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Disclaimer
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This story contains explicit elements, adult scenarios, detailed descriptions of sexual activity and intimacy, and circumstances bordering on moral ambiguity and grey areas. If you are disturbed by brazen behaviour, taboo topics, cheating, or even sincere emotional introspection, or are underaged for reading such material, then please do not proceed.

—————————
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This is a work of fiction, and any resemblance to any person, living or otherwise, is purely coincidental. 

—————————
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The author suffered more than a decade under his narcissistic ex-wife and her family, who demanded that she be treated like the ultimate princess while behaving like a spoilt brat, draining him of his life, energy, time, and resources, while she enjoys the luxuries that her ultra-rich family accords her, and excluding him from all normal human decency or rest, leading him to escape through his writing. By purchasing this book, you are supporting a male victim of emotional, financial, and domestic abuse through means that he is not legally obligated to share with her, and can therefore earn some pocket change from, in an attempt to return to a normal life, to be hopefully reunited with his children one day. ​
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Introduction
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Hi, I’m Eleanor, but down in the south of Florida, where I come from, they call me Elle. 

Who’s they? 

Well, I come from a little town that isn’t quite much of what tourists normally see in Florida - most of you come to my state and head right for the beaches, and you see all the chicks and gym rats, with toned bodies and barely any fat on them, with the exception of the ladies with perfectly proportionate breasts, asses, waists, and hips. Don’t get me wrong - I’d fit right in, and the times where I go there to hit the surf myself I’m pretty sure I stand out at times, seeing as I definitely have the athletic assets that turn heads even under a wetsuit (C-cup naturals and toned, smackable ass, baby!), but that’s not where I’m from. My area is a little more rural, we’ve got a couple of farms within cycling distance, and instead of the main supermarket chains all competing with each other, we typically get by on fresh produce from the mom and pop stores - I’ve grown up so long around them that they’ve known me since I was a little critter tugging on the hem of my mom’s skirt as she did the shopping. Now they say that “she grew up, blossomed, and filled out nicely”, and the older men accompanied that statement with a naughty glint in the eye. 

I honestly can’t blame them; I know what men like to see - so I like to let them see it as I bend over to look at something, and let my summer dress, or my tank top, or a boat-necked shirt, or any of the other strategically chosen tops I have hang loose from the front, giving them a nice downblouse view of of my cleavage, or sometimes just my breasts swaying without a bra (global warming’s made it too hot to wear any underwear, really). I make it a point to always look away and adjust my long, silky, golden hair as I straighten back up, usually taking my time to flick it to the side, so they have the time to look back at my face before I make eye contact with them again, saving them the embarrassment of being caught in the act (although the tent that forms in their pants is practically a confession that only a blind priest could miss). I’ve got the figure of a model, the strength of a farm girl, the agility of a surfer, and as far as I’m told, I fuck like a pornstar that has her own brand.

Yes, I’m a slut, and everyone around my age, including those in my high school, know it - and even though I don’t really hide it, I don’t announce it either. I suppose when you’re as hot, as horny, and as great (and dirty) a fuck I am, word gets around. I think the only ones who don’t really know are my parents and older relatives (some of the ones in my generation definitely know!), and my boyfriend Dan. I’m pretty sure even the older men in our community jerk off to thoughts (and memories) of me, at least the ones who can still get it up, and to be honest, it’s kind of flattering that I could potentially give a grandpa a heart attack from having a stiffy, or that the ripped and burly farmer Anton who is always in overalls and no shirt on his paddock next door might be thinking of me as he pounds his wife (our houses are really close to each other, so I can tell they’ve got quite an active sex life). Sometimes I don’t know if Dan is truly blissfully ignorant, or if he’s so blindly in love with me that he’s chosen not to believe the rumours. 

Maybe both. Can’t say I deserve him. 

Can’t say he deserves me entirely either. I may be a horny slut that sleeps around, but I’m no slouch - I’m an honours roll student, swim team captain, President of the Student Committee, and I look hotter than a Victoria’s Secret gold-tier model who has earned her own exclusive runway through appearances alone, even though I’m shorter than most other girls I know (I’m guessing my curves make up for it, and I’m always in heels anyway). He’s tall - tall enough to join the NBA - but he’s also nerdy, skinny, and gangly, and honestly, I don’t know why I’m still with him. I’d thought about breaking up with him many times before, but never found a good reason to. Maybe I think that no one else will ever accept me, knowing who I am, and I’d like to keep that illusion that I still one day have a “happily ever after”, which appears to be mostly likely with him at this point of time - all the other guys I know are either douchebags, use me for sex (which in all fairness is pretty much how I use them so I can’t really complain), or both. Maybe I’m just used to the status quo, and I don’t like this part of my life to change - it’s nice to have the familiarity to return to, the same group at gatherings and Thanksgiving dinners, or exchanging Christmas presents with. 

Like I said, he may not deserve me, but I don’t deserve him either, so here we are - with him as my boyfriend, and me as the slut of the town, which once again I’m never sure how it hasn’t already reached my family and his ears since we live in such a tight community (which isn’t
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