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  Chapter one
Kelly's Craving


Kelly perched on her couch, bathed in the glow of her laptop screen, lost in a world of hard cocks and desperate sluts. Her fingers flitted over the trackpad, skipping from one degrading scene to another. A public restroom, cocks forcing their way into waiting mouths, a cheap hotel room, cum painting glasses and tits, a video booth, the panting breath of a stranger driving his cock deep into her throat. Kelly’s body ached with the remembrance of those scenes made real. She’d been on her knees on filthy tiles, felt the slap of balls against her face, ached from the strain of taking it all. As the familiar humiliation flooded through her, Kelly’s fingers slipped inside of her. She closed her eyes, drowning in need, feeling every fuck she’d ever taken. “I’m such a slut,” she whimpered, feeling the words rip her apart. “I can’t stop...” 
Videos flickered across the screen, each more depraved than the last. Girls like her, cocks like she remembered, holes filled and bodies used. She couldn't stop herself from clicking on the next clip, leaning forward, the top of her shirt falling away from her heavy tits. In one, a slut begged a man to fuck her like she was worth nothing, right there on a restroom floor. The way he pushed her face down and hammered his big cock into her... Kelly's thighs clenched and rubbed together. She felt her breath hitch. Her skin was tingling. She saw herself in those videos, her glasses dripping with cum and spit. She moaned softly, “Just like that... just like me...” Her hand moved up to touch her chest, playing with a sensitive nipple as the heat grew between her legs.
Kelly's blue eyes, wide behind her glasses, stayed glued to the screen as she watched herself all over again. Memories, fresh and stinging, took her over. She was there again, exactly there, on her knees, tiles cold and filthy beneath her. The smell of piss and beer filled her nose, and she’d wrinkled it even as it made her more desperate. Cocks were in front of her, behind her, sometimes two at once, and she remembered the way they made her whimper and grunt, each stroke degrading and perfect. "So many... oh god, so many..." She felt the saliva drip down her tits, felt the roughness of hands in her hair, holding her, using her. One of them grabbed her ass hard, and she remembered her cunt squeezing wet around him. She remembered her glasses slipping from her nose, falling to the floor, remembered not being able to see, remembered feeling it all. It was too much, always too much. She needed it to be too much. Her hand drifted between her legs, her panties already soaked with longing and shame.
Shame that never stopped her, that only made her wetter, needier. Her hand pushed her panties to the side, and her fingers were slick as she touched herself. “I'm a slut," she whispered to the room, to herself, "a fucking, cock-sucking slut.” Her breath came in short gasps, hips squirming, pushing against her own fingers. She felt her body go tight, remembering every filthy detail of how she was used. Her mouth opened, her head fell back, and she squeezed her eyes shut, the images blurring into fantasy. In her mind, she saw it happening again, and she could feel her cunt get even wetter. Her fingers moved, faster, faster, the friction almost too much, almost enough, almost. She panted the words, "I want it... please... so much cock... can't stop..." Her pussy throbbed with emptiness, needing to be filled with any cock, every cock, all at once.
She was desperate for it, hungry for the next fuck, the next way to let them degrade her. “Just one quick suck,” she whispered, knowing it wouldn’t stop there. It never stopped there. Her fingers moved harder, rubbed faster. She needed to be on her knees in another public restroom, a dirty stall, any filthy place with any number of strangers. She imagined them coming in, finding her, pulling their cocks out, pushing her head down, calling her a little cum whore. Her fingers moved faster. “Use me,” she imagined saying, “use me like the fucking slut I am.” The thought made her quiver and shake, her body alive with the thrill of it, her mind crazed with lust. She imagined all the cocks she could have, her knees on grimy floors, the moans, the thrusts, the way it all filled her. She wanted it, she craved it, she couldn't go a week without it.
Kelly's breath caught as she rubbed her clit, her body jerking from the force of it. She squeezed her eyes shut, already planning the next time she'd be able to take it like she wanted. “I’m such a slut," she moaned, "such a fucking slut.” Her hands were wet, her thighs were wet, everything was wet and slippery and she couldn't stop. She couldn't stop herself from coming. Her hips thrust into her own hand, and her entire body bucked and shuddered as the orgasm ripped through her. "Oh god," she gasped, over and over, "Oh god, oh fuck, oh god."
Collapsing back onto the couch, Kelly panted for breath, her skin damp, her fingers still between her legs. Her body glistened, flushed and satisfied, but she knew it wouldn’t last. Her D-cups rose and fell heavily beneath her tight top. Her cunt was still wet, still needy, and her head was spinning with what she'd done and what she still wanted. What she needed. "Can't stop," she whispered, closing her eyes and seeing the grainy image of another cock flashing through her mind. "Can't ever stop."
In a haze, she reached for her laptop, her addiction taking over. She’d stay up all night like this, searching for the next filthy thing, watching it over and over, pushing herself to more orgasms than she could count. She'd lose herself to the cocks, to the sluts, to the fantasy, to the only thing that felt real to her. Her hand went back to her clit. Her finger clicked on the next clip, a restroom, a big cock, a screaming slut. The shame was perfect. The shame was her. 

      ***Kelly's breath came fast as she stood at the edge of the concert venue, her tight top accentuating every curve and her short skirt revealing her slutty intentions. She was on the hunt, looking for it, knowing she'd find it, that she couldn't go home without it. She saw the bathroom door, knew it was there, felt herself get wet at the thought of all those cocks. The crowd surged around her, a mass of bodies, music pounding loud enough to vibrate in her bones. She could lose herself here, be the filthy slut she was, be anonymous and used. Kelly licked her lips, and her mouth watered at the thought of the big dicks that were so close. “Please,” she thought, “just one quick suck...” She stared at the men's room, her body tingling with the desire to open the door and kneel on the grimy floor. 
She took a shaky breath, adjusting the strap of her bag over her shoulder, pushing through the throng of people. Her tits bounced with each step, barely contained by the flimsy fabric of her top. She didn’t care if anyone saw. She hoped someone would see. Someone would know exactly what she wanted. Her thighs brushed together, and she felt how wet she already was. "So close," she thought, the anticipation making her light-headed. She could feel herself pulse and throb with each step. She couldn’t wait, couldn’t think, couldn’t stand not having a stranger's cock inside her. 
Everything around her was a blur of sound and movement. The pounding music thudded in her chest, almost as loud as her racing heart. The crowd pressed in, a sea of bodies, everyone jostling for space, sweating, screaming, completely oblivious to the little blonde slut making her way toward the one place she could really let go. The chaos, the energy of it all, made her feel both small and overwhelmed, exposed and insignificant. She bit her lip, trembling, knowing she could disappear here, let herself be nothing but a used hole, not even a name to the men who would fuck her. "I can be a total slut," she thought, breathless with the thrill of it. "I can be the slut I really am."
Her eyes kept darting to the men’s room door, drawing her back to it like a magnet. Her mouth watered with each glimpse. “Just one quick suck…” Her cunt throbbed with the words, the very thought of it pushing her closer to the edge. Her legs felt weak, barely able to carry her. She couldn’t stop imagining it, couldn’t stop herself from wanting it. She'd gone a whole week without, and the ache was unbearable. She was getting closer to the restroom, closer to what she craved. She let herself imagine it, let herself drown in the fantasy. Her cunt felt so empty, so desperate. "Please," she thought, "please... now..."
Kelly stopped, panting, pulling her compact mirror from her bag. Her face was already flushed, her pupils huge with lust and want. She wiped at her lipstick, not caring that it was smudged, knowing it would be smudged even worse before long. The top she wore was a low-cut tease, the swell of her tits practically falling out of it. She tugged at it, showing more skin, adjusting the neckline until her cleavage practically begged for a man's spit to drip between her breasts. The skirt was just as shameless, riding up high on her thighs, showing off her every intention. She gave her reflection a quick look, adjusted her glasses, ran her fingers through her long blonde hair. She looked just the way she wanted, just the way she needed. Slutty. Ready. Dying to get fucked.
Her need was overwhelming. She felt light-headed, giddy, desperate. She put the compact away, her fingers shaking with the force of her craving. Her eyes darted to the men’s room, then away, then back. It was so close. She was so close. She licked her lips, the memory of cum thick in her mouth. She could taste it, feel it. Her whole body trembled with the need to be taken again. She stood on tiptoes, trying to see if anyone was watching, if anyone saw the tight-bodied slut checking out the men’s restroom. She hoped someone noticed. She hoped they would follow her in. Her skin was flushed, and she couldn’t stop rubbing her thighs together. “I have to,” she whispered to herself, taking a deep breath and making her way to the bathroom.
She weaved through the crowd, feeling like every eye was on her, like every eye knew what she was about to do. It only made her wetter. Her tits bounced with every step, nipples stiff against the thin fabric, painfully aware of how little she wore and how much she wanted. “I can’t stop…” Her breath hitched, and she felt herself drip, almost weak-kneed with anticipation. She got closer, and her legs threatened to give out. She was soaking wet, so wet she thought she’d lose it right there, explode in orgasm from the thought of all those cocks, so close, waiting. Her heart thudded wildly in her chest. She couldn’t stop thinking about it, couldn’t stop wanting it. “I need it,” she whimpered under her breath, “Need it so fucking bad.”
Each step she took toward the restroom made her more breathless, more crazed with lust. She felt a thrill with every inch, the music vibrating through her, the crowd a blur. She had to go there. She had to. Her heart raced as she moved toward it, each step a rush, each step sending a shiver through her whole body. She was a slut, she was a fucking, shameless, cocksucking slut, and the men's room was her chance to show it, to take it, to take all of it. “Almost…” she thought, panting. “Almost… please…”
Then she saw it—the door was slightly ajar, just waiting for her to slip inside. It was perfect, so perfect it hurt. Kelly's pussy throbbed with excitement, and she hurried toward it, her mind a blank slate of needy desperation. Her cunt was wet, wetter than she'd ever been, the idea of being used here driving her insane with lust. Her addiction swallowed her up, a hungry thing that consumed everything else. She reached for the door. She knew what she was doing. She was lost, shameless, and ready. So fucking ready.

      ***Kelly slipped inside, the heavy restroom door swinging shut with a loud clang. She was inside. She was safe. She was alone. Her heart pounded. Her cunt throbbed. Her entire body burned with want. The smell of piss and old beer filled her nose, disgusting and perfect. "Oh god," she breathed, "oh god, yes..." The filth was everything she wanted, a sure sign that she would be degraded like the slut she knew she was. She moved quickly, desperate, her fingers trembling as she checked beneath the stalls, making sure it was empty. "Please," she thought, "Please let me be used here." She was already wet, already
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