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Chapter 1

I’ve spent three days avoiding Adam, slipping into rooms when I hear his footsteps, eating meals in my bedroom instead of the kitchen. Three days of my lips still feeling swollen, my throat still raw from his use. But the arousal that won’t go away no matter how many times I touch myself at night, biting my pillow to stay quiet as I come thinking of what he did to me.

But the house isn’t that big, and eventually, I have to face him.

I’m heading to the bathroom when I see him coming down the hall. My heart slams against my ribs, and I freeze like a stupid rabbit. He’s in his usual work clothes—pressed slacks and a button-down with the sleeves rolled up to his elbows, exposing muscular forearms. I stare at his hands, remembering how they felt gripping my hair, and my cheeks flush hot.

“Morning, Cindy,” he says, his voice perfectly casual, like he didn’t have his cock down my throat a few days ago.

“Morning,” I mumble, pressing myself against the wall to let him pass.

But Adam doesn’t pass. He stops right in front of me, his body blocking my escape. He’s so much bigger than me, and I feel small, trapped between him and the wall. My pulse races, my skin prickling with awareness of how close he is.

“Been avoiding me?” he asks, one eyebrow raised.

I shake my head, but it’s a weak lie. “No, I’ve just been... busy.”

He chuckles, a low sound that makes my stomach flip. “Come to the kitchen. I need to talk to you about something.”

It’s not a request. He turns and walks away, expecting me to follow. And I do, because what choice do I have?

In the kitchen, I hover awkwardly by the counter while he leans against the refrigerator, arms crossed over his chest. His eyes sweep over me, taking in my sleep shorts and tank top, and I resist the urge to cover myself.

“Are you on birth control?” he asks bluntly.

The question hits me like a slap. I blink, certain I’ve misheard him. “What?”

“Birth control. Pills, IUD, implant—are you on any of them?”

My face burns hotter. “No,” I admit, staring at the floor.

Adam laughs, the sound sharp and mocking. “What, did you hope my son would knock you up when he fucked you? Fill that tight young belly with his baby?”

I gasp both at the crudeness of his words and the way my body reacts to them. My pussy clenches involuntarily, a pulse of heat that makes me press my thighs together.

He notices—of course he does—and his smile widens. “No, that’s not a slut’s job,” he continues, his voice dropping lower. “A slut’s job is to be used, not to get pregnant.”

I stand there, heart racing, wetness gathering between my legs at his degrading words.

“I’ve made you an appointment for this afternoon,” Adam says matter-of-factly. “I‘ll drive you there. Be ready by two.”

“An appointment?” I repeat dumbly.

“For birth control,” he says slowly, like I’m an idiot. “If you’re going to be fucking my son, you’re not going to be stupid about it.”

The casual way he talks about me having sex with Ryan makes my head spin, but he makes sense. My mom would freak if I got knocked up.

“I... okay,” I manage to say, unable to come up with any resistance.

Adam smirks, reaching out to tilt my chin up, forcing me to look at him. “Good girl. Now go get dressed. Something modest—we don’t need the doctor thinking you’re the little whore you really are.”

The rest of the morning passes in a blur. I shower, dress in jeans and a plain t-shirt, and try not to think about what’s coming. But by the time we’re in the car, driving to the clinic, my hands are shaking in my lap.

“Nervous?” Adam asks, glancing over at me.

I nod, swallowing hard.

“Don’t be. It’s routine. They’ll ask you some questions, explain the options, and set you up with something. I’m thinking the needle would be best—you don‘t seem responsible enough for something that requires more maintenance.”

His casual control over my body feels like a twisted sort of comfort. It feels good to be told what to do, or not having to decide for myself.

The clinic is clean and sterile, with posters of reproductive anatomy on the walls and pamphlets about sexual health in plastic holders. The receptionist smiles at me and hands me a clipboard with forms to fill out. Adam sits next to me, watching as I answer questions about my menstrual cycle, sexual history, and health.

When I get to the section about sexual activity, I pause, pen hovering over the paper.

“Check ‘sexually active,’” Adam murmurs in my ear. “And put that you use condoms but want something more reliable.”

I do as I’m told.

The exam room is small and cold. The doctor, a woman with short gray hair and kind eyes, looks between me and Adam with slight confusion.

“Are you her father?” she asks him.

“Stepfather,” he corrects smoothly. “Her mother couldn‘t make it, and Cindy wanted me here for support.”

The lie rolls off his tongue so easily. The doctor nods, satisfied, and turns to me.

“So, Cindy, you’re looking to start birth control. Are you currently sexually active?”

I nod, unable to look at either of them. “Yes.”

“And you’re using condoms currently?”

“Yes.”

“But you want something more reliable, correct?”

“Yes.”

She asks more questions—about my periods, my health, my family history. Each answer feels like a small betrayal of myself, but I give them anyway, all too aware of Adam sitting in the chair in the corner, watching me with those dark, knowing eyes.

“Alright,” the doctor says finally. “I’ll give you the shot now. He takes about a few days to be effective, so take precautions until then.”

The tiny prick of the needle is over before I can blink, and then she hands me a pamphlet with information about side effects and reminding me to come back every three months for another shot.

“And remember, this doesn’t protect against STIs.” She adds.

“Any questions?” she asks.

I shake my head, wanting nothing more than to leave this room, to escape the clinical discussion of my sex life that isn’t even real yet.

But as we leave the clinic, I realize I’m not just embarrassed—I’m turned on. The way Adam took control, made decisions for me, spoke for me... it’s doing something to me, awakening something dark and needy inside.

As if reading my mind, he places his hand on the small of my back, guiding me to the car. “Good girl,” he murmurs, his breath warm against my ear. “One step closer to becoming the perfect little slut.”

And God help me, I feel a rush of pride at his words, at his approval. I’m becoming someone I don’t recognize, and the scariest part is how much I like it.

After we leave the clinic, I think we’re heading home. Instead, Adam pulls into a strip mall I’ve never visited before. He parks in front of a place with frosted windows and a pink neon sign that reads “Smooth Perfection.” My stomach drops as I realize what kind of place this is. Adam reaches into his wallet and pulls out a sleek black credit card, holding it between two fingers like bait.

“Next stop,” he says, his voice casual but firm. “Get that pussy waxed completely bare. Men like girls smooth.”

My mouth fell open. “What? No, I—”

“Yes,” he cuts me off. “Ryan likes his girls hairless. Trust me on this.”

The mention of Ryan makes my protest die in my throat. I stare at the salon’s entrance, my heart pounding.

“I’ve never done this before,” I admit, my voice small.

Adam smirks. “First time for everything. Tell them you want a full Brazilian—completely bare. Use this.” He pressed the credit card into my palm. His fingers lingered against mine, a subtle reminder of his control. “I‘ll wait here.”

I step out of the car on wobbly legs, clutching the credit card. The reception area is sleek and modern, with the sharp scent of chemicals and fruity wax hanging in the air. A woman with perfect makeup and sleek black hair looks up from behind the counter.

“Welcome to Smooth Perfection. Do you have an appointment?”

I shake my head. “No, but... I was hoping to get a... a Brazilian?” The word came out as a question, my inexperience obvious.

The receptionist checks her computer. “You’re in luck. Tanya just had a cancellation. She can take you now.”

Before I can reconsider, I’m being led down a hallway to a small room with a padded table covered in paper. The walls are a soft pink, meant to be soothing, but nothing could calm the panic rising in my chest.

“Tanya will be right with you,” the receptionist says, closing the door behind her.

I stand awkwardly in the center of the room, shifting my weight from foot to foot. A minute later, the door opened and a woman in her thirties with blonde hair pulled into a tight ponytail entered. She wears white scrubs and has an efficient, no-nonsense air about her.

“Hi, I’m Tanya. First time for a Brazilian?”

I nod, my face already burning. She smiles, not unkindly.

“Don’t worry. It hurts, but it’s quick. Take off everything from the waist down and lie on the table. Cover yourself with that towel.” She points to a small cloth folded at the end of the table. “I’ll be back in two minutes.”

When the door closes, I hesitate. I could walk out. I could tell Adam that I changed my mind. But the thought of disappointing him, of not becoming what Ryan wants... I strip quickly, folding my jeans and underwear into a neat pile. I climb onto the table and drape the small towel over my lap.

Tanya returns, snapping on latex gloves. “I need you to bend your knees and let them fall open,” she instructs, her clinical tone doing nothing to ease my embarrassment.

I comply, feeling the cool air on my most intimate parts. Tanya pushes the towel aside without ceremony and inspects me with detached professionalism.

“Good amount of hair, but not too coarse. This shouldn’t be too bad.” She dips a wooden stick into a pot of blue wax that smells faintly of blueberries. “Here we go.”

The first touch of warm wax against my inner thigh makes me flinch. Tanya presses a cloth strip over the wax, smooths it down, and then -RIP!

“Fuck!” I gasp, the pain sharp and sudden.

“Sorry,” she says, not sounding sorry at all. “First one‘s always the worst. Ready for the next?”

Before I can answer, she’s applying more wax to another section. I grit my teeth, bracing for the next pull. This time I managed not to curse, but tears sprang to my eyes.

“You’re doing great,” Tanya says.

As Tanya moves to the more sensitive areas between my legs, the pain intensifies. Each rip of the cloth strip feels like fire against my delicate skin. I dig my nails into my palms and bite my lip to keep from crying out.

“Lift your knees higher and let them fall wider,” she instructs. “I need better access.”

I obey, and I remind myself I’m letting it happen because Adam told me to—because he said it would please Ryan.

“Almost done with the front,” Tanya says, applying wax to my outer lips.

As she continues working, something strange happens. Despite the pain—or maybe because of it—I feel a warmth spreading through my lower belly. Each sharp sting is followed by a throb of something that isn’t quite pain. My nipples harden beneath my shirt, and I pray Tanya doesn’t notice.

“Now for the back,” she says. “Turn over onto your hands and knees.”

My face burns hotter as I comply, positioning myself on all fours on the table. I’ve never felt more vulnerable or exposed, my ass in the air, my newly bare pussy on display. Tanya works efficiently, applying wax between my cheeks, removing hair I didn’t even know was there.

“Almost done,” she says as she rips another strip from my most intimate area. I gasp, and to my horror, I feel myself getting wet. The combination of pain, exposure, and submission is doing something to me, awakening that same dark need I felt with Adam.

Tanya notices—how could she not?—but remains professional.

Is it normal to get turned on while a stranger rips hair from your most sensitive parts? Is it normal to be doing this at all because your stepfather ordered you to?

“All done,” Tanya says finally. “You can get dressed. Use this cream twice a day for the next three days to prevent ingrown hairs. No sex, hot baths, or tight clothing for 24 hours.”

She leaves the room, and I slowly roll onto my back, feeling the odd smoothness between my legs. I touch myself gingerly, shocked at how different I feel. My skin is red and tender, but underneath the pain is a persistent throbbing that makes me press my thighs together.

I dressed quickly, wincing at the fabric of my underwear against my raw skin. When I look in the mirror, my cheeks are flushed and my eyes bright. I look... turned on.

The drive home is silent. My newly bare skin feels strange and sensitive against the cotton of my panties, every bump in the road sending little jolts between my legs. I keep my thighs pressed together, both from the lingering pain of the waxing and from the persistent arousal that won’t go away no matter how much I try to ignore it. Adam doesn’t look at me, but I can feel his awareness, like he knows exactly what I’m feeling without me saying a word.

When we pull into the driveway, I notice Ryan’s car is missing. Relief washes over me—at least I won’t have to face him yet, not when I’m still raw and confused about everything that's happening to me.

Adam unlocks the front door, and I follow him inside, hoping to escape to my room. But as soon as the door closes behind us, he turns to me with that knowing look in his eyes.

“Show me,” he says, his voice low and firm.

I freeze, my hand still on the doorknob. “What?”

“You heard me. Show me what I paid for.”

My face flames. We’re standing in the entryway, windows uncovered, though thankfully no one is visible outside. Still, the idea of exposing myself here makes my heart pound.

“Can‘t we... go upstairs?” I ask weakly.

Adam shakes his head. “Right here. Now.”

Something in his tone makes resistance impossible. With trembling fingers, I unbutton my jeans and slowly push them down my thighs. I hesitate at my panties, but Adam’s impatient gesture makes me hook my thumbs into the waistband and slide them down as well.

I stand there, half-naked in the entryway, my pussy completely exposed and still tender from the waxing. Adam steps closer, his eyes fixed between my legs. I fight the urge to cover myself, to close my thighs, to run.

“Turn around,” he orders. “Bend over.”

I comply, turning to face the door, bending at the waist. I press my forehead against the cool wood, unable to look at him as I display myself in this humiliating position.

I feel his hand on my ass, spreading me open, and I bite my lip to keep from making a sound.

“Perfect,” he murmurs, his fingers moving lower, brushing against my newly sensitive skin. “Smooth as silk.”

The touch sends jolts of unwanted pleasure through me. I’m still raw from the waxing, every nerve ending exposed and hyper-sensitive. When his finger slides between my lips, I can’t hold back a gasp.

“And wet already,” he notes, his voice darkening with satisfaction. “Such a little slut.”

He steps back, and I hear the sound of a zipper. My stomach flips with anticipation and dread.

“But you still need more practice taking cock in that pretty mouth,” he says.

I turn slowly, my jeans and panties still around my thighs. Adam has his cock out, already hard, and the sight of it makes my mouth go dry. I remember the weight of it on my tongue, the stretch of my jaw, the way it filled my throat until I couldn’t breathe.

“Get on your knees,” he commands.

I look around nervously. “Here? But what if—”

“No one’s home,” he cuts me off. “And even if they were, wouldn‘t that make it more exciting? The risk of being caught with your stepfather’s cock in your mouth?”

The crude words make me flinch, but also send a pulse of heat between my legs. There is something seriously wrong with me.

Awkwardly, I sink to my knees, my jeans constraining my movement. The hardwood floor is cold and hard beneath my knees. Adam steps closer, his cock level with my face. He grabs a fistful of my hair, tilting my head back to look up at him.

“Open,” he says simply.

I part my lips, and he guides himself into my mouth without preamble. The familiar taste of him fills my senses—salty, musky, masculine. He doesn’t start slowly this time, immediately pushing deeper until I feel him hit the back of my throat.

I gag, but less violently than before. Remembering what he taught me last time—breathe through my nose, relax my throat. I try to apply those lessons now, forcing my throat to open as he pushes deeper.

“That’s it,” Adam grunts, his grip tightening in my hair. “You’re learning.”

He begins to thrust, setting a rhythm that’s demanding but not as brutal as last time. I adjust to it, my body remembering what to do. My hands rest on his thighs, not to push him away but to steady myself as he uses my mouth.

Saliva pools and drips down my chin, but I’m not as overwhelmed as before. There’s still discomfort, still moments when I can’t breathe and panic flares, but there’s also a strange pride growing in me. I’m getting better at this. I’m pleasing him.

“Look at me,” Adam demands.

I force my eyes up to meet his, tears blurring my vision from the strain of taking him so deep. The satisfaction in his gaze sends a thrill through me that I don’t want to acknowledge.

“Touch yourself,” he orders. “Show me how wet your cunt is from sucking my cock.”

With one shaking hand, I reach between my legs, finding my bare pussy slick and swollen. I moan around his cock at the contact; the sound vibrating through him and making him groan.

“That’s right,” he pants, his pace increasing. “Good little cocksucker. Getting off on having your throat used.”

His crude praise shouldn’t affect me this way, but it does. I press my fingers against my clit, circling it as he continues to thrust into my mouth. My jaw aches, my throat burns, but beneath the discomfort is a growing pleasure that makes me whimper.

“Going to come soon,” Adam warns, his voice strained. “And you’re going to swallow it all this time. Every drop.”

I prepare myself, determined to do better than last time. When his cock swells and his grip tightens painfully in my hair, I’m ready. The first hot jet hits the back of my throat, and I swallow reflexively, then again and again as he empties himself into my mouth.

This time, I managed to take it all. Not a single drop escapes my lips as I swallow his bitter seed. When he finally releases my hair and pulls out, I gasp for breath, my chest heaving.

Adam tucks himself back into his pants, looking down at me with an expression that might almost be pride. “Much better,” he says. “You’re learning.”

I stay on my knees, my fingers still pressed against my throbbing clit, my pussy aching for release. I’m confused by how aroused I am, by how much I wanted to please him, by the satisfaction I feel at his approval.

“Go clean yourself up,” Adam says, straightening his clothes. “Your face is a mess.”

I stand on shaky legs, pulling up my panties and jeans with trembling hands. My body is a contradiction of sensations—the soreness in my throat, the tenderness between my legs from the waxing, the persistent throb of arousal that didn’t get satisfied.

As I turn to go upstairs, Adam’s voice stops me. “Cindy.”

I look back at him, waiting.

“Ryan’s going to love what you’ve done for him.” He smiles, that knowing smile that makes my stomach flip. “But we still have a lot more to do before you’re ready for him, so hurry up.”

“We have one more place to go,” Adam says as I come back downstairs, my face freshly washed but the taste of him still lingering in my mouth. I’ve changed into clean clothes—a simple t-shirt and jean shorts—but something in his tone makes me wish I’d worn something less revealing. He dangles his car keys, the metal catching the light. “Let’s go.”

I follow him to the car, my legs still wobbly from kneeling on the hard floor. “Where are we going now?” I ask, trying to keep the nervousness from my voice.

Adam just smirks as he starts the engine. “You’ll see.”

We drove for almost thirty minutes, leaving the familiar neighborhoods behind. The buildings get older, the streets narrower and dirtier. We’re in a part of town I’ve never visited before—run-down storefronts with bars on the windows, neon signs advertising liquor and bail bonds.

Adam finally parks in front of a shop with blacked-out windows. A flickering neon sign reads “Ink & Metal.” My stomach drops as I realize what this place is.

“Time to decorate those nipples,” Adam says matter-of-factly, turning off the engine.

I stare at him in disbelief. “What? No. No way.”

“Ryan loves pierced tits,” he says, as if that explains everything. “He dated a girl with them last year. Couldn’t stop talking about how hot they were.”

The mention of Ryan makes me hesitate. Would he really like that? The thought of him seeing me naked, admiring my body, makes my heart race. But piercings?

“I can’t,” I protest weakly. “It will hurt.”

Adam leans closer, his voice dropping. “Pain turns into pleasure real fast for slutty girls like you. You’ll see.”

Before I can argue further, he’s out of the car, coming around to open my door. I step out reluctantly, my legs shaking slightly as we approach the shop.

A bell jingles as we enter. The interior is dimly lit; the walls covered in flash tattoo designs and photos of piercings in various body parts. Behind the counter stands a heavily tattooed man with a shaved head and full sleeve tattoos. He looks up as we enter, his eyes immediately landing on me, sweeping over my body in a way that makes me want to cross my arms over my chest or push them out further.

“What can I do for you?” he asks, his voice rough.

Adam steps forward. “She needs her nipples pierced. Barbells.”

The man—his nametag reads “Spike”—gives me another once-over, lingering on my chest. “Nice. Haven’t done a fresh pair in a while.”

They discuss me as if I’m not even there, like I’m just a body to be modified. Adam hands over his credit card, and Spike leads us to a back room separated from the main area by a beaded curtain.

The room is small, with a padded table in the center and posters of tattooed models on the walls. A tray of intimidating metal tools sits on a counter nearby, along with what looks like surgical gloves and disinfectant.

“Take your top off,” Spike instructs, snapping on latex gloves.

I stand frozen, my arms crossed protectively over my chest. This is moving too fast. I look at Adam, hoping for some reprieve, but his expression is unyielding.

“Don’t be shy now,” Adam says. “Show the man what he’s working with.”

With trembling hands, I pull my t-shirt over my head. I’m wearing a simple cotton bra, nothing sexy or special. I reach behind to unclasp it, my face burning with embarrassment as I let it fall away.

“Nice rack,” Spike comments appreciatively, his eyes fixed on my exposed breasts. The air in the room is cold, making me shiver.

“Nice and perky,” Adam agrees, his gaze equally invasive.

Spike steps closer, examining my chest with professional detachment mixed with obvious appreciation. “I can’t pierce them if they’re not hard,” he says, reaching out without warning.

His fingers close around my right nipple, pinching and rolling it between his thumb and forefinger. The sudden contact makes me gasp, my body jerking in surprise. It’s uncomfortable, bordering on painful, but as he continues to work my nipple, it hardens into a tight bud.

“There we go,” he murmurs, moving to my left breast. He repeats the process, manipulating my nipple until it stands erect. My breathing becomes shallow as unwanted arousal builds in my belly, spreading lower. This stranger is touching me so intimately, and Adam is just watching, and I’m getting wet again.

Spike notices my reaction—the flush spreading across my chest, my quickened breathing—and smirks knowingly at Adam. “Responsive, isn‘t she?”

“You have no idea,” Adam replies, his voice thick with satisfaction.

Spike turns back to his tray, picking up a marker. “Gonna mark where the piercings will go.” He draws small dots on each of my nipples, then has me look in a small mirror to approve the placement. I nod numbly, beyond caring about such details now.

“Lie back,” he instructs, patting the table.

I do as I’m told, the vinyl cold against my bare back. From this angle, I can see Spike preparing his tools—needle, forceps, the barbells that will soon be through my flesh.

“Deep breath,” he warns, swabbing my right nipple with something cold that makes it contract even tighter. “This is gonna hurt.”

He clamps my nipple with the forceps; the pressure making me wince. Then, without further warning, he pushes the needle through.

The pain is sharp and intense—worse than I imagined. I cry out, my back arching off the table, my hands gripping the edges. But almost immediately, the sharp pain transforms into a throbbing heat that spreads through my breast and down to my core. My pussy clenches in response, confusion and arousal mixing together in my veins.

“First one’s done,” Spike says, sliding the barbell through the freshly created hole. “One more to go.”

He moves to my left breast, repeating the process. This time, I’m prepared for the pain, but not for my body’s response to it. When the needle pierces through, the pain is just as intense, but the rush that follows is even stronger. I moan, unable to help myself, my thighs pressing together as pleasure pulses between them.

“Fuck, she liked that,” Spike chuckles, his eyes dark with interest as he inserts the second barbell.

“A natural pain slut,” Adam says, moving closer to inspect Spike’s work. He reaches out, flicking one of the new barbells gently.

The metal piece moves inside my tender flesh, sending shock waves of sensation through me. I whimper, my eyes squeezing shut as conflicting signals of pain and pleasure race through my body.

“Perfect,” Adam declares, flicking the other barbell and watching me squirm. “Now you’re ready for Ryan to see what a good little slut you’ve become.”

I open my eyes, dazed from the endorphin rush, to find both men staring down at me with identical expressions of lust. My breasts throb with each heartbeat, the new metal pieces feeling alien and exciting.

“But first,” Adam continues, his hand moving to stroke my hair, “shouldn’t you thank Spike for making you look so sexy?”

I blink in confusion. “Thank you,” I murmur weakly.

Adam laughs, shaking his head. “Not with words, my little slut.”

The meaning of his words sinks in slowly through my pain-pleasure haze. I look from Adam to Spike, who is already unzipping his pants, a hungry grin spreading across his face.

“Good girls pay for services rendered,” Adam says, helping me sit up on the edge of the table. My new piercings throb as I move, sending jolts of sensation through my breasts.

“On your knees,” Adam instructs, guiding me off the table.


Chapter 2

I’m on my knees on the cold, hard floor of the piercing shop’s back room with Adam’s hand firmly on my shoulder, keeping me in place as Spike stands in front of me, his eyes dark with hunger as he looks down at me like I’m not even a person, just a mouth to use.

Spike pauses, his hand on his belt buckle. He looks at Adam, completely ignoring me.

“You sure about this?” he asks, like he’s confirming the details of a business transaction.

Adam’s hand squeezed my shoulder. “Of course,” he says with complete confidence. “And don’t be gentle. She loves it more if you get rough.”

My stomach flips at his words. A jolt of arousal runs straight between my legs. Spike grins, his tongue flicking over his lip ring as he unzips his pants. “Whatever you say, man.”

I watch, mesmerized and terrified, as he pulls out his cock. It’s thick and veiny, but what catches my attention is the metal barbell piercing running right through the underside of his shaft. I’ve never seen anything like it before.

“Like what you see, bitch?” Spike asks, noticing my wide eyes. He steps closer, the tip of his cock now inches from my face.

He grabs himself at the base and slaps his cock against my cheek, hard enough to sting. The metal piercing scrapes my skin.

“Open up,” he commands.

I part my lips, my body responding before my brain can catch up. This is wrong. This is so wrong. I’m about to suck a stranger’s cock because my stepfather told me to. But I can’t deny the heat spreading through me, the way my pussy clenches at being treated like this.

“That’s it, bitch,” Spike growls as he presses the thick head against my lips. “Take it.”

He shoves forward, not giving me time to adjust. His cock fills my mouth, the metal piercing along his shaft scraping against my tongue in a way that makes me shiver. The taste is different from Adam’s—sharper, with hints of metal and sweat.

I try to accommodate him, but he’s big and impatient. He thrusts deeper, hitting the back of my throat, and I gag violently.

Spike pulls back just enough to let me breathe. “Fucking amateur,” he sneers, looking at Adam instead of me. “She’s got a lot to learn.”

My eyes water from the strain, spit dribbling down my chin. I feel pathetic and used, yet my nipples are hard and aching in their new piercings, and my pussy is embarrassingly wet.

Adam chuckles from where he stands watching. “She‘s getting better,” he says, sounding almost proud. “You should have seen her the first time.”

They’re talking about me like I’m not even here, like I’m just a thing they’re evaluating. And God help me, it’s making me even hotter.

“No teeth,” Spike warns, gripping my hair and yanking my head back to look at him. “Scrape me with those and I’ll slap those pretty tits of yours, piercings and all.”

The threat sends a shameful thrill through me. My nipples throb at the mention, and I wonder what it would feel like—the sharp pain of a slap on my tender, freshly pierced breasts. The thought makes me moan around his cock.

“She liked that idea,” Adam observes. “Told you she was a pain slut.”

Spike smirks down at me. “Is that right? You like it when it hurts?”

He doesn’t wait for an answer I couldn’t give anyway with my mouth full. Instead, he starts thrusting again, faster this time, the barbell dragging along my tongue with each stroke. The sensation is alien but exciting; the metal clicking against my teeth when he pushes too hard.

I try to use what Adam taught me—breathing through my nose, relaxing my throat, using my tongue along the underside. But Spike is rougher than Adam was, less controlled, and the piercing makes it harder to take him smoothly.

“Fuck, she‘s sloppy,” Spike comments. “But I like that. Messy little cocksucker.”

Adam moves closer, watching intently. “Use your hand too,” he instructed me. “Wrap it around the base.”

I obey, reaching up to grip what won’t fit in my mouth. My fingers brush against Spike’s balls, and he hisses with pleasure.

“Better,” he grunts. “Now suck harder, like you fucking mean it.”

I try, hollowing my cheeks and sucking as hard as I can while he continues to thrust. My jaw aches, my lips feel raw and stretched, and I can barely breathe. But beneath all the discomfort is that same dark pleasure I felt with Adam—the thrill of being used, of being good at this, of making a man groan with my mouth.

“Look at her,” Adam says. “Already addicted to cock. Bet she’ll be begging for it soon.”

Spike laughs between grunts. “They all do. Nothing turns a good girl into a slut faster than learning she’s got talent for sucking dick.”

Am I becoming addicted to this? To being used and degraded? To the power of making men groan and lose control?

I think I am.

“Squeeze her tits,” Adam suggests to Spike. “She’ll moan like a whore around your cock.”

Spike immediately reaches down with his free hand, roughly grabbing my left breast. His fingers close around my nipple, barbell and all, and squeezed hard.

The pain is electric—sharp and intense, radiating outward from my abused nipple. I cry out around his cock, the sound muffled but clearly one of pain mixed with pleasure. My pussy clenches so hard I think I might come just from this.

“Shit, you weren’t kidding,” Spike says, sounding impressed. “Definite pain slut. Maybe you should clamp these sometime.”

Adam’s voice is thoughtful. “Not a bad idea. We’ll work up to that.”

Work up to that? What else does he have planned for me? It sends another pulse of heat between my legs.

Spike twists my nipple harder, watching my face as tears spring to my eyes. “Yeah, she really loves it. Look at her. Taking cock and pain like she was born for it.”

Spike continues thrusting into my mouth, his pierced cock scraping against my tongue with each stroke. His hand is still on my breast, fingers pinching and twisting my freshly pierced nipple. The pain makes me dizzy, tears streaming down my face, but my pussy is so wet I can feel it on my thighs. What’s wrong with me? Why does being used like this, being hurt like this, make me so fucking turned on?

Spike suddenly grabs a fistful of my hair, yanking my head back to a painful angle that forces me to look up at him. “Fuck, Adam, her mouth is good,” he says, not even looking at me but at my stepfather. “Not as skilled as she could be, but eager.”

The sharp pain in my scalp makes me moan around his cock, which only seems to encourage him. He tightens his grip, using my hair like reins to control my movements, forcing me to take him at the pace he wants.

They continue talking about my body as if I’m not even here. I’m just a thing they’re evaluating and improving. Spike pulls back so just the tip of his cock rests on my tongue.

“Open wider,” he commands. When I comply, he spits directly into my mouth. “That‘s it. Now get back to work.”

The degradation should disgust me, but instead, my pussy throbs. I feel empty, aching to be filled, even as my jaw screams from being stretched around his thickness.

“See the wet patch on her shorts. She’s dripping. Told you she likes it rough,” Adam says with satisfaction, watching my reaction. “The dirtier you treat her, the wetter she gets.”

Spike pushes deeper into my throat again, making me gag and sputter. Drool runs down my chin and onto my breasts.

“Such a natural little cocksucker,” Spike grunts, establishing a brutal rhythm. “Born to serve men.”

His words send another rush of heat between my legs. I squeeze my thighs together, desperate for some pressure against my clit, some relief from the building tension.

Adam notices my movements. “Look at her,” he says to Spike.

Spike laughs, the sound dark and mocking. “You wanna get off, slut? You gotta earn it first. Take my cock deeper.”

I try to obey, relaxing my throat as Adam taught me, allowing Spike to push further than before. The metal barbell scrapes the roof of my mouth as he slides in, making me shiver.

“Good girl,” Spike says when I manage not to gag. “See? Tell a whore what to do and she’ll do it if it means getting dick.”

The praise, even wrapped in such degrading language, makes me strangely proud. I want to be good at this. I want to please them.

I suck harder, using my tongue to trace the underside of his shaft, feeling the hard metal of his piercing. Spike’s breathing grows heavier, his grip in my hair tightening.

“Fuck yeah,” he groans. “That’s better. Worship that cock like a good whore.”

The mixture of praise and degradation creates a confusing storm of emotions inside me. I’m working harder to please him, taking him deeper, sucking more enthusiastically.

“She’s getting into it now,” Adam observes, his voice thick with satisfaction.

Spike thrusts deeper, the head of his cock hitting the back of my throat. I gag but recover quickly, remembering to breathe through my nose.

“Not bad,” Spike admits. “She’ll be a proper fuck doll in no time.”

A fuck doll. Just something for men to use and discard.

Adam reaches down and flicks one of my nipple piercings, making me whimper around Spike’s cock. The pain is sharp but quickly melts into a throbbing pleasure that connects directly to my clit.

“Look at that,” Spike says, watching my reaction with fascination. “Her eyes are watering, but she’s sucking harder. Definite pain slut.”

Adam releases my nipple to slap my breast hard, the impact sending a shock wave through the tender flesh. I cry out, the sound muffled but clearly one of mingled pain and pleasure.

“Again?” Adam asks me, and my mind screams no, but to my shock, I feel my head nod.

He slaps my other breast, even harder this time. The pain is blinding, but the rush that follows makes me moan and take Spike deeper than before, desperate for approval, for praise, for anything.

“Good slut,” he says, and those two words make me feel prouder than any academic achievement ever has.

I don’t know what’s happening anymore. All I know is that I want more—more pain, more pleasure, more of this feeling of being completely used and somehow finding freedom in it.

“Yeah, that‘s it,” Spike encourages as I take him deeper still, my nose almost touching his stomach. “Fucking worship it.”

His words spur me on. I hollow my cheeks, suck harder, use my tongue to trace the veins and metal of his shaft. I’m getting better at this, finding a rhythm that makes his breathing ragged, that makes his grip on my hair tighten with pleasure.

Spike’s breathing grows ragged, his rhythm becoming more erratic as he continues to thrust into my mouth. His fingers dig painfully into my scalp as he grips my hair tighter. I can tell he’s getting close—his cock swells even larger against my tongue, the metal piercing pressing harder into the roof of my mouth with each thrust. My jaw aches, my throat burns, but I’m determined to make him come, to prove I can do this.

“Fuck, gonna cum,” he grunts, his eyes narrowing as he stares down at me. “You ready to drink it all, slut?”

I try to nod with his cock still filling my mouth, making a muffled sound of agreement that seems to please him. His grip on my hair tightens to the point of pain, making my eyes water.

“Better not spill a drop,” he warns, his voice strained. “Swallow it all like a good cum dumpster.”

The degrading term sends another shameful pulse of heat between my legs.

Spike’s thrusts grow frantic, uneven, his breathing harsh and ragged. Suddenly, he shoved himself as deep as possible, the head of his cock hitting the back of my throat. I gag violently, struggling not to pull away as his grip keeps me firmly in place.

“Take it all,” he growls as his cock pulses against my tongue.

The first jet of cum hits the back of my throat, hot and bitter and thick. I struggle to swallow with him still so deep, fighting my gag reflex as pulse after pulse fills my mouth.

Some of it leaks from the corner of my lips despite my efforts, dribbling down my chin. Spike notices and makes a disapproving sound, pushing deeper to ensure the rest goes straight down my throat.

“Swallow it, bitch,” he orders. “Every fucking drop.”

I force myself to gulp it down, surprised at how automatically my body obeys, how I’m not freaking out about swallowing a complete stranger’s cum. A week ago, the thought would have disgusted me. Now, I feel a perverse pride in taking it all, in pleasing him this way.

When he finally empties himself completely, Spike pulls out slowly, dragging the metal barbell along my tongue one last time. A string of saliva and cum connects us briefly before breaking. He tucks himself back into his pants, zipping up with a satisfied sigh.

“Not bad,” he says to Adam, not to me, as if I wasn’t even involved in what just happened. He extended his hand to my stepfather in a businessman-like gesture. “Thanks for letting me use her mouth, man. Bring her back if you want anything else.”

Adam shakes his hand, looking pleased. “I just might.”

They’re talking about me like I’m a borrowed tool, not a person. Some sick part of me likes it—enjoys being discussed this way; evaluated on my performance.

Adam helps me to my feet. My legs are shaky and numb from kneeling so long on the hard floor. My pussy is still throbbing with unfulfilled need. I feel dazed, disconnected from myself, like I’m watching all this happen to someone else.

Adam hands me my shirt. “Put this on. We’re leaving.”

I pull the shirt over my head, wincing as the fabric brushes against my sensitive nipples. The metal bars are visible through the thin material, two distinct points pushing against the cotton.

“Remember, no tight bras for a couple of weeks,” Spike says to Adam, not bothering to address me directly. “Keep them clean. And when they heal, those barbells can take some weight.”

Adam nods thoughtfully. “Good to know.”

I stand there, swaying slightly, the taste of Spike’s cum still bitter on my tongue, my pussy wet and aching between my thighs.

Finally, Adam puts his hand on the small of my back, guiding me toward the door. “Thanks again,” he says to Spike as we leave.

“Anytime,” Spike replies with a knowing smirk. “That mouth was worth the free piercings.” So that’s the arrangement they made—my mouth in exchange for piercing my nipples.

The drive home is mostly silent. I stare out the window, trying to process everything that’s happened. In the span of a few days, I’ve gone from an innocent virgin to... what? A cocksucker? A slut? The words that should hurt somehow fit now, like a new skin I’m growing into.

“You did well,” Adam says finally, his voice calm and measured as he drives. “Better than I expected.”

I don’t know what to say to that, so I just nod, still tasting Spike in my mouth.

“Now you’re ready to seduce Ryan,” he continues. This was all just preparation, a series of lessons leading to my original goal. “We’ll start this weekend.”

Ryan. I’d almost forgotten about him, lost in this new world of degradation and submission. Do I still want him? Or was he just the excuse that led me here?

“Thank you,” I hear myself say, and not knowing why I’m thanking him. My voice is hoarse from the rough treatment.

Adam glances at me, a satisfied smile curving his lips. “You’re welcome, Cindy. It’s good you’re learning your place. That’s all I want.”

My place. As what? A toy to be used? Or a collection of holes to be filled?

As we pull into the driveway, I feel a strange sense of anticipation, of wondering what comes next. I should feel violated, used, abused—and I do, somewhere deep inside. This is not right, but it feels like it is. I mostly feel proud that I pleased them, that I took everything they gave me, and that I’m becoming good at this new role.

As I follow Adam into the house, I know there’s no going back. I’m changing into someone—something—new, and I think I like it.


Chapter 3

It’s Saturday afternoon and I’m in the kitchen getting something to eat when I hear Adam’s heavy footsteps behind me. I tense up, my freshly pierced nipples instantly hardening against my t-shirt. Ever since he took me to get them done, I’ve been hyperaware of his presence, of what he’s turned me into. My hand instinctively goes to my chest, touching the sensitive barbells through the fabric.

“Good, you’re here,” Adam says, his voice carrying that same authoritative tone that makes my stomach flip. “Ryan’s coming over with some friends to watch the game.”

I freeze halfway through making a sandwich. Ryan. My stepbrother. The one I’ve been fantasizing about for months. The whole reason Adam started... whatever this is.

“He is?” I try to sound casual, but my voice comes out higher than normal.

Adam leans against the counter, arms crossed over his chest as his eyes scan my body—jeans and a baggy t-shirt. His lip curls with disapproval.

“This is the perfect opportunity to catch his attention,” he says with a knowing smirk. “But not dressed like that.”

My heart pounds harder. “What should I wear?”

“Something that shows what a good little slut you’ve become for him.” Adam’s voice drops lower. “That short black skirt—the one that barely covers your ass. And that low-cut white top, the stretchy one that your tits are practically falling out of.”

I swallow hard, already picturing it. “Okay.”

He shakes his head. “That’s not all.” He steps closer, invading my space until my back hits the counter. “No panties. No bra.”

My face burns hot. “But—“

“But nothing,” he cuts me off. “Make sure those new piercings show through the fabric and that cunt is free and accessible. That’s what you want, isn’t it? For Ryan to notice you? To finally fuck you?”

I nod, unable to form words.

“Then do as I say.” Adam reaches out suddenly, flicking one of my nipple piercings through my shirt.

I gasp as pain and pleasure shoot through my breast. The barbells are still sensitive, still healing, and the sudden contact makes my knees weak.

“These need to be on display,” he says. “Every time you move, every time you bend over, he‘ll see them. He’ll know what a dirty slut his stepsister has become.”

My pussy clenches at his words. I feel myself getting wet, my body betraying me as it has every time since that first night when Adam caught me touching myself.

“Go,” he orders. “Shower. Make yourself pretty. I want you back down here in one hour.”

I nod again and hurry upstairs, sandwich forgotten. In my bathroom, I stare at my reflection. Do I really want to do this? To parade around half-naked in front of Ryan and his friends? The answer comes in the form of heat spreading between my legs.

I shower quickly and then dry off carefully, wincing as the towel drags over my sensitive flesh.

Back in my bedroom, I pull out the clothes Adam specified. The skirt is black, tight, and so short that bending even slightly will show everything. The white top is stretchy with a low scoop neck that barely contains my breasts. Without a bra, my nipples—and more importantly, the piercings—are clearly visible through the thin material.

I pull on the top first, gasping as the fabric slides over my tender nipples. The barbells push against the material, creating obvious bumps that draw immediate attention. I turn sideways to look in the mirror. My breasts look huge, straining against the top, the metal piercings clearly visible through the white fabric.

Next comes the skirt. It sits low on my hips and ends just below my ass. I twist to see how it looks from behind and immediately realize that even the slightest bend will expose me completely. The thought makes my pussy throb.

I stand in front of my mirror, barely recognizing myself. My hair falls loose around my shoulders, still damp from the shower. My lips look fuller, my eyes brighter. I look... hungry.

When I walk downstairs, each step reminds me of my nakedness beneath the skirt. The air hits my bare pussy, making me acutely aware of how exposed I am. My nipples rub against the fabric of my top, sending little jolts of sensation through my breasts with every movement.

Adam is waiting in the living room. He looks up when I enter, his eyes darkening as they travel over my body. He makes a twirling motion with his finger, and I obediently turn in a slow circle, the skirt fluttering around my thighs.

“Bend over,” he commands.

I comply, leaning forward slightly. The skirt rides up immediately, exposing my bare ass and pussy to his view.

“Perfect,” he says, his voice thick. “Every time you bend like that to serve drinks or pick something up, they’ll see everything. That smooth little cunt on display.”

He steps closer, reaching out to flick one of my nipple piercings through the thin fabric. I gasp at the contact, the metal bar shifting inside my tender flesh.

“These look good,” he says approvingly. “Everyone will notice. Ryan especially.”

His hand drops lower, sliding under my skirt to cup my bare pussy. His fingers find me already wet, and he chuckles.

“Such a dirty little slut,” he says, pushing a finger inside me without warning. “Already soaked at the thought of showing off for my son and his friends.”

I moan as he pumps his finger in and out a few times before withdrawing. He brings his glistening finger to my lips.

“Clean it,” he orders.

I open my mouth obediently, tasting myself on his finger as I suck it clean. His eyes never leave mine, watching for any sign of resistance. There is none.

“They’ll be here in twenty minutes,” he says, stepping back. “Remember, your job is to be an accommodating hostess. Keep their beers full, bring them snacks, and make sure Ryan gets a good look at what he’s been missing.”

“Yes, Adam,” I reply, my voice small but eager.

“And Cindy?” he adds, his tone turning dangerous. “Everything we’ve done has been leading to this moment. This is just the beginning, so be a good slut and don’t fuck up.”

I nod, feeling pride mixed with anticipation. I want to make him proud and show Ryan I can handle him, and feel his eyes on me, to see the lust in them that Adam promises will be there.

“I won’t disappoint you,” I promise.

Adam smirks, satisfied with his creation. “I know you won’t. You’re a natural-born slut. All you needed was someone to show you your true purpose.”

The doorbell rings an hour later, and my heart jumps into my throat. I stand awkwardly in the living room, tugging at my short skirt nervously. Adam gives me a warning look that says, ‘stop fidgeting’ as he walks to the door. I hear male voices, laughter, and suddenly they’re all filing in—Ryan first, followed by three other guys, all carrying beer and snacks. Ryan stops dead when he sees me, his eyes widening as they travel from my face down to my barely covered body.

“Holy shit,” one of Ryan’s friends mutters under his breath.

The atmosphere in the room shifted instantly. Their conversation dies mid-sentence as all four young men stare at me. I recognize Ryan’s friends from school—Jake with his athletic build and perpetual smirk, Mike who’s lankier with dark curls, and Zack who’s the tallest with a scraggly beard. All of them are fixed on me like I’m some kind of apparition.

Ryan recovers first. “Cindy? What are you—” he glances down at my outfit, his eyes lingering on my nipples clearly visible through the thin fabric, the metal barbells creating obvious bumps.

“Hey,” I say, my voice coming out breathy and small.

“Boys,” Adam interjects smoothly, clapping Ryan on the shoulder. “You know, Cindy. She’s going to be your hostess for the evening.”

“Hostess?” Ryan repeats, his eyebrows drawing together.

Adam nods. “Keep your beers full, bring snacks. Make sure you’re all taken care of.”

The way he says “taken care of” makes my face flush hot. Ryan’s friends exchange glances, smirking knowingly.

“Cool with me,” Jake says, his eyes never leaving my chest.

“Game’s about to start,” Adam says, gesturing toward the living room. “Get comfortable. Cindy, help them with their beers.”

As the guys shuffle toward the couch and chairs, Adam grabs my arm and steers me toward the kitchen. His grip is firm, his face close to mine as he whispers instructions.

“Remember what I told you. Bend over in Ryan’s direction every chance you get. Make sure he sees what he’s missing.”

“But the others—” I start to protest, acutely aware that the skirt hides nothing when I bend over.

Adam’s smile is predatory. “That’s the point. It’ll only make Ryan want you more if his friends are panting after you too. Men are competitive by nature. If they all want you, he’ll have to stake his claim.”

The logic is twisted but makes a sick kind of sense. My pulse quickens at the thought of Ryan getting jealous, wanting to claim me as his.

“What if he doesn’t react?” I ask, suddenly insecure.

Adam laughs, low and knowing. “Trust me, he’ll react. I’ve seen how he looks at you when he thinks no one’s watching. Now grab those beers and get out there. And remember—bend low, tits forward.”

I grab four beers from the refrigerator, the glass bottles cold against my fingers. When I return to the living room, the guys are all settled—Ryan and Jake on the couch, Mike in the armchair, and Zack sprawled on the floor. Adam takes the recliner in the corner, positioned perfectly to observe everything.

“Here,” I say, approaching Ryan first.

I bend forward to hand him his beer, remembering Adam’s instructions. I lean low, feeling my skirt ride up in the back, knowing my bare pussy is probably visible to everyone behind me. Ryan’s eyes drop to my cleavage, where my breasts are threatening to spill out of my top. I see his Adam’s apple bob as he swallows hard.

“Thanks,” he mumbled, taking the beer but not looking away from my chest.

I move to Jake next, repeating the performance. His reaction is less subtle—a wolfish grin spreads across his face as he takes the beer, his eyes fixed on my tits and never once looking at my face.

“Damn, Ryan,” he says, not even trying to hide his appreciation. “You didn’t tell us your stepsister was so... hospitable.”

Ryan shifts uncomfortably on the couch. “Shut up, man.”

I continue distributing beers to Mike and Zack, bending low each time, feeling their eyes on my body like physical touches. When I straighten up after giving Zack his beer, I catch Ryan staring at me, his jaw slack, a mixture of confusion and unmistakable lust in his eyes.

“Game’s starting,” Adam announces from his corner, gesturing to the TV where players are lining up for kickoff.

The guys try to focus on the screen, but I feel their attention repeatedly drifting my way. I stand awkwardly for a moment, not sure what to do next, until Adam gestures for me to bring him a beer as well.

As I hand it to him, he whispers, “Good girl. They can‘t take their eyes off you. Keep it up.”

The praise sends an unexpected thrill through me. There’s power in this, I realize—in knowing that these four young men can barely concentrate on their game because of me. Because of my body. It’s wrong and degrading and yet... exciting.

I hover near the entrance to the kitchen, watching them pretend to watch the game. Their conversation is stilted, interrupted by glances in my direction when they think I’m not looking. I catch fragments:

“Dude, is she even wearing underwear?”

“Those nipple piercings are fucking hot.”

“How can you live in the same house and not—“

Ryan shuts them down with a sharp, “Shut the fuck up.”

Adam calls out from his corner, “Cindy, the guys could use some snacks. There’s chips and dip in the pantry.”

“Sure,” I reply, heading to the kitchen.

I can feel their eyes following me as I walk away, imagining what they’re seeing—my ass barely covered by the tiny skirt, the subtle sway of my hips that Adam taught me to exaggerate.

In the kitchen, I arrange chips and dip on a tray, taking my time, letting the anticipation build. When I return to the living room, there’s a collective shift in attention from the TV to me. I start with Ryan again, bending low in front of him, the tray forcing me to lean even further forward than before.

“Here you go,” I say, my voice softer than intended.

Ryan’s eyes are fixed on my cleavage, where my breasts are practically spilling out of my top.

“Uh, thanks,” he mumbles, grabbing a handful of chips without looking at them.

Jake reaches across him, deliberately brushing against my arm as he takes some chips. “Man, best game day setup ever,” he says with a smirk.

I continue around the room, serving each guy, aware of the electricity crackling in the air. When I bend over to offer the tray to Zack on the floor, I hear a sharp intake of breath behind me.

“Jesus Christ,” someone whispers.

When I turn around, all of them quickly look back at the TV, except Ryan. His eyes linger on me, darker than usual, filled with something I’ve never seen before—something primal and hungry that makes my pussy clench with need.

I glance at Adam in his corner. He raises his empty beer bottle slightly, a signal for me to come to him. As I walk over, I feel a strange sense of confidence growing in me.

Half an hour into the game, I’m getting bolder. Adam’s approving glances from his corner have fueled my confidence. I deliberately dropped the remote near Ryan’s feet. “I’ll get that,” I say, turning my back to him and bending fully at the waist to retrieve it. My skirt rides up completely, exposing my bare, increasingly wet pussy to everyone behind me. I take my time picking it up, counting to three before slowly straightening.

When I turn around, Ryan’s face is flushed, his eyes wide. Jake, beside him, is grinning openly, while Mike and Zack exchange glances.

“Here you go,” I say, handing Ryan the remote, making sure our fingers brush.

“Thanks,” he mutters, shifting uncomfortably on the couch.

“Does anyone need another beer?” I ask, looking around the room.

“Fuck yes,” Jake says immediately.

I head to the kitchen, feeling their eyes on my ass as I walk away. When I return with fresh beers, I make a show of serving each of them, bending low each time. With every bend, my skirt rides higher, my pussy more exposed. I’m wet now—embarrassingly so—and I know they can see it. The thought makes me even wetter.

“Pass those chips,” Mike says to Jake, his voice strained as he tries to focus on the game.

“They’re right fucking there,” Jake responds, not taking his eyes off me as I lean over the coffee table to rearrange the snacks, my breasts nearly spilling out of my top.

“Did you see that pass?” Zack attempts, gesturing at the TV.

“Yeah,” Ryan answers automatically, though I can tell he hasn’t looked at the screen in minutes.

I walk past Ryan to collect empty bottles, deliberately brushing against his knee. He tenses at the contact, and I hear his sharp intake of breath.

“Your sister is fucking hot,” Jake whispers to Ryan, not quietly enough.

“Step-sister,” Ryan corrects immediately. “And shut the fuck up.”

I pretend not to hear, but my pulse quickens. I reach up to the top shelf for clean glasses, stretching my arms overhead so my skirt rides up and my top lifts to expose my stomach. The movement makes my breasts strain against the thin fabric, the barbells in my nipples prominently visible.

“Did you see how wet she is?” I hear Mike whispering behind me.

“Those tits are begging to be grabbed,” Zack responded.

“Ryan, your stepsister’s a complete slut.”

I feel a rush of power and an unmistakable throb between my legs. They want me. All of them. And I’m in control of that want.

I bend over to pick up a napkin from the floor, knowing exactly what I’m showing them—my bare, wet pussy on full display. The room went silent except for the TV announcer’s excited commentary about a play no one is watching.

“Holy shit,” Jake breathed.

When I straighten and turn around, all pretense of watching the game is gone. Four pairs of eyes are fixed on me, each burning with undisguised lust. Even Ryan, who’s been trying to maintain some semblance of propriety, is staring openly now.

Adam gestures for me to bring him another beer. I crossed to his recliner, feeling everyone watching my every move. As I hand him the bottle, he suddenly reaches under my skirt, his hand cupping my bare ass and sliding forward to squeeze my pussy.

I gasp loudly, the bottle nearly slipping from my fingers. His middle finger presses between my lips, finding me soaking wet. The unexpected contact makes me groan involuntarily, the sound cutting through the room.

Everyone stares. I quickly clear my throat and pull away from Adam’s hand, my face burning.

“I’ll get more beer,” I announced, my voice shaky.

As I hurry to the kitchen, I hear Jake’s voice clearly: “Ryan, man. She’s begging to be railed. If I had pussy like that living under my roof, I would be balls deep in that every night.”

I freeze just inside the kitchen doorway, waiting for Ryan’s response, but he mumbles something too low for me to hear.

I grab more beers from the refrigerator, my hands trembling slightly. When I return to the living room, I catch Ryan’s eye across the room. Unlike before, he doesn’t look away. His gaze is intense, heated, filled with unmistakable lust. My eyes drift lower, noting the visible bulge in his pants that he doesn’t even try to hide.

He saw what his father did to me—how Adam casually grabbed my pussy in front of everyone—and instead of being disgusted, he’s turned on.

Adam was right. This is working. Ryan wants me.

I deliver the fresh beers, giving Ryan his last. As I bend over in front of him, I hold his gaze, letting him see the invitation in my eyes.

“Need anything else?” I ask, my voice deliberately soft.

“No,” he says, his voice rough. “Not right now.”

The emphasis on “right now” sends a thrill through me. There’s a promise in those words, in the way his eyes linger on my body.

“Just let me know,” I reply, letting my hand brush his thigh as I straighten.

I glance over at Adam, who’s watching the entire exchange from his corner. He raised his beer bottle slightly in a subtle toast, a knowing smile playing on his lips. He’s pleased with my performance, with how well his plan is working.

The game continues, but it’s just background noise now. The real action is happening in the silent exchanges of glances, in the electric tension filling the room. I find excuses to keep moving around—adjusting the snacks, collecting empties, bending and stretching at every opportunity.

“Anyone hungry?” I ask after a while. “I could make some more substantial snacks.”

“I’m definitely hungry,” Jake says with a smirk, “but not for food.”

I feel Adam’s eyes on me and glance his way. He gives me a slight nod, approval clear in his expression. I’ve done exactly what he wanted—transformed from Ryan’s innocent stepsister into an object of desire.


Chapter 4

The house is quiet now that Ryan’s friends have left. I’m alone in my bedroom, still wearing the revealing outfit Adam made me put on earlier. My body tingles all over, remembering their hungry eyes on me throughout the evening. My nipples are hard against the thin fabric of my top, sensitive and aching.

I lie back on my bed, replaying the evening in my mind. The way Jake whispered about how hot I was. The way Mike and Zack stared at my pussy when I bent over. And Ryan—his eyes dark with desire, fighting it at first but eventually giving in, gawking at me with lust by the end of the night. My hand drifts between my legs, finding myself wet all over again. I’m so lost in the memory that I don’t hear the footsteps in the hallway.

The door bursts open without warning, slamming against the wall. I jolted upright, yanking my hand away from between my legs. Adam stands in the doorway, one hand still on the knob. But he’s not alone. Ryan is behind him, looking confused and uncomfortable.

“Dad, what are we—“ Ryan starts, but Adam cuts him off by shoving him forward into my room.

“Son, your stepsister’s been acting like a bitch in heat all night, getting everyone hard,” Adam announces, his voice matter-of-fact. “Time she did something about it, don’t you think?”

My mouth falls open, but no words come out. Is this really happening? After all my fantasies, all my planning with Adam, is Ryan actually in my bedroom with the explicit purpose of fucking me?

Ryan freezes in place, his eyes wide with shock. He looks from Adam to me, then back again. “What the hell?” he finally manages.

Adam closes the door behind them with a decisive click. “It’s obvious she wants you. Has for months. And after tonight’s little show, I think it’s time you gave her what she’s been begging for.”

“Dad!” Ryan exclaims, his voice cracking slightly. He looks mortified, but I notice his eyes keep darting to my body—to my hard nipples visible through my top, to my bare thighs exposed by the tiny skirt.

Adam pushes Ryan further into the room. “Go on. Cindy wants you to fuck her. Don’t you, slut?”

The word makes me shiver, and my pussy throbs with need. Adam’s authoritative tone leaves no room for argument, and I nod without hesitation.

“See? She’s been gagging for it.” Adam steps closer to me, his hand reaching out to flick one of my nipple piercings through my top. “These weren’t just for show, were they, Cindy? Tell Ryan what you want.”

My throat is dry. “I want you,” I whisper, looking directly at Ryan. “I you to fuck me.”

Ryan’s expression shifts, uncertainty mingling with obvious desire. “But she’s my stepsister,” he says to his father, yet his eyes remain fixed on me.

Adam laughs. “That’s what makes it hotter, doesn’t it? Besides, you’re not actually related. Nothing wrong with it.”

Ryan swallows hard. His resistance is crumbling—I can see it in his eyes, the way they keep traveling over my body. His earlier shock is giving way to something darker, more primal.

“It’s okay, son,” Adam says, his voice lower now, encouraging. “She gets off on being treated like a toy. Like the slut she is.”

Ryan’s eyes snap to mine, searching for confirmation. I nod again, unable to deny it anymore. I want to be used. I want to be his slut.

“Don’t keep my son waiting,” Adam commands, turning his attention back to me. “Get your clothes off, slut, and suck his dick until he’s hard enough to split that fresh pussy in half.”

Despite my shock at how quickly everything is happening, my arousal overrides any hesitation. I stand from the bed on shaky legs, my heart pounding so hard I can feel it in my throat. Without breaking eye contact with Ryan, I reach for the hem of my top and pull it over my head in one smooth motion.

Ryan’s breath catches audibly. My breasts are fully exposed now, the metal barbells through my nipples catching the light. His eyes widened, fixed on the piercings.

“When did you...?” he starts to ask.

“Your dad took me,” I answered, my voice small but eager. “He said you’d like them.”

Ryan’s gaze flicks to his father briefly, something unreadable passing between them before returning to my chest. I don‘t give him time to think too much. My hands move to my skirt, pushing it down over my hips until it pools at my feet. I stand before him completely naked, my pussy bare and already visibly wet.

“Fuck,” Ryan whispers, the single word thick with want.

Adam moves to sit at my desk, settling in like he’s about to watch a show. “On your knees, Cindy,” he instructs. “Show Ryan what I taught you.”

I sink to my knees on the carpet in front of Ryan, my hands reaching for his belt buckle. He doesn’t stop me. His breath comes faster now, any moral objections he might have had clearly overridden by lust. I can see the outline of his erection straining against his jeans, and the sight makes my mouth water.

“That‘s it,” Adam says from his seat. “Show him how good that mouth is.”

Ryan’s eyes darted to his father again, but this time with less shock and more curiosity. I work his belt open, then the button of his jeans. I slowly pull down his zipper. My fingers tremble with anticipation as I reach into his boxers, feeling the heat of his hard cock against my palm for the first time.

I pull Ryan’s cock free from his boxers, feeling a thrill run through me at finally having him in my hands. He’s bigger than I expected—longer and thicker than I imagined during all those nights touching myself. His skin is hot against my palm as I stroke him from base to tip, watching his face tighten with pleasure. Without hesitation, I lean forward and take him into my mouth, my pierced nipples brushing against his legs as I do. Ryan‘s whole body shudders, a deep groan escaping his throat.

“Holy fuck,” he hisses, looking down at me with wide eyes.

I take him deeper, relaxing my throat and breathing through my nose. Ryan’s already semi-hard cock quickly stiffens to full hardness in my mouth. His eyes darted between my bobbing head and my naked body—lingering on my completely bare pussy and pierced nipples.

“That’s it,” Adam instructs from his position at my desk chair. “Take him deeper. Show him what I taught you.”

Ryan’s eyes snap to his father’s face. Something flickers in his expression—surprise, confusion, then a dawning realization.

“You taught her?” Ryan asks, his voice catching between moans as I hollow my cheeks around him.

Adam smirks confidently. “Someone had to. She was completely useless before.”

I suck harder, wanting to prove how well I’ve learned, how good I’ve become.

“Fuck,” Ryan groans, his attention back on me now. “She‘s so... fuck.”

“Watch her take you down her throat,” Adam says casually, like he’s commenting on the weather. “I spent days training that gag reflex away.”

I demonstrate on cue, taking Ryan all the way until my nose presses against his stomach. My eyes water but I hold myself there, counting to three like Adam taught me before pulling back for air. A string of saliva connects my lips to Ryan’s cock as I gasp.

“Jesus Christ,” Ryan mutters, looking at me with newfound appreciation.

“The piercer did her nipples too,” Adam continues, gesturing toward my breasts. “Nice touch, don’t you think? Makes her tits more fuckable.”

They’re talking about me like I’m not even here—like I’m just a faceless piece of meat. And God help me, it makes me even wetter. I take Ryan back into my mouth with renewed enthusiasm, my hand moving to cup his balls.

“Look at those tits bouncing while she sucks you,” Adam comments with casual appreciation.

Ryan’s initial shock has completely transformed into arousal now. His hand moves to the back of my head, fingers threading through my hair before tightening into a fist. The slight pain of him gripping my hair makes me moan around his cock.

“Fuck, she’s good at this,” he grunts, his hips beginning to thrust forward on their own.

Adam laughs. “Tell her what you want, son. She needs to know how to please a man.”

Ryan looks uncertain for a moment, then something shifts in his eyes. His grip tightens in my hair, and he pulls me off his cock just enough to speak.

“Take it all,” he commands, voice deeper than before. “You little...”

He hesitates, and Adam fills in smoothly: “Slut, whore, bitch. Any word is fine. That’s what she is.”

“You little slut,” Ryan finishes, the word sounding foreign but exciting on his tongue.

He pushes my head back down, forcing his cock deeper into my throat than before. I gag slightly but recover quickly, eager to show him how well I can take it. My eyes water as I look up at him, and something about my tear-filled gaze seems to ignite something primal in him.

“Fuck, look at her,” he says to his father, not to me. “Taking my dick like a common street whore.”

Adam replies. “Young sluts like her are only good for one thing.”

Ryan’s thrusting becomes more confident, more demanding. He’s no longer my stepbrother looking at me with shock—he’s a man using my mouth for his pleasure. His other hand reaches down to squeeze my breast, fingers roughly pinching my pierced nipple. The combination of pain and pleasure makes me whimper around his cock.

“She likes it rough,” Adam advises. “Don’t be gentle. She gets wetter the harder you use her.”

Ryan takes the advice immediately, twisting my nipple harder while fucking my face faster. Tears stream down my cheeks now, my mascara probably running, but I don’t care. I love how he’s using me, how he’s talking about me, how he’s transformed before my eyes.

“Such a good little cockslut,” Ryan says, the crude words becoming more natural to him. “You’ve been wanting this for a while, haven’t you? Teasing me around the house, bending over in those tiny shorts. Fucking slut.”

I moan in agreement, unable to speak with my mouth full of his cock. My pussy is dripping now, clenching around nothing as I kneel naked before him. I never thought Ryan would talk to me this way, but Adam was right—he just needed permission to see me differently.

“Show him that special trick I taught you,” Adam suggests from his chair. “The one with your tongue on the underside.”

I immediately comply, flattening my tongue along the sensitive underside of Ryan’s shaft while he thrusts, adding a light pressure that I know drove Adam wild.

“Holy fuck!” Ryan shouts, his grip in my hair becoming painful.

Ryan pulls my head back, forcing me to look up at him while his cock rests on my swollen bottom lip. “Is it true?” he asks me directly. “Has my dad been training you to be a dirty whore?”

I nod eagerly, my voice hoarse when I speak. “Yes. I wanted to be good for you.”

Something dark and possessive flashes in Ryan’s eyes. He slaps his cock against my cheek, hard enough to sting, just like I’ve seen in porn videos.

“Open wide,” he demands, all hesitation gone now. “And keep those fucking eyes on me while you choke on it.”

I obey instantly, opening my mouth and maintaining eye contact as he shoves his cock back down my throat. Ryan’s completely different now—confident, dominant, treating me exactly how I secretly wanted to be treated. And Adam watches it all from his chair, the architect of this transformation, nodding with approval as his son embraces his new role.

After several minutes of eagerly servicing Ryan’s cock, he suddenly grips my hair tighter and pulls me off him. My lips are swollen and wet, a strand of saliva connecting my mouth to his tip before breaking. I look up at him, panting, my jaw aching pleasantly from the stretch. His eyes are dark with lust, any trace of the hesitant stepbrother completely gone now. He’s transformed into something else entirely—something dangerous and exciting.

“Get on the bed and spread those legs. I want to see the cunt you so freely showed off to my friends tonight.” he demands, his voice deep and commanding.

The crude order makes my pussy clench with need. I scramble to obey, crawling onto my bed and positioning myself on my back. I settled in the center of my mattress, and without hesitation, I spread my legs wide, exposing my wet pussy to both men.

Ryan stands at the foot of the bed, still fully clothed except for his open jeans and exposed cock jutting out hard and glistening with my saliva. His eyes devour me, traveling from my face down to my pierced nipples and finally fixing on my spread pussy. Adam remains seated at my desk, watching the scene unfold with undisguised satisfaction.

“Look at that,” Adam says to Ryan, nodding toward my exposed center. “Completely bare and ready for you. Had her get it all waxed off so you’d have a smooth ride.”

Ryan’s tongue darts out to wet his lips. “Fuck,” he mutters, seemingly unable to form more complex thoughts as he stares at me.

“Virgin cunt,” Adam reminds his son with a knowing smile. “Make her remember her first cock before others get a piece of it.”

The casual mention of “others” sends an unexpected thrill through me. Will there be others? I haven’t thought much about what will happen after Ryan fucks me. Will Adam fuck me? That thought makes me even wetter, my pussy visibly glistening under their scrutiny.

Ryan’s eyes narrow at his father’s words. Something possessive flashes across his face. “Others?” he questions, a slight edge to his voice.

Adam shrugs. “She‘s clearly built to please men. It would be selfish to keep all that for ourselves.”

Ryan seems to consider this, his eyes returning to my spread legs. “Maybe,” he concedes. “But I get to break her in first.”

“Of course,” Adam agrees easily. “She’s all yours tonight.”

Ryan kicks off his shoes and pushes his jeans and boxers down, stepping out of them. He pulls his shirt off in one fluid motion, revealing a toned chest and stomach. I drink in the sight of him fully naked for the first time. His cock stands proud and hard, bigger than I imagined in all my fantasies. The dynamics have shifted completely—he’s fully embracing the dominant role his father modeled, looking at me with ownership rather than familial affection.

He climbs onto the bed and moves between my spread legs. His hands grip my thighs, pushing them wider apart as he positions himself. The head of his cock brushes against my entrance, making me gasp at the contact.

“You want this?” he asks, his voice rough with desire.

“Yes,” I whisper, my chest rising and falls rapidly with anticipation.

“Say it properly,” he demands, clearly mimicking the way his father speaks to me.

I swallow hard, understanding what he wants. “Yes, I want your cock. Please fuck me.”

He smirks, satisfied with my response. “Good slut.”

My body trembles slightly as I wait for Ryan to take my virginity. I’ve dreamed of this moment for so long, but never imagined it would happen like this—with my stepfather watching, with Ryan talking to me like I’m nothing but a hole to fuck. And I love it.


Chapter 5

Ryan’s hard cock presses against my entrance, the thick head rubbing up and down my slit, coating itself in my wetness. I tremble beneath him, legs spread wide, and wanting. My heart hammers in my chest as Ryan smirks down at me, his eyes dark with lust where once there was hesitation.

“Look at this virgin pussy,” Ryan taunts, sliding his tip against my clit before dipping it just barely inside me. “So fucking wet and begging to be ruined.”

I whimper as he continues teasing me, never pushing in more than an inch before withdrawing. My hips lift involuntarily, trying to take more of him.

“Please,” I beg, not caring how desperate I sound.

“Please, what?” Ryan asks, his voice hard as he grips my thighs tighter, spreading them even wider.

“Please fuck me,” I gasp. “I need it.”

Ryan laughs, the sound dark and nothing like his usual self. “You really are a slut. No self-respect. If you don’t respect yourself, how could anyone else?”

Without another word, he lines himself up and thrusts forward hard. The sharp pain tears through me as my hymen breaks, making me cry out. It burns and stretches in ways I wasn’t prepared for, despite how wet I am. Tears spring to my eyes, but mixed with the pain is something else—a deep, primal satisfaction at finally being filled.

“Fuck, she’s tight,” Ryan groans to Adam, holding himself still inside me. “Like a fucking vice.”

Adam leans forward in the chair, watching intently as his son’s cock disappears inside me. “That’s it, son. Make her remember the first cock to break her in before other men have a piece.”

The casual way they discuss my body—like I’m just a thing to be used—makes my pussy clench around Ryan’s cock. He feels it and grins down at me.

“Did you hear that? Other men are gonna use this cunt after me,” Ryan says, slowly starting to move. “But they’ll know I was here first.”

Adam stands and moves closer to the bed for a better view. “Look how that pussy stretches around your cock. Nice and tight.”

“Feels fucking amazing,” Ryan agrees, his pace increasing. “So wet, too. Little slut’s cunt is gushing for her stepbrother’s dick.”

The pain is already fading, replaced by waves of pleasure that build with each of his thrusts. I moan loudly, unable to contain it, and Ryan’s eyes flash with satisfaction.

“Listen to her,” he says to Adam. “Fucking whore loves it.”

“They always do,” Adam replies, adjusting himself in his pants. “Pound that cunt properly. Show her what she’s good for.”

Ryan obeys, his thrusts growing harder and faster. The bed creaks beneath us as he slams into me, his balls slapping against my ass with each brutal stroke. One hand moves to my breast, and he slaps my tit hard, making me yelp.

“These tits were made for slapping,” Ryan growls, striking the other one just as hard. “Fucking whore with her pierced nipples. How many cocks have you sucked with that pretty mouth?”

“Just—just Adam’s,” I gasp out between thrusts.

Adam clears his throat, and the sound is enough to make Ryan pause, the movement inside me stalling at the base. “That’s a lie, Cindy,” Adam says, voice sharp as a slap. “You forgot about Spike. Tell Ryan what you did for the man who pierced your nipples.”

My whole body goes tense, shame burning hotter than the friction between my legs. Ryan looks down at me, eyebrows raised, curiosity cutting through his haze of lust. “Who the fuck is Spike?” he demands, jamming his cock forward an inch as if to wring the truth from me.

I squeeze my eyes shut; the confession wriggling out of me in a near-whisper. “The tattoo guy. The one who did my piercings. I... sucked his cock.”

Ryan’s incredulity becomes a laugh, mean and thrilled. “You sucked off some greasy, tattooed freak?”

I can’t answer, too lost in the lust that’s spiraling through my body.

Ryan’s eyes darken further. “My dad’s cock down your throat, along with some stranger you only met for a few minutes, and now mine in your pussy. That’s all you are—a set of holes for men to fuck.”

His crude words send lightning bolts of pleasure straight to my core. Each degrading comment makes me wetter, makes me clench around him tighter.

“Yeah, squeeze that cunt around me,” he grunts. “Taking your stepbrother’s cock like the whore you are.”

His thumb finds my clit and rubs it roughly as he continues pounding into me. The dual sensation is overwhelming, and I arch my back, pushing my tits up toward him.

Ryan takes the invitation, grabbing both nipples and pinching them hard. The metal barbells intensified the pain, making me cry out and thrash beneath him.

“Tell me what you are,” he demands, twisting my nipples. “Say it.”

“I‘m—ah!” I gasp as he pinches harder. “I’m a slut!”

“Whose slut?” he growls, releasing one nipple to slap my face lightly.

The sharp sting of his palm against my cheek sends a rush of heat between my legs. My pussy flutters around his cock as he continues to drive into me relentlessly.

“Yours!” I cry out, the word torn from somewhere deep inside me. “I’m your slut!”

This admission seems to break something loose in Ryan. His earlier hesitation completely vanishes as he hooks his arms under my knees, pushing them up toward my chest and folding me nearly in half. The new angle allows him to penetrate even deeper, hitting spots inside me I didn’t know existed.

“Dad was right about you,” he snarls, his face inches from mine as he pounds into me mercilessly. “Nothing but a cock-hungry cumrag. Been watching that ass bounce around the house for months. Should’ve bent you over and fucked you raw a long time ago.”

I can only moan in response, my body surrendering completely to the pleasure. Every thrust sends shockwaves through me, building toward something massive. I’m close—so close—to my first orgasm with a cock inside me.

“Look at her, Dad,” Ryan says, not taking his eyes off my face. “Fucking loves being treated like trash.”

“Told you,” Adam replies, his voice tight with arousal. “Some girls are just born sluts. Need to be shown their place.”

Ryan’s pace becomes punishing, his cock drilling into me so hard the headboard slams against the wall. The thought of the neighbors hearing, of everyone knowing what’s happening in my bedroom, only turns me on more.

“Gonna cum in this tight virgin cunt,” Ryan groans, his rhythm growing erratic.

My entire body tenses at his words, hovering on the edge of something enormous. Ryan keeps one hand pinning my legs back while the other delivers another stinging slap to my breast.

“Take it all, whore,” he growls, and I feel his cock swell inside me.

Adam moves from the chair to the edge of the bed, his eyes dark with lust as he watches his son fuck me. “Cum in that cunt,” he instructs Ryan firmly, his voice brooking no argument. “Dirty the whore up.” His commanding tone sends another wave of heat through me as I realize he’s taking control of the situation, deciding exactly how I’ll be used.

Ryan immediately obeys, his thrusts becoming harder, more desperate. “Fuck yes,” he grunts, his fingers digging painfully into my thighs. “Take this load, slut.”

The bed shakes violently beneath us as Ryan pounds me with abandon. I’m so close to the edge myself, my pussy clenching rhythmically around his cock. His face contorts, eyes squeezing shut as he drives into me one final time and holds himself deep.

“Fuck!” he shouts, and I feel it—the hot pulses of his cum flooding my insides.

The sensation of his warm seed spraying against my walls triggers something primal in me. My back arches off the bed, and I come hard around his cock, my pussy milking every drop from him as waves of pleasure crash through my body. I cry out wordlessly, my nails digging into his arms as my vision blurs.

Before I can even catch my breath or process what just happened, Ryan is pulling out. His softening cock slides free with a wet sound, and I feel his cum starting to leak from me. I’m still trembling with aftershocks when Adam stands over me, his pants already open, cock in hand.

“Open wide,” he orders, gripping the back of my head with his other hand.

I obey automatically, parting my swollen lips. Adam doesn’t wait for further invitation. He feeds his hard cock into my mouth in one smooth motion, pushing until I feel him hit the back of my throat.

“Suck it,” he commands, his voice rough with arousal.

I wrap my lips around him and begin to suck, tasting the salt of his pre-cum on my tongue. My jaw is already sore from Ryan earlier, but I don’t dare complain. Instead, I hollow my cheeks and work my tongue along the underside of his shaft the way he taught me.

Ryan hasn’t left. He stands beside the bed, watching with fascination as his father uses my mouth. His expression changes from initial surprise to disgust mixed with arousal. His eyes dart between my face—lips stretched wide around his father’s cock—and my spread legs, where his own cum is leaking from my freshly fucked pussy.

Ryan gives a soft, derisive laugh. “Good thing I never kissed her,” he says, shaking his head with mock regret as he watches Adam fuck my mouth. “That hole’s not made for kissing. It’s just for swallowing cock and cum, isn’t it, Cindy?”

His words sting for a second, but the shame is instantly eclipsed by the molten heat surging through me. I moan around Adam’s cock, feeling him grow even harder in response. My tongue works frantically, desperate for his praise, and my hands clutch at the sheets to steady myself as he starts to thrust with a punishing rhythm.

“See how well she takes it?” Adam says, his tone almost proud. “A mouth like this deserves to be used, not kissed.” He shoves himself deeper, gagging me, and holds my head in place as my throat spasms around his cock.

Adam grips my hair tightly, controlling my movements completely. He pulls my head forward and back at his desired pace, using my mouth like it’s nothing more than a warm, wet hole for his pleasure. I gag when he pushes too deep, tears springing to my eyes, but he doesn’t ease up.

Ryan moves closer, his hand casually reaching down to squeeze my breast. “Never thought my stepsister would turn out to be such a filthy whore,” he says, pinching my nipple and making me whimper around Adam’s cock.

“All women are whores,” Adam grunts, his pace increasing. “Some just need to be shown what they’re good for.”

I feel used in the best possible way—passed between father and son like I’m nothing but a toy for their pleasure. My freshly deflowered pussy still throbs, filled with Ryan’s cum, while Adam continues to fuck my face roughly. I don’t even recognize myself anymore, but I love what I’m becoming.

After several minutes of using my mouth, Adam’s breathing grew ragged. He pulls his cock free with a wet pop and strokes himself rapidly over my body.

“Gonna mark these tits,” he growls, his hand a blur on his shaft.

With a deep groan, Adam starts to cum, aiming deliberately at my pierced nipples. Hot, thick ropes of semen land on my breasts, some catching on the metal barbells. He continues stroking himself, covering both tits thoroughly with his release.

“Good slut,” he praises as he empties the last few drops onto my skin. “Wearing my cum so well.”

Ryan and Adam exchange satisfied looks, their earlier awkwardness completely gone. They admire their handiwork—me lying spread-eagle on the bed, pussy leaking one man’s cum while my tits are covered in the other’s.

“Not bad for your first time,” Ryan says to me, but he’s looking at his father with a new understanding as he tucks himself back into his pants.

Adam adjusts his clothing and nods approvingly at the mess they’ve made of me. Without another word, both men turn and leave my room, closing the door behind them with a soft click.

I remain lying there, thoroughly used and completely satisfied. My body aches pleasantly—my pussy feels stretched and tender, my jaw sore, my nipples sensitive from the rough handling. Ryan’s cum continues to leak from me, making a wet spot on my sheets, while Adam’s dries on my skin in sticky patches.

I run my fingers through the mess on my tits, rubbing it into my skin like lotion. My other hand drifts between my legs, feeling the slickness of Ryan’s seed mixed with my own arousal.

I’m their slut now. The thought sends another pulse of pleasure through my core.

As I drift in a haze of pleasure and newfound depravity, I already find myself thinking about the next time. Will Ryan want to fuck me again tomorrow? Will Adam share me with Ryan’s friends? The possibilities make me shiver with anticipation.

My virginity is gone, given to my stepbrother while my stepfather watched, and then I was passed between them like the slut I now know myself to be. I close my eyes, feeling their cum on and in me, marking me as theirs.

And I can’t wait to be used again.

To be continued…

Cindy’s stepfather and stepbrother have more plans for his new toy… there is still one more hole to break in.
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