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Chapter 1

​




A new day meant a fresh start. A clean
plate. A sunrise that promised anything was possible, so long as
you believed it too. Camila had to believe this. With everything
that had gone wrong in her life over the past few months, she
firmly held true to the axiom that things could not possibly get
any worse. But of course, with every new day, came new
problems.

And Camila had lots of
those.

It was 7:55 AM on a Monday morning when
Mark pulled up to Leon’s Autobody, just as he done numerous times
before, to let Camila out for work. That morning she was dressed in
jeans and a modest black top. Only her arms showed but her
shoulders were covered. It was an unassuming look for a deviant
place. She knew she wouldn’t have it on much longer.

“About last night,” Mark said. “I’m
sorry if it was a little…underwhelming. I’ve been stressed with
work lately.”

“It’s not a big deal, baby,” Camila
said, gathering her purse and unlocking the car door. “I gotta go
or I’ll be late. Love you.”

“Love you too,” Mark called after her,
“I’ll make it up to you!”

There was always a change in the
atmosphere when Camila walked into Leon’s Autobody. It was like the
normal world outside had stopped functioning (though her mistakes
here had certainly followed her there) and she became someone else
with someone else’s life. This time, before yanking that front door
open, she took a deep breath and told herself that today is the day
things change. A new day. A new Camila.

Camila strode inside Leon’s and headed
straight to the back. There, she found her daily outfit ready and
waiting. This time it was a white miniskirt paired with a blank
tank top. If that wasn’t degrading enough, the knee-high white
boots certainly were. Beside the clothing was a small jewelry bag,
and inside it, a pair of hoop earrings and matching bracelets. She
sighed as she changed, trying to push the negative thoughts away.
No, this part of her day could not be conquered yet, but in time,
perhaps it would.

She checked her caked-on makeup and her
long acrylic nails in the mirror, then made her way out to the
waiting room.

As Camila settled in at the desk to
check emails, she noticed a rather large coffee from Starbucks
sitting on a corner of her desk. It was one of the big boys – the
32 oz. There was a small envelope beside it. She could see the cup
sweating on the outside. She reached out tepidly and took the
envelope from beside the drink. Along the front, written in simple
capital letters, it said: TO THE RIMJOB QUEEN.

“Ugh,” Camila was audibly disgusted.
She hated the name. It’s what they called her around the shop now,
and it’s what some strangers called her in the streets. The very
sight of the name flushed her face with rich red anger. She tore
the envelope open, knowing exactly who it was from.

Something to kickstart your day. A gift
from me and the boys. ENJOY!

Signed, Leon.

P.S. I expect this cup to be EMPTY by
the end of the day.

Camila frowned. The envelope itself had
been a jab, but the note and the coffee appeared to be kind
gestures. Was he being serious? Had the tides finally changed at
Leon’s? Was Camila no longer the resident free use whore? For a
moment she actually believed things were different. She’d put it
into the universe that morning, after all. Promising herself that a
new day brought a new you. And now, here was the proof.

Camila’s suspicious frown turned into a
small smirk and she reached across the table for her coffee. It was
huge. When she shook it, the insides slushed with light ice, but
somehow the weight was off. Like if she held the thing from the
top, it might just bust out the bottom. Camila wrapped her hands
around the cup, long acrylics clacking like sticks in the wind. She
brought the big red straw to her mouth and sipped.

“BLEH! AW-UGH!” Camila erupted into a
fit of coughs, and the coffee in her mouth splattered out over her
gagged lips and splattered on the desktop. She looked down at it
puddled there on the wood. It didn’t really look like coffee. It
was mostly whitish grey. And it was thick. She gagged again just
looking at it, much louder this time.

Camila opened the lid on the coffee,
and as she pulled it away to inspect within, thick strings of
viscous white fluid dripped out across her knuckles and
nails.

“Ahhhhh,” Camila whined. “What the
fuuuuck.”

The coffee cup was overflowing with
semen. Thick, viscous, white grey wads, floating around and
separated by different textures that had mixed with ice and coffee.
It was as if half of the original drink had been dumped out, and
the rest of it filled with the cum of many, many different
men.

And Camila thought she knew exactly who
those men were.

All at once, the final dregs of her
optimism were banished to the shadow realm, and a shroud settled
over her like the Ghost of Christmas Future. There was so much of
it. Different textures, colors, forms. Some of it thick and gloopy
and ropey. Some of it stringy and thin and clear. It was stacked
upon itself like nimbus clouds. How many men had ejaculated in this
cup? Surely most of the shop, and perhaps others as
well.

I expect this cup to be EMPTY by the
end of the day.

Camila felt it cold and sticky on her
fingers. She felt her stomach harden like cement. She stuck the top
back on the coffee and skittered off to the restroom to wash her
hands. Even that was a chore however, as cleaning semen from under
one’s long nails is not an easy task. She gagged over and over
again.

Camila came back to her desk and sat
down. At least the shop was quiet. At least they weren’t open yet.
She could take this insult in peace. What would happen if she
didn’t drink it? Her eyes flashed to the security camera in the
corner with its red blinking light. Did she really want to find
out? Leon was mean, and only getting meaner, and encouraging
everyone else at the shop to be cruel as well. She reasoned that
perhaps this was the day’s insult, and she’d have to take it just
like she’d taken the musky black asses of innumerable
men.

You’re close now, she told herself. To
being done with this place forever.

But was she? Or was Camila purposefully
lying to herself because she no longer understood her own feelings
towards it all?

She let out a sigh and wrapped her
mouth around the big red straw. This time she took a much longer,
deeper swig. It flooded into her mouth the way a stubborn milkshake
does, thick and rushing, the many multitudes of man separating
across her tongue and identifying themselves: wadded ropes,
sprinkled geysers, jizz puddles of the same brand and flavor. She
gagged but kept it down. When she finished her sip, she shook the
cup. It felt like she hadn’t even dented it.

Camila looked at the clock. She had all
day.
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​




If Camila’s goal at one time had been
clear and simple, it was now foggy and complicated. She had only
gotten a job at Leon’s because of her boyfriend Mark, and to prove
to that rich, self-centered mama’s boy that she was not a gold
digger. Had he not insisted, none of this would have ever happened.
This is a fact Camila reminds herself daily of. Still, up until
very recently, putting in just enough time to quit and then go live
with Mark had been the only goal. But somewhere along the way she
had been perverted. And now Camila had a huge problem, a problem
that as of late, Mark had failed to help her with.

Camila was horny.

Yes, she was ashamed to be. But the
name of the game was shame now, so it was a vicious cycle. The
worse she felt about herself, the more she was turned on. And
Mark’s feeble attempts at eroticism weren’t doing it for her. Her
disinterest was probably what was affecting his performance lately.
The thing is, she didn’t want to be turned on by the things those
men made her do. But when your life becomes an act of pleasuring
24/7, its impossible for certain wires not to get crossed in your
brain.

Camila ate ass. Too many asses to
count, especially since her video had gone viral on the dark web.
Coworker ass, boss ass, stranger ass. You name it, she





























cover.jpg





