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 Chapter One



The music was awful because it was country, but it could be expected in a dive bar like the one we were in. Charleston, WV, where we lived, wasn’t exactly New York City, but it was a metropolis compared to where we were now. I’d already forgotten the name of this town before I had my second drink.



To anyone looking at us, Bill and I looked like either a married couple whose best days -- such as they were -- were behind them or, considering we were dressed in the clothes in which we had gone to work, a couple of business associates considering an illicit affair.



We were the former.



It had been my idea to drive a reasonable distance away from home for our purposes this evening, and it had been Bill’s to use a crappy bar like this one for those purposes. I think he thought I’d be turned off instantly at the mere thought of stepping inside. I’m not the type of girl who likes these kinds of places. The kind where you get dirty just walking in the door, where drug deals are made out back, and bodily fluids are exchanged in the bathroom.



The truth is, I do like these kinds of places—a lot. I just usually don’t admit it out loud.



“What about him?” Bill asked.



I looked at the man toward whom Bill had nodded. Young, probably 25 at the oldest. Long reddish-brown hair, light green eyes. Slim but still muscular, wearing a tight t-shirt that left little to the imagination. Looked a lot like the guitar player for a Charleston-based band I’d banged last year, the one Bill still didn’t know about.



Someone I easily would’ve fucked without the slightest encouragement.



“He’s cute,” I said, having trouble believing he’d pick someone so hot for this little outing.



Bill laughed. “Too bad you don’t get any say here, huh?”



I rolled my eyes at him. He thought he was in control here, thought he was going to break me. Thought he was going to show me I wasn’t nearly the whore I wanted to be.



But I’d show him. He really needed to be more careful about what he wished for.



“There’s the one,” he said, and he got up from his barstool. He approached a fat man in his late 50s on the other side of the bar. The man was wearing camouflage pants, a leather jacket, and a red hat with white letters that spelled out the slogan of the asshole who’d just been voted out of office. He looked like the type who voted against his own self-interests like most of that party’s supporters. My stomach churned when I thought of sucking his dick, but I’d never let Bill know that.



I thought about ordering another beer or a shot of whiskey but decided against it. I wanted my thoughts to be clear and not only for my own benefit or safety. When I took that disgusting man’s cock into my mouth and looked Bill in the eye, I didn’t want him to have any question in his mind about whether or not I was enjoying myself.



Bill whispered into the fat man’s ear, and they both looked in my direction. The fat man’s mouth opened into a gruesome smile, revealing several missing teeth. I could hardly blame him. If he had ever face fucked a woman who looked like me, it surely was a very long time ago.



I had just turned 40 two months ago but looked better than I ever had. Daily workouts at the gym over the last five years -- including an incredibly intense session now and then with a special trainer Bill didn’t know about -- had shaped my already attractive body into a lean, mean sex-machine.  My flame-red hair and gorgeous face completed the package and ensured I turned heads wherever I went.



I am hot as fuck; there’s no point in being modest about it.



As they walked toward me, Bill smirked. He no doubt thought he had me.
 No way she’s gonna go through with this
 , he had to be thinking. And, truth be told, as they got closer, I felt my nausea rising.



But I also felt my pussy tingling, and that part of me has always called the shots.



“Sherry, this is Eugene,” Bill said. “He would like to employ your services.”



“I know you,” Eugene said. “I drive through Charleston all the time. You ran for mayor there last year.”



A fresh wave of heat ran from my head down to my cunt at being recognized. This was it: the moment of truth. I’d fantasized about things like this for years, but I was also well aware of the difference between fantasy and reality. I had one last chance to decide if I wanted to keep this in the realm of make-believe. I knew if I went through with this one action on this one night, there would be many more actions and many more nights like this to come.



Fuck it.



I hopped down off my barstool and held out my hand, changing my life forever. “That’s me,” I said as he took my hand. “Nice to meet you, Eugene. Let’s… take this somewhere more private.”



The look on Bill’s face was priceless. Despite my disgust at Eugene’s appearance and political leanings, showing Bill who was really in charge would be worth any discomfort.



 



---



 



We made our way to the men’s room. As soon as we were inside, I wasted no time. I shoved Eugene against a wall and told Bill to stand guard by the door. I undid Eugene’s rather impressively large metal buckle -- emblazoned with the Confederate flag because, of course, it was -- and dropped to my knees. Eugene finished the job with his pants, unbuttoning and unzipping them, and a quick tug from me brought them and his underwear down. I gasped when I saw what was revealed.



Eugene had the second biggest cock I had ever personally seen. I couldn’t help myself. “Oh, my god,” I said, shivering at the unlikely bounty I suddenly had before me.



“If you’re not sure about this…” Bill said.



I looked at him. “This is what you wanted, isn’t it? To see if I’m the whore you said I was?”



He started to answer, but I cut him off.



“Well, I am,” I said, grabbing Eugene’s cock.



I stroked it for a moment, inches from my face. My other hand cupped his balls, massaging them as the big man moaned. As I moved my mouth closer to do what I’d been brought here to do, I could smell him, and I suppressed a gag. He didn’t exactly stink, but he obviously hadn’t taken a shower before coming to the bar. I rarely gave Bill a blowjob, and when I did, I’d always insisted on him showering immediately beforehand. Now here I was, a successful lawyer who had almost been mayor of Charleston, WV, on the floor of a disgusting bar bathroom, face to cock with a man I wouldn’t usually choose to touch, much less suck. A Republican, of all things. This was disgusting and humiliating, and I felt my face flush red with the thought of what I was about to do.



I was also acutely aware of the puddle forming in my panties.



I started to take him into my mouth and saw some precum forming on his tip. I looked over at Bill, standing there by the door with a dumbfounded look, and smiled when I noticed the growing bulge in his pants. He was actually enjoying this, as I’d suspected he might. I slowly licked at Eugene, swirling my tongue around his head. I groaned as I tasted the saltiness coming out of him. I looked Bill in the eyes the entire time.



Then I engulfed Eugene.



I’m sure I’d never sucked a cock with the enthusiasm I did just then, although that’s no longer the case. You’ll hear about the others in a bit. But at that point, it was the most aggressive blowjob I’d ever given. Bill must have realized it, too, because I heard him gasp when I started going to town.



It had been a while since I’d deep-throated a guy, and I was eager to polish off those old skills. But I wasn’t prepared for it, and I gagged when it happened. I pulled away from Eugene quickly and nearly vomited.



“Okay, that’s enough,” Bill said, taking a step toward us.



“I’m not done,” I said. “Just need a minute.”



I lightly stroked Eugene as I took that minute, stopping at his tip and rubbing my fingers along the edge. He seemed to really like this if his gasps were any indication.



I resumed my tongue work. This time I was less aggressive, burying my face in his balls and working my tongue from the base of his shaft upward. I stopped when I got to the tip and swirled my tongue around the bottom. I rubbed my nose in his precum as I did this, enjoying the warmth.



I took his tip into my mouth again and started sucking. I moaned when I did this, partly for Bill’s sake and because I was genuinely enjoying myself. I stroked the shaft, starting slowly but increasing speed quickly.



“I’m close,” Eugene said, which I thought was very kind of him.



I know what Bill expected. I’d never let him come in my mouth, despite how much he sometimes begged. He no doubt thought I would finish off Eugene with my hand, probably onto the floor. He probably thought I’d never swallowed anyone’s cum before.



He was so, so wrong about that. It had been a while, but it’s not like I didn’t have a fair amount of practice.



I intensified my stroking and my sucking. Eugene twitched against the wall and started to move in time with me. He never approached proper face-fucking levels, which I was almost disappointed in. The thought of this massive man holding my head in place while he plowed into my throat turned me on then and does now.



But I didn’t mind him letting me finish the job.



I giggled as I felt his cock spasm, signaling the rush of his warm and sticky mess across my tongue. There was so much it was almost overwhelming, and some of it did seep out of the corners of my mouth, but I pressed my face into him as he came, determined to take in as much as I could. He let out a yelp that was somehow both funny and endearing, and I smiled as the last of his cum flowed out of him and into me.



I pulled away from him and looked up into his eyes as I finished swallowing what was in my mouth. Then I dabbed at the corners of my mouth to collect what I hadn’t been able to contain, licking that little bit from my fingers. Finally, I took one final lap at the head of his cock to clean off what remained there.



I sighed and told him, “Thank you. That was great.”



He didn’t say anything back. Just zipped up his pants. He took out his wallet and pulled out a $20 bill to hand to me. I blinked when I looked at it. I knew Bill was setting the price, but something about having me blow a stranger for only $20 shook me. I was suddenly beside myself with rage and choked back a sob at the thought that Bill thought that was all I was worth.



So why was my pussy throbbing?



Bill stepped over to take the money. When he did so, Eugene said, “Thanks. She was good.” He didn’t look back down at me before leaving. I felt like crying.



Bill stood over me, but I didn’t look up to meet his gaze. I was a ball of conflicting emotions and needs at that moment. I was angry at him, ashamed of myself, and more turned on than I could remember being in quite some time. What was happening?



The door opened, and the young guy I’d seen earlier came in. He looked at me and cocked his head. “I’m sorry, I can leave if --”



I smiled at him, and my conflicting emotions solidified into one unwavering desire. “Do you have $20?” I asked.



He did.



 









 Chapter Two



Before my husband made me into an actual whore, I played one online.



I’ve always been a very sexual person. I married Bill because we’d been together forever, and I did love him, but to say he left me unsatisfied would be an understatement. And it wasn’t because of his looks. A little older than me, Bill was quite attractive, with stunning blue eyes and dark hair. He’d been blessed with good genes or metabolism or something because he managed to stay trim even though he ate horrible things and didn’t work out. He’d never be People’s Sexiest Man Alive, but you wouldn’t kick him out of bed or anything.



I’ve had a few affairs over the years he never found out about, but they almost always left me unfulfilled and worried I’d be caught. Bill finding out would be bad enough, but if word got out that successful family law attorney and mayoral hopeful Sherry Blevins was a needy slut, it could derail everything I’d worked for over the last 20 years.



So I turned to virtual relationships with subscribers to my OnlyFans. Safe, anonymous as long as I didn’t show my face or give out too many personal details, and a steady if small secondary source of income.



I work from my home office two days a week. Often there are breaks in my day to allow for some messaging with my subscribers. A select few of these subscribers hold a special place in my heart and my messaging priority.



If they leave me tips on my pictures or videos, I offer to sext with them. The bigger the tip, the more control I let them have over our conversations.



That’s how I discovered how much I love being humiliated.



One fan—let’s call him Ken—loves to degrade women. He’s a lovely man as far as I can tell, but when he goes into sexting mode, watch out. Here’s an example of an exchange that really turned me on, from two weeks before I ended up on my knees in that bathroom with Eugene:



 



You on all fours?
 (I was; my laptop was on the floor in front of me)



I am… shaking my ass… need something in there



I stick my cock in you
 (here I slid the smaller of my two dildos, already lubed because I knew what was coming, into my ass)



Fuck, that’s nice
 (it was)



Pounding you for all I’m worth
 (I mimicked with my dildo what he said… I was not gentle)



Can I touch myself?



No you worthless cunt not until you beg more



Please can I touch myself I need to come



I’m almost there don’t you fuckin do anything until I tell you



Hurry please I need it



I pull your hair hard enough for it to hurt (
 I stopped working my dildo long enough to give my hair a good yank.)
 Don’t tell me what to do, slut



 



A moment went by without him responding, and I knew what that meant. Sure enough, the next thing he typed was:



 



Okay I came I don’t care what you do, you little whore



 



He may not have cared, but I did very much. I rubbed myself to one of the fastest orgasms I’ve ever had.



 



Thank you, that was great
 (I wasn’t lying; it
 was
 great.)



Yeah, for me too, thank you
 (Slipping out of sexting mode, he was ever so much the gentleman.)



Gotta get back to work.



You work too much. Should take more time for yourself.
 (See? Such a sweetie.)



 



We said our goodbyes, and I left my office to go to the bathroom. I usually pick up after myself first, but I really had to pee. And so, when Bill got home from work early and went into my office looking for me, he saw my laptop on the floor and my now well-used dildo lying a few feet away. Curiosity got the better of him, and he decided to look at what was on the laptop screen.



Which was the above sexting exchange.



I walked back into my office to see Bill standing there, holding my laptop. His face was red, and he was shaking.



“Is this what you do all day?” he asked, barely audible over the music I’d had playing from the laptop -- 6 Days of Drowning, the band with the guitar player Bill didn’t know about I’d mentioned earlier.



He dropped the laptop onto the desk so harshly I worried it might break.



“It’s just some harmless fun,” I said, playing back the line I’d rehearsed for just this eventuality.



“How long have you been doing this? The OnlyFans thing, I mean? You’ve got your pictures on here?”



I nodded. “And a couple of videos. No face shots, though.” I felt humiliated trying to defend having an OnlyFans page, and, unlike the humiliation during sexting, I didn’t like it very much.



He picked up my dildo. “And I guess this was in your pussy the whole time?”



I rubbed the back of my neck. “Not exactly.”



He dropped it as if it grossed him out, and I almost laughed. Unlike most men I’ve known, he’d always expressed zero interest in exploring my ass.



“No wonder I don’t do it for you anymore,” he said. “Maybe if I smacked you around and called you a whore you’d have a better time.”



“Maybe,” I said, not believing I said it. Then, noticing what was happening in his pants, I added, “It sure looks like you’d like it.”



His face went red, and he looked angry, but the bulge grew bigger. I went to him, standing close enough my tits pressed against his chest.



“Well?” I said, grabbing his cock through his pants. “You gonna treat me like a whore or not?”



He ripped my shirt off, pulling it apart. Buttons flew everywhere, and then he mauled my tits through my bra. I undid his pants, and he pulled my skirt down. He laughed, I assume because he saw I wasn’t wearing panties.



Not wearing panties makes spontaneous sexting sessions a lot easier.



He jammed a couple of fingers into me. He raised an eyebrow when he felt how wet I was. Part of it was still being horny from the sexting, but I’d be lying if I said Bill wasn’t turning me on by his sudden lust for me. It had been a while since he acted like he wanted me. Having him manhandle me like this was new and not at all unwelcome.



If he’d always acted like this, I might never have sought out anything else.



I’m surprised he didn’t shove me to my knees and make me blow him. That’s what I would’ve done if I were him, and I would’ve given him the best blowjob of his life if he had. I don’t know if he assumed I wouldn’t or if he was just overwhelmed with a desire to fuck me, but he pushed me onto my desk. He shoved his dick into me before I knew what he was doing.



As he pumped into me, I laughed and said, “I thought you were gonna smack me around and call me a whore.”



“I’m not going to hit you,” he said, barely above a whisper.



“Coward,” I said. This made him slam into me even harder. “Call me a whore, then.”



He stopped, shaking his head.



“Please.”



“You fucking whore,” he said, snarling his teeth.



“I’m glad you finally know,” I said. “So glad you know your wife is a dirty little slut.”



“You wanna be a whore so bad I should make you do it for real,” he said.



It was my turn to raise an eyebrow. “That’s a great idea,” I said. “I’d fucking love that.”



He laughed. “I don’t believe you.”



“Try me,” I said, digging my nails into his back. “I’ll be the best fucking whore ever.”



That pushed him over the edge. He grunted and came, less than a minute after starting.



“Jesus,” I said as he pulled away from me. “Thought you’d let yourself enjoy it a little longer.”



He zipped himself up and stepped away from me. “You’re really like this? Wanting to be treated like that, I mean?”



I smiled at him. “I’d love to find out.”



Two weeks later, I met Eugene.



 









 Chapter Three



After that night in the bar with Euguene and the young guy (he never told us his name), Bill still wasn’t convinced I was the whore I (and maybe he) had fantasized I was. He reasoned that blowjobs weren’t really sex (the old Bill Clinton defense), and there was no way I would go all-in on actually fucking someone for money.



If only all arguments were so easy to win.



I still don’t know precisely how Bill found the first man he was going to pimp me out to “for real,” or the rest that came later. Since he works in the county’s prosecuting attorney’s office and has helped handle sex trafficking cases, I assume he knows where to look for people willing to pay for this sort of thing. If he used websites or other sources that he had been actively working against as he must have, it said more about his morals than anyone could ever say about mine. I wonder if he ever looked down on himself the way he seemed to be looking down on me.



Aaron, the man Bill found, was the CEO of a regional pet store chain and lived about an hour away. I found him on LinkedIn, and he was attractive, well-educated, and accomplished. I wondered why he was shopping for sex at all but wasn’t going to complain about someone so desirable after stooping to Eugene levels.



Aaron and I texted quite a bit and talked by phone a couple of times before the big night. He was a good conversationalist -- funny, insightful, and with good listening skills. He was just an ordinary, somewhat successful businessman who’d had trouble finding women who could satisfy him in the bedroom. I felt like I could relate, especially on those nights Bill never came home from the office and I lay in bed chatting with my subscribers.



The conversations rarely involved sex, but there were one or two when we sexted each other to what I assume were mutual orgasms. He was great at giving me what I wanted while sexting -- just like Ken -- but also the most polite and considerate person during normal conversation -- again, just like Ken.



Bill booked us a hotel room and planned on being there the whole time. Even as we were driving to the hotel to meet Aaron, Bill assumed I wouldn’t go through with it.



But I would show him.



I guess technically, I wasn’t actually going to show him. I had other ideas.



 



---



 



We saw Aaron standing in front of the hotel entrance when we pulled up. He was even hotter in person than his pics suggested. Tall and slender, with intentionally messy dirty blond hair and what I figured was a permanent five o’clock shadow on his chiseled jawline, he exuded calm confidence I found instantly sexy.



I told Bill to let me out at the entrance and then go park. Bill pulled up behind a black SUV parked in the drop off area. Aaron took my hand as I got out of the car and said hi to Bill. Bill told us he’d be right back.



“You sure about this?” Aaron asked as Bill drove around to the parking area.



“Absolutely,” I said as we walked toward Aaron’s SUV.



“He’s not going to be happy,” he said as I climbed into the passenger seat.



“That’s the idea,” I said as he closed the door behind me.



 



---



 



Bill started calling before we were two blocks away. I answered on the first ring.



“Where are you?” he asked before I could even say hello.



“Aaron and I are going to another hotel.”



“What? That wasn’t the plan.”



“It was my plan. Why do you care? He prepaid, didn’t he?”



“That’s not the point,” Bill said. “How do you even know this guy’s safe?”



“Maybe you should have worried about that before selling me,” I said, laughing. “How much did he pay anyway?”



“That doesn’t matter. Get back here, now.”



“No,” I said. “And answer the question. I’m sure he’ll tell me if you don’t.”



After a moment’s delay, he said, “Five thousand dollars.”



I blinked and turned to look at Aaron. “You paid $5000 for this?”



Not taking his eyes off the road, Aaron smiled. Chills ran through my whole body, and I was unsure if the thought of him paying that much thrilled me or terrified me.



I took a deep breath and said into the phone, “Guess I better make sure he gets his money’s worth then, huh?”



“Please, don’t do this,” Bill said. “Come back to this hotel. Or I can give him his money back.”



“That’s not going to work,” I said. “You wanted to see if I would do this, and I do, too. Maybe I’ll call and let you listen in to some of the action.”



He started cursing, but I hung up on him.



 



---



 



When we got to the other hotel, Aaron pulled a sizeable rolling suitcase out of the back of his SUV.



“That’s a big bag for one night,” I said. “Do you need that many clothes?”



“It’s not clothes,” he said.



I asked him what it was, and he just smiled the same smile as when I asked him about the money. I got the same chills.



Aaron got us checked in at the front desk, and we got into the elevator. When the doors closed, he said, “Pick a safe word.”



I laughed nervously. “What?”



“You need a safe word,” he said.



During one of our texting conversations, we had gone over my boundaries and limits. I thought he was just polite or curious, but I knew better now. I suddenly got even more curious about what he had in the suitcase. Fear shot through me, and I considered -- for a very brief moment -- telling him the deal was off.



But my pussy throbbed.



“I’m… I’m sorry,” I said. “I’ve never thought about having one before and --”



“Fine,” he said, sighing. “‘Red.’ If you want me to stop what I’m doing, say ‘red.’ If you want me to slow down or back off a little without stopping, say ‘yellow.’ When you’re ready to start again, you can say ‘green.’”



“Simple enough,” I said.



“I won’t push past your hard limits,” he said, “but I can’t promise not to make you reconsider your soft ones.”



There was that chill again.



 



---



 



“Undress,” he said before the door had even shut behind us. The tone in his voice told me there was no room to argue, so I did as he said.



Naked, I stood there as he looked me up and down, his body language calm, but his eyes wild. I did not attempt covering myself with my arms or hands, sensing he would’ve told me to stop. My thighs were slick with my dripping excitement. I was terrified. I was thrilled. I had played around at being a submissive during sexting but never in real life. I had no idea what to expect.



He came to me and shoved his hand between my legs. I spread them apart ever so slightly, and his fingers pushed against my lips.



“What kind of woman lets a man she’s just met do this?” he asked softly.



“The kind you paid for,” I said, gasping as his fingers lost themselves in my slick folds. “The slutty kind.”



He turned me around and shoved me face-first onto the bed, so my stomach was on the edge, my ass and pussy exposed to him. “Don’t move,” he commanded.



I heard him taking off his clothes and then unzipping his bag. Then he was behind me, parting my ass cheeks with cold, gooey fingers. I realized what he was doing just as he smeared the first bit of lube on my anus. Then, slowly, he worked a finger inside me. I giggled at the feeling, both out of pleasure and not a little fear. I love assplay with my dildo, but it had been a long time since a man had touched or fucked me there, and I didn’t know what I was in for with Aaron.



I’d never been fucked in the ass before seeing how big the guy was, is what I’m trying to say.



He started pushing himself in, and I was pleased when I realized he wasn’t any thicker than my dildo. Soon he was most of the way in, and I gasped with pleasure at the fullness that was suddenly there.



It wasn’t long before he picked up the pace and started slamming into me. Pain joined the pleasure, and I screamed a little into the bedsheets. He called me all sorts of names as he did this, and I thought I might come from the violence and the insults.



He grunted, and I thought he was about to come. But then he just stopped and pulled out of me without climaxing. I barely had a moment to breathe before he grabbed my hair and dragged me off of the bed to the floor. Turning me around on my knees, he stuck his cock in my face.



“Suck it,” he said.



I don’t know if he was surprised when I took it into my mouth without hesitation. It wasn’t something I hadn’t done with my dildo a few times at Ken’s command. Tasting my own ass on a real cock wasn’t all that different from that.



But then I saw he had my phone in his hand, tapping away at the screen. Taking pictures. I pulled away from him and asked him what the hell he thought he was doing.



“I didn’t tell you to stop,” he said.



I felt myself tearing up but wanted to continue. So I grabbed his dick and started stroking it as I put it back into my mouth.



“We need to let your husband know you’re okay,” he said. “Let me call him.”



He put my phone to his ear and, after a minute, said, “No, this is Aaron. Just touching base. I wanted to make sure you knew Sherry was good.” He listened for a moment, nodding. “No, I’m afraid she can’t talk. She has her mouth full right now. Yeah, I fucked her ass for a bit, and now she’s cleaning me off. Here, I’ll text you some pics.”



My heart pounded, but I didn’t let up what I was doing. In fact, I intensified my efforts. I stopped sucking and started lapping at every inch of his dick and balls, fingers touching the skin my tongue and lips weren’t. Aaron remained perfectly still, perfectly calm, throughout, as he tapped on my phone.



“He should feel better now,” he said. “I sent him the six best ones.”



I moaned against his cock, feeling a sick feeling in my stomach that was in no way connected to licking myself off of him. I felt sorry for Bill but didn’t know why; this was his idea, after all.



“Hmmm,” Aaron muttered. “I wonder if there’s anyone else I should send some pictures to. Now, before you say anything, let me tell you that if you stop, I will pick a few people randomly.”



I didn’t stop. I started stroking harder, thinking maybe if I made him come, he’d be satisfied enough not to send any more pictures. I was terrified of what he might do with that phone, but at the same time, I desperately wanted to find out.



“Oh, a group chat,” he said. “Looks like your law firm. I wonder if they have any idea what a fucking whore you are.”



I’m surprised I didn’t break into a sob right then. Looking back, I wonder if he would’ve stopped his threats if I’d used my safe word. I wonder if I could’ve gotten it out of my mouth in time for him not to be able to make good on his threat of sending pics if I stopped. Regardless, it simply didn’t occur to me to say it.



As unthinkable as it sounds, a part of me wanted him to send pictures to everyone in my phone. So everyone in my life could see me on my knees, sucking my own ass off a stranger’s cock. The thought of not having to hide who I really was sent waves of pleasure through me.



Who I really was
 .



A slut. A whore. Only suitable for one purpose, and I was doing it. He came in my mouth, and I swallowed it all. I cleaned the remnants of his cum off of him, too.



“Good girl,” he said, and this felt like tenderness to me after his intentional cruelty.



I didn’t look up to meet his gaze when I asked, “Did you send any? To anyone else, I mean?” I was terrified that he did. I wanted him to say yes.



“Just a few to myself,” he said. “I wouldn’t actually send something like that to someone who didn’t consent to get it. I’m not a monster.”



I laughed, looking up at him. “Well, Bill didn’t consent.”



He smiled down at me. “Didn’t he?”



He walked over to his suitcase and started pulling things out. Nipple clamps. A Hitachi wand. Nylon straps with wrist cuffs. A paddle.



“It’s going to get a little rough now,” he said, and I marveled that he didn’t think it had already been. “But I will respect your safe word. If you use it.”



I didn’t.



 



 









 Chapter Four



When I got home the next morning, Bill was asleep in his recliner in the living room. Used tissues were on the floor, and a big bottle of lotion sat on the table next to the chair. His phone was on his lap, and his pants were still unbuttoned from his night’s activities. Despite what I’d been through over the last ten hours, I felt myself getting slick again from the thought of him enjoying those pictures as much as he must have.



I looked like shit. I tried to freshen up enough to be presentable before we left the hotel, but I could tell by the looks of the other guests coming and going that I’d failed miserably. I guess I should confess that I didn’t try too hard. I wanted my makeup to look ruined, wanted my clothes to look disheveled. I wanted it to look like I’d been used hard and thrown around the room a little bit. I wanted people to know what I was when they looked at me.



I kicked at the recliner’s footrest. Bill stirred and looked at me.



“Hi,” I said.



“Hey,” he said. The whole situation seemed silly. We were exchanging pleasantries like everything was normal when it was anything but.



“Looks like you enjoyed the pictures,” I said.



“I don’t want to talk about it,” he said.



I used my foot to shove the footrest down, forcing him into an upright position. I knelt between his legs and started tugging at his unzipped pants.



“I
 do
 want to talk about it,” I said as I freed his cock. “I want to tell you exactly what Aaron’s $5000 got him.”



Bill sat back farther in the chair, trying to get away from me. “I can’t…”



I laughed. “How many times did you do it last night?”



“Just twice,” he said.



Judging by the number of used tissues on the floor, it was probably more than that. Impressive, really, considering I’d never known him to be able to orgasm more than once in a night.



I grabbed his cock and started massaging it. “Surely you’ve got one more round in you?” His stiffening at my touch suggested I might be right.



“So after Aaron sent you the pics you spent all night jacking off to, he threatened to send them to my firm’s group chat,” I said. He became fully hard by the time I finished that sentence, telling me the awfulness of that concept turned him on as much as it did me. “But he was such a sweetheart and didn’t actually do it. He did send some to himself to keep, though.”



“And you’re okay with that?” Bill asked.



“Does it matter?” I asked. “I was completely and totally at his mercy. He could’ve done whatever the fuck he wanted. Because you sold me to him.”



“God,” Bill muttered, leaning his head back.



“And I enjoyed every minute of it,” I said, stroking him. “Even when he got out the nipple clamps and nylon straps.”



 



---



 



I tried to tell Bill everything as I stroked his cock, although I’m sure some of the details might’ve been mixed up. Aaron had used, fucked, and frankly tortured me for almost the entire night. I lost track of the number of times I came, of the number of times he made me take his cum in whatever hole suited him at the time, of the number of times I begged him to stop whatever he was doing but never actually used the one word I knew would bring things to a halt.



Hell, I never even used “yellow.” I said “green” a few times, although it was unnecessary since I hadn’t used the other colors, and he laughed about that every time.



He hit me with the paddle so many times I knew I’d have trouble sitting down for days. He tied me to the bed and used the wand on me, forcing so many orgasms on me they started to actually become painful. He seemed to have an unending stream of cum, ensuring each of my three holes had an ample supply. My mouth seemed to be his favorite, and at one point, I thought I was going to vomit because my stomach was so full of him.



I relayed all this, and more, to Bill as I brought him closer and closer to another climax.



 



---



 



“So, are you enjoying the fact that I was abused last night?” I asked him.



“No,” he said.



“Liar,” I said, laughing. “I’ve never truly understood what ‘being ruined’ meant, but now I do. He did such horrible things to me, but in the end, I was begging for more.”



He groaned at this, and I tightened my grip and picked up my pace. His cock was going to be painfully sore by the time I was done if it wasn’t already.



“I think you like your wife being fucked by other men more than you like fucking her yourself,” I taunted him. “I should’ve known you were a cuck from the type of porn you watch, but this proves it.”



“I don’t… like it more,” he protested, struggling to get the words out as he got close.



“I think you do,” I said. “I wonder what your cock would look like in a little metal cage?”



“Oh, God,” he said, and I knew what that meant.



So I stopped touching him. I just pulled my hand away, leaving his cock waving madly as he came. He tried to grab it to help himself enjoy it more, but I swatted his hand away. Little bits of cum flew up and out of his dick, falling pathetically all around. He gasped as if he was having trouble breathing.



I wiped my hand on his pants, smearing what little cum had landed there onto him. I looked at him and smiled.



“That was fun,” I said.



“What?” he asked. “Last night or just now?”



“All of it,” I said.



“You like humiliation, huh?” he asked. “Whether it’s yours or someone else’s.”



I sighed. “Be honest. Don’t you? Whether it’s mine or someone else’s? Yours?”



“I guess… I guess I do.”



“That’s right, you do,” I said, patting him on his knee. “You went out of your mind with lust when you saw my sexts. You were hard as a rock when I was blowing those guys at the dive bar. And this --” I picked up one of his cum-soaked tissues -- “this closes the case, Counselor.”



He grabbed some fresh tissues from the box and cleaned himself off before pulling up his pants. He didn’t say anything, but he didn’t have to. Saying nothing meant I was right.



I pressed him. “So, case closed?”



He smiled. “I suppose it is. So, what’s next?”









 




 Chapter Five



What was next was an idea Aaron had given me during one of our sexting conversations. I wanted a gangbang, and I wanted Bill to watch. And I wanted him to organize it.



He took to his task like a fish to water. And he really outdid himself. I was expecting maybe three or four guys.



I was thinking entirely too small. If I had known exactly how many men Bill had invited, I might have tried to talk him into scaling it back a bit. Don’t get me wrong -- I wanted a lot of guys, but I wouldn’t have believed my body could handle as many as we had.



The truth is, I don’t know how many men had their way with me that night. After the first five cocks I serviced in one way or another, I lost count. There was simply too much going on, and if my recollection of the events of that evening becomes fuzzy, I hope I can be forgiven for that.



I do quite clearly remember the first man and the last. Those two were especially memorable.



 



---



 



We did it at our house and in our bedroom.



I know what you’re thinking: isn’t it dangerous to invite so many strangers into your home, to know where you live? Isn’t it reckless to risk your professional reputation by being so open about your identity? What must your neighbors have thought?



And don’t talk to me about safe sex. I’m not trying to be a role model in that or any other area.



I get it. And there have been repercussions from my Night of Too Many Cocks, but not nearly as many as you might think. Neither of us has lost our jobs, our neighbors still talk to us, and I am blessedly disease-free. The most significant consequence of what we did is that a few guys I work with have gotten a little forward with me. A couple of fortunate ones have been allowed to be
 really
 forward, if you know what I mean.



All I can say is we were caught up in the moment -- both of us --, and we simply didn’t care about anything else.



I wanted to be a whore, and I didn’t care who knew it. And Bill wanted to see me in action. After that morning, when I’d ruined his orgasm, he confessed to me it had always been his biggest fantasy to see me with other men. Just as he hadn’t been able to satisfy me because he didn’t know about my kinks, I hadn’t been able to satisfy him, either.



That all changed the night of the gangbang. For both of us.



 









 Chapter Six



I lay naked in the bed, shivering not from cold but from anticipation. And also from edging myself with my vibrator to make sure I was ready for the night’s activities as soon as they started. On the nightstand to my right was a large bottle of lube. On a table in the hallway was a large jar labeled “TIPS.” That was Bill’s idea, and I thought it was a nice touch.



I heard voices from the other room: Bill’s and someone else’s. It was about a half-hour before Bill said people would be arriving, so I figured some eager gentleman had just shown up early. As their voices got closer to the bedroom, my heartbeat sped up, and I came. I didn’t mean to -- I tried to pull the vibe away in time -- but my God, I was so excited.



“Honey, our first guest is here,” Bill said from the doorway. “Are you ready?”



I put the vibrator on the nightstand and sighed. “Yes.”



The stranger walked over to stand next to the bed and took his time looking me over. He wasn’t anything special in the looks department but wasn’t unattractive. He was just a regular guy with thinning blond hair and a slight dad bod. He smiled warmly down at me.



“You’re just as beautiful as your pictures,” he said. “More so.”



I figured Bill had circulated some pics when he was doing whatever he did to generate this evening’s guest list. And he did -- but that’s not where this guy had seen me before.



“Hi, Sherry,” he said. “It’s so good to finally know your real name. I’m Ken.”



Ken
 . My biggest fan on OnlyFans. The charming guy who could degrade me -- verbally anyway -- better than anyone else. Something about him being here, in the flesh, felt really wrong to me. Despite everything I’d done and everything I was prepared to do this evening, I was horrified.



I almost called the whole thing off.



Ken must have seen the worry in my eyes. He sat down on the edge of the bed and held out his hand. I looked at it for a moment before placing mine in it.



“If you want me to leave, I will,” he said. “I know this is a shock to you, but Bill was worried you’d say no if you knew he’d contacted me. We thought maybe you’d enjoy it, and I couldn’t turn down the possibility. But I don’t want this if you don’t. What happens now is completely up to you.”



Such a sweetheart, just like I’d always known him to be. My pussy throbbed at nearly every word he said. I swallowed hard, still uneasy at this development. I still wasn’t sure I was completely comfortable with this, but I desperately didn’t want him to leave before finding out if he could turn into the domineering sadist he was online.



I smiled at him and said, “My safe word is ‘red.’ Do your worst.”



And my God did he ever.



He jammed two fingers of one hand into my cunt without warning and pinched my right nipple with his other. I was lost in a world of pain and pleasure as he brought me to one of the quickest orgasms of my life, alternating his abuse on my tits from right to left and back again.



Bill still stood in the doorway, rubbing his cock through his pants.



“What a fucking whore you are,” he said, taking off his clothes. “Are you as good a cocksucker as you say you are?”



“Better,” I said, sliding off the bed to my knees.



He took his slightly-bigger-than-average dick in his hand and slapped my face with it a few times, laughing at me as I tried to collect it with my mouth. I hated him laughing at me but loved it at the same time.



Finally, he held it still, and I grabbed it, stroking it as I licked the underside of his tip. With my other hand, I cupped his balls, massaging them gently. I put my lips around the head of his cock, moaning softly before taking him further into my mouth.



“What a worthless whore,” he said. “Can’t even suck a cock right.” Fuck, that was hard to hear, but I didn’t have long to think about my hurt feelings.



He grabbed my head and shoved me back against the bed. He rammed himself into me again and again. I gagged, almost vomiting, and drool flew from my mouth. I thought I would pass out and wondered if he would just keep going if I did.



I wanted him to.



But I didn’t. After a couple of minutes of this, he suddenly stopped and pulled away from me. I tried to follow him, wanted to get that cock back into my mouth, but he pushed me back.



“I’m going to fuck your ass now.”



“Yes, please,” I said, climbing back onto the bed and raising my ass in the air.



He grabbed the lube and worked it onto his cock. He climbed onto the bed and pushed fingers into both my ass and my pussy.



“Nasty ass slut,” he said, raising me off the bed a little by lifting the hand he was using to impale me. “Tell me what you want, you fucking bitch.”



“I want your cock in my ass,” I said. I had never spoken anything more true in my life.



“Doesn’t sound like you want it that bad,” he said.



“Please, sir,” I said, “fuck my ass I need it so bad please just do it now.”



Bill gasped from the doorway, and I knew he had come.



Ken started surprisingly slowly -- I was prepared for the worst -- before plunging all the way inside. Once he was in, he abandoned all pretense of being gentle. I can’t say I enjoyed the next few minutes -- it felt like I was coming apart -- but it sure sounded like he did.



And that was all that mattered.



He came with a simple grunt, and when he was done, he pulled quickly out of me. His cum rushed out of my asshole onto the bedsheet below, and I just fell into it, exhausted. He got off of the bed, knelt close to my face, and gave me a light kiss on the cheek.



“Thank you, that was great,” he said, repeating the line that was usually mine at the end of our sexting sessions.



“That’s it?” I asked quietly, disappointed. I thought he’d have done much more.



“You’re in for a long night,” he said. “I want you to be able to enjoy the rest of your evening.”



“So nice of you,” I said, giggling.



“I’m in town for the next few days,” he said. “I’d love it if you let me take you out to lunch. Or dinner.”



I raised an eyebrow. “Is that all?”



He smiled. “We’ll see. Bill has my number. Give me a call after you recover from tonight.”



He kissed my cheek again and left the room. I lay there for a few more minutes, my pubic hair soaking in his cum on the bed, feeling warm and content.



And then the real party started.



 



---



 



They came in waves of two or three, by which I mean they arrived in the bedroom and started in on me in those numbers. And then sometimes they came in waves of two or three, by which I mean the other definition of “came.”



Again, I don’t know how many there were. And I didn’t know until the next morning how long I was at it. I know that at one point before it was nearly over, I glanced at the “TIPS” jar in the hallway and saw it was overflowing. I was such a good little whore, and it made me smile.



My mouth was so popular at the start that I started to get sick at my stomach from all the cum I swallowed and had to issue a temporary injunction against swallowing any more. No one complained, seeing as there were so many other options available for a deposit.



There were small cocks and big cocks and even bigger cocks, and they were all perfect. I was kissed and hugged and pinched and spanked and fingered in every available orifice. Only a couple wanted my ass, which was disappointing, but I hardly had room to complain. I was well taken care of.



Bill stood watch in the doorway nearly the entire time. The look on his face was equal parts pride and lust. He came at least one more time and maybe even more than that. His arousal at seeing me in my element turned me on almost as much as the men who were consuming me. I found myself falling in love with him all over again.



I thought I might reach my limit. I was so tired by the end I thought I was going to pass out. Bill and I hadn’t discussed that possibility, but I hoped he would step in if he saw me losing consciousness. As much as I didn’t mind what this army of men was doing to my body, I didn’t much like the thought of leaving them alone with it without my mind.



Thankfully, it didn’t come to that. I found myself being fucked by a single man, who tore into my ass almost as violently as Ken had, and then it was over. Or so I thought.



Bill led the man from the room, and I rolled onto my back.



 



---



 



I felt like I might not be able to move. I was exhausted and sore, and the copious amounts of cum that had been deposited everywhere on and around me made it feel like I was sticking to the bed. Bill had let all the guys out, and it was a few minutes before he returned. I just lay there, basking in the satisfaction of living out my wildest dreams.



Bill stepped back in the doorway, and I heard other footsteps behind him. Maybe it wasn’t quite over.



“One more,” Bill said, his eyes not quite meeting mine. “He paid a lot.”



I swallowed hard and struggled to raise myself onto my elbows to see who it was behind my husband. When I recognized the man, I almost didn’t believe my eyes.



“Hello, Sherry,” said Larry Wilson. The mayor of Charleston -- the man who barely beat me in the last election -- was in my bedroom completely naked, his hairy beer belly almost covering his tiny cock as he walked toward me.



Goddammit, not this. This was worse than Eugene in the dive bar. I couldn’t do this. This man humiliated me with his campaign ads and not in the way I like. I didn’t hate anyone in all the world as much as I hated him. No fucking way.



And yet, my body was already moving on its own, my legs spreading and my fingers massaging my pussy as if inviting him in. I looked past Larry to Bill, standing there in the doorway like he had been all night. His eyes were on fire with lust. He wanted to see me service this awful man.



And I, somehow, wanted it, too.



Larry climbed on top of me and mauled my tits with his hands before leaning down to lick my neck. My nostrils were assaulted by what smelled like Cheetos when he stopped to look me in the eyes. He leaned down, whispering into my ear, “I’m going to enjoy this, you fucking bitch,” and I almost came from just his words.



I reached down for his cock to guide it closer to my aching slit, both to get the whole thing over with faster but also because I genuinely wanted it. This all started because I claimed I wanted to be degraded, humiliated, abused… and nothing I had done so far came close to matching what I was about to do.



He slid in easily but had trouble staying inside due to his size and how slick my cunt was from my own juices and the cum of I don’t know how many men. He let himself lie on top of me, stifling my breathing. I tried pushing him upward a bit, but he wouldn’t budge. He just stayed there, half-heartedly pumping into me. He didn’t seem in any hurry to be done.



Just when I thought I was going to have to call out to Bill for help, Larry finished inside me and quickly rolled off to my left. He lay there for just a moment, then patted my thigh as he got off of the bed.



“You’re a better whore than you are a politician,” he said, “or a lawyer, for that matter.” He laughed as he walked out of the room.



Wow. He certainly knew how to turn a lady on.



 



 



 









 Epilogue



Bill came back to the bedroom after letting Larry out. He looked at me and smiled.



“You were amazing,” he said, and I felt very proud of myself. He started taking his clothes off.



“What are you doing?” I asked.



“What do you think?”



“Bill, I’m a mess,” I told him. “And I’m tired. I’m not sure…”



“Shhh.”



He climbed onto the bed and spread my legs. He bent down and started kissing my right thigh, moving upward. He had to be pressing his lips into drying cum but didn’t seem to care.



And then he started licking me. His fingers spread apart my slick folds, and he dove his face into my cunt. Slurping sounds filled the room as he lapped up the deposits of Larry and the others. Incredibly, I came within moments of this.



When he was satisfied that he had cleaned my pussy well enough, he moved up my body, kissing and licking his way through my pubic hair, around my belly button, and to my tits. He spent extra time kissing and licking and biting at my nipples, his mouth on one while his hand played with the other. Finally, he made it to my neck, where he continued his work with his tongue. By the time he looked me in the eyes, his mouth inches from mine, he’d probably swallowed almost as much cum as me this evening.



Well, probably not. But smelling it on his breath the way he must have smelled it on mine was so hot. I was more turned on by my husband than I had been in years.



“Fuck me,” I told him.



And he did.



It was slow and sensual, and he held me tight, and he wouldn’t stop kissing me. It was boring, and it was beautiful. It took him forever to come since he had already done so at least twice during the evening, but I didn’t care. I enjoyed every minute of it.



“You’re such a fucking whore,” he said when he came.



I laughed. “Thank you for letting me be,” I said.



 



***
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 Thank you for reading -- you’re awesome!



 



I hope you enjoyed this book. If so, I’d greatly appreciate
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