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This is a work of fiction. All characters and incidents are products of the author's imagination and any resemblance to actual people or events is coincidental or fictionalized.


For your consideration:


Find all of this author’s many erotic books on their author page
 here
.



AWAKENING OF BRIE: Transforming A True submissive Wife. : The Return of the Whore!
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This Is the unbelievable conclusion of the eye opening series!


Brie’s sexual urges started at a young age, and by the time that she became an adult she found that they were totally out of control! Read the entire 7 part series now!

∞∞∞


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!

∞∞∞

Her husband can only watch as this little 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 will also be several unbelievable
 exhibitionist
 wife story titles waiting at the end just for you.



Bonus:We have included several
 special
 illustrations of Daisy May in this book to enhance your reading pleasure!



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.
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DAISY MAY: My Sweet Little Lesbian Exhibitionist


(The following is a story that will not only titillate, but will pull at your heartstrings as well. Daisy May Brown grew up on a farm in the Midwest far from the nearest town, and was the only child of Abner and Kate Brown. She was home schooled and had little contact with people other than their neighbors, the Higgins. Without need for modesty it wasn’t uncommon to find her naked much of the time while playing or doing chores around the farm. After her parents died tragically, she moved in with the Higgins, and soon discovered the joy of sharing her nakedness with others, as well! This is her story in her own words as this innocent country girl just can’t change her old ways as she becomes a buxom young woman.)


Chapter 1: Growing up naked and free.


T
he first time that anyone besides my family, or the Higgins, saw my privates was early on a Saturday morning, soon after I came to live with Marge and George Higgins. I lost both of my parents, as well as our house, in a fire on the night of my eighteenth birthday and the Higgins were nice enough to take me in.

On this particular Saturday, I was in the living room watching TV wearing only my bedtime t-shirt, as usual, when there was a knock on the back door. It was the cable man coming to make some repairs, as we were getting bad reception from time to time. Marge let him in through the kitchen and explained the problem, before pointing the way to the living room, where I was watching TV on the couch.

I was engrossed in some silly show as usual when he entered the room alone. He was a young man, probably around twenty, wearing a t-shirt with the company logo and a pair of blue jeans. I sat in my usual position, with my feet up on the couch and my knees pulled up against my chest. My arms were wrapped around my legs as my chin rested on top of my knees. He walked into the room and was standing between me and the TV, when he stopped and turned toward me.

"Hi there............ Oh my!" He exclaimed, as his eyes grew as wide as saucers. A broad grin appeared on his face as he looked down at me.

I didn't think much about it at the time, but because of the way that I was sitting, he had a perfect view of my vagina and butt. It was as if they were framed for his viewing and the little wisp of peach fuzz that I had down there was nearly invisible. He started to look nervous as he tried to look away, but couldn't. I didn't understand what the problem was.

"I'm sorry. Should I move?" I asked, as I started to adjust my position.

"Oh no. Please don't. You're fine just like that." He said quickly, trying to keep me from spoiling his view. "How old are you?"

I look much younger than I actually am because I’m so small, and I do get a little self conscious about it sometimes .

"I just turned eighteen, is that OK?" I snapped back, thinking that he was just making fun of me for being so small.

"Oh, that's great! I was afraid that…...never mind. Eighteen is good!"

He smiled at me, and I know that I must have started blushing. He was
 kind of cute.

He turned to look toward the TV and then back to me.

"Would you like to help me?" He asked.

"Sure, what can I do?" I asked. I went to shift my position, and he motioned for me to stay still.

"I'm going to be working behind the TV, and I need someone to use the remote control while I make some adjustments. "

He had me hold the remote as he went behind the set.

"When I say so, I need you to point the remote at the TV and push the input button down there in the corner. Can you do that?"

"Sure I can."

"OK now. Push it."

Well, I just did what I usually do. I opened my legs and pointed the remote with my arm extended straight out ahead toward the TV. When he peered back from around the TV he looked like he was in total shock.

"OH GOD!" He said very loudly.

I had neglected to mention that I am very flexible, and when I opened my legs to point the remote between them, my legs spread to the point where my knees were touching the cushions on either side of me. My vagina was opened like a little flower, and I don't think that he was ready for that.

"Is everything alright in there? Need any help?" George asked from the kitchen, and it sounded as though he was coming our way.

"No no no! We're, I mean, I'm doing just fine here. Almost done, really!" He said in an anxious tone.

"OK then, but if the girl is bothering you, feel free to send her away."

"No bother sir. Really." He said, as he tried to signal for me to cover up.

I didn't understand what it was exactly that he wanted me to do, so in my nervousness I pulled my knees up under my shirt, and when he looked back again my stretched out shirt was just not long enough to cover my now exposed breasts. By that time I think that I had to be at least a "C" cup, and between my open vagina, as well as my firm titties looking straight at him, he just couldn't contain himself any longer.

Sweating profusely, he picked up his tools and headed for the kitchen. I noticed a large bulge in the front of his tight jeans when he stood, and saw him put his tool box there to block my view. He left in a rush, as he shot by Marge and George and out the door.

"All set sir. Gotta go!"

He was gone in a flash, and I still had no idea what had just happened! I didn't understand at that time how a man would get excited by just looking at my body, but I started to learn more as the next year progressed.

I probably should tell you a little about myself first.

My life story might not be as erotic or sexy as some others that you have read, but sometimes life is just what it is! Here, let me explain.

I was sitting around the other day thinking about things that have happened in my life, along with the fact that I have barely shared any of it with anyone else up until now. My concern has always been that people that I know would feel that I was a little weird or something. By telling it to you, I know that I would feel better getting it off my chest, since you may never understand who I really am otherwise.

You see, I am an exhibitionist. I understand that now. Even though I may not have been born this way, as you read, you might understand how I came to be one.

My name is Daisy May Brown. I'm a very small girl, I mean woman, at only 4'8" tall and a mere 92 pounds. I am an adult (honest!). I have long natural blond hair and blue eyes. My Measurements are 34C-22-32. I don’t know why I felt the need to tell you that. They say that I have the face of a 15 year old girl. People have a hard time believing that I am as old as I am, but when they see my body they can't deny that I must be older than I look

I was born and raised as an only child to Abner and Kate Brown. We didn’t have much money and lived on a farm out in the country. The only people that we saw regularly were our neighbors George and Marge and their daughter, my best friend Becky. They lived down the road a piece, but we would see each other all the time.

Becky was about three years younger than me, but we played together, and when I needed schooling I would walk down to their house, where Marge would teach us. She had a college degree and was pretty smart. They were like real family to me.

When I was home I didn’t dress like most people. I never did like to wear clothes all that much, and ever since I was little I would always take them off and run around the farm naked. Sure Ma and Pa used to get on me about it and tell me that it just wasn’t proper and all, but nobody ever came around except the Higgins, and they didn’t care either. So, you can see that it has always been just part of my life and felt natural to me to be that way.

A few years ago Becky took ill. After a time, the Higgins couldn’t afford the doctor bills and had to sell their farm to pay off some debts. They moved closer to town so that Becky could get the care she needed, but she died anyway. I was devastated.

Things didn’t get much better after that.

On the night of my eighteenth birthday, there was a big fire that burned down my house. I barely got out by crawling through my bedroom window, but Ma and Pa didn’t make it. By the time anyone saw the flames and came to put the fire out, it was too late, the house and everything in it were gone. I was left with nothing.

As soon as Marge and George heard about the fire, they came to get me. Being eighteen and all, nobody had a right to tell me what I could and couldn’t do, so I moved in with them. The old farm went to the bank to pay off debts, so I didn’t have much choice anyway.

When we got nearer to their house, things weren't quite what I expected, as the car drove into their trailer park. It was a double wide, with flowers in the window box and a nicely landscaped lawn, a far cry from the vast parcel of land that their farm was on. They would always get upset when anyone called it a trailer, preferring to use the term mobile home. I have never in my life seen so many people living so close together before, but it was still going to be home for me.

"Would you like to see your new room, Daisy May?" Marge asked, as she got up from her seat and took my hand.

"Yes Ma'am." I replied, nearly jumping to my feet.

We walked down the narrow hall, and she opened the door to my room. It was all set up with a small canopy bed, cute pictures on the walls, and stuffed animals all around. It was Becky’s room, and it looked as though she was still living there.

"Like it?" She asked.

I nodded my head.

"Becky had been looking forward to going to school with the other kids, but never made it. Leukemia. She went quickly after we moved here. We never had the heart to throw out her things." She choked up and left the room.

I remained and looked around. I could tell that everything was probably left as it was before Becky died. Now, I would be replacing her.

Later in the day George came home from work. He was also in his mid forties, balding, and had a Santa like belly. When he walked into the house, he saw me sitting at the table and quickly came to give me a big bear hug. We talked for a while, and I found that he was a hard working man and that he too was devastated when they lost their daughter.

"How old are you now, Daisy May?" he asked.

"I'm eighteen."

He had a puzzled look on his face.

"Funny. You really don't look much older than our Becky did."

"I know. I get that all of the time. I'm eighteen. Really!"

Seeing that I never had any proper schooling, they had to put me back a couple of grades if I wanted a diploma. It took a bit to get used to school and being with the other students.

The Higgins were a different matter. They became the loving family that I expected them to be. I became very close with Marge, and we were inseparable when I was home. They were very protective of me as I was to come right home after school and spend most of my time inside of the house. This didn't bother me much, because I never did have any friends before and loved the bond that I had with her.

I was able to fit into Becky’s clothes without a problem, and it didn’t bother me to wear clothes that were designed for a younger girl either. They were already familiar with how I dressed around the farm and didn’t try to change things considering my frame of mind at the time. For bed, I wore what amounted to only a t-shirt as usual, and I would stay that way most of the time until I had to go out. I missed the days when I could go naked about the farm.

Let me say this before it goes on much further, Marge and George never molested or physically abused me growing up. They never touched me in an inappropriate way, so there was not anything sexual in our relationship. That is not to say that things didn't get eerily close with George, after I moved on.

As I said, from the time that I moved in at age eighteen to the time that I headed off to college, it was just normal for me to walk around the house half naked. By the time that I had turned sixteen I started puberty. My body was late in every way. I looked like I was twelve, but my breasts started blooming at a very slow rate. Still enjoying the freedom, it was hard for me to wear a woman's bra when the time came.

The hair on my vagina was light and wispy and hard to make out when I looked in a mirror, so if you were to see me bottomless, it would look as though there was nothing covering it.


Chapter 2: Living alone with George.


M
arge developed cervical cancer and the following year was a nightmare. She passed away on my nineteenth birthday, making what could have been one of the happiest days of my life into one of my worst. I had come to hate all birthdays from that point on, and regarded them as bad luck.

George and I had a very hard time dealing with the loss as she was everything to us. I did my best to fill her shoes and help around the house. We became very close, and although as I said before that he had never molested me, he began to look at me differently. My body was now becoming fully developed and even with the fact that I was small, my boobs became very noticeable.

In school, I was sent down to the guidance counselor to speak with her about the fact that I did not wear a bra. She told me that I was becoming a distraction to both the students and the faculty and to avoid this being a problem, I would have to start to wear one before I would be allowed to return to class. I was given a note which explained this to George when he got home from work that night. Even though he understood, it saddened him that his new "little girl" had grown up. He took me to a store that night to be measured and buy some new underwear.

That is how I discovered that my chest size was a 34C. The clerk had me remove my top so that she could take my measurement. Her eyes seemed to light up when she saw how big they were for such a tiny girl.

"You say that you have never worn a bra before?" She asked, as she stood behind me and reached around the front for the other end of the tape.

"No Ma'am. This will be my first." I said, as I felt the woman's fingers fumble around my nipples as she tried to grasp the other end.

"You have beautiful breasts. I can't believe how they stand up on their own so well without support. I'm sure that your boyfriend must like them a lot." She chuckled.

"Oh, I don't have a boyfriend." I looked down embarrassed.

"Girlfriend maybe?" She looked into my eyes and smiled.

"No. Just my "Uncle" George." I have always called him Uncle, even though we weren’t related in any way. To keep everyone from getting the wrong idea about him, I will use quotation marks whenever I mention him going forward..

The woman just looked at me puzzled.

"Just "Uncle" George, huh?" She paused. "Well, lets go see what we can find in your size."

I tried a couple and decided on something that didn't feel too stiff, as my boobs had never been restrained before. When I walked out of the dressing room wearing one under my top, George noticed right away and a sad look came over his face. I think that he felt that I was grown up now, and would be leaving him, as well. That didn't happen for almost another year.

As I said before, he started looking at me a little differently than before. On nights that he went out to play poker with the guys he would come home late. I could hear him come into my room very quietly as I pretended to be asleep. I could make out his silhouette standing above me with the light from the hallway behind him. There was a strong smell of liquor and cigars on him as he quietly looked down upon me.
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Ever so slowly, he would take my covers all the way down and bunch them at my feet. I still slept wearing just the t-shirt and with the covers off he could see my vagina and bottom perfectly. He would gaze down at my near naked body for a good few minutes. I could see one of his hands at the front of his pants, but I couldn't make out just what he was doing. After a few minutes he carefully placed the sheet back over me and tucked me in. Then he would bend to give me a kiss on the forehead and quietly leave. I knew that I could have just told him that I was awake, but I didn't think that he actually wanted me to be.

After years of going to other player’s homes for his poker games, he decided that it was finally time that he had his friends come to our house. Marge would never allow that sort of thing in her house, especially with the smoking. There is a small den at the end of our home that he set up for the game. We made sure that we had plenty of everything before the guests arrived. I stayed in the living room and as the guests came through, George introduced me to each of them. They all seemed very nice and asked if I would like to sit in, but I said no and watched a movie. George checked on me from time to time, on his way to the bathroom. He told me to be sure to stop in and say good night before I went to bed.

Around midnight, I was getting tired and got myself ready for bed and headed down the hall to say good night. As I entered the room, all conversation stopped. One of the men that had been smoking a cigar, had it fall right out of his mouth onto the table! They were all looking at me with a shocked expression on their faces. George looked up from his cards and spoke.

"Ready for bed already? Why don't you come here and give your old "Uncle" George a great big hug!"

He reached his arms out to me as I walked toward him and wrapped my arms around him.

Now of course you realize that being dressed for bed meant that I was wearing just my t-shirt. This was just the way it had been for years, but I don't think that the other men were prepared for what they saw. They began to speak up.

"Hey, how about some of that for your new Uncle Tony?" Said the burly man across the table.

George just gave me a nod to go ahead, so I walked around the table and hugged him as well. He squeezed me tightly to himself with one hand on my back and the other on my bum.

"Can Simon have a little sugar too?" asked the next man.

Tony gave my butt a couple of light pats before letting me go over to Simon. The next was Dave, who gave one of my naked butt cheeks a good squeeze before letting go. After that they all wanted me to stay and watch the games, but I told them that I was tired and had to go.

Later when everyone was gone George quietly came into my room and pulled down my covers to look at me, as usual. This time he had something in his hand that he was shaking back and forth, but with the light behind him, I couldn't make out what it was. Again, he covered me gently and quietly left.

From that night on, all of the poker games were to be played at our house. The men all wanted me to call them by their first name, and I would be their waitress, getting them drinks and snacks all night. They would give me a chip every time that I did something for them, and by the end of the night they would cash them in and give me the money that I had earned. With each order, I got a hug and a kiss on the cheek. I truly loved the attention that I got and it was something that I thought that I really needed, after being home alone most of the time.

Of course, by the end of the night I would have to give each of my new friends a big hug before going to bed. I did notice that as time went on that their fingers would be touching my private parts more often. I could even feel Tony's finger touching my vagina a few times, and I got a strange sensation when he did that, but I knew that it must be wrong and didn't tell George about it, not wanting to get him upset.

That night, when "Uncle" George came into my room to look at me, I could see two silhouettes. One was much larger than the other, so I deduced that it was Tony. George lowered my covers and I could hear them whispering to each other. I heard George whisper "no!" when I saw Tony bending over. I thought that he was going to kiss me on my forehead, so I clenched my eyes shut so that he wouldn't see them open when suddenly, I felt something touching my vagina.

He was kissing me right on my little pussy!

He stayed there for a moment and I felt something soft running up and down it's surface. I think it was his tongue. He was licking my pussy! Why would he lick my pussy? I heard George whisper something again, and Tony stood up and left. George pulled my covers back up, kissed my forehead, and left as well. I could swear that I heard him whisper "sorry" to me softly as he kissed me.

After he had closed the door I put my hand down to my vagina. It felt wet, but it seemed a bit more than what it should have been from just a few licks from his tongue. I slid my fingers around and found that it appeared to be coming from inside of me. It was very smooth and slippery and my fingers began to smear it around. I enjoyed the feeling that I was getting inside as I moved my hand around the smooth mound of my pussy. My middle finger slipped inside and that was it. I couldn't hold back after that. It felt too good! I began to rub harder and noticed that it felt best up near the top of my slit.

My mind began to think of strange things, as I recalled Tony licking at my pussy with his tongue. I imagined that he was doing it again, as my hand worked rapidly causing me to squirm around on the bed. I remembered how close the men were to my pussy earlier in the evening, and how Tony actually put the tip of his finger into my hole while he held me against himself.

Then it happened. For the first time in my life I had an orgasm, and it was wonderful! Waves came over me as my body jerked and convulsed on the bed. They talked about this in school, but they didn't say that I was going to enjoy it as much as I did. Once I finished I just laid there breathing heavily with my hand still on my pussy.

I know that I should have been mad at Tony for what he had done, but I wasn’t. It felt good, and I liked it!

I woke up the next morning in just the same position that I was in when I went to sleep. My hand was still on my pussy and I noticed immediately that I was wet again. I started to rub the area lightly and found that I just couldn't stop myself from masturbating again. I brought myself to another wonderful orgasm, as my legs clamped my hand against my sex like a vise. After a moment I jumped out of bed and into the kitchen for breakfast. I was as happy as could be, as I danced my way into the room.  "Uncle" George was already seated at the kitchen table reading the paper as I came in. and lowered it to talk to me.

"Did you sleep well, dear?" he asked. His eyes went from my face to my crotch in an instant.

"Yes sir. I had a very good sleep." I said almost giddy.

I watched his eyes, and they seemed to be fixed on my pussy. I looked down and saw that it was pink and puffy with my light fuzz wet and matted. For the first time since I began to dress this way before him, I became self conscious about what he saw. I thought that he must have figured out what I had done and would be disappointed in me for touching myself.

I know that my face must have turned beet red, further giving away my transgression. I put my hands down to cover myself from his view, not wanting him to be angry with me. Instead a broad grin came upon his face.

"Come and give your old "Uncle" George a big hug!" He opened his arms for me. I walked up to him still covering myself as he pulled me into a tight bear hug. "You are becoming such a big girl, and have made quite an impression on my friends. They love having you around on Friday nights. They all hope that you will be able to join us from now on. Would you like that?"

"Yes sir. They treat me nice and I even made a little money just for serving them. I will do it as long as you wish, Uncle."

"That's a good girl. Promise me that you will never change."

"I promise. I will always be your little girl."

Truth is, that I really enjoyed being with those men that night. I loved the way that they smiled at me, the way that they held me, even the way that they touched me. I was beginning to have feelings that I never had before, especially after what was to come later in the week.


Chapter 3: Exposing myself to George’s friends at the poker game.


O
n Tuesday after school, I was finishing with the laundry. I removed the clothes from the dryer and after separating our underwear, I went into George's room to put his into his drawer. I opened the bottom drawer of his bureau and placed them inside. While trying to straighten things out my hand bumped something at the bottom. Moving his underwear aside, I found a stack of magazines underneath, and took them out to see what they were.

They all contained pictures of naked women and men, and some showed them together in different sex acts. I knew that George wouldn't be home from work for a couple of hours, so I removed them and spread them out on his bed. I jumped up on the bed and propped a pillow behind me and picked one up to see what was inside. I couldn't believe my eyes the first time that I saw the pictures. There were beautiful women showing their privates to the camera, some had their vagina spread open to give us a better look inside, still others were even putting things into them! I was fascinated by the women and what they were doing with themselves, and imagined what it would be like if  I was doing the same things that they were.

The next one had naked men along with the women, performing various sex acts together. As I was going from page to page, I found that I couldn't take my eyes away. I started feeling strange down in my pussy, and when I put my hand into my shorts, I felt wetness inside again. It felt good to rub my hand against it, and the more that I looked at the pictures the more I wanted to rub myself. I found that the pictures that made me most excited were the ones where the woman showed off her privates, or taking the man's penis into their pussy. It brought back the memory of the way that the cable man’s penis grew when he saw my privates, and it began to make sense, as I became just as excited when I saw the pictures of women posing in the same position as I had.

I thought about the way that I dress in only my t-shirt when I get ready for bed and wondered if George felt that way when he saw me. Then, I thought about being dressed like that with my naked bottom showing to his poker friends, and something came over me. My body began to spasm and my pussy gushed with fluid. I was having an orgasm just by thinking about others seeing me naked!

What I thought was just an act of innocence, became something obscene. George's friends like me to be naked for them, and that's why they want me around so much! I knew then, that I must have made their penises long and hard, just as the women in the magazines did. My hand worked feverishly on my now soaked pussy as I again clamped my legs together and closed my eyes. I just laid there panting as my body calmed down. I wondered to myself if this is why the people depicted in the magazines were doing what they were.

After that I just laid there and thought about it for the longest time, when it dawned on me that George would be home any second, and I didn't have dinner ready! I quickly scooped up the magazines and put them back in his drawer just in time for him to come through the door. I quickly made dinner and spent most of the rest of my day in a daze thinking about things.

After that first day, it became an everyday ritual to pull out the magazines and masturbate on George's bed. Different ideas went through my mind, and I started to imagine the next time George's poker friends would see me with my naked pussy showing for them. I started wearing just my t-shirt after school as I imagined the men watching me masturbate. I couldn't control it anymore as my mind was always on showing myself and masturbating. I was caught daydreaming in school by my teachers several times, nearly getting into trouble for it.

Finally, Friday arrived. This school day seemed to be the longest ever, as I thought about what was to come that evening. After school, I paraded around the house in just my t-shirt and devised a plan to make the evening a bit more interesting. I remembered seeing in one of the magazines a woman wearing just a t-shirt as I did, but it was cropped short to just below her breasts which peeked out underneath. Taking a pair of scissors, I cut one of my shirts to look the same way. I put it on, stretching it over my tits, and looked at myself in the mirror.

I checked myself out from every angle. It barely covered my large breasts and basically just hung over them like a tent. When I raised my arms, the shirt would rise to just above my nipples. I began to have second thoughts, thinking that George would get mad knowing that I am showing myself off for these men on purpose.

I pulled out the magazines and propped myself up on his bed. Watching my reflection in the large mirror over his bureau at the other end of the bed, I could see how I would look to the men being dressed this way. I looked every bit as nice as the woman in the magazine, and if she can have an effect on men, than so can I!

My fingers went down to my pussy and I spread my lips open as I faced the mirror. I was doing the same things as the women in the pictures and it made me feel very warm. I buried the fingers of one hand inside and I used my other to rub myself hard, until I brought myself to a very strong orgasm, and decided then that I will follow through with my plan.

After taking a long hot bath, I carefully shaved my pussy mound smooth using George’s razor just like the women in the pictures, before I got myself ready for the evening in my room. The skin around my vagina felt very soft and smooth and added a little extra to the occasion. I wanted to look super sexy for the men, so I fixed my hair and put on some makeup and eye liner, for the first time since they have been coming over. I wore a pair of tight jeans that I found in Becky’s closet. They were well worn, and from the front it was easy to make out what I’ve learned to be my "cameltoe". The finishing touch was a thin snug fitting pullover sweater. No bra of course.

I was ready!

Hearing a knock on the door, George asked me to answer it, while he was down the hall getting the table ready. I opened the door and found all three men had arrived at the same time and were waiting at the doorstep. Their eyes lit up upon seeing me with my makeup and tight sweater.

"Hello Daisy May. You look great tonight!" Said Tony, as I let them in.

I blushed.

They each quickly put down their bags and gave me a big hug. The soft material of the sweater felt good against my breasts as they pressed me up against themselves, causing my nipples to harden. As I backed away, it was clear where their attention was as I had them follow me down the hall.  George had little time to notice me as he greeted his friends.

The men had me very busy getting them drinks and snacks. I made it a point to flirt a bit with them as they would always give me a chip along with a hug each time that I returned. I kept checking the time as I couldn't wait for my plan to go into effect when I got "dressed" for bed. Finally I couldn't wait any longer and decided that it was close enough.

"I'm going to get ready for bed. I'll be back to say goodnight." I announced.

The other men at the table seemed to perk up, as they gave each other a knowing smirk. Little did they know, that they would be in for something special this evening!

I went back to my room and slipped my sweater up over my head. Next, I worked my tight jeans and panties off and looked at my naked refection in my full length mirror. I held up my firm breasts and pinched my nipples. I could feel my body becoming excited thinking about what would happen if the men in the other room could see me now. I reached down and felt liquid leaking from my pink pussy. Working my middle finger inside I brought it up to my face to inspect it. It was wet and smelled of my sex. It made me wonder if the men will be able to smell it too, when I go back to them.

I slipped the cropped shirt on over my head and imagined the men thinking that I have become some kind of slutty girl for them. I became very nervous, but had to get back out there soon, before George came to get me and tell me that I shouldn't dress like this. Finally, I took one deep breath and opened the door, and slowly walked down the hallway as I heard them all joking and laughing. I stood just to the side of the doorway out of sight, visibly shaking as I tried to talk myself through it.

"Is this what you really want?" I asked myself. "In school they call girls like these sluts. Is that what I'm becoming? Once they see me they will know what I am. They will know that I show myself to them on purpose. No more acting innocent, like I don't know that I excite them. This will change everything!"

Minutes passed as I waited to get up the nerve to step around the corner, thinking about all of the time that I have been here and how much I love "Uncle" George. I wondered how disappointed Marge would be in me, if she knew what I was about to do. That's when I decided to chicken out!

"I'll just go back and dress the way that I always do and act the same as before. I'm not ready for this." I thought.

I pushed myself away from the wall and turned to go back to my room.

"Daisy May? Is that you out there? What are you waiting for? Come on in girl."  George spotted me!

Oh god, he saw me! I have to go through with it. Maybe if I try to act as though nothing has changed, it will work out alright.

I eased my way around the corner. I had second thoughts. I was embarrassed. I was humiliated! My hands were covering my pussy for the very first time, in front of them. My eyes looked down at the floor. George and his friends see me now as some kind of slut, I know it!. My breasts are barely covered. My pussy is pink and puffy, and I'm sure, oozing some kind of thick fluid. My face and hair are done up like they have never seen before. What have I done?

"My my. Will you look at that? Come closer, Honey. Let us get a good look at you." Said Tony, as he pushed his chair away from the table for a better look.

I walked slowly into the room and up to him, and stood before him with my eyes still looking toward the floor. He placed his hand under my chin and raised it up. I looked into his eyes and then over toward George, who had a shocked expression on his face.

"You seem to have grown into a beautiful young woman. We are very lucky that you are sharing yourself with us. There is no reason for you to be shy about your body, Honey. It is beautiful. You are beautiful. George should be very proud. Here, sit down and watch us play for a while." He turned me around, raised me up, and placed me down on his lap.

I was totally humiliated! I was sitting on a middle aged man's lap, nearly naked and exposed, knowing for the first time that they wanted me this way because it excited them.

The rest of the men looked on with hungry eyes as Tony held me tightly while they played. George looked upset about the situation, but he had let things go on up until now, and didn't know how to go about stopping it.

"Daisy May, can I speak to you in the kitchen?"  Gorge asked, as he motioned for me to follow him.

"Aw, come on George! Let the poor girl stay. She did herself up real nice for us tonight. Besides, it's still early." Tony said, as I hopped from his lap.

I followed George into the kitchen. He stopped and turned toward me holding me by the shoulders. He bent down to look into my eyes, and saw that I was visibly upset to the point of tears.

"What are you doing? Don't you know that by looking like that, they might get bad ideas about you?"

"Yes, I know."

I couldn't look him in the eyes.

"Then why?"

"Because.....because I thought that you wanted me to. That you liked looking at me and that your friends like to look at me too. I thought that you might want to see me more grown up, like in your magazines." I let it slip unintentionally.

"What magazines?" He asked.

"I'm sorry. I was putting things away for you and I found them in your drawer. I thought that if I was like the girls in the pictures, that everybody would want to see me too. I hope you aren't mad at me."

George thought about it for a moment.

"OK, you don't want me to be mad that you went through my private things, is that right?"

"I didn't mean to..........."

"And you want to show yourself off like the girls in the magazines, right?"

"I don't know. You make it sound so dirty.........."

"OK then, from now on, you will dress as I say. Is that clear?"

"Yes but............"

"You will do as I tell you, right?"

"I'm not sure what you mean?"

"Right? You will do as I say, without question?"

He had a very stern look on his face. I really didn't know what I was agreeing to, but I really didn't want him angry with me.

"Yes, I will do as you say. Please don't be mad."

"Oh, I'm not mad. In fact, I think that the best thing to do is to start right away."

He took me by the arm and rushed me back to the den. When we walked back into the room, they all smiled. I don't think that they expected me back.

"Daisy May has discovered that she is now a grown woman. She now wants to do what other grown women do to make men happy. Go ahead Daisy May, tell them what you want to do for us."

I couldn't believe what he wanted me to say! I looked down and then up into each of their eyes in turn, as they anticipated what I was about to tell them. It seemed like an eternity and I know that George was starting to get upset. The other men motioned with their hands for me to come out with it. I don't think that any of them expected what I was about to say. Shaking like a leaf, I began to speak.

"I....I'm not sure how to tell you this." I said with my voice breaking up, as I looked down about to cry.

"Come on. Out with it!"  George demanded.

"I found out this week that..............that when you look at me after I get myself ready for bed, and you see my bare bottom that..............that it gives me a funny feeling inside. It makes me feel warm down there, and I like to touch myself thinking about it." I just looked down at the floor ashamed as it became so quiet that you could hear a pin drop in the room.

Tony spoke up.

"Do you mean, that you enjoy it when we look at you?"

"Yes sir."

"And, that you think about us looking at you and it makes you want to masturbate?"

"Yes sir."

"Wow. Jeez! You know, that gives me an idea. We're looking at you right now, aren't we?"

"Yes sir."

"And you have never been more naked in front of us, right?"

"Yes sir."

"Do you have that warm feeling down there now?"

I could feel the blood rushing to my face. I had to hesitate for a moment before I could answer.

"Yes."

"Do you need to masturbate?"

“I don’t think it’s necessary to………….” George began to say.

“Hold up there, George. Let the girl answer.” Tony interrupted. “Go ahead Daisy May, you can tell us.”

Everyone leaned forward to hear my answer.

"Yes."

My voice was breaking up.

"Well, what do you say George? She needs to masturbate, like a grown woman." Tony said, as he leaned over and nudged George with his elbow.

"She's all grown up, and come to think of it, she is actually an adult. I think that she knows what she needs by now." Dave added, trying to convince George.

He thought about it for a moment.

"Okay Daisy May, bring that chair over here and get started." George ordered, pointing to a chair across the room.

"What? You mean here? Now? Right in front of you?" I asked, panic stricken.

I didn't know what to do. Surely they didn't expect me to masturbate with them watching me, did they?

"You promised to do as you were told, so now I want you to bring that chair closer to the table and sit."

"Yes sir."

I turned to get the chair, and could feel all of their eyes staring at my naked bottom. I had to regain my composure before bringing it back to the table. I sat facing them with my legs together and my hands in my lap.

"I don't see a need for that top that you're wearing, do you?" George said, as he motioned for me to take it off.

"No. I guess not."

I slowly raised it over my head, leaving me now completely naked. This was the first time that they saw my breasts uncovered.

"Hey, you really are all grown up. Look at what you've been hiding from us." Tony said, as he gave me a sly smile and a wink.

"You can begin now." George ordered.

It sounded like he was only doing this to embarrass me, hoping that I wouldn’t actually go through with it.

Not knowing what to do next, I just sat there with my knees together and my hands in my lap. This wasn't what I expected. I thought that I could be bold and show them how much I really wanted to do this for them. Instead, I was humiliated, even though I could feel that warmth building inside.

"Daisy May, it is time for you to show them your vagina. Now spread your legs. Wider. That's a good girl. A little more." George encouraged.

That was exactly what I needed. I needed to be told what to do. Now it wasn't my idea anymore. I was just doing as ordered. It made things much easier for me, and I found myself obeying his commands.

"Now, take your hands and open yourself up for us. A little more. Good girl. Just like that." He now spoke in a quiet and comforting tone.
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The rest was a little hazy, as I remember that my pussy was getting very wet and spreading my juice all around with my open hand. I closed my eyes and heard them giving me instructions on what to do next, as I brought my hand up and pinched one of my nipples. It seemed that the harder that I pinched, the more that I felt my pussy getting hot, so I buried two fingers inside and worked them as if they were a mans penis from the magazines. I rubbed harder and harder, and they could hear a sloshing sound coming from my wet pussy as my hand worked from side to side rapidly.

Finally, I came!

I know that I made loud panting sounds just before, but when I reached my orgasm I squealed so loudly that I'm sure that the neighbors could hear me. When I came to my senses, I found myself slouched in the chair with my fingers still inside of me. My legs were spread as wide as possible. They all gave me an appreciative smile and told me what a good girl I was for them. I was allowed to stay up late that evening and serve them once they resumed their card game, and would be ordered to remain naked the rest of the night as I served them, posing in lewd positions any time that they requested.

That night when I went to bed, I left my bedroom door open and my sheet down at the end of the bed. It didn’t surprise me when I saw two figures quietly enter my room and stand at the end of the bed. I was laying on my back with my legs slightly apart and my freshly shaved pussy facing the lighted doorway. I didn’t bother putting on a t-shirt as I lay naked, hoping for someone to kiss my pussy again.

As I peered through squinting eyes, neither of the figures appeared to be "Uncle" George, and the only one that I was sure of was Tony. I was now laying totally naked and spread open on the bed with two strangers in my room. My body felt hot and my pulse raced as I was getting more and more nervous from anticipation by the second. Slowly one of the figures crept up between my legs and opened my pussy wide with his fingers, before burying his face into it!

“Ohhhhhhhhh!” I moaned.

“Shhhhhhh!” The other man whispered, to keep me quiet.

This was just what I was hoping for and I didn’t want to blow it, so I tried to keep as quiet as possible while Tony worked on my pussy. I knew that George wouldn’t approve, and that he will come around soon to see what’s going on, so I did what I could to help things along and try to orgasm quickly.

I opened my legs as wide as I could and arched my pelvis upward to give Tony even better access, as he moved his tongue around inside of my pussy like an expert. The other man came around beside me, groping my tits as he bent down to kiss me full on the lips. I could smell cigar and taste liquor on his breath, as his tongue explored deep into my mouth.

It was the first time in my life that anyone has really kissed me and it made my body limp, as I could feel myself about ready to climax.

“Mmmm Mmmmmmm!” I moaned loudly, as my hips began to buck off of the bed.

The man held my head tightly and clamped his open mouth over mine to muffle the sound, as Tony did the same with my pussy. I couldn’t hold back any longer when Tony pushed his tongue deep into my tight little hole, and I lost it!

“Mmmm Mmmm Ohhhhhh!”

My ass rose from the bed, as I grabbed Tony’s head and pressed my pussy hard up against his face as I came. I was breathing heavily through my nose as the other man kept our mouths together to silence me until I calmed down. Tony backed away as my body continued to spasm uncontrollably.

Finally, it was over, and the man that had been kissing me lowered my head down softly onto the pillow. I never did find out which of George’s friends kissed me that night.

Tony worked his way back off the bed and before I knew it, I was alone, still trying to catch my breath. Still naked, I rolled over on my side and fell asleep, without knowing if George came in to kiss me goodnight.

I know that it was wrong, and maybe they were taking advantage of me, but I wanted it! It was my first experience having sex with other people and I willingly let them do it, and I am glad that they did. I don’t think that George ever found out what happened and I wasn’t about to tell him either.

Even with what happened that night, I never had to have intercourse with any of them or even see their penis, but they made sure that I was exposed to them at all times whenever they came to the house.

I continued on with my after school routine after that, and on the following Tuesday I took off all my clothes when I got home and went right into George’s drawer to get the magazines, and noticed a couple of new ones. I knew right away that he had placed them in there certain that I would find them.

These were a little different from the others, in that they were strictly about exhibitionism. There were pictures and stories of women that get off by exposing themselves to strangers in public. This added a new dimension to the things that I was doing, and got me very excited. I didn’t know if George wanted me to follow this new path or let me know that there are others that go beyond even what I was doing. Either way, it got me hot just thinking that he left them there for me, knowing what I was going do when I saw them!

Throughout the week, I would find that he had left me new things nearly every afternoon in his drawer. One day it would be a “how to” book about sex, and the next it would be some sort of outfit that he wanted me to wear for his friends on Friday night. 

The card games got even more interesting as things progressed, as you would imagine. Sometimes we would have theme nights, where I had to dress as a French Maid or young schoolgirl or even a cheerleader. Each time, I was not allowed underwear and the skirts were always too short to cover my bum. Other times, I had to greet everyone at the door completely naked and remain that way throughout the entire night. Of course, I was a little nervous each time, but I did whatever they ordered me to do. My reward was, that by the end of the night, I was to masturbate to orgasm in front of them.

They would always sneak in a feel every now and then, but nothing too bad, so I think that George must have set ground rules for the guys.

That didn’t stop them from coming into my bedroom to say goodnight in their special way in the weeks that followed. George’s friends had devised a plan to keep him distracted while each one would take a turn to sneak into my room without his knowledge. After that night, Tony and the mystery man came in, it was pointless for me to act like I was asleep or unaware that they were there, and would be laying on my bed naked waiting for them. I would always see a silhouette in the doorway, followed by one of them crawling up between my legs to eat my pussy until I came. As they were licking me, I would fantasize that I was one of the women in the magazines, or more often than not, I was the one eating another woman’s pussy, taking the place of the man that was doing the same thing to mine.

During one of the games, Tony seemed to be in a very good mood. He was winning most of the games and each time that he did, he would have me come and sit on his lap, giving me a chip for a reward. Each time that I went to get off he would give my butt cheeks a squeeze as his fingers probed my butt hole or vagina. He had me on his lap as he won the final game of the evening and I could feel a lump in his pants wedged between my butt cheeks while he played. After the game he groped my bottom one more time, and whispered in my ear as he let me down.

“This belongs to me tonight. I’ll see you later darling.” He said, giving my bottom one more good squeeze.

I didn’t know it at the time, but the men made a bet that night that the big winner got to have me as his prize. When I went to bed that night, I was even hornier than usual and couldn’t wait for Tony, so I hopped into bed naked and got myself into position for him. It didn’t take me long before I was squirming around in anticipation and grabbed my favorite teddy bear, pulling it tight against my bare bosom. He is an over-sized stuffed bear, and felt very soft on my skin as I rubbed it across my tits and down my stomach toward my pussy.

Once it made contact with my vagina I pressed it tightly between my thighs and rolled over on top of it. The feeling of it rubbing against my pussy was fantastic as I began to grind myself down against it. My pelvis began to work in a fucking motion and with each thrust it would become more exaggerated, as I felt the soft toy working against the tender folds of my slit. I was on the verge of cumming with my ass raised high in the air, when suddenly I felt two hands grabbing my hips, causing me to freeze in that position!

I assumed that it was Tony that had quietly crawled up on the bed behind me and I had never felt so vulnerable, with my bottom raised, inviting him to take full advantage of me. As I awaited his advances I could feel his hot breath on my puckered little rosebud. His tongue began to flick the taint area between my vagina and butt hole, gradually working its way up to my asshole, where he gently ran it around in circles, teasing me.

It felt unbelievable and with the thought of him licking my ass I was getting more aroused by the second, and rose up onto my knees to raise my ass more and give him even better access. Ever so slowly, I felt pressure against my backdoor until it relaxed and let it enter me.

“Ohhhhhhhhhhhh!” I moaned.

“Shhhh, quiet my little honey, you don’t want your "Uncle" George to see you like this, do you? I told you that your ass was mine tonight, didn’t I?” He whispered.

“Mmmmmmm.” I purred, as his tongue worked deep up into my anus.

This was a new experience for me, and something that I wanted to explore further. I had seen pictures of women getting their asses reamed in George’s magazines, but never thought that it could feel so pleasurable. As I felt his tongue deep inside of me I had a vision of myself with my tongue inside of another woman, giving her pleasure. It seemed like such a dirty thing to do, arousing me beyond belief and bringing me to my much needed orgasm.

“Oh Oh Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhh!”

My ass bucked back against his face and I couldn’t help but let out a loud squeal, as Tony began lapping up the juice leaking out of my cunt. It became too much for me and I had to break contact, rolling over on my side as Tony backed off of the bed just in time, as George came down the hall. I pretended to be asleep as I saw both of the men’s shadows on the wall as George whispered something to Tony. Tony’s shadow disappeared down the hall as George stood beside the bed, looking at me for an extended period of time, before pulling the sheet up to cover me.

I don’t think that he knew for sure what Tony had done before he found him, but I am sure that he did suspect something. That was my second orgasm of the evening as I had one earlier when I masturbated for the men. I had become multi-orgasmic as some days I would spend hours masturbating on George’s bed and cum several times in one afternoon. Fortunately, it didn’t take away from my enjoyment of the feeling.

Having "Uncle" George catch Tony alone with me that night changed things however, because none of them sneaked into my bedroom alone after that. Of course, "Uncle" George continued to “tuck me in” after the guys left, and I never let on that I was awake, as I watched him jerk off beside my bed, while giving him the best view of my pussy that I could.

After graduating from high school, I had the whole day to spend either naked, or wearing one of my many new outfits. I fantasized about going out in public to let others see me that way, but couldn’t get up the nerve to do it. The best that I could muster, was to go outside wearing one of George’s t-shirts and cut the lawn or plant some flowers. I wouldn’t doubt that the neighbors might have seen my bare bum on occasion.

I didn't stay with George for too much longer after that, as I went away to college. I missed "Uncle" George, but we would get together on holidays and I would give him a special bedtime treat when I was home.

I made some new friends in college, where I learned a lot of new things. Once certain people discovered just what I could do if they only asked, things began to pick up from where George left off.


Chapter 4: Little Daisy May Goes Off To College.

It didn't take me long to get into trouble exposing myself on my first day at school!


T
o recap, I don't think that my life is all that exciting, but I guess many of you do. It seems that you think of me as an exhibitionist. It may appear that I am, as many people have seen me naked or at least partially naked at times. The truth is however, that I never go out and expose myself on my own, but when I am told to, something inside makes it hard for me to resist doing it. You can say that I’m very submissive that way.

As I was about to head off to college I began recounting how my exhibitionism changed from being that innocent little girl running naked out in the country, to masturbating for the enjoyment of a group of dirty old men!

I recalled how "Uncle" George started bringing his friends over, and as much as I enjoyed their company, it became clear that they enjoyed looking at me and touching me whenever they could, when I came to say good night to them in just my t-shirt. I realized that they liked looking at, as well as touching,  my bare bottom and pussy while they acted as though there was nothing wrong with the way I was dressed in their company. Once I discovered that they were looking at me as being a sexual thing, I found that I got very excited. Especially since I knew nothing about sex before that. I was definitely a late bloomer, but when I discovered what I was missing, I had an insatiable appetite for more.

By that time I was legally considered an adult, and once George's friends discovered that, I secretly enjoyed them having me pose for them during their weekly poker games, there was then no reason that I shouldn't entertain them and do as they asked. As uncomfortable as it was knowing, at first, that I was a sex object to them, I needed the attention that I never had before that time and didn't want to do anything to jeopardize it.

I never had actual sex by way of intercourse with any of them, but they would
 have me dress in some sexy outfit for them or sometimes spend the entire night naked as I served them snacks and beer. If they asked, I would pose in suggestive ways, or they would have me sit on their laps while they were playing, and I would eventually go to the big winner for the night. It all seemed so innocent and, thankfully, George would never allow things to get too far out of hand.

After high school graduation, I decided to go to a college out of town. George reluctantly agreed that I needed a new start away from home, so that I could find some new friends and stand on my own two feet. I could tell that I was having an effect on him by the way that he began looking at me, if not only for the fact that he was helping me with my exhibitionism, and probably thought it best if I moved away before something regrettable happened.

It was early September when he drove me up to the school, with nothing but a suitcase and some personal items. The school consisted of several buildings with the dorms spaced out across the campus. I have to admit that I was more than a little nervous about being left there alone to fend for myself. The dorm turned out to be coed, which upset George, but I told him that that was the way things are now and that I would be careful.

My room was set up for two girls, each having separate beds and desks across from each other. My room mate must have already checked in before I got there, as I found her things on one side of the room, already neatly put away. George made sure that I had everything under control and gave me a big hug goodbye before leaving me alone to organize my own things.
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I must have been in the room for a couple of hours. before the door opened and my new room mate walked in. She looked to be about five foot seven with long brown hair and a great figure. In her rush to carry in another a box of her things, she passed right by me as I sat on my bed.

"Oh!" She said with a start, as she spotted me. "I didn't see you there! Are you waiting for someone?"

She looked around as though there should be someone with me.

"No. Are you Kelly? They said that my room mate's name is Kelly."

"You’re my new room mate? How old are you?" She said, looking rather puzzled.

"I'm nineteen. I don't look it, huh?"

"Nineteen? You don't look thirteen. Honey, they are going to card you at the bar until your ninety!" She said, with a laugh.

I stood and walked over to her. "I'm Daisy May, very nice to meet you."

I put my hand out to shake hers.

"Same here. You're just a freshman, aren't you? I'll show you around campus later and have you meet some of my friends."

"Friends! Oh this will be great." I thought. The rest of the day we spent getting to know each other. Kelly treated me well, and as the day went on, I began to feel a bond as I looked up to her like a big sister. We walked the entire campus as she told me where all of my classes would be, and returned to the dorm shortly before dinner time.

"Daisy May, I think that I'm going to take a shower before we go down to the cafeteria to eat. There is one shower room on each floor and each room has two stalls inside, so you will have to plan when you want to use it, carefully. Luckily for us the girls showers are on our floor and the guys go upstairs, so you shouldn't have to worry about a boy being in there with you.....most of the time."

She showed me the ropes on shower etiquette and said that they carry the minimum amount of things in with them, like soap, shampoo, and razors. She usually would just wrap a towel around herself for the short walk down the hall. I watched as Kelly stripped off her clothes in front of me. She had a very nice figure which I was later to learn was 34DD-24-36. Her breasts stood out like two perky grapefruits, with long nipples that seemed to be permanently erect. Her bottom was full and round but surprisingly firm. She quickly covered herself with her towel and looked at me to get me moving. I quickly peeled off my clothes and as I went for my towel, Kelly grabbed my hand.

"Do you shave your bush, or don't you have any hair down there, yet?" Kelly asked, as she bent down to examine my crotch as I stood naked before her.

"I shave it. My "Uncle" George likes it this way."

"Your Uncle has seen your vagina?"

"Oh, he’s not really my Uncle. Just a family friend."

Kelly got a strange look on her face, as if in a daze. She shook her head to clear it, before looking me in the eye.

"Well, you had better not be showing your cooch around here too much, or you will find out that everyone wants to be your ‘friend’!" I thought about it later, and decided that I should watch what I say about back home from now on.

I wrapped my towel around me, as we grabbed our things, and headed out the door. The outer door to the showers was closed, which usually meant that at least one of the stalls was occupied. Kelly knocked lightly before she opened the door to find only one stall taken and walked in.

Turning to me she said, "I'm sure that the other stall will be ready soon, so why don't you wait a little while. Should only be a few." She closed the door, leaving me in the hallway wearing only my towel.

After maybe twenty minutes went by, the door opened, and Kelly almost tripped over me as I sat on the floor in the hallway beside it. I sat with my back against the wall hugging my knees, with my shower caddie beside me.

"Daisy May? Have you been sitting outside the door the whole time?" She asked, as she stepped out into the hall wrapped in her own towel.

"Yes, you told me to wait."

"I know, but I meant that you should wait back in the room." She was now out in the hallway standing right in front of me looking down, when her eyes suddenly went wide, and she appeared to gasp.

"Have you been sitting that way the whole time? With your knees up like that, I mean." Her hand was still to her mouth, as she looked at me with a shocked expression on her face.

"Sure, why?"

I looked around and didn't notice anything wrong.

"Do you know that when you sit like that with your knees up your, um, pussy is right there for anyone to see?"

I looked down and didn't realize before, that although the towel blocked my own view, I was totally exposed down there, and quickly put my legs down and covered up.

"Has anyone come down this hallway while you were here?" Kelly asked.

It dawned on me what I had just done, and I'm sure that my face turned beet red at that point.

"Um.......yes?" I replied as a question.

"Who, Daisy May? Who came down the hall?"

"Well, there were a few girls…...and then some nice boys from upstairs."

"Boys? How many boys?"

"I don't know. It started out with just two, and they stopped and talked for a while. They told me that they live upstairs and went up to tell their friends to come down and meet me. They seemed nice and even took a few pictures of me to keep on their phones. They want me to go up and see them later."

"How many came down? How many saw you sitting here........like that?"

"I don't know. Maybe eight or nine. Maybe."

“Did any of them take your picture too?” She asked, sounding concerned.

“I think they all did. They wanted to put me in with their contacts.” I explained.

Kelly just rolled her eyes.

"OK, you go in and take your shower while it's open, and when you get out, we have to talk."

I went into the shower feeling like an idiot. How could I be so stupid to let strangers look at my bare pussy? There was a large vanity with two sinks and a mirror covering the back wall. I placed my shower caddie on the vanity and paused to just look at my reflection in the mirror.

I scowled and scolded myself under my breath."Stupid girl! You just can't go around showing your private parts to everyone. It's dirty. Good girls don't do bad things like that. All of the boys came to see your little pussy. Dirty, dirty girl!"

I opened my towel, placed it too on the vanity, and looked in the mirror at my now naked body. I noticed that my nipples seemed to be erect. I crossed my hands and placed them on each of my breasts, pinching my nipples between my thumb and fingers. They were definitely getting hard. I didn't know if it were just my imagination, or if I was actually getting aroused by the thought of all of the boys from upstairs staring at my exposed pussy.

Looking down at it now, I could see a slight pink hue to it. I slid my right hand down my belly and touched it with my fingers. It felt very warm to the touch, and by the time that my fingers reached the bottom of my slit I could feel a sticky wetness leaking out. It felt so good to touch it, as it has been a few days since I last masturbated.

I recalled how after Marge passed away, George started bringing home sexy magazines and hid them in the bottom drawer of the bureau in his bedroom, and discovered them when putting away his laundry one day. I found that when I looked at the pictures of naked men, and especially women, I became aroused and started masturbating. It became a routine of mine that every day after school I would get naked and lie on George's bed and masturbate while looking at those magazines. Every now and then, he would add another to his collection and I would get very excited looking through the new pictures. I was getting into the habit of masturbating every single day, and today I could feel everything start to build up inside of me, after going without for longer than usual.

I closed my eyes and went into a trance, as I began to rub myself more vigorously, opening my legs a little to help work myself up to a frenzy. Lost in my excitement, I became oblivious to my surroundings. Suddenly, I heard a sound as the shower curtain behind me opened right up, and a woman stepped out barely a few feet from me.

My feet were still wide apart and my hand was busily rubbing my crotch, to the point that it took me a few seconds to react. I had forgotten all about the fact that there was someone still in the shower as the water hadn't been running, but she must have been drying off snide the stall this whole time!

"Stupid girl!" I thought, as I quickly closed legs and covered myself with my hands.

"Wow, that was one hell of a show you just put on for me little girl. I wanted to watch you finish, but thought it'd be nice to see what you look like up close. So what are you, like fifteen?" She asked, with a sly grin.

With her hair wrapped in a towel and another around her body, she appeared to be much older, but must still have been a student, regardless. She was large and rugged with a butch haircut, short on the sides and a tuft of dark black hair on top. Her body was covered in tattoos, and she had piercings galore. I stood with my head down, shaking, as she circled me like a vulture.

"I asked you a question. How old are you?" She asked, placing her hand under my chin and raising my face toward hers.

"I'm nineteen, Ma'am."

"I ain't no Ma'am! Nineteen, huh? Hmmmm, the cutest little body that I've ever seen on any nineteen year old, that’s for damn sure. You got a girlfriend here in this dorm, yet?" She circled again, letting her fingers softly run along my shoulders and back.

"I live here with Kelly." I said, shaking with fear.

"Does Kelly know that you like to masturbate where people can see you? You do this for her, too?"

"No Ma'am. Kelly doesn't know. You won't tell, will you?"

The woman's face brightened up when she heard my plea. She must have thought that this might just work out alright for herself.

"What's your name, little girl?"

"Daisy May. I'm a freshman and just moved in today."

"OK Daisy May, my name is Rosie. This is my floor, and people do as I say around here. Now, your room mate Kelly, has all the prissy little cheerleader girlfriends that she needs. I don't think that she'll mind if I get to share you every now and then. So, if you don't want me telling everybody what I saw here today, then all you have to do is pay me a visit every once in a while, and we'll make it like nothing ever happened. Sound good?" She grinned.

Rosie was very intimidating, but if all I had to do was visit her once in a while, then I saw no harm in that. I was certain that under that rough exterior, she was probably a very nice person.

"Deal?" She asked, as she offered her hand to me.

"Deal." I held my hand out for her to shake, and she brought it to her lips and kissed it. She held it there for a moment before inhaling through her nose with her eyes closed. I was sure that she must have smelled the scent of my pussy on my hand, and I wondered why she would do such a thing. I had to eventually pull my hand back myself, as she seemed not to want to give it up.

Rosie opened her towel fully, flashing her entire body for an extended amount of time, then wrapped herself back up tight, before opening the door to leave. She turned back once more to look at me, before she smiled and left. I thought that I was lucky that Rosie saw me and not someone that would tell and get me in trouble, but I knew that I will have to be more careful from then on. That's two big mistakes that I’ve made in less than an hour. I wasn't used to having people around all of the time and will have to plan better, or risk getting into trouble.

I hopped into the shower and tried to make up for lost time, knowing that Kelly was waiting for me in our room. As I finished, I remembered to shave my pubic area as I could start to feel some peach fuzz growing back and didn't want anyone to think that I was unkempt.


Chapter 5: Confessing my deepest secrets to Kelly.


D
inner in the cafeteria was interesting, as I got to sit with and meet Kelly's friends. I found out that she was the head cheerleader in the school and was very popular. Her friends would all kid me about my size, which I was used to, and when they discovered that I was a freshman they told me that I was in for the "freshman surprise", that they would plan for me Friday night.

After dinner, Kelly and I went back to our room and talked. I told her how it was for me to grow up as an only child and having lost my parents early in life. She on the other hand, came from a well to do family as an only child, and has always gotten everything that she ever wanted. Later when we got ready for bed, we resumed our conversation. I went into the bathroom to brush my teeth and came out wearing my night clothes, which consisted of nothing more than a t-shirt, the same as I wore back home.

When Kelly saw me emerge from the bathroom her eyes lit up!

"Is that all that you wear to bed?" She asked, as she laid on her side to face me.

Looking down, I didn't see anything out of the ordinary.

"Yeah.....why?"

"I don't know, it just doesn't seem to cover too much. You don't mind walking around with your ass, and uh, bald pussy hanging out?" She waved her finger pointing at it, as if I didn't know.

"This is what I always wear at home."

"So, when you came out for breakfast back home, you would be naked under your robe?"

"I don't think…. I ever had a robe before now."

Kelly sat up and leaned toward me.

"Wait a minute! Are you telling me that you lived with this old guy George, and walked around the house half naked like that?"

"I guess."

I didn't get just where she was going with these questions.

"What did he say about that?"

"He didn't say anything. They were used to me dressing this way before I moved in. When I was growing up they always saw me naked around the farm. Maybe when I moved in with them they thought that it was a little strange at first, but after a while it was just the way it was."

"When did you start shaving down there, and why? Only the loose girls around school do that, and I don't think that you fit that mold."

“I saw all of the women in the magazines like that and I thought that it looked nice.”

"Old George likes to see you walking around with everything showing like that? Did he ever molest you?"

" George? No way! He would never do anything like that, but when I turned nineteen last year Marge died, and he started to look at me a little differently after she was gone. Things really started to change then."

"This is getting good! How did things change?"

Kelly came over and sat next to me on my bed with an excited look on her face.

"Well, that's when George started to bring his friends to the house and just to make a long story short, they enjoyed my company."

"Did you have sex with them, then?"

"Um..no?"

"Then what? What did you do, that they enjoyed so much?"

"They liked it when I would come say goodnight to them."

"Dressed like this? You showed your naked pussy to old George's buddies? How did they react?"

"Oh, they liked it, but I didn't know what I was doing until........"

"Go on. Until what?"

Kelly put her hands on my shoulders as she looked me right in the eyes.

"Until I discovered that they liked me to show my vagina to them because it made them horny. Before that, I thought that they just loved me for me!" I was starting to get a bit emotional and wanted to stop the conversation at this point, but Kelly just insisted.

"So, you realized that they got off on looking at your naked pussy, and then what did you do, call the cops, throw them out, what?"

"I........I..........I started to enjoy it, too. It made me feel warm inside, knowing that I could make them horny by just showing myself to them."

"What........? You mean that you started exposing yourself to those pervs intentionally. How did you feel then?"

"I loved it! Every week was something different. Sometimes they would make me dress up really sexy and serve them all night, and sometimes they would just tell me to get naked and pose for them. I would have to sit in a chair by the table while they played cards, and spread my vagina open for them until the game was done. "

"Show me, Daisy May. Show me what you would do for them." Kelly moved away to give me room.

"No I can't"

"SHOW ME!" She demanded.

Kelly raised her voice for the first time since we met. I didn't want her angry with me, so I did as I was told. I pulled my knees up to my chest exposing my naked pussy to her. Then I slowly parted the lips for her to see. She bent down close to get a good look as I remained in position.

"So, what did you do then?" She asked in a more throaty voice.

"When they told me to, I would masturbate for them."

"And, you did it?"

"Yes."

"What did the men do?"

"They watched and encouraged me."

"As you masturbated for them?"

"Yes."

"You enjoyed showing your pussy and masturbating in front of grown men? And it made you hot?"

"Oh, yes."

"Show me what you did for them. I want to see."

Kelly seemed to be breathing a little heavier now as her face was only inches from my crotch. She was so close in fact, that I could actually feel her warm breath on my pussy.

"Do it." She said in barely a whisper, as she seemed to be speaking directly to my vagina.

"I don't know............"

"I said, DO IT!" She demanded.

I did as I was told. I always do what I am told.

Quickly I began to rub myself as I had done for George's friends. Kelly laid on her stomach with her face close to my pussy, as I rubbed my hands against my vagina. I watched as one of her hands disappeared past the elastic of her pajama bottom to her own crotch, mimicking my actions. My pussy had already become wet with my juice, and you could easily hear the sloppy sound that it made as I rubbed feverishly back and forth over it. Kelly's eyes rolled back in her head as she began to go into a trance like state, nearing orgasm.

Suddenly the room filled with the cries of two wanton women in the throes of ecstasy, as we both had our orgasms simultaneously!

After a moment Kelly climbed up from between my legs and wrapped her arms around me. We went into a deep embrace with both of our heads on my pillow and our legs entangled still breathing heavily. Our faces were only inches apart as we looked into each others eyes.

"Daisy May?" She whispered.

"Yes Kelly?"

"Would you do things like that for me, if I asked?"

"Yes Kelly. Anything you ask."

"I really think that I am going to enjoy having you here with me."

"Mmmm, me too." I closed my eyes and smiled.

That is how my first day with Kelly ended as we both fell asleep in each others arms. Kelly became my big sister after that. I never went anywhere without her and always did as she told me. She would sometimes have me do things that I really don't want to talk about right now, but with each task that she gave me my love for her became even stronger.


Chapter 6: Rosie has her way with me.


F
irst, I thank you all for taking some time away from your busy lives to read about my life, as I never imagined that anyone would want to hear anything about this poor farm girl. Letting me talk to you about what I have done, is helping me to realize that I am not like every other girl. I think that what happens next was quite an eye opening experience to me.

It was Friday, and I was heading back to my dorm alone after finishing my final class of my first week at college. My room mate Kelly, has treated me like a sister since I moved in. She is the head cheerleader, beautiful, and very popular around campus. I on the other hand, am very shy and keep to myself most of the time. I usually spent most of my free time in my room until Kelly came home.

Kelly had told me all week that Friday would be the day that I get my "freshman surprise". She never said just what that was, but she will have some of her girlfriends over to join in. When I finally got back to my room, I found that I was alone as usual. I dropped my backpack on the bed and decided to clean up the room a bit, as we were going to have company later. I picked up some clothes that were folded on a chair and went to put them away in a drawer. When I opened it and looked inside I spotted the corner of the magazine that I had brought from home.

I recalled how I went about discovering sex just this year, it all happened when I had found George's "adult" magazines in his bottom drawer as I was putting away his laundry one day. Looking at the pictures of naked women and men in various sex acts for the first time did something to me. My lonely days after school were filled thereafter with me lying naked on his bed and masturbating, as I imagined people watching me pose as they did in the pictures. I did this every single day and couldn't wait to get home from school, so that I could strip down and watch myself in the mirror as I spread my legs and imagined others watching me. Loving me.

This was the first opportunity that I've had since arriving at the school to take the magazine from the drawer. It was still new and in the wrapper and now that I've seen it, I had to open it. In the weeks before I left home George was bringing new magazines home almost daily. I had already confessed to him that I had found them, which made me certain that they were for my benefit. I got excited when I would see that he had a new one, but I would always wait for him to unwrap it first, and by the next day it was.

This one really caught my eye, but he never took the wrapper off before I was to leave, so I "borrowed it", with every intention of giving it back the next time that I went home. He had also purchased a wand vibrator and left it unopened on top of the magazines on the day before I was to leave for college. I believe that he left it, as well as the new magazine, there special for me as a going away present, knowing how much it would help me masturbate now that I am away from home. It became a godsend, as I would use it often whenever Kelly was out.

As I had to pee anyway, I took the magazine from the drawer and headed to the bathroom, to look at in private. Now, the bathrooms in the dorm were located between adjoining rooms, so that two girls from each room had to share. There was basically a toilet, sink, and mirror in each and you would generally keep the door exiting to your room locked, so that your neighbor couldn't get into your room. We generally don't think about locking the doors from inside of the bathroom, because that had caused problems in the past where they would sometimes be forgotten, and girls would be locked out by accident.

I entered the bathroom, sat down, and let my stream flow. I had to go pretty badly and when I finally finished, I wiped and sat back down with my new magazine. I tore the wrapper off quickly and tossed it in the trash. The name of my new prize was "Barely Legal Flashers", with the letters B-A-R-E in bold red letters. The picture on the cover was of a closeup of a young girl sitting on a bench on a busy sidewalk. She was wearing a mini skirt and no panties, with her legs spread apart for all unsuspecting people passing by to see.

The magazine was filled with pictures of young girls about my age, showing their privates to strangers in public. As I turned the pages, I wondered if George had picked this out especially for me as a how-to lesson, knowing how much I enjoy doing these things, and that I would eventually find it in his drawer.

The pictures of the girls in lewd poses started having the usual effect on me as I slowly flipped through the pages, studying the pictures and imagining myself in those situations. My hand worked it's way down my stomach to my pussy, which was already wet with my thick slippery liquid. My shorts were down around my ankles restricting me, so I kicked them off to the other side of the bathroom. I slouched down in the seat leaning back against the toilet's tank, as I spread my legs apart while burying three fingers into my dripping vagina.

Turning to the next page I saw a picture of a young blond girl, that looked much like me, sitting at her school desk with her skirt raised as she fingered her pussy while her teacher taught class. That brought me over the edge as I laid the magazine on my chest, closed my eyes, and feverishly worked my way toward my much needed orgasm.

I was totally lost in my own world, when I heard the sound of someone opening the bathroom door!

"Oh, I'm sorry!"

It was the door from our neighbor's dorm room, and someone stepped in and glanced down at me for only a second, before backing out and closing the door again. I didn't have time to react, but hoped that the other girl didn't see what I was doing.

"Stupid, stupid girl!" I said to myself, as I closed my legs and tried to sit up straight.

Suddenly the door opened back up, and she walked right in. It was Rosie, the same girl that caught me masturbating in the shower on my first day at school! She stepped in, closing the door behind her.

"So, we meet again little girl! It seems that you just don't know how to control yourself, do you?" She smiled broadly at me as she locked the door behind her back, thinking that I wouldn't notice that she had.

Rosie is nearly twice my size. She wore dirty old jeans and a tank top. Her naked arms and chest were covered in tattoos, a gold ring in one nostril, and a stud through her eyebrow. I froze as she slowly walked to the other side of the bathroom, locking that door as well, so that she could do with me as she pleased without interruption.

Since our first meeting, Kelly told me to be cautious of her as she is the biggest dyke in school, and I would be easy prey. I had up until now, no idea that she lived in the very next room!

"Why didn't you come to visit me, like you promised the last time we met? Is that Kelly bitch trying to keep you all to herself, or are you just playing hard to get?" She asked as she walked toward me and snatched away the magazine that I was clutching to my chest.

"So..... I get it now! You like to look at pictures of pretty girls. Naked pretty girls. What's wrong with me? Don't you think that I'm pretty too? Cat got your tongue?" She flipped through the pages glancing at the pictures, as I remained frozen on the toilet seat. She was between me and my shorts, and I didn't think that she had any intention of letting me wear them again for a while.

"You know, I can do things for you that Kelly could never do." She said, as she towered over me and began to stroke my hair softly. "Why don't you make yourself comfortable and show me what you were doing there before I came in, and maybe then I can help you finish off."

"I...I...I really don't think that I can." I said softly, as I looked at the floor nearly in tears.

"Now, you don't want to get me angry with you, do you? I just want to be friends. Why don't you just open your legs wide for me, and let me see what you got down there."

I shook my head, just barely noticeably.

"I won't tell you again, you little cunt! Spread your legs now, or I'll do it for you!" Rosie threatened, as she grabbed a handful of my hair and raised my head up. It hurt like hell, so I flung my legs open as wide as I could, so that she would stop.

"Good girl. Now rub that pretty bald pussy of yours for me." I did. "Yeah, that's it. I knew you just needed a little push. Now keep rubbing."

I rubbed my pussy hard to please her. I didn't know whether she would hurt me and I figured that if I just did what she said, I would be okay. Next she grabbed my top and pulled it up over my head, followed by my bra. I was left naked on the toilet with my legs spread, masturbating violently. I knew that there was no escape, and that my only hope was to follow her orders.

Rosie crossed her arms and pulled her own top over her head exposing her breasts to me. They were huge! They had to be the biggest that I have ever seen on a woman in person, and they were covered in tattoos as well. Her aureoles were dark and the size of silver dollars. Her nipples were pierced, and she had heavy gold rings through them. I had never seen anything like it, and as strange as it sounds, after that, I was masturbating on my own without her encouragement. I don't think that even Rosie could have stopped me at that point!

She then turned away from me as she unbuttoned her pants, and as she bent to pull them down, her mammoth ass was inches from my face. It was the closest that I had ever been to a naked woman’s sex at that point, and I was mesmerized!

She stepped out of her pants and kicked them aside as she turned to face me. Her pussy was right in front of me now, it was shaved like mine except for a landing strip above her clit. I could see five gold rings running down each of her outer labia and her inner lips hanging out between, what appeared to be a well used cunt. The difference between my tight tiny pussy and her larger, obviously experienced one, was like night and day. A long drop of shiny thick liquid clung from the bottom of her pussy. It began to elongate and stretch down toward the floor before dropping off and being replaced by another, to show her obvious arousal.

She straddled my body as she moved forward causing me to lean back as far as possible until there was no room left. Her large pussy was inching closer and closer to my face, but I kept masturbating as ordered. Finally, she stopped only an inch from me, and that's when it hit me. I could smell her scent, and it was like an intoxicating wave of hot sex! It was unlike anything that I had ever smelled before in my life, and it made me work my pussy harder.

"Never smelled a woman’s cunt before? Well, it's about time that you had. I'm a real woman and you are going to learn to like it, if you know what's good for you. Stick your tongue out Honey, and try it. It won't bite back, I promise." She ordered.

She moved forward, grabbed my head so that I couldn't move, and forced my face into her sloppy twat. She held me there unable to breath and as I tried to scream, my pleas came out muffled as she rubbed my face into her huge cunt. I could feel the coldness of the heavy metal rings against both of my cheeks as she ground herself against me.

"Who told you to stop masturbating? Now get back to it, and you had better get that tongue to work too, or I won't let you breathe again. Got me?"

I was scared to death, so I nodded my head and stuck out my tongue. I could taste her now. A salty sweet taste like I had never tasted before. She loosened her grip on my head and I inhaled through my nose deeply, trying to fill my lungs. Some of her juice went up my nose as well, and now it was inside of me! I lost track of her scent completely as I now became one with it.

I began to lap at her pussy and she relaxed. I could hear a soft moan coming from her lips as I continued. My hand was still busy with my own pussy, but my mind was on Rosie, as she quickly became very passive, very gentle. She let go of my head, and I needed no further guidance as she stroked my long hair in a loving manner.

I started to feel her pussy lips spasm on my tongue, and could tell that she was near orgasm.

"Cum with me little one. I want you to cum." She purred.

Her hips began to buck and convulse as she came. This helped to get me over the edge, as I rubbed myself as hard as I could as I came as well. Rosie again grabbed my head, pressing my mouth up against her cunt, suddenly I tasted her juices gushing from her hole and into my open mouth. I stuck my tongue back inside, trying to extract every drop and swallowing it down.

I had never really had sex with another woman before that time, and I think that it may have changed my path from that day forward, as everything would be judged thereafter by the events of that moment. Rosie bent down and gave me a kiss on my wet cheek, before gathering her things and heading for the door.

"Now, we will keep this to ourselves, right little one?" She asked softly, as  I nodded. "Good girl. I can see us being real good friends. See you again real soon."

She smiled and disappeared through the door, leaving me alone to wonder to myself just what had happened there.


Chapter 7: Getting my “Freshman Surprise”!


I
 didn't move for a few minutes after Rosie left me, trying to clear my head. I realized that Kelly would be home any minute, so I scooped up my clothes from the bathroom floor and went back to my room to finish up. Once satisfied that the room was presentable, I went down the hall and took a shower, spending extra time trying to get Rosie's scent off of my face and body. Her juice had been all over my face and I would never feel confident that someone couldn't still smell her sex on me at some point during the evening.

I returned to my room just in time for Kelly to arrive. When she saw me come in from my shower, I couldn't make eye contact with her and had to look away. I felt that I must have been blushing and was sure that Kelly would be able to tell that something was up.

"So Daisy May, how was your day?" Kelly asked, as she tried to get me to look at her, but I just couldn't. "OK, what's up? Did something happen?" She added.

Embarrassed, I turned away, and gave her a quick "no" while trying to look busy.

"Alright then, if you don't want to tell me, I'll remember that later on tonight."

She didn't push the issue, but I was certain that she wouldn't forget about it either. We each went about our business before going down for dinner. When we got back to our room, Kelly told me that she had invited three of her friends to join us later, but before they arrived I was to change into something that she had picked out for me earlier in the week.

I became a little apprehensive as she took it from the closet and held it up for me to see. When I first saw it, I wasn't quite sure what it was, but knew that it looked familiar. After taking the hanger from Kelly, I realized that it was a French maid outfit, and judging by it's lack of size, it was going to be very short.

I knew from the start that my "freshman surprise" would be some form of college hazing, but I certainly didn't expect this!

"They will be here soon, so you had better hurry and put it on." She said, as she started getting things in place.

"But, it's so small. It won't fit!" I held it up in front of me, and just couldn't imagine actually wearing it.

"Just put it on! Next time I ask you a question, you had better give me an answer. You didn't really think that I would forget, did you?"

"No, I guess not."

"Then put the damn thing on, and quit procrastinating!" She ordered.

I was wearing a pair of shorts and top at the time, so I took them off and placed them on my bed, to be left standing in only my bra and panties. I then laid my new outfit down, taking it off the hanger. It consisted of a very short black dress, nylons with garters, and a frilly white apron. I started to put the dress on first.

"What do you think your doing?" Kelly asked, with hands on her hips.

"I'm getting dressed, like you asked." I responded meekly.

"I told you to wear what I gave you. Nowhere did I say that you could wear your under things. Take them off, now!"

"Yes Kelly." I lowered my head and took a breath before removing first my bra, then my panties. I now stood naked, awaiting instructions.

"Well? What are you waiting for, an invitation? Get your ass dressed. Now!"

I had never seen her like this before. She was becoming very bossy, but I did as I was told, not wanting to upset her even more.

I quickly put on the tiny dress. It fit around my narrow waist, but was far too short to completely cover my naked bum. The top of it had only two buttons that were located below my breasts, leaving the upper portion open, revealing much of my boobs and cleavage. I sat on the bed and pulled up my black nylons. The white lace garters showed well below the hem of the tiny skirt. Finally, I hooked the apron over my head and tied it behind me.

"And now, for that final touch!" Kelly said, as she handed me a white maids cap that she had hidden behind her back. As I put it on my head, she walked me over to the mirror to stand beside me, and we looked at our reflections. Putting her hand under her chin as if in thought, she began to smile and nod.

"Yes, that should have the desired effect." She said, as she turned to walk away.

I continued to examine myself, wondering what this was all about, while trying to adjust the top so that my breasts weren't hanging out so much. But there just wasn't enough material to properly cover them. The hem of the skirt was only inches below my pussy, and if I were to walk fast or raise my arms up in the air, my little coochie would be in plain sight of all to see!

"Kelly? Why did you have me dress this way. Aren't your friends coming? I thought this was all for my "freshman surprise". Will they be dressing up, too?"

"No Daisy May, seniors don't dress up in silly French Maid outfits. I'll wait until the girls show up to tell you why you are dressed like that, as well as what your surprise will be."

Kelly looked down at her cell phone.

"Amy just text me. She said that they were on the way. Now, when they get here I want you to answer the door and greet them as if you were really a maid. Got that?"

"OK but........."

"No but. Just do as you're told and everybody will have a good time. Clear?"

"Yes."

"Yes what?"

I thought for a moment to figure out what she wanted me to say.

"Yes….Ma'am?"

"That's right. You just don't forget your place tonight."

"Yes Ma'am."

I didn't get it, but I figured that it was some kind of role play thing and that I might be better off just to go along with it. About ten minutes later, there was a knock on the door. I looked over at Kelly, and she just kind of nodded toward the door for me to open it, where I found three of Kelly's girlfriends waiting in the hall. They were all carrying shopping bags and when they saw me, they burst out laughing. I backed out of the way to let them in as they continued to laugh at me.

"Kelly, this is fucking great! Where the hell did you get that fucking outfit?" Asked her friend Amy. She was a bit of a potty mouth and would say just about anything.

"I got it at that sex shop in town. I saw it on a mannequin and wondered how a real woman would ever be able to fit in such a thing. Hey, I took a chance!" She smiled and shrugged.

"Oh, great choice man! Did you tell her the rest yet?"

"No, I figured that you would all want to be here for that."

"Thanks. Let me put this fucking beer away and get settled, before we do anything." Amy said, heading for the small fridge that we shared in the room.

Do anything? I kept quiet, but wondered just what exactly was in store for me.

The three girls that Kelly invited were Amy, Trisha, and Jen. They were all cheerleaders and very pretty. I met them all at various times during the week, and they were all happy with me being Kelly's room mate. Once they were all settled, they all sat down at a small kitchen table that we had in the room. There were four chairs and four girls.....and me. I stood quietly beside the table in my skimpy outfit as they chatted about the events of the day, and began to wonder how I fit in with all of this.

"Kelly?" Amy asked.

"Yes Amy?" Kelly responded.

"I'm getting a bit thirsty. Don't you think that it's time to get the hired help to get her ass to work?" Amy looked at me as she spoke.

"That's a great Idea. Daisy May, be a good girl and fetch us some beers will ya?" She waved her hand in a "move along" type motion.

The other girls looked on intently to see my reaction. After a moment, I figured that I had nothing to lose, so I played along.

"OK, sure." I answered, heading off to perform my task.

"STOP! Now, to be a proper servant you must answer as you were instructed, so try it again!"

The girls had a kind of surprised grin on their faces as they waited to see what was going to happen next. I looked down in embarrassment.

"Yes Ma'am." I said softly, as I began to turn.

"Curtsy."

"Ma'am?"

"A proper servant must curtsy when leaving the presence of her superior. You do want to be a proper servant in the presence of our guests, don't you? Well, don't you?"

"I guess so....I mean yes Ma'am."

"Very well, then I hope that is the last time that we have to mention it this evening. Now besides serving us, there are other things that you will be required to do. We do expect you to follow orders and things will work out just fine. So what are you waiting for? You already have a job to do."

"Yes Ma'am!"

I gave her a quick curtsy and spun around to get the beers. As I did, my dress flared out, apparently exposing my bare bottom for a brief second. I heard giggling from behind me as I headed for the fridge. I bent to open it and reached for the beer, which brought another round of laughter.

"Will you look at that ass? I haven't seen anything that cute since I babysat my little sister. How did you get her to go without her fucking panties?" Amy asked, leaning forward to get a better view.

"It was easy. All I had to do was to tell her to take them off. But you are right, I've never seen a girl's bottom so cute, either."

With several beers in hand, I stood to carry them back to the table.

"Hey, I wasn't done looking at her ass yet!" Amy whined.

"Oh, no problem. Daisy May, those are the wrong beers we would like the cold ones way in the back. You should be a little more considerate of your guests. Now put those away and get the cold ones, will you?" Kelly scolded.
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"Yes Ma'am." I said dejectedly.

The girls gave each other high fives as they prepared to humiliate me once again. As I bent down, Jen pulled out her cell phone and recorded me as I removed virtually all of the beer in the little fridge in order to get the ones furthest in. I was bent over for quite some time as the girls took in the view of my spread butt cheeks allowing an open view of my little asshole as well as my bald pussy. I finally finished my task and placed the beers in front of each girl, before returning to my previous position standing by the table.

They finished their first beer in a flash and had me repeat the process for getting a second round. They talked quietly sometimes whispering so that I couldn't hear, giggling as I stood patiently awaiting another order. Next, they all turned to look at me, as Kelly spoke.

"Daisy May, do you know what day this is?"

I didn't know what she was getting at, so I answered plainly.

"It's Friday Ma'am."

"And what happens on Friday nights?"

I had a few ideas about what used to happen back home, but the three girls that are visiting wouldn't know anything about the poker games that George used to have at the house as I served the four older men, sometimes naked, sometimes in revealing outfits like I wore this evening. All four would be drinking and smoking cigars as I would sit in a chair spreading my exposed pussy for their pleasure. They all knew just how aroused this made me as they would direct my actions, watching my pussy getting wetter before their eyes. Oh, I already missed that feeling even after only having been away for this short period of time!

I answered in nervous anticipation of her next words.

"I.....I'm not quite sure Ma'am".

"Well, maybe this will help you remember. Daisy May, go over to my desk. There is a deck of playing cards in the top drawer. Oh, and a box of chips too! Bring them to me. Does that help you to remember?"

Suddenly my body went limp. I couldn't speak. I couldn't even move! My head spun as the realization began to sink in. Kelly was setting me up for a night like I had back home, where I would be ordered to show myself knowing that I was turning on real men as I was doing it. I confessed my inner secrets to her during the week, but now others will be aware of them too!

Does she expect me to show myself to her friends too? Do I refuse? Can
 I refuse? A million thoughts went through my head as I just stood there stunned, for what seemed like an eternity.

"We're waiting!" Kelly said, as she began to raise her voice.

"Yes Ma'am." I squeaked out.

Slowly I turned on rubber legs and made my way over to the desk. Ever so slowly I opened the drawer, until the deck of cards came into view. I stopped and looked down at them for a moment imagining just what they represent, not only to my past, but apparently now, to my future as well. I picked them up as though they were something precious, personal, then I removed the box of poker chips and headed back toward the table. The girls each had a more serious look on their faces as they waited for my reaction. I placed everything on the table and stepped back nervously, awaiting further orders.

"Daisy May, the girls and I have decided to play a little poker, it might be a good idea if you entertain us while we play. Is that okay with you?"

"Yes Ma'am."

"We will expect you to do whatever we say. Do you understand?"

"Yes Ma'am. I will do whatever you want."

"Good. I would like you to begin by raising your skirt for us."

I took a deep breath and with both hands raised my skirt up, exposing my naked pussy to the girls.

"You will remain that way until we tell you differently. Okay?"

"Yes Ma'am."

I stood a few feet from the table holding my skirt up as they began to play.

"My god. Has she started puberty? There’s no hair growing hair down there yet!" Said Trisha, as she bent down to within inches of my bald pussy.

"She told me that she wanted people to see it look the way they do in porno mags. I guess it works, because we’re seeing it!" Kelly replied, with a chuckle as I felt like part of an examination.

They would occasionally have me still fetch some beers, but I would have to return to my position and raise the skirt again for them without being told.

Jen whispered something to Kelly.

"Of course you can! She will follow orders from any one of us. Isn't that right, Daisy May?"

"Yes Ma'am."

"Daisy May, come over to my side of the table." Jen giggled. "Good girl, now turn around and bend over so that we can see your butt."

"Yes Ma'am."

As I turned Jen took out her cell phone and snapped some pictures of my naked ass peeking out from under my short skirt.

"Spread your cheeks for us."

Her camera was inches from my bottom.

"Yes Ma'am"

I took both hands and opened my ass cheeks for her. I could hear her taking more pictures and then the sound of the cards being dealt. I must have stayed in that position for fifteen minutes!

I could hear whispering behind me and sensed that the game had paused.

"Daisy May?" Amy spoke up.

"Yes Ma'am?"

"I would like you to take that fucking dress off now. Leave the apron, but ditch the dress. I think that it won't be necessary anymore, don't you?"

"Yes Ma'am."

I stood up slowly and removed the apron and dress before slipping the apron back on as they watched. The apron really didn't cover much as most of my breasts could be seen from the sides and top, and it didn't come down nearly enough to cover my pussy. I went back to the table to stand at my position.

"There, that's much better." Said Kelly. "So is anybody hungry?"

All of the girls nodded.

"Good! Daisy May, I want you to call and order us a couple of pepperoni pizzas."

We had a magnet on the fridge for a local pizza delivery and as I slowly made my way to my cell phone, I could feel that tingle of anticipation as to what was to come next. After placing my order and being told that it would be delivered in half an hour, I went back to stand in position as the girls joked and laughed. I nervously shook as the time passed hoping that Kelly would show some compassion and not force me to do as she planned.

Finally there was a knock at the door and I looked at Kelly, pleading with sorrowful eyes that she would not send me to open it! The girls went silent as they turned to watch, as Kelly nodded her head, motioning for me to go and get it.

I started to walk toward the door slowly as we heard the knock again. Placing my hand on the door knob, I started to turn....................

"Daisy May, wait!" Kelly called me just in time!

Relieved, I quickly let go of the knob and turned to face her.

"I didn't give you the money for the pizza! Here you go."

She was reaching out toward me with money in hand, dashing my hopes of a reprieve. The other girls started to laugh hysterically at my situation as I took the money from her hand and went back to open the door. I could feel my eyes welling up as the door opened, and I was face to face with a young delivery man. I was shocked to see that it was Andy Dawson from my Algebra class! His eyes lit up as he saw the way that I was dressed, then with a wide grin he pointed at my face. He recognized me!

"Hey, aren't you that Daisy May, from my math class? Holy shit! Look at you. Wow!"

I was humiliated beyond belief by the fact that one of the boys from school had seen me dressed like that, and began to feel faint. Tears filled my eyes as my lips trembled leaving me unable to speak.

"Daisy May, have him come in! You don't want everyone in the hall seeing you dressed like that, do you?" Kelly shouted.

I backed away to let him in.

"Cute ass! This is so unbelievably wild, and you seem so quiet in school!" He said, as he couldn't keep from staring at my bare butt.

I turned back to face him, while trying to hide my pussy with my hands.

"Aren't you going to take the pizza from him? We're starving." Kelly ordered.

I removed my hands from my crotch and held them out for him to place the boxes of pizza on. He stared at my bald pussy for what seemed to be forever, before slowly reaching out and handing them to me. I turned and placed them on the table, and when I turned back, I stuffed the bills in his hand and pushed him back out of the door without another word.

"See you in class Monday!" He said, as the door closed in his face.

I felt breathless as I pressed my back up against the door while trying to gain my composure. I couldn't believe what Kelly had just made me do, but have to admit that the fact that I had just exposed myself to a classmate also made me more than a little aroused. The humiliation of the act, and the fact that I was sure that others would soon hear about it, made my pussy tingle. I put my hand down to my pussy and it felt wet. I brought my glistening fingers up to my face to examine them.

I stood there stunned, slouched against the door staring at my hand for a moment as if in a trance. My entire day was now going through my mind as I thought about Rosie cornering me in the bathroom, giving me my first lesbian experience as she forced me to lick her sloppy wet cunt. How I went from nearly being sick from the thought of eating another girl’s cunt, to actually hoping that she will make me do it again someday was heightening my arousal even more. .

I secretly love the fact that my hazing turned out to be a reenactment of the nights when I would expose myself and perform for George's friends, sometimes dressed in outfits like I did tonight. That had always caused me to masturbate to a great orgasm by the end of the evening.

Now they had me expose myself to one of my classmates, who I barely knew. He will always remember seeing my naked butt and pussy, I'm sure, and will probably tell others in class about me. They will look at me knowing what a dirty little girl I am, and I could only hope that they don't try to have me do these things for them too!

Minutes passed, and I was still leaning against the door in a trance.

"Daisy May?........Daisy May?..............................Daisy May!"  Kelly had to raise her voice to get my attention.

With my hand still up near my face, I tried to focus my eyes toward her. The other girls expressions changed. It was hard to describe. Possibly a look of compassion. Kelly began to speak to me softly, realizing I think, that my mind was in a different place, another world.

"Daisy May?" She asked calmly.

"Mmmmmmmm?" I was not yet able to speak.

"Is this how you felt in front of old George's friends?"

"Yes."

"Do you need to masturbate?"

My eyes welled up as I answered in a quivering voice..

"Yes." I confessed.

"Go ahead dear. It's OK. Just like you used to."

I sniffed a couple of times and turned toward my bed, which was up against the wall beside the door, climbed on all fours to the other side, and sat with my back flat against the wall. Slowly, I raised my knees and spread my legs wide while facing the girls at the table, although it really didn't matter to me by that point that they were there at all, and placed my hand on my now soaking wet pussy. I began to rotate my hand in a circular motion, spreading my juice across its entire surface.

The girls got up from their seats and came over to the bed to get the best view possible, with their faces between my thighs only inches away.

“Wow, look at her go! My God, she seems like she’s possessed.” I heard one of the girls say.

“Mmmm, look at that cute little pussy of hers. Isn’t it adorable?” Added another one.

“How did you ever get her to start doing this for you?” Asked the third.

“I didn’t. She said that she used to do that for her uncle and his friends when they came to their house on poker night. I don’t know how it got started, but she would show off her pussy to them while they were playing, followed by a masturbation show, like she’s doing for us now. It all sounds so incredibly bazaar, but watching her do it now, I can almost understand how this might have happened.” Kelly said, as she came up to sit beside me, stroking this young girl’s hair as she watched.

Another minute, and I was picking up the pace, rubbing as hard as I could as the girls looked on in disbelief. I was so aroused that I didn't last long, as I finished to a thunderous orgasm.

"Uhhhhh Uhhhhhhhhh Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!"

As I orgasmed, I squirted a jet of clear liquid from my cunt, just missing Amy’s face and landing on my sheet. It was so intense that it caused a wet stain stretching out about a foot from my crotch. As more continued to trickle from of my hot spasming pussy, it ran down past my butt-hole and puddled beneath it as I kept rubbing myself until the feeling subsided. Breathing heavily, I closed my legs tightly against my hand and rolled to the side as I came down. I stayed in a fetal position for some time afterward. It was my second orgasm of the day, and perhaps the most intense ever, as I had never had my juice actually squirt from my pussy before, making for a much stronger climax.

The girls were left speechless. They had no idea of what to expect of me before they arrived and got much more than they ever could have dreamed. What began as a just a bit of harmless hazing turned out to be an awakening to us all. Jen could see that I needed a few minutes to calm down and control my emotions, so she asked the others to come back to the table to have the pizza and leave me alone. It took me a few minutes get myself together and once I did I went into the bathroom to wash up before coming back to my position at the table.

When I came back into my room all conversation stopped, so I knew that they had been talking about me. Of course, I got to share some of the pizza with them, as they talked about other issues and never mentioned anything about what they had just witnessed.

After the other three left Kelly and I cleaned up and got ready for bed. My jaw almost dropped when Kelly appeared from the bathroom wearing only a bay doll nightie. It was sheer black with lace trim and barely covered her crotch. She usually wears some form of flannel pajamas to bed, so I knew that something was up, especially when she started heading for my bed with lust in her eyes.

“Daisy May, would it be alright if I slept with you tonight?” She asked softly, as she stood beside my bed.

I was lying on my side with her no more than a foot away and a hint of her pussy exposed under her short nightie. I’m certain that she did this for my benefit, knowing that I would be able to see it perfectly as she rose it up in front to show me that her vulva was now shaved smooth.

I couldn’t believe my eyes! It looked so perfect, so untouched, much different than Rosie’s over used snatch. No tattoos, no piercings, nothing that would take away from it being as pretty as the ones that I used to masturbate to in the magazines. I was spellbound by it’s splendor!

“Daisy May? What do you you think?” She asked sweetly.

“It’s beautiful Kelly.” I replied, without taking my hungry eyes from it.

“I tried to make it nice for you. Would you like to taste it?” She asked, while stroking my hair.

“Yes.”

She moved forward to the edge of the bed and guided my head toward herself. I put my lips up to the smooth soft mounds of her quim and kissed it softly as though I was kissing Kelly on the lips. As my lips finally touch her, I felt her arch her back. She moaned softly as I flicked my tongue over the smooth flesh.

I could almost taste her before my tongue ever touched the moist, dripping lips that currently had my attention. As my tongue split her slit and worked past her pussy’s throbbing hole up to her clit she moaned in excitement and grabbed the back of my head, as if to pull me in deeper into her purring kitty. As I got to her clit, I stopped there just to flick it a couple of times with my tongue and stick it between my lips to suck on it. Never once did I stop flicking it with my tongue. She’s excited and I could hear her moaning.

She began to crawl up onto the bed and straddled my face with her pretty little pussy inches above me, before she lowered herself down, covering my mouth with her juicy cunt. I could tell just how hot she was by the amount of nectar that was flowing from her. I pressed my lips tightly against her as I greedily sucked out the delicious honey that she offered. My tongue went deep into her hole, getting her to moan even louder, as she pulled my head up against her harder.

Oh, this was much different than what I had done with Rosie earlier in the day. It was much more passionate, more loving. I began to run my tongue up and down her entire slit causing her to squirm around on my face. By the time that I started to work on her clit she was in another world.

“Come on Baby. Oh, that’s right, you got it. Mmmm, that’s good! A little more my sweet little girl. Oh, Oh, Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!!!!”

She screamed as she came to a thunderous orgasm rocking her pelvis up and down against my face for maximum friction and spasming uncontrollably. Finally, her hips bucked two more times as I tried to catch every bit of her juice, and she raised up and fell over on my bed beside me as we both panted and caught our breath. We remained that way for a couple of minutes, when she rolled back toward me and gave me a deep kiss. I still had her flavor in my mouth and my face wet with her own juice, but it only heightened her passion.

We made love again that night, but this time we did something Kelly called tribbing, where we got into a scissors position and rubbed our pussies against each other. She said that one of the other girls had mentioned it to her, and she has been thinking about it since. The feeling of the two smooth mounds of our freshly shaved pussies grinding together was unbelievably hot, and if our neighbors didn’t hear us screaming from the intense pleasure of it, then it’s their loss.  

This was how I ended my first week at college. Now that Kelly, Rosie, as well as others, began to learn that they could take control of me without much resistance, things got even more interesting after that!


Chapter 8: While Kelly is away Rosie gets to play (with me)!


I
t was a gorgeous Friday afternoon as I sat in my last class of the day. All of the students had their heads down trying to get the last few questions of the exam answered before class ended. My mind was on other things as I just couldn't focus on the test. It was Friday, after all, and that meant that I would be with my room mate Kelly again, very soon. Fridays have become very special to me as it is the day that Kelly usually has her girlfriends come to our dorm room, to have me entertain them.

No, I don't mean your typical form of entertainment, as you discovered earlier, because I am a true exhibitionist, and ever since Kelly found that out, she has taken advantage of every opportunity to have me perform for her, as well as others. Friday has always been that special day that I look forward to as Kelly and her friends dominate me and have me serve them, or expose myself in some lewd way. I do whatever they say willingly, and love the attention that I receive while doing it.

With these thoughts swirling in my head as I sat at my desk, I could feel myself getting aroused. I needed something, anything, to feel some sense of relief. I looked around the room and saw my fellow students working furiously to answer the last few questions.

I knew that my pussy was tingling and my nipples were getting hard, so with my face down toward my paper I slid my left hand up inside my bulky sweatshirt to my right nipple. It felt as hard as a little pearl as I put it between my thumb and forefinger, squeezing it tightly. I could feel a stinging sensation go right through my breast and held it until the initial pain subsided, before sliding my hand back down. It was just enough to get me through, as I felt my sore nipple burning until the end of class.

The professor announced that we should turn in our tests and were free to leave, so I quickly got up and put the papers on his desk and bolted out of the classroom. I couldn't wait to get back to my dorm room and begin the long holiday weekend with my dear Kelly. Pushing open the heavy wooden door of the old school building with all of the power that my four foot eight inch frame could muster, it hit the red brick wall with a solid thud. My backpack bounced up and down on my back as I bounded down the granite stairs toward the courtyard. There was no sense in staying on the paved path, as I made a bee line directly toward my dorm which was in my line of site. Nothing was going to slow me down!

I was so
 looking forward to spending the entire weekend with Kelly, and with her cheerleader duties over for the season, she could spend even more time with me. She is like my big sister and I truly enjoy spending time with her. Sometimes she makes me do things that some would think a bit cruel, but she understands my needs now and it is all the more reason to love her. I know that she will have some surprises for me with the extra time off, and I wanted to get started right away.

I entered our building and fumbled with my keys, dropping them on the floor a couple of times, before finally finding the right one and turning it in the lock. I stepped into our room to find Kelly already there. Thank God, I thought. Her back was to me as she removed something from her closet. On her bed was an open suitcase and her clothes laid out.

What was she doing? Where was she going?

"Hi!" I said from behind to get her attention.

She turned to the side with a couple of hangers of clothes in her hand.

"Oh, hi. Class over already?" She asked, without looking away from the task at hand.

"They let us out a few minutes early, with the holiday weekend coming up. Are you going somewhere?"

Placing some clothes in the suitcase, she still doesn't look my way and replies with her back to me.

"Yes, it’s my sister’s birthday this weekend, so I'm going home to see my family. I thought that I told you that weeks ago." She replied casually.

Damn! I had forgotten all about it. In fact, I believed that the way things were going between the two of us, that she would want to stay with me. A sudden feeling of depression came over me. My bottom lip quivered, but I couldn't let her see it and tried to put on a brave face, even though she just broke my heart. I turned to place my backpack on the bed, and started to remove the books from inside without saying a word, trying to hold back my tears.

"Daisy May?"

I could tell that Kelly was looking my way, but I couldn't bare to turn around to face her.

"Yes?"

"You do
 remember me telling you that I would be going home this weekend, don't you?"

"Yes....but."

I had to stop as my words were breaking up.

Kelly walked over to me, put her hands on my shoulders, and turned me around slowly to face her. I couldn't hold back any longer once she looked down into my eyes, I began to cry. Tears ran down my cheeks as she pulled me to her and held me tightly.

"I'm sorry, Honey. I thought that you would have remembered. You didn't make any plans to go home to see "Uncle" George this weekend?"

I shook my head.

"Why? Why wouldn't you go home, now that you have the chance?"

"Because, I wanted to stay here with you." I barely got the words out before I started crying out loud.

"I'm sorry that I have to leave you here alone, but you'll be OK. I'll make it all up to you when I get back. Now, in the mean time you should get out and do something. You spend way too much time here in our room. Get out and see a movie. Make some new friends. Which reminds me!" She stopped and pushed me to arms length to look down into my eyes.

"That dyke Rosie from next door, came by looking for you a few minutes ago. She wouldn't tell me what she wanted, but if I were you I would stay clear of her. She's a big girl that can hurt you in more ways than one, and if she knew that you were here alone there is no telling just what she would do. Any idea why she wants to see you?"

Rosie is a mountain of a woman, and she had an eye on me since we first met. I began to think about how she cornered me in the bathroom and forced me to have sex with her, forced to lick her wet tattooed pussy! I have never told Kelly about this, because I didn't want to upset her, but I've tried like hell to keep away from her since. I know that she wants me to come over to see her, but if I can stay out of sight this weekend it would be for the best. I just couldn’t imagine what she would do with me if she knew that I was here alone!

"No idea what she wants, but I guess if it was important she would have told you." I lied.

"Okay, I gotta go catch my ride. I'm glad that you came home early, so that I wouldn't have to leave you with just a note." Kelly said, as she zippered up her suitcase and yanked it off the bed. "I'll see you in a couple of days. Call my cell if you need me! Oh, one more thing!"

Kelly grabbed her pocketbook and rummaged through it, eventually removing a business card and handing it to me.

“I saw a notice on the bulletin board outside of my art class. It said that they were seeking models for the night class, so I took a card in case you were interested. I think that it might be a way for you to put your little hobby to good use. Besides, they pay cash, so it might help you out with a little spending money too. This is right up your alley, and with that cute little body, I’m sure that you won’t get turned down. Give them a call!”

Kelly gave me a peck on the cheek and headed out the door, before I could ask any questions. I never even got a chance to tell her my true feelings about her! How much I love her. Once I heard the door click shut, I looked around the room as a feeling of loneliness quickly descended upon me. My next move was to go to the door and latch it, just in case Rosie decided to visit me unannounced, before sitting on my bed to study the card that Kelly had given me.

Later, I decided to make a run to the supermarket to pick up a few things to make it through the weekend. I was probably gone about an hour or so, and walked back carrying a bag of groceries in each arm. As I walked around the corner of my dormitory, I saw something that caused me to stop in my tracks. There on the front steps, sat Rosie! I didn't move for a few seconds in hope that if she would turn the other way, then I would try to sneak into my building through another door.

She was obviously looking for something, and once she spotted me, I knew for sure that something was me! She stood up as I approached her slowly. Stepping in my path, she stopped directly in front of me and looked down into my eyes with a wild glare.

"So, you trying to avoid me now? Didn't your prissy little room mate tell you that I wanted to see you?" She said in a gruff tone.

I could smell alcohol on her breath as well as her scent, as she stood inches away from me. I didn't know what to say, so I just stood there shaking with my grocery bags in my arms. She walked up the stairs and opened the door for me, but once inside, she cornered me pressing my back against the wall, her large frame imprisoning me. She out weighed me by at least one hundred pounds, and I found it hard to breath as she flattened my tiny body to the wall. My face was enveloped between her large sweaty breasts.

"I'm having a party tonight little girl, and I want you to be there. Now, before you tell me that you already have plans, I have to tell you that I saw your prissy girlfriend Kelly, leave a while ago carrying a suitcase, and I really don't think that she will be back any time soon. So do you know what that means? It means you're all mine tonight, or for as long as I want you to be, so if you aren't knocking on my door at seven then I'll have to come and get you, and I won't be happy about it either, understand?"

All I could do was nod my head and say a muffled "yes". Rosie backed off of me and smiled.

"I'm going to show you off to a couple of my friends. They are going to just love you!" She bent to kiss me on the lips as I tried to turn my head away, clenching my eyes shut. When I opened them, I saw her large frame disappear through her room door, right next to mine.

I quickly scurried into my room and backed up against the door, slamming it shut. I stood there with my groceries in my arms and my back pressed against the door for several minutes, as I tried to catch my breath and think about my options. No matter how much I thought about it, the more that I realized that I had no options. Kelly was gone, and I knew nobody else that I would be able to confide in. Besides, Rosie lived right next door. We share the same bathroom! It would only be a matter of time before she would catch me and get even for not following her orders.

I kept watching the time as I got ready. I showered and pondered about what to wear, not wanting to wear anything that could be thought of as sexy or revealing as I didn't want to give Rosie the idea that I was interested in her. So I threw on an old sweatshirt and a pair of jeans.

"What will be expected of me?" I wondered, as I watched the final few minutes tick away. Finally, it was seven o'clock. I stood up from my bed, took a deep breath, and headed out the door.

"Knock knock knock."

I barely put any effort into it as my knuckles rapped lightly on her door, hoping foolishly that she wouldn't answer. Her door opened, and she backed away to allow me to enter. Her room didn't disappoint me as it was as messy and smelled of stale beer as I expected.

"Right on time dear. Just as I thought!" She said in a bubbly tone, as she smiled down at me. Her demeanor seemed much different than it was just a couple of hours before. "Oh, let me introduce you to my other guests."

She took my hand and led me to the small kitchen table in the center of her room. There were two young women sitting with their chairs up close to each other. Both had a very goth appearance, but one was definitely the more dominant of the two.

"This is my friend Lu Lu, and that is her pet Maddy. This is my sweet little Daisy May, that I told you about." She put her arm around my shoulder, as if I belonged to her. I didn't want trouble, so I played along.

"Mmmmm, she's cute just like you said. So, can we swap later or not?" Lu Lu asked, as she looked me up and down with hungry eyes.

Swap? What did she mean swap? Swap what? Me?

Lu Lu was much like Rosie. She was big and dirty looking with long oily black hair that laid flat on her head, allowing her white scalp to show through. She was dressed in black leather with a matching mini skirt. Her nylons were torn in several places and her flesh showed above her stocking tops. She had her arm around the other girl, pulling her tightly to her side.

Maddy was very quiet. In fact, I don't recall her ever saying a word the entire night! She was very thin with a narrow face and sharp features. Her hair was a blazing orange color and teased. Her eyebrows appeared to be painted on and rose in a high arc, making her appear somewhat clownish. She had several piercings, the most notable being a thick gold ring through the middle of her nose. It looked as though it had a greater purpose than being just for decoration. You could also see that she had several tattoos . I would say that she could be attractive if she tried, but as she sat beside her much larger friend she had a sad, almost gaunt, look on her face, lacking any form of expression.

"You don't know what you're missing if you ain't gonna swap, huh baby?"

Lu Lu turned her slave girl’s face toward hers and gave her a deep open mouth kiss. It was a brazen exhibition and not something that I wanted to see, but not to be shown up Rosie spun me around and pushed her lips against mine, as though in competition. I don't know where she got the idea that I was hers, but as I tried to break free, she grabbed me by the shoulders tightly and shook me as she grit her teeth.

"Listen you little bitch," she said so that her guests couldn't hear. "You are going to do as I say tonight, or else. I've been looking forward to this for a long time so either you do as you are told willingly, and make the most of it, or you will be forced to do it, and I won't make it pleasant for you. Lu Lu here would love to make you into another of her pets. Would you like that instead?" I turned my head toward Lu Lu and saw her nearly devouring the other girl, and shook my head. "Good girl! Besides you wouldn't want me to tell your little sweetheart Kelly what a nice little cunt eater you are, would you?"

I could never let Kelly know what I did and risk losing her, so I just stood there defeated as she again kissed me, driving her tongue nearly down my throat. She cupped her left hand under my ass and lifted me from the floor like a doll, as she probed my mouth with her snake-like tongue. I was helpless to stop her and began to give up and let her have her way with me, resigned to my fate. When she finally let me down I had to gasp for breath. Lu Lu was now pawing at Maddy's breasts through her tank top as she watched the performance that Rosie put on before her.

"I see that you have her under your control, so why hasn't she moved in with you yet?" Lu Lu asked, as she slipped her hand under her pet's shirt to grope her tits.

"I've already got a live-in, but she went back home for the weekend. I'm still working on Daisy May here, but she still needs a little more work before she is ready for anything permanent." Rosie pulled my head tightly to her chest as she spoke.

"Speaking of permanent, did I tell you about Pet and me? No?" She asked, as she was pushing the skinny girl up from her seat.

Then she turned her, so that her back was facing us, to show off her tattoos.

"She's my bitch now. If you were smart, you would do the same thing, so that Daisy May can't get away. I’m sure that someone will claim her, if you don’t act fast!"

With the girls top cropped short and wearing low ride jeans, a six inch section of her lower back was visible. On her back, tattooed in bold black letters was the tramp stamp, “Lu Lu’s Play Toy". I was shocked! It appeared to be written in some Euro-goth font, that looked more German than anything else. Maddy was Lu Lu's property, and judging by the look on the young girl's face, she was not all that thrilled about it. Lu Lu, however, was tickled pink, and by the way that she dressed her "property" it was easy to tell that she wanted everyone else to know it.

Lu Lu began laughing maniacally, and without a thought, she laid the poor girl across her lap and started to spank her ass through her jeans. Maddy did not resist in any way, choosing instead to use her free hands to help keep her head from hitting the floor. The walls of our dorm rooms were made of painted cinder blocks, and you could hear the sharp pinging echo of Lu Lu's hand smacking the girl's tight jeans loudly resonating off of them. There is no doubt that anyone walking down the hall could have easily heard that distinct sound, as well.

"You see what might happen when you don't play along?" Rosie asked, to make sure that I was paying attention. "Maybe I'll lone you to her for the night. I'm sure that she would be full of surprises for you."

Rosie was standing behind me and slipped both hands up under my sweatshirt. She started to grope my breasts roughly and I could tell that she was getting aroused watching her friend abuse the helpless girl. I didn't bother putting on a bra that evening as I felt that it wouldn't be necessary, so Rosie had free rein over my delicate titties. Being a small girl, I was blessed with a set of firm 34C's and by the way that she was squeezing and pulling on them, I wouldn't be surprised if they weren't going to end up swollen even more! She bent to rest her head on my shoulder as she placed my nipples between her fingers, pinching them hard.

"What do you say we get this party started!" She announced, as she let go of my tits and guided me to a chair, before heading for the fridge.

She reached in and pulled out a large bottle of cheap wine, dropping it on the table with a thud. Next, she took four glasses and held them up to the light to see if they were clean enough to use, before putting them down and filling them with wine. Being only nineteen at the time, I hadn't had too much experience drinking, but I would have done anything to change the direction that things were going in. Next, she dropped a bag of weed and some rolling papers on the table, and I just about jumped out of my seat!

I never smoked pot before that time and didn't know what to expect, but I had to appear worldly and act cool. So, I watched as they smoked and when my turn came I took a big drag and tried to hold it just as they did. Suddenly my lungs began to burn and I started coughing and wheezing, trying to catch my breath. They all laughed at me, but by the time it came around again, I was already feeling more relaxed and started to enjoy it. Before long, I was getting pretty high between the smoke and the wine and felt more comfortable, as we all just joked and laughed about nothing in particular.

"Lu Lu, did I ever tell you how I met Daisy May?" Rosie asked, giving me a wink.

"I don't think so. Go ahead, how did you meet?" Lu Lu asked, as she pulled her chair around and put an arm over Maddy's shoulder, gearing up for an interesting story.

I suddenly realized what Rosie was about to reveal, and looked at her with pleading eyes hoping that she wouldn't. Her smile broadened, as she knew how much embarrassment this would bring me.

"Well, I had just unpacked my things for the new semester and worked up quite a sweat, so I decided to go down the hall and take a shower. I took my clothes off here in the room and went down wearing just the towel. While I showered, I heard someone come into the stall next to me, but I never saw her as she finished before I did and left. I shut off the water and was drying off in my stall, when I heard someone else come in, so I peeked out to see who it was and saw my little girl here for the very first time. She looked much too young to be a student and I thought that she was probably just visiting someone, but when she took off her towel and I saw that tight little body of hers it got me all hot, so I continued to watch."

She brought her chair around to my side of the table and began to stroke my hair, as she now had everyone's undivided attention.

"OK, so who is ready for more wine!" She announced.

I had been slacking, so she put my glass to my lips and tipped it up, forcing me to swallow in big gulps to avoid her spilling it all over me. She then took the jug and filled everyone's glass before lighting up another joint, and continued her story between tokes.

"Now, where was I? Oh, that's right, I was looking at Daisy May's cute little ass." She smiled at me and without her saying another word, I knew what was coming!

"You know, I think that the only way to get the full effect of this story is with a demonstration. Daisy May, be a good little girl and show them what you showed me."

I just rolled my eyes and gave her one of those "you have got to be kidding" looks, causing her smile to suddenly turn sour. She grit her teeth and growled softly in my ear.

"You know the rules. We can do this the easy way or the hard way. Your choice." She warned, sliding her chair away to give me room to stand.

If her plan was to totally humiliate me, she had certainly succeeded in that. So, resigned to my fate, I slowly rose up and Lu Lu's eyes opened wide in anticipation as she watched me cross my arms and pull my sweatshirt off over my head. There were still a few pink areas left on my breasts from the mauling that Rosie gave them earlier, and I think that Lu Lu was a bit surprised by how large they actually were. I sat back down to remove my sneakers, followed by my jeans.

Standing before them in only my panties I hooked my thumbs in the waistband before slipping them off. Being naked in front of others was by then nothing new to me, but I felt very uncomfortable. I didn't know these people and had no friends here to help me in case of trouble.
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"I see that your pussy is still shaved nice and smooth. I can't wait to taste it." She winked at me.

"Now as I peeked out of the shower, Daisy May was standing naked looking at herself in the mirror. I couldn't believe it when her hands went straight for her pussy as she started to Jill off, and I couldn't take my eyes off of her as she worked it so hard that I could hear her puffy pussy lips sloshing around. I stuck a couple of fingers up my twat to get myself off too, as we both came together, and God only knows how she didn't hear me! Why don't you show them what you showed me? Go ahead. Put your foot up on the chair, so that they can see up inside of your cunt real good. That's it."

I did as I was told and with my foot on the chair and my leg up it was easy for them to see how wet I was getting inside. That's right. The more that Rosie talked, the more I was getting aroused, and I couldn’t hide it. When she told me to open my pussy to these strange women, I thought that I would orgasm right then and there! My fingers were wet from my juices and as I rubbed back and forth small droplets would spray out.

They saw. They knew! I live to be ordered to do dirty things, and need someone to dominate me to make me whole!

"Strip Bitch!" Lu Lu ordered, as she pushed Maddy off her chair right on the floor.

Maddy got up and without emotion removed her clothes. She had many more tattoos and piercings under her clothing. I couldn’t believe my eyes when I saw that they all depicted naked women, some licking each other or even fucking each other with strap-ons. Her pussy was shaved, and  much like Rosie she had a stud through her clit and large gold rings through the lips, as well as her nipples. Just like her nose ring, they appeared to have more of a purpose than to just being decorative. The real kicker was a tattoo in the shape of a crescent right above her clit that said "FOR GIRLS ONLY!".

She caught me looking, as I continued to masturbate, and looked away from me as though totally humiliated. I was sure that none of this was her idea and that she has no choice but to obey her butch girlfriend. It made me feel sorry for her, but I had to be careful that I didn’t end up with the same fate.

Lu Lu stood over her as proud as a peacock, and raised her own leather skirt. She wore only a black garter belt to hold up her stockings, and much like Rosie, had just a tuft of black hair above her pussy. There was a row of heavy rings down each side of her pussy lips much like the other two, but her lips were stretched down from the heavier weight, causing quite an unnatural look. She pointed to her cunt and her slave girl obediently crawled up and buried her face in it.

I don't know if it was the weed and the wine effecting me, but whatever it was about seeing such a disgusting display brought me over the edge, and I came hard! Some juice gushed out of my pussy and I tried to catch it before it went on the floor, but it slipped through my fingers and trickled out anyway.

Rosie had been standing behind me all along and I didn't notice her removing her clothes. She had seen what I had just done and took my dripping wet hand away from my pussy, to suck my fingers clean.

What she did next will stay in my head forever. She turned around, bent over, and put her hands flat on the chair as she parted her legs right in front of me.

"Now, come here little girl. It's my turn. Eat me!" She commanded.

Grabbing the back of my head from behind, she roughly pulled my face between her ass cheeks. I didn't have any time to resist as I suddenly found my face buried between her massive globes. She wiggled my head from side to side as she pulled me tightly into her crack, and it seemed as though she was trying to get my head inside of her she pulled so hard!

"Come on baby. You can do it. Lick me good."

As disgusting as it was, I could tell right away that she must have expected this and had washed herself as she smelled of talcum powder, not that musky scent from before. I resigned myself to the fact that I was going to have to do as she wished, so I stuck my tongue out and started licking. Her pussy was hot and wet and I could feel her juice on my chin, as well as taste it. My nose was being pressed up against her asshole and I had difficulty breathing through my mouth as it was covered by her juicy twat, the lack of oxygen was causing my head to spin.

"Mmm, good girl. Is that the way that you lick Kelly's pussy? Hmmmm? I bet that you would love to have your face up Kelly's tight little ass right now, wouldn't you?"

Kelly. I love Kelly. Love to lick her sweet pussy. Love to tongue her little pink asshole. Oh, how I wish that this was Kelly's ass! I thought.

I don't know whether I was high or the fact that I was tonguing the ass of this amazon woman, but all I could think of was pleasing my love, Kelly. I imagined my face buried in her perfectly round butt as I began to work my tongue into Rosie's puckered hole, hearing her moan, my mind was only on pleasing Kelly. I grabbed the cheeks of her ass, spreading them wide, as I tried to get my tongue in deeper.

"Ohhhh Baby, I love that! Now my pussy. Make me cum. Make Kelly cum." She ordered.

She could tell that I was imagining her being my new big sister as I lowered my face to her cunt and worked it in as deep as I could, lapping at the juices flowing out. I felt the cold metal labia rings rubbing against my cheeks as I began to work my head in an up and down motion, using my tongue to stimulate her clit.

"Ohhhhhh Ohhhhhhhhh Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!"

She came hard, pulling my face into herself. I felt like she would break my nose, pushing it against her cunt getting as much pressure as she could get on her clit. Her body would continue to spasm for several seconds as wave after wave of orgasm took over her body. Finally drained, she let go of my head allowing me to sit back on my heals.

After taking a few deep breaths, she turned around and looked down at me. My face must have looked a mess covered in her girl cum.

"Oh, my little pet that was the best ever. I think that we are going to become very close friends." She said, as she held my face still while she kissed and licked her own juice from my face.

She gave me the most pleasant smile that I may have ever seen. Much like a mother looking down at her newborn infant. She then placed her hand under my chin to rise up, where I stood before her looking up into her eyes. Lowering her head down to me, she gave me a deep passionate kiss. Her tongue ran around inside of my mouth tasting all of the flavors that it had just collected.

I felt warm inside as if she needed me, and seeing this new side of her I felt, strangely enough, a little sad for her. Underneath that gruff exterior, there was a woman that just wants to be loved. Being with Rosie was far different than with anyone else that I have ever known, but she wasn’t the one that I wanted a relationship with either.

I never saw her again after that weekend. Word is that one of the top jocks in the school called her out as a dyke, so she put him in the hospital and out for the remainder of the season. They kicked her out of school for it. She came to see me before she left, but I was out, so she left a note. It said that she was sorry about how she treated me, and if Kelly ever acts that way toward me, she would come back and straighten her out. I know that she was joking, but it really touched me and I cried anyway.


Chapter 9: “Are you trying to seduce me, Ms Robinson?”


I
 put the coffee cup down on the table and picked the card up for the third time since I sat down for breakfast. It said ‘Art For Her Sake
’ with a phone number to text. They were looking for nude models for a female only art class at the college, paying $15 per hour to work part time evenings. The card read:

Art For Her Sake

Life drawing model wanted.

No experience necessary.

Female nude models needed for evening class .

$15 up

LGBTQ Community

It was the Saturday morning after spending the night with Rosie. Once  the night of drinking and sex was over, she wouldn’t let me leave and kept me with her in her bed until this morning. There was no intimidation used to keep me there as she treated me very gently. She even had to keep her friend Lu Lu at bay, as she desperately wanted to get a taste of me herself. Rosie kept me safely away from her as we spooned in her bed until we fell asleep. I slipped out early in the morning to come back to my own bed by passing through our community bathroom.

Kelly gave me the card the night before as she was leaving to go home for the weekend, leaving me alone to find something to do with my time. She thinks that it may be a good way to fulfill my need to show myself to others as well as give me some extra spending money, which I so desperately needed.

I called the number.

Ring! Ring!

“Hello, art department. Ms Robinson speaking.”

“Hi. I’m calling about the ad for a...um...model, that you posted on the bulletin board.” I said nervously.

“Yes, we are always looking for new talent. Do you have any experience?” She asked.

“Well, yes and no…..”

“Any professional experience, I mean.”

“No. No professional experience.” I confessed.

“That’s alright. I can show you what you will need to do. This is an evening class for women only. Are you available after hours? Do you have a job or anything like that?”

“No, I’m available any time after class. Did you say that this is just for women only?” I asked.

“Yes, I’m involved with the lesbian community, and the group asked for a class such as this, strictly for themselves . I volunteer my time, but I need nude models for the class. May I ask whether you have many tattoos or piercings on your body?”

“No, I don’t.”

“None at all?” She asked.

“No, I don’t have any. Is that okay?” I asked, hoping that this would go against me.

“Yes, and I would have to say that it is even more than okay. It seems that most of my applicants have tattoos, some have several, with those women being more the type of person that doesn't mind showing off their bodies to others. It’s pretty much like art itself, they feel the need to let others see their personal artwork and their bodies are the canvas. I am very interested in meeting you. When can you come down for an interview? I’ll be here at the college for another hour or two if you’re free.” She said.

“I can do that. Just need to shower. Where can I find you?”

“Just come to the Art Department. I’m doing some work here in my classroom, so that’s where you can find me.” She said.

“Okay, I’ll be right down!” I said excitedly, as I hung up.

Ms Robinson sounded very nice over the phone and the fact that I didn’t need any experience was a big relief to me. I hopped into the shower to get myself ready. After I blow dried my hair, I put on a pair of jeans and a sweatshirt, and I was ready to go. As I was about to leave, I remembered that I had left Rosie without saying goodbye, and I really didn’t want her to catch me in the hallway, or she might keep me from leaving. So, I opened the door just a crack to make sure that the coast was clear before I took off like a shot down the hall and out the main doors of the dormitory.

So far so good, as I made my way across the courtyard toward the Art Building on the other side. There were some students walking the hallway as I looked for Ms Robinson’s room. She didn’t give me a room number, so I asked one of the students if they knew where it was. They told me that everybody knew where to find her, because she is so popular, before pointing the way.

As I walked down the hall I noticed a classroom door open and a woman inside sitting at her desk. She was a pretty and young looking blond, probably early thirties at most, wearing jeans and a form fitting top.

“Ms Robinson?” I asked, while standing in the open doorway.

“Yes?” She replied, as she turned toward me and removed her reading glasses.

“I’m here about the modeling job?”

She looked me up and down as I approached her desk.

“Oh Honey, you are a very pretty young girl, but this class is for the college students only. Sorry.” She said, with a sympathetic smile.

“But I am
 a student. I just called you a little while ago.” I explained.

“Oh, I’m so very sorry, but you look so young!” She said, as she stood to come toward me and shake my hand. “I’m Sherry Robinson. I specialize in painting with oils,  but I teach other forms of art as well.”

Her eyes sparkled as she spoke, and I could tell that she was genuinely happy to see me. She was tall and thin. The loose flowing dress hid her figure somewhat, but I could tell that she was very fit. She was absolutely stunning and the smile on her face would melt your heart. It was no wonder that everyone knew her. There was something familiar about her, as though I had seen her face before. I was absolutely sure of it!

“I’m Daisy May, a freshman. My room mate gave me your card and thought that it would be good for me to see if you would accept me as a model for your class.”

“Daisy May? I love it! You seem so sweet! Do you mind if I ask how old you are? I hope that I didn’t offend you earlier, thinking that you look too young for this. Anyone eighteen and over can apply.” She asked, hoping for the right answer.

“I’ll be twenty next month.” I replied, getting a big smile in return from the woman.

“You did say that you had no prior experience, why would such a pretty young girl want to model for us? You do realize that you would be required to be naked before a group of your fellow students for an extended period of time, right?” She asked.

“Yes, I know.”

“And that doesn’t make you nervous?”

“A little, I guess.”

“I’m sure that I will be able to get you to feel more comfortable before you begin. You did
 say that you don’t have any tattoos and such on your body?”

“No tattoos. Nothing like that.” I replied.

“Well, I guess all that is left to do is to see exactly what you have to offer, to be certain that you will be right for us. Would you mind disrobing for me?” She asked.

“No problem.”

The professor took a few steps to retrieve a robe that hung at the end of her blackboard, and when she turned back she was surprised to find that I had already removed my sweatshirt and was about to take off my jeans. As she walked back toward me we could hear voices coming down the hall, through the open door.

I was already naked by the time that she got back to me with the robe, when her attention went to the open door and the students walking by that could easily see me if they only looked my way. Ms Robinson could see that I wasn’t the least bit nervous about being seen naked and changed her mind about handing me the robe, deciding instead to hold it as she crossed her arms and watched me finish undressing.

With a wry smile on her face, she walked around examining my naked body as I stood waiting submissively. I heard a girl giggle through the doorway and the professor stopped to see my reaction to the fact that someone from outside could see me.

“Hmmmmm.” She uttered, as she took her time walking to the door without ever taking her eyes from me, and closed it to give us some privacy.

I waited patiently with my hands by my sides as she continued to look me over. So, there I was standing in a classroom with a professor that I had just met, as she scanned my naked body in the middle of the day.

“You have a very appealing body Daisy May. I don’t get many like you to come to me. Would you like me to walk you through some of the poses that may be required for our class?” She asked, standing close behind me.

“Sure!” I said, eager to get things started.

“Okay, come right over here and step up on the model stand for me.”

I walked over to a raised platform and took her hand to help me step up onto it.

“Good girl, now raise your arms up over your head. Does that feel comfortable to you?”

“Yes.”

“Good. You will have to pose in a certain position for an extended period of time so it is imperative that you be as comfortable as possible. Try to raise one of your legs and rest your foot on your other, to stand on one foot.” She instructed.

I tried to get the positioning of my raised foot right, when she came to help me by standing behind me and moving my arms and legs to their proper positions. Once she was satisfied, she left me to stay in that position and went back to her seat to sort through some papers on her desk. It took all I had to keep from falling over as my body was in constant motion trying to keep my balance. She would look up at me on occasion then back down to her work as I struggled to stay upright. After what felt like an eternity she came toward me, smiling.

“You have great stamina and balance, both of them good qualities for a model. You can relax.” She said, as I put my foot down and stretched out my aching calves.

“I must admit that you have beautiful young skin, and a great figure to match. Have you been shaving your pubic region very long?” She asked, as she examined my bald pussy.

“Yes Ma’am. Ever since I moved in with “Auntie” Marge and “Uncle” George. So, it’s been a couple of years now, I guess.”

“First off, lets do away with the formalities. You can call me Sherry. Now what’s all this about your aunt and uncle?” She asked.

“They weren’t really related to me, just my neighbors. They took me in after my parents died in the fire. I had no place to go, so they let me stay with them.” I explained.

“Oh, I’m so sorry to hear about your parents, but where is the connection to you shaving down there?”

“Their daughter, my friend Becky, died a few years before my parents did, and they had me move into her room. I think that they thought of me as her replacement and tried to get me to look and dress like she did. Well, being so young and all, she never grew any pubes, so they thought that I should look the same way and shaved mine off. If it’s a problem I can let it grow back.” I offered.

“No no no! It looks quite nice just the way it is. I’m sure that the girls are going to love painting it, as well. So, you say that they wanted you to look like their daughter, but I can’t understand what that has to do with your pubic hair. How often would they see it, anyway?”

“They saw it all the time, and I didn’t want to upset them, so I just figured that I would go along with it to keep them happy, that’s all.”

“Were you molested as a child?” She asked, with a look of concern.

“I don’t think so. Nobody ever did anything to me, if that’s what you mean.”

“How did they see your vagina, taking a shower, changing clothes, what?”

“I was used to going naked, growing up on our farm, and they would see me that way when they came to visit, being neighbors and all. Anyway, when I moved in with them I just continued on where I left off.” I casually explained.

“So they would see you naked all of the time, and it didn’t bother you?”

“Nope.”

“I’ll have to find out more about this another time, but for now lets just continue where we left off. Now, being an adult class, our students sometimes ask the model to pose in, lets say, more racy positions. Do you have any objections to that?” She asked.

“I’ll pose in any way that you want me to.”

“Wonderful! We will start with a few of you seated and work from there. Please sit. Good. Now bring your knees up to your chest and wrap your arms around them.” She instructed.

I sat in the same position that I always do when I watch TV as she observed me.

“Mmmm, very nice!” She exclaimed, as she touched me here and there to get me exactly as she wanted me.

“Now, I want you to lean back on your elbows. Now throw your head back like you are lying on the beach. Move your knees apart.” She came around to kneel in front of me. “A little more. Like this.” She took my legs and gently spread them apart. “Mmmmm, good.” She said softly, with her head down near my vagina.

I thought that I could actually feel her warm breath on my pussy as it began to open like a flower before her eyes. It seemed like I held this position, looking up toward the ceiling, for quite a while as she placed her warm hands on my inner thighs, parting them further and further until my legs were flat against the surface of the platform.

“Oh God!” She moaned, as she looked at my pussy waiting and inviting only a few inches from her face.

Up until that point I was all business, but knowing that this woman that I had just met has me naked in her classroom with my legs spread wide open for her, was starting to have an effect on me. I felt flush and knew that my pussy was getting wet and that she would be able to see it. I couldn’t let her know that she was turning me on, and must be more professional!

“Uh, Sherry?”

“Hmmmm?”

“Is everything okay?” I asked.

“Yes Dear, everything is absolutely beautiful.” She answered softly, as she ran her warm hands gently up and down my inner thighs, stopping just short of touching my pussy.

I was hoping that I would soon feel her soft tongue working between the folds of my hot slit, when she rose back up to her knees.

“Oh, I’m sorry. Got a little lost there for a moment. Let’s try one more, shall we?”

“Okay, I’m game.” I said, as I got back up to a sitting position.

“Lets try it with you facing away from me this time. Yes, hands and knees. Good! Knees apart. A little more.” She tapped my inner thighs until I moved them apart to her liking. “Great. Now turn your head to look back behind you. Twist around a little more. Mmmmm, that’s nice!”

I was now in the doggy position with my puckered little asshole inches from her face as I could feel my wide open pussy leaking juice down my inner thigh. Oh, I knew that she could see it too! Unable to hold back, I arched my ass upward, offering it to her, as she brought her face close enough to taste it.

“HELLO! Sherry? Are you here?”

It was a man’s voice coming form the doorway! I froze in position, as Sherry backed away just enough not to be caught with me in a compromising situation. She quickly jumped to her feet to head toward the door as the man entered.

“Oh, hi Roger! What can I do for you?” She asked the man, as he walked toward her.

“I was here in the building today, and wondered if you wanted to have a coffee with me.” He said, before noticing me in my humiliating position. “My goodness, Sherry, what have we here?”

Sherry turned and saw that I was still as she left me, with my ass high in the air, and put her hand to her mouth with a look of shock. The man started to walk toward me, with his eyes opening wider with each step that he took.

He came up behind me, staring directly at my upturned ass with my smiling face turned to look right at him. I’m sure that he thought that I was waiting in this position for his benefit, as opposed to being a professional model. My inner thigh was shiny wet with the leaking lubricant from my open, and very vulnerable cunt. My head was turned around and looking right at him as he bent down low for a closer look. I watched him begin to reach his hand out toward my ass, and had just closed my eyes expecting the inevitable, when Sherry spoke up.

“Daisy May, you can relax now. I think that I’ve seen enough for today, so you can get dressed.” She said, to try to cover up our awkward situation.

“My God Sherry, they get younger every day! Don’t we have age restrictions for this type of thing?” He asked, as I walked by him to get to my clothes.

“Yes, eighteen. She’s nearly twenty, so you have nothing to worry about.” She advised.

“Well, that’s a relief! We don’t need any trouble these days. So, what is she doing here today?” He asked, as he watched me step into my panties.

“She will be modeling for me, and I was just interviewing her.” She said, as they both watched my tits disappear, as I pulled my sweatshirt down over them.

“That was some interview! I have to admit that I have never seen anything like her before. She is going to break some hearts in her lifetime, that’s for sure!” He said, as I came up to them.

“Oh, let me introduce you. Daisy May, this is Mr Stewart. He is the head of the Art Department.” Sherry said.

“Nice to meet you, Mr Stewart.”

“Nice to meet you too, Daisy May. You look as though you are still a child, but one would never know by what I just witnessed here a few minutes ago. I would have sworn that there was something more to it than there was, but so is art, right?” He said, with a laugh.

Sherry joined in with a nervous laugh of her own, perhaps to try to keep him thinking that way.

Mr Stewart looked to be in his sixties, gray hair, suit, very unassuming. I honestly think that if he had walked into the classroom a minute or two later he might have seen something even more surprising!

“Daisy May, you may leave now. I’ll call you during the week to give you your schedule. I’m very happy that you stopped by today.” Sherry said, in an obvious move to get me out of there.

“Oh, please let me know what night she will be here, and I just might stop by myself. Nice meeting you Daisy May, you are a very delightful young lady.” He said, as he bent to kiss my hand before I left. “Very delightful indeed!”

I couldn’t have gotten out of the building faster if I tried. All I could think of, as I ran across the courtyard toward my dorm, was Ms Robinson and how much I wanted her to kiss me, to kiss my pussy, while I was there alone with her. I felt like I was going to have an orgasm any second, just from the sensation of my jeans rubbing against my crotch as I ran. Once at my dorm I bounded up the stairs, down the hall, and into my room as quick as a flash.

I was already kicking off my jeans with the door still closing behind me, as I made a bee line to the bottom drawer of my dresser. Quickly, I moved some clothes aside and grabbed my new wand vibrator, turning it on as I jumped bottomless onto my bed. With my back against the wall and my knees spread wide apart, I turn the vibrator to max and placed it against my steaming hot cunt.

“Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!”

Oh, it felt so good! This was exactly what I needed from the moment that I met Ms Robinson, and would have to be satisfied with it as a substitute as I imagined her being there with me. As the vibrator hummed against my sex, I fantasized about her. Her beautiful face. Her warm gentle touch. Her tender voice. I was infatuated! 

I didn’t last long as I was on the verge of having an orgasm going back to posing in  her classroom. The head of the vibrator was slick with my juice as I worked it up and down between the folds of my pink slit. I pressed it hard against my clit and that was all that I needed.

“Oh Oh Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!”

It was an incredible orgasm as I rolled my pelvis upward, fruitlessly trying to force the large head of the vibrator into my dripping hole. Usually at this point, I would be spent as I came down, but not this day! Today, I didn’t want to stop and continued working my cunt with my new toy. It was the first time that I ever continued on after cumming and it paid off as I was more than ready to keep it going.

I went back to my drawer and pulled out the magazine that “Uncle” George left for me. Flipping through the pages of young women showing their pussies to strangers, I came upon one with a naked girl on a sandy beach on hands and knees with her ass in the air, just as Ms Robinson had me pose for her. The girl’s face was looking back over her shoulder with a broad smile, as her ass and pussy remained on full display, while a large group of men stood behind her jerking off their hard cocks. I so
 much wanted to be that girl!

Imagining myself exposing my pussy and ass to a large group as she did, brought me to the edge again, and once I realized that I would actually be posing naked in front a group of students in just a few days, it was all that I needed to get me off. 

I couldn’t tell you the number of times that I masturbated that weekend thinking about Ms Robinson. Sure, I loved Kelly more than anything in the world, but the feelings that I have for Sherry are much different. It would be safe to say that they are strong feelings of lust. Every time that I think of her, my pussy begins to tingle, and I need to cum.

Can you just imagine how I felt when she had me pose in those obscene positions for her own pleasure? She wanted  me to spread my cunt for her, and I did! She wanted me to act like her slut, and I did! She wanted me to get into a position that would give her access as she prepared to eat my pussy, and I did!

The fact that she couldn’t help herself and had me do it right there in her classroom, where she could have been caught was dangerous, but exciting. Now the head of the art department has seen me in a compromising position, and I’m sure, will certainly want to see more. I can just imagine his conversation with Ms Robinson after I left them that day.

Now it’s late afternoon on Sunday, and I am naked awaiting Kelly’s return from home. My pussy is swollen pink thinking about her and what she might do to me when she sees me this way. I needed so much to masturbate again, but restrained myself, wanting to save it for my “big sister”.

Finally, I hear a key unlocking the door and Kelly coming in carrying her bags. I jumped off my bed and gave her a big hug as she held a bag in each hand.

“What’s all this?” She asked, noticing my lack of clothes.

“I missed you so much and I wanted to surprise you!” I said, still holding her tightly.

“Well, at least let me put my bags down!” She said, as I backed away.

She looked me up and down, with her eyes fixed on my swollen pussy.

“So what’s this all that about?” She asked, pointing down at my sex.

“I’ve been thinking about you all weekend and I really
 need to be with you right now.” I confessed.

“Can it wait until tonight? I have to put my things away, take a shower, and I still have a paper to write for a class tomorrow morning.” She said, as she put down her bags.

“But, I’ve been waiting! I need you now. Right now!” I pleaded.

“Calm down. You’ll be just fine. I promise that I’ll make it up to you later.” She said, as she began removing clothes from her suitcase.

I felt crushed. There I was, imagining that she was going to throw me down on the bed the moment that she saw me, but instead wants me to wait until later. Dejected, I went back to sit on my bed, my back against the wall with my knees up, and my hungry pussy looking right at her.

Kelly went with her plan, putting away her clothes, before going down the hall for her shower. While she was gone, I caught up on some homework of my own, as my mind was on other things the whole weekend. She came back wearing a long t-shirt and a towel wrapped around her head to help dry her hair, and headed to our bathroom to finish up with the hair dryer.

I watched as her long dark hair floated from the breeze of the hair dryer, looking like a slow motion scene from a movie. When she was done, her hair shimmered and flowed down over her shoulders, as she walked by me to start on her own homework.

I finished my own work and went back to my perch on my bed as Kelly sat down at the table to write her paper. As I sat naked watching, I knew that I couldn’t stay angry with her, and it was selfish of me to think of my own needs over hers. She looked so beautiful to me as she was in deep thought working on her project.

I wanted to do something for her to make up for my selfishness as I continued to study her face, scanning down her body. That was when I noticed her legs facing me under the table. Her t-shirt barely came down to her crotch and I could see her pussy as plain as day. I couldn’t believe my eyes when I saw how beautiful it looked since she has started shaving it! It was bald and it was beautiful! It looked absolutely delicious!

My pussy started to tingle again and my head was spinning at the thought of tasting it later. Her mind was only on her work, as I licked my lips watching her legs opening and closing unconsciously, while she was deep in thought. To think that she had done this for me was driving me crazy, and I knew that I couldn’t last much longer, so I slowly slid off of the bed and crawled up toward the table without her noticing.

I was now out of her sight under the table, looking directly at her pussy from just close enough to keep out of range of her knees which were still in constant motion. Her muff looked so pretty as I watched her outer labia open to show just a hint of pink and close to resemble two perfect little pillows. It looked so much different than it did the first time that I ate her out, that it seemed as though she was a completely different person.

Suddenly her legs stopped moving and remained wide apart. Was she deep in thought or did she know that I was under the table watching? I took a chance and moved my face closer. Mmmm, so smooth, so pretty. It smelled of fresh baby powder. I stuck my tongue out and touched the exposed inner folds ever so gently.

“Huh? Daisy May, are you down there? What the hell are you doing?” She asked, as she looked under the table to find my face looking up between her legs.

“Oh, please. I need this so badly!” I cried.

“I have to finish this paper, can’t you just wait a little longer?”

“I won’t bother you, I promise. Keep working and I’ll help you this way!”

Kelly didn’t say another word as I watched her legs slowly opening  to allow my access. I began to flick my tongue on her freshly shaved vulva and it felt smooth as silk. It didn’t take me long and I had her squirming in her seat as I gave her pussy a good working over with my lips and tongue.

“Mmmmmmmmmmm!”

I could hear her moaning above me as she tried to concentrate on her work.

“Oh, I love that!” She exclaimed, before holding my head back momentarily to speak. “I just might have you do this for me all the time. Would you like that?”

She was looking directly into my eyes under the table.

“Mmmmm, yes Kelly, I will do anything you ask. Anything at all.” I confessed, as she pulled my face back into her cunt to allow me to resume my task.


Chapter 10: Daisy May “Porn Star!”


W
e made love for the rest of that evening and woke up in each others arms the following morning. It felt wonderful having my dear Kelly back with me, but I knew that she would only break my heart again and leave me alone some other weekend. For now though, I was content to know that she was with me at that moment.

“Oh, I almost forgot, did you ever call about that modeling job? I think that it is just what you need.” Kelly asked, as she sipped her coffee.

“Yes, I called.” I replied.

“And? Come on, I’m dyeing to know!” She said, excitedly awaiting my answer.

“I got the job.” I announced.

“That’s great! When do you start? What do you have to do?” She asked.

“She’ll call me this week with my schedule. As for what I will be doing, it’s pretty much what you would expect. I take my clothes off and a group of students paint my picture.” I said.

“So, it’s a woman then. The instructor is a woman?” She asked.

“Yes. Her name is Sherry Robinson, and she is active in the LGBTQ Community here at the college.” I said, trying not to say too much.

“Okay, so what is she like? Is she a nice person, young, old, what? Tell me some details.” She said, trying to coax more details from me.

“Yes, she’s nice, not very old at all, and kind of pretty, I guess. She had me come down and pose for her...to see if I was qualified for the job.” I explained.

“What kind of poses? Did you have to get naked for her?”

I hesitated, possibly a second too long, causing her to change her demeanor.

“Daisy May, did she have you pose for her naked?” She asked, while looking me directly in my eyes.

“Yes.”

“And how did she have you pose for her? Show me what you did!” She ordered.

I don’t know how I was stupid enough to get myself in this situation, but I knew that it wasn’t going to be easy getting out, as I got out of my chair and down on the floor. It seemed pointless to show her the typical modeling positions, so I started with the one where I leaned back on my elbows with my knees raised. Now, you have to remember that I was dressed in jeans to go off to my first class, so it didn’t look too bad to her at first, until I began to slowly open my legs.

Kelly put her hand over her mouth in shock, as she realized what this must have looked like with me being totally naked!

“Daisy May, please don’t tell me that you were alone with her while she had you pose in these positions!” She exclaimed.

“Well, at first we were alone, until the head of the art department came in and watched me.”

“Was that another woman?” She asked.

“No, his name is Stewart, an older man.”

“Did he try to stop you, or reprimand the instructor?” She asked.

“No, he just came over to where I was, to see how I was doing.”

“I hope that wasn’t the pose you were in when he arrived.”

“No, it wasn’t.” I answered, hoping that she wouldn’t ask to see the position that I really was in.

“Show me, Daisy May, NOW!” She demanded.

I quickly rolled over to get on all fours and stopped there.

“Is that it?” She insisted.

Slowly I parted my legs as Kelly watched, and then turned my head around like I did in the classroom.

“So, there you were in the middle of the day in a public place, a school classroom no less, showing your bare ass and snatch to the head of the department as you looked back at him smiling? Can’t you see how that must have looked?” Kelly asked, as I got back up to my feet.

“It didn’t seem all that bad at the time.” I said, trying to hold back my tears.

“It’s alright, but we have to talk before you get yourself into trouble. Now go fix your face, your mascara is running, and I’ll see you later, okay?” She said, wiping a tear from my face with her thumb.

I just nodded and went off to the bathroom to get myself ready for school as Kelly headed out the door. She was right! I keep doing one dumb thing after another, but I can’t help myself. I try to keep everyone happy and it always seems to bite me in the ass!

A million things ran through my head as I thought about what Kelly had said about me having to be more careful, and I swore to myself that I was going to change my life. No more will I let others manipulate me!

Ring! Ring!

“Hello?”

“Hi. Daisy May?”

“Yes?”

“This is Sherry Robinson dear, how are you today?” She asked, sounding very bubbly.

“I’m good.” I answered, unsure of my feelings toward her since Kelly pointed out how she manipulated me the other day.

“Is everything alright? Before you say another word, please let me apologize. It isn’t often that I find someone as special as you and I just couldn’t help myself the other day. I lost control, and my actions were demeaning to you. You are a very sweet young lady and you did not deserve that. I do
 hope that you will accept my apology and will let me make it up to you.” She said, sounding very remorseful.

How could I be mad with her after that?

“That’s okay, Sherry. I understand.” I said.

“I’m so happy to hear that, it’s been on my mind all weekend. You’ve
 been on my mind all weekend.” She paused.

“Oh?”

“Watching you the other day was the most exciting thing that I perhaps have ever seen. I was just going to call you to have you come for dinner so that I could tell you that I was sorry in person. But, I got a call from the model that was supposed to come to my art class this evening, saying that she won’t be able to make it. This means that you can slide right in. Isn’t that wonderful?” She asked.

“Tonight?” I asked nervously.

“Yes, tonight! Oh, don’t worry, I’ll help you get through it, even though I don’t think that any help is needed. You are a natural. I’ve never seen nudes that felt so comfortable as you, and it will get even easier from here. So, what do you say?”

“Okay, I guess…...”

“Great! The class starts at seven but it takes a while to get everybody set up, so if you’re there by seven thirty that should be fine. I have that robe in my classroom that you can use, but most feel better bringing their own. That’s pretty much it. Maybe we can go out for a coffee after to talk, okay?” She asked.

“Sure, why not?”

“I can’t wait. See you then, bye!” She said jubilantly.

I just held my phone in my hand for a few minutes. It made me feel warm inside to know how she felt about me and that she was sorry for having me pose in those lewd positions like she did. Now, I will have to explain to Kelly that I am going through with the plan and modeling for Sherry. I’m sure that she will understand.

I barely got a chance to talk to Kelly at the end of the day. She went off to cheerleader practice and then to the cafeteria for dinner with the girls, while I ate in my room. After that I took a shower and shaved my muff nice and smooth. I’m not really used to having a group of people scrutinizing every last detail of my body, so I was a little self conscious and wanted to look perfect. Once everything was done, I left a note for Kelly, grabbed my robe, and I headed off across the courtyard toward the Arts Building.

When I got to the open doorway to Sherry’s classroom, I froze. Maybe there were  a dozen students inside, and I became very nervous about being naked in front of that many women at the same time. What if they laughed at me for being so small? What if they don’t think that I have a nice enough body for modeling? What if they knew me from another one of their classes, would they tease me later?

All of these things went through my head as I stood still, watching.

“Daisy May?” I heard Sherry shout. “Wait right there. I’ll be right out!”

She had been helping the girls get their paint on their palettes and noticed me waiting in the doorway.

“Daisy May, are you okay? You look nervous.” She said, so that the others couldn’t hear.

“Well, yeah, a little.” I confessed.

“Don’t worry about a thing. You’ll be fine. I already told them that you would be substituting tonight and that it will be your first time. They always seem to get excited about seeing a new face. Anyway, come with me and I’ll introduce you to the class.” She said, as she put her arm around my shoulder to escort me in and stand before the class.

“Class, I would like you to meet Daisy May Brown. She will be modeling for you and this will be her first time. I think that she is a very special girl and will be a wonderful addition to our class, as well as our community. Please give her a warm welcome!”

She stepped away from me clapping, and the rest of the class followed suit.

“Okay Daisy May, I see that you brought your robe, so you can just go behind the privacy curtain and remove your clothes and when you’re ready, just come up to the modeling stand and I’ll get you into the proper pose.” She said, ready to head off.

I was a little confused and didn’t move. Sherry noticed and walked back to me.

“Still nervous?” She asked.

“Uh, no. But...”

“But what?”

I had been wearing my robe and slid it off my shoulder to reveal bare skin beneath.

“Oh my! Daisy May, are you telling me that you walked all the way here naked under your robe?” She asked.

“Well, you said that a robe would be all that I needed.” I explained.

“Oh Honey, I meant once you were here, a robe would be all that you need. I can’t believe that you walked across the campus in just a robe! You are just the cutest thing. I could eat you alive! Well, lets not get ahead of ourselves here. Come, I’ll get you set up.” She said, as she took my hand and led me to the stand.

Once I was on it, she held one end of the tie in each hand ready to open my robe to reveal myself to the class for the first time.

“Ready?” She asked softly.

I nodded, and my robe opened as everyone watched. Sherry stepped behind me and slipped it off my arms, leaving me completely naked. I began hearing whispers from the women in the class as they commented about my body.

“Okay, calm down. You’ve all seen naked girls before.” Sherry said, to quiet them.

“Not like her. She’s fucking hot!” Announced one of the women, getting a laugh from the others as they all chimed in with comments of their own.

“Can I get you to come over for a private session?” Said another, as she leaned forward to see my pussy.

“Mmmmm, she looks adorable!” said another.

“Okay, you’ve had your fun. Let’s get back to painting, before she changes her mind and leaves.” Sherry announced.

Everyone got the message and quieted down so that they could get back to work. Sherry got me into a traditional pose, which would be more comfortable for me to stay in for a long period of time. As time went on, I couldn’t help but notice that some of the women spent much more time just looking at me as opposed to painting. I was required to remain in a pose for 20 minutes with a 10 minute break in between, as this was only my first time.

Sherry brings snacks, like crackers and cheese and soft drinks for everyone to have during the breaks. I was a little nervous mingling with the other women and put on my robe as Sherry introduced them to me. They all seemed very nice. I didn’t know much about the lesbian lifestyle and never even realized that I was actually one of them, until someone mentioned it to me.

I remembered George’s magazines and how I was fascinated with the pictures of naked women even more than the men, or George’s friends kissing me with cigar and beer breath, and how much different I felt that first time the Kelly kissed me. Oh yes, I am one of them. I realize that now. It took me far too long to come to this conclusion.

As I snacked on some crackers and cheese, the women came around asking me all kinds of questions. They wanted to know if I was in a relationship, and if so, whether I would like a change. They wanted to know where I was living, but I wouldn’t say. All I needed was another Rosie coming around! They all seemed to ask me if I was really old enough to be doing kind of thing.

As time went on, I was feeling much more comfortable being naked in front of them, to the point that I forgot to put on my robe for our third break and mingled with the girls bare. Yes, there was a little light touching and some close examination, but nothing excessive.

“Oh, there you are, my little darling. Ms Robinson was supposed to call me to say when you would be back. I’m so glad that I happened to stop by!” Announced Mr Stewart, as he came up to stand beside me.

All of the women walked away when they spotted him approaching, so I was stuck there alone to entertain him. Again, he was there to see me naked and I couldn’t leave.

“You look pretty as a picture this evening, so I’m expecting some sensational results from the class tonight.” He said, as he put his arm around my shoulder with his finger tips just touching my breasts.

I didn’t want to say anything that might cause trouble for Sherry, so I acted as though I didn’t notice. As he stood beside me his eyes were constantly on my tits or my ass.

“Alright class, back to your seats!” Sherry announced from across the room.

“I have to go, but it was nice to see you Mr Stewart.” I said as I went to step back up on the platform.

“Oh, I’m not leaving. I’m going to stay and watch you work. Maybe coffee later?” He asked, as I turned my back without giving him an answer.

There was no way that I wanted to be alone with that man. He reminded me of George’s friends back home. Don’t get me wrong, I loved everything that happened back then at the time, but I’m not so sure that I would like to ever go back to that again.

Mr Stewart pulled up a chair and made himself comfortable as close to me as he could without being in the way, and I could feel his eyes upon me the whole time that I was up there. Sherry was going from student to student helping them with their artwork and didn’t seem to acknowledge that he was sitting right there nearby.

After a few minutes she got up on the stand to help adjust my position, which she did occasionally if my original pose had changed in time.

“I wish he would leave. He’s beginning to make me nervous.” She whispered into my ear, as she made one last adjustment before stepping back down.

I had no idea at the time why she was so concerned about him being there, but I was about to find out soon enough.

“Alright everyone, our time is up for tonight. Just leave your artwork where it is and I’ll put it away when it’s dry, as usual. So, what did you think of Daisy May on her first night modeling?” Sherry asked, getting applause from all of the students. “Hopefully, she’ll honor us with her presence again on Wednesday so you can all finish your paintings.”

It felt good to be appreciated, and I was more than ready to do it again. Every one of the girls came by to say goodnight as I remained up on my stand naked. Mr Stewart remained in his seat until the last of the students were walking out the door. Sherry was cleaning things up around her desk away from us as Higgins rose from his chair and headed her way.

“Don’t run away on me now, my dear. You’re just getting warmed up!” He said with a sly grin, as he passed by me.

I stayed where I was as he walked toward Sherry, hoping that she would come over to give me more instructions or to talk. Her head snapped up as a reaction to something that he said to her and the look on her face turned dour. I saw them arguing for a few moments, before she looked up at me. Her eyes began to well up and bottom lip quivered as we looked into each other’s eyes from a distance. She sat on her desk and covered her face with her hands crying, as Higgins walked out of the classroom.

Tears filled my eyes as well, just knowing that something was upsetting her so much. I was just about to step down to go to her, when she looked up and saw me, motioning me to me to stay. A minute later as she attempted to regain her composure, I watched her wipe away her tears with a tissue and stand. She straightened her dress, took a deep breath, and began to walk toward me with her chin up.

“Daisy May, I just don’t know how to put this to you, but I’m in trouble.” She began to explain quietly, as she watched for Mr Stewart to return.

“Is there anything that I can do to help?” I asked, taking her hand.

“You probably can, but you’re not going to like it.”

“How are you in trouble?”

“A couple of years ago, when I first started this evening class, I had just declared myself a lesbian, after having left an abusive husband and moving away from my old life, to save myself from him.” She began.

“That’s terrible!” I exclaimed.

“Oh, I’m only getting started! Anyway, the girls in my class all thought that I was attractive and hit on me. I have to admit, that I’m weak, and couldn’t resist spending the night with a few of them. There was this one girl though, looked a lot like you, young, very pretty face, and a tight little ass………….Oh, she came onto me one night and stayed after everybody had left, and then we made love. As I said, I had just started being intimate with girls, and she tasted just as sweet as she looked.”

Mr Stewart came back into the room in the distance behind her, carrying bags full of stuff. He was very busy and I couldn’t make out anything that he was doing, as Sherry continued.

“Mr Stewart  called me down to his office and had something on his laptop that he wanted me to see. It was a video, from several camera angles, of me having sex with the girl the night before. He told me that he put the cameras in for security, but I found out later that he had videos of everything that I’ve done inside of my classroom before that time, which of course includes masturbation. Of course, you can understand how it might affect me being around so many pretty girls each night!”

Mr Stewart  was really busy in that back corner and Sherry would occasionally look back over her shoulder so that he wouldn’t overhear what she was telling me.
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“He told me that I would be fired, and he would hold that over my head if I didn’t do whatever he wanted. He started by having me masturbate at my desk as he watched from close by, recording the whole thing. It got much more graphic after that, and he began posting my picture on the Internet as well as in adult magazines. Later he had me act out, and sent the videos to porn sites. I have no idea how nobody has come to me to say that they have seen me in them!”

That was where I remembered her from! She was on the cover of one of “Uncle” George’s magazines. I even remember the obscene pose that Mr Stewart had her in, as I masturbated while looking at it for days!

“At that point, I decided that I have already done enough for him and that if he wanted to fire me, to go ahead and do it.” She continued. “That was when he got me with the kicker. The student was a minor, and even though I don’t think that she would ever tell, her father is a staunch Republican Congressman, and would not be too happy to find out that a lesbian teacher had sex with his only daughter, especially with her being underage at the time. It would be much worse for everyone if the media ever got hold of it!”

“So, what can I do to help?” I asked, as Mr Stewart  began to make his way toward us.

“Oh, I can’t ask you to do this. You’re such a sweet young thing and I don’t want to spoil that. I’ll just accept my fate.” She said, as her voice began to quiver with stifled sobs.

I held her tightly to console her as she wept in my arms.

“Please Sherry, I want to help you. I’ll do anything for you! Anything!” I said, running my hands down the back of her smooth hair.

“Mr Stewart  wants me to talk you into doing something for him, or he will send the video to the Congressman. He is infatuated by you and wants you to pose for him in private.”

“Is that it? That’s easy enough. Should I just hop back up on the stand?” I asked.

“No, but did you see what he brought in? It’s all lingerie and outfits, probably a few toys, things like that. He’s forced me to use them for his own enjoyment for the past two years now.”

“So, if I don’t do this you lose your job, and then your world will become a holy hell with this Congressman guy, if I do, it will satisfy him? I don’t want to see you get hurt so…..I’ll do it!”

“I am so happy to hear that, my dear! Now if you will just come with me. No, no, you won’t need your bathrobe for this.” Mr Stewart said, as he walked up from behind us and heard the end of our conversation.

He took my arm to walk me toward the back, where there were boxes of clothes on chairs, as well as several sex toys scattered about.

“Here you go, see if this fits.” He said, handing me a short pleated skirt and a white semi-sheer top.

I put on the skirt which was quite short, and the top which showed much of my cleavage as well as my nipples through the thin material, and he handed me a pair of white ankle socks and black patent leather shoes to go along with them. He had me made up as every man’s fantasy of the perfect little schoolgirl, and by the look on his face, he liked what he saw, as I was about to act out his own personal fantasy for him.

“Now, I would like you to get into your seat young lady. It’s time for your lesson.” He ordered, pointing to the front row of desks.

“And teacher!” He called out, getting Ms Robinson’s attention. “You may begin to teach her lesson. Come, come now! Don’t forget to make it good for the cameras!”

Shit, the cameras! I had forgotten that part.

Sherry put on her glasses and walked up to the blackboard. She picked up a pointer from the ledge as I watched from the front row. Mr Stewart had a small handheld camera that he used to scan my face and top, before putting it under the desk to look up my skirt.

“Now Daisy May, I’ve heard some terrible rumors from the other girls in school. They say that you don’t wear any knickers and flash your privates to all the boys in class, is that true?” She asked, trying to get into the spirit of her role.

“Yes, Ms Robinson, it’s true, but I just like the feeling of freedom when I’m not wearing them.” I explained, acting as a shy schoolgirl and getting into my own role as well.

As I spoke, my legs would open and close as though I was nervous, like they do in the videos.

“So, are you wearing your panties now?”

“No, Ms Robinson.” I admitted.

“Stand up and show me this instant, young lady!” She demanded.

I slowly rose to my feet and stood before her, looking ashamed with my hands behind my back.

“Well? We haven’t got all day?” She asked, tapping her wooden pointer against the palm of her hand.

Slowly, I raised the front of my skirt, as Mr Stewart knelt in front of me to get a great view. It didn’t take much to uncover my bald pussy to her from under my tiny skirt.

“My goodness Daisy May, you don’t even have pubic hair yet? And you show this to all the boys in school? You are a dirty little girl! Now, turn around. That’s right. Now raise the back of your skirt so that I can see your tush. That’s it. Mmmm,you have a very cute bottom, has anyone ever told you that?” She asked, as she ran her warm hand over my cheeks.

“Yes, Ms Robinson, everybody has told me that, even the principal!” I said, getting a look of surprise at my ad-lib.

“You show your privates to the principal? Why?” She asked, as she continues running her hands around my butt.

“Oh, she has me stop into her office just about every day for my inspection.”

“What does she inspect?”

“Most days she just has me raise my skirt just to be sure that I wore nothing underneath. Sometimes she would have me bend way
 over like this.”

Sherry watched, as I bent over showing my little butt-hole and pussy to her, as well as Mr Stewart’s camera as he zoomed in for a tight shot.

“If I pass her inspection, she usually rewards me by giving my butt a little kiss, for being such a good girl.” I started.

Sherry got down on her knees behind me and kissed me right on my little pink hole.

“Mmmmmm.” I moaned, as Sherry touched me for the very first time.

“But, if I don’t pass her inspection for any reason, she might put me over her knee and give me a few spanks on my bottom. She said that it would be our little secret. You won’t tell her that I told you! Please don’t tell on me!” I pleaded, with my bottom still on open display, hoping for another kiss.

“Well young lady, I think that you should be disciplined for not keeping this a secret like you promised. From now on you will do as I say or I will tell her what you told me. Now come here across my lap, so that I can give you your first lesson!” She commanded, as she sat in a chair and pulled me over her lap.

This was going to be fun, I thought. I was going to enjoy play acting with her!

With my bottom up and Mr Stewart’s camera rolling, she proceeded to spank me. I had never been disciplined for anything before in my life, let alone spanked, and it was certainly an eye opener! She held me down with one hand by the small of my back and gave each cheek five good smacks as I helplessly squirmed to get free. It really did hurt and actually brought tears to my eyes before she stopped.

“So, young lady, will you ever tell secrets again in school?”

“No, Ms Robinson!”


Smack
!

“Will you do whatever I ask, from now on?”

“Yes, Ms Robinson!”


Smack
!

“Will you promise never to wear knickers in my class and keep yourself clean, so that I can inspect you just like the principal does?”

“Yes, Ms Robinson, I promise!”

Smack! Smack! Smack!

“Good girl. Now for your reward. You may take your seat.”

I stood up rubbing my sore bum and wiping a tear from my eye as I went to sit back in my seat. As I sniffled and tried regain my composure, Sherry stepped up beside me and began to unbutton her long dress. I watched as she seductively loosened each button slowly, working from the top down, past her breasts, past her crotch, until she reached the bottom of the hem near the floor.

I waited in nervous anticipation for her to reveal herself to me, as the material hung loosely, yet still covering herself from me. Finally she ran her fingers down the font of the dress, opening it fully along the way to reveal herself to me. My mouth opened as I was astonished at the sight before me!

Beneath her dress she wore a black lace shelf bra, with matching garter belt and nylons. That was all. I could see her shaved vagina perfectly, and the bra did nothing more than push up her tits, while obscenely displaying her extended nipples to me as well. It was amazing how I never noticed her nipples protruding while she wore her dress, and that she actually taught in school dressed this way.

As her dress hung down, she raised  her right foot and hooked the heel on the corner of my desk. Her naked pussy was now right in from of my face. I could smell her perfume, it was intoxicating. There was a small tattoo of red rose just to the left of her vagina and a small gold clit ring at the top. I just stared in wonder, remembering that it wasn’t all that long ago that I masturbated at the sight of this very same vagina in George’s magazine!

“Daisy May, would you like to try it?” She asked softly, as she ran her fingers through my hair.

I barely nodded my head as she rocked forward, bringing her sex ever so close to my mouth. My hands ran up the back of her stockings as I leaned forward to get closer. My tongue came out and flicked it ever so gently.

“Ohhhh.” She moaned softly.

I ran my tongue up between the lips of her cunt, tasting her. She was getting excited, I could tell, so I pulled my face in tighter and stuck my tongue up into her hole. She rocked her pelvis forward to give me better access and I did my best to oblige. My mind was filled with emotion knowing that I was actually licking the pussy that I had dreamed about, masturbated myself to sleep over, and most recently fantasized over, ever since I first met her.

I lost all track of where I was, or that it was all being recorded by the perverted head of the Art Department. All I knew was that at this moment in time, I was right where I wanted to be, with my face buried in the muff of this beautiful woman! Her dress hung down freely, framing her exposed body, as Mr Stewart filmed. She seemed to be very comfortable while doing all of this and I wondered if it was because she was so used to it after being forced to do these things for such a long length of time, or if she truly enjoyed what she was doing. It certainly appeared to me to be the latter, as she moaned with each touch of my tongue.

At Mr Stewart’s instruction, she let her dress slide off her shoulders to the floor, removed her bra, and took her pointer to instruct the class in only her nylons and garter. She drew a picture of a naked woman on the blackboard and had me come up and show each body part to the imaginary class as she pointed them out on the picture. Finally she had me sit on her desk as she ate my pussy to orgasm.

This continued for the entire night, as we would dress in different costumes or use the sex toys for the benefit of the cameras. Once Mr Stewart thought that we had done enough, he collected his props and sent us on our way.

Sherry wouldn’t allow me to walk back across the courtyard alone at such a late hour wearing only my robe, so she drove me back around to my dorm.

“That was so nice of you to do that for me. I know how hard it must have been for you.” She said, as she pulled up to my building and shut off the car.

“Sherry, you know that I would do anything for you, so if you ever need me again, I’ll be there for you.” I said, as I moved closer and put my head on her shoulder.

“Oh, I could never expect you to do something like that again for me!” She said, cradling my face.

“If you want me to, I would. Just tell me. Tell me that you want me to and I’ll do it.” I pleaded.

“Yes, Daisy May, I truly do want you to be with  me again. I think that we can make some really sexy videos together. I’m so happy that we will be together, and I’m sure that Mr Stewart will be thrilled to know that you will be joining us, as well. Oh, Daisy May, I’m so glad that I found you!” She exclaimed, as she loosened the tie on my robe while I instinctively moved forward to allow her to slip it off of me.

She then gave me one last deep kiss, causing my body to melt in her arms, before handing me my robe and sending me on my way. In a daze I walked from her car into my dormitory naked, carrying my robe in my hand as she watched. Once I had opened the front door she drove off.

I put my key in the lock and opened my room door quietly, thinking that Kelly would be asleep at such a late hour. As I stepped inside, I no sooner closed the door behind me when a light came on. It was Kelly, sitting on her bed with a shocked look on her face as I stood a few feet away, naked!

“You can’t tell me that you were modeling until 2 in the morning! Why are you naked? Where the hell are your clothes?” She asked sternly.

Stupid, stupid girl, I thought!

I was at a loss for words. My mind had been so caught up in fantasy that I forgot all about reality. What could I say, that we went out for coffee?

I just stood there, naked, and couldn’t come up with anything for an excuse!

“Well???” She stood and walked over to me, analyzing me, smelling me! “And you wreak of pussy! It’s all over you! What have you done?”

Without another word Kelly went back to bed and turned off her light, as I stood in the silent darkness naked. What a fool I am! I got so caught up in what I was doing with another woman, that I had forgotten the one that counted the most. I went back out in the empty hallway to the shower room, still carrying my robe, without regard to anyone seeing my nakedness.

After a quick shower I used my robe as a towel, came back to my room, and crawled into bed. I wanted so much to climb into bed beside Kelly and tell her how sorry I was, but what good would it do? She knew that I was out all night with another woman. It isn’t like we were “going steady” or anything, it was more like a given that we were a couple, and now there is a very good chance that it will be over between us. I was about to lose my big sister, my best friend, and the love of my life! I cried myself to sleep and thought that I could hear Kelly crying softly as well.


Chapter 11: We always get what we deserve in the end


I
 didn’t even want to get out of bed the next morning, and heard Kelly getting dressed and leaving early without any breakfast as I faked that I was asleep, not wanting to confront her. Most of the morning I just lounged around crying every time that I thought of her, how I hurt her.

How was I going to get out of this, to make it right? I had nobody to confide in. Sure, I could talk to Sherry about it, maybe get her to explain things to Kelly. No, that won’t work at all! Kelly warned me about her and I didn’t listen. What a fool I am!

I never left my room that day, spending my time catching up on homework and cleaning, when around 3 o’clock Kelly came walking in. She didn’t even acknowledge my presence as I ran up to greet her, leaving me to just stand there looking like a fool as she ignored me. Oh, how I wanted to hold her right then!

“Kelly?’ I asked softly, with my head down toward the floor as she busied herself sorting through her backpack.

“Kelly?” I tried again, to no avail.

She acted as though I wasn’t even there as I sadly went back to sit on my bed. I never took my eyes off of her as she pulled out a notebook and sat at the table to do her work. I studied her face, her hair, every detail about her, as though I was seeing her for the very first time. She is sweet, beautiful, and everything I could ever want, and I betrayed any trust that she had in me. I didn’t deserve her. She was too good for me.

I thought about moving out. I knew that she was certainly thinking about it! Maybe I should quit school, go back to live with George, and have his poker buddies come and molest me in my bed again. No. That’s out of the question!

What about Sherry? Surely, she would want me to stay with her! I should at least talk to her about it, get her input. So, as Kelly worked silently on her homework I got ready and headed out the door to see Sherry. I didn’t see any need to say that I was leaving or tell her where I was going. I’m a big girl now, and can do things on my own.

As I walked across the courtyard I thought about what I should say to Sherry. Should I tell her how I screwed things up with Kelly? No, it would probably be best if I didn’t mention that there was another woman in my life at that point. When I entered the Art Department I went right to her classroom looking for her, but she wasn’t there.

I thought about waiting for her and decided to walk around inside the building to check it out. There were several glass cases in the halls filled with all types of amazing artwork, and it felt like I was in a museum as I looked at them. I thought that I heard Sherry laughing and went to see where she was.

The sound seemed to be coming from one of the offices. The door was open and I couldn't see the nameplate on it until I was standing in front of it. It was Mr Stewart’s office and I could hear him and Sherry talking as plain as day, so I backed away to listen to their conversation.

“So, I took off her robe, and she walked back inside naked. Can you believe that? I can get that dumb little bimbo to do anything I want. She told me that herself. Oh, I can’t wait to see what I can get her to do next!” I heard her say.

“That’s wonderful! I’m going to have videos of her everywhere. She is going to be worth a fortune to us. Watch this part, see how much she likes eating your pussy.” He said.

I could tell that they were watching the video from the previous night, but what were they saying about me? They want to use me to make videos so that they can sell them? What about Sherry’s story about how she was being blackmailed?

“Oh, I didn’t tell you, she thinks that she is doing this to keep me out of trouble. She’s so gullible! Don’t let on that this was all my idea. We can’t afford to lose her. She is by far the best that we’ve had working for us, so we have to make her think that she is doing this for a noble cause.” She said.

“Don’t worry, I won’t say a word. Maybe I’ll have to let her hear me threaten you, just to see just what she will volunteer to do to keep you out of this trouble your in. I am so glad that you chose to include me in this with you. Is there anything else I can do for you now?” He asked.

“No. I have a class tomorrow night. I’m sure that she will be more than willing to model again and I’ll be sure to get her all hot and bothered, so that we can have another video session with her. I’m thinking about a little sadomasochism to see how much she can take. Sound good?” She asked.

“That’s my favorite, but don’t leave any marks like you did that last time. That girl couldn’t model naked for us again for weeks!” He said, with a sinister laugh.

“Oh shit! Look at the time. I have someone picking me up, and gotta run. I’ll see you in the morning!” She said.

Oh God, she’s coming! I made a mad dash down the hall and around the corner just as she came out of the office. I followed her to the exit and peeked out as she hopped into a convertible sports car with a beautiful brunette, giving her a passionate kiss as they sped away.

What a fucking moron I am!

I was duped and couldn’t see it. Lies! They were all lies! She lied about being blackmailed, she lied about being forced to perform on video, and worst of all she lied about her feelings toward me!

Cry? Of course, I cried!

I had lost two women that I loved, all with 24 hours! Worst of all is how
 I lost them. Sherry tricked me into loving her as well as manipulating me into sex with her only for her own profit. And Kelly. My sweet innocent Kelly, who loved me for me without expecting any more from me than just being myself. How could I have done this to her. I’m an asshole, I’ll admit that to you now. I don’t deserve her.

I took my time getting back to my room, stopping to sit on the grass for a while to think. As I got to my room, I still
 didn’t know what I would say to her.

She was sitting at her desk when I walked in, and quickly turned her face away so that I wouldn’t be in her line of sight as I walked by.

“Kelly.” I said, as I stood beside her.

She was just scribbling on a piece of paper ignoring me.

“Kelly, I’m sorry. I know that it probably doesn’t matter at this point, but I truly am. More sorry than I have ever been about anything in my life. I know that what I did was wrong and I wish that it never happened, but you know how I am. I’m just a stupid little girl that lets other people control her. I know that. You know that. Everybody knows that.” I began, as Kelly’s scribbles turned to just grinding her pen across the paper.

“Kelly, you know that I love you. You’re my big sister. I need you.”

“Then why did you do it, after I told you to watch out for her. What was her name, Shirley?”

“Sherry.”

“Whatever! Shirley, Sherry, I don’t give a fuck what her name is, I told you to stay away and you didn’t. Well, you can just go back to your new girlfriend Shirley…..”

“Sherry.”

“I DON’T GIVE A FLYING FUCK WHAT HER NAME IS! DON’T YOU GET IT? NOW GET THE FUCK AWAY FROM ME! I don’t love you anymore.” She said, as she put head down crying.

“But Kelly!”

She wasn’t going to listen, but I had to keep trying. I couldn’t give up hope of ever getting her back. Maybe if I told her the whole truth. Would she believe it? How could she? Nobody could believe that a story as sensational as that could actually be true. And then there’s Rosie. Should I come clean about her, as well? No, she warned me to stay away from her also, and look what happened.

All I know, is that I broke Kelly’s heart and I don’t know how to fix it.

Kelly acted much the same way the following day. I heard her talking on the phone to one of her friends, asking if they knew of any girls needing a room mate. If she left me, it would just kill me. My life would be ruined.

Now I had to tell Sherry that I was through with her, my brief modeling career over. Should I tell her that I found out that she was just using me, like so many other girls before me? As much as I really wanted to tell her off, I knew that I’m just not that strong of a person and would have probably ended up getting the worst of the confrontation. I knew that I couldn’t do this face to face, so I called.

Ring! Ring!

“Hello?” I heard her voice for the first time since the day before in Mr Stewart’s office, and although I knew that she was evil, it still had an effect on me.

“Hi Sherry, Daisy May.”

“Oh hi! How’s my sweet little girl doing? Ready for tonight?” She asked, in a melodious tone.

“Well, that’s why I’m calling. I don’t think that I’ll be able to model for you anymore.” I began.

“What’s the matter, a scheduling problem. I’m sure that we can work around that.”

“No. I just can’t that’s all.”

“But what about us, Sweety? I really enjoyed what we were doing together afterwords. I’m sure that you did too. Do you want to come by later, and we can have a little fun, just the two of us? I have something special planned for you tonight!”

I knew what her plan was and it included a lot of pain on my end, so I wasn’t all that interested, to say the least!

“No Sherry, I’m done.”

“Are you sure? You do
 know what will happen to me if you don’t!”

Yes, I knew, she would just find another girl to use for her own monetary gratification.

“I think that you’ll be fine without me.”

“But, Mr Stewart has you doing all those things on video. You don’t want people to see what you’ve done, do you Honey?”

“He can do what he likes with the video, I don’t care, I’m not coming back. Goodbye Sherry.”

“Now you listen to me you little cun………………..!!!”
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I hung up on her. It’s time that I stand on my own two feet, and this was the first step. Now that I know who she really is, I started to think about all the others that she has used before I came along. Then, I thought about the innocent ones that will follow! All I’m sure of, is that I really don’t want to piss her off!

At dinnertime, Kelly didn’t want to stay in the room to eat with me and was getting herself ready to go off with her friends.

“Aren’t you going to ask me about the art class?” I asked, trying to strike up a conversation.

“What about it?” She asked, over the sound of the blow dryer on her hair.

“I called Sherry and told her that I wouldn’t be back.” I said, hoping that it might spark something.

“So? What’s that to me?”

“I thought that you might want to know that I wouldn't be seeing her anymore. Ever.” I said.

“Well, I guess you’ll just have to be some other whore’s puppet!” She said snidely, as she put her hair dryer on her dresser and walked past me out the door.

I thought that it might have meant something to her to know that I wouldn’t see Sherry, but realized it would take even more to prove to her that I loved her.

I sat alone that night waiting for Kelly to return. Sherry probably had some other innocent girl showing off her naked body in the name of art. She’ll get the same desperate story that I got and will probably stay late to help out. I wish that I could be there and tell her to run. Run away and don’t stop! Sherry will get hers someday, I thought.

I heard the key jingling in the lock and Kelly walked in. She noticed me in the corner of her eye and turn away to put down her keys and take off the jacket that she wore.

“Did you get something good?” I asked, trying to break the ice.

“What?”

“At the cafeteria, did they have anything good?”

“I didn’t go to the cafeteria, it’s late, I’m going to get ready for bed.” She said, as she headed for the bathroom.

It was hitting me all over again. Her not wanting to talk to me was killing me! What could I do to make her listen, to understand that I am truly sorry and that I would never do anything to hurt her ever again?

It didn’t get any better on Thursday, and it may have been even worse. She got a phone call from one of her friends about someone possibly needing a room mate, and covered up her phone so that I couldn’t hear. I’m afraid that someday I’ll walk in, and she’ll be gone.

Friday morning I decided that I was going to tell her exactly what happened and hope that she listens, because I had the feeling that my time was running short with her and the weekend was coming. She was having her coffee at the table, so I figured I had at least enough time to talk, before she finished her coffee and went out the door.

“Kelly, I need to tell you something. I know that you aren’t talking to me, but just listen for a minute, okay?” I began, as she picked up her cell phone to check the time and toss it back on the table.

“I’ll tell you right from the get go, that I thought that Ms Robinson was attractive the first moment that I saw her. Wait! Wait! Here me out!”

She stood up quickly and I had to stop her from leaving.

I stood in her way, and she rolled her eyes and sat back down.

“I know that I was stupid to have her take advantage of me, but I thought that the modeling job was legitimate. It’s not! Really! She and Mr Stewart, the head of the Art Department, get girls to come in so that they can video tape them and sell it to porn sites.”

“So, that's it? You're a porn star now? I’m out of here!” She went to get up again.

I grabbed her arm to stop her.

“Please listen, they tricked me into doing it! If it doesn’t stop they will exploit every girl that they can!”

“So, if they’re so bad why didn’t you just call the cops? That’s enough with your bullshit. I’m late for class.” She said, waiting for me to reluctantly let go of her arm, and bolting out the door.

Everything went quiet as the door slammed behind her. I was beginning to seriously come to the reality that it was really over. All hope of keeping her was gone. This wasn’t just something that would work it’s way out in time, she wants no part of me anymore. She hates me.

It’s Friday and I knew that the girls wouldn’t be coming over to play cards. Oh, how I will miss them teasing me! I looked forward to dressing up for them, serving them, and entertaining them as they have me perform lewd sex acts. That very important part of my life was over. I deceived my best friend and will now pay for it by losing her.

Fridays were always short with few classes to attend, usually ending around noon. I went to my classes in body only, my mind constantly on how I could fix things with Kelly. If only I wasn’t duped by Sherry, everything would still be going great between us, but now, even if she were to take me back, I knew that I could never regain her trust. It could never be the same between us again.

Fucking Sherry!

I got back to our room a little past twelve and found Kelly already there packing her bags to take off again for the weekend. She didn’t even look my way when entered.

“Going home again for the weekend?” I asked, as I sat down on my bed watching.

“Nothing for me to stay here for.” She snapped back.

Kelly, I….”

“Stop. Please, just stop it, will you?”

“But how can I prove to you that I love you and that I am truly sorry?”

“Prove? There’s nothing to prove. Your actions said it all!” She said, as she slung her backpack over her shoulder, picked up her bag, and headed for the door.

As she headed through the doorway she turned back to me.

“Oh, by the way, I’m moving out on Monday so you might want to start looking for another fool that you can trick into believing in you. I’ll be back Sunday to box up my stuff.” Kelly said, as she took one last look around the room before letting it close behind her.

That was it. She was leaving me for real! I just sat and cried my eyes out. She had already found another place to live and there was no way to get her back. I thought about Sherry and how this was all her fault. I know that I’m the stupid one that fell for it, but she hurts people and doesn’t care at all. The more that I thought about it the more my sorrow turned to anger. I wanted to get back at her for what she did to me, what she did to all the others, and decided that I was going to do something about t.

Should I call the campus police? No. A lot of them just want to be real cops but can’t make the cut. Besides, they may even be in on it with her. How about the local police? No. There isn’t much of a police force here in town, and I wouldn’t be surprised if this is too big for them, and they would only screw it up.

The FBI? That’s it! I see on the news that they get cases like this all the time, and with the amount of evidence available they should be able to do something. So, I made an anonymous call and told the investigator that they transferred me to the entire story of how Sherry seduced me, how she lied about being in trouble to coerce me into performing sex acts for her, and how Mr Stewart set up the cameras to make videos of us to sell on those porn sites. The investigator sounded very interested and wanted to know every sordid detail that I could give him.

We talked for over an hour, and he gave me his private number in case I could think of anything else to tell him. Once I hung up, I began to get nervous about what they would do to me, if they ever found out that it was me that turned them in. I would definitely have to leave school then!

The following morning, I could see a lot of commotion on the courtyard with students running across the grass toward the other side. I went out to find that they were all heading for the Arts Building, where men in suits were removing box upon box of evidence and putting it all in an FBI van.

Being a Saturday, it wasn’t a surprise that I saw no sign of either Sherry or Mr Stewart, but I knew that they would be getting a visit at their homes very shortly, if not already. Later that day, I saw that the story made national news. How they found so much evidence to prosecute them, that they posted bail at one million dollars each. Considering the seriousness of the charges, I felt good that I did what I did to stop them from hurting any more young women.

I never said a word to anyone that I was the one that blew the whistle on them and the FBI never found out that it was me either. They had more than enough evidence to convict them without any more help from me.

When I got back to my room, after the excitement had died down, it was quiet and lonely. I may have saved the day by getting Sherry arrested, but Kelly was still gone from my life, and that to me, was more important than anything.

I puttered around for the rest of the day Saturday and spent a lot of time checking for news updates. By Sunday, I decided to try to get out of my funk, so after sleeping late and having breakfast, I pulled my vibrator and the exhibitionism magazine out of my drawer and hopped back up on my bed, still wearing just my night time t-shirt.

I flipped through pages of naked girls being obscene in public, showing their pussies to unsuspecting strangers, and stopped when I came to the picture of the young girl on her hands and knees. Her ass was raised high in the air as if offering it to the viewer. Her legs were parted just enough that you could see inside of her pretty pussy. Her head was turned back toward the camera, and she had the most devilish smile on her face. She knew exactly what she was doing to me.

I put the vibrator against my cunt and turned it on as I fantasized, not about the girl in the picture, but about how I looked exactly that very same way to Mr Stewart when he walked in on us the other day. I remembered how hot it got me when he came in and saw me that way and that I remained that way just so that he could get a really good look, even though I could have easily covered up.

The vibrator began to have its effect on me as I turned the pages, imagining that it was me in each of the debauched positions that I saw. I took my time enjoying the sensation, as I leisurely studied each picture carefully. It must have been a good hour before I felt the urge to cum as I pressed the vibrator hard against my clit.

It was exactly what I needed to relax and relieve some of the stress that had been building up inside these past few days. I felt much better after that. It took my mind off some of my problems and I felt refreshed, so I decided to clean up my room in case a new room mate wanted to come and check it out, once Kelly was gone.

As I put away the vibrator, I saw the French Maid outfit in the drawer, bringing back those great memories of when I would wear it for Kelly and her friends. I picked it up and held it out in front of myself as I reminisced. I loved those Friday nights and decided that it wouldn’t hurt to wear it while I cleaned.

As I vacuumed I had to turn up the stereo to hear my music over the hum of the machine. It felt good to be wearing the maid’s outfit again, and I began to dance around to the music using the vacuum as my dance partner. I started to shake it pretty good knowing that my bare bottom might be showing beneath the hem of the ultra short skirt, and took it to the extreme as I stuck it out teasing my imaginary audience. 

“What’s this all about?” I heard someone shout over the noise.

I quickly spun around to find Kelly standing in the doorway with bags in each hand, and a scowl on her face, so I shut off the vacuum and just stood not knowing what to do. Then something incredible happened! She slowly began to smile, dropping her bags at her sides and opening her arms wide for me.

“Really?” I mouthed to her, thinking that this couldn’t be actually happening.

She nodded her head, and her smile grew even wider. She wanted me back. She really
 wanted me back! I was so happy to see her, that I hugged her as tightly as I could. It had to be the happiest moment of my life. The wave of emotions running through my body was incredible, knowing that I had Kelly back after all that had happened.

It was quite obvious to me that she had seen the news reports about Sherry’s arrest and realized that I had been telling her the truth all along. She had to know that it was me that blew the whistle on them, and she also knew that I must have done it to prove to her how much I loved her. She never had to ask me if I was the one that turned them in, and never mentioned to anyone else that I had ever modeled for Sherry’s class at all! 

“Hey there girl! What do we have here?” She asked teasingly, as she held me at arms length to get a good look at me. “Aren’t we forgetting something?”

I was crying with joy as I looked down at my outfit, and didn’t notice anything missing. I was even wearing the thigh high stockings and white garters that showed below my very short skirt.

“No Ma’am. I don’t think so.” I replied, as I sniffled and wiped away my tears.

“Where is your cap, young lady? How can you be a proper maid and serve me, without your cap on your head?” She asked, with a wink.

I happily played along, and put my hand on my head to find that she was right.

“Sorry Ma’am. I’ll have it on in a jiffy!” I ran and pulled the little white cap out of my drawer and put it on my head, adjusting it while I scurried quickly back to stand properly before her for further inspection.

Now my outfit was complete, if you don’t count my breasts nearly hanging out and my naked butt barely covered by my short skirt.

“You do
 understand that there must be some form of punishment for your incompetence, don’t you?” She asked, with a sly grin on her face.

I loved this little game that she was playing with me and was excited to see where it was headed.

“I brought a birthday card from home to give to my friend Jen. She lives all
 the
 way
 across campus, but I’m too tired from the trip to go over there and give it to her right now. What should I do?” She looked down into my eyes. “Oh, I have an idea! Would you be a dear, and run over there to drop it off for me?”

“But Ma’am. That’s quite a walk from here, and it’s broad daylight! Surely, you want me to change before I go.”

I imagined myself outside dressed as I was, with my bare bottom nearly peeking out from under my tiny skirt and my breasts bouncing and swaying behind my apron with each step as I walk, dangerously close to being exposed if I wasn’t careful. It would require that I cross the quad in plain view of the whole school dressed as a French Maid, and the thought of having to do that, caused me to start to shake.

“I think that you look just fine the way that you are, dear. You don’t want to disobey my order and disappoint Jen on her birthday now, do you? Well?” She asked, with her hands on her hips and a stern look on her face.

“But you don’t….I mean you can’t...you really want everyone to see me like this?” I pleaded. “I can’t do that, can I? There are so many people out there!” I said, glancing out the window.

My nerves were getting the best of me, and I was on the verge of tears. 

“You know, Daisy May, I did a lot of thinking while I was away, and it dawned on me that I have been holding you back, maybe taking things too slow with you. It’s about time that we ramp things up, take some risks, and see just how far you can go with this. What do you say?”

She reached down under my skirt, put her hand under my pussy, and brought it up to her face for examination.

“Aha! Just what I thought. You’re getting aroused just thinking about doing it, aren’t you? Aren’t you?”

She held her glistening wet fingers up for me to see, and I couldn’t deny it.

“Yes.” I sobbed, with my head low with shame.

“That’s what I thought, you dirty little girl. So, from now on young lady, I won’t hold back anymore. NO LIMITS!” She said, grabbing me by the shoulders and shaking me for encouragement.

“Now, get out there and deliver this letter to Jen, and if she wants you to do some special chores for her while you’re there, I don’t want to hear that you gave her any trouble about it. Understand?”

“Yes Ma’am.”

I took the envelope and slowly walked toward the door, still dressed as a French Maid, still trembling, and took a deep breath as I began to open it.

“Daisy May?” Kelly called, just as I was stepping through the doorway.

“Yes?”

“I love you.”

“I love you too, Kelly!” I replied, as I headed out the door.

That was what I have been dying to hear her say, So, with my head held high, I walked out the door into the bright sunshine to do that one thing that I was born to do!
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The End!
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We hope that you enjoy this book and recommend the following
 HOT
 titles for you as well!
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Be sure to read this
 hot
 Exhibitionist series from where it all began!



Exhibitionist Wife Training (3 Book Series)
 

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!


Candy couldn’t wait to tell her husband about her vacation plans to the sunny shores of a little know place called Maspalomas. Her unsuspecting husband could never have imagined what actually takes place there and watches helplessly as his loving wife becomes a total whore for any man as she lies waiting on open display. This one is for mature readers only!


Exhibitionist Wife Training: Candy Becomes a Wife Gone Wild on Her Beach Vacation! (Exhibitionist Candy Book 6)
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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!


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 wife!

This time she goes too far!



Exhibitionist Wife Training: Exposing Candy At The 24 Hour Truck Stop!
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Why would her husband leave her bound naked in the woods at night where any man could find her?



Find their author page
 here
 to see what other great titles are available.



Exhibitionist Wife Training: Exposing Candy To My Friends During Our Super Bowl Party! (Exhibitionist Candy Book 5)


[image: ]
Candy is at it again with another mind blowing story of this little hotwife as her husband plans for a party with her as the entertainment! This is a first time team up with Candy and her good friend Amy. You won’t want to miss what they can do together. Hot!


AWAKENING OF BRIE (7 Book Series)
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Brie wanted to be just like any other woman but there was something inside of her that she couldn’t control. When her husband discovered her secret he pushed her to the limit. He soon discovered that she has no limits and has no choice but to accept her as a wanton whore that can’t say no to any man that wants her!

For mature readers only!
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