting his belt. “That will come in handy.”

Adam looks down at me, his eyes roaming over my exposed body with satisfied ownership. “I’ll make sure Ryan breaks that slutty pussy in soon,” he says, as casually as if he’s promising to pick up milk from the store. “I might have to watch, though, and maybe after you’ll thank me with another blowjob.”

The suggestion that this wasn’t a one time thing sends another unexpected pulse of arousal through me, despite just having climaxed.

“Now go to sleep,” he commands, turning toward the door. “And next time, make sure your door is closed properly if you don’t want an audience while you play with yourself or if you’re into that. There are websites where horny sluts get paid to fuck themselves on camera. Might be a good way to make some money, but talk to me about doing that first.”

Without another word or glance back, he left my room, closing the door with a soft click behind him, leaving all kinds of ideas and thoughts in my head.

I lay there, unable to move. My throat feels raw, my lips are swollen, and the taste of cum coats my mouth. I’ve been used and violated, and I feel a perverse pride mingled with lingering pleasure.

I run my tongue over my sensitive lips, feeling how swollen they are from the rough usage. My fingers drift to my pussy, finding it still pulsing and wet—wetter than it’s ever been from my own fumbling touches. One brush against my clit makes me shudder with oversensitivity.

What just happened has changed something fundamental inside me. Like a caterpillar turns into a butterfly, I’ve transformed into someone who came from having her throat fucked, and who liked being called a slut and a whore. I’m already wondering when it will happen again.

I curl onto my side, drawing my knees up to my chest. Despite everything, despite the wrongness of it all, I feel a smile forming on my face. Adam is going to help me with Ryan. Maybe next time, it will be Ryan’s cock in my mouth, Ryan’s cum sliding down my throat or better yet, inside my pussy.

I close my eyes, with a smile still on my face, and drift toward sleep with the taste of my stepfather still on my tongue and the promise of more hanging in the air.

What I don’t see as I drift off is the satisfied smirk on Adam’s face as he stands outside my door, plotting how to turn his innocent stepdaughter into his trained slut. This is just the beginning.

To be continued….

The is an ongoing series where Cindy gives into her darkest desires and fantasies. Every book gets more and more erotic and filthy as she becomes what she has always wanted to be.

A slut.

She only needs the guidance of her stepfather and stepbrother to help her reach her full potential.

Lets be friends on Facebook under Lucy Moo or follow my INSTAGRAM page: lucymoo2023

Check out my other books:

The Hucow Black Market Series

	Captured. The Hucow Blackmarket 
	Auctioned. The Hucow Blackmarket 
	Purchased. The Hucow Blackmarket 


The Betrayed Milker Series: A BDSM Hucow Series

Sold to the Farm

Sent to the Farm

Tricked on the Farm

Back To The Farm.

Life Under the Dome Series:

Selected For Hucow Service

Hucow In Service

Escaping Hucow Service

Ending Hucow Service

Alphabet Farm Series:

The First Hucow: Annabelle

The Next Hucow: Buttercup

Joining The Herd: Clover

Hucow Farm Life: Dolly

The Newest Hucow: Ellie (coming 2026)

The Hucow Herd Series

Grade A: Prime Choice

Commercial Grade Hucow

Grade B: Butcher’s Choice Hucow

Grade D: Sent to the Cannery (coming 2026)

Sanda and the Hucow

Hucow Farm Series

Hucow Farm Book One: Intake

Hucow Farm Book Two: Transformation

Hucow Farm Book Three: The Farm

Hucow Farm Book Four: Hucow Exposed

Hucow Farm Book Five: Second Chances

Other Standalone Shorts Available Now:

Abducted: Hucow Alien Space Station

The Hucow Experiment: The Mad Scientist

Hucow Horror Farm

Shipwrecked On Hucow Island

The Hucow Lottery

Life Sentence: The Hucow Prison

The New Club Hucow: Udder MC

Alien’s Hucow Incubator

The Lab Hucow

Hubull Duty

My Hucow Journey

Unexpected Hucow

Trapped In The Hucow Dimension

Alien Hucow Farm (Too dark for Amazon!!! Available on Smashswords)

Hucow Mode

HAPPY HUCOW READING!

NON-Hucow Shorts

Press Start To Play: A Step-sibling Romantic Short

Their Love Poem: A Professor/Student Romantic Short

The Mating Arena Part One: OGRE

Aveline’s Pony-girl Adventure Parts 1-6

Chara’s Pony-girl Story COMING Spring 2026

The Correction Company (A pet play Full length story)

The Perfect Pet (coming 2026)

Used and Transformed: The making of a SLUT (Kindle and Smashswords)
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