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Chapter 1

I wake with a delicious ache between my legs, the soreness a reminder of what happened last night. Ryan’s cock taking my virginity while Adam watched, then using me afterward. The memory makes me smile despite the tenderness. I stretch carefully, feeling the pull of muscles I never knew I had, and the sticky residue of dried cum on my skin. I’ve become their slut now, and somehow, that feels right.

My fingers drift down to touch myself gently, wincing at the sensitivity. Ryan wasn’t gentle with me—I didn’t want him to be—and my pussy feels thoroughly used. I slide a finger along my slit, finding it puffy and tender. Still, the soreness brings a strange pride. I’ve been properly fucked for the first time, filled with Ryan’s cum while his father watched.

Memories flood back in vivid flashes. Ryan’s face above me, twisted with pleasure as he called me a whore. The weight of his body pressing me down. Adam’s commanding voice telling his son to “dirty the whore up.” The hot jets of Ryan’s cum filling me. Then Adam fed his cock into my mouth while Ryan watched. Being passed between them like an object, a toy for their pleasure.

My pussy throbs at the memories, already getting wet again despite the soreness. What’s happening to me? A week ago, I was a virgin who’d never even given a blowjob. Now I’m lying in bed, sore from being fucked by my stepbrother, with both his and my stepfather’s dried cum on my body, and all I can think about is when they’ll use me again.

I swing my legs over the side of the bed and stand up carefully. My thighs are sticky with dried cum that leaked out of me during the night. The sheets are stained too—evidence of my lost virginity and subsequent use.

The shower spray is hot against my skin as I wash away the physical evidence of last night. I soap between my legs gently, hissing at the tenderness. My freshly pierced nipples are sensitive too; the metal barbells glinting under the water. I touch them carefully, remembering how Ryan twisted them while he fucked me. The slight pain sends another jolt of pleasure between my legs.

What would my mother think if she could see me now? Her innocent daughter transformed into a cum-covered slut, servicing both her husband and his son. The thought should horrify me, but it only makes me rub my clit under the shower spray, my breath catching as pleasure spikes through the soreness.

I stop myself before I cum. Somehow, it feels wrong to get myself off now. My orgasms aren’t mine anymore—they belong to Adam and Ryan. They decide when and how I get to feel pleasure. That thought makes me even wetter.

After drying off, I decided against underwear. My pussy is still tender, and the idea of fabric rubbing against it all day seems uncomfortable. I pull on a loose t-shirt and some soft cotton shorts, nothing like the revealing outfit Adam made me wear yesterday to entice Ryan. I wonder if he’ll make me dress like that again today.

The house is quiet as I pad barefoot to the kitchen. No sign of Ryan or Adam yet. Maybe they’re still sleeping. Or maybe they’re avoiding me, regretting what happened last night. What if it was just a onetime thing? What if they don’t want me anymore?

I push the thought away as I reach for the cereal box in the cupboard. Whatever happens, I can’t go back to how things were before. I’ve tasted something new, something forbidden and thrilling, and I want more of it.

The cereal rattles into my bowl, a mundane sound at odds with my racing thoughts. I’m reaching for the milk when Adam’s voice cuts through the quiet house.

“Cindy. Living room. Now.”

His tone is firm, authoritative—the same tone that made me wet and obey without question last night. I set down the milk without pouring it and turn toward his voice, my heart suddenly pounding in my chest.

Adam sits in his recliner, fully dressed in his usual button-down and slacks, looking every bit the respectable stepfather. Only I know what’s beneath that facade now—the man who watched his son take my virginity, who fucked my mouth and came on my tits.

“Your mother called,” he says without preamble as I hover nervously in the doorway. “Her trip has been extended. She won‘t be home for another week.”

My pulse quickens. Another week without my mom. Another week alone in the house with Adam and Ryan. The possibilities make me squeeze my thighs together.

“Oh,” I say, trying to sound casual. “That’s too bad.”

Adam’s eyes narrow slightly, and I realize he knows exactly what I’m thinking. His lips curve into that knowing smile that makes my stomach flip.

“We need to discuss some new house rules while your mother’s away,” he says, his voice dropping to that commanding tone that brooks no argument. His eyes travel over my body, assessing my loose t-shirt and shorts with obvious disapproval.

I step further into the room, drawn by the pull of his authority. My nipples harden beneath my shirt, and I know he notices. There’s something about the way he looks at me—like he can see through my clothes.

“Come here,” he orders, gesturing to the space directly in front of him.

I move closer, my bare feet silent on the hardwood floor. My pulse races, my breath coming faster. What new “rules” does he have in mind?

I stop in front of him, close enough that he could reach out and touch me if he wanted to. The anticipation is electric; my body already responding to his mere presence. Despite the soreness between my legs, I’m getting wet again.

Adam leans forward in his chair, his eyes never leaving mine. “While your mother’s away, things are going to be different around here,” he says, his voice low and dangerous. “Starting right now.”

Before I can process what’s happening, Adam grabs my arm and spins me around. His grip is firm, fingers digging into my skin but not hard enough to leave marks. “Bend over,” he commands, pushing me toward the couch. His voice drops to that tone—the one that bypasses my brain and goes straight between my legs. “Hands on the cushions, ass out.”

I comply instantly, bending at the waist and placing my palms flat on the couch cushions. My heart hammers against my ribs, a mixture of fear and anticipation making my breath catch. Adam moves behind me, his presence looming large and intimidating.

His hand lands heavy on the back of my neck, pressing me down until my face is practically buried in the cushions. With his other hand, he yanks my shorts down roughly, exposing my bare ass and pussy to the cool air of the living room.

“First new rule,” Adam announces, “no more pants. No more shorts. You will wear skirts only from now on.”

His hand presses harder on my neck when I try to turn and look at him.

“And absolutely no underwear,” he continues. “This cunt needs to be accessible at all times. Understand?”

I nod as best I can with his hand holding me down. The casual way he talks about my body—like it’s just a thing for his use — sends a pulse of heat between my legs.

Adam kicks my feet further apart with his shoe, forcing my legs wider. I feel completely exposed, my freshly deflowered pussy on display for his inspection. The position is humiliating, but I make no move to resist.

“Second rule: your body doesn’t belong to you anymore.” His voice drops lower, more dangerous. “It belongs to Ryan and me to use whenever and however we want. You’re nothing but a set of holes for us now.”

I whimper, not in protest but in shameful agreement. In just a few days, he’s completely rewired my brain. The degrading words make my pussy clench with need.

“Your only purpose now is to be available when we want to fuck you,” Adam continues, his hand still firm on my neck. “To keep that pussy wet and ready, those tits displayed, and that mouth available for cock.”

“Yes, Adam,” I whisper, my voice small and breathless.

He makes a sound of disgust. “No. You call me ‘Sir’ now.”

His free hand slides down my exposed ass, fingers tracing the crack before dipping lower to find my pussy. “Well, well,” he murmurs, his tone changing to one of smug satisfaction. “Already wet, aren’t you? Just from being manhandled and told what a worthless slut you are.”

I can’t deny it—my pussy is embarrassingly wet, my juices coating his exploring fingers despite the soreness from last night. Adam pushes two thick fingers inside me without warning, making me yelp and then moan as he pumps them in and out.

“Are you sore from last night, slut?” he asks, continuing to finger me deeply.

“Yes, Sir,” I admit, wincing at the slight burn of his intrusion in my tender flesh.

He chuckles darkly. “And yet you’re dripping wet. What does that say about you, I wonder?” His fingers curl inside me, finding a spot that makes my knees buckle. “That you‘re a natural-born whore who gets off on being used and abused?”

I can’t answer, too lost in the sensation of his skilled fingers working inside me. The soreness is still there, but it’s being quickly overwhelmed by pleasure as Adam finds and mercilessly stimulates my g-spot.

“Ryan did a good job breaking you in,” Adam comments, twisting his fingers to make me gasp. “But don’t worry, you‘ll get used to being used. Your pussy will adjust to taking cock regularly.”

His crude assessment makes me moan with shameful arousal. I push back against his hand, seeking more contact despite the tenderness.

“Look at you,” he says, his voice dripping with contempt and satisfaction. “So eager for it. So desperate to be filled. Did you like having your stepbrother’s cock inside you last night? Did you like being passed between us like the family whore you are?”

“Yes, Sir,” I gasp as his fingers hit a sensitive spot.

“Do you want to be fucked again right now?” Adam asks, his fingers stilling inside me. “Even though you’re sore? Even though your little cunt got torn open just last night?”

I should say no. I should want time to heal. But the throbbing between my legs has a different answer.

“Yes, please,” I whimper, grinding back against his hand.

“Yes, please, what?” he demands, pulling his fingers out entirely.

I feel empty without him inside me, desperate for more. “Yes, please, Sir,” I correct myself quickly.

“That’s better,” he says, and I hear his zipper being lowered. “A good whore knows her place.”

His fingers return to my pussy, spreading my lips apart. I feel the blunt head of his cock pressing against my entrance, larger than Ryan’s, intimidating in its girth. I never expected to have my stepfather inside me—I had only fantasized about Ryan—but now I want it desperately.

“Beg for it,” Adam commands, rubbing his tip teasingly along my slit. “Beg for your stepfather’s cock.”

“Please, Sir,” I moan, pushing back against him. “Please fuck me. I need your cock inside me.”

“What are you?” he asks, still teasing me with just the tip.

“I’m a slut, Sir,” I reply without hesitation. “Your slut. Please use me.”

“That’s right,” he growls, his grip tightening on my neck. “My slut. My whore. My fucktoy.”

With each degrading word, he pushes a little further into me, stretching my tender opening with his thick cock. The soreness flares up, but the fullness feels so good I don’t care.

“My cunt to use,” Adam continues as he sinks deeper. “My holes to fill.”

“Yes, Sir,” I agree breathlessly as he bottoms out inside me, completely impaling me on his length.

I gasp at the sensation—the soreness from last night flaring up, but quickly giving way to the pleasure of being filled again. He’s bigger than Ryan, stretching me wider, reaching deeper. I cling to the couch cushions, my face pressed against the fabric as he begins to pound into me from behind.

“Such a greedy little cunt,” he growls, his hips slapping against my ass with each thrust. “Taking your stepfather’s cock the morning after your stepbrother ruined you. What a perfect little family whore you’ve become.”

The taboo of it—being fucked by my stepfather, being called a whore and liking it—only heightens my arousal. I push back against him, wanting more, wanting harder, deeper.

“You like that, don’t you?” Adam continues, his hand still firm on the back of my neck. “Like being reminded of what you are? A set of holes for us to fuck. A receptacle for our cum.”

“Yes, Sir,” I moan, each word punctuated by his thrusts. “I love it.”

His pace increases, his cock driving into me relentlessly. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the living room, along with my breathless moans and his grunts of effort. I can feel every inch of him dragging against my tender walls; the slight pain only adding to the pleasure.

“When Ryan gets home,” Adam pants above me, “we’re going to take turns with you. Pass you back and forth between us. Maybe use you at the same time.”

The image his words create—me sandwiched between them, filled in multiple holes—makes me clench around him involuntarily.

“Oh, you like that idea,” he observes with dark amusement. “The thought of being stuffed with a cock at both ends makes your cunt squeeze tighter.”

He’s right. The thought of being completely used by both of them at once is unbearably arousing. I’m already building toward an orgasm, the pressure mounting inside me with each powerful thrust.

Adam’s angle shifts slightly, hitting a spot that makes me see stars. I cry out, my fingers clawing at the couch cushions. He notices my reaction and targets that spot again and again, driving me closer to the edge with each precise stroke.

“Are you going to cum?” he taunts, his voice ragged with his own approaching climax. “Going to cum while I remind you what a worthless slut you are?”

“Yes, Sir,” I gasp, teetering on the brink. “I’m close.”

Adam reaches around with his free hand, finding my clit and rubbing it roughly in time with his thrusts. The dual stimulation is overwhelming, pushing me rapidly toward orgasm.

“Cum on my cock, slut,” he demands. “Now.”

As if my body is programmed to obey his commands, I explode immediately. My pussy clenches rhythmically around his shaft, my entire body trembling as waves of pleasure crash through me. I cry out wordlessly, lost in the intensity of my orgasm.

Adam continues pounding through my climax, prolonging it with each thrust. Just as I start to come down, he groans deeply, his hips jerking erratically against me. I feel the hot pulses of his release deep inside, filling me with his cum. The thought of being creampied by my stepfather—of taking his seed directly into my pussy—triggers another small aftershock of pleasure.

“Good girl,” Adam grunts as he empties himself inside me. “Taking my cum like the good little whore you are.”

When his orgasm subsides, he doesn’t immediately pull out. He keeps me pressed over the couch, still holding me down by my neck. I can feel his cock softening inside me, his breath gradually slowing behind me.

Finally, he withdraws, and I immediately feel his cum starting to leak from my well-used pussy, running down my inner thighs in warm rivulets. Before I can move or attempt to clean myself up, I feel something else—cold and slick—running over my cum-filled entrance.

My body tenses in confusion as the slippery substance is spread between my legs, coating both my pussy and then moving higher, to the tight ring of my asshole. I’ve never been touched there before, and the strange sensation makes me squirm.

“What are you doing?” I ask nervously, trying to look back at him.

“Stay still,” Adam orders, his hand pressing more firmly on my neck. His voice is matter-of-fact as he explains: “You have more than two holes, slut. This third one needs to be stretched too.”

Before I can process what he means, I feel something hard and smooth pressing against my asshole. My eyes widen in alarm as I realize what it is—some kind of plug.

“No, wait, I’ve never—” I start to protest, but Adam cuts me off.

“I know you’ve never taken anything in your ass,” he says calmly. “That’s why we’re starting with a plug. You should be grateful I’m being so nice and not shoving a cock up there yet.”

The pressure increases as he pushes the plug against my virgin hole. It feels impossibly large, and panic rises in my chest.

“I can’t,” I whimper. “It won’t fit.”

“It will,” Adam insists. “Relax and push out.”

I try to follow his instructions, bearing down slightly as he continues to apply steady pressure. Slowly, tortuously, I feel my tight ring beginning to stretch around the widening girth of the plug.

The sensation is unlike anything I’ve ever experienced—not quite pain, not quite pleasure, but an overwhelming feeling of fullness and invasion. I squeal as the plug continues to stretch me wider, my body fighting against the intrusion.

“Almost there,” Adam encourages, his voice oddly gentle despite the situation. “The widest part is almost in.”

The stretching intensifies to the point where I’m sure I can’t take any more. I cry out, tears springing to my eyes as the pressure becomes unbearable. And then, suddenly, there’s a strange popping sensation as the widest part passes through my tight ring, and the plug slides into place.

“Ahhh!” I gasp, my body shuddering with the strange, unfamiliar sensation of having something lodged in my ass.

“There we go,” Adam says with satisfaction. He releases my neck and steps back to admire his handiwork. “Perfect. Now for the second rule: you’ll wear this plug for a few hours every day when you wake up.”

I whimper at this announcement, still adjusting to the unfamiliar fullness stretching my asshole.

“I’ll be checking to make sure you follow instructions,” he continues. “If you don’t, I’ll assume you’re ready to take a cock up your ass. Understand?”

He grabs a fistful of my hair and pulls me upright, forcing me to face him. My legs are shaky, my pussy dripping with his cum, and my ass stuffed with the plug. The movement makes the plug shift inside me, sending a jolt of sensation up my spine.

“Understand?” he repeats more firmly, giving my hair another tug.

“Yes, Sir,” I nod meekly, overwhelmed by the feeling of complete ownership that washes over me.

Adam smiles, his expression one of pure satisfaction. “Good girl. Now go clean yourself up.” He releases my hair, giving my ass a sharp slap that makes the plug jolt inside me. “And leave that in for at least three hours.”

As I carefully straighten up, feeling the plug shift with every slight movement, I realize there’s no going back now.


Chapter 2

I’ve been following Adam’s—Sir’s—instructions for three days now. Each morning begins the same way: I reach into my nightstand drawer and remove the black silicone plug he gave me. It still looks impossibly big; the bulbous end wider than anything I thought could fit inside me. But I know better now. I know my body can stretch in ways I never imagined. I know the burning pain eventually gives way to a strange fullness that makes my pussy drip.

The first morning was the worst. I stared at the plug for nearly ten minutes, my hands shaking as I coated it with the clear lubricant he provided. The slick gel dripped onto my fingers, making them shine in the morning light. I positioned myself on all fours on my bed, face down, ass up, just like he’d shown me. The position itself made me feel dirty, exposed, my ass high in the air like I was presenting myself to be mounted.

I reach for the plug again now, my movements more confident than they were three days ago. The bottle of lubricant is already half-empty from my daily ritual. I squirt a generous amount onto the black silicone, watching it glisten as I spread it evenly with my fingers. My body knows what’s coming, and I feel a flutter of anticipation mixed with dread.

I position myself on my hands and knees, my face pressed into my pillow. The cool air of the room caresses my bare ass as I reach behind myself with slick fingers. I circle my tight hole first, coating the puckered entrance with lube.

The tip of the plug presses against my entrance, and I take a deep breath, trying to relax. I push slowly, feeling the resistance of my tight ring fighting against the intrusion.

“Fuck,” I whimper into my pillow as the plug starts to stretch me open.

I push harder, feeling my asshole widen around the thickening girth of the plug. The burn is immediate—a sharp, stinging sensation that makes tears spring to my eyes. I grit my teeth and continue pushing, knowing that Sir will check, knowing that disobedience means a cock in my ass before I’m ready.

The widest part of the plug stretches me beyond what feels possible. I cry out, my body trembling with the effort of accepting it. My muscles clench, fighting against the invasion, but I forced myself to keep going. Just when I think I can’t take any more, when the burning is too intense to bear, there’s that familiar ‘pop’ as the widest part slides past my tight ring and the plug settles into place.

“God,” I gasp, my entire body shuddering.

The fullness is overwhelming. Every tiny movement sends shockwaves of sensation through me. I reach between my legs, curious as always about my body’s reaction to this violation. My fingers find my pussy soaking wet, my swollen lips coated with my arousal. It doesn’t make sense—the plug hurts, it’s uncomfortable, it makes me feel dirty and used—yet my body responds with unmistakable arousal.

I roll onto my back carefully; the plug shifting inside me with the movement. I stare at the ceiling, marveling at how quickly this has become routine. Three days ago, I’d never had anything in my ass. Now, I’m lying here with a thick plug stretching me open, my pussy dripping wet from the sensation, waiting for my stepfather to inspect me like I’m a piece of property.

A few hours later, as I’m making my bed with the plug still firmly seated inside me, I hear footsteps in the hallway. My heart rate spikes immediately. The door swings open without a knock, and Sir walks in.

“Get into position, slut,” he announces, his eyes traveling over my naked body.

I’ve been naked since I woke up—another of his rules. No clothes unless leaving the bedroom. His gaze lingers on my pierced nipples, hard and prominent in the cool air, before dropping lower.

I climb onto the bed, positioning myself as I’ve been taught: face down, ass up, knees spread wide. The position pushes my ass higher, displaying the base of the plug nestled between my cheeks. I feel like a piece of meat.

The bed dips as he sits beside me. His hand lands on my ass cheek, squeezing roughly before spreading me wider to get a better view of the plug.

“How long has this been in?” he asks, his finger tracing around the base where the black silicone meets my stretched rim.

“Two hours, Sir,” I reply, my voice muffled against the mattress.

He hums in approval, his finger pressing against the base of the plug, pushing it slightly deeper. The movement sends a jolt through me, and I gasp.

“Any discomfort?” he asks, though his tone suggests he doesn’t particularly care about my comfort.

“A little, sir,” I admit truthfully. “But... but I’m getting used to it.”

His finger continues to circle the stretched skin around the plug, testing how tight it is, how well I’ve accommodated the intrusion. Then, without warning, he grips the base and twists it slightly.

“Ah!” I cry out, my back arching at the sudden movement inside me.

“Shh,” he soothes mockingly. “Your hole needs to learn to take much more than this if it’s going to be properly useful.”

His words shouldn’t affect me the way they do. They should make me feel degraded, used, objectified. And they do—but they also send a rush of heat between my legs, making my pussy clench with need.

Sir’s hand slides between my thighs, his fingers finding my wetness immediately. “As I expected,” he says with smug satisfaction. “Soaking wet from having your ass stuffed like a proper whore.”

His fingers dip into my pussy, collecting my arousal before withdrawing. I hear him sniff his fingers, then chuckle.

“Good little slut,” he praises, his voice dropping lower. “Your holes are finally learning their purpose. It won’t be long now.”

My nipples harden painfully against the sheets at his words, my pierced buds sending jolts of pleasure through my breasts. My pussy clenches around nothing, desperate to be filled, to be used.

“What’s happening to me?” I whimper softly, not really expecting an answer.

Sir’s hand lands on my ass in a sharp slap that makes the plug jolt inside me. “You’re becoming exactly what you were meant to be,” he says. “A set of holes for men to use. Nothing more, nothing less.”

That night I jolted awake from a deep sleep, disoriented in the darkness of my bedroom. The door has just crashed open, light from the hallway spilling across my naked body. Before my sleep-fogged brain can process what’s happening, a figure stumbles in—Ryan, moving with the uncoordinated heaviness that tells me he’s drunk. The door slams shut behind him, plunging the room back into darkness, but I can smell the alcohol on him from across the room. My heart races as he approaches my bed, his breathing heavy and purposeful.

“Ryan?” I murmur, my voice thick with sleep. He doesn’t answer.

His hands wrap around my ankles in the darkness, his grip bruising and sudden. With one violent yank, he drags me toward the edge of the bed. My body slides across the sheets, the movement so unexpected I don’t have time to resist, but I wouldn’t anyway. Before I can gather my thoughts, he flips me onto my stomach.

“Fucking whore,” he slurs, his words running together slightly. His breath is hot and heavy with the sharp scent of whiskey.

I try to look back over my shoulder, but his hand lands between my shoulder blades, pushing my face into the mattress.

Without warning, Ryan shoves two fingers into my pussy from behind. The invasion is rough; his fingers probing without gentleness or care. To my shame, they slide in easily, my body already responding despite being ripped from sleep just moments ago.

“Pathetic slut,” he sneers, twisting his fingers inside me. “Getting wet in your sleep. Your cunt knows what it’s for.”

I feel the heat rising in my cheeks at his words. But there’s no denying the slick wetness coating his probing fingers.

I hear the rustle of fabric as Ryan unfastens his jeans. His fingers withdrew from my pussy, leaving me feeling empty for only a moment before something much larger and hotter pressed against my entrance. Without preparation or warning, he rams his cock into me in one brutal thrust.

“Fuck!” I cry out, the sudden penetration sending shockwaves of pain through my body. He’s so big, and though I’m wet, I wasn’t ready for such a violent entry.

Ryan doesn’t pause or ask if I’m okay. He immediately starts thrusting, each movement hard and punishing. His hand finds the back of my neck, pressing my face deeper into the mattress until I can barely breathe. My cheek is crushed against the sheet, my mouth open in a silent gasp as he pounds into me from behind.

“Shut up and take it, you worthless fucktoy,” he grunts with each savage thrust. His hips slam against my ass with bruising force. “This is all you’re good for.”

The room fills with the obscene sounds of flesh slapping against flesh, of my wetness despite the rough treatment. Each thrust pushes me further up the bed until Ryan’s grip on my neck tightens, holding me in place for his use.

“Fucking cumdump,” he spits, his voice dripping with contempt. “Nothing but a set of holes to fill.”

With each degrading name, with each brutal thrust, my body responds with increasing wetness. My pussy clenches around his invading cock, gripping him tighter despite the pain of his rough handling.

“That’s it,” he slurs, feeling my involuntary response. “Your cunt’s getting tighter. You fucking love this, don’t you? Love being treated like the worthless slut you are.”

I can’t answer, can barely breathe with his weight on top of me, his hand crushing my neck into the mattress. But my body answers for me—my hips pushing back against his thrusts, seeking more despite the pain.

Ryan’s pace becomes erratic, his breathing more ragged. He’s close. His grip on my neck tightens even further, cutting off more of my air. Black spots dance at the edges of my vision, but the lack of oxygen only intensifies the confusing pleasure building inside me.

“Going to fill this worthless hole with cum,” he grunts, slamming into me with renewed vigor. “That’s all you deserve.”

With a final, brutal thrust, he buries himself to the hilt inside me. I feel his cock pulse, feel the hot spurts of his release flooding my insides. He holds himself deep, grinding against me as he empties himself completely.

The moment his orgasm subsides, Ryan pulls out roughly. His cum immediately starts to leak from my used pussy, running down my thighs in warm rivulets. I feel used, sore, violated—and inexplicably aroused.

“Thanks for the hole,” he mutters, already zipping his pants. Without another word or glance, he stumbles out of my room, closing the door behind him with the same lack of care with which he opened it.

I remain motionless in the position he left me—face down on the bed, ass in the air, thighs sticky with his release. My pussy throbs, a mixture of pain from his roughness and unfulfilled arousal.

I roll onto my back, wincing at the soreness between my legs. My hand drifts down to touch my swollen, cum-filled pussy and feeling his cum coating my pussy brings a small smile to my face.

Ryan came to my room not because he wanted me specifically, but because he needed a hole to fuck. He used me like an object, a convenient receptacle for his lust, treating me with less consideration than he’d give a sex toy.

And I loved it. The rough handling, the degradation, the casual way he used me and left—all of it sent thrills of shameful pleasure through me, and I touch myself until I’m shuddering in climax.

The next night, my bedroom door opens again. My body reacts immediately, remembering Ryan’s visit from the night before. Is he back for another late-night use of my body?

It is Ryan, but I immediately see he isn’t alone. Another guy follows him in—taller, with broader shoulders and an uncertain expression on his face. I don’t recognize him, but Ryan clearly knows him, or he wouldn’t be here. “Dude, are you serious?” the stranger asks, his eyes fixed on me lying naked in my bed.

“Yes. Just watch,” Ryan commands, striding toward me with confidence. He yanks the covers off me in one swift motion, exposing my naked body to both of them. The cool air makes my nipples harden immediately, the metal barbells catching the dim light from the hallway. “Get up, slut. Show my new friend, Cooper, what you’re good for.”

I sit up slowly, my heart racing not with fear but with a sick excitement. Ryan’s brought a complete stranger to my room. I should be covering myself and telling them both to get out, but I won’t.

“Kneel,” Ryan orders, pointing to the floor in front of them.

I obey without hesitation, sliding off the bed and dropping to my knees on the carpet. Cooper shifts uncomfortably, his eyes darting between Ryan and me.

“Man, I don’t know about this,” he says, but his gaze remains fixed on my naked body, lingering on my pierced nipples and bare pussy.

“Beg for our cocks,” Ryan demands, ignoring his friend’s hesitation. He looks down at me expectantly, a smirk playing on his lips.

I lick my lips, feeling a tremor of anticipation run through me. “Please,” I whisper, looking up at them with wide eyes. “Please, please let me suck your cocks. I need them.” My voice sounds desperate, pathetic even to my own ears, but the words send a jolt of arousal straight to my core.

Cooper’s eyebrows shoot up in surprise, but Ryan just laughs. “See? Told you.”

Without waiting for further instructions, I reach for Ryan’s belt buckle, unfastening it. I unzip his jeans and pull out his already hardening cock. Without hesitation, I take him into my mouth, moaning dramatically as I do. I look up at him through my lashes as I work my tongue around his shaft, putting on a show for both of them.

“Holy fuck,” Cooper breathes, watching as I eagerly bob my head on Ryan’s cock.

“Told you she’s just a cock-hungry whore,” Ryan says proudly, his hand coming to rest on the back of my head. “She’ll do anything. Won’t you, cum rag?”

I nod enthusiastically around his shaft, humming in agreement. The vibration makes Ryan groan and thrust deeper into my mouth.

“Fuck, that’s hot,” Cooper groans. From the corner of my eye, I see him unzipping his pants, his earlier hesitation completely gone.

Ryan suddenly pulls me off his cock with a wet pop. Saliva connects my swollen lips to his tip for a moment before breaking. “Tell him what you are,” he orders, his fingers digging into my hair painfully.

I look up at Cooper, meeting his eyes directly. “I’m just a worthless slut who needs to be used,” I recite, the words flowing easily now. “My holes exist for your pleasure.” The admission sends a flood of wetness between my legs. Why does degrading myself like this turn me on so much?

Cooper’s eyes darken with lust. He pulls his cock out—thicker than Ryan’s but not as long. My mouth waters at the sight.

Ryan grabs my arm, yanking me to my feet and throwing me onto the bed. “On all fours,” he commands. I scramble into position.

“You take her cunt like we agreed while I use her mouth,” Ryan instructs Cooper, positioning himself near my head. “Don’t worry about being gentle. The bitch likes it rough.”

Cooper moves behind me, his hands gripping my hips. I feel the head of his cock probing my entrance. He hesitates for just a moment before pushing forward, filling me in one smooth thrust.

“Fuck,” he gasps. “She’s so wet.”

Ryan laughs, feeding his cock back into my waiting mouth. “Of course she is. She’s nothing but a slut who lives for cock.”

They find their rhythm quickly, using me from both ends. Cooper’s thrusts push me forward onto Ryan’s cock, then Ryan’s hands pull me back onto Cooper’s length. I’m trapped between them, being moved back and forth like a sex doll with no will of my own. And God help me, I love it.

“Look at this pathetic slut,” Ryan laughs, slapping my face lightly as I struggle to keep his cock in my mouth. “Taking both of us like a seasoned whore.”

Cooper’s initial uncertainty has completely vanished. His fingers dig into my hips as he pounds into me from behind. “Fuck, her pussy’s gripping me like it’s begging for cum,” he groans.

The crude assessment makes me clench involuntarily around him. I am begging for it—begging to be filled, used, claimed.

“Worthless cocksleeve,” Ryan grunts, shoving his cock deeper down my throat. “Can’t even talk with your mouth full of dick where it belongs.”

Cooper picks up on Ryan’s degrading tone. “Brainless cum dumpster,” he adds, slapping my ass hard enough to leave a handprint. “Bet she’d let anyone fuck her.”

“She would,” Ryan confirms, watching me gag around his cock. “Fucking gutter slut would spread her legs for the entire football team if I told her to.”

Each insult, each degrading name, makes me moan louder, my pussy clenching tighter around Cooper’s invading cock.

A particularly hard thrust from Cooper hits something deep inside me, and suddenly I’m cumming, my whole body shaking with the force of my orgasm. I cry out around Ryan’s cock, the sound muffled but unmistakable.

“Did she just cum from being called names?” Cooper asks, sounding amazed. “While getting spit-roasted?”

“Told you,” Ryan laughs. “Complete whore.”

My orgasm seems to trigger theirs. Cooper’s grip tightens on my hips as his thrusts become more erratic. “Gonna fill this slutty pussy,” he groans, driving deep one final time. I feel him pulsing inside me, flooding me with his cum.

Ryan follows moments later, holding my head down firmly as he empties himself down my throat. I swallow obediently, not spilling a drop.

When they’re both finished, they withdraw from my used body. I collapse onto the bed, cum leaking from both ends, my body trembling with aftershocks. Through half-closed eyes, I watch as they high-five over my prone form.

“Thanks for letting me use your slut,” Cooper says, tucking himself back into his pants.

“No problem,” Ryan replies casually. “So I held up my end of the deal. Are you going to hook me up with that new sound system?”

Cooper laughs, zipping up his jeans. “Fuck, yes. And anything else you want if I can get a piece of that again.”

The realization hits me like a physical blow. Ryan didn’t share me because he wanted to, or even because he thought I’d enjoy it. He shared my body as part of a transaction. I was the currency, the payment for a sound system he wanted.

They leave without another word to me, closing the door behind them. I lie in the mess they’ve made of me, cum leaking from my pussy and drying on my chin.

I’ve never felt more certain of what I am: just a set of holes to be used.


Chapter 3

I’m lying in bed scrolling through my phone when my door swings open without warning, like usual. Adam steps in, his eyes immediately finding me curled up on my sheets. I don’t hesitate—I scramble to the edge of the bed, positioning myself.

“Look at you,” Adam says, his voice thick with approval. “So eager to present your holes like a trained little fucktoy.”

His praise sends a warm flush through me, pooling between my legs. I shouldn’t feel proud of being called a fucktoy, but I do. I press my face deeper into the mattress, arching my back to push my ass higher, displaying myself better for him.

“Thank you, sir,” I murmur into the sheets.

Adam approaches slowly, his footsteps heavy on the carpet. The bed dips as he sits beside me. His finger traces the base of the anal plug, circling the black silicone where it disappears into my body.

“You’ve been wearing this faithfully,” he observes. “Good girl.”

He grips the base of the plug and twists it suddenly, rotating it inside me. The movement sends shockwaves through my body, and I can’t hold back a moan. The plug shifts against sensitive nerves I didn’t know existed, making my toes curl.

“Does that feel good?” he asks, continuing to manipulate the plug. “Did you think Ryan would be taking every part of your virginity?”

I nod, not trusting my voice as he twists the plug again.

Adam chuckles, the sound dark and knowing. “I think I deserve to break in this last hole, don’t you? After all, I’m the one who’s been training you to be the perfect little cumslut.”

His words shouldn’t make me wet, but they do. My pussy clenches at the thought of him claiming my last virgin hole, marking me completely as his creation.

Without warning, Adam grips the base of the plug firmly and pulls. There’s resistance at first as my body tries to keep it inside, then a wet pop as the widest part stretches my ring before finally releasing. I gasp at the sudden emptiness, the cool air hitting my stretched hole.

“Look at that,” Adam taunts, his finger tracing the rim of my now-empty asshole. “Your greedy little hole is winking at me, begging to be filled again.”

His hand comes down hard on my left ass cheek—a sharp, stinging slap that makes me yelp. Before I can recover, he strikes the right cheek just as hard. The slaps continue, alternating sides, each one harder than the last until my ass is burning, the skin glowing hot.

“Please,” I whimper, though I’m not sure if I’m begging him to stop or to continue.

Adam pauses, his hand resting on my heated flesh. “Please what, slut? Fuck your virgin asshole? Ruin your last hole?”

“Yes,” I gasp, shocked at my own desperation. “Please, Sir.”

I hear the snap of a bottle cap, then the slick sound of Adam coating himself with lube. My heart hammers against my ribs, a mixture of fear and sick anticipation.

“This is going to hurt,” Adam warns, his voice almost gentle despite his cruel words. “But that’s what worthless little sluts like you deserve, isn’t it?”

To my horror, I find myself nodding eagerly. “Yes, sir.”

The blunt head of his cock presses against my puckered entrance. Despite the training with the plug, Adam is much thicker, and the pressure is immediately intimidating. He pushes forward slowly but relentlessly, forcing my tight ring to stretch around him.

The burning is intense—far worse than anything I’ve felt before. It feels like I’m being split open, torn apart from the inside. Tears spring to my eyes, blurring my vision as I grip the sheets desperately.

“Fuck,” Adam groans above me. “So tight. Your stepbrother’s going to love fucking this hole too.”

The casual mention of Ryan using this hole as well sends another jolt of confused arousal through me, even through the searing pain. Adam pushes deeper, and I bite the pillow to keep from screaming.

“Breathe,” he instructs, his hands gripping my hips to hold me steady. “Relax and push out.”

I try to follow his directions, forcing myself to exhale and bear down slightly. The pain doesn’t lessen, but Adam slides in another inch, stretching me impossibly wider.

“Thank you,” I whimper, surprising myself with the words.

Adam laughs cruelly. “Are you thanking me for splitting your ass open, slut?”

“Yes,” I gasp, tears streaming down my face.

“Such a perfect little pain slut,” he says, pushing in deeper. “I knew you’d be good at this. Taking cock in your ass like you were born for it.”

The praise, even wrapped in such degrading language, makes me glow with twisted pride. I focus on his words instead of the burning pain, on the feeling of fullness that’s starting to register alongside the discomfort.

“Almost there,” Adam grunts, his fingers digging into my hips hard enough to bruise. “Taking your stepfather’s cock in your virgin ass. What would your friends think if they could see you now? They would only see a desperate slut.”

With a final push, he seats himself fully inside me. I feel impaled, stretched beyond what should be possible. But beneath the pain is something else—a strange fullness that makes my pussy clench around nothing, makes my pierced nipples tighten and ache against the sheets.

“There,” Adam says, his voice tight with pleasure. “A thick cock buried in your ass. Just where it belongs.”

Adam grabs a fistful of my hair, yanking my head back painfully. The sudden movement shifts his cock inside my stretched ass, making me gasp. “Tell me what you are,” he demands, his voice hard and uncompromising. His grip tightens, pulling my scalp until tears spring to my eyes. “Say it, slut. I want to hear you admit what you’ve become.”

“I’m a slut,” I choke out, the words coming easier each time I say them. “Just a set of holes for you to use.”

“Good girl,” he purrs, releasing my hair and placing his hand on the back of my neck instead, pressing my face into the mattress.

He pulls his hips back slowly, his cock dragging against my sensitive inner walls before pushing forward again. The burning is still there, but something else is building beneath it—a strange, forbidden pleasure that makes no sense but grows with each stroke.

“Such a tight little ass,” Adam grunts, establishing a steady rhythm. “My perfect little three-holed fucktoy.”

His pace increases, each thrust driving deeper than the last. The bed creaks beneath us, the headboard hitting the wall with each forward movement. The pain is still there, sharp and insistent, but it’s becoming tangled with pleasure in a way I can’t separate.

“You like this, don’t you?” he asks, though it’s not really a question. “Getting your ass destroyed by your stepfather’s cock. What a dirty little whore you’ve become.”

Adam reaches beneath me, his rough fingers finding my pierced nipples. He pinches them hard, twisting the metal barbells inside the sensitive flesh. The pain shoots straight to my core, making me moan into the pillow.

“These tits are perfect for hurting,” he says, voice thick with satisfaction. “Made for men to abuse while they fuck your worthless holes.”

He releases my nipples only to slap them from beneath; the impact sending shockwaves of pain-pleasure through my chest. I cry out, but push my chest further into his hand, silently begging for more.

“What would your mother think if she could see you now?” Adam taunts, his hips never stopping their brutal pace. “Her precious daughter bent over, taking her husband’s cock up her ass and loving every second of it.”

The taboo mention of my mother makes my stomach flip, but to my horror, it also sends a rush of wetness to my pussy.

“She raised such a good girl,” he continues, his voice mocking. “But underneath, you were always this—a brainless cum receptacle just waiting to be shown your true purpose.”

I moan loudly at his words, unable to hold back my response. My pussy is gushing now, arousal dripping down my thighs despite nothing touching me there. Adam notices his hand reaching between my legs to gather my wetness.

“Look at this,” he says with disgust, showing me his glistening fingers before wiping them on my face. “Disgusting little whore. Your cunt’s leaking all over the floor just from having your ass fucked.”

He brings his hand back to my mouth, pressing his fingers against my lips. “Clean them,” he demands. “Taste how pathetic you are.”

I open my mouth obediently, sucking his fingers clean of my own juices. The taste is tangy and familiar—I’ve tasted myself before, but never like this, never as part of such complete degradation.

Adam’s thrusts become more brutal, each one driving the air from my lungs. The pain is still there, but it’s become secondary to the building pressure inside me, the strange fullness that’s somehow connected to my clit and sending pulses of pleasure through my core.

His hand slides beneath me again, finding my swollen clit. He rubs it roughly, his calloused fingers creating the perfect friction against my sensitive bud.

“Cum for me,” he demands. “Cum from nothing but my cock in your ass. Prove what a depraved little anal slut you truly are.”

I shouldn’t be able to—not from this, not from the violation of my last virgin hole. But his fingers on my clit combined with the relentless pressure inside my ass pushes me toward something massive and inevitable.

“That’s it,” Adam encourages, feeling my body tense. “Let go. Show me what a perfect little whore you are.”

His fingers speed up, rubbing my clit in tight, fast circles as his cock continues to pummel my ass. The dual sensations are too much—the pain, the pleasure, the humiliation, the praise—it all crashes together inside me, and suddenly I’m screaming into the pillow, my body convulsing.

“Fuck yes,” Adam groans as my ass clenches around his invading cock. “That’s it. Milk my cock with that tight little hole.”

My orgasm is unlike anything I’ve experienced before—intense waves that seem to start in my ass and radiate outward, making my toes curl and my vision blur. I’m vaguely aware that I’m babbling, thanking him, begging him, completely lost in the overwhelming sensations.

Adam’s rhythm falters as my inner muscles contract around him. With a deep groan, he drives into the hilt and holds himself there. I feel his cock swell and pulse inside me, flooding my bowels with his hot seed.

“Taking my load in your ass like a good cum dumpster,” he pants, grinding himself against me to empty every last drop. “Filling up this tight little hole with my cum.”

When he finally pulls out, I feel strangely empty and open. His semen immediately begins to leak from my abused hole, running down toward my pussy. Before much can escape, I feel something hard pressing against my entrance again—the plug.

“Keep my cum inside you,” Adam orders, pushing the plug back in. It slides in easier than before, my hole stretched and slick from his use. “I want you to feel it inside you all day. A reminder of who owns your ass now.”

He helps me roll onto my side, my body trembling with aftershocks. To my surprise, he stroked my hair almost tenderly, his touch at odds with the brutality of moments before.

“You’re becoming everything I knew you could be,” he says, his voice softer now. “Such a perfect little slut for us. Taking cock in all your holes, craving the pain as much as the pleasure. I have so many plans for you, and you’ll be a good slut and do everything I ask, right?”

I nod my head, unsure what plans he is talking about, but not really caring. Feeling a twisted pride in his words. I’ve pleased him; proven myself worthy of his attention, his cock, and his cum. What does it say about me that this makes me feel valuable?

“Thank you, sir,” I whisper, and this time I truly meant it.

Adam helps me to my feet, his arm surprisingly gentle around my waist as my legs wobble beneath me. “Clean yourself up,” he says, his tone casual, as though he hasn’t just violently taken my anal virginity. His hands straighten his clothing, tucking himself back into his pants.

I nod, still dazed from the intensity of my orgasm, from the strange mix of pain and pleasure still radiating through my core.

“Oh, and Cindy,” he continues, his voice taking on that tone—the one that makes my stomach flip with anticipation. “Ryan wants to have another game night tomorrow.”

My body tenses at the mention of game night. I remember the last one—how I was paraded in front of Ryan’s friends in next to nothing, how their eyes devoured me, how they spoke about me like I wasn’t even there.

“But it will be a different game they’ll be playing,” Adam adds, his eyes gleaming with dark promise.

“Different?” I echo, my voice small.

Adam’s lips curve into a knowing smile. “You’ll be the main entertainment.”

My heart races at his words. The implication is clear—I won’t be serving drinks or bending over to give glimpses of my body. I’ll be serving an entirely different purpose.

“Tomorrow you will shower, use the enema kit I placed under the sink in the bathroom, and then I want you downstairs completely naked before everyone arrives,” he instructs. “ready to be used however they want.”

I swallow hard, trying to process what he’s saying. Adam wants me to be displayed naked in front of Ryan’s friends—to be offered to them like some party favor. A treacherous heat blooms between my legs, my pussy clenching with shameful anticipation.

“How many?” I ask before I can stop myself.

Adam’s eyebrows raise slightly, surprised by my question. Then he smirks, recognizing the eagerness beneath it.

“That’s nothing a slut like you should be concerned about. Now go shower.” He says.

“Yes, Sir,” I whisper, my voice steadier than I expected. My mind is already racing ahead, imagining what will happen tomorrow night.

Adam studies my face for a moment, seeming to search for any hesitation or reluctance. Finding none, he nods with satisfaction.

“Good girl,” he says. “You really are becoming the perfect little slut.”

With those words, he turns and leaves, closing the door behind him.

I run my hands over my body, touching my pierced nipples, feeling how sensitive they still are from Adam’s rough handling. My fingers drift lower, finding my pussy wet and swollen.

This is who I am now. Who I’ve always been, maybe, just waiting for someone to show me.


Chapter 4

I step into the living room completely naked, my skin still damp from the thorough shower and enema I gave myself as instructed. Adam and Ryan are already waiting, their eyes immediately fixing on my naked body. I pretend to be shy, covering my pierced nipples with one arm and my pussy with my other hand, but inside I’m thrilled by their hungry stares.

“Drop your hands,” Adam commands. “Sluts aren’t shy.”

I obey instantly, letting my arms fall to my sides. The coffee table in the center of the room has been cleared of everything—no magazines, no remote controls, nothing. Just an empty wooden surface.

“Get your ass over here,” Adam says, gesturing to the table.

I walk forward, my nipple piercings catching the light with each step. Ryan adjusts himself in his pants, not bothering to hide his growing erection.

“Get on the floor and bend over the table,” Adam instructs. “Head hanging over that edge.”

I positioned myself as directed. The table is cold against my skin as my stomach touches it, my head hanging over one edge.

“Tits hanging over this side too,” Adam says, tapping the edge of the table.

I shift my position until my breasts dangle over the side too, the metal barbells pointing toward the floor. Adam circles the table, examining me like merchandise. Ryan remains seated, but his eyes never leave my exposed body.

“Spread your legs,” Adam ordered. “Wide.”

I part my thighs, exposing my bare pussy and ass. The position makes me feel completely vulnerable and open. Adam reaches beneath the sofa and pulls out several leather cuffs connected to lengths of rope.

“Hold still,” he says as he grabs my right wrist.

The leather is cold and stiff as he wraps it around my wrist, tightening it until it’s snug but not painful. He secures it with a click, then ties the attached rope to one table leg. He moves to my left wrist, repeating the process until both my arms are secured to opposite sides of the table.

“Lift your leg,” he commands.

I raise my right leg, and he fastens another leather cuff around my ankle. The rope pulls tight as he secures it to another table leg, spreading me wider. By the time he’s done with my left ankle, I’m completely immobilized—spread-eagled on the coffee table.

“Perfect,” Adam says, stepping back to admire his handiwork.

Ryan stands up, adjusting his pants. “Fuck, I don’t think I can wait,” he says, his voice thick with lust. His cock is clearly straining against his zipper.

Adam smirks with satisfaction. “Go ahead, son. The slut needs warming up anyway.”

Ryan doesn’t need to be told twice. He quickly unbuckles his belt and unzips his pants, freeing his already hard cock. He positions himself between my bound legs, not bothering with any preliminaries.

“Always so fucking wet,” Ryan growls, noticing my obvious arousal.

He grabs his shaft, guiding it to my entrance, and drives into me with one brutal thrust. I gasp at the sudden invasion, my body jerking against the restraints.

“Tight little cunt,” he grunts, immediately establishing a rough rhythm. His hips slam against me, his balls slapping against my clit with each thrust.

Ryan grips my hips, using them for leverage as he pounds into me. The table rocks slightly with the force of his thrusts, and Adam watches with obvious enjoyment, his hand rubbing the growing bulge in his pants.

“How’s her pussy, son?” Adam asks casually.

“Fucking soaked,” Ryan responds between thrusts. “But I want to try something else.”

Without warning, Ryan pulls out of my pussy. His cock glistens with my juices as he repositions himself slightly lower. I feel the head of his cock pressing against my tighter hole—the one Adam claimed.

“Please,” I whimper, not sure if I’m begging him to stop or continue.

Ryan ignores my plea, pressing forward steadily. Despite the training with the plug, the stretch burns as he forces his way inside my ass. He groans as the tight ring of muscle gives way and his cock slides in.

“Fuck, that’s tight,” he hisses, pushing deeper.

The pain is sharp at first but quickly blends with a strange fullness that makes my toes curl. Ryan doesn’t give me time to adjust. He starts thrusting immediately, his pace brutal and unforgiving.

“Look at her,” he says to Adam. “Taking it up the ass so easily.”

Adam chuckles. “Some girls are just natural anal sluts.”

Ryan’s thrusts become more erratic, his breathing heavier. “Gonna cum,” he warns, suddenly pulling out completely.

He rushes around the table to where my head hangs off the edge. I barely have time to open my mouth before he shoves his cock between my lips—the same cock that was just in my ass.

The taste is sharp and musky, a combination of my ass despite the cleansing and his pre-cum. I gag at the sudden intrusion, but the restraints prevented me from pulling away.

“Take it all, filthy whore,” Ryan growls, thrusting deep into my throat.

His hands grip the sides of my head, holding me in place as he fucks my face. Tears spring to my eyes as I struggle to breathe around his invading cock. Suddenly, he pushes all the way in, and I feel his cock pulse as he starts to cum.

“Swallow it,” he demands as hot jets of semen hit the back of my throat.

I have no choice but to gulp it down, his grip preventing any escape. Some of it leaks from the corners of my mouth despite my efforts, running down my chin.

Ryan holds himself deep until he’s completely spent, then slowly withdraws. His softening cock leaves a trail of cum and saliva on my chin. He looks down at me with a satisfied smirk.

“Mmm, how does your ass taste, cum dumpster?” he taunts with a cruel laugh.

My face burns with humiliation at his words, but my pussy clenches with arousal.

Ryan tucks himself back into his pants, looking pleased with himself. “That was just the appetizer,” he says, patting my head roughly. “Wait until the main event.”

Adam checks the restraints, ensuring they’re still secure. Glancing at his watch, he says, “Your friends should be here any minute.”

The doorbell rings, making my heart race. I remain bound to the coffee table, unable to move or cover myself. Adam stands over me, his face serious. “New rule, slut. Don’t talk unless someone asks you a direct question. You’re just a piece of furniture now—a toy for them to use. Understand?”

“Yes, Sir,” I whisper, my throat still raw from Ryan’s rough treatment.

Adam nods with satisfaction and heads toward the front door. Ryan adjusts his clothing, tucking in his shirt and running a hand through his hair. He gives me one last smirk before settling on the couch as if having a naked woman tied spread-eagle on the coffee table is completely normal.

I hear the door open, followed by male voices and laughter. My heart pounds faster. These are Ryan’s friends—the same ones who were here before. Now they’ll see all of me, exposed and restrained, available for their use.

Footsteps approach the living room. Then silence. My neck is getting sore, so I lower my head, facing the floor until someone speaks.

“Holy shit,” someone says.

I turn my head as much as the restraints allow to see four guys standing in the doorway, their expressions a mixture of shock and growing lust. I recognize them from the previous game night—Jake, Mike, Zack, and another whose name I don’t know.

“Dude, you weren’t kidding,” Jake says, recovering first. He steps into the room, boldly approaching the table where I’m bound.

The others followed, forming a circle around me. I feel like an exhibit at a museum. Jake reaches out without hesitation and flicks one of my nipple piercings, making the metal barbell jingle slightly.

“The slut’s all ready for us,” he announces, grinning at the others.

Mike moves to the other side, his eyes fixed on my spread legs. “Is this for real?” he asks Ryan. “We can just... use her?”

Ryan nods, leaning back on the couch with a beer. “That’s what she’s here for. Isn’t that right, Cindy?”

All eyes turn to me, waiting for a response. “Yes,” I confirm, my voice small but steady. “I’m here for you to use.”

Their grins widen at my submission. Zack whistles low, circling to get a better view of my ass. “Those piercings are fucking hot,” he comments, reaching out to touch one of my nipples.

Adam returns with a cooler of beer, setting it down near the couch. “Make yourselves comfortable, boys. The game’s about to start.”

To my surprise, the men gradually shifted their attention from me to the TV as Adam turned on the sports channel. They grab beers and settle into various seats around the living room. The game begins, and they cheer at a good play, momentarily forgetting my existence.

But not for long.

During a commercial break, Jake leans over from his seat and casually cups one of my breasts, squeezing it as if he’s testing fruit at a market. “Nice and firm,” he comments to no one in particular.

The others laugh, their attention returning to my bound form. Mike stretches out his leg from where he sits, using his foot to rub against my exposed pussy.

“Dude, she’s wet,” he announced with a grin.

The game resumes, but now a new pattern has been established. They watch the TV, but during lulls in the action or commercials, one or another will reach over to touch me. A pinch here, a slap there. Fingers dipping between my legs to check my wetness.

Zack stands during one commercial break, walking over to get a better look. “These piercings must have hurt,” he says, leaning down to examine my nipples closely. Then, without warning, he twists the barbell.

I gasp at the sharp pain that immediately transforms into pleasure. My back arches involuntarily against the restraints.

“Look how wet she gets when I do this,” Zack announces, continuing to manipulate the piercing. The others lean forward to watch my reaction.

Jake joins him, pinching my other nipple roughly. “Fucking slut loves it,” he observes as I moan despite myself.

The game continues, but I’m now a side attraction that competes for their attention. During one play, Mike slides his fingers along my slit, gathering my arousal before holding them up for the others to see.

“Fucking soaked,” he announces to appreciative chuckles.

Ryan beams with pride, as if my wetness is his accomplishment. “Told you she was a natural whore. The more you degrade her, the wetter she gets.”

To test this theory, Zack slaps my breast hard enough to leave a red mark. I yelp at the sudden pain, but everyone notices the fresh gush of wetness between my legs.

“Holy shit, he’s right,” Zack says, impressed.

The unknown friend, who’s been more hesitant than the others, finally approaches. He runs his fingers through my hair, then suddenly grips it tight, pulling my head back painfully. “Do you like being treated like this?” he asks, with genuine curiosity in his voice.

All eyes turned to me, waiting for my answer. I swallow hard. “Yes,” I admit, my voice barely audible. “I like being used.”

He releases my hair with a satisfied smirk. “Fucking depraved,” he mutters, but his tented pants show his arousal.

They return to watching the game, but the touching becomes more frequent and bolder. One moment Jake is cheering for a touchdown; the next, his fingers are thrusting into my pussy while the others watch and comment on how easily I take them.

“Two fingers, no problem,” Jake says, spreading them inside me. “Let’s try three.”

I gasp as he pushes a third finger into me, stretching me wider. The others gathered closer to watch, the game temporarily forgotten.

“Look at that,” Mike says. “Her cunt’s just swallowing them up.”

Zack pinches one of my nipples again, twisting the barbell. “These tits were made for abuse,” he comments casually.

They discuss my body as if I’m not present, as if I’m just an object they’re evaluating. The fourth friend, whose name I still don’t know, reaches between my legs from behind, his fingers finding my other hole.

“This one’s been used too,” he announces, pressing a finger against my ass. “Still tight though.”

Ryan laughs from his seat. “My dad’s been training that hole. She can take a cock up there now.”

Their casual discussion of my body and how it’s been used, each degrading comment makes me wetter, each rough touch sends sparks of pleasure through me.

After several rounds of beers and increasingly bold touches, Ryan stands up with a mischievous grin. “Time for the real entertainment,” he announces, producing a small ceramic bowl I hadn’t noticed before. He places it next to my bound body on the coffee table. The men immediately perk up, setting down their beers and leaning forward with interest.

“What’s in the bowl?” Jake asks, eyeing it curiously.

Ryan smirks, reaching into the bowl and pulling out several folded pieces of paper. “These,” he says, holding them up dramatically, “are the instructions for how we get to use our little fucktoy tonight.”

The men cheered and gathered closer. I strain my neck to see what’s happening; the restraints limiting my movement. Ryan empties the bowl, dumping all the folded papers onto the table beside me. Some of them fall open, revealing single words written in bold marker.

“Here’s how it works,” Ryan explains, grabbing a stack of red plastic cups from beneath the couch. “We play beer pong. Whoever sinks a ball gets to draw from the bowl. Whatever the paper says, that’s how you get to use Cindy.”

“Fucking brilliant,” Zack says, already eyeing the papers hungrily.

Ryan unfolds each paper and arranges them in a line where I can see them. Seven options stare back at me: ass, cunt, mouth, ass to mouth, tit fuck, fisting, and hand job. Each word is written in bold black letters, reducing me to a list of body parts and functions.

“Rules are simple,” Ryan continues. “You sink a ball, you draw a paper. You get five minutes with whatever hole or act you draw. When time’s up, the next winner gets their turn.”

“What if we want the same hole someone else just had?” Mike asks, his eyes fixed on the word “ass” on one of the papers.

Ryan shrugs. “First come, first served. Her holes can handle it.”

They laugh at this, and I feel my face flush with humiliation—but also with arousal. The casual way they discuss using my body, passing me around like a party favor, makes my pussy clench with shameful need.

“Let’s set up,” Jake says eagerly, grabbing some of the red cups.

They moved the coffee table—with me still bound to it—to the side of the room to create space. Another table is pulled from the corner and positioned in the middle of the room. They arranged ten cups in a triangle pattern at each end, filling them partially with beer.

Ryan asks. “Dad, do you want to play or just enjoy the show?”

Adam settles into his recliner with a fresh beer. “I’ll referee for now. Make sure everyone follows the rules and gets their fair time with the slut.”

They divide into teams, positioning themselves at opposite ends of the makeshift beer pong table. From my bound position, I can see them setting up, preparing to play a game where I’m literally the prize.


Chapter 5

“Flip her over.” Mike suggests. “I think the slut should watch us play for her holes. Don’t you agree?” He looks at the others, who quickly nod.

Then there is a flurry of activity around me as the restraints come loose and I’m turned onto my back, lengthwise on the table. My arms are restrained under the table once again, and my legs spread and lock back in place. This position hurts my neck just as badly as the other position, and I have to strain to lift it or watch my surroundings upside down.

“There,” Ryan says, slapping my pussy lightly. “Now let’s play.”

The beer pong table is set up in front of me, ten red cups arranged in perfect triangles at either end. I watch as Ryan tosses a ping-pong ball that bounces once before landing with a splash in one of Mike’s cups. The guys cheer and high-five, and my heart pounds against my ribs—not with fear, but with a sick anticipation that makes my pussy throb despite myself.

“Game on!” Jake shouts, raising his beer. “Winner gets the first pick of the slut’s holes!”

The tournament begins in earnest. I can only watch snippets of the action, my view limited by the restraints and the awkward angle of my neck. The men trash-talk and laugh, temporarily focused on their game rather than my exposed body. The plastic balls bounce and splash, beer sloshes onto the floor, and the volume of their voices rises with each successful shot.

“Fuck yes!” Mike suddenly yells, pumping his fist in the air. “That’s game!”

Ryan groans in defeat as Mike struts victoriously toward the bowl of papers sitting beside my bound form. His fingers rifle through them dramatically, building suspense as the others gathered around to see what he’ll draw.

“Mouth,” Mike announces with a wolfish grin, holding up the paper for everyone to see. His eyes locked onto mine, dark with anticipation. “Perfect.”

The other guys hoot and slap Mike on the back as he approaches the end of the coffee table where my head hangs over the edge. I stare up at him, my neck already aching from the position, my lips dry with nervous anticipation. He stands directly above me, his crotch at eye level, and begins unbuckling his belt.

“Start the timer,” he calls to Adam, who holds up his phone.

“Five minutes starts when you put your cock in her mouth,” Adam replies clinically, as if discussing the rules of any ordinary game.

Mike unzips his jeans and pulls out his cock. It’s already semi-hard, thickening rapidly as he strokes it a few times while staring down at my upside-down face. I’ve never seen a cock from this angle before—it’s intimidating, especially knowing what’s about to happen.

“Open wide, slut,” Mike commands, gripping himself at the base.

I part my lips obediently, and he doesn‘t waste time with gentleness. He thrusts forward, shoving his cock past my lips and immediately hitting the back of my throat. I gag violently, unprepared for the sudden intrusion, but the restraints prevent me from pulling away.

“Timer starts now,” Adam announces dispassionately.

Mike grabs fistfuls of my hair, using it as handles to control my head as he begins to fuck my face with rough, deliberate strokes. His cock slides deeper with each thrust, cutting off my air and making my eyes water. The upside-down position makes it even harder to breathe, and tears quickly form at the corners of my eyes.

“Look at those tears,” Zack comments, leaning closer to watch. “Fucking hot.”

“She’s taking it like a champ,” Jake adds, his own hand absently rubbing the front of his pants.

Mike increases his pace, his balls slapping against my face with each thrust. I struggle to breathe through my nose during the brief moments when he pulls back enough to allow it. My throat convulses around his intrusion, producing wet, gagging sounds that only seem to excite him more.

“Listen to those noises,” Ryan says proudly, as if my suffering is his accomplishment. “That’s the sound of a proper throat-fucking.”

Saliva pools in my mouth and spills down my face, running into my hair and eyes. I can’t swallow properly in this position, making everything messier. The men watch in fascination as Mike continues to use my throat like a masturbation sleeve, completely unconcerned with my comfort.

“You like choking on cock, don’t you?” Mike growls, staring down into my tear-streaked face. “Fucking worthless cum receptacle.”

I can’t answer with my mouth stuffed full of his cock, but my pussy betrays me, growing wetter at his degrading words. From his chair, Adam notices and points it out to the others.

“Look how wet her cunt is getting just from having her throat used,” he observes. “Natural-born cocksucker.”

The others laugh and crowd closer, some reaching out to touch my exposed body—pinching my nipples, slapping my breasts, running fingers through my pussy lips—while Mike continues his assault on my throat.

“Two minutes left,” Adam calls out, checking his phone.

Mike’s thrusts become more urgent, more forceful. My vision starts to blur from lack of oxygen as he holds himself deep in my throat for longer periods. Just when black spots begin dancing at the edges of my sight, he pulls back enough for me to gasp a desperate breath before pushing in again.

“Fuck, I’m getting close,” Mike announces, his fingers tightening painfully in my hair.

“Make sure she swallows every drop,” Ryan instructs. “That‘s what good little cum dumpsters do.”

My jaw aches, my throat feels raw, and tears stream steadily from my eyes, but something inside me wants to please them—wants to prove I can be the perfect slut they expect me to be. I try to work my tongue against the underside of Mike’s cock when I can, earning an appreciative groan from above.

“Thirty seconds,” Adam announces.

“Perfect timing,” Mike grunts, his rhythm becoming erratic. “Get ready to drink my load, whore.”

His cock swells in my mouth, a final warning before he suddenly drives deep, pushing past any remaining resistance in my throat. I feel the hot pulses as he starts to cum directly down my throat, giving me no choice but to swallow. The position makes it difficult—some of his cum backs up into my mouth and spills from the corners of my lips.

“Swallow it all,” he demands, still pumping his hips slightly. “Don’t waste a drop.”

I struggle to comply, gulping desperately around his thickness. My throat works convulsively, taking his seed directly into my stomach. The other men watch intently, making crude comments about how eager I look to drink his cum.

“Time,” Adam calls out.

Mike holds himself inside my mouth for a few extra seconds before slowly withdrawing. His softening cock leaves a trail of saliva and cum across my face as he pulls out. I gasp for air, coughing and trying to catch my breath as tears and makeup streak down my face.

“Good little cocksucker,” Mike praises, patting my cheek condescendingly as he tucks himself back into his pants.

I lie there, bound and gasping, as the men return to their positions around the beer pong table. The taste of Mike’s cum lingers in my mouth, my throat feels bruised, and my jaw aches from the unnatural stretch.

“Next round!” Ryan announces cheerfully, resetting the cups. “Who’s ready to win the next hole?”

The balls begin bouncing again as they resume their game, competing for their next turn with me. From his chair, Adam catches my eye and gives me an approving nod. Despite everything—the rough treatment, the degradation, the pain—I feel a perverse sense of pride at having pleased them. My pussy is embarrassingly wet, my nipples hard and sensitive.

I’ve only serviced one of them so far. Four more remain, with who knows how many rounds to go.

I barely have time to recover from Mike’s rough treatment of my throat before another cheer erupts from the beer pong table. Jake pumps his fist triumphantly as his ball splashes into the last cup on Ryan’s side. My heart rate quickens as he struts toward the bowl of options, his fingers rifling through the papers before selecting one with deliberate slowness. He unfolds it, his lips spreading into a predatory grin as he holds it up for everyone to see: “CUNT.”

“Fucking perfect,” Jake announces, already unbuckling his belt as he moves between my spread legs. The others gathered around to watch, beers in hand.

Jake runs his fingers through my folds without preamble, making me gasp at the sudden contact. He holds up his glistening digits for everyone to see. “Fuck, she’s gushing. The little slut loves being a fucktoy.”

The men laugh appreciatively, and my face burns with shame—not because they’re wrong, but because they’re right.

“Timer starts when you put it in,” Adam reminds him from his armchair, where he watches with clinical interest.

Jake doesn’t waste time with foreplay. He positions his cock at my entrance and thrusts forward brutally, burying himself to the hilt in one savage motion. The sudden stretch makes me cry out, my back arching against the restraints.

“Tight little hole,” Jake grunts, immediately establishing a punishing rhythm. His hips slam against my inner thighs with each thrust, the sound of flesh slapping against flesh filling the room. “For a whore, her cunt still grips nice and tight.”

Mike leans over and roughly pinches one of my nipples, twisting the piercing painfully. “These tits need some attention too,” he says, beckoning to Zack. “Help me out here.”

Zack eagerly joins him, each man claiming one of my breasts. They pinch and twist my sensitive nipples, pulling at the metal barbells until I’m gasping in a confused mixture of pain and pleasure.

“Slap her tits hard,” Adam directs from his chair. “She likes it rough.”

Zack immediately complies, delivering a stinging slap to my left breast that makes me yelp. The sharp pain sends an unexpected jolt of pleasure straight to my core, making me clench around Jake’s invading cock.

“Fuck, I felt that.” Jake laughs, looking down at where our bodies join. “Her cunt just got tighter when you slapped her. Do it again.”

Mike slaps my right breast this time, harder than Zack did. I cry out louder, my body betraying me again as my pussy pulses around Jake’s cock.

“Thank them for abusing your tits,” Adam commands from his chair, his voice leaving no room for argument.

“Th-thank you,” I stammer between Jake’s brutal thrusts.

“Thank us for what?” Mike demands, twisting my nipple again.

“Thank you for—ah!—for abusing my tits,” I gasp out, the words sending another flood of wetness between my legs.

Jake’s pace increases, his fingers digging painfully into my hips as he uses my bound body for his pleasure. “This worthless cunt feels so good,” he groans, throwing his head back. “Gonna fill it with cum.”

With a final, powerful thrust, Jake buries himself deep inside me and holds himself there. I feel his cock pulse as he empties himself into me, his seed hot against my walls. When he pulls out, cum immediately begins to leak from me, running down toward my ass.

“Time’s up,” Adam announces as Jake tucks himself away. “Next round.”

The game resumes while I lie bound and leaking, my body thrumming with unfulfilled need. Jake didn’t care whether I came or not—I was just a hole for his pleasure, nothing more. The thought makes me clench around emptiness, desperate for more.

It doesn‘t take long before another cheer signals the end of the next round. Zack raises his arms in victory, then moves purposefully toward the bowl of options. He unfolds his chosen paper and grins. “Tit fuck.”

“We’ll need to adjust her position,” Adam says, rising from his chair. He approaches the coffee table and begins unfastening the restraints holding my upper body. “Keep her legs secured, but we need her torso free for this.”

The men released my wrists from the table legs, though my ankles remained firmly bound. Adam and Ryan help position me so I’m half-sitting against the edge of the coffee table, my breasts thrust forward, my legs still spread wide and secured.

Zack stands in front of me, already stroking his hardening cock. “These pierced tits were made for fucking,” he says, reaching out to roughly manhandle my breasts. His fingers knead the soft flesh painfully, squeezing and pinching as he positions himself.

The timer starts as Zack presses my breasts together, creating a tight channel between them. He spits between them for lubrication, the glob of saliva landing on my chest with deliberate disrespect. Then he thrusts his cock into the makeshift cleavage, groaning at the sensation.

“Hold your tits, slut. Fucking perfect, squeeze my cock tight,” he mutters when I comply. He establishes a steady rhythm, his cock sliding between my compressed breasts. The head emerges near my collarbone on each forward thrust, then disappears as he pulls back.

Instinctively, I stick my tongue out, trying to lick his tip each time it comes near my mouth. I’m not sure why I do it—no one instructed me to—but something inside me wants to please him, wants to be the perfect slut they expect me to be.

“Look at that,” Ryan comments, pointing at my extended tongue. “The whore’s trying to taste it. Didn’t even have to tell her.”

“She is a cock-hungry whore,” Mike agrees with a laugh.

Zack adjusts his angle, thrusting higher so the head of his cock now bumps against my lips with each forward motion. I eagerly lick and suck the tip whenever it comes within reach, tasting the salt of his pre-cum.

“Squeeze those tits harder,” Zack instructs, and I comply immediately, pressing my breasts together more firmly to create more pressure around his shaft. His pace quickens, his breathing becoming ragged as he approaches his climax.

With a grunt, he pulls back suddenly, releasing my breasts and stroking himself rapidly. Thick ropes of cum shoot across my chest, coating my pierced nipples and the valley between my breasts. Some reach my neck and chin, marking me with his scent.

“Perfect canvas,” Zack says with satisfaction, using his softening cock to smear his cum across my skin like he’s painting a masterpiece. “Every slut looks better covered in cum.”

The timer beeps, signaling the end of his turn. The men re-secure my wrists to the table legs, returning me to my spread-eagle position. Zack’s cum cools on my skin as the next round of beer pong begins.

The game continues, the ball bouncing and splashing as the men compete for their next turn with my body. Eventually, the new guy I’ve never seen around the house, Josh, wins. He approaches the bowl and draws his option: “ass to mouth.”

“Fucking jackpot,” he says, his previous hesitation completely gone now. He moves between my legs. “Going to ruin this tight little asshole.”

Once again, my restraints are released. This time it’s my ankle. Two of the men pull my knees up to my chest, exposing my puckered hole better.

Adam hands him a bottle of lubricant. “Make sure you use this. We want her to be able to take more cocks back there later.”

Josh squirts a generous amount of the clear gel onto his fingers, then rubs it around my exposed asshole. Despite the plug training, I tense at his touch, earning a sharp slap on my ass.

“Relax, slut,” he commands. “This hole belongs to us now.”

He works one finger inside me, then quickly adds a second, stretching me with minimal preparation.

When Josh deems me ready—far too soon for comfort—he positions his lubed cock at my entrance and pushes forward steadily. The pressure is intense; the stretching burn making me gasp and whimper. Unlike Adam or Ryan, he doesn’t pause to let me adjust, just keeps pressing forward until he’s fully seated inside me.

“Christ, her ass is tight,” he groans, gripping my hips for leverage. “Gripping me like a fucking vise.”

He begins thrusting immediately, each motion sending jolts of pain-pleasure through my core. The other men crowd around, watching in fascination as my asshole stretches around Josh’s invading cock.

“Look at that grip,” Mike comments, leaning closer for a better view. “Her asshole doesn’t want to let go.”

Josh increases his pace, his fingers digging into my flesh hard enough to leave bruises. “Taking it like a champion anal slut,” he grunts, slapping my ass hard enough to make me yelp.

The pain gradually gives way to a strange, full sensation that sends unexpected pulses of pleasure through me. I’m enjoying this—being used in my most private hole by a virtual stranger while others watch—but my body responds with unmistakable arousal.

“Going to fill this tight ass,” Josh announces, his rhythm becoming erratic. With a final, brutal thrust, he buries himself to the hilt and holds there, his cock pulsing as he empties himself inside me.

When he withdraws, I feel his cum leaking from my stretched hole, but I’m not given time to recover. Josh immediately moves to the other end of the table, presenting his soiled cock to my face.

“Time for the second part,” he says with a cruel smile. “Taste yourself, whore.”

He pushes his cock past my lips without ceremony, forcing me to taste the musky, bitter combination of lube, cum, and my own ass. I gag at the taste but have no choice but to accept it as he thrusts shallowly into my mouth.

“Clean it properly,” he demands. “Every inch.”

I force myself to run my tongue along his shaft, cleaning away the evidence of where it’s just been. The men watch with disgusted fascination, commenting on my willingness to perform such a degrading act.

“Perfect little ass-to-mouth slut,” Ryan says proudly, as if my depravity reflects well on him.

When Josh is satisfied with my cleaning job, he withdraws from my mouth and tucks himself away, and my ankles are tied to the table legs again.

“Ready for the next round?” he asks the others, returning to the beer pong table as if nothing unusual had happened.

From his chair, Adam observes it all with evident satisfaction.

My body has barely recovered from Josh’s assault on my ass when another round of beer pong ends. Jake has won again, and he approaches the bowl of options with a predatory gleam in his eyes. When he unfolds the paper and reads “fisting,” his face splits into a wolfish grin that sends a cold spike of fear through me. Even after everything I’ve done, everything that’s been done to me, this feels like a line I’ve never imagined crossing. His hands are large, with thick fingers—how could that possibly fit inside me?

“This should be fun,” Jake says, holding up the paper for everyone to see. The other men crowd closer, their eyes wide with anticipation.

“Ever been fisted before, slut?” Jake asks, already knowing the answer as he positions himself between my spread legs.

I shake my head, unable to form words as panic rises in my chest. “I—I don’t think I can— “

“You don’t think at all,” Adam interrupts from his chair, his voice sharp. “Your holes exist to be used however we decide. Understand?”

I swallow hard and nod, fear battling with my now-conditioned response to obey. “Yes, sir.”

Jake examines my pussy, already swollen and wet from previous use. He runs his fingers through my folds, collecting the mixture of my arousal and the cum still leaking from me. “Already nice and slick,” he comments. “Makes my job easier.”

He pushes two fingers into me without preamble, making me gasp. Unlike the brutal fucking from earlier, his movements are slower, more deliberate. He curls his fingers inside me, finding spots that make my hips buck involuntarily against the restraints.

“Look how eager she is,” Mike comments, watching as Jake works a third finger alongside the first two. “Greedy cunt can’t wait to be stuffed full.”

The stretch burns slightly as Jake scissors his fingers inside me, deliberately working to open me wider. I bite my lip, trying to relax as he adds his pinky finger, pushing all four digits deeper than I thought possible.

“That’s it,” Jake encouraged, his eyes fixed on where his hand disappeared into me. “Take it like the hole you are.”

All conversation ceased as they watched in fascination. Even Adam leans forward in his chair, his eyes narrowed with interest. The room is suddenly silent except for the wet sounds of Jake’s fingers working inside me and my increasingly ragged breathing.

“Now for the thumb,” Jake announces, folding his thumb against his palm and rotating his wrist. “This is where it gets interesting.”

The pressure intensifies exponentially as he pushes forward. It burns—a stretching, tearing sensation that makes me cry out in pain. My body tenses, instinctively fighting against the unnatural intrusion.

“Relax,” Adam instructs from his chair. “Bear down like you’re pushing, not tightening.”

I try to follow his directions, forcing myself to breathe and push outward instead of clenching. Somehow, it helps—Jake’s hand slides forward another inch, the widest part now pressing insistently at my entrance.

“Almost there,” Jake says, his voice tight with concentration. “Your pussy‘s swallowing my whole fucking hand.”

Tears spring to my eyes as the pressure became almost unbearable. Just when I think I can’t take any more, there’s a strange popping sensation and Jake’s hand slides fully inside me. The sudden fullness is overwhelming—I’ve never felt so stretched, so utterly invaded.

“Holy shit,” Ryan breathes, staring wide-eyed at where Jake’s wrist now forms the only visible part of his hand. “She actually took it.”

Jake holds still for a moment, letting me adjust to the impossible fullness. Then, slowly, he begins to curl his fingers into a fist inside me. The sensation is indescribable—pressure against places that have never been touched before, stretching me from the inside in ways I didn’t know were possible.

“Look at this greedy cunt swallowing my whole fist,” Jake marvels, rotating his wrist slightly. The movement sends shockwaves through my core, making my back arch sharply off the table.

“She fucking loves it,” Zack observes, pointing at my flushed chest and hard nipples. “Look at her—getting off on being treated like a piece of meat.”

Jake establishes a slow, careful rhythm, pulling his fist back slightly before pushing deeper again. Each movement creates sensations I’ve never experienced before, pressure against my g-spot and deeper areas that makes my entire body tremble.

To my surprise, I feel an orgasm building—more intense than anything I’ve felt before. I don’t fight it. I haven’t cum all night, and I’m desperate to feel the pleasure no matter how degrading the act. The pressure is too perfect, too intense.

“I think she’s going to cum,” Mike says incredulously, noticing the way my thighs are shaking.

“From being fisted?” Josh laughs. “Fucking depraved.”

The words pushed me over the edge. My body convulses around Jake’s fist as an orgasm tears through me, more powerful than any I’ve experienced before. I scream, unable to contain the overwhelming sensation as waves of pleasure crash through my core.

“Holy fuck!” Ryan exclaims as my body bucks against the restraints. “She’s actually cumming!”

The men cheered loudly, as if my orgasm is a victory in their game. Jake continues moving his fist inside me, prolonging the intense sensations until I’m sobbing from overstimulation.

“That’s enough,” Adam finally says. “Time‘s up anyway.”

Jake slowly uncurls his fist inside me, then carefully works his hand out of my body. The sensation of emptiness that follows is almost as shocking as the fullness was—my pussy gapes open, unable to close properly after such an extreme stretch.

“Look at that ruined hole,” Jake says with satisfaction, holding up his glistening hand for everyone to see. “Fucking stretched her wide open.”

The men laugh and high-five each other, already moving back to the beer pong table to continue their game. I lie there, trembling with aftershocks, my body used and opened in ways I never imagined possible.

After several more rounds, Adam checks his watch and announces, “Let’s take a break. I ordered pizza.”

The doorbell rings as if on cue, and Ryan goes to answer it. I remain bound to the coffee table, exposed and leaking various fluids, as a pizza delivery person stands just on the other side of the front door. The thought sends another perverse thrill through me—how close I am to being discovered like this.

Ryan returns with several boxes of pizza, and the men settle around the living room to eat. They turn up the volume on the TV, watching highlights from earlier games while casually discussing me as if I’m not even present.

“That ass is tighter than I expected,” Josh comments between bites of pepperoni pizza.

“The fisting was the best part for me,” Jake says. “Didn’t think she’d actually cum from it.”

“Dad really trained her well,” Ryan adds proudly. “From virgin to complete slut in what, two weeks?”

They continue eating and drinking, occasionally reaching over to slap my ass or pinch my nipples as they pass by, but otherwise ignoring me entirely. I’m just furniture now—a used sex toy temporarily set aside.

The break lasts about thirty minutes. Empty pizza boxes and beer bottles litter the room as the men’s attention gradually returns to me. Ryan stands up, stretching languidly, then approaches the coffee table where I remain bound.

“I think it’s time for the final event,” he announces, his eyes dark with renewed lust. “This cum receptacle has one more service to perform.”

The others perk up immediately, setting down their beers and moving closer. Adam nods his approval from his chair, a small smile playing on his lips.

“Get her off the table,” Ryan instructs. “We’re going to use all her holes at once.”

Jake and Mike worked to unfasten the leather cuffs around my wrists and ankles. My limbs are stiff from being held in the same position for so long, and I wobble unsteadily as they help me stand. My pussy and ass throb with used soreness, my jaw aches, and my nipples are tender from rough handling—yet my body still responds with shameful arousal at Ryan’s words.

They position me on the floor in the center of the room. Ryan directs the action like a movie director organizing a scene.

“Mike, get on your back,” he instructs. “She’ll ride your cock in her pussy.”

Mike eagerly lies down on the carpet, his cock already hard and waiting. The men manhandle me into position, lowering me onto Mike’s shaft. I gasp as he fills my still-sensitive pussy, my stretched tissues yielding easily to his invasion.

“Josh, you get her ass,” Ryan continues. “Zack and Jake, she‘s got two hands. I’ll take that throat.”

Josh moves behind me, applying fresh lube to his hardening cock. I feel the head pressing against my tender asshole as firm hands on my shoulders push me forward until I’m leaning over Mike’s chest. The position opens my ass further, making it easier for Josh to push inside.

I cry out as Josh breaches my back entrance, the sensation of being filled in both holes simultaneously overwhelming. Before I can adjust, Ryan steps in front of me, his cock level with my face.

“This is the only hole still clean,” he says, gripping my hair and yanking my head up. “Open wide, slut.”

I part my lips obediently, and Ryan immediately pushes his cock into my mouth. Jake and Zack position themselves on either side of me, guiding my hands to their hard shafts.

“Look at the dirty little fucktoy,” Adam says proudly from where he watches. “Born to be filled with cum and used until she is a worn-out piece of meat.”

I’m completely stuffed—cock in my pussy, cock in my ass, cock in my mouth, and one in each hand. They establish a brutal rhythm, using me without concern for my comfort or pleasure. Mike thrusts upward into my pussy while Josh pounds my ass from behind. The double penetration creates an intense fullness that makes my head spin.

Ryan grips my hair tightly, controlling the depth and pace as he fucks my throat. “This is what you were made for,” he grunts, pushing deeper until I gag around him. “Nothing but holes to fill.”

My hands work automatically, stroking Jake and Zack in time with the thrusts I’m receiving. Tears stream down my face from Ryan’s rough treatment of my throat, but I don’t want it to stop. Something inside me has broken open—I want to be used, want to be nothing but a set of holes for their pleasure.

“Perfect airtight slut,” Adam observes from his chair. “Taking cock in every hole.”

The overwhelming sensation of being filled in every hole sends my body into overdrive. The dual penetration in my lower holes creates friction against places inside me that makes my vision blur. I’m being used as nothing more than a receptacle for their pleasure, and yet my body responds with waves of intense pleasure that build rapidly toward something massive.

Mike thrusts upward into my pussy while Josh pounds my ass from behind. The two cocks move in opposing rhythms, one pushing in as the other pulls back, never leaving me empty for even a moment. The friction between them, separated only by the thin wall of tissue between my passages, creates a pressure that makes my entire body tremble.

Ryan continues to fuck my throat, his hands tangled painfully in my hair as he controls my movements. Jake and Zack worked my hands on their cocks, occasionally slapping my face or pinching my nipples when my rhythm faltered. “Pay attention, slut. This isn’t about your pleasure. It’s about ours.”

He’s wrong because the first orgasm hits me without warning—a violent explosion that tears through my core and makes me scream around Ryan’s cock. My pussy and ass clench rhythmically around the invading shafts, intensifying the sensations to almost unbearable levels.

“Fuck, she’s cumming,” Mike announces from beneath me, feeling my inner walls contracting around him. “Her cunt’s trying to milk my dick dry.”

Instead of subsiding, the orgasm seems to merge into another, and then another, waves of pleasure rolling through me in endless succession. I’m dimly aware that I’m making desperate, animal noises around Ryan’s cock—whimpers and moans that would embarrass me in any other context but now only express the overwhelming sensations coursing through my body.

“The slut’s having multiple orgasms,” Adam observes clinically from his chair.

My vision blurs, dark spots dancing at the edges as oxygen becomes scarce with Ryan’s cock blocking my airway. Just as I think I might pass out, his rhythm becomes erratic, his grip on my hair tightening painfully.

“Fuck, I’m gonna cum,” Ryan groans, pushing deep into my throat. “Swallow it all, cocksucker.”

His cock pulses against my tongue, hot jets of semen shooting directly down my throat. I swallow reflexively, gulping down his release as tears stream down my face. When he finally pulls out, I gasp desperately for air, my lungs burning.

Instead of returning to use me again, Ryan steps back, tucking himself away. “I’m going to watch for a bit,” he announces, dropping onto the couch to observe the ongoing use of my body.

The others continue their assault, my holes still stuffed with cock as my body shudders through another climax. The sensations are so intense I can barely think—I’m reduced to nothing but nerve endings and pleasure centers, a collection of holes being used for their designed purpose.

“Switch positions,” Jake suggests, releasing my hand. “I want a piece of that ass.”

Without warning, Josh pulls out of my back entrance, leaving me feeling strangely empty. Jake quickly takes his place, his cock thicker than Josh’s, stretching my already abused hole even wider. I cry out at the new intrusion, my voice hoarse from Ryan’s rough treatment of my throat.

“Fucking tight,” Jake grunts as he pushes into me. “Even after all this use.”

Josh moves to position himself where Ryan was, grabbing my hair and yanking my head up. “Clean my dick with that pretty mouth,” he demands, slapping his cock against my cheeks.

I open obediently, too far gone to do anything but comply. Josh shoves inside roughly, immediately establishing a brutal pace that makes me gag and choke. My eyes water, mascara running down my cheeks in black streaks as I struggle to breathe around his thickness.

“Please,” I gasped during a brief moment when Josh pulled back enough for me to speak. “Use me more... I need it...”

My desperate plea seems to ignite something primal in them. Their grips tighten, their thrusts become rougher, more punishing. Jake slaps my ass hard enough to leave a handprint, the sting adding another layer to the overwhelming sensations.

“Listen to the whore,” Josh laughs, guiding my mouth faster on his cock. “Begging to be used harder.”

“Degrade me,” I pant between Josh’s thrusts into my mouth. “Please... call me names... I’m just a set of holes...”

Their eyes widen at my explicit request for degradation. Mike grabs my pierced nipples from below, twisting them painfully as he continues to thrust up into my pussy.

“Fucking cum dumpster,” he growls, pinching harder. “Nothing but trash to dump our loads into.”

Each degrading word sends another jolt of pleasure through me. I moan loudly, encouraging them with my responses.

Josh pulls out of my mouth, slapping my face with his wet cock. “Worthless cocksleeve,” he snarls, spitting directly onto my face. The glob of saliva lands on my cheek and slides down to my chin, but instead of being disgusted, I feel another rush of arousal.

“Thank you,” I whimper, my voice wrecked from abuse. “Thank you for using me.”

Jake wraps his hand around my throat from behind, squeezing just enough to restrict my breathing as he pounds into my ass. The lack of oxygen makes the sensations even more intense, my head swimming as another orgasm builds deep in my core.

“This is what you were born for,” Jake hisses in my ear, his hand tightening around my throat. “To be a piece of fuckmeat for men to use and throw away.”

His words push me over the edge into another shattering climax. My entire body convulses, my holes clenching desperately around the invading cocks as waves of pleasure crash through me. I’m babbling incoherently, thanking them, begging them, completely surrendering to the role I’ve been molded into.

Mike cums first, groaning loudly as he empties himself into my pussy. Jake follows shortly after, filling my ass with hot spurts of semen. Josh forces his way back into my mouth, fucking my face brutally before pulling out and cumming across my features, painting my face with thick ropes of white.

Zack is the last to finish, using my hand to stroke himself to completion before adding his release to the mess on my face and chest. When they’re all spent, I’m pushed to the floor in a boneless heap. They stand up, admiring their handiwork—cum leaking from every hole, my face and chest covered in their seed.

From his chair, Adam watches with unmistakable satisfaction. His eyes meet mine through the mess of hair and bodily fluids covering my face, and I see something like pride in his gaze. His creation is complete—I’ve transformed from innocent virgin to willing slut in exactly the way he planned.

“Perfect,” he says simply, nodding with approval at what I’ve become.

I drift slowly into consciousness, my body registering soreness before my mind fully awakens. Every muscle aches, every hole throbs with a deep, satisfying soreness that reminds me of how thoroughly I was used. I try to move and feel a pulling sensation on my skin—dried cum crusted on my face, chest, and between my legs.

The memories come back in flashes: multiple men using me at once, filling every hole, covering me with their release, using me like the fucktoy I’ve become.

My fingers touched my face, feeling the flaking residue of dried semen in my hair and on my cheeks. My lips are swollen and tender, my jaw sore from being forced open for hours. I shift slightly and wince at the sharp ache between my legs—both my pussy and ass feel raw, stretched, permanently altered by the repeated invasions.

I don’t remember how I got to my bed. After the final round of the gang bang, I must have passed out from exhaustion and overstimulation. Someone—probably Adam or Ryan—carried my used body back to my bedroom and dumped me on the bed, not bothering to clean me up first.

The evidence of my use is everywhere. My inner thighs are sticky with dried cum that leaked from my holes during the night. My nipples are red and tender from rough handling. When I run my tongue over my lips, I taste the salt of dried semen.

I should feel disgusted. Violated. Used up, but I feel something entirely different stirring inside me.

I begged to be used, and I meant every word that came out of my mouth. During the night, something fundamental shifted inside me—the last remnants of the innocent girl I once was completely burned away, replaced by this new creature who craves degradation and use.

And I can’t wait to do it all again. The memory of being called worthless, being spat on, being passed around like a party favor... it all sends another pulse of heat between my legs even now.

I let my hand drift between my thighs, finding myself already wet despite the tenderness. My fingers brush against my swollen lips, and I gasp at the sensitivity. Even this slight touch is almost too much after the abuse my body endured, yet I crave more stimulation.

The door to my bedroom opens without warning, and I quickly pull my hand away, looking up to see Adam standing in the doorway. His eyes travel over my cum-covered form with a mixture of disgust and satisfaction.

“Slut, get your whore ass in the shower, and stop playing with your cunt,” he sneers, his voice carrying that now-familiar tone of command that makes my pussy clench despite myself. “You might be a cum dump slut, but you need to make sure your holes are cleaned after every use.”

I nod quickly, eager to please him even now. “Yes, Sir,” I respond, my voice hoarse from the previous night’s abuse.

“Be ready to leave the house by six,” he continues, his eyes still roaming over my debauched state. “I‘m taking you out, and wear something appropriate, and that means easily accessible.”

My heart rate quickens at his words. Taking me out? Where? The possibilities make my breath catch.

Adam doesn’t elaborate further. He simply turns and walks out, leaving me with my questions and growing anticipation. Whatever he has planned, I know it will push me further down this path I’ve started on.

I force my sore body out of bed and hobble toward the bathroom. In the mirror, I barely recognize myself. My hair is matted with dried cum, my makeup smeared down my cheeks in tear tracks, my lips swollen and red. I look thoroughly used, utterly debauched, and I haven’t looked sexier than right now.

As I step into the shower and carefully clean between my legs, wincing at the tenderness, I wonder what Adam has in store for me tonight. Whatever it is, I know I’ll accept it willingly, eagerly even. I’ve crossed a line that can’t be uncrossed, discovered a part of myself that can’t be denied.

I am what they’ve made me—a set of holes for men’s pleasure. A worthless slut who craves degradation and use.

Six o’clock can’t come soon enough. I want to know what’s next, how much further I can fall. My mother returns in a few days, but even that thought doesn’t worry me anymore. This is who I am now, who I was always meant to be.

Adam has more plans for me—I can see it in his eyes, hear it in his voice. This is just the beginning, and I can’t wait to discover what comes next.

To Be Continued…

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 Series

Part 1

Part 2

Part 3
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