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About the Author

My husband Trevor divorced me; I knew he couldn't handle the new me. At first, after the incident at the construction site, Trevor loved this new side of me, the sexual whore that wanted to be fucked by multiple men at the same time.

I no longer wanted one-on-one sex; that was boring, and it didn't get me off. Having multiple cocks to choose from and having them fill every one of my holes at once was what got me off; that was what made me scream and beg for more.

Trevor's first time watching and participating with his golf buddies was like lightning in a bottle for us. I loved watching Trevor's eyes as his friend fucked me. His best friend Frank even stayed the night, and Trevor and Frank fucked me until they were both spent and lying unconscious on the bed.

Then Trevor took me out on his boss's boat out on the open ocean. Frank's boss and some of the other lackeys fucked me hard. For an old man, Trevor's boss kept his cock harder than most of the young men, but I was sure the little blue pill he slipped into his mouth while no one was watching was the way he kept it up.

Trevor lacked consistency. He liked it when it happened and when he got to choose the men that fucked me. I couldn't wait on him, not all the time. One day, I brought a few guys from my gym home so he could watch them have their way with me; that's when he said it was too much.

I called his bluff; I knew why it was too much. All of his golf buddies were white, and he knew them. His boss and the others were also white, and he knew them.

Trevor didn't like that my gym friends were mixed African American and Hispanic, he didn't know them, and they had much bigger cocks than his friends and coworkers. Seeing them fuck his pale white-skinned wife must have triggered his emotions as he didn't stick around for too long.

When Trevor returned home, he told me and then tried to order me not to do that again. I took that as he didn't want me to do that again in the house, so I didn't. We did it again, but we were at the gym after hours.

Those guys had me bent over, spread wide, and pummeled me for hours on every machine and piece of equipment in the gym. I loved every moment of being used as a sex tool, a slut, a whore, a cum dumpster. I didn't want to change, not for anyone, that included Trevor.

When Trevor found out what I had done that was the end of our marriage, he told me he had enough of my new sex addiction. I didn't fight him; I didn't beg for him to stay or lie to him that I would change my ways. I had tried to be a good wife many times before all of this happened. I tried to tell him I loved him and wanted him, but he didn't listen.

Trevor left with exactly what he came into this relationship with and no more. I made more than him, and he wanted me to pay so that he could stay in the lifestyle he was accustomed to; the poor man forgot that we signed papers preventing such a thing. 

We were both professionals at the time of our marriage; Trevor just thought his career would be better than mine. He was wrong.

Months after the divorce was settled, I was still getting texts from Trevor and even his mom, calling me filthy names and saying I didn't know how to be a loyal wife. I never replied to any of them.

I had been loyal. I had put up with Trevor's inability to please his wife in the bedroom for years. I wasn't like the other wives who brushed my need to be pleased under the rug, left it there, and never told their husbands or boyfriends because they were scared to hurt their male egos.

No, now that I knew how to reach the big O, I wasn't going to settle for anything less.

~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~~ ~
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"I hear the new project is ahead of schedule," my new boss, Anthony, smiled.

I was promoted to Lead Project Supervisor soon after the last few projects were completed ahead of schedule.

Which meant my salary had taken a significant rise. I had moved away from Trevor and his mom, changed my number so they couldn't reach me, and I was making a life for myself.

"It should be completed by the end of the year," I grinned as I watched my boss staring at my shirt.

I was sure he was wondering what was underneath as I could see the bulge in his pants growing.

I sat back in my chair, took a deep breath, and pushed my chest out. I hadn't slept with any of my workers; my sex life was private, and I kept it locked away from anyone who worked directly for the company. I didn't want anyone to think I had made it to my position by sleeping with anyone.

It didn't mean that I didn't use my assets to my advantage. 

"Sir?" I smiled as I caught him staring, and his sentence trailed off into nothing.

"Sorry," Anthony said as he caught himself.

"It's okay," I shrugged.

"Where was I?" he asked as he tried to regain his composure.

I grinned and reminded him of what he was trying to say.

It was like this with many of my male coworkers. I hadn't used my sexual exploits to my advantage before, but now I did, a simple show of cleavage here, bending over a table or two there, a pencil in my mouth, and most of them were putty in my hands.

"You are such a tease," my secretary smiled as my boss left my office.

I grinned and buttoned my shirt.

"One day he might want more," she smiled as she looked at me.

"And on that day, I will have his job," I winked.

No one at my job knew about my personal life, not even my most trusted work friends.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ 
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"I have an opportunity for you," Richard said as he picked me up for dinner later that night.

Richard was my only male friend that I didn't use as someone to get me off.

"What is that?" I asked.

"My company is trying to get a merger going with a larger company," Richard said as he opened the passenger door for me.

"Why is that an opportunity for me?" I asked.

"Well, most of them have large pockets," Richard winked.

"By large pockets, you mean?" I grinned.

"You know what I mean," Richard replied.

"Oh," I smiled. "What kind of company are you trying to takeover?"

"Sports," Richard smiled.

"Oh, a lot of players?" I asked as I was getting interested.

"Many of them are retired football and basketball players," Richard stared at me.

He knew my interest in athletes. I hadn't fucked one yet, but it was something I was interested in doing.

"So?" Richard asked. "Can I count you in?"

"Of course," I smiled.

"Good," Richard responded.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ 
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"You look good," Richard smiled as I entered his office.

"Where do I get changed?" I asked.

"I will show you," Richard showed me to a changing room.

I came out of the changing with a long trench coat.

'My god,' I smiled as I saw a room filled with many athletes.

"Hi boys," I grinned as they all stared at me with those dark brown eyes.

"This lovely lady has agreed to help us with the merger agreement," Richard smiled as some of his other partners stood with him.

"What kind of help?" one of the men asked.

"Well," Richard grinned as I dropped my jacket and showed off my lingerie.

"You sign the agreement to merger, and you get me," I grinned. "All of me."

I walked between them and entered another room, a large room with a large table in it.

The door closed behind me, and I waited. My heart was beating as I sat at the edge of the sturdy table. I was hoping that one of those athletic hunks would sign the agreement.

The door opened, and one of them stepped through it.

"Nice," I smiled as he approached me.

I fell to the floor as he unzipped his pants.

"Even nicer!" I grinned as I took his cock out.

I heard the door open again and had another cock put in my face.

Before I knew it, there were more than four large cocks slapping against my face as I rode another cock.

Another few minutes and there were more than ten cocks in the room.

"Have fun," Richard said over the intercom.

I knew I would.

"Fuck me!" I yelled as all my holes were filled with thick cocks.

My tits were out and being licked and sucked on. My face turned from one cock to another.

"Fucking take it you white bitch!" one of the men said as he face fucked me.

I had a huge cock in my ass, and he was pounding away at it. "Goddamn this bitch can take a fucking!"

"Give it to me!" I yelled as another man slapped my face hard.

"Shut up and suck it!" he said as he shoved his cock into my mouth.

I was in whore heaven; so many cocks for me and only me.

"Holy fuck!" I gasped as I felt another cock pushing its way into my ass.

"Knew this bitch could take two!"

"Fuck!" I screamed as the two huge cocks in my ass started fucking my gaping hole.

"Widen her mouth!" another yelled.

All of them were using me. I was nothing to them, I wasn’t even human, all they wanted from me was to fuck me, shove their cocks into me wherever they could and dump their cum.

When one came inside me or on me, another was ready to take his place, it continued way past the evening and into the night. It wasn't until early in the morning that I was able to move again.

With every step or move I made; my body ached.

It felt like I had a gallon of cum sloshing around in my stomach. My ass felt on fire, and cum was leaking out of me.

"Looks like you had fun," Richard said as he walked into the changing room and saw me on the shower floor.

The hot water felt incredible, but I could barely stand to wash myself off completely. Even with the hot water pouring down on me I could still feel the cum caked to my skin and in my hair.

I gave him the thumbs up.

"Let me help you," Richard grinned as he helped me stand, and then he cleaned me.

I was glad it was the weekend, and I had time to recover.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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"You're staring again," I smiled as I looked at Anthony.

He was in my office talking about one of the projects.

"Sorry," Anthony straightened up and shook his head.

"You keep doing that and I will have to report you," I shook my head.

"I know," Anthony nodded.

"Is it something I am doing?" I asked. "I am not wearing anything too revealing, am I?

He knew the answer. I was in the dress code. My buttoned shirt showed no cleavage, and I was wearing a skirt that reached past my knees. I had high heels, which was the usual standard for the office.

"No, of course not," Anthony admitted.

"Then can we focus on the project's priorities and not my tits?" I asked.

Anthony knew I had him by the balls, literally.

"Of course," he fake coughed and started talking about the project.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Two weeks later
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