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Author’s note:

My Insta-Harem saga continues

I thought Heather’s three-book series would be the end of it

I was wrong

The stories just keep coming

So I’ll have to keep writing them

~ Scott ~

I’ve only been helping Penny with her side business for a few months

I know her well enough but she keeps surprising me

Then she came to me with a story

That shocked me

~ Penny ~

I had already seen Chad a couple of times and it was easy to figure out just who he was

So when he showed up for our appointment wearing one of those hats

I didn’t think too much of it and he didn’t push it too far

But when the world shifted on its axis

I made a really big mistake

Huge

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Introduction

~ Scott ~

I met Penny about a year ago, just before Heather and I went to Dubai. Heather knew her from a modeling shoot and they hit it off right from the get-go. Heather can talk to almost anyone and that was perfect with Penny because, as I found out later, she’s surprisingly shy for a fashion model. Which made no sense to me because Penny was astonishingly beautiful.

Until Heather explained her to me.

“She’s intimidating,” Heather said with a slightly condescending tone. I looked at her, confused.

“So, guys are intimidated by how beautiful she is?”

“Not just guys,” she said. “Women can be the worst sometimes, as you know.”

I knew nothing of the sort.

She went on. “Some women, not all of us, but a lot of women are rather insecure about their appearance, in case you didn’t know. And the last thing they need is to deal with a woman who looks better than anyone they’ve ever met.”

Now, you have to understand that this was before I met Penny or even saw a photo of her as she wasn’t a top model yet. So I had no idea what she looked like. Still, it sounded unlikely, especially coming from someone like Heather, who is drop-dead gorgeous.

“But you never had those kinds of issues,” I said which prompted a deadpanned look from her.

“It’s different for each individual, Scott,” she explained. “You should know that better than anyone.”

It was my turn to deadpan her. “Why’s that?”

She rolled her eyes. “You’re handling how many Instagram models these days? Ten? Twelve?”

“Lucky thirteen, actually,” I said. “Jessica referred a friend last week.”

“Even better, then. You know that you never know how the market is going to react when you put a price on someone.”

I should explain right here that I help Instagram models who do escort work on the side. Or as I wrote in a Reddit post once - “I am an accidental pimp for IG models.”

“What has the hourly rate a woman charges to have sex got anything to do with what we were talking about?”

She sighed. “Nothing, Scott. I was just trying to make a point.” She sidled up to me and stroked my arm. “It’s just that Penny needs your help. So I would really appreciate it if you helped her out because I told her you would.”

Which is how I came to know Penny.

And her incredible story.
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~ Penny ~

Chad was a relatively new client of mine.  A younger man, in his early 30s.  A tall, dense man. His features screamed testosterone and masculinity. A prominent brow ridge, cut jawline, and tall stature were as striking as they were handsome. 

During our first few dates, we hardly talked about politics. Just the usual chit chat, and then sex. However, as the country barreled towards the weeks and days before the election, Chad started to open up on our most recent date. 

First, he told me about his job as a lobbyist for Big Oil. He was flying across the country to destroy our planet and endanger our environment. Then, his politics. A far-right loyalist, with the most extreme, hard-line oppressive opinions. Project 2025 was too moderate for Chad. And his views on women? The most vile, misogynistic, uneducated things a man could say and tweet. The antithesis of everything that I stood and believed in. But I kept my awareness of all this a secret from him. More importantly, I dare not reveal my beliefs to a man who could and would manipulate and destroy them, and me. 

The last time Chad reached out to me was just before the election. He was looking to book me for another whore date, but I was reluctant to accept. I had sleuthed enough on his online profile months ago and I knew who he was. A far right-wing fanatic. The most vile, misogynistic, uneducated things a man could say and tweet. The antithesis of everything that I stood and believed in. But now, so close to the election, it was different for me. After he booked me, honestly I had plans to cancel and ghost him. My dream job would save me, the one I had applied for months ago. I didn't have to take this man's money. It's my body, my choice. For once, I would make money on my own. Without a man. 

But I had yet to win my dream job, so… 

I decided I had to see him. Looking back, I realized that I had no idea what I was doing, driving to Chad's hotel in a trance. I drove in silence, trying to pick up the pieces of my life. This is who I am. Just 24 hours ago, I had such optimism, such hope. But now, I'm riding the elevator up to Chad's hotel room. To sell my body to him. Once again. 

~ Chad ~

I had Penny’s number from the first time I met her. Not her phone number, you understand. I first booked her by DMing her on Instagram and her pimp handled the details, vetting me and whatever he does before booking a first date with one of his IG whores. He even showed up with her for our first date and sat in the living room at a hotel near the airport while I fucked her in the bedroom. It was a decent date, nothing more, but good enough that I knew I’d see her again when I was in town.

No, what I meant was that I had Penny’s number in that she was so transparent on her Instagram profile - a woke liberal, tree-hugging hypocrite who offered her cunt up to men who paid her. She was all about this woke cause and all about that liberal shit, but in the end if you ponied up enough cash, she’d spread her legs for anyone.

Even a guy like me.

Because I’m the guy who can pay her price. She’s not the most expensive whore I’ve fucked but she ain’t cheap, either. I’m sure her bean sprout friends don’t have a pot to piss in, of course, so she’s got to put out for the likes of me, a guy who actually earns a good living. I’m a top energy lobbyist who pulls down almost seven figures a year, so a couple of grand for an hour of Penny’s time is pocket change for me. Not that she gives a fuck what I do or what I stand for. I’m sure if she knew she’d still suck my dick and spread her legs for me because money talks and nobody walks.

Especially with a fucking IG whore.

I picked her out of the hundreds of models on IG because I could tell from her pictures she hated everything I stood for. Truth be told, I hated everything I knew about her. Of course, she was easy on the eyes, with big tits that looked natural but who cares? In fact, if she had fake tits, that would just be the icing on the cake, the goddamn phony.

The first time I saw her, she was great in the sack but a little dim upstairs. Couldn’t hold a conversation about anything worth talking about if her life depended on it, so I shut down the small talk real fast. She looked relieved that she didn’t have to pretend she had anything to say, and I put that pretty little mouth of hers to better use.

I’ve fucked a lot of women in my life but Penny was one hell of a cocksucker. She had me hard in no time, slobbered all over my dick, sucked my balls, even licked my ass for good measure. All in the first ten minutes of our time together.

Then we got to the good stuff. She pulled me onto the bed and spread her legs for me, a guy she met just a few minutes ago, and guided my dick into her whore cunt. Even in a condom, she felt fantastic, tight and wet, as if she loved being a whore which I’m sure she does. All in all, it was a damn good first time with her.

I fly into LA every couple of months to check in with clients and each time I do, I book time with Penny. I figured she must be new to the whoring business because every time I called to book her, she never had any scheduling issues. With most whores, when you ask them for a date they almost always tell you they're unavailable for the time you want and suggest a free spot on their schedule. But Penny never did that. Good-looking as she was, I figured she was just getting up to speed in the whoring biz because she was good enough that every john she fucked would be looking to fuck her again. All I could figure is that there weren’t too many of us looking to fuck her. Yet.

Best of all, for me at least, was that knowing her background from her IG profile, it was easy to dislike who she was. I didn’t make it obvious – I’m no asshole – but there is something about hate-fucking a liberal snowflake that just makes a session that much sweeter. From putting a little extra effort into fucking that pretty mouth of hers, to pounding her pussy from behind and yanking her hair hard enough to lift her body right off the fucking bed, I loved giving it to her hard and rough.

And I had to hand it to her, she took everything I dished out.

The best ‘date’ I had so far with Penny was a couple of days before the election. I knew when I scheduled my trip to LA in early November that she’d see me no problem and I decided early on to wear my MAGA hat. That would make it impossible for her to ignore exactly who I was and what was going on. I was taking a victory lap a couple of days early because I knew we had the election in the bag and what better way to celebrate than rub her feminist, plant-eating vegan nose in just who she was fucking on the eve of her side's biggest defeat yet.

So I purposely walked to my hotel room door to let her in wearing my hat. When I opened it, I saw the look on her face. She tried to cover it up and be all smiles and shit but I knew damn good and well that she now knew beyond a shadow of a doubt what I was all about. That night, I made sure it was gonna be a two-way hate-fuck, and that was exactly what it turned out to be.

One of the best nights of my life.

Until after the election, that is.
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~ Penny ~

The Vice President represented so much for me and for other women around the country. Hope. Equality. Joy. A future for the environment, for animals, and for women's rights. Rights over their future and their bodies. A world where equal pay and equal rights were the norm rather than an exception. 

Over the past three months, I poured my heart and soul into helping her - us - win.  Volunteering, door knocking, anything to not go back. The future was bright for all of us. Even influencing, as my thousands of followers on Instagram tracked my journey. The struggles of campaigning, and constant rejection of the other side, the misogyny directed at an independent woman – not following, but leading. 

Her victory would mean so much for me. Finally, I could break away from modeling, a tiring, judgmental job. Women controlled by men. Ordered and posed to their liking. Judged constantly, my self-esteem waned with each photoshoot. And my secret job, as an Instagram escort.  I loathed this, a contradiction, a fraud to my public persona.  It was a means to an end, catering to men's desires and kinks. I had only done this for a few months, my whore money was just enough to pay my rent and survive in Los Angeles. I had saved enough money to put myself through school and start a new career. I was already waiting for a response on a job offer. A near-slam dunk, helping other women with family planning. My dream job, one that would break my glass ceiling. Her victor would validate all the work that I've done, and the woman that I can become.  I'm not going back. 

This all came crashing down for me on Election Night. As the votes came in, the steady march of red states overwhelmed me. North Carolina, always a long shot, gone. Georgia – okay, not needed but I was hoping the polls were right. We had momentum, we just need more time. 

Then Michigan. Why was it going red? Mail in votes, they need to count the votes. Wisconsin, too? One by one, our future becomes darker. The hope and joy were replaced with despair and grief. One by one, with each state, I realized what had happened. We're back to where we are. And my future stopped by the glass ceiling. 

That night, I cried. No, sobbed. My fellow women were texting. What do we do now? How could this have happened? Why? Why is this happening? They all turned to me for answers. I was their advocate, their leader. The one with the loudest and proudest voice. Now silenced by reality. Our conversations were lonely, scared. When I finished one call, another woman called. And another. Texts and texts. I tried my best to put up a good front answering everything that I could. I was their leader, their rock, their strength. But now we all knew what we were in for.  

We're in their country now. 

The next morning, the news all but confirmed my worst fears. He was already proclaiming victory and his new America First agenda. Moments later, I received a call.  Yes, my dream job. Yes, some good news today.  But sadly, the job is gone. In his country now, there's too much uncertainty, too much opposition. There's not a future for me there. Or anywhere else. 

So I'm still a whore. At least for the next 4 years. Maybe forever. 

As the inevitability of the election results was being called, Chad reached out to me again. Ugh, had I not lost my dream job, I wouldn't have taken the call. But I did, and Chad seemed emboldened and empowered now. Validated everything he stood for. He was right. We were wrong. The election proved it. 

I wanted to hang up on Chad. Hang up on the election and this country. But I couldn't. For some reason, I stayed on the line. I was in despair, panicking over my future, our future as a country. Perhaps my own glass ceiling was being this Instagram model, this secret closet whore. 

In my despair, I agreed to meet Chad the next night. Unbelievable. But I needed an escape, a fling, a reason to be relevant again. To whore once again. Then, as we were about to hang up, I stopped him. 

"Hey, maybe you can bring a friend?" Fuck, did I just say that?  "I'm looking for new clients."  Oh god, no, what did I just do... I can't stop. "You can bring a friend, on me, as a token of appreciation," I told him. 

It was an out-of-body experience, I can't believe I just said that. Deep down, I felt like I needed to be punished. Punished for being so stupid. For being so naive to think that the Vice President could be our first female leader. Stupid for believing in myself, my future, and our future for women everywhere. 

That night, I fell asleep, crying. 

The next morning, I called Chad almost in tears. He could probably hear my voice break and tremble. I wanted to cancel and bail – I couldn't go through with this. Despair came over me as I felt trapped and out of control. Chad sensed my vulnerability and gave me a pep talk. Reassured me, comforted me, picked me back up. Wow, I didn't expect that – compassion and empathy from Chad.  Maybe they're not all bad. Maybe I was wrong. I agreed to keep tonight's date but begged him to not bring a friend.  Of course, he said. Wow, Chad had earned my trust. 

In preparation for our date, I booked a salon day. A blowout and makeup. Some self-care. Mostly to help hide my puffy eyes from all the crying. But also as a pampering and splurge. Something to cheer me up, on the gloomiest and darkest of days. 

Once again, I had no idea what I was doing, driving to Chad's hotel. I drove in silence, trying to pick up the pieces of my life. This is who I am. Just 48 hours ago, I had such optimism, such hope. A path forward and up. But now, I'm riding a hotel elevator up. Up to Chad's hotel room, to be his whore. I managed to gather enough courage to walk down the long hotel hallway to Chad's door. I briefly paused before knocking on his door.  His tall stocky silhouette revealed itself as the door swung open. Chad invited me in, and I walked inside with my high heels clicking on the tile entryway floor. I heard the door slam shut behind me. Locking me in. 

~ Chad ~

When I opened the door and saw Penny standing there, I had to admit I was surprised. I half expected her to blow off the date claiming some snowflake bullshit about being too depressed to fuck, especially a guy like me. I almost wouldn’t have blamed her except, yeah, I would have totally blamed her. Do your job, bitch. Spread the legs and let me fuck that sweet liberal cunt of yours to celebrate. 

But here she is and looking fine as fuck. Pulling that little whore bag of hers, decked out in stiletto heels and an obscenely short dress, like a walking advertisement for exactly who and what she was. I guess she wanted to impress me and I have to admit, she did. 

I knew this was going to be a great night. 
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~ Penny ~

Chad's hotel room was the biggest in the hotel. Top floor with corner views. A large living room and separate bedroom. As Chad welcomed me in, I couldn't help but take note of his height, his stature, his presence.  Even in my six-inch heels, on my 5'9" frame, Chad still towered above me. And he proudly wore his political red hat. A pledge of allegiance. A crown of victory. 

Looking up at him, I felt small. Defeated. Millions of other Americans like me, hoping for so much more. I felt trapped in that hotel room, staring up at this towering man, who was now in charge for the next hour. 

Chad led me into the living room, and I sat on the couch. On the TV in front of me, Fox News was playing. Recounting the moment-to-moment steps of their victory. The celebration, the euphoria, the vindication. 

"Can I offer you a drink?" Chad asked with a deep booming voice from behind me, at the minibar making himself a drink. 

"No, no thank you," I replied, in a soft, diminutive, defeated voice. 

"Penny, I'm surprised you're here right now," he said. He carried his drink and walked to the chair across from me. "How are you doing?" 

"I'm fine," I said. I was trying to put on a brave face, but I couldn't imagine my life that was what it was right now.  Chad sat down and the smug smirk on his face was the only thing more disgusting than the red hat on his head. 

"Are you sure?" Chad asked. "Because your Instagram stories suggest something else.” 

I had conveniently forgotten that I posted my life story on IG for everybody to see. The hope, the enthusiasm. Then the dread, the reality. The sadness. I had revealed my state of mind, and this right-wing asshole was rubbing his victory in my face. 

"Yes, it's been hard for me, I'll admit. But I'm here now." I replied, feeling even more defeated. 

"And why are you here, darlin’? Why are you sitting here now, in my hotel room?" Chad asked. 

"Well, umm, I thought you wanted some company tonight," I replied, a little confused by his question. 

"No, that's not what I asked. Try again. Why are you here tonight?" he persisted in a stern, authoritative voice. 

"Umm, well. I don't know. Like umm…" 

"Listen, I don't have time for your games here," Chad replied impatiently. Scolding me like a blonde airhead. Chad stood up, already done with me, ready to dismiss me. 

"Wait" I panicked and shouted. "Just wait." He sat back down, briefly glancing at his wristwatch, then at me.  

"Penny, tell me why you're here,” he demanded for the last time. 

"I came here to see you," I admitted to him. My voice shook as I confessed to him. 

"No, Penny. You came here to whore," he corrected me. 

"Yes," I said in a soft voice. My eyes started to fill up with tears as I struggled to handle it all. 

"Darlin’, was that so difficult? Even for you?" Chad asked in such a condensing tone. "I just want you to be honest with me.  Can you do that, can you just be honest with me?” 

"Yes, of course. I am being honest," I replied. 

"So why now, darlin’? Why tonight, of all nights? I'm a very busy man." Chad replied.  "Honestly." 

"Umm, honestly? Well, this stupid election, Chad, it broke me. It was supposed to be different. We weren't supposed to go back. But it's not different, and we are back." A tear emerged and ran down my cheek as my voice completely broke.  My spirit was broken. I had just confessed my most intimate feelings to this man. A man responsible for breaking women like me. The self-pity and loathing were only matched by Chad's sense of accomplishment and pride. 

Chad got up from his chair and sat down next to me. He had put his arm around me, consoling me as another tear ran down my cheek. "Now, was that so hard, darlin’? All I wanted was honesty. Thank you for being honest with me." 

I looked Chad into his eyes. Surprisingly, his striking handsomeness helped soothe me. "No, you're right," I said quietly. Lowering my head again, in shame. 

"Listen, I know things are changing. And change isn't always easy," Chad said as he put his hand on my knee. "But this country is complex. It won't be easy, but it's worth fighting for,"  he continued. "Just like you, darlin’. You’re worth it. You are worth fighting for." He lifted my chin and stared into my eyes. "Don't you agree, darlin’?" 

"Yes, yes of course," I whispered. 

"Good. We can do this together." Chad leaned in to kiss me.  A passionate kiss, full of empathy and kindness. I never thought I could feel this from an abomination of a man. Maybe I was wrong about him. 

"Yes, you're right Chad. I'm so sorry," I replied when we broke from the kiss. 

"Good, now tell me again why you're here," he whispered. "Be honest." 

"I came here to be your whore," I finally confessed. 

"Good girl, I knew I could trust you. Because you're worth it." Chad said. "Do you think you're worth it, darlin’?" 

"Yes, of course.” 

"Are you sure? Because I want us to trust each other.” 

"Yes, I trust you," I almost said in a giddy way.  This renewed confidence and self-esteem sprung up from nowhere. 

"Good, because you are worth you. And I trust you, too. Together we'll fix it, and we'll make it great again,”  Chad proclaimed. "Now, we all have our role to play. Darling, do you know what your role is tonight?" 

"Yes, umm, yes I do," I answered. 

"Tell me" Chad replied. 

"To trust you," I said. 

"Good girl," Chad said. "Thank you for your honesty." Chad continued. "Now are you ready to trust me?” Chad asked as he looked at my bag. 

"Yes," as I opened my bag and took out some lingerie. "Umm, I didn't know what you liked, so I brought a black outfit and a lavender one," I said, unsure if I offended him. 

"Let's start with lavender one, darlin’," Chad said. "The bathroom is down the hall. Why don't you invest some time and fix yourself up for me?" Chad continued as he stood up and reached into his pocket for his phone. 

"Yes, of course," as I suddenly become aware of my tears and puffy eyes. 

"Good. Off you go." Chad looked at his phone. 

I stood up, gathered my things, and walked to the bathroom. 

"Oh darlin’," he called and stopped me. "I trust that you'll be a good girl tonight. Can I count on you?” 

"Yes," I replied. "I'm your whore,” I said. "I trust you." 

"Good girl," he replied distractedly as he started texting. 

I went off to the bathroom and closed the door. 

~ Chad ~

When I invited her in and offered her a drink which I’ve never done before on prior dates. She declined, of course. Probably can’t hold her liquor but what does it matter? We talked for a bit until I motioned to her bag to show me what she brought. She smiled like the dumb bitch she pretends not to be and pulled out a couple of slutty outfits that looked like something out of Fredricks of Hollywood. I was almost embarrassed for her. But I pretended to give a shit and picked one of the outfits for her to change into – why whores go to the trouble of wearing lingerie I’ll never understand – and she gave me a forced smile before slipping into the bathroom. 

I sent a text. Seconds later, there was a knock on the door and I let my buddies in. 

“She’s here?” Jacob asked quietly before I even shut the door. “She showed?” 

I had warned them earlier that it was a fifty-fifty shot at best she’d show up for our date. 

“She in the can, changing,” I said out loud, not bothering to keep my voice down. It’s all up to her at this point. I still gave us no better than even odds of her staying once she saw my friends. 

“She looks good?” Thom asked, nearly salivating. “Just like the photos?” 

“I told you, I’ve fucked her before. She’s who she says she is.” I rolled my eyes. “Hell, I fucked the shit out of her just a few days ago.” 

“And this ain’t gonna cost us anything?” Jacob asked. 

“She said she’s looking for new clients and that this was on the house,” I told them. “Token of her appreciation is how she put it. Fucking libtard.” 

“She from here in LA?” Thom asked as we moved into the living room. It’s the best one in the hotel, of course. Corner view and everything. Of course, the curtains were closed as the sun had already set. 

“Fuck if I know,” I growled. “Who gives a fuck? She’s a fucking whore.” 

Just then, the bathroom door opened. 

And out stepped Penny. 

The look on her face when she saw Jacob and Thom for the first time was fucking priceless. I knew it was a shitty thing to spring on her out of the blue but I don’t give a rat’s ass how she feels. I just knew that this was the moment of truth. If she doesn’t bolt right now, we’ve got her. So I just kept watching her.

“You said you were alone,” she whined but she didn’t bolt. I smiled and whistled her over to where we were standing.

I held out my hand and when she approached us, I wrapped my arm around her waist. I pulled her close to lock her in and make her feel safe. She can leave whenever she wants but I knew if I had a hold of her, she was less likely to make a run for it.

And if I can get my cock in her mouth, I’ll know I’ve got her.

“Darlin’, these are two friends of mine, Jacob and Thom. They're going to be your friends tonight, too.” I turned to my guys.

“Gentlemen, what do you think?”

Penny tried to whisper something but I cut her off.

“Eh, I’m talking now.” I turn back to my friends. “What do you think?”

“Well done,” Jacob said.

“Wow,” Thom said. “Great catch, man.”

Penny tried to whisper something to me and I stopped her. Again.

“No, no secrets. No secrets among us friends.”

She stared at me. “I said this was a solo date. I told you I changed my mind about you inviting someone.”

I smile again. “Yeah, I know darlin’. But you said you wanted a friend. I brought you two. This is my friend Jacob and this is Thom. They’re big fans of yours, Penny.”

“Big fans,” Thom says.

“Huge,” Jacob says.

“Do you trust me, Penny?” I asked as I reached into her panties to touch her slit. She was sopping wet, the fucking cunt.

“I shouldn’t be doing this,” she said as she made a feeble move to fend me off. I slipped a finger in her pussy and she closed her eyes and fucking moaned.

“Do you want to be out there?” I nodded at the door. “In that crazy world that we live in? Or do you want to be safe, here with me? With us? We’ll fix it.”

She tried to look away so I grabbed her face with my other hand, not hard, just to keep her eyes on mine. She stared into my eyes. Then I put my thumb near her mouth. And she started sucking on it.

“Good girl,” I whispered. She kept sucking on my thumb as we stared into each other's eyes.

“Get on your knees, Penny.”

She went to her knees.

She reached for my belt, unbuckled it, and took out my cock.

She started to suck it.

I let her.

Jacob and Chad backed away and sat in the chairs facing us. I watched as Penny blew me, nice and slow, almost gentle. Fuck, her mouth felt so fucking good. Those blue eyes looking up at me, that gorgeous face. She’s a good little cocksucker.

But I don’t want gentle. Not tonight.

I grabbed a fistful of her hair.

I began to fuck her face.

She let me.

My dick was rock hard as I jammed it down her throat.

I was gagging the shit out of her. But then I pulled out of her mouth and told her to look up at me and open up.

She did as she was told.

I spit in her mouth.

“Swallow it,” I ordered her.

She obeyed.

I went back to face-fucking her.

Hard.

Hard as fuck.

I stopped again and told her to look up, which she did.

I spit on her face.

I went back to face fucking her.

I was going berserk and she started pounding on my thigh to let her breathe, so I let her go.

She fell off her knees to the floor and gasped for air.

I went back to the couch and stripped off my clothes while she recovered. When I was naked, I sat on the couch and told her I was ready to fuck. She looked at me and then started crawling toward her bag. She pulled out a condom.

“No,” I said. “No condoms.” I’d decided that we wouldn’t be using condoms when she told me I could bring a friend.

She looked panic-stricken. “But we always use condoms,” she whined.

“Not anymore,” I said.

“Why not?”

“Because we won and you lost, that’s why. Your body, my choice.”

She just stared at me.

“Look,” I growled. “You can do what you came here to do, like we discussed, or you can get the fuck out.” I nodded at the door.

She turned and looked at the door. She stared at if for a long while and I thought maybe we lost her. The guys were just sitting in the chairs across from me, watching, not saying a word.

Then Penny turned to look at me. By the look on her face, I knew I’d won.

She crawled toward me on her hands and knees.

“Good girl,” I said. “See, wasn’t I right? Aren’t you safe now?”

When she got to where I was sitting, she climbed up and swung a leg over me, and positioned my dick at her cunt. As she sunk down she took my face in her hands and kissed me, hard and deep, with lots of tongue. I couldn’t believe how into this she was.

When my raw dick penetrated her sopping wet pussy, she let go of my face and looked at the ceiling, and let out a low, guttural moan the likes of which I never heard before, from her or any other whore.

And I knew we had her.

I knew it.
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~ Penny ~

"Look," Chad growled. "You can do what you came here to do, or you can get the fuck out," He said as he pointed at the door. 

I stared at the door, my escape. But escape to what? To a world that I don't even know anymore? To a future of unfathomable fear? I was so confused, so scared. At least when I'm in this room, I know what I am. A whore. An Instagram model who secretly whores. With 3 far-right men looking to exploit my vulnerability. 

I turned back to Chad. He was on the couch, stroking his erect cock. He was waiting for me. The other two men? Sitting in their respective chairs, watching my mind twirl and spiral, as I sat there on the floor.  

Then I made the most fateful decision of my life. I decided to stay. I looked back at Chad and started to get up. The smirk on his face widened as the unspoken truth began to emerge.  

"No," Chad commanded. "On your hands and knees." 

I was startled and shocked as I turned to look at my two new friends. I then slowly obeyed, going down on my hands and knees and crawling towards him on the hotel's carpet. As I slowly crawled to him, Chad's smirk widened even more. He took one last sip of his drink as I finally reached him. 

"Good girl," Chad said softly. "So good of you to finally realize who won." 

I climbed onto the couch, swinging my left leg over his lap. I was straddling him now, as my wet hot pussy was hovering just over his long hard cock. 

Chad leaned in and tried to kiss me. This wave of disgust came over me. I simply can't. I can't kiss a man who just conned me. Who lied and gaslighted me. Who coerced me, who put me in the position I'm in right now. 

I turned my head to the side, refusing his advance. Chad looked at me, with this greedy sinister look on his face. I dared not acknowledge him, as I tried to avoid eye contact. 

"Oh, darling." Chad started. "You're so cute and stupid at the same time," he continued as he took his dick, and stroked it a few times. "Don't worry, we'll fix this," he said as I looked off to space, trying to confront the man whom I desired and hated. "Now do your job" he commanded to me, as he pressed his dick into my vagina. 

The moment had arrived. What I had been dreading. The innocence of joy and hope vanished. Replaced by the authoritative and commanding gloom. 

I positioned my hips above his raw dick, and I slowly lowered myself onto him. His tip just started to spread me, and my mood instantly changed. My face immediately turned towards Chad. Only moments ago, I refused his kiss and turned away. And now, his tip is guiding his victory and dominance over me. This newfound emotion came over me. I couldn't believe how hard and big he was. I looked at Chad, now unable to avoid him. I gasped as I lowered myself onto him again. Another inch. Another gasp. Fuck, Chad's raw dick was filling me up. I stared deep into his eyes. My face lit up, my gasps deeper, my eyes confessing my pleasure. 

Another inch. The gasps turned into moans. Chad knows what he's doing to me. 

Another inch. Fuck. My body was betraying me as I couldn't control myself. I turned away from Chad and looked towards the ceiling. "Fuck..., it's so big," I said. Wait, did I just say that out loud? Did I just say that at all? I couldn't help it, as I felt that I was losing control over everything. 

Another inch. Chad grabbed the back of my head. Pulling me towards his face. "Tell me again", he sternly asked me. 

"You're so big" I softly whispered, as I added another inch. 

With each inch, Chad slowly ascended to victory. This Instagram model now has nearly all of this man's 8" dick inside of me. This woke, liberal blonde whore, now reluctantly realizing her role in this new country. 

Chad nearly filled me up. I couldn't take any more, as Chad was stretching my body and my mind beyond anywhere it's ever been. "Wait," I implored Chad "I can't take it all," I said. "Give me a little time," I continued. 

Chad, with complete victory nearly within his grasp...ignored me. He grabbed my tiny waist and thrust his last inch in. I gasped, shrieked, and screamed, as I felt his balls slap my ass. "Fuck," I screamed. The coastal elites could have heard my screams of ecstasy. 

I began to ride Chad. His long thick hard dick was splitting me in half. I was bouncing up and down, savoring it all. His length. His veins. His balls. In my mind, I was in another world. Slowly, my pain and my anxiety started to melt away. The worry of the next 4 years. The pain of defeat. With each bounce, I was slowly submitting myself to Chad. My willing submission. With each bounce, Chad was reaffirming his victory, their victory. He was taking America back again. And it started with me, willingly fucking his raw dick and loving it. 

I was getting close. I had been bouncing and fucking Chad for several minutes. It was pure ecstasy as my mind was completely mush right now. Chad has succeeded in stretching my pussy, making it a bespoke hole, tailored to his dick. As I was close to my orgasm, something was holding me back. I couldn't get over the top. I was rubbing my clit furiously. Chad was fondling my breasts. But I couldn't get over it. Bounce after bounce. My hair swaying, my tits in his face. 

That’s when Chad said. "I'm getting close." 

Something in my mind clicked. For some strange reason, those words unlocked something for me. I looked towards Chad, as my tempo quickened. Up and down. Up and down. My mind was gone now, only instinct came in as I finally allowed myself to let go. 

Chad started moaning. This masculine guttural roar filled the hotel room. And I returned, screamed, and begged "Please, please, oh god, please," as I slid up and down Chad's dick for the last few times.  Then Chad grabbed me and clenched my waist.  His hands were so big, he could almost touch his fingers together around my tiny waist. I could feel him pulsing inside of me. Yes, that was it. My mind clicked and it was unlocked. As Chad was cumming, I finally came myself. I looked up at the ceiling. My blond hair flowed behind me. My nipples were rock hard, as Chad was holding me down. Filing me up. I screamed in ecstasy. 

But in my mind, there was silence. No thoughts. No emotions. I had forgotten about the election. I had forgotten about the pain and the despair. The hatred. Everything. Waves of orgasms overtook my body. The heat burned away my inhibitions, my apprehension. My body started shaking, and trembling as I rocked back and forth on Chad's hard dick. I could feel him pulsing out the last few drops of cum as I closed my eyes. I had finally found peace as my mind finally allowed me to enjoy the best orgasm. 

After a few moments, I opened my eyes. Chad's face was directly in front of me. And next, I did the unthinkable. His hard dick was still inside me. My cum was slathered all over his dick. And without explanation, and only emotion. I leaned in... to kiss him. Kiss a man who had tricked and coerced me. The man who represented the antithesis of everything I believed and stood for.  To kiss the man who fucked me raw, whose cum was still flooding me. Where nature was now in control. 

As I kissed him, my soft lips explored his masculine and rugged face. A newfound respect emerged. Only he could have done this. Only Chad could have allowed me to cum like this. My mind was unlocked, erased of all doubt. Only respect and admiration exist. For this man, I was riding now. And I turned to Chad, and I opened my mouth and the first words started to emerge from this new world order.  

"Thank you," I whispered to Chad.  I was as shocked as anybody to say that. Those words were a reflex. But the truth. 

"Good girl," Chad responded, as his grip around my waist loosened. "Kiss me again," Chad ordered. 

I leaned in to kiss him again, another passionate kiss of humility and thankfulness. Our lips broke, as I slowly kissed his face, his neck. I could smell his masculine cologne, as I was nibbling on his neck. Still recovering from the aftershocks of my orgasm. 

Chad began to speak. I stopped kissing him and looked up. Eager to hear what he had to say. 

"Are you ready for more darlin’?" Chad asked me. I looked deep into his eyes. And he turned off to the side. Looking towards the two other men sitting, waiting for their turn. 

I looked at them and they were starting to stand up already. I turned back to Chad and looked deep into his eyes. I slowly nodded yes as I bit my lip, eager for another kiss. 

"Good girl." Chad allowed me to kiss him again.  As we did, I started to slide up and down Chad's dick again as I heard the other two men unbuckle their belts. 

~ Chad ~

I never had Penny ride my dick before. I always took her missionary or doggy style on our prior dates. But as I watched her bounce up and down on my cock, her tits giggling so beautifully right in front of my eyes, I knew we would be adding this position to our routine from now on. Not only did it look at feel great but she was doing all the work. 

When I heard the guys get up from their chairs and undress, I looked up at Penny’s face. Her eyes had been closed but when she heard the belt buckles, she opened them and turned her head. She didn’t say a word, though. She just looked down at me and smiled. 

“Ever been airtight before?” I whispered. 

She shook her head as she worked my cock. 

“Then this will be a real treat, won’t it?” She nodded. 

I watched Jacob come around the couch in his boxers and Penny opened her eyes. The look on her face was priceless – here she was getting fucked and all she could think about was another man’s cock. If there was ever any doubt in my mind about who she was, it ended at that moment. 

“You want this, Penny?” he asked. She just nodded as he exposed himself. 

I craned my neck to watch as she licked the tip of Jacob’s dick. It’s the first time I’ve seen porn up close and personal and I’m surprised at how enjoyable it is. Then she took him in her mouth and I could hear her sucking as I watched, also a trip. She settled on my cock, more intent on sucking Jacob but I didn’t mind. I was enjoying the show too much to complain. 
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~ Penny ~

I was riding Chad’s erection when Jacob came around the end of the couch. He was almost naked when I saw him – only his boxers on, his chest bare, his arms covered in tattoos which was not what I expected. He looked like a corporate type, not a biker, but I didn’t care. As he looked down at me, his chiseled jaw rough with stubble, I looked into his eyes. I reached for his washboard abs before my hand slid down to his cock in his boxers. I didn’t say a word. I didn’t have to.

“You want this, Penny?” he growled as he pulled his boxers down to reveal a massive cock leaking precum. I was still bouncing on Chad’s cock but I wanted Jacob’s too, so I leaned over Chad’s shoulder and licked the tip of Jabob’s erection. He eased it into my mouth and I opened it wide to accommodate him. He slid to the back of my throat, intentionally gagging me before he pulled back. I kept my eyes on his the whole time.

“I hear you’re a great cocksucker, Penny,” he said softly as he probed my mouth again. I gagged but didn’t pull away. I wanted him to fuck my mouth. I needed him to fuck my mouth. I pleaded with my eyes for him to fuck my mouth.

“Fuck, you are good,” he growled as he grabbed a fistful of my hair and began to fully fuck my face. I grabbed the back of the couch so I wouldn’t push him away as he jammed his cock down my throat again and again.

I closed my eyes but he snarled, “Eyes up here, Penny.” I looked up to see his face, no longer smiling down at me.

All the while Jacob fucked my face, Chad was fucking my pussy. His first load of cum gushed from my hole and doused his pubic hair and balls. The sound of his wet skin slapping against mine filled the room once again as I was spit-roasted by two men mercilessly. I was their fuck toy, powerless to resist but with no desire to do so. They were using me and I loved it. I wanted them to use me. I deserved it.

And I fucking loved it.

They spit-roasted me for several minutes before, suddenly, Jacob withdrew from my mouth and walked away from me. I watched him go only to see Thom come into view to replace him. His cock wasn’t as large as Jacob’s but it was hard and thick and my mouth was stretched to its limit when he fed it to me. He didn’t face fuck me the way Jacob had but I wanted him deep in my throat so I gagged myself on his rigid member again and again. I wanted to be used. I wanted them to use me.

Then I felt something against my asshole. I pulled away from Thom’s cock and turned my head.

“I have lube in my bag,” I called out just before Thom grabbed my hair and impaled my mouth again with his erection. Jacob probed my asshole with his cock but without lube, he was unable to enter me. He withdrew and spit on my asshole, rubbed his spit inside, and aimed his cock at my last hole again. This time, he pushed in with a ferocity that startled me and I tried to cry out but Thom’s cock stifled my cry. Just as Jacob’s cock cleared my sphincter and he slid home deep inside my ass.

I’ve rarely been double penetrated before and never by such large penises as Chad’s and Jacob’s. I felt I was being ripped apart as they filled me like never before. I tried to pull back from Thom’s cock but he had a firm grip on my hair and kept his erection buried in my throat. It was my very first experience with what’s known in the porn world as going ‘airtight’ and it was the most overwhelming sensation of my life. It was incredible.

Then I began to orgasm.

Again.

My helplessness and my hatred for everything these three men stood for consumed me. My mind exploded as my body betrayed me so thoroughly, so decisively, that I began to shudder uncontrollably in their grip and they began to laugh at me.

“Fuck, she’s cumming again,” someone marveled.

“Unbelievable.”

“What a fucking slut.”

I was mortified but I couldn’t help myself. I had no control. I didn’t want any control. I just wanted them to use me.

They pummeled my holes mercilessly as I held on for dear life. I came again and again as they used me like the fucktoy I was. It went on and on and on.

Until…

“She’s got me close,” Thom said above me and I felt his cock swell in my mouth. His first spurt doused the back of my throat and almost choked me before he pulled out and painted my face with the rest of his massive first orgasm of the evening. I opened my eyes at exactly the wrong moment and his cum shot into them, stinging them. I reached to wipe it away but someone grabbed my wrist and held it away from my face.

“Don’t wipe it off, darlin’,” Chad whispered. “You look so good.”

Meanwhile, Jacob was just tearing my ass apart with his huge cock. He fucked me relentlessly until I felt another massive orgasm well up inside me unbidden and unannounced. I moaned and shook again and I gripped Chad’s cock so hard with my pussy that I wrenched another orgasm from him as he grunted and spasmed beneath me.

When he was finished spurting into my pussy, he eased me to one side and Jabob had no choice but to withdraw from my asshole. I thought I might get a moment to regroup but as soon as Chad was out from under me, Jacob grabbed my ankles and raised them over my head to expose my asshole, this time allowing him to enter me while he stood over me, looking down at me. I wiped Thom’s cum from my eyes at last to see Jacob’s evil smile as he entered my dark passage and began to fuck me into next week. Once again, he was tearing me up, this time by himself.

“I’m almost there,” he said after he wrenched another orgasm from me – an anal-penetration orgasm, something I’d never experienced before – until I felt his cock swell inside me and he grunted and spurted his seed into my bowels. I shuddered once again under the force of my climax as I felt him fill me up. I opened my eyes again to find him watching my face as he finished.

We just stared at each other for a long moment until an evil smile emerged on his cruel mouth.

“Someone get me a spoon,” he snarled and my heart sank. I knew what was going to happen next. I couldn’t believe it. I just couldn’t believe it. I resolved to refuse what I knew was coming. I didn’t have to do it. I wouldn’t do it. I wouldn’t. I couldn’t.

But Jacob just kept looking at me, his eyes hard, his gaze heartless. He held his cock with one hand as his orgasm subsided but he kept it just inside my asshole, the rim of his cockhead forming a tight seal against my stretched sphincter. We stared at each other without a word passing between us until Thom arrived and handed him a spoon.

Jacob eased his cock out of me and reached down with the spoon to scrape my skin just under my asshole. Then he leaned forward and I knew my fate was sealed. Try as I might, I was powerless to resist the force of his will, to deny what I was here to do, to repudiate what low esteem these three men held me in, a liberal whore who lost, who was lost, who was defeated, utterly and completely.

I opened my mouth so he could feed me his cum from my ass.

Jacob’s eyes widened slightly as he fed me. It was awful. I hadn’t prepared for anal – Chad had never used my ass during our prior dates and I foolishly assumed he wouldn’t tonight. So I had skipped my usual prep for a date that included anal – a thorough enema. What was I thinking? I hadn’t been thinking and now I was paying the price. The taste of Jacob’s cum was godawful. Unbelievably disgusting.

Then he brought the spoon back to my asshole and scraped up another load of his cum to feed to me. I couldn’t do it. I didn’t have to do it. I didn’t want to do it.

I did it. I opened my mouth again for him to feed ass cum to me.

It was even worse.

I swallowed it all.

“Now, I want you to squeeze the last bit out for me, darlin’,” he said in a voice that burrowed into my mind so deep I thought my head would explode. “Squeeze it all out for me,” he said again as he positioned the spoon at the edge of my dark passage.

I did what he told me to do.

I watched in horror as he lifted the spoon from between my cheeks and brought it to my mouth again, unbelievably. How could he do it? How could anyone do this to another human being?

And just as unbelievably, I opened my mouth one last time. He poured the dregs of his cum and my asshole into my mouth. I gagged and some dripped down my chin, but he scooped up what I missed as if I was a baby to make sure I ate it all.

It was so much worse than anything that had come before.

And I came so hard at my ultimate defiling.

~ Chad ~

When Thom came all over Penny’s gorgeous face, I was beside myself. I’d only seen anything like it in porn, never live, until it happened inches from my face. His cum dripped down her chin and onto my chest but I didn’t care. I was mesmerized by what I was seeing. It was incredible.

When she reached up to wipe his cum from her eyes, I knew I had to stop her. I grabbed her wrists and whispered how good she looked and she didn’t fight me. She knew. She’d told me once during another date how much she loved it when a man came on her face:

About the cumming on the face thing.

I love it.

Fucking love it.

I’m sure it has something to do with porn, and how every scene there’s some kind of facial.

But for me, it’s a lot more personal.

As a model, my livelihood is based on my looks.

My face.

My face is supposed to be perfect.

If it’s not perfect, then I have no livelihood.

I spend so much time and effort trying to achieve that very high standard.

As you know, women always stare at themselves in the mirror.

So when I’m with a man, to allow him to cum all over my face.

To obliterate that image of perfection.

For him to reshape and re-paint what he wants.

That is erotic.

It’s HIS cum that’s on my model face.

His satisfaction.

As he looks down at me, only he can appreciate the work he’s done.

Pride and glory.

And that image will be forever burned in his mind.

He’ll never forget that look.

This tall, blonde model.

Looking up at him, with her big blue eyes.

Having ropes of his cum painted all over her model face.

He can never unsee that.

That will be his crowning achievement.

And for me. To have spent so much time.

In front of that mirror.

In the gym.

Doing my hair, applying my makeup.

To be absolutely obliterated by a few moments of release and ecstasy.

It.

Is.

Erotic.

Once she told me that, I painted her face on every one of our dates. And she was right. Each time, it was an amazing sight that I never forgot. I loved it.

Seeing another man do it was the cherry on the sundae.

So much so that I erupted suddenly in her pussy. I’d already endured having my cum leak out of her and douse my balls, so I tossed her aside which meant that Jacob had to pull out of her ass as well. She squealed as he did but he grabbed her ankle and flipped her around so he could fuck her ass while facing her. Until he came. And asked for a spoon.

I smiled but wondered if she was that far gone. If she’d let him paint her face with cum from her ass. Her face was already dripping but, come on. Ass cum is so disgusting and I thought even Penny would have her limits. But when he asked for the spoon, she didn’t object. If anything, the look on her face was one of acceptance, even excitement. Her eyes never waivered from his and I thought, fuck, she’s going to let him do it.

So when Thom arrived with the spoon I watched, fascinated. Jacob wrung the last bit of cum from his dick before he withdrew and his seed spilled out of her ass. He scooped it up with the spoon and moved forward to pour it on her face. She watched him and he dragged it out, moving slowly, inexorably, toward that model face she was so proud of. That provides her livelihood because without that face, without her modeling career, no one would pay thousands of dollars to fuck her. Hundreds, maybe, but not thousands.

Then the impossible happened. As Jacob brought the spoon full of ass cum to her face, she opened her mouth.

I couldn’t believe it.

She fucking opened her mouth.

So he fed it to her.

I winced, it was so disgusting.

Then he did it again.

And she let him.

Again.

Unbelievable.

Until he did it one last time after he told her to squeeze out the last, disgusting drop for him.

For her.

She ate that, too.

And orgasmed.

Again.

Un-fucking-believable.
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~ Penny ~

I collapsed on the couch after Jacob let go of my legs and my fourth or fifth orgasm of the evening subsided. I desperately wanted to go to the bathroom to brush my teeth but Thom had other ideas. Since he was the first of them to climax, he was the first to recover and he made it clear that he wanted more than my mouth.

“Let’s get you in the bedroom, Penny,” he said as he grabbed another fistful of my hair and dragged me bodily off the couch.

I grabbed his arm and yelled, “Not my hair!” I didn’t explain that it felt like he was ripping it out of my scalp by the roots but I got my point across as he let me go and I fell to the floor in a heap.

Thom wasted no time grabbing my arm and lifting me to my feet in my six-inch heels and he dragged me to the bedroom. But it was the conversation I heard behind me in the living room that caught my attention.

“You believe that?” Jacob was telling Chad. “I was just going to smear the cum on her face, not feed it to her. At least not until she opened her fucking mouth.”

I was mortified.

Again.

Thom left the door open as we entered the bedroom and climbed onto the bed. He motioned for me to spread my thighs for him which of course I did. I was shocked to find myself looking forward to missionary position, my favorite, and his burgeoning erection made it obvious that he was ready to accommodate me.

As he positioned himself between my thighs, I reached for his shoulder with my hand. I wondered briefly if he would kiss me given what he had just witnessed in the living room but I needn't have worried. He leaned forward and mashed his lips against mine with unbridled passion and met my tongue with his own as his rock-hard cock entered my wet hole. I moaned into his mouth as he bottomed out at my cervix and felt him smile.

He warmed to the task of fucking me quickly and aggressively which thrilled me beyond all expectations. I didn’t know this man but I knew what he stood for and that was enough for me to hate him. That he was handsome and fit, well-endowed and energetic, was beside the point. This was a hate-fuck, pure and simple, and that fact alone overwhelmed me. When I was dealing with three cocks at once in the living room, I was physically swept up by sensations I had never experienced before. Now, I was emotionally leveled by my animosity for the man who was fucking me. And after just a few minutes of being fucked by him, my body once again betrayed me.

I came again.

Hard.

“Fuck, you’re into it, aren’t you?” he growled in my ear.

“Just shut up and fuck me,” I whispered.

He did.

Since he’d already cum once, he held off for some time before he flexed and swelled in my pussy. My orgasm reappeared with his and we came together, panting and spasming until he collapsed on my body. As my mind reeled at the reality of another earth-shattering climax, I heard the TV in the living room still tuned to the news and my heart sank as I remembered why I was here with Thom and the others.

“You done?” Chad asked from the bedroom door. Thom smiled at me as he lifted his body off of mine and his wilting cock fell out of my drenched pussy. We didn’t say a word to each other as he backed away from me and climbed off the bed. I watched him go until Chad came into view.

“You having fun, Penny?” he asked in the most disrespectful tone imaginable. “You loving this as much as I am?” I said nothing but reached for him and he came to me, my legs still spread wide, my pussy no doubt glistening with his and Thom’s semen, my expression one of need and desire. As he entered my vagina with another raging erection, my mind almost melted again. Another man, another cock, another hate-fuck, another orgasm. I was cumming almost before he wrapped his arms around my shoulders and kissed me just as passionately as Thom had.

I’d been with Chad enough to remember that once he had his first orgasm, he had the stamina to last an inordinately long time. This night was no exception. He fucked me relentlessly and I had one small orgasm after another as he did. I gasped and shuddered with each wave of pleasure and he commented every time.

“I knew you’d love this,” he whispered as I lost myself. “I fucking knew you’d love this.”

He wasn’t wrong.

By the time he finally came in me again, I’d lost track of how many times I came for him. I felt unbridled shame that this monster of a man, who had lied to me, deceived me, could make me cum almost at will. I was powerless to resist his hold on me. I had no interest in resisting. I wanted this. I wanted this more than anything.

“About fucking time,” Jacob said from the doorway. I managed to glance over to see him standing there, his erection ready and waiting for Chad to withdraw which he did. As soon as Chad climbed off the bed, Jacob took his place and entered me with another massive cock that sent me into another sex-induced stupor.

The train being run on me had left the station.

~ Chad ~

I kept expecting Penny to call it quits. We’d been fucking her for hours but she never gave any indication she’d had enough. I’d handed out Viagra while she was in the bathroom when the guys first arrived and we’d each taken another dose when it became obvious that we’d met our match when it came to unending sex, every man’s dream. A whore who loved her job so much that even when the odds were stacked against her, or maybe in her favor when you think about it, she never called it quits.

Quite the contrary, she couldn’t seem to get enough.

“She’s incredible,” Thom said when Jacob spelled him. “I thought she’d give us an hour but what’s it been, three or four so far?”

“Just about,” I said with a glance at the clock. “I have a feeling if we don’t run out of gas, she’ll just fuck us until the sun comes up.”

“Fuck, are you kidding?” he asked with a look of amazement. “You up for that?”

“Are you serious? How many times in your life does an opportunity like this come along?”

“Good point. But she’s drained my balls. I don’t have much more to give.”

I smirked. “So what? She cums every time I fuck her. I love that.”

“Yeah, me too. Never fucked a woman who could do that.”

“So, don’t quit on me.” I grabbed the Viagra. “Here, have another.”

He smiled and took two.

So did I.
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~ Penny ~

After hours of one-on-one fucking, I asked Chad for a break. Every time another cock entered my pussy, I came, and each orgasm was, incredibly, more intense than the previous one. I was exhausted and it must have shown because he seemed to take pity on me.

“Yeah, why don’t you change into the other outfit you brought with you, Penny?” he said when he stood next to the bed looking down at me. I smiled appreciatively and gathered my wits about me. I was covered in cum. Thom’s facial on the couch had dried on my face and in my hair. My pussy was throbbing and dripping with so many multiple orgasms the men had induced and produced inside me. I made no attempt to prevent our combined juices from running down my thighs as I made my way unsteadily on my six-inch stilettos to the living room to get my bag.

“Fuck, she’s alive and well,” Jacob snarked when he saw me. He and Thom were sitting on the couch watching Fox News which was still blaring on and on about the election and what it meant for our country. I tried to ignore it and them as I rolled my bag toward the bathroom.

“She’s dripping all over the place,” Thom said with a laugh and I felt myself blush, incongruously. I was all but naked, covered in cum, ravaged by hours of continuous sex, but ruining the carpet I found embarrassing? I shook my head and said nothing as I entered the bathroom and closed the door.

I hesitated before I looked at my reflection in the mirror but once I did, I was horrified. My makeup was gone, my hair was a rat’s nest, and my pussy oozed on the tile floor. I used the toilet and checked my phone, mindful again now that I had a moment to remember that I had blown off my friends who were expecting me to join them for a night on the town. I tried never to miss the rare opportunities that we schedule a get-together and I felt a wave of shame wash over me that not only did I miss out on the fun but I didn’t even call to explain I wouldn’t be joining them.

My phone rang while I was looking at my texts and I was not surprised to see a call from the friend who had texted me earlier with an urgent issue. I took the call but I whispered that I couldn’t talk right now. She sounded upset and disappointed but I blew her off anyway. So I could get back out to the men in the living room. To be their whore.

I touched up my face, put on lipstick, brushed my hair out, and changed into a new lingerie set, a black one that matched my mood at having blown off my friends. My throat was already sore from all the moaning I’d been doing as I came every time they fucked me.

Every.

Damn.

Time.

I checked myself one last time before I exited the bathroom and I was confronted by the three of them sitting naked on the couch. I stood apart from them until they looked at me.

“So, you’re back for more?” Chad asked with a smirk. “Didn’t get enough?” I just stared at him. “Come on, then.” He waved me over. At least he didn’t make me crawl on my hands and knees again.

When I stood in front of him, he just looked at his dick without saying a word. He didn’t have to. I knew what he wanted. What he expected of me, his MAGA whore for the night. I went to my knees and took his dick in my mouth. I kept my eyes locked with his as my head bounced up and down as I sucked him.

“Come on, Penny,” Jacob said after a long while. I let Chad’s cock slip from my mouth and slap against his belly as I slid to my right to fellate Jacob. He had the biggest dick amongst the three of them and he was already hard from watching me suck Chad, so he stretched my mouth to its limit. Once again, I kept my eyes locked with his in my most submissive pose yet until Thom tapped me on the shoulder.

So, fucking, degrading.

I moved to where he was sitting and took his dick into my mouth. I blew him for several minutes before Chad announced it was time for me to go airtight again. I looked at him and asked who wanted my pussy. Astonishingly, I couldn’t wait.

“Doesn’t matter,” he said in the most disrespectful tone. “One liberal snowflake hole is no different than the others.”

“You do realize,” Jacob said as he eased me onto his lap and I aimed his dick at my still-soaked pussy. “That it’s because of tree-hugging whores like you that Harris lost.”

I almost died.

“Good thing Biden is a lame duck for a few more months,” Thom added. “So you’ll have time to get an abortion before they’re banned for good.”

I almost vomited.

Chad stood in front of me and fed his cock to me, while Thom stood behind me and entered my asshole. I was airtight again and I just rode them as they fucked me in tandem. I felt so used and degraded.

“We should do more ass-to-mouth with her,” Chad said after a while. “Switch with me,” he said to Thom. They disengaged and I waited for Thom to bring his cock around the couch. I grit my teeth before I opened my mouth when he waved his cock under my nose and cursed myself once again for failing to prepare properly. When he slid his dick home, I gagged at the taste of my own ass.

“She fucking loves it,” Thom said with a snarling laugh. “Loves it, the fucking hypocrite.”

Chad buried his cock in my ass while I was focused on Thom’s cock but all the while, Jacob was fucking my pussy relentlessly. As he did, I felt another orgasm welling up inside of me until I was shaking uncontrollably once again.

They laughed at me—all three of them.

“What a fucking slut,” Chad said from behind me.

~ Chad ~

The first time I saw a woman do ass-to-mouth was on a porn video. I had no idea such a thing happened in real life until tonight. I wasn’t huge on ass-fucking and I never went there with Penny during our prior dates. So what was happening tonight was a first for me.

It wouldn’t be the last.

“Do you do ATM on all your dates?” I asked her after I fucked her mouth after I fucked her ass. Which she did without hesitation.

“Given what I charge,” she said with her eyes still closed, as if she was embarrassed to discuss such a thing while looking at me, “I do it if that’s what the client wants. I’m a full-service whore.” She opened her eyes and smiled at me.

“Do many clients ask for that?”

She shrugged. “Most men just assume that I’ll do ass-to-mouth.”

“So, you never say no?”

“Well, I usually prepare,” she said softly.

“But not tonight?”

“No, not tonight.”

I smiled. “You love being degraded, don’t you.”

She closed her eyes. “I do,” she whispered. “God help me, I do love it.”

“Why is that?”

“No idea. I just do.”

“Well, I’m glad we’re giving you what you want.”

“Me too.”
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~ Penny ~

Once they all came while fucking me airtight on the couch, I went back to the bedroom. I didn’t have to wait long before Chad joined me. I looked at him and marveled that his dick was still hard, or hard again. I could only imagine how much Viagra he’d taken to keep his dick so hard for so long.

“Fuck, you just can’t get enough, can you?” he asked and I realized that when I saw him, I unconsciously spread my legs. I blushed hard, but it was true – I couldn’t get enough. I reached down and fingered my clit just to drive home the point. Chad smiled but said nothing as he climbed between my thighs and entered my still-dripping pussy.

I moaned like the whore I am. I was amazed once again just how hot it was to fuck a man I can’t stand. They say that hate is the strongest emotion of all and I can vouch for that. I’ve never been hate-fucked like this before but I fucking love it.

And I cum hard in short order.

“I can’t get over how much of a fucking slut you are, Penny,” Chad said as he continued to fuck me after I came. “I had no idea.” His thighs slapped against mine like rifle shots and filled the room. I was on the verge of cumming again when Jacob interrupted us from the doorway.

“How about a little double vaginal penetration, my man?” he announced as he walked uninvited into the bedroom. His cock was also fully erect as he climbed onto the bed without waiting for Chad or me to acknowledge him.

“You ever had two dicks in that tight cunt of yours, Penny?” Jacob asked as Chad rolled me onto my side. I shook my head as I felt Jacob’s dick against my perineum. He tried to enter my pussy with Chad already fully engaged but after a few attempts without success, he gave up.

“Let’s go back to DP,” Chad growled as he pulled me onto his body. I steadied myself on my knees and Jacob eased into my asshole which was still lubed by the last dick that came in my dark passage. I knew without thinking that the lube in my purse would stay there as I did not need it.

Once Jacob and Chad found their rhythm, I just closed my eyes and let them fuck me at will. Before that night I’d had two cocks in me at once but now that I was being pounded by two men I hated and who knew exactly what they were doing, I was beside myself. I was lost, my mind mush, as I came again, so hard I squirted, something else that was new to me.

“Fucking hell,” Chad said from beneath me. “Did you just piss on me?”

“She squirted, you idiot,” Jacob laughed from behind me. “Ruined the sheets and then some.”

I could not talk at that point.

“I’m swimming in whatever it was,” Chad said in a disgusted tone which signaled a pause in the action. Jacob eased out of my asshole and I climbed off of Chad’s dick and off the bed as well. Surprisingly, the two men stripped the bedding from the mattress, only to reveal a worse mess. I knew that hotel mattresses were disgusting but had never seen the evidence first-hand before. It was truly nasty.

“I’ll get some towels,” Jacob said as he went to the bathroom. He brought two back with him and laid them out on the bed. I waited for Chad to resume his position when he looked at Jacob and smirked.

“Remember what you said in the living room?” he asked and my heart sank again. I knew exactly what he was getting at.

“Ass-to-mouth?” Jacob smirked. “Fuck, yeah.”

Without being told, I climbed onto the towels on my hands and knees. Jacob knelt in front of me as Chad positioned himself behind me. I half-assumed that Chad would fuck my pussy again but he opted for my ass instead. Just as Jacob grabbed a fistful of my hair and jammed his dirty cock down my throat.

“There is nothing like degrading a liberal snowflake whore, am I right?” Jacob growled as he proceeded to fuck my face vigorously while Chad did the same with my asshole. I felt completely helpless, totally debased and humiliated, and so excited by it all that I came again so hard I just shook uncontrollably as they laughed and made fun of me once again. I was too far gone to hear what they were saying, though. I was lost, my mind gone, my body in their obscene control. They fucked me fore and aft until they both came and left me in a heap on the disgusting mattress, the towels having been cast aside as they went out to the living room.

And Thom entered the bedroom.

With his erect cock in his hand.

“Spread those pretty legs for me, Penny,” he ordered.

I looked at him and did what I was told.

“Fuck, this is hot,” he said as he entered me.

I felt lost. So used, so exhausted, so depleted. I was on the verge of breaking, crying almost, for the first time all evening. I couldn’t take it anymore. I needed another break. I told Thom as much.

“I’m close,” he said as he continued to fuck me. “I’m almost there. Just a little bit more.”

I let him continue to fuck me.

And something flipped in my brain. My submissiveness to his needs and his desires overwhelmed me. I felt totally and completely degraded and I loved it. I felt totally and utterly defeated and I loved it. I was just a hole for him to use. My needs were inconsequential. I was inconsequential.

I came so hard that I almost passed out.

Then he came.

I watched with my eyes half closed as he climbed off my body. My near-breakdown had dissipated. I couldn’t believe how hard I came. It was mind-boggling. The biggest orgasm of my life.

“Everything okay in here?” I heard Chad ask from the doorway. I turned to look at him and he walked toward the bed. His cock was not erect for the first time all evening. I couldn’t believe it. I needed another cock in me, now!

I rolled onto my elbow and reached for him, for his almost flaccid cock. I pulled it gently toward me and he knelt on the bed. I took him into my mouth to excite him, to revive his erection so he could fuck me. I needed him to fuck me. I was so, fucking, desperate for him to fuck me. And he knew it.

“Okay, fuck,” he said finally as he withdrew from my mouth and backed away from me. I almost cried again until I realized he was just repositioning himself and he crawled between my thighs on the filthy mattress, the towels were gone, my shame at needing him overshadowed by my need for him, for anyone, for a cock, anyone’s cock, to fuck me.

But when he entered me, I knew that wasn’t true. I didn’t want just any cock, I wanted Chad’s cock, MAGA Man, the one who deceived me, who lied to me, who kept lying to me until I surrendered to him and his friends. To seal my complete and utter defeat. So they could claim me, conquer me, own me.

And as Chad fucked me once again, fucked my pussy, fucked my mind, fucked me, I came again. So hard. Even harder than with Thom. My body shook, my limbs shook, my eyes rolled back in my head, and my mind melted.

Completely.

~ Chad ~

I’d never seen a woman enjoy sex as much as Penny was enjoying sex. I didn’t think such a thing was even possible but there she was, incontrovertible proof that it was.

This got me to thinking…
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~ Penny ~

Jacob fucked me again after Chad had finished with me. I heard them talking about me in the living room as I lay in the filth of the bare mattress in the bedroom. They must have turned down the sound on the TV because, for the first time, I could hear them talking.

“Fuck, she’s insatiable,” one of them, Thom, I think, said. “It’s unbelievable.”

“Is she always like this?” Jacob asked, presumably of Chad because he answered.

“No, not even close. I usually book her for an hour; ninety minutes, tops. Nothing like this. Nothing.”

“Must be the election,” Thom said and the others laughed.

“Ya think?” Chad asked sarcastically. “She wanted to punish herself, I knew that as soon as she called me. I just didn’t know how badly she wanted it.”

I thought about what they said for less than a second before I realized they were right. I’d put too much of myself on the line during the election and now I wanted them to punish me for being so naive, so stupidly hopeful. I wanted these MAGA men to fuck me hard and long, all night, apparently. My body had betrayed me. My body wanted this. I was powerless to resist. I could have left, could have kept my date with my friends as soon as I walked out of the bathroom to find not one but two friends of Chad’s he had just told me wasn’t coming, and yet, there they were as I stood almost naked before them. I could have left. I should have left.

But I stayed.

And after Chad gave me that ultimatum – no condoms or get the fuck out – I could have left. I should have left. I never fuck clients without condoms, without protection. But here I was, lying in a pool of their jizz on a bare, filthy mattress, their cum leaking from every one of my holes, and my body still craved more. I couldn’t believe it but I couldn’t deny it, either. I stood up, my six-inch stilettos still strapped to my feet, and walked toward the bedroom door.

They were sitting on the couch watching TV when I entered the living room. All three of them looked at me but none of them said a word. I walked toward the couch and Jacob, his tattoos covering his arms, his eyes locked with mine, his disdain for me unmistakable. But I walked to where he was sitting and touched his shoulder, then I nodded toward the bedroom. His eyes widened just a bit, his surprise unmistakable but his acceptance equally indisputable. I wanted more and he would give it to me. I walked away without saying a word but I heard him rise from the couch and follow me. I climbed onto the bed and spread my legs for him and he climbed between them and entered me, again.

He fucked me until I came.

They kept fucking me, one after the other. I let them. I wanted them. I needed them.

Near the end of the evening, as the light of dawn showed through the curtains, Chad fucked me one last time. He pulled me to the edge of the bed and propped my shoes on his shoulders He fucked me hard for a man who had fucked me all night long, but he made me cum again just before he came. We made eye contact and I couldn’t look away. He smirked at me but said nothing. No words were needed. I could see it in his eyes. He knew. At that moment, more than at any point during the entire night, I could see that he knew just how much I loved what they had done to me. What he had done to me. An unspoken truth finally emerged and became undeniable, at long last.

I loved it and he knew it.

My ultimate degradation was complete.

One of the most embarrassing things a whore has to do is the hotel lobby walk-of-shame, when she strolls in high heels and a sexy dress, her hair disheveled no matter how much she tries to fix it. It is painfully obvious to the morning staff and any guests who happen to be around exactly who and what she is and exactly what she’d been doing all night. I never got used to the whore’s walk-of-shame and I hate it to this day.

But when I did my walk after MAGA Night, all three of my clients accompanied me. Two of them had their arms around me, one around my waist, one around my shoulder. And I wore Chad’s hat. I’m not sure I even realized I was wearing it, but I was.

When we got to my car in the parking lot, I turned to them. They looked at me, not knowing what to expect. I hardly knew myself. But it didn’t take me long to decide. I knew exactly what I would do, what I wanted to do. What I had to do.

I kissed them.

One after the other.

Not a quick peck on the cheek or even the lips, but a long, passionate kiss, each one of them. Then I gave them my number. And told them we should do this again. Soon.

I said that.

God help me, I said that.

As I walked away toward my car, I looked back at them and stumbled a bit in my heels.

And they smiled at me.

When I arrived home, I couldn't believe what I had just done. My first gangbang. My first hate-fuck. My first airtight.

My most incredible sexual experience, ever.

Why was I so turned on by those men, I wondered. They were everything I hated, despised even, beyond the pale, beyond everything. If I met them in a bar, I would run, not walk, in the opposite direction. I loathed them. I still do.

And yet.

I can’t stop thinking about them. And the effect they had on me.

Especially Chad.

After I let myself into my condo and collapsed on the couch, I saw the corner of an envelope sticking out of my bag. I was so tired and sore I could barely get myself to reach for it but I did. When I opened it, I was confused. There was money inside. It was the same type of envelope most of my clients used to pay me but Chad made it very clear that he had taken me up on my offer to give them a token of my appreciation, a freebie, all three of them. But here was an envelope full of cash.

Full of cash was a gross overstatement, I quickly realized. The thickness of the stack of bills wasn’t the surprise – the denominations were. Instead of hundreds, they were singles. George Washington instead of Benjamin Franklin looked back at me from each bill in the stack. I was confused. Why pay me at all, I wondered.

Then I counted them.

There were 47 one-dollar bills.

One final humiliation.

I pulled out my phone to call Chad. I was going to give him a piece of my mind at long last. What they did to me was bad enough but rubbing my nose in it with a payment of just $47? Who would do such a thing?

“Hello, Penny,” he smirked when he answered. “Back for more already?”

And for the last time, something in my brain snapped.

“I want to see you again,” I whispered.

He laughed.

“Of course you do.”

Click here to pre-order

MAGA Run
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Click here to leave a review of

MAGA Night
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Please leave a review! Or even just a rating!

(They really, really help a girl out!)

Thank you so much!

Check out my blog at hotwivesandwhores.blogspot.com

Email me to sign up for my newsletter and I’ll send you a book of mine, your choice, for free!

(Be sure to let me know which one you want)

lenawhitegirl@gmail.com
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A Cuckold’s Tale~Black Bull Club~The Hotwife Whisperer
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