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AWAKENING OF BRIE: Transforming A True Submissive Wife! She learns what a true submissive is meant to be.
 The Series!
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Once you’ve read the final chapter of the Brie Series we know that you will want to go back to see how it all began. Read the entire 6 part series now!


or

Her husband can only watch as this Hotwife gets what she wants!


My Wife: THE BOSS'S WHORE: She will do anything for the company to save her husband’s job!
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There are more great titles listed at the end just for you.



Bonus:We have included a
 special
 photo of Brie out in public for your eyes only!



Legal Disclaimer


This book is designed for
 ADULTS
 only and may include material that some readers might find offensive. If you are under the age of 18 or if this kind of material offends you please do not read any of the book’s contents. This book is a work of fiction and any likeness or description of it’s characters to anyone living or dead is strictly coincidental. Reading constitutes that you agree to the following conditions:


1.) I am a legal adult where I live. Typically 18+.

2.) It is my own choice to purchase or view this material.

3.) I understand that the contents of this book are fiction and not intended encourage any actions herein.


4.) I agree to be legally bound by these terms and conditions
.



AWAKENING OF BRIE: Transforming A True Submissive Wife. Part 7

The Return of the Whore!






This is a bonus novella to compliment the unbelievable Awakening of Brie Series. It has been three years since she was sent away to Master “X” for formal training to be the ultimate slut and a sex slave to her husband at his request. Our little vixen has been a naughty girl since she last reported to us and that’s nice! Now we will catch up on a few things that we may have missed, as well as what she is up to now, and I’ll guarantee that you won’t want to miss it, as she tells this tale in her own shameless  way. So lock the door, sit back, and relax while she tells you every juicy detail of the most incredible story of debauchery ever told!

◆◆◆


Chapter 1: Daisy Duke has nothing on me!


I
 am going to tell you this on the behest of my husband, and the truth is that I have to admit that he was right all along. I should have known better than to doubt him, doubt myself, about who I truly am. You see, most women would never confess that they were a whore. Oh no, not in the metaphorical sense, but in the true literal sense of the word. Lord knows, I certainly work hard enough at my craft, after all!

I’m tired of hearing terms like, ‘she dresses like
 a slut’ or ‘she acts like
 a whore’. The fact of the matter is, that if you dress a certain way all of the time, or act a certain way all of the time, it becomes who you truly are. You don’t necessarily have to be real good at it, it is just what you want to be. In my case I don’t act like anything. It is what I am, what I was always meant to be, and now I realize that it is what I shall forever be. I’m sure that you will understand by the time I am finished with this.

It has been a few years now since I returned home from my stay at the estate of Master X at the request of both my husband Steve, and my boss Cindy Jordan. Actually, it was more Cindy’s idea that I go, come to think of it, and she paid for my training as well. Both she and my husband had been encouraging me to go, once my inner most desires and submissive nature were revealed to them. They both knew that there was much more that I could do besides being just their mutual play thing or sex slave, and decided that they wanted me to receive my whore training from the best. There, I was taught to ignore all of my inhibitions and enjoy the acts of sex myself, at least as much as those that I would give pleasure to. 

My training was grueling, exhausting. He taught me discipline, how to accept pain as pleasure. He taught me technique, not only in giving the most pleasure, but for getting the most out of it as well. I have since lost any and all inhibitions and will fuck any man that asks, at any time or place of his choosing. Humiliation is now my friend and merely heightens my sex. I dress seductively at all times, meant for maximum attention and also to let everyone know exactly what I am. I expose myself as an extension of this as well, and have found that it heightens my own arousal also, when someone views my pussy in public “accidentally’. Masturbation techniques were taught me to keep my orgasms fresh, as I have several as a rule, throughout the day.

Since I have been home, Steve and Cindy have kept me very busy. A few days a week I would work as Cindy’s office receptionist, for only her “special” clients. I would be dressed in the shortest skirts and most revealing tops imaginable. No panties or bras were allowed, unless it was incorporated into the desired look for that particular day. I would be required to be seated at a simple clear acrylic desk for maximum visibility, upon which was only my laptop and telephone, and announce their arrival to Cindy via the phone. They would be required 15 minutes to wait in the small outer office alone with me, where most would spend the entire time ogling me as I killed time looking at videos or playing games on my laptop, to give them the appearance that I was working.

The acrylic desk did nothing to block their view of my body, and it was a real kick as they would squirm in their seat trying to hide their hardening cocks as I shifted my position, allowing them a peek at my clean shaven pussy. There is a small water dispenser, the type with a water bottle on top, across the room from my desk, and I would occasionally take a walk past the unsuspecting client and bend over to take a cup while giving them the best view of all, up my tiny skirt from behind. Once, one of my tits slipped out of my top, and I hadn’t noticed until after I had gotten back to my seat. The look on the poor man’s face when I simply shifted my top over to cover it, before going right back to work unconcerned, was hilarious!

Oh, there were times that I was required more than to just “greet” the clients, obviously, like when she needed me to help close a deal and would excuse herself while leaving a client alone with me in the office. Of course, I would have to have his signature on the contract before he was allowed to go too far with me, but by that point he would be more than ready.

Most days I would merely be used for her own entertainment, or to give her pleasure in her office whenever she needed it. I had no desire to ever say no or refuse to comply with anything that she wanted, as I needed it all, if only to contain my irrepressible libido.

As for my husband Steve, his desires changed from using me for his own pleasure, to allowing others to use me for theirs. It started with just a friend or two visiting, allowing them to have me by the end of the evening, to later bringing home strangers for cash or favors. Again, I was more than willing to take any and all that wanted me after my training, and the fact that my husband was making a profit from me didn’t bother me at all at the time. There is much that I could tell about the things that I have done in the past few years but that will have to wait, because this story is about the present.

Ring Ring

“Hello?” I answered from my desk at Cindy’s office.

“Hi Hon. What time you getting off?” Steve asked over the phone.

“Just one more client here waiting. I should be free to go in about 15 minutes. Why? What’s up?”

“I stopped into McShawn’s on my way home, and met a couple of guys here in town for a farming convention. Well, as usual, I started talking about you and they said that they would really love to meet you. Looks like we’re going to get that huge big screen for the bedroom that you wanted sooner than expected! Sound good?”

“Mmmmmmm, yes. I have some ideas about that TV and maybe hooking up a webcam to it. Makes me wet just thinking about it!” I said, as I closed my eyes imagining the sight of my pussy displayed on a 65” screen in 4K.

“I love it. Now you can make us more money from home! Anyway, I’m negotiating with these good old boys from Alabama, and I’m only a beer or two away from sealing the deal. They like the whole country thing, so what I would like you to wear is that pair of worn out Daisy Duke short-shorts. The ones that are so short that half of your ass hangs out with just that strip of stitching riding up through your cunt. I think that the cropped t-shirt that barely covers your tits will be a real hit. Can’t wait to see their eyes when they get a load of you!”

“No rough stuff this time okay?”

“Sorry about that last time, but these guys aren’t looking for any of that, so it should be safe. We’ll keep it in the living room and take it slow. Should be home in an hour and a half. Will that work for you?” He asked.

“Yes, I’ll be ready.”

“Good. See you then. Bye!”

Click

My eyes had been closed since he first started to tell me about tonight. The thought of a couple of strangers wanting to fuck me made me hot, as usual, and when I opened them to hang up the phone I saw that the man who was waiting in my office was staring at me with a shocked expression on his face. He was thin and gaunt looking, possibly in his early 70s, with gray hair, wearing a loose fitting suit that may have fit him better ten years ago. I had forgotten that he had been there, and found myself with my legs spread wide facing directly at him, as my hand slowly rubbed my wet pussy from only a few feet away!

It was already too late to hide it now, as the man squeezed his hard cock through his pants with his eyes fixated at my crotch. I was quickly getting to the point of no return, needing desperately to cum, so I continued as he watched. Of course, he could tell that I was a slut, there was no hiding the fact. My problem now was how this would end. If the man disapproved and Cindy loses a sale because of it, there will be hell to pay! On the other hand, if he enjoys what he sees and tells Cindy that he would like to see more, then I might be called into her office to continue, delaying my arrival at home and disappointing my husband.

There was a third option that came to mind as he continued to watch. If I could get him worked up enough, I might be able to settle this matter before he even gets to go in!

I slouched in my seat and spread my legs to give the man the best view possible of my gaping cunt as my hand rubbed across my clit feverishly, trying to cum as fast as possible. He leaned forward with his head nearly under my desk, showing great interest in what he was watching. My micro skirt was nearly to my waist and the lighting through the clear surface of the desk gave him a perfect view of my sex.

His hand was rubbing his hard cock through his pants. ‘Please, don’t cum yet!’ I thought, with hope that he will wait until I’m done. Having the man watch me masturbate in my office was exhilarating! Cindy could walk in and catch me at any minute, and from the other direction, anyone in the world could have stepped in from outside, as well!

“Oh Oh Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!”

I rubbed my hand furiously from side to side as I came, causing droplets of my lubricant to splash the underside of my desk, quite easy to see by anyone looking down from above. The man, still silent, was amazed by what he was witnessing, as I raised my dripping fingers to my mouth  to suck off my juices. I got up and made my way around the desk with my skirt up around my waist, as the man attempted to make sense of what he had just saw.

“Shhhhh.” I put a finger to my lips for him to keep quiet, as I had him stand.

He began to stutter something as I backed him against the front of my desk, and began to loosen his belt. His belt buckle hit the floor with a thud as his loose fitting trousers dropped straight to the floor, leaving his boxer shorts in place. The outline of his hard cock was a sure sign to me that he was not going to object to what I was about to do.

I skinned his boxers down and his cock sprang up in front of me as I knelt before him. His gray pubic hair was long and unruly and his balls hung low between his legs, belying a much younger looking and rigid penis.

In less than ten minutes my phone would be ringing, with Cindy on the other end to tell me to let the man in. I pride myself in the training that I have received and practice my craft constantly, to strive to be the best whore that I can be. One thing that I have become very good at, is getting a man to cum quickly. There are times when it becomes necessary, like when I have to get a man off in a public place or when we need to be discreet, with his wife in another room ready to walk in at any second.

I took his cock into my mouth as he leaned his now naked ass against my desk, rolling my tongue around it’s head while jerking it rapidly. His breathing became heavy almost immediately and I wondered how he could have lasted this long without shooting his wad in his pants.

Five minutes to go and he was getting close. I fondled his low hanging balls and gave them a light squeeze, which seemed to be all that was needed to get him over the top. With only minutes to go, I couldn’t risk making a mess or leaving any incriminating evidence, so as I felt him tense up I began to suck as he shot his load into my mouth. It took me two good swallows to get it all down as I milked the rest out of his penis, until it became soft and completely drained.

Ring Ring

Shit, she’s early!

His soft penis slipped out of my mouth as I went to stand, bringing his pants and underwear up with me in one quick motion.

Ring Ring

I always answer on the first ring! Leaving the man to his own resources, I let go of his trousers and made a dash around my desk to get the phone, just as it was about to ring for a third time.

“Hello?” I said panting, as I tried to catch my breath.

“What took so long? Are you out of breath?” Cindy asked.

“Uh, no. I was just entertaining your client.”

“I can only imagine!” She joked. “Well, I remember when you got another of my clients excited. I had to wait nearly an hour as he fucked you, before he would get down to business with me. At least I made the sale. So, you can go ahead and send him in, I would like to head home soon.”

My high heels clicked as I trotted around my desk, taking the man by the arm as he finished adjusting his clothes, and led him toward Cindy’s office door. I paused for a moment to check myself only to find that my skirt was still up around my hips, pussy and ass right out in plain view! I stretched it down over my ass and opened the door, right on cue. One thing that a good whore knows, is that she can always find a back door out of trouble. Being sneaky is one of our best qualities.

“Oh, welcome Mr. Staziowski, please come in!”. She said, while reaching out to the man.

He had a wide grin on his face, and when she saw it mouthed silently to me, “What happened?”, as she walked him inside.

“Steve called, and wants me home, I’ll see you tomorrow.” I said, as I closed the door behind me, not allowing her to say another word.

Before I left, I wiped away any evidence of my actions from under my desk, and bolted out the door to head home. Once back at our house, I raced to the bedroom to find the clothes that Stave wanted me to wear, which wasn’t much, and took them with me as I went to shower. 

With time left before my husband got home, I used plenty of that time focusing on my privates and shaving my muff, which had been showing just a trace of stubble lately, before drying and powdering my body. Holding the shorts out in front of me, they seemed like they were even more worn out and smaller than I remember. I stepped into them and pulled them up, working them past my ample bottom, with the worn strip of material wedging deep between the lips of my pussy, leaving a fair amount of puffy flesh exposed on either side. This was not something to be worn in public, obviously, and I had to wonder just how I got away with wearing it outside before.

The cropped t-shirt was no larger than a dish rag. I pulled it down over my head and let it hang over my breasts. It too was a bit smaller than I remember, as a good deal of under-boob showed beneath. I also pulled out a western hat that Steve said looked extra hot on me, and put it on to top things off. That was everything that I was expected to wear for the strangers that my husband was bringing home, with his sole intention to have them fuck me. I am a total whore, and the woman that I saw in the mirror did little to argue that fact.

Why I was beginning to have reservations about this, one of many encounters with strangers, was beyond me. I enjoyed looking like a slut, acting like a slut, and being used like a slut should be, but there had to be more in life than that. It has been quite a while since Steve took me out to dinner without it becoming just another opportunity for a sexual encounter. He would always have me dress just above the level of decency, with some special details added that, if discovered, could keep me out of most public places entirely.

I hadn’t felt one bit of modesty in years, but today, looking at the whore in the mirror, gave me pause. There were strangers coming over, and the first sight that they will see will be me dressed like a true and undeniable whore, using her slut outfit to encourage men to want her.

Suddenly, I heard the front door open, and as quick as a flash the silence was replaced by the sounds of men talking loudly and laughing, out in the living room. It could have been ten of them out there, judging by the noise they made, and it wouldn’t have made a difference to me if there were. I could take them all without a second thought, but today I was second guessing myself. Not that I wouldn’t fuck them all willingly, the fact that my pussy was getting wet thinking about it proves that, I was beginning to have doubts that this is what I truly wanted to be anymore. Just a whore to be used for the pleasure of men.

“Honey, you in here?” Steve asked, as he stepped into the bedroom. “Oh good. Wow! You look hotter in those shorts than you did before. Did you make any alterations?”

“No Dear, just gained a few pounds. I’m surprised that I could pull up the zipper. Are you sure this isn’t too much?” I asked, as I looked at my reflection.

“Don’t worry, you won’t be wearing it long. These guys are ready, and I’m surprised they didn’t shoot off in their pants when I was telling them about you. Don’t be surprised if they still do, once they get a look at you. I’m going back out there, so why don’t you bring us out some beers? These boys like their beer!”

“How many?”

“I got three of them. Could have gotten the entire convention! They are all looking for someone like you for entertainment while they’re in town, so if you want, I can always get more.”

“That’s okay. Three is fine. I’ll bring the beers out in a minute. Just finishing up here.”

“You alright, Honey? I’ve never seen you turn down a good old gangbang.”

“I’m fine. Be out in a few.” I said, while still looking in the mirror.

After another minute I realized that it was time to snap out of my funk and get to business. I turned to the side and jutted out my ass to be sure that those waiting won’t be disappointed with me, and headed out to the kitchen to get the beers. It was hard to believe that there were only four men total waiting in the living room, judging by all the noise, and I wasn’t convinced until I opened the door carrying out a tray with the beer.

The noise stopped quickly, as the men stood staring with their mouths open and eyes as wide as saucers. They looked me up and down in disbelief as I stood before them barefoot, dressed like every man’s Daisy Duke fantasy. Their eyes would go from my tits, with my nipples poking out at the thin material of my top, to my pussy, winking at them from my short-shorts.

“Howdy boys!” I said, in my sexiest country accent. “Do you boys like beer?”

“Yes Ma’am!” They all said in unison.

They couldn’t take a can from my tray any faster, as they came up to stand around me.

“Hell Steve, she’s even nicer to look at than you said. Does she always dress like that?” Asked a man literally wearing blue coveralls, looking like he just walked off the farm.

“Brie, would you like to tell them?” Steve asked, as he opened his beer.

“I guess the simple answer to your question would be yes, I do. I believe that a woman’s place on this earth is to let men enjoy them as they would a flower. If they enjoy looking at me, then I should give them a view that pleases them. Steve has always wanted me to look pretty for his friends so, do y’all like what you see?” I asked, while striking a pose.

“Well, yes ma’am, I think that you are about the prettiest thing that I ever did see. Oh, where’s my manners? This here’s Daniel, my little brother Tyler, and I’m Buck. We raise hogs down in Tuscaloosa, and came up here for the big convention. I got to admit to you Miss, that they just don’t make them quite like you back home.” Said Buck, while holding his hat in his hands.

I turned to put the empty tray down on the coffee table, and as I did, my top “accidentally” hung down exposing my naked breasts to the men, who let out a few groans as they opted for the best vantage point possible to view me. I remained in this position, with my bottom arched upward, giving them a great view of my outer labia as the thin strip of denim was forced up my slit. All of this done in the pretense of me being a sweet and innocent, if not naive housewife.

I could tell right away that they already had plenty of beer before coming to the house, and wondered if Steve encouraged it to get them to agree to come. They did seem very happy just to talk to me dressed that way, but Steve decided to pick up the pace and put on some country music in the background, as I fetched more beer.

“Your wife Brie is pretty hot, Steve. You are a lucky man having a woman like that. Are they all like her up here?” Buck asked, while I was away.

“No. She is one of a kind. Would you like to see her dance?” He asked.

“Hell yeah! That would be great!” Buck replied excitedly.

“You boys sit right down on the couch, and I’ll be right back.” Steve said, as he walked toward the kitchen.

When he got there he caught me bent over to get some cans from the bottom shelf of the fridge. He came up behind me and cupped one of my exposed cheeks with his hand, startling me in the process.

“The boys say they want you to dance for them. I can tell that they are nervous, so this might help.” He said.

“I suppose that I would have to know how to dance country. You know that I’ve never been good at that.”

“Not a problem. Just move around to get them loose and things should move right along after that.” He said, as he took a beer from my hand and headed back to the living room.

I walked out with tray in hand to a lot of hooting and hollering as they sat on the couch waiting for more beer. As before, I bent at the waist to place the tray on the coffee table as the men watched my breasts hanging only a few feet from their faces, and when I stood the material no longer hung over my tits, it rested on top like a shelf as my pert nipples pointed straight at them. Again they sat with mouths open while I just smiled before “noticing” that my tits were exposed, and slowly adjusting my top to drape over them again.

“Your wife sure has nice titties there Steve. Those aren’t the store bought kind like you see on the movies stars, are they?” Buck asked.

“No. Everything on my wife is genuine. Would you like to check for yourself?” Steve offered, as Buck’s friends try to encourage him to get up.

“It’s alright, big fella, I don’t mind.” I said, as I held out my hand to help him to his feet.

He nervously made his way around the table and stood in front of me unsure of his next course of action, so I took the reigns and began to sway my body to the music as he watched. I gradually worked my way to him pressing my back against him while grinding my ass against his crotch, and placing his meaty hands on my swaying breasts. As he cupped them from under my cropped top they appeared almost small, as they were groped by the huge thick hands of a pig farmer. As he kneaded them, I reached back to feel his hard cock through his coveralls. He was a bit overweight, with a round face, and now I discovered that his cock felt  as thick around as the rest of him.

I slipped my hand down inside and found he was not wearing underwear as I gripped his stiff cock, as I continued to grind my ass against him. Steve tapped the other two on the leg and motioned for them to join in, which they did quickly. They came over to stand on either side of her, and began touching her body as she stroked their friend’s cock.

Hands were all over my body, rubbing, touching, squeezing anything that the men could touch. They were obviously not well versed on how to treat a whore, like myself. I am used to men taking what they want, but with these guys, I had to take the lead and guide them, so I turned around and slid the straps of Buck’s coveralls over his shoulders and pulled them down to the floor. Buck was a bit shy about letting the other men see him this way, and was trying to cover himself as I bent to take his cock into my mouth.

Someone’s hand was on my backside and I could feel fingers touching my pussy from the rear. Knowing that he would probably hesitate, I unbuttoned my shorts and pulled them down over my ass, without losing contact with the cock in my mouth. I felt my shorts being pulled off leaving my bare ass exposed, as someone began planting small kisses around my globes.

Suddenly, to my surprise, one of the men buried his face up between the cheeks of my ass and began tonguing my asshole! That felt wonderful, and went on for a few minutes, before he backed me up toward the couch and lowered me down on his lap, burying his cock inside of me. Buck was now standing in front of me as I blew him, while another fucked me bareback. The third, Tyler, was now standing beside his brother Buck, squeezing his cock through his pants, so I reached over and unbuckled his pants to free his member as well. Now I was working the two cocks with my mouth as the other man, Daniel, fucked me from the couch, while Steve watched casually from his chair, sipping a beer.

This wasn’t the first time that he has set me up for a gangbang with strangers. The fact is, I’m kind of used to it. So, why did it begin to bother me this day, when I glanced over toward him? I think that it was more his disinterest in what I was doing, more than anything else. He had always encouraged me, shown interest in what I was doing, as if I were doing it for the both of us, like partners sharing the same desires. Now, he’s texting on his phone as though my actions were inconveniencing him.

Has he lost interest in me? I wondered. He used to share in my enjoyment while I was being fucked, but lately it seems to be more about the money. I began to feel as though he was using me, pimping me as though I was a prostitute. I fuck because it is my calling, and all of the training and practice that I have had has only made me better at my craft, while teaching me to enjoy it more as well. Maybe I don’t want to do this anymore. Maybe I will tell my husband that this is the end for me.

Daniel was now driving his cock up into me harder, when suddenly he let out a grunt while pulling me down hard on his lap. I felt jets of hot cum shooting deep up inside me as he held me firmly in place. Once he let go of my hips I spun around and knelt, with my head down between his legs. As I sucked his cock clean Buck, got down on his knees and pushed his thick cock into me.

I was lapping up semen from between Daniel’s legs as Buck fucked me with forceful quick strokes driving me forward, while causing me to lose my balance. It was as though he was a man possessed as he fucked me as hard as any man ever had. Luckily for me his cock wasn’t as large as some, or he could have really hurt me. As my body was forced forward, he grabbed my arms behind my back, pulling them toward himself to better control me, as I rocked back and forth helplessly like a rag doll. He would pull me back against his pelvis, driving his cock into me as hard as possible before pushing my arms forward again, pressing my face down into Daniel’s lap over and over again.

I wondered at that point whether Steve would step in, but when I was able to turn my head, he was nowhere to be found! Daniel was quickly replaced by Tyler who grabbed my head and forced it down. I could feel his erection in the back of my throat, putting a new wrinkle on my situation. Buck pushed me forward with my face down against his brother’s crotch, which made it hard to breath.

“The man was right. You are truly a whore. Well, I got a surprise for you whore!” I heard Buck announce.

He pulled his cock out of my cunt, and shoved it up my ass on his next stroke without changing his rhythm, taking whatever breath that I had left, away. My hands were being held behind my back to keep from getting away as the two brothers used me as a tool for their own satisfaction.

“Where the hell are you, Steve?” I thought, as I gasped for air.

Tyler was now holding my head from either side while he fucked my throat roughly, as his brother felt as though he was trying to pound my ass with his fat cock as hard as he could.

“You ain’t never been fucked, until you get fucked by a country boy!” He declared.

Without warning Tyler’s cock shot a jet of his thick semen straight down my throat as he held my face tightly against himself, my nose pressed flat against his pelvis. He spasmed a couple of times as two more streams of his thick cum followed the first, right down to my belly, before he pushed my head away roughly.

As I gasped for air, Buck grabbed my hair and snapped my head back, as he continued his assault on my ass.

You gettin’ what every good whore needs, and you lovin’ it, ain’t ya?” He said, looking down at my upturned face menacingly.

I didn’t answer fast enough, so he got a better grip on my hair and pulled harder, causing me to grunt loudly.

“I want you to tell me that you’re nothin’ but a filthy whore and you like gettin’ fucked like a pig. Say it!” He ordered.

“I’m a filthy whore.” I managed to get out, before taking another breath.

“AND????”

“I like getting fucked like a pig.” I blurted.

“Your ass feels a little tighter than the hogs on my farm, but I believe that I’m startin’ to loosen you up a little now. So, why don’t you give us boys a little squeal to make us feel at home?”

I shook my head no. Fuck him! Where the hell is Steve?

“No? You’re a spunky little whore, I’ll tell you that! Well Spunky whore, it’s a fact that a good whore never says no, so I think it’s time to teach you a lesson. Dan? Grab me another beer will ya? I think it’s about time little piggy gets hers!” He ordered.

He held my hands behind my back by just one of his huge hands with ease. I was helpless, desperate to get away. How Steve couldn’t hear me was beyond belief! As his friend opens his beer, Buck brought down his free hand on my upturned bottom.

Smack

“Owwwww!”

It was about as hard as any man has ever spanked me with his bare hands, and I would do just about anything not to have him do it again!

Smack

“Owwwww!”

Fuck, that hurt! That’s it, I’ve had it. When I see Steve I’m telling him I’m done with this shit! He’s not here to protect me. He’s not here to share this with me. He’s not here when I need him the most.

Smack

“Owwwww!”

With his fat cock still buried deep in my ass he was enjoyed abusing me, as he rode me like an animal. He and his buddies were getting a real kick out it, as the other two encouraged him to continue. Why didn’t I scream? A whore doesn’t scream. A whore accepts what is given  her. She chooses this path willingly, and is never
 in control of her situation. She is here for a man’s pleasure only, and if it pleases him to punish her, so be it.

He takes the beer from his friend and chugs it down as he resumes his assault on my poor asshole. I knew that the only way out was to make him cum, so I began to gyrate my hips to speed things along. He seemed to enjoy this and stopped moving to allow me to grind my ass against him. All he had to do now was drink his beer and watch.

“You see boys? You just have to show a whore who’s the boss. I knew she’d come around. She’s gonna make one fine whore, I’ll tell you that!”

I rotated my hips in circles to give him as much friction as possible before backing up to him. Each time that I would pull away I would clench my asshole tightly around his cock, trying to get him off. I knew that the plan was working when he let go of my arms, which gave me the freedom to really work him the way that I wanted to. A minute later he gave out a loud grunt and collapsed on my back forcing my body to be sandwiched between him and his brother, as his hot cum shot deep into my rectum.

He remained in this position for a good minute or two before he slowly backed off from me. I didn’t move until Tyler tapped me on the shoulder and motioned for me to get off of him. I rolled over and sat on the couch as Tyler got up and headed for his pants, bunched up on the floor. Without a word, they all quietly got dressed and looked around the room to be sure that they weren’t leaving anything behind.

Buck turned to me, holding his hat in his hand.

“Well, we want to thank you for that, Ma’am. Hope I didn’t hurt you none, just play acting’s all. Your husband did say that you were a good whore, and he was right! I’ll be sure to pass the word back at the convention about you, so you should be in for a big weekend. Here’s the money that your husband said to give him, and we threw in a real nice tip just for you. Hope to have the pleasure again someday.” He said, as they walked toward the door. “Oh, your husband will be back in a while. Said he has some business to deal with. Good day, Ma’am.”

He put his hat back on, and they all left out the front door just as they came in.

“What the fuck was that?” I thought, as I sat dumbstruck thinking about how these men turned into crazed lunatics moments before.

After a few minutes I got off the couch and headed toward the bathroom, leaving my husband’s reward for selling his wife on the coffee table. A shower wasn’t going to be enough to wash away the memories of what had just happened, so I filled the tub and readied myself for a relaxing bath to ponder my future with my husband.

As I soaked, I wondered if I should continue on with this life of a whore. There has to be more to life than being nothing more than a receptacle for a man to put his semen. Oh, it won’t be easy, but nothing in this world worth a damn is, so I decided to give it a try. As for my husband, he betrayed me once when I was blackmailed by a gang of hoodlums, and helped them force me into this life to begin with. Maybe he thought that he was protecting me in some way, but all I do know is that it never would have gotten down to this if he hadn’t, regardless of his intentions. After all of that, the training, the workouts to keep me in shape and desirable, and the lack of a normal relationship, he sets me up for a gangbang, and not only shows no interest in what I am doing, but leaves me alone and at the mercy of strangers, ones that we will probably never see again!

I decided that I was going to teach him a lesson. I’ve had enough, I was leaving him.

As I was finishing my soak, I thought that I could hear sounds coming from another room of the house. And voices? Oh God, Steve. I’m done whoring for one day!

I stepped out and dried myself, put on my bathrobe, and went out to see what was going on. When I walked into the bedroom I found Steve standing with a smile on his face, beside the new flat screen that he purchased, while I was being fucked. I heard the front door closing and figured that it was the delivery men leaving.

“Well? What do you think?” He said proudly.

This was why he left me at the mercy of strangers? For a fucking television?

I walked up to him and began pounding on him with my fists.

“You fucking asshole motherfucker! You leave me alone with a bunch of inbred strangers, so that you can go out and buy a fucking TV? Well, I hope you enjoy the hell out of it, because I’m leaving. That was the last straw!” I announced, as he dodged my blows.

“Whoa whoa whoa! What did I do? I promised you this TV and wanted to surprise you with it when you were through. You seemed to be doing alright for yourself before I left….” He said, as he covered his head from my punches.

“Those fucking pig farmers fucked me like I was one of their fucking animals, you fucking fuck! They hurt me, even scared me some, and you weren’t here to protect me. And what about your promise that bareback was only for guys we know are clean? Did you even tell them about that?”

Steve realized that he fucked up royally, and it showed on his face.

“What fucking good are you, just to be my pimp? How did that all get started anyway? Since when do I need to fuck other men for money? Sure, it was fun the first time, having me act as a prostitute, but I’m not a prostitute! I fuck men because it is what I do, and I think that I’m pretty good at it too! So, you can take your fucking money and shove it up your ass. No more conventions, no more good-old-boys, and no more setting me up with strangers. If I want to fuck a stranger it will be one of my choosing, get it? Now get the fuck away from me. I’ve got some packing to do.” I said, as I headed to the closet to pull out my suitcase.

“But Honey.”

“Get the fuck out, NOW!” I said pointing to the door.


Chapter 2: The pretty girl from the diner


I
 woke up the following morning in a motel, an hours drive from my house. I thought that it was far enough away that Steve wouldn’t find me, and I probably wouldn’t know anybody here to tell where I was. The smart thing for me to have done would be to kick my husband out and live in the house myself, but I really didn’t give this a lot of forethought before I left. It’s been so long that I had forgot what it was like not to be a whore, that I would need some time to readjust. I walked over to the diner next to the motel for breakfast, and sat down at the counter.

Everyone seated stopped what they were doing, and watched me from the time that I entered. While I sat quietly I could sense that they were talking about me, but I tried to ignore them.

“Coffee?” Asked the perky young waitress from behind the counter.

“Please.” I replied, as she went off to get the pot.

She was a pretty young thing, early twenties maybe, wearing a tight fitting peach colored dress, with a white apron. Her long dirty blond hair was in a pony tail hanging to one side from over her shoulder.

“Here you go, Miss. Would you like some breakfast?” She asked, with her pad at the ready to take down my order.

I gave her my order, she smiled, and turned to hang it for the cook to find from the kitchen in back.

“You’re not from around here are you.” She asked, as she walked back to top off my coffee.

“Actually, I don’t live too far away at all. Why do you ask?”

She covered her mouth so that no-one could hear, and whispered, “You just don’t look like you do, that’s all.” Pointing to my clothes.

I was wearing a tank top, mini skirt and heels. Whore clothes.

“Oh, I’m sorry…….” I said, feeling a bit out of place.

“Oh no. Please don’t be. It looks really nice on you. I didn’t mean to make you feel uncomfortable. Are you going to the city or something?” She asked.

“Not sure where I’m going. Haven’t given it much thought yet. Do you think I should go back and change? I’m staying in the motel next store.”

“I hope you don’t mind me asking, but are you working?” She asked, under her breath.

I knew exactly what she was thinking.

“No, please. Nothing like that. Just wasn’t thinking, that’s all. But, if you think that it’s a problem I’ll……...” I reached for my purse.

“No. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean anything by it, but you look so comfortable dressed that way, I thought…….Oh never mind. Lets just forget this and start over. I’m Melanie. You can call me Mel.” She said, reaching out her hand.

“Nice to meet you, Mel. I’m Brie.”

“Same here, Brie.” She replied, before turning around to get my plate from the shelf  behind the counter, placing it down in front of me.

“Here’s your breakfast. Hope you like it. I’ll leave you alone to eat, but would you mind if I were to come back and chat in a little bit? The breakfast crowd is about done, and I think that you’re really interesting to talk to.”

“Well, as long as you’re bringing the coffee….” I said with a laugh, as I watched her head back down the counter to clear away some dirty dishes.

I probably should have given a little more thought into what I was packing, but I’m a whore. These are the things that I usually wear! After I finished my eggs, Mel came by and took my plate. It appeared that it was only the two of us inside, and the cook out back, left in the diner. Right on cue, Mel came walking back with the pot of coffee and a smile.

“So, you didn’t say why you were staying at the motel. Problems at home?” She asked, as she filled my cup.

“Something like that, I guess.”

“ Honey, is he cheating on you?” She asked.

“No. Nothing like that.”

She leaned over to whisper, “You cheating on him?”

“No. Believe me, that could never be an issue.”

“I can’t see how you can look that way, and not have every man in town after you. You do look really sexy, if you don’t mind me saying. I don’t think that I would last a day without guys wanting to take me to bed, if I looked like you. So, if you’re not dressed up for your husband, and you’re some kind of hooker….No disrespect!”

“None taken.”

“Then, who are you dressing up for?” She paused, and her eyes got as wide as saucers. “Are you swingers or something? Are you having a get together at that motel? I always wanted to know how that stuff work!”

“Not exactly swingers, but close.” I said, before sipping my coffee.

Mel just leaned forward with her elbows on the counter staring into my eyes, waiting for me to give her an answer.

“What?” I asked.

“You know what. I’m not moving until you tell me what’s going on. We get nothing like this in our town, so I’m just dying to know.”

“If I tell you, do you promise to keep it between us girls?” I asked.

“Of course. Cross my heart and hope to die!” She swore.

“I’m not sure that you’re ready, but here goes. I like to have sex with men. Girls too on occasion, but usually men.”

“So, you are like a call girl after all!”

“No. You don’t understand. I have sex with men. It’s what I do. I dress this way to attract them, and if they want me, they can have me.” I confessed.

“Noooo! You’re just screwing with me. No woman does that unless she’s a….”

“Whore? Is that what you’re about to say? Well, the answer is yes, I am a whore. A damned good one too!”

Mel just backed away with the look of shock on her face. It took her a moment to digest what she had just heard, as she slowly walked down to the other end of the counter to have time to think. She seemed to be talking to herself, before nodding her head and walking back to me.

“Sorry about that. You just took me a little off guard, that’s all. So, are you telling me that if a man were to walk in here right now, and say that he wants to have sex with you...”

“Fuck.”

“Says that he wants to fuck you, you would?”

“Probably. I don’t fuck just anybody, but more often than not I do.” I said, matter-of-factly.

“So, is that why you left home, husband getting in the way?”

“On the contrary, he encourages me. Even brings home men for me to fuck.”

“Like strangers? He brings home strangers?”

“Of course! I’ve already fucked all our friends!”

“How..why did you start doing this?” She asked, topping off my coffee once again.

“It has been inside of me my whole life, I just didn’t know it at first. All of a sudden, I needed it, and it grew from there.”

“And you’ve never been arrested?”

“Arrested? For what? There’s no law against people fucking. If there was, they would have to lock up everybody. That’s why I left Steve. He brought over some guys to fuck me yesterday, and all he could think about was getting a new big screen TV for it. He didn’t even care to watch us. I told him that I don’t care about money, but he doesn’t get it.”

“He brings over men because he likes to watch, is that it?”

“Like a cuckold or something? No, it’s more that we are sharing in my enjoyment. It makes me feel better that he is getting something out of what I’m doing too, and I don’t mean a big screen. He really didn’t know how I was until well after we were married, and he understands that he can’t change me, as well. So, he either accepts me for who I am, or he will lose me.”

“I don’t know anything about cuckolds or whatever that is, but it sounds like he gets off watching you. Why?”

“I don’t know really. He doesn’t get jealous or anything like that, but he did get me started.”

“So, tell me, if a man walked through that door over there ,and I asked you to, would you fuck him?” Mel asked.

“I doubt it. Honey, you never fuck where you eat!” I joked, as we both laughed.

“That was great! What are your plans for the day?”

“I don’t know. Anything to do around here?”

“Well, there’s the bowling alley down the road. You want to hang out?” She asked.

“As long as it’s not at the bowling alley, sure.”

“Okay, I get off in an hour. Give me a chance to go home and wash some of this diner off of my skin, and I’ll meet you back at your room this afternoon. There is a good place for lunch down by the college that’s usually hopping. Sound good?” She asked.

“Sounds great. Here’s my cell number. Give me a call when you’re on your way.”

I pressed a piece of paper in her hand, and left some money on the counter for breakfast, plus a nice tip for her. When I stood up, I found that my skirt had ridden up a bit showing a little ass cheek, so I stretched down the hem enough to cover myself and headed for the door. My heels clicked on the floor as I walked, and when I got to the door I turned to find that, not only Mel was watching, but the cook was poking his head out to see the whore as well. 

I heard a few horns beeping from behind me as I walked back to the motel, and I was well aware that I probably shouldn’t be walking around this little town like this during the day. Once back in my room, I thought that it might be a good idea to go out to get something new to wear if I didn’t want to stand out. I wouldn’t want to embarrass Mel by dressing like the whore that I am, so I grabbed my car keys and headed out in search of a store to find something a bit more conservative to wear.

I found a little dress shop in a shopping plaza, that might fit my needs. Maybe it was timing but I found that there were no other customers in the store when I entered.

“Good morning!” Said the clerk, standing behind the cash register.

“Good morning.” I replied, as I stopped to find direction.

“If I can help you find something, please let me know.”

“Well, actually I’m just looking for something more casual to wear for the day.” I replied.

The clerk came over to assist me.

“Wow. Someone must have been out late last night!” She commented, when she noticed my outfit.

“Something like that, I guess. Just need something else today.” I said, scanning the store for what I was looking for.

“Come with me.” The clerk said, as she walked through the racks toward the back of the store.

This was very similar to the little dress shop that I went to over three years ago, which started me on the path to becoming a promiscuous whore. It was that one little mistake in judgment, which I had explained in detail back then, that opened the door for me to become what I am, what I was always meant to be.

“Is this what you were looking for?” The clerk asked, motioning toward a area of the store  dresses.

I have to admit, the clothes were not the style that I have become accustomed to, but it was what I needed for that particular day. The clerk left me alone to shop and went back to the front by the registers. I ended up going for a basic pair of jeans and a pullover top. The clerk told me that there was a discount shoe store just a few doors down in the plaza, so I took my bag and headed out the door.

As I entered the small shoe store I found one couple inside shopping, along with the clerk at the front register. The husband looked bored as the wife picked up and examined just about every shoe on the racks. He took a double take when he initially saw me, still dressed in my whore clothes, and stood out of his wife’s line of sight, watching me for most of my time in the store. I was feeling a little sorry for him as he looked out of place, and could tell that his only reason for being there was to keep his wife happy.

She snapped at him a few times for his inattentiveness, but he would simply apologize and follow her throughout the store. At one point we made eye contact, and his day suddenly looked a little brighter. He began to smile and make little hand gestures behind his wife to make me laugh. I had found a couple of boxes of comfortable shoes and went to try them on, when suddenly I got an idea.

The man needed a reward for being married to what appeared to be a bitch of a wife, so while she was busy at the other end, I gave the man a nod to move over to the next aisle. He looked confused, but eager, and waited for the right time to go. When he came around the corner, I was sitting on one of those mirrored stools trying on a pair of shoes. I’m not really sure if those mirrors were meant for the customer to see what the shoes look like on her feet, or to give the salesmen a great view up her skirt as he helps get them on her feet.

The man was already a nervous wreck from being out of his wife’s sight, however that didn’t stop him from coming my way when I crooked my finger for him. Of course, all he could see was my legs as I was seated sideways, which is probably more than he would have ever expected that day, but there was something even better for him yet to come.

I put a finger to my lips for him to keep quiet, and handed him one of the shoes that I wanted to try on and motioned for him to come around to help me. Now you have to remember that I was still wearing a short stretchy mini, so you can imagine the look on the man’s face when he came around in front of me to find my pussy on bold display for him. He was in shock and dropped the shoe in his hand, as his eyes were fixated on my honey pot. I’ve mentioned before that I rarely wear panties, and that was true again that day.

As he stood before me stunned, mouth wide open, I picked up the shoe and motioned again for him put it on my foot. He looked back quickly toward the other end of the aisle for his wife, before kneeling in front of me to put the shoe on my foot. As he did, I slid forward on my seat which caused the skirt to slide up even further and causing my legs to part even more for his viewing pleasure. I gave him a few minutes to just gaze at my pussy, even placing my hands to either side to spread it open for a once in a lifetime experience, until I figured that it was time to end it.

I motioned for him to be quiet and go back to the other aisle before his wife came looking, and sure as shit, by the time he got to the end of the aisle, she was coming around the corner. I had already gotten to my feet holding my shopping bag to partially block her view of me. She saw me down the other end and gave her husband a look, before heading toward the register with her purchase, with her now, very happy husband in tow. I got to the register myself just as they were leaving and the man gave me a smile, as well as a nod of appreciation, before stepping out of the door. I may only be a whore, but I think that I have a good heart. 

When I got back to the motel I spent my time quietly unpacking my suitcase and relaxing. Steve and Cindy both were blowing up my phone all day, so I had to shut off the ringer and listened to their voicemails later. Steve kept telling me how sorry he was and Cindy just hoped that I was alright. I wasn’t ready yet to talk to either one, as I needed time away to decide whether I wanted to continue this path that they have me on.

As time neared for Mel to call, I put on the clothes that I purchased earlier and found that it made me look like a completely different woman in them. As is often the case I needed to wear a thong along with the new jeans. The denim was a bit rough on my bare pussy and I thought that it might be better to wait to go without panties after they’ve softened up a bit. I had to do the same with my top as it just didn’t look right on me without a bra. The only one that I had was a sheer three quarter cup type, but it would have to do. I hadn’t put on any makeup yet that day and ended up putting on a little as a change of pace. As I said, I just didn’t look like the same woman. 

I was ready to go by the time that Mel called and said that she was on the way, so I just sat on the bed texting or playing with my phone until she arrived. After a little while I heard heels clicking down the walkway toward my room, which was right on the ground floor. I could see the shadow of a woman walking by through the sheer window curtains just as I heard a knock on the door.

When I opened the door I was stunned for a moment when I saw Mel waiting. We stood motionless just looking at each other without saying a word. There she was, the innocent young waitress that I met just hours before dressed as much like a slut, as I normally would! She was wearing a tight short black leather mini and a sheer white blouse with a black bra beneath. She also wore dark nylons with high heels, and a black choker around her neck. I have to tell you, with her face made up and long hair down her back, she will really be turning some heads!

“Mel? What’s all this?” I asked, as I moved aside to let her in to look her over.

“You said that you only packed the kind of clothes that you wore this morning, and I just didn’t want you to feel embarrassed being the only one going out for lunch dressed that way.” She explained.

“And you figured that if you were to dress like me, that would be a good idea?” I asked, as I walked around giving her a good looking over.

“I guess I really didn’t think this through, huh? So, what about you? I thought that you always dress like a...a...”

“Whore?”

“Yes. Didn’t you tell me that? That you always dress that way now? Where did you get the clothes?” She asked.

“I went down the street to a little dress shop. Believe me, this isn’t my style, but I was thinking the same as you, and didn’t want people to see you out and about with a whore!”

We both laughed.

“How about you? Do you dress like this a lot?” I asked, still amazed at her transformation.

“No. I bought these with a friend one day. We were supposed to go out to a club, and she thought that we should dress like this. I thought that we would end up being the only ones dressed this way and were both really surprised when we were the more conservative looking girls in the club. I’ve put it on a few times since, but just never got up the courage to go out like this in public again. I thought that today, with you, might be my best chance to try again.” She said.

“Well, all I can say is that you are a real knockout. Guys are going to be all over you today.” I said, causing her to blush.

Here we were, the whore dressed like a housewife, and the young innocent counter girl dressed ready to be fucked. After a few minutes to settle down, we decided to head out just the way we were and see how the day went. Our talk on the way was, for the most part, about her as I really didn’t want to say too much about my own business. She told me that she had moved away from home to live with a boyfriend at a young age, and was too embarrassed to go back once they broke up, and took the job at the diner to pay for the small apartment that she has lived in since. There have been other boyfriends since but no lasting relationships and nothing on the horizon, so she needed something to turn her life around.

She took me to the other end of town, by the local University, and drove around to the back lot of the local tavern. There were only a few cars in the lot, so you can say that I was a little surprised to find the place busy as we entered. The moment we opened the door, all you could hear was loud music, glass clinking, and voices trying to talk over everything.

There was a group of young guys playing pool, and when they saw Mel they stopped to watch her pass. Oh, sure, I got some glances too, but most of the attention was on the hot young chick that just walked in. Being nearly a generation older, I wondered if they thought that I might be her mother, especially considering how I was dressed.

We found a table, and no sooner sat down, when a cute young girl gave us menus and asked if we wanted something to drink. I couldn’t help but notice that she seemed very interested in Mel, looking her over as she spoke to her. I ordered a glass of wine and Mel wanted an Appletini. I had never so much as heard of an Appletini before, but when it came out and the girl put it on the table, it amazed me just how large the glass was as well as how green the drink was, as well. She told me that it was made with vodka and apple juice or apple liqueur, but all I knew was that she was going to end up the same color green if she drank them down as fast as she was the first one.

By the time that the waitress came back to take our order, Mel was ready for a second round, while I had barely touched mine. So she asked for another while we ordered our meals, with the waitress continuing to fawn over Mel.

“I think you have a fan.” I said, watching the waitress’s round bottom stretch her tight jeans as she walked away.

“You think so?” Asked my naive lunch mate.

“You really must get out more!” I joked.

It didn’t take more than a minute for her to return with another Martini, reaching around from behind Mel to place it down on the table.

“I haven’t seen you around here before.” She said, flirtatiously.

“I’ve been a few times. Maybe you just didn’t notice.” Mel replied.

“I notice everything.” She said, while staring into her blue eyes.

Mel blushed, and I could see that she felt uncomfortable, so I cleared my throat to get the attention away from my friend.

“Thank you.” I said, as a means to get her mind back on her work.

She blinked a couple of times to bring herself out of her trance before excusing herself.

“Told you!” I said. “ Ever been with another girl before?”

“I went to college for a couple of years and kissed one after having a few drinks at a party, but that was it. As I said, I haven’t been out much.” She said, obviously looking to see if she was still in sight.

“Well this might just be your day if you want it.” I said, watching her down half of her drink.

“How do you do it?” She asked, once she got back to me.

“Do what.”

“Being a..a”

“Whore?” I asked, finishing her sentence again.

“So, do you just go up to a man and say “I want to fuck you”, or what?” The drinks were already taking affect, at that point.

“No it isn’t like that.”

“If I wanted to do that, where would I start?” She asked, leaning forward attentively.

“You don’t want to be like me. Believe me.” I said, passing it off.

“No really, I’m interested. How do you do it?”

I really didn’t want to encourage her, but I figured that it wouldn’t hurt to talk a little.

“You never approach a man. You let him make the first move.”

“How do they know that you won’t just slap them or something?”

“First you have to look the part.”

“Like me?” She asked with a grin.

“Well, sort of. Don’t get me wrong, you look damn hot in that outfit, but I wouldn’t think that you were a whore. Not here anyway.”

“What should I do differently. I think that I really want to try it. To be like you.” She declared.

“No no no. You’re a nice girl, Mel. You don’t to go down that path!” I advised.

“Why? You don’t think that I’m pretty enough?” She asked defensively.

Just then the waitress came by with our food and noticed something off as she put our plates on the table. Mel quickly gulped down her drink and put the glass back down on our table.

“I’ll have another!” She demanded.

The waitress looked to me for direction, knowing full well that my friend was drinking too fast. I thought for a second, before giving her the okay to bring us both another. I figured that Mel was old enough to know what she was doing, and I didn’t want her getting upset. She had driven us there, but I was pretty sure that I
 would be taking her
 back.

This was a side of her that I didn’t know that she had, but I chalked it up to a girl needing a day to just let go. She was obviously upset that I didn’t want to encourage her with using me as a role model, but the truth is that I thought that she was a nice girl from the suburbs that needed someone to care for her.

We both ate in silence, and this time she didn’t even acknowledge the waitress when she returned with more drinks. She merely picked up her glass and continued where she left off with the previous one. By the time we finished our meal her glass was half empty again. I figured that each of her drinks were the equivalent of two standard drinks, so it doesn’t take a rocket scientist to know that she was half in the bag already. Once the waitress took our plates she seemed to have calmed down a little.

“So, what makes you so different from me? What makes you think that I can’t be a whore if I want?” She asked, stoically, if not a bit loud. 

That was the first time that I remembered hearing her say the “W” word, and I knew that the drinks were emboldening her.

“Okay, okay, you would make a great whore. Now can we drop this?” I pleaded.

“No. I want you to teach me. Show me the ropes. I’m serious.” She said, as she looked around at the guys milling about. “More makeup maybe?”

“Melanie, you are a beautiful young woman. Find yourself a nice man, or girl if you want, and be a whore all you want when you are alone. What I do is only because I was born to do it. It took quite awhile for me to understand what was different about me. You have to be able to accept anything that comes along, both the good and the bad. It isn’t glamorous, and it isn’t prostitution. They usually do what they do for different reasons. Once I realized my calling I felt as though I was finally free. I don’t think that I can ever change, go back to who I was. You have a long life ahead. I don’t want to see you get hurt.” I explained.

“And if I want to get hurt, what then? My life is shit! I’m going nowhere fast and I thought that you could help me. Maybe I was wrong about you. I’ll show you that I can be a whore, and a good one at that!” She said, as she started to get up from her chair.

“Wait. What are you doing?” I asked.

“Relax! I’m just going to take a leak, MOM!” She mocked, as she got up and left.

That hurt me. I was only trying help her, but now I find that she is turning on me for doing it. It would probably be best if we left before things got worse, I thought, as I looked for the waitress to bring me our tab.

A few minutes went by, when I saw Mel coming back toward me from the bathroom. She was still across the other end of the tavern, when she stopped and looked right at me with something in her hand, raising it in the air for me to see. It was her black bra! She made sure that I saw it plainly before stuffing it into her purse. Next, while looking directly in my eyes, she slowly unbuttoned one, then another, then one more of her shirt buttons to the point that her naked breasts were nearly on display, before starting to walk back.

The tavern is set up in such a way that there is a bar area with some tables, where we sat, and a dining area across the way through a wide opening. Around the corner, and in-between, was the pool table, partitioned by walls on three sides, with the best view of it being from the area where I was seated. Mel was making a bee line right for it! From my vantage point, I could make out the color of her flesh through the sheer top as well as plenty of cleavage showing. Her bra didn’t make it all the way into her purse either, as plenty of black lace could be easily seen hanging out, and I was sure that those in her path would be able to see it as well.

I knew that I should probably do something, but I’m not her mother as she had said in her mock toward me, and thought that she may have to learn things the hard way. Besides, I would still be around if things got too bad.

She slowly walked around the pool table to purposely get the attention of the four young men playing. It worked, as they stopped and blocked her way once she was at the end of the table that faces a wall. One of the men, the largest of them,  stood directly in her path looking at her nearly naked breasts as the others circled around. I saw her glancing over toward me with a smile on her face, to show me that she was about to prove her point.

The big guy, wasted no time at all as he grabbed her by the hips and ground his pelvis against her, swaying to the music. From the side, I could plainly see one of her breasts completely and was certain that the men could see even more than I could. She made no motion to cover up until the big guy loosened the last two buttons of her top exposing her breasts completely when he opened her top.

I saw her shake her head and try to close her blouse, but the man wrapped his arms around her to prevent her and began giving her a deep kiss. As this was going on his friends slid her top down her arms from behind, and off completely. I sensed panic as she tried to break away from the big guy as he pressed her naked tits against his chest.

The waitress came back to our table at that point ,and had a look of shock on her face when she saw what was happening. She was about to go over to help, when I grabbed her hand and motioned for her to give it another minute. I didn’t want to see Mel in this situation either, but I knew that if someone stepped in at that point she wouldn’t have learned her lesson from it. The waitress stood nervously watching as the big guy picked her up to sit her on the edge of the pool table, and bent to suck her tits while the others held her in place.

She has nice pert breasts that stuck straight out from her chest like perfect cones with soft pink nipples to compliment them. The man had a grasp of both of them as he would work from one to the other, sucking each in turn. She frantically tried to wiggle away, but had no chance against the stronger young men. The big guy gave the others a nod, and they lowered her down on her back on the felt top of the pool table.

You may wonder how this could happen in such  busy place, but it was at the far end of the table in an isolated area, that would be hard to see without being in the right position to. I’m not sure why Mel hadn’t cried out for help, but it was quite obvious that things weren’t working out for her as she imagined they would.

I could see her struggling to get free of the men holding her down, and looking my way between their bodies for help . The waitress desperately wanted to intervene and was probably wondering why I wouldn’t help my friend, but I thought that the lesson that she would learn from this may save her years of hardship in the future, and needed to go on just a bit longer. I had to allow it to continue at least to the point where she felt that there would be no help to come.

As she laid on her back, the men holding her down began groping her titties while the big guy went for the main course, as he stood between her legs sliding his hands up along the outside of her thighs, pushing her skirt up along with them. We watched her skirt ride up past the tops of her thigh high stockings, until we could see her naked hips. At that point she stopped struggling, her face showing her emotions as tears filled her eyes, resigned to her fate. I figured that she has had enough ,and decided that this was the time to intervene.

I motioned for the waitress to stay put as I walked over to them, and by the time that I got there the big guy had a grip on her thong and was sliding down her thighs. He worked them down and by her heels without much of a fight as the prone girl lay helplessly sobbing. There was little she could do as he slung her legs over his shoulders and bent forward to eat the girl’s pretty young pussy.

As he was about to get a taste of her sweet vagina, I leaned over to whisper something in his ear. He paused and turned his head, looking at me with a confused expression. I nodded my head, and he looked back at the inviting pussy mere inches from his face then back to me again, before slowly rising to his feet. Melanie lay panting and in hysterics as the big guy discussed my proposition to his friends, before returning to me with an answer. They all backed away to allow me to help the poor girl to her feet, and retrieve her clothes from the floor.

I helped her make her way back to the waitress, and handed her Mel’s shirt and thong to help her get them back on.

“Take care of her, I’ll be back in a little while. Everything will be okay. Just don’t give her anything else to drink, alright?” I said, as I left the girl in her care.

The guys stood waiting for me, and we walked out the back door together.

When I returned, Mel was waiting at the table for me and the waitress came over as soon as she saw me there.

“Are you alright?” The waitress asked.

“Yeah, I’m fine.” I replied, as I went to sit down.

Mel turned around and gave me a hug when she heard my voice.

“I’m so sorry! I never should have…….”

“Shhhhhhhh. It’s alright now. Don’t worry, but you have to promise to knock it off with the martinis, okay?” I asked.

“I promise, thanks.” She said, as she continued holding me tightly. “But how?”

“I’ll tell you later. Probably best if we go now.” I said.

She nodded ,as I went to get my wallet out of my purse.

“Don’t worry. It’s all taken care of.” Said the waitress, with a smile.

“Thanks.” I said, as I put my arm around Mel to lead her out.

“Don’t forget to call!” She said to Mel, as we walked away.

I looked into Melanie’s eyes, happy to know that she had made a new friend, as I had hoped.

Enough time had passed that I thought that she was sober enough to be able to drive us back to my motel, which she did without incident. We both sat silently, reflecting about what had just happened during the ride back. When we got back to the motel I wasn’t sure whether I should ask her in, or let her go home to resume her life without my influence.

“Thank you for the day. You probably want to get home.” I said, thinking that she probably just wanted to get away from me.

“Do you have any coffee?” She asked meekly.

“Sure, come on in.” I said, a bit surprised as I got out of her car.

I led her inside and made her some coffee with the small coffee maker that came with the room. We sat next to each other on the bed and sipped our coffee, not knowing where to begin.

“I want to thank you for saving me today, after my being such an asshole to you. You were right. You were right about everything. I don’t know what I was thinking. It seemed so exciting, what you do, but in reality it’s kind of dangerous. You just never know, you know?” She tried to explain.

“I know exactly. It isn’t an easy life and it isn’t for everyone. That is what I was trying to tell you. I knew what would happen. I’m sorry that I let it go on for so long, but if I hadn’t, you may not have learned from it. Do you understand now?” I asked.

“I do now, and I’m so sorry!” She said, as she put her coffee down and hugged me.

We held each other for a while before she spoke again.

“It’s killing me, but I have to know. What did you say to that guy to get him to stop? Where did you go?” She asked, as I cradled her in my arms for comfort.

It took me a moment to decide how to tell her.

“I simply said that there are easier ways to get what he wanted, that’s all.” I said, simply.

“It was much more than that. Please tell me. Please?” She pleaded.

Another minute to think.

“Okay, if you must know, I told him that if he were to let you go, I would go out to his car and take care of him and his friends. He thought about it, and agreed. That’s it.” I said, to keep it brief.

“What did you do?”

“You don’t want to know.”

“Tell me, please!” She pleaded.

“When it looked like things were getting out of hand, I said that I would give him and each of his friends a blowjob out in the back parking lot. Once we got out there, he put me in the back seat of his car. The others were told to stand watch outside. He told me that once we got in the car that he wanted me naked. Of course, I didn’t take that as a deal breaker, but once he saw me without my clothes, he liked what he saw and decided that he wanted to fuck me instead. I’ve been through this kind of thing more times than I can count, so I know that it’s easier to give in from the get go, than fight it and get hurt. He was going to get it either way, so why shouldn’t we both get something out of it?” I began.

“The big guy had a nice cock, but was having some trouble with it, so I had him lay back and let me suck it until it was good and hard. Once he was ready I climbed on top and rode him for a while until he grabbed my hips and shot his load up my twat. He quickly put his pants on and called for the next guy. I was on my back with my legs spread, and he nearly shot his load from just the sight of me. He didn’t last long, as I thought. The next guy wanted to make love to me, and I didn’t want any part of that, and made quick work of him, as well. The last guy, however, he could fuck! I really enjoyed him. He had a nice thick cock that could last all day, especially with all the cum left inside from all of his friends.” I laughed.

“Anyway, the situation was taken care of and nobody got hurt, end of story. How are you doing now?” I asked, as I stroked her hair.

“Mmmm, I feel great, thank you.” She reached her head up from my lap, and gave me a kiss on the lips.

“Do you mind if I took a shower?” I asked, in case she had something more in mind.

“Do you mind if I join you?” She asked, with a smirk.


Chapter 3: How I first became the whore that I am


T
he alarm clock nearly knocked me out of bed! It was 5 AM, and Mel had to get ready for work. Of course, she stayed with me in the motel overnight. I just can’t believe how fast a girl that has never licked another woman’s pussy before, could take to it. I taught her things that women twice her age haven’t figured out yet, and she was a quick learner. But, this 5 AM shit will have to stop!

I had to give her a nudge with my elbow to wake her up and get her moving, although she looked beautiful laying beside me in the bed. She sure didn’t seem too eager, but once she realized that she had to open the diner she hopped right out of bed, naked of course. What a figure! Tall and thin, tight little butt, the cutest that you will ever see, and perfect skin to top it off! Men would die for that, if she ever were to go whore. I have to be careful not to let her think that she would ever be able to enjoy that lifestyle.

She was out the door in about a half hour and I slept through most of it, plus another five hours on top of that. Steve and Cindy had been calling and texting for the past two days, and I realized that I would have to, at least, let them know that I was alright. My life had been stuck in a rut lately, and I had needed to change things up for a while, so these last couple of days have been a nice diversion.

Funny story: Before I actually got up, I thought that I heard a light knock on the door to my room, and a soft voice saying “housekeeping”. I never thought to put out the ‘do not disturb’ sign, so it’s my own fault when I heard the door opening, allowing in the bright sunlight from the new day. I had been sleeping on my side naked and had pushed the sheet to the side because I was warm, so my body was on full display. The light hurt my eyes, which caused me to squint as I tried to make out the form of the maid standing in the doorway who must have thought that I was still sleeping.

I thought that she would have just left when she saw that the room was occupied, but she didn’t, remaining in the doorway looking at my naked body. Certain that I was asleep, she took a chance and quietly came toward me for a better look at my prone body as I laid on exhibit for her. She was right beside the bed now, when I decided to give her a little something more, and rolled over on my back, causing her to back off a step fearing that I was awake. I turned my head away and spread my legs apart enough to give her a great view of my pussy, which was enough to entice her to risk staying.

It turned me on to know that this stranger was looking me over in my room, and I was hoping that I would feel her tongue on my cunt next, but unfortunately she slowly backed away and left, softly closing the door behind her. Later on, I decided to walk over to the diner for breakfast, and noticed her cart outside one of the other rooms, so I went to see what she looked like, as well as tell her that the room was available to be cleaned.

I stuck my head in the door as she was replacing the sheets on the bed, startling her.

“I’ll be out for a little while if you would like to clean my room.” I announced.

“Yes ma’am. I’ll be right over.” She said nervously, in broken English.

She was a young Hispanic girl about eighteen years old with a nice figure under her maid outfit. I could tell that she wasn’t sure if I had caught her in my room earlier, but was probably relieved when I didn’t mention it. As I walked across the parking lot toward the diner, I wondered if she realized that she hadn’t asked me what room I was in, and that she had never seen me before walking in on me earlier to know. I can just imagine the look on her face when it dawns on her later that I knew!

The diner was busier this time around and I had to take a seat between two other people at the counter. Mel was working down the other end from me, too busy to notice that I was there. While I was waiting I shot my husband a quick text, to say that I was still alive and that I will call him later. He replied that he was sorry again and asked when I would be coming home. I told him that I had some things to sort out in my mind, so I wasn’t sure, and left it at that.

Mel’s eyes lit up when she finally saw me, and brought a much needed cup of coffee with her when she came over.

“I’m glad that you came by! I hope that I didn’t wake you when I left.” She said.

“No, you didn’t bother me a bit.” I replied.

“Oh, I just got a call from Jessica, the waitress from yesterday. She wanted to make sure that I was alright, and apologize for what had happened, and that it had never happened before. Just my luck, right?” She joked. “Anyway, I really want to thank you for what you did. You really are some kind of woman! Will you be staying another night?”

“I’m leaning that way. Just texted Steve that I wasn’t ready to come home yet. Would you like to come by again?” I asked with a wink, causing her to blush as well as getting a grunt from the old man seated beside me.

“I promised Jessica that I would go with her to a rave party that’s taking place in a fraternity at the college. A friend of hers is putting it on and asked her to come, said they need more girls there and wanted her to ask her friends. She didn’t know if you would be interested, but said that you can come too, if you want. Would you like to join us? I don’t know all that much about them, but it sounds like it should be fun.” She said.

“You’ve never been to a rave?”

“No. It’s just dancing, right?”

I couldn’t believe that she was really that clueless about things, so I figured that I should probably go to keep an eye on her, if only for my own peace of mind.

“Well, let’s say that it’s dancing on overdrive. They usually get a little crazy. I’ve been to a few wild ones myself, I just hope that this one doesn’t get out of hand. Anyway, sure, sounds like fun!”

“Good. I’m glad that you’re coming. She said that things usually get really hot by the end, might be fun to see.”

See? They’re looking for more girls to come, so I would bet that she will be doing more than just watching by the end of the night. I asked her what she was going to wear, and told her what women usually do wear to these, which is very little. Most times the girls dress like total sluts to these, and I had just the right outfit for myself for the evening. Mel told me that she wanted to go out and buy something new, so I went with her into town after she got out of work to find something good for her to wear. As I waited for her to end her work day, she spent most of that time chatting with me and telling me her life story.

Later, we went for a ride and found a dress shop catering to young women, specializing in club wear. Mel looked a little shocked when I showed her what women normally wear to those things, with skirts the size of a wash cloth. She opted for a pair of silver leather-looking pants, with a white tube top. She looked stunning in them, and I figured that they were about as slutty looking as she should wear, considering her lack of experience.

The party wasn’t scheduled until late, and she opted to drive again, picking me up at the motel around ten o’clock. When she saw me coming out to the car she was quite shocked at what I wore. Being a school thing, I decided to go as a slutty schoolgirl. I had my hair up in pigtails, a white tie-front crop top, and a pleated red plaid micro mini skirt, that left just a hint of my bare bottom showing from underneath it.

“Wow, you look hot! Is it legal to dress like that in public?” She asked, as I started to get into her car. “No panties? Everybody is going to see your privates!”

As I went to sit down, my tiny skirt floated like a parachute, exposing my bare ass to the girl. It was time for her to grow up and see the real me.

“Honey, I sure hope so. This is my thing, remember? I have to let the guys know that I’m available, don’t I?” I asked, as I checked to see if my pussy would show while I was sitting, while Mel began to pull away.

“What about your husband?” She asked.

“Steve? What about him?”

“What if he finds out?”

“Don’t worry about him, he brings his friends over to fuck me all the time. Do you really think that it matters to him if some college kids get a little piece?” I asked. “Oh, that reminds me. I’m going to need some condoms. Can you stop at a convenience store on the way, so I can run in and get some? College kids think with their dicks instead of their brains most of the time, so I want to be prepared.”

“Wow, you really have this down, huh?”

“You have to play it smart these days.” I advised, although far be it from me to teach anyone else about safe sex.

She pulled her car in front of a store, and grabbed my hand to stop me from getting out.

“I’ll get them. You will get us arrested looking like that.” She said, as she hopped out of the car.

Mel was probably right, I did look a little slutty to be out in public. She got quite a few looks of her own, and I thought that it must have taken a lot of courage on her part to just walk into a store dressed the way that she was and ask for condoms. I’ll bet that she got a few comments from the other customers, as well.

After several minutes had gone by, she got back in the car and tossed the box on my lap, no bag.

“Thanks. How did it go?” I asked.

“I don’t want to talk about it!” She said through clenched teeth,  looking straight ahead as she drove.

I could tell that somebody must have made an off handed comment to her, but that’s part of looking sexy. Things just might not go as she imagined at the party, I thought. She was quiet for the next few minutes and I didn’t want her getting there all upset.

“Are you mad at me?” I asked, after we had gone a few more miles.

“No, it’s all good.” She replied. “How do you do it? How did you get started doing this?’

I thought for a moment before deciding to tell her who I am and how it all began. We still had a half hour to drive, so it might be the best chance to tell my story.

“I found at an early age that I used to touch myself constantly. My mom would notice and tell me that I shouldn’t be doing that, but I would find that I couldn’t control it and would do it unconsciously anyway. I was too young for it to be sexual, but I did enjoy doing it. Later on, and still long before puberty, I began getting a great sensation after touching my pussy for a while, feeling as though it was some kind of reward to me for doing it.”

“So, you began masturbating early?” She asked.

“Yes, definitely. I reached puberty by the time that I was 12, and the sensation of my orgasms increased dramatically. Except for rare occasions, I would masturbate to orgasm every night before I went to sleep. One day, when my parents were at work I was running low on clean underwear, and decided to help my mom and do a load of laundry. After they were dry, I wanted to surprise her by sorting everything and putting them away.”

“When I got to my Dad’s things, I didn’t know which drawer to put his things in and started looking from the bottom. The drawer felt heavier than it should to pull out, and once I opened it, I only had to move a few things aside to discover that the entire drawer was full of adult books and magazines. Oh, these weren’t like Playboy or Penthouse types, they were the real deal from an adult bookstore! I took out the top one, a glossy magazine depicting people fucking, and started looking through the pages.”

“You didn’t know that he had them?” She asked.

“He would sit reading a book with the cover folded over occasionally, or I would see him heading toward the bathroom with a magazine under his arm, but no, I didn’t know what they were. So, while I was looking through the pages I could feel a tingling in my pussy looking at the explicit pictures, and had to masturbate, so I took the magazine to my bedroom and took off my pants and rubbed myself hard. My pussy felt wet and slippery, and it gave me the strongest orgasm that I had up until then!”

“I ended up spending the rest of the day looking at the magazines and masturbating, nearly getting caught by my mother when I had to run to put them away as she came home from work a little earlier than I expected. After that, I would go into my Dad’s drawer every single day after school to masturbate. I became obsessed with sex and thought about it constantly, to the point that I began to masturbate at school. I would excuse myself during class, when I knew that there wouldn’t be anyone in the girl’s room, to go and get myself off. I always felt self conscious when I got back to my seat, thinking that everyone knew what this dirty girl had just done.”

“Did you ever get caught?” She asked.

“Close. One time I thought that I was alone, but there was a girl already in the next stall when I got there. I wasn’t quiet when I came, and she surprised me when I heard the toilet flush and her coming out of the stall as I washed my hands. She left quickly without saying a word, and would look at me oddly whenever I saw her in the hallway anytime after that. Eventually I lost all of my friends as I didn’t want to play with them anymore, opting to go home and masturbate after school every day instead. It was an obsession, leading to my grades going down as well.”

“So when did you start going with guys?”

“I had always been very shy and submissive. During my first year of high school I was seated next to a boy in class. Instead of individual seats, we had tables for two for this one particular class. My mind drifted as the male teacher stood before the class talking about some boring subject, I noticed the outline of his penis in his suit pants, and kept my eyes fixed on it as he walked back and forth in front of the class. I don’t know for sure if he knew what I was doing, as I never looked up to see his eyes, but in time the outline became more defined. I imagined him taking it out to show me, and the next thing I knew my hand was up my skirt, touching myself under the desk.”

“The boy sitting beside me had a perfect view of me and watched without saying a word as I frantically rubbed my pussy. There I was, right in the classroom masturbating, without even realizing it. The teacher couldn’t see what I was under my desk, but he did see the look on my face as I bit my lip to keep quiet as I came. He asked if I was alright, waking me from my trance. I quickly removed my hand from under my skirt, my face red with embarrassment, and excused myself, rushing out of the classroom before he could say another word.”

“When I got to the girl’s room, I found that my panties were soaking wet. How could I be so stupid? I thought. I was thinking that everybody in class knew what I had just done, and would be spreading it around the school. There was no way that I could continue to wear the wet soiled panties back to class, for obvious reasons, so I took them off and tossed them in the trash before heading back. When I entered the room the teacher was still talking and nobody looked my way, o my relief. I wondered if anybody really had any idea what had happened, when I turned to the boy sitting next to me. He was looking right at me with a big grin on his face. He knew!”

“What did you do?”

“Nothing, at first. I ignored him and decided to concentrate on listening to the teacher. I didn’t notice the bulge in his pants anymore, and wondered if it had been just my imagination getting the better of me. After class, the boy that had seen me, came up to me and said that he knew what I had done, and promised to tell his friends if I didn’t meet him after school. He wouldn’t tell me why, but I knew that I had no choice. He led me to a wooded area on the way home, and told me that he would tell everyone what I did if I didn’t do as he said.”

“How old were you?”

“Not sure. Fourteen, maybe? By that time I had been through all of my father’s magazines and read all of his dirty books. I knew more about sex from that than any subject that I had ever taken in school, I just didn’t have any hands on experience. The boy told me to show him my pussy, as he stepped back to watch. Being the true submissive that I am, I didn’t refuse, and looked around to be sure that I couldn’t be seen before slowly raising my short schoolgirl skirt. His eyes lit up when he saw my pussy right there without my panties! I can only imagine what he thought seeing that, and figure that he imagined that I must go to school that way.”

“Did you have sex?”

“Not exactly, he was fascinated by just looking at, and touching, my pussy and ass, and wanted me to show him what I had done in class. I was totally humiliated at showing my privates to another person for the first time, but did what he asked and began rubbing myself while he watched, with one hand holding up the front of my skirt, and the other working on my vagina. I closed my eyes and found myself lost in what I was doing, forgetting where I was and that I was being watched, as I put on a show for the boy.”

“So, he just watched?”

“Pretty much. All I remember really is the cool air on my skin with my skirt raised, as well as the thrill that I was getting by having someone watching me do it right out in broad daylight. He wouldn’t let me off the hook after that either, and told me that he wanted me to come to class the following day without panties and show him my pussy in class, which I did. We continued with our afternoon rendezvous for a time, with him jerking off as he watched me. I was fascinated with watching him cum, magically shooting jets of semen from his penis onto the ground. That led to him having me masturbate him, then suck his cock getting my first taste of cum. I had read so many stories about women swallowing cum that I was really looking forward to tasting it, and it wouldn’t be long for me to crave it, not to refuse any chance that I had to swallow it myself whenever I got the chance. Ultimately he had me lean against a tree and flipped up my skirt to do me for the very first time. That was it for me, I was hooked.”

“So, you were only fourteen the first time?”

“Yeah, probably. He said that he told his friends about me, and they were going to come along and watch us the next time. He wasn’t asking if I would mind, just telling me what was going to happen. As much as I knew that I should say no, I just couldn’t. It didn’t take long before I was meeting with boys in the woods every day. Eventually, he was replaced with older boys who started taking turns with me. It only heightened my desire for more, and I found myself masturbating even more often.”

“Wow, you were really into sex, huh?”

“I loved having guys use me. By the time I got to college I had a little more of a handle on things, but was still getting fucked all the time, especially at parties like the one that we are going to now. There were a few where one or two guys would take me into a bedroom away from everyone else and I wouldn’t come out until the next morning, as one after another of the guests would come in and fuck me. They all knew, and I didn’t care. I needed it as much, if not more, than they did!”

“Is that what you expect to happen tonight?”

“I hope so. I’m really looking forward to this!” I said with a chuckle, as I flipped up my skirt to show her what I would be offering.

“My goodness, you’re a dirty girl!” She exclaimed.

“Baby, goodness has nothing to do with it!” I said, getting her to laugh.

“I thought that you said that you were submissive. You don’t seem submissive to me.”

“Up until a few years ago I was very submissive. I just did what the guys wanted me to do. I followed orders, never took the lead.”

“What about your husband? Where does he fit in?”

“After college, I was teaching for a while. I knew that I needed a change, so when he came around, without any knowledge of my background, I took advantage of the opportunity and decided to become monogamous. We enjoyed our sex life together, and I was satisfied with the amount of sex that I was getting. My life had changed. I was into my work, and we enjoyed a happy relationship, making me feel like a normal woman.”

“So what made you go back to your old ways?”

“Like I said, about three years ago I made a mistake. I got involved with some very bad people that took advantage of me by blackmailing me, using sex. They forced me to do filthy things, which brought everything back for me. They even got my husband involved in a similar fashion, tricking him into helping them do more things to me.”

“How did they do that?”

“I really don’t want to say right now, but I think that he thought that he was actually helping me in some way. The blackmailers eventually went to jail for sex crimes to other women, but that didn’t happen before I was hooked on sex again. That is when Steve discovered who I really am, and used that to push me even further. I quit teaching and got a job working for a domineering woman named Cindy, who discovered my weaknesses all on her own, and worked out a way that they could both take full advantage of me together.”

“So, you had sex with her, also?”

“Oh yes, she is quite creative!”

“She is still around, I take it?”

“Yes. She and Steve decided that in order for them to get the most out of me, as well as for my own good, that they would send me away for formal training by a real Master. They sent me away to the estate of Master “X” who taught me the art of enjoying sex. It wasn’t pleasant at first, as I had to be broken of my old ways and had to learn how to please a man without thought to my own gratification. I learned that pain can be enjoyable, and how to properly incorporate it into my lovemaking. He taught me how to be multi-orgasmic. He taught me how to control my vaginal muscles to get a man to cum quickly, allowing me to have more partners in a shorter period of time. But most of all, he taught me never to refuse a man’s advances, no matter where or when.”

“Holy cow! You are
 serious!” She exclaimed in disbelief. “So, Steve just lets any man..uh..”

“Fuck me?”

“Yeah, anyone?”

“Yes, any man can fuck me. My store is always open, as they say.”

“And the submissiveness?”

“Oh it’s still inside of me, but after all of the experiences that I’ve had, I’m a little more aggressive with men than before. I’ve been around the block, and I’m not afraid to prove it, but if a man wants me to submit to him as his form of contact with me, I’m there!”


Chapter 4: I was used as the entertainment for a frat party!


J
ust as I said that, Mel’s GPS had her turn into Jessica’s driveway, and no sooner had we stopped, when she came out of the house. With the headlights shining brightly, directly at her, the sight of her from the car was magnificent! She was dressed in a black leather corset with attached garter belt holding up her black fishnet stockings, and a pair of black leather panties! The corset was a ¾ quarter cup push-up style, which forced her breasts up toward her face and nearly out completely, while the panties were bikini type with a metal zipper down the front, and plenty of ass showing from behind.

“Look at what she’s wearing for you, lucky girl!” I said to a stunned Mel.

As she came near, we could hear the sound of her stiletto boots on the pavement as she hurried to the car. Mel probably should have turned off the headlights so that Jessica’s neighbors couldn’t see, but the sight of her was too incredible not to watch!

“You really look incredible!” I gushed, as she hopped in the back seat. It made me realize what people at the motel must have thought of me when I was getting picked up, too!

“Thanks! The two of you look pretty fine yourselves.” She replied.

She gave Mel the address of the party, and she put it into her GPS before we headed off.

“I hope that you both know what you’re in for. I was a little surprised when I heard that you were coming Brie, but after seeing you dressed like that, I guess you might have been to these before.” Jessica said, as she leaned forward between Mel and I so that we could talk.

“Yes, I’ve been to a few. I think I know what’s going on.”

“How about you Mel? Excited?” She asked leaning over toward her.

“I feel a little over dressed compared to the two of you.” She replied.

“Nonsense! You look absolutely delicious. Besides, I’m not sure that I want guys all over you tonight anyway. Just stay close to me and I’ll take good care of you.” She said softly, into the nervous girl’s ear.

The ride to the frat house wasn’t long. We were told in advance that we only needed to donate twenty dollars, and everything would be already there to eat or drink for the evening. The music was already blasting as the three of us entered the front door, getting plenty of attention from those already there. Jessica waved to her friend, and he came right over to us.

“Hi Jake!” She said, giving him a kiss on the cheek. “These are my friends, Melanie and Brie.”

“Thanks for coming girls, I’m Jake!” He repeated, as he looked us over and shook our hands. “Nice job Jess!” He said in appreciation of her bringing us along.

Jake was a good looking jock with pecs straining to get out of his tight t-shirt, and biceps the size of cantaloupes. He kept eyeing me, enjoying the look of me dressed as a schoolgirl with my hair in pigtails for effect.

“I really like the look!” He said, giving me a wink, as I gave him a shy little girl pose.

“The party will get into gear around midnight, so get yourselves comfortable before the lights go out. There’s a big jar on the table that you can put your money in, along with some chips and shit to eat. Pizza will be coming in a little while. We have a fresh keg of beer and some bottles on the table if you want to do a shot or mix something. Bathroom is down the hall. I hope to get to know you later, but if you need anything, come find me. Anything at all.” He said, while this time giving Mel a wink, and receiving the evil eye from Jessica.

I found out that this was the frat house for a lot of the school athletes, so there was no shortage of hot looking guys. In fact, it appeared to be a three to one ratio of guys to girls, so I knew that I would be well taken care of, but I was curious to see what was going to happen with my friends.

We went to the table, dropped our money in the jar, and got something to drink. I thought about keeping track of Mel, after what happened the other day, but was thinking that it might also be fun to see her again, after she’s had too many, in a scene like this. There was a magic marker by the drinking cups for us to write our names, to not only keep track of our cup, but to let others know who we are, as well.

I was getting more than my share of looks from the guys, but everyone seemed to stay in their own little groups early on.

“Molly?” Asked one of the frat boys, holding a bowl full of colorful candy looking things.

“Thanks!” Said Mel, as she quickly picked two from the bowl and popped them in her mouth.

“Slow down there, girl. You have to pace yourself!” Exclaimed Jessica, too late to stop the naive young girl.

“You’re a party girl. Cool! One will last you for a few hours, usually.” The guy said.

Jessica and I each took one, figuring that if we needed another later we could find another then. Melanie just wasn’t one for self control.

Finally, someone yelled something over the music and the lights went out, replaced by colored strobe lights as the music changed as well. Sounding much too loud at first, I could feel the pounding beat of the rave music thundering through my chest. Suddenly everyone was jumping around to the beat, and conversations were over. The party had begun.

We three girls moved out to the middle of the floor to dance, as things began to get wild. I could feel my breasts bouncing as I danced and thought that the ties holding my top together would come loose at any moment. Mel’s tits looked pretty hot, shaking about inside her thin top as well, while the ecstasy began to kick in. She was really getting into it, and Jessica was doing her best to keep her new friend to herself, as she would dance with any guy that came near.

I know that a hint of my bottom was on display before we even got on the dance floor, but when I started shaking it, everyone could see my bare ass! Every now and then I could feel a hand down there cupping my bottom from underneath, and would give the guy a smile to let him know that it was okay.

All of the girls were dressed similarly, but none as extreme as Jessica and I. She really looked hot in her leather outfit. Her body is loaded with tattoos, having artsy pictures of naked women as well as demons, with one arm covered completely, like a sleeve. The fishnet stockings had plenty of holes, giving her a sexy “Goth” look. I would certainly have entertained the thought of coming onto her, but her eye was on Melanie, and I didn’t want to get in the way.

As I shook it on the dance floor, I noticed Jake standing across the room smoking a joint, while looking right at me. I gave it a moment to be sure, before acknowledging him, giving him the okay to approach me as I danced. He passed me the joint, and we shared it as we continued to dance. Once finished, we danced facing each other, with me getting a little dirty and rubbing my body up against him.

He pulled me up tightly against himself by grabbing me by the ass cheeks, realizing quickly that I was sans panties he looked down at me with a wry smile. Feeling his hardening cock thicken within his pants as he ground his crotch against mine, I reached down to grab hold of it. As he continued to knead my ass with his strong hands, I couldn’t resist unzipping his fly and releasing his cock from his pants to stroke it.

This didn’t go on for long as I couldn’t wait to get it in my mouth, slowly lowering myself down to the floor to kneel before him. With people dancing all around us, I took his stiff cock into my mouth, tasting it, sucking it. I guessed his penis to be over seven inches long, cut, with a perfectly shaped head, and I didn’t waste any time displaying my talents easily taking the entire length into my mouth, deep-throating him as everyone watched.

I could hear cheers, as some stood around us in a circle to watch the whore sucking off the host before them. This did nothing to deter me from my task of giving him pleasure, as I unbuckled his pants and dropped them to the floor, grabbing his rock hard glutes pull him toward me. After a few minutes he had me stand, as he pulled up his pants and lifted me by my ass to carry me away. I wrapped my legs around his waist, kissing him passionately, as he carried me to a couch on the far side of the room, and put me down.  

He had me slouched with my feet on the cushion, legs wide apart, and my shaved pussy on open display for all to see. Everyone was surprised to see the special decoration that I added for this occasion in the way of a jeweled butt plug, getting a grin from Jake as he lowered his head to eat my cunt.

I had expected that at some point during the party, the ruby red jewel would be a hit and I could tell that it was, as the crowd gazed at it in amazement.

As I held Jake’s head to guide him, I looked up to see Jessica with her arm around Mel watching me in disbelief. I gave them a smile as I was now the center of attention, letting them as well as everyone else at the party, know that I was open for business. One of the other frat boys came and sat beside me as his friend devoured my pussy.

He began to grope my tits through the thin material of my top, causing my nipples to harden. The next moment he took the end of the tie holding my crop top together and gently pulled, loosening the bow to free my breasts. He took one end of the tie, pulling it toward him to free one breast before doing the same with the other, putting them both on bold display for all to see.

Jake was working me up pretty good as the other guy kissed me, as he continued groping my tits. Seconds later I felt Jake’s cock head sliding up and down my wet slit, lubricating it, ready to enter. Slowly I felt his cock enter me as I moaned into the other boy’s mouth. Instead of working it in gradually, he just kept pushing forward until his cock was in me completely.

Jessica had a hand on one of Mel’s breasts, squeezing it through her top. She seemed unaware of this as she watched me fucking this stranger, in disbelief. Her thin tube top stretched around each of her breasts like a glove and it was easy to see, by the size of her nipples, that she was getting aroused. Her new friend took full advantage of her situation now by standing behind the girl and slowly lowering the elastic material until her tits were fully exposed.

Jake was now holding my legs in the air pounding my cunt rapidly with his hard cock as his friend knelt beside me offering me his cock, which I welcomed into my mouth. Much of the crowd watched in a semi-circle as the pounding music and flashing lights gave the scene a surreal effect. The ecstasy was kicking in as everyone danced around wildly.

I began to notice others getting intimate with each other while some of the men would grope girls as they danced sensually before them, encouraging them to go further. The “candy man” came around with more “X” and I saw Jessica put some in Mel’s mouth and take some herself. That was followed by a good swig of tequila from a bottle being passed around. I had a feeling that they would be putting on a show of their own very soon, as Jessica now had her arms around the young woman grinding against her from behind. 

Without missing a beat Jake took a tab of “X” and a good gulp of tequila before offering the bottle to me. I took the cock out of my mouth and filled it with the tequila before taking him back into my mouth again. His eyes lit up with surprise from the sensation as I swished it around before swallowing it. With my heels pointed at the ceiling and my tiny skirt around my waist, Jake kept my legs spread wide, trying to get his cock in deeper, as his pelvis smacked against me.

I could sense that the guy in my mouth was ready to cum, so I took it out and began jerking it rapidly. As his semen began to shoot I aimed it toward my tits, as three long ribbons of cum landed across them and onto my belly. Once he was done, I took it back into my mouth and sucked him dry. He no sooner left, when another boy that had been stroking his cock awaiting his turn climbed up beside me to offer me his tool.

Jake’s ass was pumping like a jack rabbit, and I knew that he was about ready to explode. I patted myself on the stomach to show him where I wanted his deposit, and right on cue, he pulled out and shot his spunk all over it. As he backed away, another took his place before my gaping hole could relax and close. As fast as Jake had fucked me, the new guy was even faster.

The ecstasy was definitely working as everyone was moving about wildly. I was surrounded by guys stroking their hard cocks waiting their turn at me. One of them reached around to grab Jessica by the crotch, but she wasn’t hearing it and maneuvered Mel toward the couch, sitting her down right to the side of me, with her tits on display, as another guy shot his load on me.

Mel’s eyes were glazed and I could tell that she was disoriented as Jessica worked her pants off, followed by her thong, before burying her face in the girl’s pretty pussy. The couch was the center of attention as every man that wanted to could either fuck me or watch the lesbian show that my friends were putting on for them. Oh sure, guys tried get into the act with them too, but Jessica wanted Mel all to herself, and she wouldn’t allow anyone to stop her as she fended them off.

As I held my legs open wide another man pushed his cock up inside of me. What about my rule on condoms, you ask? Well, with all of the excitement and everything, I ended up leaving them out in the car, hence my having them shoot off on
 me instead of in
 me.

I now I had a train of virile young men waiting to fuck me, and I was more than willing to take them all on! With a young stud pounding my cunt I glanced over beside me to find Mel with her legs up in the air just as I was. Her head was rocking back and forth as Jessica munched on her sweet vagina. She looked at me with glazed eyes and a look of pure bliss as she received a thorough tonguing from her new girlfriend. I reached out and held her hand as we both received exactly what we needed.

One after another the men used me. I lost count after the first hour as the drinks and drugs kept coming. Somewhere along the line I must have passed out. When I came to, I found myself on my stomach on a bed in one of the frat boy’s bedrooms with somebody’s cock up my ass. Someone had removed my butt plug at some point and started fucking my ass, as well as my cunt. I felt myself constantly zoning out as I laid face down with a pillow under my crotch while the young men would come in one at a time and fuck my ass and leave. The lights were off in the room, and when another would come in I could see his shadow from the lighted hallway and soon feel another cock enter my asshole without looking back, before I would fade out again.

I had lost track of how much alcohol and drugs I had taken, but it had a major effect as I found myself paralyzed, unable to move as they kept on coming in to fuck me, and wondered where they were all coming from!

“Brie? Brie? Oh, here she is. Thank God!” I heard Jessica announce from the hallway..

She rolled me over and slapped my face a few times to bring me around.

“What? What’s going on?” I muttered.

“We have to get you out of here! They gave you roofies when you didn’t notice. We’ve been looking for you for hours!” She said, trying to sit me up.

I was in a daze, but I could make out Melanie standing beside her with a worried expression on her face.

“Can you walk?” Jessica asked, as she and Mel tried to help me to my feet.

I could feel cum oozing freely out of my sore asshole as I now sat in the puddle that it was creating under my ass.

“I’ll find you a towel.” Offered Mel, as she hurried out of the room.

“Are you alright? I am SO sorry for this. I really don’t know what got into them. What a fucking mess. Mel, hand me that towel!” She said, as she held out her hand when her friend returned.

Dazed and confused, I looked down at myself to find that my body was covered with sticky cum, some drying, some oozing down my breasts and stomach. Jessica used the towel to wipe my face first. I didn’t recall letting anyone cum on my face, but I could taste it, as well. Next were my tits and stomach, both were shiny wet.

“Can you stand?” She asked.

“I think so.” I replied as I tried in vane to get up on my own.

My body felt limp. I had no control over my arms and legs, as they helped me to my feet. Mel put my arm over her shoulder to keep me up, as her friend wiped me down. Semen flowed from my gaping asshole and down my inner thighs, and I was helpless to stop it as she ran the towel up between my legs and into the crack of my ass to mop up what oozed out. She fixed my skirt to cover me before coming to the other side from Mel to help me walk out of the bedroom.

It took a moment for my eyes to adjust to the light, and what I did see looked like a war zone. There were bodies and trash strewn about the house. The party was over. The music gone. As they walked me toward the front door I spotted my small top laying on the back of the couch, and motioned toward it. Jessica grabbed it for me, but continued walking me out the door without stopping to put it on me, intent on leaving as quickly as possible.

They put me in the back seat and my body just wilted over to the side, where they left me, and closed the door. I started to come around a little from the fresh air and sat up as Mel drove us home.

“What happened?” I asked, as I checked my surroundings.

“Do you want us to take you to the hospital?” Asked a concerned Mel, as she looked at me in the rear view mirror.

I gave myself a quick check to be sure that everything worked and I wasn’t bleeding, but I seemed okay.

“No, I think I’m good. How about you two?” I asked, trying to figure out how to get the top on.

“We stopped drinking hours ago, and I think that was when they brought out the roofies. You were holding your own pretty well, as far as getting wasted is concerned anyway, and I think someone slipped you the roofy at that point. How dumb is that? The one girl everyone could have their way with, gets the roofy! Dumb ass college kids. Anyway, we saw them at one point carrying you away, but we thought that you were good with it. If we had known, we would have done something then!” Jessica started.

“We were doing our own thing and figured that you were having a good time. I couldn’t believe how many guys you fucked tonight. Unbelievable! After a while, I started noticing new faces coming through the door. It was supposed to be just the fraternity brothers and their guests, but I could tell that these guys weren’t from around here. There were a lot of them! They would come in, have a drink, and then disappear down the hall in your direction. After a while one would come back out and another would go. We had no idea that they were all coming here just to fuck you! I am so sorry. I feel like shit for not doing something about it.”

I gave up trying to put on my top at that point, and opted to ride topless until I got back to the motel. What started out as such a hot idea, turned out to be a disaster for me. If Steve were there, none of that would have happened. He might not always keep an eye on me, as evidenced by letting those good old boys get rough with me while he went off shopping for a new TV. I do know that, in a way, he thought that he was doing something nice for me.

I was ready to go home, especially after what had just happened to me, but first I had to get back to the motel and soak the spunk off of myself.

Mel pulled into Jessica’s driveway.

“Would you like me to go with you to help get her inside?” She asked her friend.

“I’ll be fine. Thank you for asking, but I think I’m coming around.” I said.

“It started off as a fun night. I just wish that it could have ended a little better. It was nice meeting you, Brie. Maybe we can get together and do something a little more mellow next time.” She said. “And Mel. You will call me, won’t you?”

Mel looked at her, then back at me.

“Sure, I will.” She answered, as Jessica leaned toward her to give her a kiss on the lips, before turning and opening the door to leave.

She looked just as hot by the light of the car’s headlights leaving as she did earlier. Mel is a lucky girl, I thought.

“Would you like to come up front?” Mel asked my reflection in the mirror.

“Maybe later.” I replied, laying back down across the seat to rest.


Chapter 5: Finding religion between the sheets


I
 heard a text come in on my phone and checked the time. It was 10AM, and I was in my room sleeping naked, the events of the previous evening a blur. My inner thighs burned as I hobbled toward the bathroom to take a piss, and recalled keeping my legs open for hours as the boys from the frat house took turns with me, one after another. As my piss flowed I glanced over to the tub, still full of water from washing the crusty dried semen of dozens of frat boys from my body, just hours ago.

How stupid could I be? I, of all people, should have know better!

I remembered going to the party and thinking that I wanted to show them all what a well seasoned whore could do. Oh, I showed them alright, as I spread my legs for every one of them, showing those young people what a dirty old whore can do.

Fucking idiot!

I thought that I
 was in charge. In charge of what? They were the ones using me
!

The last thing that I recall before Jessica found me, was holding hands with Mel on the couch as they pounded my pussy, one hard young cock after another. I don’t recall when they drugged me, or even how, but it was my fault for not paying more attention to my situation.

As I stare into the milky water in the tub, I vaguely remember Mel helping me back into my room, still topless and smelling of men’s spunk like a true whore, as the sun was peeking over the horizon. Boy, did I show her!

Fucking dope! Moron! What kind of fool am I?

Mel helped me into the tub and scrubbed the dried semen from my body, my hair. She is too sweet of a person to be around me, corrupting her, showing her the ropes. I should just keep away from her, but I can feel a bond between us, and would always regret not letting her know that. I owe her, but nothing can ever make her ‘unsee’ what she witnessed in me last night, and she can hopefully learn from it and not follow my lead.

As I sat on the toilet feeling sorry for myself, another thick glob of thick goo oozed out of my ass creating a disgusting string of man juice, clinging to me, stretching down into the bowl. I watched from between my legs as it would snap off, dropping into the water only to be replaced by another. How many? How many faceless strangers deposited their cum into me last night?

Stupid whore!

I watched as small white globs of semen floated in the water from my seemingly endless source.

Brainless cunt!

Now the reality sunk in, and I would have to worry that I didn’t catch something. I planned well. I bought condoms! But I wasn’t smart enough to use them, not that it would have made a difference once they drugged me anyway. No, I had to show them who the real whore was. I’m no schoolgirl getting drunk and having guys take advantage of me. Oh no! I’m the well seasoned whore, the one that has been fucked thousands of times by thousands of men, and knows all of the ins and outs of sex.

Yes Sir, I sure showed them!

I wasn’t sure if I wanted to do it anymore, whoring myself, I mean. It had been great, allowing men to use me for their own pleasure. There is something about being desired by men that was exhilarating, satisfying. What happened last night changed all that. They didn’t care who I was. Hell, they found me face down, so most of them had no idea of what I even looked like! 

That’s it, I’ve made up my mind. I’ll tell Steve that I’m coming home, maybe go back to teaching. I think he’ll understand, won’t he? It’s been so long now that I have been doing this with his encouragement, would he be upset? Would he even want me anymore? I’ve seen the look on his face when we are all together, and he’s fucking Cindy. Is there something there? Would he leave me for that fat bitch, or is my mind just getting twisted?

No. That’s it. I’ll stop, cold turkey. I can do it, I thought.

I cleaned myself up and decided to go over to the diner for some much needed breakfast, when I noticed the text on my phone that I had forgotten about earlier.

The text read , ‘Just checking to see that you are alright. Please come home. Sorry! :)
’.

It was obviously from Steve, and it made me feel a little better knowing that he still cared about me considering how I was feeling about myself at the moment. I figured that I would give it a little more time before I got back to him to tell him that I was coming home, so that he could think that I was doing it on my own terms, and not because I realized that I should never have left.

When I got to the diner and sat in my usual place at the counter, I was disappointed to find someone other than Mel there working. It took me a minute to remember that she didn’t have to go in the day after the party, and I was a little sad that I wouldn’t get to thank her again for helping me, before I went back home. I would eventually call her later to tell her that I had left, just in case she came looking for me.

After breakfast, I packed my things, checked out, and headed home.

Ring! Ring!

“Hello”

“Hi, Honey.” I said, with my hands-free as I drove.

“Thank God! Are you alright? You had me worried sick!” He said.

“Yes I’m fine.”

“Why did you leave? Where did you go?”

“I just needed to go on a little sabbatical, and sort some things out in my head. We’ll talk when I get there.”

“That’s good to hear. Cindy was asking about you, too. Said she really needs you down at the office.”

“We’ll discuss everything when I get there, okay?”

“Fine with me. I’m glad you’re okay.”

“Okay, bye.” I said as I disconnected, not wanting to get into any details over the phone.

The closer that I got to home, the more nervous I was getting. If I seriously do this, my life will change dramatically. I will have to get all new clothes, no more dressing like a slut everywhere that I went. I would have to learn to say no if a man wants me, no matter how much that hurts. No more fucking my husband’s friends at parties or if they just stop by with a hard-on. All of my fuck toys? Gone!

It’s going to be all different from here on out, you’ll see!

Steve came out and met me at my car as I pulled into the driveway. As I stepped out he had a curious look on his face.

“What’s this?” He asked, looking at my clothes.

I was wearing the jeans and top that I had purchased while I was away, and it was a definite change from my normal attire.

“Oh, just something I picked up.” I replied, accepting his kiss on my cheek as I handed him one of my bags, hoping that he wouldn’t notice me walking gingerly into house. .

I thought that he was going to load me up with questions, but instead gave me some space, waiting for me to talk to him about it when I was ready.

He left me alone for the rest of the day, as I unpacked and cleaned the house until It dawned on me that I still had to call Melanie.

Ring! Ring!

“Hello?”

“Hi Mel!”

“Thank God! (I’ve been getting that a lot lately!) I came looking for you and was told that you checked out. Are you okay?” She asked frantically.

“I’m fine. Don’t worry. I just did some thinking, and figured that it was time for me to come home.” I said.

“So, you’re home? That’s good. How about your husband, is he mad?”

“No, he’s actually being very good. Hasn’t asked me any questions yet, but I’m sure that they are coming. Did you get home alright?”

“Yes, but I
 wasn’t the problem last night, if you remember. You were a real mess when we got back. Should have seen the stuff you left on my seat. I just got back from the car wash, but it was everywhere! Disgusting!”

“Oh, I’m so sorry. I’ll pay to get it cleaned, just let me know what you need.” I apologized.

“No, don’t worry about it. The main thing is that you’re alright. Will you be coming back this way?” She asked.

“Of course I will. You can’t get rid of me that easily. Besides, Who’s going to give you guidance?” I joked.

“Yeah, a real role model, you are!” She laughed.

“Seriously though, I’m really sorry that I acted the way that I did. I’m turning over a new leaf.”

“Yeah right!”

“No, really! I’ve decided to give it all up and start fresh. Honest! I just haven’t figured out how I’m going to tell Steve about it, but I really do plan on telling him today.” I confessed.

“That’s great news, but I hope you don’t mind if I have my doubts. You know what they say. Once a whore..”

“always a whore.” I said, completing her sentence. “Not anymore! I’m turning over a new leaf. You saw me last night. I was out of control! I mean even before the roofy. Guys were fucking me one after another, as I encouraged them. I never want to see you get that way, so I’ll change and lead you in the right direction. I’m done whoring. Now I just have to figure out how to tell Steve. It’s going to be hard, going back to the way that things were before all of this happened.”

“Wow, you really sound serious! Please let me know if there is anything that I can do for you.” She said.

“Thanks, you’ve already done enough to help me, but if I do come up with something I’ll let you know.” I said, before we said our goodbyes.

No sooner had I hung up, when I heard the doorbell ring. I knew that Steve was busy, so I opened the front door and found Jerry, our mail carrier, waiting.

“Hi Jerry, what’s up?” I asked, as he stood outside carrying a handful of letters.

“Hi Brie, it’s really great to see you!” He said, as he looked back to check if anyone was watching from the neighborhood. “Are you free for a few minutes?”

I knew what he was after. Somehow he found out a while back about my promiscuity, and one thing led to another where he will stop by occasionally looking for a blowjob or even a quicky from me, if he has enough time. It’s been a pretty common occurrence, and Steve is fine with it, but we had to be discrete..

“I’m sorry Jerry, but I won’t be able to do anything for you.” I said.

“Oh, that’s alright, I guess you’re busy. Tomorrow then?” He asked, in anticipation.

“Sorry but I can’t do that anymore. I’ve decided to quit.” I said, as he looked at me perplexed.

“Is it something that I did? I’m sorry if I…...”

“No no no, it isn’t you! I’ve just decided to change some things about myself, and don’t want to do this kind of thing anymore. I hope you understand.”

Jerry looked me up and down, seeing me dressed in jeans, like any normal woman, for the first time. Usually I would come to the door wearing something sexy, or even naked, so I’m sure that he noticed the difference right away.

“Oh, I understand.” He said dejectedly, before turning and slowly walking back down the front steps with his letters in hand, along with our own!

I closed the door feeling bad for the man. He was so looking forward to this that it was hard for me to let him down this way, but it was something that I had to do if I truly wanted to change my life.

“Honey, who was at the door?” Steve asked, as he entered the room.

“Oh, that was just Jerry, with the mail.” I replied.

“You didn’t want to let him in?” He asked.

“Not today.”

“So?” He asked, with his hand out.

“So what?”

“Where’s the mail?”

“Uh, I don’t know. Maybe we didn’t have any.” I said, as I started to walk away, as my husband scratched his head, confused.

“Before you go, I have a surprise for you.” He said excitedly.

“What’s that?” I asked, turning back toward him.

“I just got off the phone with Jamal and MJ, and asked them to come by tonight. I know how much you like it when they come over. Maybe that will cheer you up. I promise that I won’t leave you alone this time. They sounded very excited about it, when I asked them!” He said.

Jamal and MJ are a couple of beefy black guys, and two of my favorite men to fuck. We always have a good time before and after sex, but when they both have their long thick cocks inside of me in a DP, it really rocks my world! Knowing that I will have to turn them down this evening to fulfill my promise to myself is going to be difficult, but necessary if I am ever going to change.

“I’m sorry Honey, but I can’t see them tonight. Can you call them back please, and tell them for me?” I asked.

“Okay, what’s going on? Are you alright?” He asked, thinking that there might be something wrong with me.

Truth be told, I was still feeling the effects from the party the night before, and knew that I was going to need a little time before I started to feel myself again.

“I’m fine. I was just thinking that I needed a little change in my life, that’s all.”

“What kind of change are you thinking about?” He asked, giving me his full attention.

“I think that I want to stop acting like a whore, that’s all. Try to act like a normal woman, for a change.” I explained.

“Wait. Are you telling me that you suddenly don’t like sex? That’s pretty hard to believe. What brought all this on all of a sudden?” He asked.

“It’s just something that came to me. Since I returned from my training, I’ve been fucked almost daily, you know that. And don’t get me wrong, I’ve loved every minute of it! I love dressing sexy all the time, and will really miss that too, but I want to try going without it. At least give it a try, anyway.”

“Are you telling me that you think that you can go from being a whore, and a great whore at that, and be what, celibate, just like that? Why don’t you just cut back for a while. Maybe I’ll call Jamal back and have him come alone?” He asked.

“You’re just not hearing me. I’m saying that I quit being a whore. Maybe go back to teaching or something.”

“What about Cindy?” He asked.

“You can fuck her instead, if that’s what you want.” I said.

“That isn’t what I’m asking. Are you still going to help her?”

“What’s the point of that? All I do there is flash my pussy to her clients to get them all excited ,so that she can get their business. I’m not going to do that either.”

“You know that won’t go over too well with her. Especially after she spent all that money sending you to Master “X”! So, I guess, this is going to be the “new you”? He asked, pointing out the way that I was dressed.

“Yes, why? You don’t think I look alright dressed like every other woman out there?”

“I didn’t say that……..”

“And, as for Cindy, she can go fuck herself if she thinks that I’m obligated to be her whore because she wanted me that way, so that she can profit from me! You can tell her that, if you want to.”

“You’re serious!” He finally realized.

“Yes, and I’m done talking about it, so you can pass the word, their whore is closed!” I announced ,before storming out of the room.

Steve just stood there, dumbfounded to hear my words from out of the blue. There I was, less than twenty four hours removed from getting my brains fucked out by countless men, and now I’m already announcing my retirement from whoredom. I left him to stew as I grabbed my purse and headed out to buy some clothes more fitting for an everyday housewife to wear.

My first stop was to one of the largest of the mainstream chain stores, catering to those desiring that every-woman look that I was going for. I bought a couple of knee length skirts to go along with tops revealing no cleavage whatsoever. They felt a little cumbersome at first, but I knew that I could learn to be comfortable wearing them in time.

After seeing all the adds for Old Navy stores, I walked in with an open mind, and judging by what they sold there, I figured that was the type clientele that they catered too. I did find a pair of jeans that looked good on me however, so it wasn’t a total loss.

Next would be the most difficult for me, as I walked into the woman’s shoe store. For the past few years I’ve always loved shoe shopping, wearing short skirts without panties, most of the salesmen remembered me and would come running to help me as soon as I entered the store. I never failed to give them a good show, and always received the best service in return.

As I carried my bags into this one particular store, I made it a point not to stop to browse at the high heels as I always do, and went right for the casual shoes. They were never my shoes of choice, and I do have to admit that I needed direction on which ones to buy. I looked around for someone to help me and noticed that the lone salesman was fitting some nice stilettos on a young woman in a short skirt. He was giving her his undivided attention, and wouldn’t so much as look in my direction. 

He would slide a shoe on her stocking covered foot, being sure to raise it a bit more than necessary each time, as the woman sat unaware as she occupied her time texting with her phone. Yesterday, I could have been that woman, letting a strange man look up my skirt, serving me dutifully, and all I would have to do is let him. It gave me a tingle to watch him sweat as he nervously tried his best not to be caught, remembering how hot it used to make me. I could tell that this bitch was an amateur as she looked as though she couldn’t care less, and got no real joy out of what she was doing to the poor man.

Wishing at that moment that I was wearing one of my micro skirts, I would go right over and sit beside her to teach her how to properly treat a man that needs nothing more than have a little thrill to remember, as he goes home to his sexless wife at the end of the day. I would slowly uncross my legs, as Sharon Stone did in Basic Instinct, allowing him a view of my quim that he would never forget.

What was I doing? I have to get those kinds of thoughts out my head. I’m going to change, no matter what it takes, I told myself, as I reached for a pair of casual flats. I sat in a chair and tried a few different styles on, as I watched the bitch complaining to the man because the shoe, that she swore was her size, wouldn’t fit, being too tight to get on her fat foot. She just stormed out of the store without making a purchase, leaving the poor salesman to clean up the mess and put way a mountain of boxes of shoes, that she had demanded to try.

Not my problem, I thought. My life has changed, and I couldn’t feel bad for every lonely man that needs something to look forward to in life. I brought my boxes to the register, and I could see the exasperation on his face before he noticed me standing there in front of him. We exchanged pleasantries, and I even gave his hand a pat as we completed the transaction, getting a smile from him and brightening his day. It made me feel good that I was able to raise the man’s spirits without there being any sex involved, which was a revelation to me.

By the time that I made it home I had several bags of the kind of clothes that I thought would make me look like every other woman around. Steve was a little shocked to see all of the bags of clothes that I had purchased, and followed me into the bedroom as I went to sort them out.

“What are you going to do with your old clothes? They’re not the kind of things you find at the Salvation Army, that’s for sure!” He said.

“I’ll find somebody that can use them.” I replied. “Did you call Jamal?”

“Yes, and Cindy too! Nobody believes that you will actually go through with this.”

“Well I am, and that’s all I’m going to say.” I said, as I put my new full cut panties in my drawer.

We didn’t talk much for the rest of the night. He did make sure to put on the new big screen TV that he had just mounted up on the wall, as we went to bed, to show me that my efforts of the other day weren’t for nothing.

After Steve went to work the following day I put on one of the pairs of jeans that I bought along with a new top. I spent my time cleaning and later going out to do a little work in the flower garden. Some of the neighbors that know me well would drive by slowly and wave when they saw me out front.

“Hi Brie, is that you?” I heard a man’s voice asking from behind me, as I was bent over on my hands and knees facing away from him.

I turned to see who it was with my jeans covered ass still facing him.

“Oh, hi Brad. How are you?” I said, as I acknowledged my next door neighbor, standing directly behind me in a tank top and sweat pants.

“You know, you still look good, even wearing jeans! Going for a different look?” He asked.

“Yeah, something like that, I guess. So, what’s up?” I asked, turning around to sit Indian style to talk, my face nearly bumping into his crotch.

“I was just getting back from the gym, when I noticed something really hot hiding in your bushes.” He Joked. “The real reason that I’m here is because my wife Jen is out of state to stay with her sister for the week, so I was wondering if it’s okay with you and Steve, if I stopped by to see you a couple of times while she’s gone. Figured that I would check with you, just to make sure that you weren’t already busy.” He explained.

Jen is a nice girl, but she has no idea that I serviced Brad multiple times when she wasn’t around, and even a few times while she was home, right next door. It never mattered to me before that he was doing this behind her back. A whore doesn’t judge a man’s morals, she just fucks him. I always tried to make time for him, because he is a bit of a gym rat with a body to die for! I you look up the term “Alpha Male” in the dictionary you will see a picture of Brad.

“I’m sorry Brad, but I can’t.” I started.

“Is it that time of the month? I’m sure that we can work around that!” He said, with a smirk.

“No really, I’m not doing that anymore. I’m a changed woman. No more fucking around for me.” I said.

“I there something wrong? If it’s my wife you’re worried about, I’ll just tell her. I’m sure that she’ll understand my needs.”

“No, don’t bother. I just thought that it was time for a change, that’s all.” I said staring directly at the well defined bulge in his sweat pants, as he stood not more than a foot away.

He has one of the nicest cocks that I have ever seen, long, thick, and with a well defined head, plus he knows how to use it. How a man like that can walk around with that monster swinging loose in his pants is beyond me, but I love the look! Always have. It was growing before my eyes, but I couldn’t look away as I could now make out every detail, as if it were hanging out freely. The long thick shaft stretching down the inside of his thigh, it’s well defined helmet shaped head, his scent, and especially the way that he was making it twitch inside his pants inches from my face knowing how it turns me on, were all driving me crazy!

Oh God how I wanted so much to pull his pants down and take his delicious cock into my mouth, I could already taste it! He merely stood waiting, teasing me, wanting me to just forget all of that insanity about not wanting him anymore, knowing that I couldn’t resist his manhood, but I stood firm and passed the test.

“I’m sorry Brad, I’m just not the same woman anymore. I hope you understand.” I pleaded.

“What am I going to do with this now?” He asked, pulling down the elastic waistband to show me how hard his cock has gotten.

Here we were, right out in my front yard and a married man was offering his erect penis to his married neighbor in broad daylight, as though it was nothing out of the ordinary. This was my life, but no longer!

I merely turned back around and continued my gardening, as he stood stupefied on my front lawn with his big cock hanging out. Without saying another word I heard his footsteps as he walked back across the lawn to his house. I have to admit that it was hard for me to turn him down, but I thought that, so far, I had done a good job with my restraint in not caving in and going back to my old ways.

That evening Steve was watching something on TV, when I came in wearing a pair of pajamas. The look on his face was priceless when he saw me. I can’t remember when I last wore something like that, but it felt warm and cozy on me.

“Really?” Steve commented, as I sat down in my chair.

“Get used to it. I
 am!” I retorted.

We didn’t speak to each other for the rest of the evening, and I wondered why he still hadn’t asked me where I went for those couple of days after I left him. Doesn’t he care about me anymore? Of course, I know that he doesn’t want me acting this way, and to just go back to being his whore of a wife, but this was a new and refreshing change for me!

The following morning I went into town. As I walked down the sidewalk an old woman wearing tattered clothes handed me a flier as I passed by. It was for a local soup kitchen for the homeless, asking for volunteers to help out. Was this a sign? I wondered.

As I walked on, I found myself standing right in front of the St. Anthony’s Mission. The soup kitchen was right inside filled with homeless men and women eating breakfast. Something told me to enter, but I was too nervous.

“Come on in. Don’t worry. Nobody will judge you.” Said the old woman that had handed me the flier a few moments ago.

She took my arm and coaxed me inside, not knowing who I was or if I needed help. Surely this was definitely some kind of sign! Once inside I saw people in need being helped by those that cared. I wanted to be one of those, and walked up to another woman serving food and asked how I could help.

One thing led to another, and before long I was passing out food too. I went home that evening feeling great. There I was helping my fellow man! The following day I was back bright and early, back to work. I liked what I was doing, and the people liked me. Not because I let them fuck me, but because I was doing a good thing “in the eyes of the Lord”.

A mam walked in and everybody seemed to congregate around him. He was young, and good looking with a bright smile, dressed like any other man in blue jeans and a button down shirt. He seemed to notice me through the crowd as people gathered around for his attention, and excused himself to come my way.

“Hello, I’m Reverend Jim, and who might you be?” He asked, as he reached out his hand toward me.

“I’m Brie, Father, nice to meet you.” I replied, as he took my hand and kissed it.

“Reverend.” He corrected. “Welcome to our Mission, Brie. It’s always a joyous occasion when we see a new face in here.” He said, as he looked deep into my eyes.

There was something about him, which made me feel warm inside. He seemed so gentle and calm. He spoke softly. He was admired by all. I didn’t even notice that he had continued to hold my hand as he spoke to me.

“I sense that you have a dark secret deep inside of you that needs to be told.” He started, causing some apprehension on my part. “Don’t worry, everyone here has their own story to tell. I hope that you won’t mind sharing yours with me sometime, but for now I have a service coming up for a woman’s group that I see regularly at my church. Maybe you can come along. It is only a block away.”

“Here, take my card.” He said, as he took one from his pocket to hand it to me. “It starts in an hour, and doesn’t take very long. Might help you find your way. I’ll be watching out for you, and perhaps we can get together and talk later.”

I am not a religious person, and can’t remember the last time that I’ve been inside of a church, but something inside of me told me that I should go. Without waiting for my answer he turned to walk away, greeting others on his way toward the door, as I studied the card that he gave me. It was only a simple card with the name and address of the church, as well as the Reverend’s phone number on the front, but it made me feel special that he took the time to give it to me, as I held it tightly against my chest as though it were a gift from God himself!

A short time later I found myself standing on the sidewalk studying the card before looking at the address on the building to be sure that it was correct. It was a vacant storefront with newspaper covering every inch of glass, giving it the look of being abandoned. As I pulled on the handle of the paper covered door, I was surprised that it opened. I stepped inside to find it mostly empty with about a dozen folding chairs facing a makeshift pulpit in the front, and a few women seated in the front row waiting. As I stood toward the back more women entered, each one smiling, each one greeting me as well as the others already seated. I began to feel a bit more comfortable that others were there along with me and made my way to one of the seats directly behind the others.

Reverend Jim suddenly appeared from behind a curtain hanging in the doorway leading to the back room. He moved to stand behind the small wooden pulpit and looked at each of the women individually, acknowledging their presence. When he got to me, he looked into my eyes and gave me a smile unlike what he had given the others. I felt special that he had singled me out, actually causing me to blush like a little girl. 

He began by reading from scripture as the women listened intently to his every word. After a bit he moved on to a sermon, which compared us to being a flock of sheep.

“We must all find that one special thing that we have deep inside of us, and gives each and every one of us comfort when giving of ourselves; our minds, our bodies, and our souls, in the name of our Lord. We are all vessels of God, and I truly believe that each of us has that one special gift deep inside that must be shared with the world, giving us peace as well as the feeling of self worth as we share ourselves with the rest of the world. Now go forth and find that gift that God gave you deep within yourselves and spread his joy with all.”

He no sooner finished his words when the women stood and quickly approached him. The service lasted no more than fifteen minutes, which made me wonder why he would even go out of his way for it.

“Reverend Jim, may I help you today?” Asked a buxom blond, beating out the other women to the pulpit.

It was obvious that the other women were vying for his attention as well. Before answering, the Reverend briefly glanced over at me as I slowly walked his way, before turning back to the young woman.

“Yes, my dear, you can stay.” He said, getting her to rejoice in her small victory.

She was probably in her early thirties and very pretty, as were all of the women present, wearing a short Summer dress. Each of the women seemed to be infatuated by the young Reverend. As the other women began to slowly head toward the door, I couldn’t help but notice how disappointed they all appeared not to be chosen.

“They volunteer to help me clean the rectory after the service each week. I love all of my flock equally, but I live upstairs in a small apartment and there just isn’t enough room for them all. As you can see,” he began, while motioning toward the chosen woman, still reveling about her good fortune. “I won’t have time to talk with you today, but would really like to hear your story. I’m free tomorrow, if you would like to come for lunch.”

For some strange reason I felt like I had just won the lottery that he was asking me back to speak with him alone.

“Yes, I would love to. Would you like me to make something to bring along?”

“Unfortunately, the truth is that I’m an incompetent bachelor when it comes to doing things for myself, so unless you really like mac and cheese, your idea might just be the safest play. Thank you. I have to go, but I’m really looking forward to seeing you tomorrow.” He said, before heading back through the curtain with the other woman attached to his arm.

I didn’t know what secret spell he had on his “flock”, as he referred to them, but I could feel a little of his magic working within myself, and I couldn’t wait to see him again the next day! I felt renewed driving home, never feeling better about myself at any other point in my life. This new direction that my life was taking made a positive turn, and I was looking forward to see where it was going from there.

Steve refused to believe that I was taking the religion route with my life, having never showing much interest in it before. When I told him that I was meeting Reverend Jim the following day, he merely rolled his eyes and wished me good luck. 

The following day I decided to make a Shepard's Pie to go along with the theme of his sermon from the previous day, with the hope that he would appreciate the metaphor. I’m not exactly the greatest cook in the world, but at least this was within my range of limited ability.

I phoned the Reverend to tell him that I was on my way, and he told me that there was an outer stairway leading up to his apartment down an alley beside the church. He greeted me at the door and took the cooling casserole dish from my hand.

“It’s cooled off quite a bit, so you might want to put it back in the oven for a while to heat it up.” I advised.

As he went to the oven I checked out his pad. He lived in a large one room studio apartment, neat and tidy, it didn’t appear that he would need any help to clean it, as the woman volunteered to do the day before. None of the furniture that I could see was modern and made of hardwoods for the most part. What really caught my eye was the bedroom area, which had a large king size poster style bed with tall vertical columns on each corner. It was covered by a lavish maroon colored comforter made of soft velvet. There were candles set up on the night stands and even an incense burner on his bureau. Not what I would have expected from a man of the cloth.

Once our lunch was heating, he came back and had me sit at his dinner table.

“Would you like a glass of wine while we wait? I always enjoy a nice wine with my dinner if I’m not in any rush to go anywhere later.” He asked, as he prepared to open the bottle.

“Yes, that would be very nice. I like your apartment; simple yet elegant.” I remarked as I scanned the area.

“Thank you, but God has been very generous to me. I also have my flock to thank for the decorating. Lord knows, I have no sense of style at all.” He joked.

“You mention your parishioners as your flock, am I considered a member of your flock now too?” I asked.

“We’ll see, my dear.” He replied, just as the timer went off for the oven.

We had our lunch along with another glass of wine, with little conversation. I wondered what he meant by “we’ll see”, but took it to mean merely that we will discuss my new roll after dinner. Once we had finished I cleared the table while he opened another bottle of wine, before we sat down to talk.

“So Brie, you asked me about being a member of my flock. Why would you like to join us?” He asked, once we got comfortable.

“I would like to change my life and need guidance, and noticed how your parishioners look up to you.” I said.

“What’s wrong with your life that needs to be changed? I noticed that you are married. Is it your husband?” He asked, motioning toward my wedding ring.

“Steve? No, he can be a pain at times, but he isn’t the problem. I’ve just done some things that maybe I shouldn’t have.”

“We have all done things in the past that we regret later in life, but the past is the past, and we can’t change what has already happened. How will these changes that you are looking for effect you moving forward?” He asked, as he topped off our wine glasses.

“It will get me back to being the person that I was before this all started. I can live like everybody else, dress like them, shop at Walmart, and things like that.”

“Is someone stopping you from doing those things now, forcing you to do things against your will?”

“Against my will? Heavens no! I did it because I enjoyed it, always have.”

“Then why change? You sound like you are not sure whether you really want to do this. I hope that you don’t mind me asking, but it sounds as though this is all about something of a sexual nature. Are you having an affair that you are now feeling remorseful about?” He asked, showing a bit more interest.

“An affair?” I paused, for a second trying to think of the best way to proceed. “Not exactly and affair. Steve is aware of what I do. The fact is, that he encourages me. I don’t keep any secrets from him, so no, there is no affair.”

He leaned forward across the table and held my hands.

“Perhaps you should start from the beginning, so that I can better understand. Whatever we discuss will never go beyond these walls. I find that most times it is a great relief to get it all out, so that I can better guide you. Many in my flock have confided in me about their past and come back to me for guidance regularly. Please, speak freely.” He advised, while looking deeply into the eyes.

I could see that he was passionate about wanting to help me, and thought that I would feel better myself if I were actually able to tell him my story.

As he poured me another glass of wine, I began to feel its effect on me, relaxing me, emboldening me to speak freely. I began by telling him about my childhood, how I began masturbating regularly at a very young age, learning about sex by reading my fathers books and magazines, followed soon thereafter by becoming the shy little whore girl in my school.

He listened with great interest as I told him about my submissive nature and how I couldn’t say no even after I had grown up, allowing men to use me whenever they wished. How I thought that things had changed after marriage, even though my husband couldn’t satisfy my needs, leaving me to masturbate every chance I had.

As I talked, he came around behind me and put his hands on my shoulders to console me. I told him of my misdeed at the little dress shop that led me to become a virtual sex slave for Dave, the sexual deviate and ruthless leader of a gang of criminals, and of the way that he blackmailed Steve into helping them use me for their own sexual gratification. I told him these things in graphic detail, as he began massaging my shoulders to help calm my nerves.

“And how did you feel about all of these things that were being done to you at that time?” He asked softly.

“Loved it, and couldn’t wait to come back the next day for more!” I said, as I felt his hands stop moving and grip my shoulders firmly.

“Are you saying that these men were sexually abusing you, and you enjoyed it?”

“Yes, it was exhilarating! The thrill of not knowing what he was going to do next was driving me wild. I never let on, of course.”

“Of course. But how did your husband feel about all of this at the time?” He asked, as he resumed the manipulations on my shoulders.

“Oh, he felt awful at first. They had tricked him just as they did me, using him to set me up for gangbangs with strangers, bachelor parties, and things that even I’m too embarrassed to talk about. He was forced to sign a contract, virtually giving them ownership of me. It was all done in such a way that he thought that he was helping me somehow.”

The feel of his hands massaging my neck, my arms, it felt so soothing, relaxing, I wanted him to know everything.

“Please, go on.” He said, in a soothing voice.

“One day it all came to an end. Steve and I were watching the news, and they showed a story about women disappearing and about a gang being charged for making snuff films, as they showed a video of Dave being taken away in handcuffs. Of course, we were both shocked to find just how dangerous he was, as well as how lucky I was that what happened to those women didn’t happen to me as well!”

I took another sip of my wine, finishing the glass as the Reverend poured me another.

“You must have been relieved that it was over.” He said, returning to his position behind me.

“I was at first, until I realized that it was
 really over, which left an empty pit in my stomach. Steve couldn’t understand why I was feeling depressed until I confessed to him that I missed all of those things that they “forced” me to do. I needed something to fill that void. That was when Cindy came along.”

“Cindy?”

“Yes, I needed something to fill the void left after Dave’s arrest, so I took a Summer job working as her secretary. She was very demanding, very domineering. She was becoming difficult, and due to my submissive nature, I really didn’t know how to defend myself, so Steve had me ask her over for dinner to discuss it. During the course of the evening, she noticed that I would do whatever my husband asked without question. He explained to her that I would do anything for him, so she challenged him to prove it.”

“It started out with him ordering me to give her a foot massage, and by the end of the night I was servicing her sexually. Of course this was followed up by her using me at the office as well. Eventually my office wardrobe was changed to make me look like a slut to attract business, and that was followed by me servicing her clients in her office.”

“She’s the one that came up with the idea of sending me away for training.”

“What kind of training.” He asked, as he went back to massaging my shoulders again. 

“I was sent away to live with a professional Master who taught me how to be a complete whore.”

I thought that I heard the Reverend softly moan at that point, but passed it off.

“Did your husband go along with this?” He asked.

“Oh yes! He was very supportive of me, knowing how much I needed sex.”

“And what did you learn from this Master?”

“It was grueling at first. He stripped me of any and all inhibitions that I may have had at the time, humiliating me, teaching me how to endure and ultimately to welcome pain as a form of pleasure. He showed me how to have more intense orgasms as well as to be multi orgasmic with each partner that has me. Men love it when they can make a woman cum.”

“By the time that I had finished my training I was ready to fuck any man at any time, and I did. It is the one thing that I have always been good at, now I know that I am the best that I can be. It has always been my passion.”

“You sound as though you still enjoy what you do very much. Then why change?” He asked.

His question caused me to pause, as I expected him to be more supportive in my efforts to give it all up.

“Didn’t you hear what I was saying? I’m a whore! I have always been a whore. Don’t you think that I should stop?” I asked.

“We were all put on God’s earth to be different. We all have different talents, different desires, different ideas of what is right and what is wrong. Judging by what you are telling me, God gave you a special gift. Fortunately for you that you have been able to use this gift to the fullest.”

He spoke softly, hypnotically, allowing me to relax as his hands continued their manipulations on my shoulders. I felt intoxicated by his voice as he continued.

“Most women only wish that they could do what you can now do, if even just once in their lives. Do you remember my sermon from yesterday?”

“Mmmm yes.” I cooed, feeling his hands now working down toward my breasts, hoping that he will soon be touching them with his magical fingers.

“Good. I told you that we are all vessels of God, didn’t I?”

“Yes.” I replied, feeling as though I was going into a trance as his hands began massaging my breasts through my top.

“Do you remember me saying that we all have a special gift from God deep inside?”

“Mmmmm Yessss.” I purred, as my pussy began to tingle, causing me to squirm in my chair.

“And I said that we must all share this gift with others to fulfill our obligations to God, remember?”

“Ohhh yes.” I answered, hoping that he would continue.

“Brie?” He whispered into my ear.

“Are you ready to join my flock?” He asked.

“Yes. Oh God, yes.” I felt as though he had me in a trance, like I was hypnotized.

“Then rise up my dear.” He ordered, moving my chair away as I rose to my feet.

I just stood with my arms by my sides feeling as limp as a noodle awaiting his next command. He walked around me, examining me, as I stood still anticipating what was to come.

“Brie?”

“Yes?”

“I’m going to fuck you now.”

“I know.”

“Do you understand why?”

“Yes, I do.”

“And how do you feel about that?”

“I would like that very much.” I confessed.

While standing in front of me, he slowly slipped my top up as I raised my arms in the air, allowing him to pull it off over my head. Next, he unbuttoned my jeans, pulling them down as I kicked off my sandals, stepping out of them, as well.

As I stood before him in anticipation of his next move I recalled him asking if I wanted to join his flock, and wondered if all of the other women had been as lucky as I felt at that moment, as he embraced me and gave me a deep passionate kiss.

“Remove your bra.” He requested.

I reached behind my back to unhook it and let it fall.

“And your panties.”

I slid them down my legs and stood naked, hands by my sides, awaiting his next order.

“And now mine. I would like you to remove my clothing, Brie.”

I slowly unbuttoned his shirt and removed it, revealing his hairless chest. Next I unbuckled his pants and took them down, surprised to find that this man of God wore no underwear. His penis was uncut, and as hairless as his chest as it hung between his legs. He had the athletic build of an Olympic swimmer as opposed to the large hulking build of my neighbor Brad.

“Would you like to taste it?” He offered.

“Yes please, very much.” I said, my eyes transfixed as it began to grow.

I knelt down and examined it’s details before placing my tongue under it’s head using it to raise it into my mouth, with my hands holding him by his thighs. With only the tip inside my mouth, I rolled my tongue around between it’s head and foreskin, twirling it around in circles. I have found that this is a great way to get a man hard and have been told that the sensation is incredible!

He moaned as his cock began to grow causing the foreskin to retreat and the crown appear in all it’s glory. With his cock at full attention, I slowly moved my face forward engulfing his penis fully into my mouth and down my throat as a display of my expertise. I began to move my head allowing him to fuck my throat for the greatest sensation, as he grabbed me by the back of the head and rock his pelvis along with me.

He knew that he wouldn’t last long and had me rise to my feet to move toward the bed, where he laid me down on my back. My pussy was dripping wet and in desperate need of attention as he bent down to bury his tongue fully into my hole.

“Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!”

His tongue felt wonderful inside of me as he began to slowly glide it up my slit, collecting as much of my lubricant with it as he could. For a man of the cloth, he certainly knew how to eat pussy! He was driving me wild and when he pressed his tongue up against my clit I lost it and had my first orgasm.

“Ohhhhhh Ohhhhhhh Ahhhhhhhhhhhhh!”

My pelvis bucked upward against his face as he continued working my clit, driving me absolutely wild! Next he changed things up and began to slowly kiss his way up my body. He kissed my stomach, poking his tongue around my belly button. He kissed me between my breasts and then the worked his head to catch the inside of each breast individually. Next he pressed them together to suck each of my now rock hard nipples causing me to moan with pleasure. Finally he kissed me on the mouth twirling his tongue inside letting me taste my own sex from it.

As he kissed me he was moving the head of his hard cock between my cunt lips to lube it, before slowly sliding it into me, as our tongues continued their dance in the warm confines of each other’s mouths. He was warm, passionate, unlike the countless number of men that have used me for their own pleasure, cold, unconcerned for my needs, ultimately just a cum dump for their semen.

We had only begun and I knew that this would be different, special. His penis felt as though it belonged inside of me, feeling his silky skin gliding in and out with a slow measured rhythm. The fact that he was a holy man merely heightened my arousal as it felt so wrong, but then again, so right to be with him in this way. He knew that I was a married woman, but this didn’t have the feel of a man fucking a cheating wife, it was more like my baptism into a new life.

He made love to me, and it felt right, not dirty in the least. It was sensual, not sexual, as his body molded to mine. I had never felt so alive as I did with him, never wanting it to end. His slow methodical pace was driving me crazy and I loved every second of it, wondering if this was why those women, his flock, worshiped him, and remembered seeing the disappointment on their faces when not being chosen to share his bed that day. I didn’t get it then, but I do now.

You would be mistaken if you thought that this man couldn’t fuck my ass off, as he sensed my need and put the pedal to the metal and really started to pick up the pace, as he began pounding my pussy hard. The sound of our bodies smacking together reverberated off the walls, as he brought me to my second orgasm of the day.

“Ohhh God! Ohhh God! Ahhhhhhhhhhhh!”

He continued his relentless assault on my juicy wet pussy as I literally screamed with pleasure! My ass was bucking up off the bed, as our pelvises banged together viciously. I could sense that he was nearing his own climax when he flipped me over and rammed his shiny wet cock deep up my asshole. He was going for the trifecta, using all three of my holes in one session. 

Again I could hear our contact as his body slapped against the upturned globes of my soft bottom. This didn’t go on for long as he gave it one more powerful thrust before he came. The feeling of the jets of his hot cum shooting deep up my rectum was exhilarating, intoxicating! Knowing that he was giving me this gift which was once part of him made me feel invigorated, renewed, reborn!

I loved him. Oh sure, I still loved my husband, but this was very different, very special. I wanted to be with him always, even after this brief encounter. I not only wanted to be in his flock, I wanted to be his chosen one. He rolled off of me to lay beside me and I covered his face with kisses to show him my gratitude for allowing me to serve him.

I was hooked, and vowed to myself that I would do anything for him. I would work in his soup kitchen, attend his services, clean his rectory, anything at all, just to be near him. He was kind, considerate, and most of all, he knew how to please a woman like no other!

“Thank you, thank you, thank you!” I said over and over, as I covered him with my kisses.

“I appreciate that, but it really isn’t necessary. Just to know that I have your devotion is enough.” He said, in an effort to calm me down.

As we rested on his magical bed, my body pressed tightly against his as I snuggled with him under the beautiful velvet comforter, feeling lucky that he asked me to be with him that day.

“Does this mean that I’m now a member of your flock?” I asked, tracing my fingers in little circles on his chest.

“My darling, I knew from the moment that I saw you that you were already a part of me. I could see it in your eyes. All I needed to be sure was to hear your story, to be certain.” He assured me.

“And the other women, how did you find them?”

“They came to me, just as you did. God sent them, and they came.”

“Did they have a story like mine?” I asked.

“Each one has a different story to tell, but in the end they are all like you, in need of direction.”

“Are they married, too?”

“Most of them, or divorced. Those that are still married are happier with their relationships than ever before. I only had to teach them that their bodies are vessels of God, and they were put on this earth to share the gifts that God gave them to all mankind. They also learned to cast away their inhibitions and enjoy those gifts for themselves, giving each and every one of them a much more enjoyable and fulfilling life. Brie, you told me that you wish to change your life, but I ask you, with your past and how much you enjoyed the intimacy that you had with men, why would you want to give that up now? You have a gift greater than any other, and you should exploit it, bask in it’s glory as much as you can.” He began.

“The other women of my flock were like lost little lambs. They got no joy out of sex with their husbands, but didn’t give of themselves fully to them either. I taught them to let go, be more available, more appealing to their husbands. How to enjoy themselves, even more than their husbands, in the bedroom. They began to dress more seductively, act more enticingly, not only at home but around town as well. It made them feel better about themselves, their bodies, more aroused, as gentlemen began to notice. Their lives turned around immediately. I taught them to make themselves available to those that they were attracted to instead of fighting human instincts, and they did.”

“So, they are all whores like me?” I asked, with great interest.

“I don’t know that word. As I said, they are here to share God’s gifts to all. It is a beautiful thing when two of God’s creatures mutually enjoy the contact of others. It is no different with you, as you spent your entire life sharing your body with others, as God planned. To you it came naturally, making you all the more special in his eyes. Others have had to begin later in life, all having the same results in the end.”

Listening to him lifted my spirits. All these years I thought of myself as just a filthy whore, because that was what everyone said I was. I was considered a dirty slut for enjoying the comfort of men, the way that I dressed, and the sexual acts that I performed both with men or alone. It was refreshing to hear him tell me that what I have is a gift from God, and encourages me to not only continue, but to do so in the name of the Lord!

“The women that come to your service on Wednesdays, I noticed that you chose only one to be with you that afternoon. Is there a reason why you don’t share your time with more each time?” I asked.

“What each member of my flock shares with me is intimate and personal. They enjoy coming to tell me what they have done since our last meeting in the name of the Lord. I don’t share any personal information to any of the others to avoid any conflicts between them. This way they can feel free to tell me anything, much like you did with me today.”

“And the pretty blond woman?”

“Lacy? Well, let’s just say that she is a special project.” He said, trying avoid me seeing the glowing smile on his face.

It was quite evident that there had to be something more to her than just her huge tits!

“You mentioned that you encouraged them to dress more seductively to attract men, but I noticed that they were very well dressed yesterday. Was that just a coincidence?” I asked.

“No, not at all. Nothing that occurs between myself and my little lambs should reflect on this parish, as well as the Mission. They must wear clothing deemed appropriate for a religious service any time they visit or are with me in public, to assure discretion. Plus there are those that don’t understand our way of worship, which could jeopardize what we have worked so very hard to accomplish.”   

With that he rolled over and kissed me as we went into a deep embrace, our conversation was over. I could feel his hard cock searching for my hole, surprised that he was ready so soon. With both arms around me it seemed to have eyes of it’s own as it found it’s target and slipped inside with ease, as we ended our day with one last easy fuck.


Chapter 6: The born again whore


I
 left that day feeling reborn, refreshed, and renewed. Reverend Jim taught me that everything that I had done in my life was for a reason, and that I must continue on in the name of God. What I had done for all these years was not in vain, but served a noble purpose instead. I couldn’t wait to get home to start my new life and share the gifts that God gave me with the world.

The first thing that I did after I arrived home and washed up was to find something enticing to wear. Steve would be home soon and I thought that he deserved to be the first to see the new me, so I looked through my drawers to find something different to wear to surprise him with and found a black nylon bodystocking. What made this particular bodystocking different was that it was crotchless with cut outs for my breasts. He always enjoyed me in sexy lingerie, so I know that he wouldn’t be disappointed.

I was in the kitchen cooking dinner when I heard him come through the front door.

“I’m in the kitchen, Honey!” I shouted, as I stirred a pot on the stove.

I heard him sneaking up behind me as he reached around to grab both of my bare tits.

“Mmmmm nice! To what do I owe this little surprise?” He asked, squeezing my nipples.

“I just thought that I owed you something after the way that I have been acting lately.” I replied.

“Oh?”

“Yes Honey, you were right. This is who I am. I understand that now. It is God’s way!” I said.

He let go of my breasts and turned me to face him.

“God’s way. What the hell is that all about?” He asked.

“I saw Reverend Jim, and he showed me the light. This is my calling. I know that now. It is God’s gift to me that I do this.” I explained.

“Being a whore, you mean? It’s a gift from God?” He asked, looking confused.

“Of course, don’t you see? I was put on this earth to bring pleasure to all mankind. He made me good at it. It is all that I know, as well as all that I need. Men need me, and I am their vessel to use in whatever way that they choose. Aren’t you happy for me? I’m not going to give it all up anymore, just as you expected!” I said, smiling brightly.

“What about your soup kitchen?”

“Oh, I can still do that. They really like me there.”

“And this Reverend Jim character, how does he play into all this again?”

“I’m joining his flock. He wants us to go out and spread our joy to all, in the name of God.”

“You mean that he wants you to go out and fuck for God, is that it?”

“Well, now that you put it that way, yes.”

“Like a cult?”

“What?”

“Never mind. So, what does he get out of this?”

“We get to go to his service every week, and he will choose one of us to join him in his rectory.”

“Join him? Like, fuck him?” He asked.

“You make it sound like a bad thing, but it’s not. It’s beautiful. He’s beautiful.”

“Oh, here we go again.” He commented, referring to how it all began when I was coerced into sex with Dave and his gang.

“Let’s just change the subject for now. How do you like my outfit?” I asked, striking a pose for him.

“It’s very nice, Honey.” He replied, as he pressed himself against me to give me a kiss.

After dinner, I took his hand, led him to the bedroom, and removed his clothes. I pushed him down on the bed and climbed on top still wearing the bodystocking, slipping his hard cock through the opening in the nylon and into my pussy. The feeling of the smooth material gliding against his skin was incredible. We fucked with more passion than we have in years, and when we were through, Steve admitted that he noticed a difference in me. He knew I enjoyed it as much as he did.

The following morning I couldn’t wait to get started with my new life, and got out of bed early still wearing my sexy bodystocking. After breakfast, I went about my housework with more energy, putting on some music to help me along. With the music playing I danced around the house doing dishes, making the bed, and vacuuming.

Ding Dong!

I was vacuuming in the living room and thought that I heard the doorbell, so I shut it off to listen.

Ding Dong!

As the motor wound down in the vacuum I made my way to the front door, without thought to what I was wearing. I opened the front door to find Jerry, our mail carrier, standing outside looking down at a package that he was carrying. Usually smiling and cheerful, he acted very business like with his eyes on a delivery slip on top of the box awaiting my signature. I could tell that he was unhappy about what I had told him the other day, and probably didn’t want to speak to me, so I paused for a moment in front of the open door until he looked up to acknowledge me.

He was quite surprised to see me standing there wearing the hot bodystocking, and a shocked expression appeared on his face!

“Good morning, Jerry.” I said, with a bright smile. “Do you have something for me?”

“I...um...yes, a package that needs your signature.” He replied, as he scanned my body.”

“I hope that you weren’t too upset about the other day.” I said, as I signed the form. “I’m so sorry if I left you frustrated, I was going through a difficult time, but I’m better now. Can I make it up to you?”

He looked over his shoulder to be sure that he wasn’t being watched and gave me a smile.

“I’m running behind, but I can spare a couple of minutes.” He said, as he carried in my package.

“Don’t worry. This won’t take long.” I said, as I pulled down his fly and fished around for his cock.

Without giving him a chance to put down the box I went right to work on his soft penis, getting him nice and hard in no time. I am well trained at getting a man off quickly and took his cock into my mouth, as he stood just inside of the open doorway. Even with his back toward the street, it probably wouldn’t take much effort for anyone with a keen eye to see what was going on, but Jerry’s mind was only on the feeling of my soft lips wrapped around his hard cock, and his need to cum.

He began to moan as my head bobbed rapidly, taking him down my throat each time. Suddenly I felt him stiffen up as he shot his hot load down my throat. I swallowed and milked him dry, before stuffing his softening prick back in his pants and zipping him up. All of this was done in about two minutes, and he was ready to continue with his deliveries.

“Wow, that was nice, Brie. Thank you! But why the change of heart?” He asked, as he placed the box down on the floor.

“Lets just say that I was a little lamb that had lost her way, and now I am found!” I said with a laugh.

“Well, all  can say is, welcome back!” He said, as he happily went on to continue his route.

I noticed a little more pep in his steps as he headed back down the front walk and felt invigorated that I was able to help him. There are too many people every day, working in tedious, thankless jobs, that need something like this to keep them going, I thought. I wondered how I could help others in this special way, when I got an idea! It was not yet 10AM and I had already had my first taste of cum, but I wanted to spread my joy with even more this day and wanted to get started right away.

I took a shower and shaved my pussy nice and smooth. Then to the bedroom where I started to rummage through my drawers, chock full of whore clothes, to find just the right things to wear, and ended up with short Summer dress ,with a scooped neckline, which I knew would show off just enough cleavage to get away with in public, finishing off with a nice pair of high heel sandals, and I was ready! The hem of the skirt was pleated, ending at about mid thigh. I raised it to see just how easily it would be for someone to get a glimpse of my bald pussy if a I flashed it to them. Next I bent forward causing my top to fall away from my chest revealing my breasts with no effort at all. Perfect!

I went out to the car, and I was off for a shopping adventure. It was a beautiful Summer day for a drive, so I lowered the windows to let the wind blow back my hair, and cranked up the tunes on the radio, ready to spread my joy! It was too nice of a day to take the interstate, so I decided to take the old county road instead. I wasn’t paying any attention to the speed limit driving on the quiet country road, just enjoying life, when I noticed flashing lights behind me. Shit, I was getting stopped by the police!

I pulled over and watched in my rear view mirror as two quite young looking police officers got out and walked around from behind the car, one on each side.

“License and registration, please.” The officer, said as he approached.

When I reached over toward the glove compartment to retrieve my registration the top of my dress fell away, allowing the officer on the passenger side a perfect view of both of my tits. There was nothing that I could do to prevent it, as I rummaged around inside looking for the paperwork.

“Can I help you?” The policeman asked, bending lower and resting his arms on the windowsill.

We were nearly bumping heads as his eyes were transfixed on my breasts, vying for the best possible view that he could get. As he was getting an eyeful on one side of the car, the other officer was checking out me out from the other, as my short skirt rose up allowing him to see most of my bare thigh.

The officer on the passenger side was now reaching in to help sort through the glove compartment being sure to brush against my breast “accidentally”. When I finally found my registration and went to rise up, his arm brushed against my top causing my right breast to fall out as I sat up in my seat. I acted as though I hadn’t noticed at first, allowing them time to view my exposed ample bosom.

“Oh my! I’m so sorry!” I said, as I pulled my top away to let my breast fall back into place on it’s own, giving the officer on the drivers side a great view as well.

“No problem, Miss.” He said, trying to act casual, as beads of sweat appeared on his forehead.

He took my license and registration and got together to discuss things with the other officer behind my car. I couldn’t hear what they were saying, but they were very excited, that’s for sure. Finally they both came over to the driver’s side together.

“Can you step out of the car, Miss?” One of them asked.

“Is there something wrong officer?” I asked.

“Just step out of the car please.”

As I opened the door I noticed that the hem of my skirt was still up near my hip from reaching across the seat earlier, and as I spun my legs out and put my feet on the ground I couldn’t help but expose my pussy to them. Both of their eyes lit up, as you would expect, as I slowly rose out of my seat.

“Please just wait here Ma’am.” One of them said, before he tapped the other on the chest to have him go back to their car to talk.

Again, they acted very animated as they talked. They would both look at me and then go back to talking. I knew that they were both very excited about viewing the tits and pussy of this spacey slut, and had no idea how to follow up on their good fortune! I noticed them nodding their heads in agreement before walking back toward me.

“We clocked you going a little fast back there.” He began.

“Oh I so sorry. I didn’t notice with it being such a beautiful day and all.” I apologized.

“Yes, it is beautiful.” He concurred. “But that is no excuse for speeding. Where were you going in such a hurry?”

“I am out spreading the gifts that God gave me to the rest of the world. It gives me joy to share what I have with my fellow man.” I explained.

“I think that I just got a look at some of your joy.” The officer said under his breath, getting a snicker from his partner.

“What was that?” I asked, unable to hear him clearly.

“Oh, nothing. Just thinking out loud.” He said. “We’ll get back to your joy a little later, but being so beautiful out and all, there is something that we would like to share with you
. We are working on a..uh...safety program in the community, and this week we are working with the public focusing on being sure that you are prepared for an emergency. We want to be sure that you will not be stranded in the case of a flat tire and that you have everything that you need in the event of that happening to you. Isn’t that right?” He asked his partner, who shook his head vigorously in agreement.

“I’m pretty sure that I have a spare.” I assured him.

“Yes Ma’am, but it is our duty to make sure that it is properly inflated and that you have the tools to change it, in case you brake down on a road like this with no one to help you for miles. It is for your own safety.” He stated, as the other officer nodded in agreement. “So, if you can please open the trunk….”

As he spoke I realized that not one car had come by since they pulled me over. I reached down and pulled the small lever by the driver’s door to pop the trunk open and it sprang up. They waited, standing a few steps back from the car, as I came back around to discover a lot of junk in my trunk, literally.

“I’m sure that if you can move some of that aside you should be able to find the spare in the bottom.” He advised.

“Can you give me a hand?” I asked, not knowing where to begin.

“Sorry, but we aren’t allowed to touch your belongings unless it is for an official search. I’m sure that this will only take a few minutes.”

I stood with my hands on my hips facing the trunk, not knowing where to begin, before reaching in to sort through my messy trunk. With the policemen standing a few feet back, I bent at the waist with my head virtually inside the trunk, my ass in the air facing their direction, and my dress riding up nearly exposing my naked bottom to them. I could feel a breeze causing my short dress to blow around and felt it flip up onto my back at one point, allowing them a perfect view of my ass as well as cunt peeking out from between my legs.

I was helpless to do anything about it, so I just let it happen. Neither of them said a word as they stood looking on as I exposed my sex to them with no one else around for miles. Don’t think for a moment that this wasn’t having an effect on me as well! My pussy felt flush and I knew that they could see my arousal as a tiny drop of my nectar formed at the opening of my hole.

I gave up any pretext of doing anything productive in the trunk and placed my hands down to support myself as I began to put on a show for the men. The cool air felt wonderful on my pussy and I could feel it opening like a flower as I spread my legs apart to give the men a better view. One could only imagine the sight of an innocent young woman bent over spreading her legs for a couple of strangers, her tiny little asshole and pink pussy wide open and easily accessible to them if they want her.

I began to move my hips from side to side deliberately to let them know that they could have me. It was only a couple of minutes, but felt like an eternity that I had waited before I felt one of them put his hands on my naked hips. He knelt down and began to work his tongue around my cunt, flicking it between my slit to catch the juice running freely from my gaping hole. I looked back behind me to find the other officer standing watch, in case a car came down the road.

It felt unbelievably hot for me to be in this situation while having my scorching hot pussy eaten by the side of the road. I was vulnerable, unable to defend myself, resigned to my fate, which was exactly what I wanted. Sex in public has always been a turn on for me, with that hint of danger that I could get caught, so you know that it was driving me wild as I felt his tongue making little circles around my asshole. I raised my pelvis to give him better access, and he rewarded me by pushing his tongue past my sphincter and into my bottom. Oh, how I love having my asshole reamed!

I was working hard to bring myself to orgasm, and was almost there.

“Please. Please fuck me. I needed your cock in me so bad.” I moaned, nearly there. “Fuck me like a whore! Ohhhhh!”

Then it suddenly stopped! He gave my asshole one last kiss before he stood up and walked away. I could hear the sound of the gravel under his feet fading with each step he took. Don’t stop now! You can’t leave me like this! My mind was reeling! I need your cock so bad!

I moaned loudly with my head still down inside of the trunk, and began moving my ass around in exaggerated circles to entice him to come back and put his hard cock into me, when I felt new hands on my ass. It was the leader of the two cops, and as I turned to see who it was ,he rammed his cock up inside of me.

“Ohhhhhhhhh!”

His hard cock was exactly what I needed, and felt fantastic inside of my dripping cunt. He fucked like he was in a big hurry as he pounded my pussy hard and fast. I was already on the verge of orgasm from his partner tonguing my ass, so it didn’t take me long before he brought me over the edge.

“Ohhh Ohhh Ahhhhhhh!”

I screamed into the trunk as my ass began to buck up against him. It wouldn’t take me long to cum again, but this man was in a rush and began to grunt, letting me know that he was ready to blow. I could feel him pull out and could tell that he was about to shoot his load on my ass, but I had other ideas, and quickly spun around to squat in front of him and take it on my face instead. I felt long thick jets of his hot jizz spraying my face and was about to take his cock into my mouth to finish him off, when we were interrupted.

“Hey! We got a call. Gotta go!” Yelled the other officer, standing by open door of their police car, ready to jump in.

The one that had just fucked me, quickly wiped the remnants of semen from his cock onto my cheek, turning to go back to his car while stuffing it back into his pants. Within seconds, they were peeling away driving past me, leaving me with not so much as a thank you. So is the life of a whore.

I just stood there for a few minutes naked, with my face covered with a stranger’s semen, enjoying the serene surroundings before reaching into the trunk to retrieve my dress and get back into my car. It was such a warm and beautiful day that I decided continue on naked for a little while, so I tossed my dress on the passenger seat and started the engine. I knew that there was only one police car for miles and knew that even if they stopped me again, what could they do? 

As I stepped on the gas pedal I cranked up the tunes again, checking my reflection in the rear view mirror to see the cum covered face of a true whore, as I drove down the country road naked with my hair blowing in the wind. I felt so alive to share the gifts that God gave me to bring joy to men! It was still morning, I had already tasted the cum of two different men by sheer luck, and I was still on my way to complete my original task!

I saw the lights of the police car which was stopped behind a broken down semi-truck by the side of the road up ahead, and couldn’t help but to beep my horn and give the officers a wave as I passed, making sure that they could see my naked tits. I’m not sure if they could see the policeman’s semen covering my face, but I certainly would have loved to see the look on their faces if they had! Of course, I didn’t intend to drive for long this way, getting nearer to town, so I pulled over to clean the mess from my face. I’m a dirty whore and not generally a dirty person. A couple of guys on motorcycles drove by and caught me as I slipped my dress on over my head and when I saw their brake lights come on, I hopped back into the car and didn’t wait for them to come back!

My first stop inside of the quiet shopping mall was to the rest room to wash up. As I said, I may be a whore, but I’m a clean whore. I noticed a couple of teens following me, and decided to give them a little thrill as they rode the escalator behind me trying to look up my short skirt. I bent over to adjust the strap on my sandal, and from their vantage point they had a perfect view of my pussy from under my short dress, as I put on a show, remaining in position for an extra few seconds to give them a good long look. Then I turned back and smiled, catching them in the act and scaring them away. 

I looked at the display in the front window of the shoe store and saw a nice pair of black stilettos with silver spike heels that I just had to buy. There were no other shoppers in the store as I entered, only the lonely old salesman that I saw a few days before diligently sorting boxes of shoes that inconsiderate customers left scattered around. His eyes lit up when he saw the sexy young woman in the short dress entering and came to assist me immediately. It’s amazing the service that you get if you only dress like a slut! 

“Can I help you, Miss?” He asked, as he put a stack of boxes down to put away later.

“Yes, the shoes in the window with the steel heels, do you have them in a seven?” I asked.

“I’ll go check. Please have a seat.” He said, indicating a chair facing away from the entrance, near the back room.

I sat, being sure to cross my legs, not wanting to give it away too soon. He returned with a couple of boxes and placed them down, before sitting on the stool in front of me. As he went to remove one of the shoes from a box, I bent forward to unstrap my sandal. His eyes lit up as my top fell away displaying my breasts, framed perfectly right in front of him!

“Oh, I’m such a klutz, can you help me with my strap?” I asked, putting on the dumb blond act.

He bent forward with his face nearly inside of my loose top, as I purposely wouldn’t give him room work, fumbling with the strap. Sweat beaded on his forehead as his eyes enjoyed the view as he diligently worked. Once the strap was loosened he removed the sandal from my foot, but remained in position before he realized that I was watching him, and slowly backed his head away and sat up. He placed my sandal aside and began to remove one of the stilettos from the box.

“So, what do you think, do you like them?” I asked, with a wry smile.

He did a double take, unsure if he heard me correctly.

“Excuse me?” He asked.

“The shoes. Do you like them?” I explained, as I motioned to the shoe he held in his hand.

“Oh, sorry. Yes, they are very popular. Shall we try it on?”

“Yes please.”

With my legs still crossed he slipped it on my foot. It seemed to fit alright, as I examined the look.

“Would you like to try on the other, as well?” He asked.

As I nodded my head he turned to remove the second shoe from the box as I uncrossed my legs. When he turned back toward me I had already raised the second foot for him to remove my sandal while keeping my legs held tightly together. I could see the disappointment on his face that I wasn’t going to take it off myself allowing him another view of my ample breasts. That look was quickly changed to joy when he raised my foot, giving his first look up my short skirt at my bald pussy.

He took his time removing the sandal and did the same when he went to put the new stiletto on my foot, all the while with his eyes glued to the limited view that I was allowing him of my slit. Now, he was aware that I was totally naked under my tiny dress and it was driving him crazy!

I stood and walked around to check the fit, bending occasionally to the man’s delight at the sight of the rising hem of my skirt, giving him a preview of my bottom. It made me laugh as he would try his best to get his head down low to look up my skirt, with me catching him every time.

Once I figured that he had enough teasing, I came back to have him remove the shoes from my feet. As he was raising the first foot, I moved my other leg out to the side, exposing my pussy to him in all it’s glory. He looked up to find me smiling down at him as I nodded to assure him that it was okay to look, giving me a smile in return. Once he had the new shoes off, I kept my legs parted, not allowing him to put my sandals back on. My pussy was tingling as I continued exposing myself to him, spreading my legs wide, and slouching in my chair as he bent forward for a better look. He looked fascinated as the lips of my cunt began to open for him like a flower.

“Would you like to touch it?” I asked softly, as a drop of juice appeared at the entrance of my freshly fucked hole.

“Really?” He asked nervously, looking over his shoulder to be sure that it wasn’t a joke , or that he couldn’t be seen.

I just gave him a smile to assure him it okay.

Cautiously he leaned forward and touched it with his index finger, sliding it up and down between my wet lips. It felt great, but I needed more and spread my legs even wider to show him that. He put his finger to the hole and I watched it slowly disappear inside of me. When he withdrew it, I took his hand and brought it to my mouth to suck his finger clean, so that he would understand just what type of woman I was. After sucking my juice from it, I brought it back down and shoved it back up my cunt hard.

He appeared shocked that I was using his hand to fuck myself, but got the idea and began working it in and out on his own. I kept looking toward the entrance to the store for any customers to be sure that it was still safe, but I knew that we probably wouldn’t have much more time. It was plain to see that he was getting hard, as I could see a little bulge forming in his pants, and raised my foot to be sure. It was small, but as stiff as a board, and I began to massage it with the sole of my foot, getting a groan from the man in return.

“Would you like to take a break?” I asked, motioning toward the back room.

“You mean…?” He asked looking down at his crotch.

I just gave him a nod and took his hand to lead him through the curtain leading to the back. Before the curtain closed, I was already on my knees unzipping his fly, pulling out his little prick, and putting my lips around it. He leaned back against the shelves and closed his eyes as I went right to work. I bobbed my head and used my tongue on his little dick to get him off as quickly as possible, as he opened the curtain just enough to peek through. He didn’t last long as he made a grunt and pushed his pelvis forward, shooting his load into my mouth as I swallowed. As I sucked him dry we both heard voices coming from inside the store, so I zipped him up and sent him on his way.

A minute later I stepped out, wiping a little residue off my lips with my finger and sucking it off, as two women stood watching. They looked at me suspiciously and then at the salesman who couldn’t hide the smile from his face, before storming out of the store disgusted by what they were sure had just happened.

I went back and put my sandals back on before bringing my new shoes to the register for him to ring me up. He was so happy and thankful for what I had done for him that he just put them in a bag and let me have them, thanking me over and over for making his day.

As I made my way back to my car, I was feeling good about this new me. Sure, being the whore that I am, I just might have sucked him off anyway if he had asked, but this felt different. As though I was working for the greater good of mankind in bringing joy to those that work hard helping others!

I took the highway back, as I wanted to continue sharing my goodwill that day while I still had time. I pulled into my driveway and looked to see if Brad’s car was in his, next door. Luckily for me he was, so I got myself ready to put my next plan in motion. It was too nice of a day to stay inside, so I put on a t-shirt and got out my gardening tools to work in the backyard before sending Brad a text asking him to come by to give me a hand with something.

I put a pad on the ground to kneel on and began weeding our backyard flower garden. It didn’t take long when I heard the gate creaking open announcing his arrival. He caught me naked, but for my t-shirt, with my bare upturned ass facing him as he came around the corner.

“Whoa, now that is a really sweet sight to see! Is this for me, or just another tease?” He asked, looking down as my little pink rosebud was winking back up at him.

“I just wanted to show you how sorry I am for letting you down the other day, and wanted to make it up to you. Don’t worry, I can continue with my chores as you take advantage of my gift to you.” I said, as I continued weeding, never looking back to see him as I spoke.

A moment later I saw his gym shorts land on the ground beside me, and felt the head of his thick cock pressing against my anus. He always enjoyed fucking my ass, especially if he comes over pissed off at his wife for something, so I knew that this was going to be in retaliation for me turning him down the other day. He must have stewed about it, because he started right off pounding it hard!

As I said, he is all muscle, and had a tight grip on my hips as he rocked me back and forth like a rag doll! This completely threw my plans of weeding the garden out the window.

“Nice day for fucking, huh?”

I was rocking so hard that I couldn’t answer, as I turned to see Steve calmly drinking a beer as he watched his neighbor in his backyard fucking the hell out of his own wife’s ass! Brad wasn’t phased in the least by my husband being there either, as it has become routine for the man to stop by to fuck me whenever he wants, whether my husband is home or not.

“Yeah, she wanted me to stop by to give her a hand, so I figured that I would give her my cock too!” He joked.

“Did she tell you that she’s a new woman, and was doing this in the name of God?” My husband asked, as he watched our neighbor’s cock ramming my helpless asshole.

“As long as I can fuck her, I couldn’t care less whose name she’s doing it in. Man, she has a nice ass! You want her when I’m done with her?” He asked.

“Maybe later. I’m just getting home from work and have a few things to do before dinner. Where’s your
 wife? She can probably hear Brie grunting from all the way over at your place. Man, you’re giving it to her good!” Steve said, while taking another sip of his beer.

“Jen? She’s out of town at her sister’s. Besides, she wouldn’t believe that I was over here fucking her neighbor, even if she saw it for herself. Dumb bitch trusts me, if you can believe that, even though I fuck your
 wife much more than I do her
! You’re a lucky man to have whore for a wife. She’s always available.” He said, starting to get out of breath.

“Never seen a woman that enjoys fucking as much as my wife, that’s for sure. Anyway, I got things to do. And Brie? Don’t be too long. I’m getting hungry!” He said, as he turned to leave.

“Okay Honey, I’ll be right in as soon as Dave’s finished with me!” I answered panting, as Dave gave my ass a hard slap to get my attention back on his cock.

That was enough for him to really get into it as he pulled me back against him with all of his might, burying his cock deep up my ass and taking my breath away with each stroke. The sound of my ass smacking back against his pelvis, my throaty grunts with each torturous thrust of his thick manhood, and my moans of intense pleasure from being fucked harder than ever by this depraved self-serving hulk of a man, could be heard throughout the neighborhood as he shot his thick steaming hot load deep into my rectum!  

It was excruciating, it was humiliating, it was a disgusting display of debauchery, it was wonderful! It was what no woman deserved, it was what no woman should have to endure, and it was what I needed!

He left me face down in the dirt, my head between the bushes, gasping for air. I never heard him leave. No goodbyes, no thank you, no nothing.

So is the life of a whore.

I slowly made my way up to my feet and wiped the dirt from my face with my t-shirt. My muscles hurt, legs, back, arms, but nothing compared to my sore asshole. Oh, he fucked it well! Of that there was no doubt.

Still naked below the waist, semen running freely down the inside of both thighs, I staggered awkwardly into the house to find my husband working on his laptop at the kitchen table.

“Will dinner be ready soon?” He asked, without concern of my condition.

“Yes Honey, I’ll get right on it.” I replied, as I hobbled by him on my way to the bathroom to clean up.

“Nice to have you back!” I heard him say as I turned the corner.

Yes it was, I thought.

This is my life now. What was once an intense desire for sex for my own gratification has now become an obligation to God to use these gifts that he has given me to bring pleasure to those in need. To use my body in any way that they choose, any time that they want me.

I have never been closer to my husband Steve, as he encourages me to continue to work hard at becoming the best whore that I can be. This was his ultimate goal for me all along, and I will try to do my best not to disappoint him.

I still work for Cindy part time to “entertain” her best clients. Of course, she still calls me into her office to eat her out from under her desk if she has a lot of work to do, or ream her ass to relieve tension, or even to spank me sometimes if she loses a contract, or just because she wants to. I am always happy to do whatever I can for her.

Melanie is still my sweet young girlfriend. I drive down to see her at the diner on occasion and will spend the afternoon with her. She is still seeing Jessica, and I hope to someday get together with the two of them for a little girl on girl time.

Reverend Jim considers me his “special one”, and sees me once a week to tell him what I have done in the name of God since the last time. He really enjoys hearing my stories, and can’t help but stroke his cock as I do. I still go to his service on Wednesdays with the rest of his flock also, and still hope that he chooses me to spend the day with him as the others do. The Reverend also has a list of men in need, and will send me to share my gifts with them when they need me, as well.

I will leave you now with hope that you can find your way in life just as I have!

Maybe, someday, you may need me, too.
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The End!
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We hope that you enjoy this book and recommend the following
 HOT
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Be sure to read this
 hot
 Exhibitionist series from where it all began!



Exhibitionist Wife Training (3 Book Series)
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Shy little Amy just can’t say no!

Or


Exhibitionist Wife Training: Exposing Candy To My Poker Pals!
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She is one hot
 wife with no limits, and this is just one of her many escapades!

Or check out some of the other hot titles on the pages below!


The Company’s Dirty Secret: Forced Feminization: Destined to Become the Boss’s Bitch Boy!
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Stuart had no idea what was in store for him when he was hired by the corporation, but he will soon discover that there is no way out!



The Feminization of Tiffany: A Hotwife’s Transformation of a Submissive Sissy Husband.
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Timmy made one mistake and now his life will be changed forever!


Be sure to check out this hot club designed for amateur exhibitionists!


Secret Sex Club For The Lonely Housewife: What Does Your Wife Do When You Go To Work
!



Secret Sex Club For The Lonely Housewife Part 2: What Does Your Wife Do When You Go To Work?
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Marie  was a bored housewife that needed something to pass the time during the day. What she found was beyond her imagination!



SWEET LITTLE DAISY MAE: "My Life As An Exhibitionist"
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This sweet inocent country girl just doesn't know right from wrong!


Or something really special from Candy as she gets down and dirty!


Exhibitionist Wife Training: Candy Exposed Naked On The Dance Floor in A Crowded Bar!
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Just get her loose and watch her go!




Exhibitionist Wife Training: Submissive Slut Wife Is Used By Strangers To Win A Game Of Pool!
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When her husband asked her to show it all to help win a friendly game of pool, could she say no? Not our favorite little slut! This time she goes too far!



Exhibitionist Wife Training: Exposing Candy At The 24 Hour Truck Stop!
 


[image: ]
Why would her husband leave her bound naked in the woods at night where any man could find her?



Find their author page
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 to see what other great titles are available.
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