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Chapter One

I fidget with the hem of my dress as Adam drives through the evening traffic. The dress is so short it barely covers anything when I’m sitting down, and the weird leather harness he made me wear beneath it doesn’t actually cover my breasts—it frames them, pushing them up and out like merchandise on display. He wouldn’t let me wear underwear, only garters and thigh-high sheer stockings. With the heels on, I look like a prostitute.

My legs are pressed tightly together despite his earlier instruction to keep them apart. I’m too nervous, wondering where we’re going tonight.

“Stop playing with your fucking dress,” Adam snaps, his eyes flicking briefly to my hands before returning to the road. “And spread those legs like I told you.”

I immediately obey, letting my knees fall apart. The cool air brushes over my bare pussy, reminding me how exposed I am. The dress rides up even higher now, revealing the bottom curve of my ass.

“Good girl,” he says, his tone softening slightly. His right hand leaves the steering wheel and lands on my bare thigh, his fingers digging into my flesh. “You look perfect tonight. Just like a professional whore.”

He doesn’t call me a good girl often, but when he does, I go all compliant and soft. It feels like I’m doing something good and I really am a good girl instead of a wanton slut.

I feel the familiar heat building between my legs, my pussy getting slick with arousal at his praise and degradation.

The makeup he made me wear feels heavy on my face—thick foundation, dark smoky eyes, and bright red lipstick that makes my mouth look like it’s begging to be fucked. My hair is pulled into a tight high ponytail that makes my scalp ache. When he’d finished dressing me up, he’d stepped back and nodded approvingly. “Perfect cocksucking lips,” he’d said. “No man will be able to resist them.”

We drive in silence for several minutes, the city lights blurring past the window. My heart pounds with nervous anticipation. Finally, I can’t stand the uncertainty anymore.

“Sir?” I asked softly. “Where are we going?”

Adam keeps his eyes on the road, but his lips curl into that knowing smirk I’ve come to both fear and crave. “My boss is hosting a poker night,” he says casually. “High stakes game. Lots of important men from the company.”

He pauses, his hand sliding higher up my thigh until his fingers graze my wet pussy lips. “You’re going to serve drinks,” he continues, pushing a finger inside me without warning. “And be available.”

“Available?” I repeat, my voice catching as his finger curls inside me.

He laughs, the sound dark and knowing. “Don’t play dumb, slut. You know exactly what that means.”

And I do. My pussy clenches around his finger at the implication. I’m going to be passed around. Used. Shared with his coworkers and his boss.

“You’ll do whatever they want,” Adam explains, working his finger deeper inside me. “Except for one thing.” He pulls his finger out abruptly, making me whimper at the loss. “That cunt is off-limits until I say so. They can use your mouth, your hands, your tits... but your pussy is reserved for later.”

“Yes, Sir,” I whisper, my mind racing with possibilities. What does he have planned for my pussy? Who will he give it to?

Adam raises his slick finger to my mouth. “Clean it,” he orders. I wrap my lips around his finger without hesitation, tasting myself as I suck it clean. “Good whore,” he murmurs, satisfaction evident in his voice.

Outside the window, the city transforms as we drive into a wealthier district. The buildings grow taller, more polished. Expensive restaurants with valet parking. High-end boutiques with mannequins wearing clothes that cost more than my entire wardrobe.

I catch glimpses of my reflection in the car window when we pass under streetlights. The girl staring back at me is unrecognizable. Heavy makeup, parted lips, exposed skin. I look like a prostitute—expensive, maybe, but still clearly for sale. How did I get here? Just weeks ago, I was a virgin who’d never even given a blowjob.

Yet despite my nervousness, there’s an unmistakable glint of excitement in my eyes. My reflection doesn’t look disgusted or afraid—she looks eager. Hungry. The corners of my lips turn up slightly, anticipating the degradation to come.

“You’re excited, aren’t you?” Adam asks, catching me studying my reflection. “Look at you, practically dripping at the thought of being used by a room full of men you’ve never met.”

I should deny it, but what’s the point? He’d know I was lying. “Yes, sir,” I admitted softly.

“What are you?” he demands, his hand returning to my thigh, fingers digging in painfully.

“A slut, Sir,” I answer automatically. The word comes so easily now.

“And what are you good for?”

“Being used, Sir. My holes exist for men’s pleasure.”

Adam’s grip relaxes, his fingers now stroking my skin almost affectionately. “That’s right. You’re my set of holes to use.”

He turns off the main road onto a quieter street lined with luxury high-rises. Each building gleams with glass and steel, doormen standing at attention outside. Adam pulls up to one of the tallest towers, where a valet immediately approaches.

“Remember,” Adam says before the valet opens my door. “You represent me tonight. Make me proud.”

My stomach flips at his words. Despite everything—the degradation, the rough treatment, the way he’s systematically broken me down and rebuilt me as a sex object—some part of me still craves his approval. I want to make him proud, to be the perfect slut he’s trained me to be.

“I will, Sir,” I promise, and I meant it.

The valet opens my door, and I carefully step out, conscious of how little my dress covers. From the way his eyes widen, I can tell he gets a clear view of my bare pussy. Adam comes around the car, placing his hand possessively on the small of my back, guiding me toward the entrance.

“Ready?” he asks, his mouth close to my ear.

I take a deep breath and nod. I’m ready to fall even further down this rabbit hole of depravity. Ready to be shared, used, passed around like the object I’ve become.

Ready to discover how much deeper this need inside me goes.

The lobby of the high-rise gleams with marble and gold accents. A massive crystal chandelier hangs from the ceiling, casting sparkles of light across the polished floor. I feel completely out of place in my revealing outfit, like a stain on something pristine and expensive. Adam’s hand remains firmly on the small of my back as he guides me toward the security desk, where a uniformed guard sits watching us approach.

“Good evening, Mr. Hale,” the guard says, nodding respectfully to Adam. His eyes flick to me, and his professional expression instantly shifts to one of undisguised contempt. His lip curls slightly as he takes in my revealing dress, heavy makeup, and obvious purpose for being here.

“She’s with me,” Adam says smoothly, not bothering to introduce me. “Mr. Lawson is expecting us.”

The guard’s eyes linger on my body, making no attempt to hide his disgust. “Of course, sir. Go right up.” His gaze returns to me, looking me up and down like I’m something dirty that might contaminate the expensive furniture. “Didn’t know they allowed that kind of thing in this building,” he mutters, just loud enough for me to hear.

My face burns with humiliation, but to my shame, I feel wetness gathering between my legs. The way he looks at me—like I’m nothing but trash, a whore being brought in to service the wealthy residents—makes my pussy clench with arousal. When did I start getting wet from being degraded like this? When did contempt become a turn-on?

Adam’s fingers dig into my lower back, pushing me toward the elevator. “Move your ass,” he says, his voice low but commanding.

The elevator doors slide open silently, and Adam guides me inside, pressing the button for the penthouse. As soon as the doors close, he turns to face me.

“You’re getting wet right now, aren’t you?” Adam asks, noticing my reaction. Without waiting for a response, he reached under my dress, his fingers finding my slick pussy. “Fucking soaked,” he confirms, satisfaction evident in his voice. “Such a perfect little slut.”

He withdraws his hand and wipes his wet fingers across my lips, smearing them with my own arousal. “There. Now your lips are literally begging for cock.”

The elevator climbs higher, and my nipples harden beneath the leather harness, visible through the thin material of my dress. My tongue darts out to wet my lips, tasting myself mixed with the waxy flavor of the smudge-proof lipstick.

“One more thing,” Adam says as the elevator approaches the top floor. “These are important men. My boss is wealthy and powerful. Making everyone happy tonight is good for my career. Do not embarrass me.”

“I won’t, Sir,” I promise, desperate to please him despite everything.

The elevator doors slide open to reveal a short hallway with only one door—the penthouse. Adam knocks, and moments later the door swings open.

A distinguished-looking man in his fifties stands in the doorway. He’s tall, with salt-and-pepper hair styled perfectly. His expensive shirt is unbuttoned at the collar, revealing a glimpse of tanned chest. He exudes power and confidence.

“Adam,” he greets, then his eyes moved to me. His gaze is different from the security guard’s—not contemptuous, but calculating. Appraising. He studies me like I’m a product he’s considering purchasing, his eyes lingering on my barely covered breasts, then dropping to my exposed legs.

“This must be the entertainment you promised,” he says, his voice rich and smooth.

“Yes, sir,” Adam replies. “As discussed.”

The man—Mr. Lawson, I assume—continues his visual assessment of me. “Turn around,” he commands, speaking to me directly for the first time.

I obey without hesitation, spinning slowly to give him a full view of my body. The dress barely covers my ass, and I know he can see the bottom curve of my cheeks.

“Excellent, Adam,” he says when I’m facing him again. “You’ve outdone yourself.” He steps back, gesturing for us to enter. “The others are already here. Take her to the back room and get her ready.”

Adam guides me inside, past a spacious living area where I catch glimpses of several men sitting around a poker table. They all turn to look as we pass, conversation pausing momentarily. One whistles low under his breath. Another raises his glass in Adam’s direction, nodding appreciatively at the “entertainment” he’s brought.

We continue down a hallway, away from the main room. My heart pounds harder with each step, my mind racing with questions.

Despite my nervousness—or perhaps because of it—my body responds with unmistakable arousal. My nipples are so hard they ache, pressing visibly against my thin dress. My pussy throbs between my legs, so wet now that I worry it might be visible on my thighs. I unconsciously lick my lips again, my tongue darting out to moisten them as my mind fills with possibilities.

Adam notices the gesture and smiles knowingly. “Already desperate for cock, aren’t you?” he murmurs, his hand sliding down to squeeze my ass roughly. “Don’t worry, slut. You’ll get plenty tonight.”

He stops at a door at the end of the hallway and pushes it open, revealing what appears to be a guest bedroom. I step inside, my legs trembling slightly—not with fear, but with shameful anticipation. I’ve come so far from the innocent girl I once was. Tonight, I’ll go even further.

And God help me, I can’t wait.


Chapter Two

I stand in the center of the guest bedroom, my heart hammering against my ribs as Adam locks the door behind us. The room is luxurious—plush carpet beneath my heels, expensive artwork on the walls, a king-sized bed with crisp white sheets. But I’m not here to admire the decor.

“Strip,” Adam ordered. “Everything off except the heels, garters, and that tit harness.”

My fingers tremble slightly as I reach for the hem of my already-short dress. I pull it over my head in one smooth motion, leaving me essentially naked except for the few items he specified. The leather harness doesn’t cover my breasts at all—it squeezes them along the sides, making my pierced nipples even more prominent. The cold air in the room makes them harden immediately; the metal barbells catching the light from the bedside lamp.

“Goo,” he says, reaching into his jacket pocket. “Now we just need to add a little decoration for the evening.”

He pulls out something I hadn’t expected—a thick anal plug with a large jewel at the base. The plug itself is black silicone, substantial in girth, but it’s the sparkling blue gem that catches my eye. It glints in the light like a sapphire, expensive-looking and obscene.

“Bend over the bed,” Adam instructs, his voice leaving no room for argument. “Ass up, face down.”

I move to the edge of the bed and lean over it, my forearms resting on the mattress, my ass elevated. I hear Adam moving behind me, then the distinctive snap of a cap opening.

“Spread those cheeks,” he orders. “Show me that tight little asshole.”

My face burns with humiliation as I reach back with both hands and pull my ass cheeks apart, exposing my most private hole to his gaze. Despite my embarrassment, my pussy clenches with anticipation, already wet and aching.

“Such an eager little anal slut,” Adam comments, noticing my arousal. I feel something cold drip between my spread cheeks—lube, sliding down from my exposed hole toward my pussy.

Adam’s finger follows the trail, collecting some of the lube before pressing against my tight entrance. “Relax,” he commands as he pushes his finger inside me.

I gasp at the invasion, my body instinctively tightening around his digit. He worked his finger deeper, rotating it to spread the lube inside me. After a few moments, he withdraws and adds more of the slick substance directly to the plug.

“Now for the real thing,” he says, positioning the tip of the plug against my prepared hole.

The pressure is immediate and intense—the plug is significantly thicker than his finger. I focus on my breathing, trying to relax as the widest part stretches my entrance.

“Fuck,” I whimper, tears springing to my eyes as the plug continues its relentless invasion.

“Take it,” Adam growls, pushing more firmly. “Your holes exist to be filled, and it’s not much bigger than a cock.”

Just when I think I can’t stretch any further, my body yields and the widest part slides past my tight ring of muscle. I feel the plug settle into place, the heavy jewel resting against my skin, the fullness inside me impossible to ignore.

“There,” Adam says with satisfaction. “A slut should always have something plugging at least one hole.”

He helps me stand upright; the plug shifting inside me with the movement. Every step, every small shift sends jolts of sensation through me, making me moan.

“Let’s go,” he says, taking my arm. “Time to show you off.”

Adam leads me back down the hallway, my heels clicking on the hardwood floor. Each step makes the plug move slightly, reminding me of its presence. We reached the main room, and Adam pushed me toward a well-stocked bar in the corner.

“Stand by the bar until everyone arrives,” he orders, his eyes traveling over my exposed body. He notices the wetness on my inner thighs and cruelly pinches one of my pierced nipples, making me gasp. “Look at you, already dripping like the pathetic whore you are,” he taunts, showing me the glistening evidence of my arousal on his fingers.

Men begin to filter into the room, each one pausing briefly when they notice me before continuing their conversations as if a nearly naked woman standing here is a perfectly normal sight at a poker game. They’re all well-dressed in expensive clothes, most in their forties or fifties and sporting wedding rings. These are Adam’s colleagues.

“The market’s been volatile this quarter,” one says to another as they pass by me, his eyes flicking to my exposed breasts before returning to his colleague’s face.

“Did you see the numbers from the Asian markets?” another asks, casually reaching out to brush his fingers against my ass as he walks past, touching the jeweled base of the plug briefly.

The air gradually fills with cigar smoke and expensive cologne as more men arrive. They settled around the large poker table, occasionally glancing in my direction but mostly treating me as part of the decor—an interesting novelty but not worthy of more than a glance.

I stand perfectly still, my face burning with humiliation and arousal as they ignore me or casually objectify me with their eyes. I can feel my pussy getting wetter, my nipples hardening further. Each small shift of the plug inside me sends another jolt of pleasure-pain through my core.

Mr. Lawson rises from his seat at the head of the table, his presence immediately commanding attention from everyone in the room. The chatter dies down as he clears his throat. His eyes flick to where I stand exposed by the bar before addressing his guests. “Gentlemen, welcome to another night of high stakes,” he announces, his voice rich and authoritative. “Before we begin, I believe we need refreshments.” He turns his stony gaze directly on me. “You—slut—bring us drinks!”

I jump at the harshness of his command, immediately moving behind the bar. My hands tremble slightly as I reach for crystal tumblers and expensive bottles of whiskey and scotch. I arranged the glasses on a silver tray, pouring generous amounts of amber liquid into each. The jeweled plug shifts inside me with every movement, a constant reminder of my purpose here tonight.

With the tray balanced carefully in my hands, I stepped out from behind the bar and approached the table. Eight men sit around it, their eyes following my naked body as I moved closer. I bend forward to serve the first man, placing his drink in front of him. As I do, his hand immediately shoots out to grab my ass, fingers probing between my cheeks to touch the base of the plug.

“Nice piece of pussy,” he comments to Adam, pushing slightly on the plug and making me gasp as it shifts deeper inside me.

I move to the next man, who takes his drink with one hand while the other pinches my nipple hard enough to make me wince. The metal barbell twists in his grip, sending shocks of pain-pleasure through my breast. He doesn’t acknowledge me, continuing his conversation about quarterly projections as if I’m not even there.

“The tech sector’s looking bullish for next quarter,” he says to the man across from him, casually twisting my piercing one more time before releasing me.

I continue around the table, each man taking similar liberties with my body as I serve them. One slides his hand between my legs, his fingers gathering the wetness from my pussy before wiping it on my inner thigh. “Fucking soaked.”

By the time I reach the final player—a heavy-set man with thick fingers and a gold watch that probably costs more than a car—my body is burning from their touches, my pussy embarrassingly wet despite the humiliation of being treated like an object.

“Christ, look at those fuck-me lips,” he comments, grabbing my wrist as I set down his drink. His grip is tight enough to hurt, forcing me to stay bent over as he studies my face. “I bet she knows how to use them.”

The men chuckled, and Adam’s voice cuts through their laughter. “Why don’t you find out? Slut, get under the table and service him,” he commands.

My face burns at the casual way Adam offers my mouth for another man’s use. Without hesitation—I sink to my knees and begin crawling beneath the large poker table. The space is cramped and dark, the plush carpet rough against my bare knees. I navigate around the men’s legs, positioning myself between the heavy-set man’s spread thighs.

Above me, I hear the shuffling of cards and the clinking of poker chips. The game has begun as if I’m not even there. I reach for the man‘s zipper, carefully pulling it down before freeing his already half-hard cock from his expensive slacks.

“Straight flush beats your full house,” someone above me says as I wrap my fingers around the thick shaft in front of me.

I lean forward and take him into my mouth, my lips stretching around his girth. He groans softly at the contact, his hand moving under the table to grab a fistful of my hair, guiding my movements.

“Focus, Henderson,” another man laughs. “Don’t let the slut’s mouth make you lose your concentration.”

The heavy-set man—Henderson, apparently—tightened his grip on my hair. “Shut up and deal,” he growls, pushing my head down further on his cock until I gag slightly. “My wife hasn’t sucked my dick since our honeymoon, so I already feel like I’m winning.

I work my tongue around his shaft, applying suction that draws another groan from him. The awkward position under the table forces me to balance on all fours, my ass raised behind me, the jeweled plug glinting in the dim light filtering between the men’s legs.

“Raise,” someone says above me.

“Call,” Henderson responds, his voice remarkably steady despite what my mouth is doing to him. His control seems to frustrate him—he yanks my hair harder, forcing me to take more of his length.

I struggle not to make noise as his cock hits the back of my throat, knowing the men want to pretend I’m not here. But I can’t help the wet, gagging sounds that escape as he begins actively fucking my face, holding my head in place as his hips thrust upward.

“Someone’s enjoying the house entertainment,” one man commented, followed by several chuckles.

“Fold,” Henderson says, seemingly in response to a new round of betting. With both hands now free, he grips my head between them, using my mouth with increasing urgency.

The poker game continues above me—chips being tossed into the center of the table, cards being dealt and discarded. Occasional comments about Henderson’s obvious distraction pepper the conversation.

“I think Henderson’s about to lose more than his money,” someone jokes, prompting more laughter.

“Fold,” Henderson grunts again, this time with a different meaning as his thrusts become erratic. “Fuck, I’m close.”

I brace myself, knowing what‘s coming. His fingers wrap around my ponytail as he shoves himself as deep as possible down my throat. I feel his cock pulse against my tongue as hot spurts of cum hit the back of my throat. I swallow reflexively, not wanting to spill a drop and disappoint Adam.

Henderson holds me in place until he’s completely spent, then roughly pushes my head away. “Good mouth,” he mutters, tucking himself back into his pants before refocusing on the game.

I remained under the table for a moment, catching my breath, the taste of his release still thick on my tongue. My jaw aches from the rough use, but there’s an unmistakable throb between my legs.

I emerge from under the table, my knees red from the rough carpet, and the taste of Henderson’s cum still thick on my tongue. As I rise unsteadily to my feet, another player—a lean man with cold blue eyes and a gold wedding ring that catches the light—reaches out and grabs my wrist. “Come here,” he orders, pulling me roughly onto his lap without taking his eyes off his cards. “I want something to play with while I take these bastards’ money.”

I landed awkwardly across his thighs, the jeweled plug shifting painfully inside me with the sudden movement. The man arranges me to his liking, positioning me so my back is against his chest, my legs draped over one of his thighs.

“Nice hand,” he comments to someone across the table, completely ignoring me except for his left hand, which begins idly toying with my pierced nipple. His fingers rolled the metal barbell, twisting it and tugging at it with no regard for my comfort. With his right hand, he continues to manage his cards and chips.

“Raise a hundred,” he announces, punctuating his bet by pinching my nipple hard enough to make me bite my lip to keep from crying out.

The game continues around me; the men discussing market trends and business opportunities between hands. The man whose lap I occupy—I hear someone call him Daniels—slides his left hand down from my breast to between my thighs. His fingers find my pussy embarrassingly wet, ready.

“Cunt is leaking like a faucet,” he mutters, loud enough for the others to hear. “Adam, your little whore is going to have to lick my pants clean. She’s making a mess.”

Adam chuckles from his spot at the table.

Daniels slides two fingers inside me without warning. I gasp at the sudden intrusion, my body clenching around his digits. He begins a steady rhythm, fucking me with his fingers while his thumb occasionally brushes against my clit.

“Call,” he says in response to another player’s bet, his fingers never stopping their invasion of my body.

I struggle to stay quiet as he adds a third finger, stretching me wider. My arousal builds traitorously, my hips beginning to move subtly against his hand. With his other hand, he tossed chips into the center of the table, completely focused on the game.

“Look at her,” Henderson commented from across the table. “Moving her hips like the desperate slut she is. Those tits need more attention, though.”

As if taking this as instruction, another player reaches over and roughly grabs my breast, twisting the piercing cruelly. The sharp pain makes me gasp, but the sensation goes straight to my core, my pussy clenching around Daniels’ fingers.

“I think our entertainer is enjoying herself too much,” Mr. Lawson observes dryly from the head of the table. “Perhaps we should remind her of her place.”

At this cue, Daniels increases the pace of his fingers, driving them deeper inside me. He shifts his thumb to press firmly against my clit, rubbing in tight, quick circles. The dual stimulation is overwhelming, especially with the plug still stretching my ass and the other player continuing to twist and pull at my nipple piercings.

The pleasure builds rapidly, coiling tighter and tighter in my core until it’s impossible to contain. When it breaks, it crashes through me with unexpected force, making me cry out loudly as my pussy spasms around Daniels’ invading fingers.

“Shut your whore mouth!” Daniels snaps, shoving me roughly off his lap. “No one wants to hear you moaning.”

I land hard on the floor, sprawled inelegantly at his feet like discarded trash. My body still trembles with aftershocks, my breathing ragged. The men glare down at me with irritation, as if I’ve committed some unforgivable breach of etiquette.

Adam points to a chair in the corner where I notice several large dildos resting on a small table beside it.

“Go sit there and spread those legs, facing us,” he ordered coldly. “Fuck that cunt and keep quiet until the game’s over. Sluts are meant to be seen, not heard. And don’t you dare stop driving the fake cock up your pussy,” he instructs.

I crawl to my feet, unsteady on my heels, and make my way to the corner. The chair is positioned so that it faces the poker table already, ensuring the men can watch if they choose to. The small table beside it holds three dildos of varying sizes, along with a bottle of lube.

I sit down, spreading my legs wide as commanded. The position pushes the anal plug deeper, making me wince. I selected the medium-sized dildo—thick enough to be a challenge but not so massive that it might make me cry out again. My hand trembles slightly as I position the blunt head at my entrance.

“No hands on your clit,” Adam calls out, noticing my free hand drifting toward my sensitive bud. “Just the toy. We want you desperate and on edge, not satisfied.”

I push the dildo inside, my pussy already slick from Daniels’ earlier attention. The stretch is immediate; the silicone toy unyielding compared to fingers or a real cock. I begin moving it in and out as instructed, fucking myself while eight pairs of eyes occasionally flick in my direction before returning to their cards.

“Full house,” one of them announces, revealing his hand with a triumphant smile.

“Fuck,” another curses, throwing his cards down in disgust.

They continue their game as if I’m not even there, just a piece of living furniture in the corner, a visual amusement to glance at between hands. The dismissal stings more than any physical pain they’ve inflicted. At least when they were using my body, they were acknowledging my existence.

The dildo slides in and out mechanically as I maintain a steady rhythm. My arm grows tired, but I dare not stop.

Time stretches endlessly as I fuck myself in the corner. My arousal builds again despite the clinical nature of the act, the presence of the plug in my ass adding to the stimulation. But without being able to touch my clit, I remain frustratingly on the edge, unable to reach another climax.

During a break in the game, Henderson approaches my corner. His cock is already out, half-hard and demanding attention. Without a word, he grabs the back of my head and shoves himself into my mouth while I continue pumping the dildo. He fucks my face roughly for a minute or two, then pulls out without finishing, tucking himself away and returning to the game as if he just took a quick bathroom break.

Another player wanders over during a later pause, this one interested in my pierced nipples. He twists and pulls at the metal barbells, testing how far they’ll stretch my sensitive flesh. “Keep fucking yourself, slut,” he comments when I get distracted by his fingers.

“Yes, Sir,” I reply softly, wincing as he gives a sharp tug.

“Didn’t ask you to speak,” he snaps, slapping my breast hard enough to leave a red handprint.

Throughout the evening, different men approach during breaks to use my mouth or abuse my breasts, but none of them bring me to orgasm or seem particularly concerned with my pleasure. I’m simply a convenient receptacle, a living sex toy to be used and forgotten.

Only Mr. Lawson keeps his distance. From his seat at the head of the table, his eyes occasionally find me in my corner. Unlike the others, whose gazes hold only momentary lust before returning to their game, his assessment is calculating. There’s something in his expression that makes me nervous and excited all at once.

As the evening wears on, my arm aches from the repetitive motion, my jaw is sore from multiple uses, and my nipples throb from constant abuse. The only time I get a break is when they want another round of drinks. My body remains aroused, stuck in a state of desperation. I need release. The evidence of how turned on I am glistens on the dildo with each stroke.

I’m going to go out of my mind if I don’t get to cum soon.


Chapter Three

The poker game finally wound down after what felt like endless hours. My arm aches from mechanically working the thick dildo in and out of my swollen pussy, and my thighs tremble with exhaustion. The men rise from the table, tucking away their winnings as they prepare to leave. Each one passes by my chair, where I sit with my legs still spread wide, the dildo still sliding in and out as ordered.

“Nice piece of ass,” Henderson comments as he walks past, his eyes raking over my naked body. “Tight little mouth, too.”

Another player—Daniels—stops to grab one of my pierced nipples, twisting it painfully as a goodbye. “Filthy cunt,” he says with a smirk. “But a good fuck toy.”

One by one, they filed out, each throwing degrading comments my way, as if I were nothing more than an object. My pussy clenches around the dildo each time, my body responding to their cruel words with traitorous arousal even as my muscles scream with fatigue.

“Good, slut,” another says, patting my cheek condescendingly. “My wife would never let me do half the shit we did to this whore.”

Finally, only Adam and his boss, Mr. Lawson, remained in the penthouse. Sensing their attention shifting fully to me, I slow my movements with the dildo. Surely it’s time to stop now that the other men have left. My arm feels like it might fall off, and my pussy is raw from hours of penetration.

The sudden crack of Adam’s hand across my face shocked me out of my exhaustion. The slap isn’t hard enough to leave more than a red mark, but it’s sharp and unexpected, snapping my head to the side and forcing my full attention to him.

“Did I tell you to stop, worthless slut?” he barked, his eyes cold and commanding.

My pussy immediately floods with wetness at his harsh tone, my nipples hardening painfully despite hours of abuse. “No, Sir,” I whimper, resuming the mechanical thrusting of the dildo into my aching hole.

“That’s right,” Adam says. “You don’t decide when to stop. Your holes exist to be used until I say otherwise.”

The combination of the unexpected slap, his degrading words, and my exhaustion suddenly pushes me over an edge I didn’t know I was approaching. My back arches involuntarily as an intense orgasm crashes through me without warning. My pussy spasms violently around the dildo, gushing wetness down my thighs and onto the expensive chair beneath me.

“Oh, fuck, fuck, fuck,” I moan shamelessly, unable to control the convulsions wracking my body. My vision blurs as wave after wave of pleasure pulses through me, more intense than any climax I’ve experienced before.

Both men watch my humiliating display with cold fascination. Mr. Lawson’s lips curl into a small, satisfied smile while Adam’s expression remains impassive, almost bored by my uncontrolled response to his discipline.

“Pathetic,” Adam comments as my orgasm continues longer than it should; my body betraying just how much I crave this treatment. “Coming from being slapped and called worthless.”

My thighs shake uncontrollably as the last aftershocks pulse through me, leaving me gasping and disoriented. Sweat covers my skin, my makeup is surely ruined, and I can feel how thoroughly soaked the chair is beneath me.

“Now you can stop,” Adam says coldly when my tremors finally subside.

I pull the dildo out with shaking hands, and it slides from my swollen, abused pussy, landing on the carpeted floor with a wet thump. A dark stain spreads beneath it where my arousal soaks into the expensive fabric.

Adam checks his watch and nods to his boss. “I should be heading out now. Thank you for the invitation,” he says, his tone starkly contrasting with the depraved scene before him.

I rise on shaky legs, automatically moving toward Adam, but he places a firm hand on my shoulder, stopping me in my tracks. “No, slut. You’re staying here tonight,” he informs me matter-of-factly. “I’ll pick you up tomorrow morning.”

My eyes widened with shock as the reality of his words sank in. He’s leaving me here? With a man I barely know? For the entire night?

“But—“ I start to protest, only to be silenced by Adam’s warning glare.

He turns to his boss, who watches our exchange with predatory interest. “She’ll do whatever you want,” Adam says, his tone casual. “No limits.”

My pussy clenches again at his words, even as my mind struggles to process what’s happening. He‘s giving this man complete access to my body, permission to do anything he wants until morning.

Without another word, Adam walks toward the door, not sparing me even a backward glance. His footsteps echoed on the hardwood floor at the entrance, the sound of his imminent departure sending a pulse of panic through me. The door opens, then closes behind him with a definitive click that seems to echo through the now-silent penthouse.

I stand naked, my legs still trembling from multiple orgasms, my ass still plugged with the jeweled toy, facing a man who now owns me until morning. The realization that I’ve been passed off like property should horrify me. Instead, my nipples harden and my pussy throbs with renewed arousal.

The penthouse feels suddenly enormous with just the two of us. Mr. Lawson doesn’t speak immediately after Adam leaves. Instead, he takes a slow sip from his whiskey glass, ice cubes clinking against crystal as his eyes never leave my naked body. I shift my weight from one foot to the other, unsure what to do without direct commands. Finally, he sets down his glass and approaches me with deliberate, unhurried steps.

He begins to circle me slowly, his expensive shoes making soft sounds on the hardwood floor. Unlike the other men who grabbed and pawed at me throughout the evening, he didn’t touch me at all. His eyes do the touching—calculating, assessing, taking inventory of what Adam has left him for the night.

“Turn,” he commands simply when he reaches my back.

I rotate obediently, my body responding to orders without hesitation now. His gaze lingers on my pierced nipples, red and swollen from hours of rough handling. He studies the bite marks on my breasts where someone got carried away, the handprints on my ass from countless slaps, the glistening wetness still coating my inner thighs.

“Bend over. Spread your cheeks,” he orders next, his voice clinically detached.

I comply immediately, folding at the waist and reaching back to expose my plugged hole to his inspection. I feel his breath on my skin as he crouches for a closer look, though he still doesn’t touch me.

“How many men have fucked this ass?” he asks.

“I don’t know, Sir,” I reply, my voice small but steady. The game night was a blur.

“And your cunt?”

“I don’t remember, sir.” I replied again.

He chuckles. “Figures. Whore’s lose count after a while. Stand up. Face me.”

I straighten and turn toward him again. He’s directly in front of me now, close enough that I can smell his expensive cologne and the whiskey on his breath.

“Open your mouth,” he instructs.

I part my lips, and he inspects my mouth like a dentist. “How many loads have you swallowed tonight?”

“Four, sir,” I answered truthfully.

The silence stretches between us, more intimidating than any words could be. He’s not like the others who used me with animalistic grunts and groans. His clinical examination makes me feel more like an object than all the groping hands did earlier.

“You’re Adam’s stepdaughter,” he finally says. It’s not a question.

“Yes, sir.”

“And when did this arrangement begin?”

“Two weeks ago, sir.”

His eyebrow raised slightly. “From virgin to this in a matter of a few weeks,” he muses. “Impressive.”

His words send another pulse of arousal through me. My pussy clenches around emptiness, still swollen and sensitive from hours of penetration.

“On your knees,” he commanded suddenly.

I drop immediately; my body knows its place now, responding to orders without hesitation or thought.

He unzips his pants and pulls out his cock—thick, uncut, and already half-hard. Without being told, I lean forward, my mouth opening in automatic response. He stops me with a hand on my forehead.

“No,” he says firmly. “Not yet.”

Instead, he steps back and sits in the armchair, his cock still exposed and growing harder by the second. “Crawl to me,” he orders. “Like the bitch you are.”

I move forward on hands and knees, the jeweled plug shifting with each movement. When I reach him, he spreads his legs wider.

“Take out the plug,” he instructs. “Slowly.”

My fingers find the base of the plug, and I begin to pull gently. The widest part stretched my rim painfully before finally popping free with a wet sound that made me flush with humiliation.

“Put it on the table,” he says, pointing to the small end table beside his chair.

“Now,” he continues, his voice dropping lower, “tell me what you are.”

“I’m a slut, Sir,” I answer automatically, the phrase so familiar now.

“Be more specific,” he demands.

I swallow hard. “I’m a worthless set of holes for men to use, sir.”

“And do you enjoy being a worthless set of holes?”

“Yes, Sir,” I admit, my pussy clenching at the degrading words.

“Show me how wet you are,” he commands.

I reach between my legs and gather some of my arousal on my fingers, then hold them up for his inspection. My fingers glistened in the soft lighting of the penthouse.

“Pathetic,” he comments, though his cock twitches visibly at the evidence of my arousal. “Clean your fingers.”

I put them in my mouth, sucking them clean as he watches with growing interest.

“You’ll call me Mr. Lawson tonight,” he informs me. “And you will thank me after each thing I do to you, no matter how painful or degrading. Understood?”

“Yes, Mr. Lawson,” I reply, my heart rate speeding up at the promise of pain.

He leans forward, his face suddenly close to mine. “Adam said no limits. Let’s see if that’s true.”

His hand snaps out suddenly, gripping my jaw so hard it hurts. His thumb forces its way between my lips, pressing down on my tongue. “You’re going to earn every breath tonight,” he whispers. “Every moment I allow you to exist will be paid for with your holes and your dignity.”

My pussy floods with wetness at his words, my nipples hardening painfully. What’s wrong with me that this treatment makes me so aroused? But I know the answer already—this is who I am now. Who I’ve always been, perhaps.

“Thank you, Mr. Lawson,” I whisper around his invading thumb.

His smile is predatory as he releases my jaw and sits back in his chair. The silence stretches again as he considers how to use his new toy for the night, and I wait on my knees, trembling not just from physical exhaustion but from the anticipation of what this calculating man will do with my body until morning.


Chapter Four

I remain on my knees before Mr. Lawson, his thumb still wet from my mouth as he studies me. When he finally speaks again, his voice cuts through the silence like a blade.

“Lie face down on the floor. Now.”

The command leaves no room for hesitation. I immediately lower myself to the plush carpet, pressing my cheek against the soft fibers. Behind me, I hear the rustle of Mr. Lawson removing his clothes.

“Spread your legs wider,” he orders.

I comply immediately, parting my thighs to expose myself more fully. The carpet scratches lightly against my sensitive nipples as I adjust my position. I hear more movement, then feel his presence behind me, between my spread legs.

He stands there for a moment, observing me. I can’t see him, but I feel his eyes traveling over my naked body like physical touches. Then the heat of his bare skin radiates against mine as he lowers himself between my thighs.

His naked body is less fit than Ryan’s or Adam’s—softer in places, with the slight paunch of middle age pressing against my ass as he positions himself. His chest hair tickles my back when he leans over me. There’s something more degrading about being beneath this older man I barely know, this stranger Adam has given me to for the night like I’m nothing but a borrowed toy.

Without warning, he drives his cock into my pussy in one brutal thrust. Despite how wet and swollen I already am from hours of stimulation, the sudden invasion makes me gasp. He’s thick, stretching me wide as he buries himself to the hilt.

“You fucking stupid cunt,” he growls directly into my ear, his full weight pressing me into the floor. “Taking a stranger’s cock like a whore.”

His words send a shameful pulse of arousal through me, making my pussy clench around his invading shaft. He begins thrusting immediately, establishing a merciless pace that drives my hips repeatedly into the carpet.

“Thank me, whore,” he demands, punctuating the command with a deep thrust. “Thank me for being privileged to feel my cock.”

“Thank you, Mr. Lawson,” I gasp out, my voice muffled against the carpet. “Thank you for using my pussy.”

He laughs cruelly, his hips never stopping their punishing rhythm. “Such a good little fuckdoll. So well-trained already.”

His hands grip my wrists, pinning them above my head as he continues to rut into me from behind. The position leaves me completely helpless, pressed flat beneath his weight, unable to move except to take what he gives me.

“Look at you,” he taunts when an involuntary moan escapes my lips. “Getting off on being used like this. It’s all you’re good for, isn’t it? Just a set of holes to be filled.”

“Yes, Mr. Lawson,” I whimper, because it’s true. This is what I am now—what I’ve become. What I’ve always been, maybe, just waiting to be shown my true purpose.

His cock drives deeper, hitting spots inside me that send electric pulses of pleasure through my core. My nipples drag painfully against the carpet with each thrust, adding another layer of sensation that pushes me closer to the edge despite my exhaustion.

“Pathetic little whore,” Mr. Lawson continues, his crude words and brutal pace have me gushing and moaning. “I bet you’d let anyone fuck you. I could invite the security guard up here and you’d spread your legs for him too, wouldn’t you?”

The image his words conjure—being used by the man who had looked at me with such contempt—sends another flood of wetness to my already soaked pussy. I can’t deny the truth, as my body responds with unmistakable arousal.

“Yes, Mr. Lawson,” I admit, my voice breaking as he drives his cock in deep as he can.

“Say it,” he demands, slowing his thrusts to grind himself against my cervix in a way that’s almost painful. “Say what you are.”

“I’m a worthless whore,” I gasp out. “Just holes to be used. Good for nothing else.”

“That’s right,” he hisses, his pace increasing again. “Nothing but a cum receptacle. Not even a person anymore.”

Something about his words—the casual dismissal of my humanity—pushes me over the edge I’ve been approaching. My pussy contracts violently around his cock as an orgasm tears through me, making me cry out against the carpet.

“Fuck, thank you, Mr. Lawson,” I babble through the waves of pleasure, remembering his earlier rule. “Thank you for making me cum.”

He laughs coldly above me, never stopping his punishing rhythm. “Pathetic little cumdump,” he taunts, “cumming from being treated like worthless trash. You really are nothing but a brainless fuckhole.”

My body continues to spasm beneath him as he uses me through my orgasm, prolonging the intense sensations until they border on painful. I’m dimly aware that tears are streaming down my face, though I couldn’t say if they’re from pleasure, pain, or the overwhelming realization of what I’ve become.

Mr. Lawson’s thrusts become more erratic, his breathing heavier as he approaches his own climax. His fingers dig painfully into my wrists where he still pins them above my head.

“Going to fill this worthless cunt,” he grunts, driving deep one final time. I feel his cock pulse inside me, pumping his seed into my pussy. He holds himself there, grinding against me to empty every last drop into my receptive body.

When he finishes, he remains on top of me for a moment, his softening cock still inside me, his breath hot against my ear. “That pussy is still tight despite being a massive slut,” he comments dispassionately. “Adam picked a well-made toy.”

He pulls out abruptly, leaving me empty and leaking onto the expensive carpet. I lie there, not moving. My body aches from the rough use, but a sick satisfaction spreads through me—I’ve pleased him and made him cum.

After catching his breath, Mr. Lawson pushed himself off me, and without warning, his hand shoots out, grabbing a fistful of my hair. Pain blooms across my scalp as he yanks me to my feet, not bothering to be gentle. My legs wobble beneath me, weak from exhaustion and my recent orgasm, but he doesn’t care—he simply drags me forward by my hair, forcing me to stumble after him through the penthouse.

“Move, slut,” he orders when I struggle to keep up, giving my hair another painful tug.

The rough treatment sends another wave of shameful arousal through my body. My pussy, already sore and leaking his cum, clenches at the casual cruelty.There’s no denying the wetness still gathering between my thighs as he drags me along like a reluctant dog.

We pass through a hallway lined with expensive art I’m too disoriented to appreciate, and finally into a massive bedroom. Floor-to-ceiling windows offer a breathtaking view of the city below, but Mr. Lawson gives me no time to admire it. He shoves me roughly to my knees beside his king-sized bed, my bones hitting the hardwood floor painfully.

“Stay there, whore,” he commands, releasing my hair.

My scalp tingles with relief as his fingers let go of my ponytail. I remain motionless on my knees, watching as he walks naked to the nightstand. His body shows his age—slightly sagging pecs, the small pot belly that pressed against me earlier, and the whitening hair on his chest and groin—but he moves with the confidence of a man accustomed to power and obedience.

He retrieves something from the drawer—a small blue pill that he holds up for me to see. “Viagra,” he explains with a smirk. “We’ve got all night, and I’m going to use every one of your holes until you can’t walk.”

He tosses the pill into his mouth and swallows it dry. “And you’re going to thank me every time,” he adds, his voice hardening with authority.

“Yes, Mr. Lawson,” I responded automatically.

Mr. Lawson positions himself in front of me, his semi-hard cock hanging at eye level. It’s still glistening with the mixture of his cum and my juices from our previous coupling.

“Clean it with your mouth and get it hard again,” he demands, grabbing my chin roughly to tilt my face upward.

I obediently open my lips, taking his softening cock into my mouth without hesitation. The taste is a combination of his bitter release and my own tangy arousal—a filthy cocktail that should disgust me but only makes me moan around his shaft.

I work my tongue around his shaft, paying special attention to the sensitive underside as I’ve learned men prefer. My lips form a tight seal as I suck gently, feeling him begin to harden again in response to my attentions. His hands come to rest on either side of my head, not forcing me yet, but establishing control.

“Such a good little cocksucker,” he comments dispassionately.

His words shouldn’t please me, but they do. I redouble my efforts, taking him deeper until he hits the back of my throat. I fight my gag reflex, determined to prove my worth as a proper fucktoy. When he’s fully hard again, straining against my lips, he abruptly pulls out of my mouth.

“That’s enough,” he says, grabbing my arm and hauling me to my feet. Without warning, he throws me onto the bed with enough force that I bounce against the mattress. “Time to wreck your holes.”

I barely have time to orient myself before he’s on me, flipping me onto my back and shoving my legs apart. He positions himself between them and drives into my pussy in one brutal thrust, making me cry out at the sudden stretching sensation. My body is already sore from hours of use, but he doesn’t care about my comfort.

“Thank me for using your worthless cunt,” he demands, establishing a punishing rhythm.

“Thank you, Mr. Lawson,” I gasp out as he pounds into me. “Thank you for using my pussy.”

He doesn’t look at my face as he uses me. His eyes are fixed on where our bodies join or on my bouncing breasts, but never on my expression. I’m not a person to him—just a collection of holes and flesh to be used for his pleasure. And God help me, that realization sends another pulse of arousal through me.

After several minutes, he flips me onto my hands and knees without warning, his cock barely leaving my body as he repositions me. He grabs my hips and begins hammering into me from behind, the new angle allowing him to penetrate even deeper.

“Stupid, brainless cunt,” he grunts with each thrust. “Nothing but a piece of meat for men to empty themselves into.”

“Yes, Mr. Lawson,” I agree, because it’s true. “Thank you for reminding me.”

He pushes my face down into the mattress, muffling my responses as he continues his assault on my body. His hand presses against the back of my head, holding me in place as he uses me like a masturbatory aid rather than a living person.

When he tires of this position, he flips me again, this time pushing my legs up against my chest until my knees nearly touch my shoulders. The position leaves me completely exposed and vulnerable, unable to move or resist as he drives into me with renewed vigor.

“So fucking useless except for these holes,” he pants, sweat dripping from his forehead onto my chest.

The degrading words make me clench around him involuntarily, my body betraying how much his verbal abuse turns me on. He notices and laughs cruelly. “You actually like this, don’t you? Like being treated like garbage.”

“Yes, Mr. Lawson,” I admit, unable to deny the truth as my pussy grows wetter despite the pain.

He suddenly withdraws completely, leaving me empty for just a moment before flipping me roughly onto my stomach. I feel him positioning himself behind me again, but this time his cock presses against a different entrance—my asshole, still sensitive from the plug I wore all evening.

“Time to try out this hole,” he announces coldly.

Before I can prepare myself, he drives forward, forcing his thick cock past the tight ring of muscle. The pain is immediate and intense, a burning stretch that makes me scream into the pillows.

“Shut up, whore,” he snaps, slapping my ass hard enough to leave a handprint. “Your holes exist for my pleasure, not your comfort.”

“Yes, Mr. Lawson,” I sob into the pillow. “Thank you for using my ass.”

He begins thrusting, each movement sending jolts of pain-pleasure through my core. The initial burning gradually fades as my body adjusts to the invasion, replaced by a strange fullness that makes my toes curl.

“Filthy anal slut,” he grunts, increasing his pace. “Taking it up the ass like you were born for it.”

His degrading commentary continues as he pounds into my most intimate hole, calling me worthless, brainless, nothing but a set of holes, a cum receptacle, a piece of meat. Each insult makes me wetter; my body responding to the degradation in ways that only serve to confirm my new identity.

When he finally comes, it’s with a satisfied groan, his cock pulsing deep inside my ass as he empties himself. “Thank you for filling my worthless ass, Mr. Lawson,” I say without prompting, earning a slap on my already reddened cheek.

“Good whore,” he says, the closest thing to praise I’ve heard from him all night.

Hours pass in a blur of penetration, pleasure and pain. I lose count of how many times Mr. Lawson uses me—my mouth, my pussy, my ass—his erection seemingly endless thanks to the medication. When he finally appears to tire of using me on the bed, he grabs my arm and drags my exhausted body from the tangled sheets. My legs barely function as he pulls me across the plush carpet toward an adjoining bathroom. The lights automatically flickered on as we entered to reveal a massive walk-in shower with multiple heads and a bench built into the wall.

“On your knees,” he orders, shoving me inside the glass enclosure.

My knees hit the hard tile painfully as I comply, watching through half-lidded eyes as he adjusts the temperature controls. Warm water suddenly cascades over us both from multiple directions, plastering my hair to my face and back. The hot spray feels good on my abused body, washing away the sweat and dried bodily fluids that cover my skin.

Mr. Lawson positioned himself in front of me, his cock hanging semi-hard before my face despite having climaxed at least four or five times already. The Viagra is clearly still working its magic on his system.

“One more time,” he says, tapping his shaft against my cheek.

I part my lips automatically, taking him between them despite my exhaustion. My jaw aches from overuse, the muscles strained from hours of accommodating his girth. Still, I work my tongue around his length, tasting the remnants of our combined fluids as the shower water streams over us both.

“That’s it,” he mutters, his hand coming to rest on the back of my head. Not forcing, just guiding. “Drain the last drop from my balls like a good cumslut.”

I hollow my cheeks, sucking harder as I bob my head up and down his shaft. The shower makes everything slippery, water running into my eyes and mouth as I service him. Despite his multiple orgasms throughout the night, his cock slowly hardened again under my attention.

“Worthless cocksucking whore,” he grunts, his fingers tangling in my wet hair. “Born to serve on your knees or back.”

His words barely register anymore—they’ve become background noise, white static that accompanies the act of servicing a man. I focus on the task at hand, determined to please him one last time before my exhausted body gives out completely.

It takes longer this time for him to approach his climax. My neck and jaw burn with fatigue as I work him with my mouth, my hands braced against his thighs for support. When he finally begins to twitch against my tongue, I prepare myself for one last mouthful of his release.

“Swallow it,” he commands as his cock pulses, delivering a much smaller load than before down my throat.

I dutifully gulp it down, cleaning him thoroughly with my tongue as he finally begins to soften. When he steps back, I slump against the shower wall, completely spent. Water continues to cascade over me, washing away tears I didn’t realize I was shedding.

Mr. Lawson stands under the spray, washing himself thoroughly with expensive-smelling soap. He pays special attention to his genitals, cleaning them meticulously while ignoring my presence on the floor of his shower. I watch through exhausted eyes as he rinses away all evidence of our activities, his body gleaming under the water.

When he’s satisfied with his own cleanliness, he finally glances down at my crumpled form. A small, condescending smile plays across his lips as he takes in my state—bruised, exhausted, used up.

“You’re a good little slut,” he comments casually, the closest thing to a compliment I’ve received all night.

I look up at his words, a pathetic spark of pride igniting in my chest at this minimal praise. Our eyes meet, and his smile widens with cruel intention. Without warning, his softened cock is aimed directly at my face, and a powerful stream of hot urine hits my cheek.

I gasp in shock, instinctively trying to pull away, but the shower wall blocks my retreat. The yellow stream redirects to my hair, then my breasts, soaking me. This ultimate humiliation—being treated literally like a toilet—should be my breaking point. Instead, I feel a twisted sense of completion, as if I’ve reached the ultimate expression of what I’ve become: something less than human, an object to be used in every possible way.

“Thank you, Mr. Lawson,” I whisper, the words emerging automatically from my lips.

He laughs, genuinely amused by my response to this extreme degradation. “Christ, you really are the perfect whore. Adam is a lucky man. I’m almost tempted to buy you from him.”

My heart speeds up. Adam would never sell me. Would he? Could he?

When his bladder is empty, he steps back under the spray to rinse himself one final time. “Clean yourself up, whore. I plan to use you again in the morning before Adam arrives to pick you up,” he ordered dispassionately before stepping out of the shower.

I remain under the water, watching it circle the drain—pinkish at first from various abrasions and rough treatment, then clear as the last evidence of my degradation washes away. My body moves on autopilot as I reach for the soap, scrubbing every inch of my skin thoroughly. I wash my hair twice, desperate to remove any trace of urine from my strands.

When I finally emerge from the shower, Mr. Lawson is already in bed with fresh sheets and scrolling through his phone. He doesn’t look up as I dry myself with a plush towel and doesn’t offer any further instructions. Taking his silence as permission, I carefully climb onto the bed, my body screaming in protest at every movement.

I curl up on the far edge of the mattress, not presuming to touch him or seek comfort. He barely acknowledges my presence, setting his phone aside and turning off the bedside lamp without a word. Darkness envelops the room, broken only by the city lights filtering through the floor-to-ceiling windows.

As exhaustion pulls me toward unconsciousness, a strange satisfaction settles over me despite everything—or perhaps because of it. I’ve been used thoroughly, degraded completely, treated as nothing but holes to be filled. And I performed exactly as expected. Adam will be pleased when he picks me up tomorrow.

That thought warms me more than any physical comfort could. Pleasing Adam has become my purpose, proving myself worthy. As sleep claims me, a tired smile plays across my swollen lips.


Chapter Five

I’m dragged from the depths of exhausted sleep by rough hands forcibly spreading my thighs. My eyelids flutter open to see Mr. Lawson looming over me, not bothering to check if I’m even awake. My body is aching from hours of use throughout the night, and before I can fully orient myself, he’s positioning himself between my legs, his cock already hard and ready.

Without a word, without even a perfunctory touch to check if I’m wet, he drives into me with a single brutal thrust. Pain lances through my core as his thick shaft forces its way into my dry, swollen pussy. I yelp in pain at the sudden invasion.

“Shut up, cunt,” he snaps, his voice cold and irritated.

The friction burns like sandpaper against my already raw tissues. Each thrust hurts; my body not given any chance to prepare for the intrusion. Tears spring to my eyes, but I forced myself to remain as quiet as possible.

To be seen, not heard. To be used like an object.

Mr. Lawson doesn’t look at my face—his eyes are fixed on some point above my head, his expression one of detached concentration, only chasing his pleasure. His free hand grabs my face, roughly pushing it to the side so he doesn’t have to see my expression. My cheek presses into the pillow, forcing me to stare at the wall while he uses me.

His hips maintain a steady pace. There‘s no passion, no desire—just a man using an available hole to get off before starting his day. The message couldn’t be clearer: I am nothing more than a convenient receptacle, not even worth the effort of foreplay or engagement.

“Fucking hole,” he mutters under his breath.

My body, traitorous as always, gradually begins to respond despite the rough treatment. The initial painful friction slowly gives way as natural lubrication finally begins to form. My pussy softens around his invading cock, adapting to his presence. The burning sensation doesn’t disappear entirely, but it dulls enough that the familiar stirrings of arousal begin to build in my core.

Mr. Lawson notices the change, feeling my body’s surrender. A small snort of derision escapes him. “Pathetic slut. Getting wet from being used like garbage.”

I don’t respond—I’m not sure if I’m allowed to speak, and his hand is still pressing my face into the pillow, anyway. A small, shameful part of me wonders if he’ll let me cum, if the growing pressure between my legs might find release.

But Mr. Lawson has no interest in my pleasure. His thrusts become shorter, more urgent as he approaches his climax. His breathing quickens, his fingers digging harder into my cheek. With a final grunt, he drives deep and holds himself there. I feel the familiar pulsing of his cock as he empties himself inside me.

The moment he finishes, he pulls out abruptly. I wince at the sudden emptiness and the feeling of his release immediately beginning to leak from me. Without pause, he rolls off me and sits on the edge of the bed, his back to me.

“Get out of my penthouse, cunt,” he says without turning around. His voice is flat, already mentally moved on to whatever’s next in his day. “Wait for Adam by the elevator downstairs.”

I push myself up on shaky arms, my entire body protesting the movement. My thighs tremble as I swing my legs over the side of the bed opposite him, wincing at the soreness between them.

I spot my short dress lying across a chair. Moving gingerly, I pick it up and pull it over my head, not bothering with the leather harness or garters scattered nearby.

The thin material of the dress clings to my body. It barely covers my ass, and with no underwear, I’m essentially still exposed. I slip my feet into the heels, giving my appearance a cursory check in the mirror on the wall. My hair is a tangled mess, my makeup almost gone, and what’s left is smeared. I look exactly like what I am—a used-up whore being sent home after a long night of service.

Mr. Lawson has already moved to the en-suite bathroom. I hear the shower running as I make my way toward the bedroom door. He doesn’t say goodbye, doesn’t acknowledge my existence. I’ve served my purpose, and now I’m nothing. Not even worth a parting glance.

I turn and make my way out of the penthouse. My steps are uneven, my body sore, but I feel oddly proud of myself even as cum leaks slowly down my inner thighs as the elevator doors close behind me.

The lobby is blindingly bright, and I stand awkwardly by the bank of elevators, arms wrapped around myself in a futile attempt at modesty. Each time the elevator doors open, well-dressed residents emerge, their eyes flicking over me with immediate recognition of what I am. A woman in a tailored business suit clutches her designer handbag tighter as she passes, as if my presence might contaminate her carefully constructed respectability.

An older couple whispers as they walk by, the woman’s face pinched with disgust. I hear snippets of their conversation—“standards” and “class of people”—before they disappear through the revolving front door. I fix my gaze on the polished floor, counting the seconds until Adam arrives to collect me.

“Well, look who’s still here.” The voice makes my head snap up. It’s the security guard from last night, the one who had looked at me with such contempt when I arrived. Now his expression has shifted to something different—calculating, appraising. His eyes travel slowly down my body, lingering on my bare legs and the barely concealed curve of my ass.

He moves closer, abandoning his post at the security desk. Unlike the residents who kept their distance, he deliberately invades my personal space, circling me like a predator assessing prey. “You look well-used.” He mutters, just loud enough for me to hear. “Now standing in the lobby like common trash.”

I don’t respond, unsure what to say. My eyes dart toward the parking garage entrance, desperately hoping to see Adam appear.

The guard steps even closer, his breath hot on my ear. “I’m almost on break and feeling generous, so how about I give you fifty bucks for a quick fuck,” he offers bluntly, his voice casual as if he’s asking about the weather.

My mouth opens in shock, but before I can form a response, I see Adam emerging from the parking garage entrance. Relief floods through me as he approaches.

“I’m sure she can accommodate you,” Adam answers casually, obviously overhearing the offer. He doesn’t even look at me for confirmation, doesn’t hesitate for a moment.

The guard nods, a business transaction completed, and jerks his head toward a door behind the security desk. “This way, whore.”

Adam gives me a small push between the shoulder blades, urging me to follow the guard. My legs move automatically, carrying me through the door and down a short hallway to a small office. One wall is covered with security monitors showing different areas of the building. A metal desk occupies most of the space, cluttered with coffee cups and paperwork.

“Bend over,” the guard ordered, already unzipping his pants. When I hesitate, he adds, “Now, whore. I’ve only got fifteen minutes before I have to get back.”

I lean forward over the cold metal desk, my hands gripping the edge. The guard flips up my dress, exposing my bare ass and pussy to the fluorescent office lights. I hear him whistle low under his breath.

“Fucking mess between your legs,” he comments, his finger roughly probing my tender, cum-filled pussy. “Used pussy. I should get a discount.”

My face burns with humiliation, but my pussy clenches, begging for cock. Behind me, Adam is leaning against the wall, watching dispassionately as another man prepares to use me. His voice is lazy and amused as he says, “If it’s too messy for you, we’ll just go. I don’t want to waste anyone’s time.”

The guard lets out a sharp, barking laugh. “Please. I’ve put my dick in worse holes.” He jams two fingers into my raw pussy, scooping up a glob of mixed cum, and wipes it absently on my ass. “Don’t bother cleaning her up, anyway. Sluts should always be full of cum, and nothing says ‘ready’ like a used-up cunt. Besides, it saves me the trouble of lube.”

I flinch, but the sick thrill of humiliation has my pussy wet with more than just cum. The guard lines up behind me and pushes in, his cock forcing out a leaking trickle of Mr. Lawson’s load with every thrust.

My body yields more easily than it did with Mr. Lawson this morning. The guard grunts appreciatively, his hands gripping my hips hard enough to bruise.

“Still tight for such a used-up hole,” he comments to Adam over my back, as if I’m not even present. “Must be young.”

“Eighteen,” Adam responds. “Barely broken in.”

The guard laughs, the sound ugly and harsh as he establishes a punishing rhythm. “Wouldn’t know it from how wet she is. Fucking slut loves it.”

He’s right. Despite everything—the pain, the humiliation, the degradation of being rented out for a measly fifty dollars—my body responds. Each thrust sends sparks of pleasure through my core. The friction against my swollen clit builds pressure low in my belly, a coiling tension that grows despite myself.

“Look at her,” the guard pants, slapping my ass hard enough to make me yelp. “Gonna cum being used like a cheap hooker.”

The guard’s rhythm becomes erratic, his breathing heavier. “Gonna cum,” he grunts. Just as he pulls out, I feel myself toppling over the edge, an intense orgasm crashing through me without permission.

My pussy contracts around nothing, my body shuddering visibly as pleasure radiates outward from my core. I cry out despite myself, my hips bucking against the desk as waves of release wash over me. Behind me, I hear the guard’s grunt as he strokes himself to completion, hot spurts of cum landing across my ass and lower back.

The guard laughs breathlessly, tucking himself back into his uniform pants. “Dirty slut.”

My legs tremble beneath me, aftershocks of my orgasm still pulsing through my body as the guard reaches into his pocket and hands Adam the money.

“Thanks for letting me use your whore, but it’s time to leave the building,” the guard says matter-of-factly, smoothing his uniform. “We don’t allow whores to sell themselves here.” His tone is businesslike, as if we haven’t just done what he said.

Adam pockets the money without comment. He grabs my arm, pulling me upright from the desk. The guard is already turning away, his attention shifting to the security monitors as if we’ve ceased to exist.

I spot a box of tissues on the corner of the desk and grab several, hastily wiping the guard’s cooling cum from my skin. The tissues come away wet and sticky, a physical reminder of what I’ve become—a body to be used, now rented out, and then discarded.

I pull my dress back down over my ass, though the thin material clings uncomfortably to the places I couldn’t quite clean properly, making me cringe. My hands tremble slightly as I smooth the fabric, trying to restore some semblance of decency despite knowing it‘s pointless.

“Let’s go,” Adam says finally, turning toward the door without checking if I’m ready to follow.

We pass through the lobby and outside; the morning sun is painfully bright, forcing me to squint as Adam leads me toward the parking garage. The cool air raises goosebumps on my bare legs, making me acutely aware of how little I have on.

Adam starts the engine once we get inside but doesn’t immediately pull out of the parking space. “You did good,” he says, making my heart flutter embarrassingly in my chest.

He reaches into his pocket and pulls out the crumpled cash the guard gave him.

“Here,” he says, holding out the money. “You earned this.”

I take the twenty-dollar bill hesitantly. I’ve never been paid for sex before—never imagined I would be.

“You‘ve been giving that pussy up for free,” Adam continues matter-of-factly, putting the car in reverse. “If anyone offers you money from now on, take it. You might be a worthless slut, but your holes are worth something, at least.”

There’s a perverse logic to his words that makes me clutch the twenty tighter. If I’m going to be used anyway, shouldn’t I get something for it? The thought makes me feel dirty, but also aroused.

“By the way, my boss was impressed,” Adam says as we pull out onto the street. “Said you were the best entertainment he’s had at a poker game, yet. Took everything he gave without complaint.”

My cheeks warmed at the backhanded compliment. “He was... rough,” I managed to say, my voice hoarse from disuse.

Adam nods, a small smile playing at the corners of his mouth. “You like it rough. Most girls would have cried or complained. You just took it, like the perfect whore.”

He pauses at a red light, drumming his fingers on the steering wheel. “I must thank you. You were so good, I got a promotion. Mr Lawson called to tell me just before I picked you up.”

I feel a bizarre surge of pride. “That‘s good,” I whisper, meaning it. “I’m glad I could help.”

“Oh, you helped,” he confirms, returning his eyes to the road. “More than you know.”

I clutch the twenty dollars in my hand, feeling the worn paper between my fingers. It‘s tangible proof of my new value, my new role in Adam’s life. Not just a stepdaughter, not just a slut—something with actual worth.

“So, what now?” I ask softly as we turn onto the familiar road leading home.

Adam’s smile fades, replaced by his usual calculating expression. “Your mother is coming home tomorrow,” he says, his tone businesslike again. “So we have to pretend you’re my good little stepdaughter and not my dirty slut.”

I nod, understanding the need for discretion. My mother can never know what I’ve become—what Adam has made me.

“But don’t worry,” he adds, his hand suddenly landing on my bare thigh, fingers digging into the tender flesh. “Those holes of yours will get plenty of use when your mother leaves again. Knowing her, she’ll be gone by next week, but in the meantime, Ryan has plans for you.”

The mention of Ryan’s name sends a shiver of excitement through me. This all started because of my crush on him, but it’s gone beyond that now, and I couldn’t be happier.

I’m glad Adam saw the real me hiding, waiting to be unleashed. My desire for Ryan was only the beginning. Under Adams’ control, I’m reaching heights of pleasure I never thought possible, and I’m able to embrace my true self.

I can’t wait to see how far I can go.

To Be Continued…

Part 5 has already been written. I just have to edit it so it will be released within the next few weeks.

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.

Betrayed Milkers Full Book Set

Life Under the Dome Series:

Selected For Hucow Service

Hucow In Service

Escaping Hucow Service

Ending Hucow Service

Life Under the Dome Full Book Set

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  June 2026)

Sanda and the Hucow

Hucow on the Menu (coming May 2026)

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

Pony-girl Bestfriend Book 1-3

The Correction Company (A pet play Full length story)

The Perfect Pet (coming 2026)

Used and Transformed: The making of a SLUT Series

Parts 1-4

Part 5 (coming soon)
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