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



Secret Sex Club For The Lonely Housewife

What Does Your Wife Do When You Go To Work?


Men have always had their own outlets for sex. With strip clubs, adult book stores, and massage parlors everywhere, there is no shortage of opportunities for a male to engage in whatever source of pleasure that he desires. Wouldn’t it be nice to know if there was a place that a female could get that same satisfaction? Finally, there is that one place for women only to go to and fulfill any fantasy that she ever dreamed of. A place that is safe and discrete, where men will desire them and their husbands will never know. I found such a place and it changed my life forever!

As a thank you to our readers, there will be a picture of Marie in action as our special bonus to you following this story!


Chapter 1- Eavesdropping at the hair salon really opened my eyes!


H
eather took my hand and walked me through the door and out onto, what I had perceived to be, a stage. The pounding beat of Rave music thundered through my chest like a sonic engine, keeping me unaware of my surroundings. Her soft warm hand was the only contact that I had with the outside world as the blindfold took away my senses. The audience consists of twenty or thirty men who sit no more than a couple of feet from the stage.

Oh God.

They came to see me!

I am wearing the “way too short” cowl neck mini dress, that I bought yesterday just for this moment. My breasts sway from side to side as I walk, and I can feel the top shift which causes my naked breasts to peek out in turn, exposing each extended nipple briefly to the crowd. First one, and then the other, would slip out into view, and I was helpless to stop it!

We pause, and Heather guides my hand down so that I can feel the silk sheet covering the bed, which is there alone on the small stage, before letting go and leaving me.

My hand instinctively reaches out for her, but she is gone!

I swear that I can feel the hot breath of the men sitting in the front row, mere inches away, rising up my short skirt. I tried to back away toward the bed for more room, but I was already there!

I've always been a good girl. Just a normal housewife, actually. How can I be here to do this? It was just my secret fantasy wasn't it? But wait, this is real! Men have paid to see me do things, nasty things for their own pleasure, but can I really go through with it?

It all started just a few days ago, which now feels like it was in an entirely different life.

Please don't judge me until you hear my story. Let me go back to the beginning, and I'll explain.

As the sunlight reflected off of the mirror on my vanity, through an infinitesimally small crack in the blinds, it brightened the bedroom like a spotlight. I had to roll over and bury my face in my pillow to shield my eyes from the intense light. I knew it was time to get up, and unlike most mornings lately, I had reason. An appointment with a hair stylist wouldn't sound like much to most, but it gives me something to look forward to in my increasingly boring life.

Sitting up in my bed I rubbed the sleep from my eyes before pushing the blanket away. I spun my body to the edge of the mattress, placed my feet in my slippers, and stood in what could appear to be one easy motion. There has been a need for me to do something to break the boredom, and having this appointment filled that need!

Looking back, life wasn't always this way for me. I married Sherman when I was 25, two years after graduating college. Sherman was one of my professors while in my sophomore year and he told me later that he was taken by me the first day that we met. I was a typical college student having plenty of friends, going on dates, and partying like everyone else. Having an admirer twice my age never entered my mind. As my sophomore year progressed it became apparent that I was being singled out more and more by my teacher. He was never forward toward me, but it was the subtle things, like giving me advice after class and praising me for a job well done when I did well on tests or showed improvement with my grades. By the end of the year we became friends. I would confide in him about things at home or relationships at school and he always gave me answers that eased my mind and gave me confidence.

It was school policy for professors never to date students under any circumstances, and with him having a reputation of high standing in the school he would never risk losing his job and his livelihood by breaking the rules. We would, however, meet for coffee and occasionally talk over the phone in the years to follow. I began having deep feelings for him and found him a more fitting partner than the immature students that I had been dating. Don't get me wrong, I still dated other students and had sex as often as everyone else, but my heart belonged to a man that was there for me whenever I needed someone to talk to. He would always listen and advise me on the right path to take.

During the Summer of my graduation I decided to give Sherman a call. We talked for hours and it became evident that I really missed that he wasn't nearby, and knew that my life would be better having him around.

He lost his wife a few years before meeting me and didn't think that anyone could ever replace her, but there was something missing in his life. He needed that “someone to talk to” even if it were only about the trivial day to day routine, so before our conversation ended he arranged for me to come to visit at his house near the campus.

I never left him again.

After living together for 2 years we got married. It didn't matter that he was twenty five years older than me, we were in love. Companionship was more important than sex to Sherman, and I never pressured him into it.

That was over ten years ago.

He still teaches at the college. I had a good job for the first couple of years before and after we were married, but when the recession of '08 came along I lost my job and never could find anything lasting to replace it. I had resigned myself to becoming a housewife.

It all started off well enough. I had time for housework, exercise, and sunning by the pool on a warm Summer day, but I lacked companionship and a sense of purpose which I had earlier in our marriage. I still loved Sherman and would do anything for him, but the age difference was beginning to come into play.

We lived in an old Brownstone house on a street lined with Brownstones just off campus. Our neighbors were mostly other professors or professionals that worked at the University and were mostly older and, frankly, out of my league.  The social events that we would sometimes attend were boring dress up affairs that I hated with a passion.

Our marriage began to hit the skids.

I was still energetic in my mid thirties while he was showing his age at a time where men start to think about retirement. His libido had slowed down considerably as mine was truly racing!

Having so much free time, I would often spend much of it reading erotic stories on the internet, taking care of my own needs whenever the urge struck. I was particularly aroused by stories of women that exposed themselves to strangers in public places whether intentionally or by accident along with those of women allowing themselves to helplessly be used by men they did not know.

It came to the point where I wouldn't push my husband for sex at all because of the disappointment of being turned down by him from working too many hours, or just from lack of interest. His work was his passion and it was pretty much a foregone conclusion that our love life together was over. He did his thing and left me to do mine.

Toward the end our sex was just “going through the motions” plus it just was not as enjoyable as when I brought myself off with masturbation.

It became an almost daily routine. Once my housework was done I had the rest of the day to read erotic stories, usually of women caught exposing themselves. It would always end up, once I couldn't hold back any longer, with me masturbating on my bed or desk chair in front of my computer.

A couple of times I got a little bolder when the pool man came by. I would be on my lounge chair in a bikini reading something hot about a woman in that very same situation. In the story she would remove her swim suit and lay naked as the man would work around her. It would usually end with the man losing control and crawling up between her legs to bring her off with his mouth or hard cock.

Once I thought that our pool man caught me when I was reading one particularly steamy story on my Kindle. Lost in my reading, I had completely forgotten where I was and closed my eyes. My hand slid up my bare stomach, shiny with tanning lotion, and rested on my breast. My nipple was hard and easily stretched the soft fabric of my Bikini top, trying to poke through. I was squeezing it between my ring and middle fingers. Oh, how I wanted to cum right there.

Suddenly I heard a sound right beside me!

I looked up to find that the pool man was looking down at me with a broad smile on his face. I pulled my hand away and covered the screen on my Kindle. He had been watching me and wanted a closer look, but made like he just wanted to ask me a question. Getting nervous and a little self conscious, I quickly covered myself with my towel and answered his question while heading back to the house.

I was so embarrassed….and aroused!

How long had he been watching? What did he see me do? Does he know what I was reading? I know that I had to shift my Bikini bottom a few times but what if I exposed my pussy to him? Is it possible that I did this on purpose?

Dashing toward my bedroom and dropping the towel on the way, I skinned down my Bikini bottom and fell on the bed. My hand dove down to my warm moist pussy and rubbed back and forth as hard and fast as I could as the other slipped up under my top to free my right breast. I pinched my still hard nipple and pulled, stretching and twisting it to feel that pleasurable pain that I needed to get me off.

In the heat of passion I couldn't hold back and spoke under my breath.

“What did you see, Baby? Did you see this dirty girl touching herself for you? Did I slip and show you my pussy? Are you hard from watching me? Want to pull out your big cock and fuck me? Oh, Baby, I'm cumming!”

I came loudly!

It was almost as if I wanted the man to hear me. To know what I was doing. Afterward I prayed that he didn't. What was happening to me? This wasn't me. I had always been a proper “good girl” but the free time and lack of the right kind of companionship changed my thought process when I was alone.

I laid on the bed to collect my thoughts. My bottoms were still on the floor and my top pulled to the side exposing my breast.

I had considered having an affair, but was always afraid of getting caught along with the shame that it would bring for my husband.

I was stuck in a loveless, sexless marriage.

Back to the present day, I daydreamed while finishing my morning coffee and my eyes followed the kitchen wall as if in a trance but stopped as the clock came into focus. As I gazed at the hands of the clock I realized that I had better get moving or I will be late for the appointment with my hair stylist!

Gulping down the rest of my coffee, I placed the breakfast plate in the sink and rushed back up to my bedroom for a quick shower before dressing.

I arrived at the salon with a few minutes to spare. Sandy, my stylist, still had a few things to do on the woman in the chair, so I took a seat nearby. Sandy acknowledged me with a smile and continued a conversation that she was having with the young woman that she was working on.

“So, as I was saying, it's called the Lonely Housewives Fantasy Club.” The woman in the chair said, as she continued her conversation with the stylist. “All you have to do is go down there and check it out.”

I had no idea what she was talking about, but the topic certainly got my attention!

“So you say that you know someone that has actually done this?” Asked Sandy.

“Look. All I can tell you is what she told me. I don't know if she really did it or not, but they bring you into a room full of men and it is up to you what you do from there. You have to sign some papers and such, but I guess if you're not getting it at home you can get what you want there. She even gave me a business card! I'll leave it with you if you want so that you can pass it on. Lord knows Leon gives me more sex than I can handle at home anyway.” She said with a chuckle and wry smile.

Sandy finished up with the woman and helped her from the chair as she is handed the business card. They whispered a couple of words between them before the woman grabbed her pocketbook and left the shop. Sandy turned and looked at the card for a few seconds before putting it face down on her work counter. She turned to me and gave me a nod to get in the chair.

Not a word is spoken for a few minutes as we both try to digest the information that we had just heard. I was intrigued and had to find out more before she was done with my hair, so I had to break the ice now!

“So, uh, how have you been, Sandy?” I started.

“Oh fine. Things have been going well. I'm getting married next month.” She replied with a smile, as she spoke to my reflection in the mirror.

We chatted for a while about the wedding and trivial things, but I had to find out more about the club that the other woman was talking about.

“I guess that you won't be needing that bored housewife club any time soon.” I said jokingly in a nervous voice, hoping to get a discussion going.

Sandy stopped and looked at me in the mirror for a few seconds before answering.

“You know? I've been thinking about it since Liz mentioned it.” She said in a hushed tone.

Well at least I now knew the name of the other woman.

“I don't know why nobody has ever thought of this before! Until now it's always been about the guys. Now there is a place where women can do things that they may have always wanted to do and nobody has to know about it!” Her excitement was evident.

She stopped talking and wondered if she was saying too much not knowing how I would feel about it.

“I agree. It's about time. So how does it work?” I asked.

Sandy smiled and got right into it as if there was nothing holding her back any longer. Her eyes panned the mirror looking back and forth to see if there was anyone nearby that could over hear, and then bent down closer to my ear to speak in little more than a whisper.

“Okay, Liz said that she knows someone that actually went there. It's downtown in an area that I've passed by many times, but I have never noticed anything like that down there myself. You make an appointment to go down and speak to someone who explains exactly what you need to know. They will ask you what you would like to do when your actual time comes up. Her friend always fantasized about being a stripper. You have to bring your own props or costume, whatever, and the rest is up to you. Men pay to watch and you don't have to make any contact with them or anything. She said that they come especially to see the newbies. They can see the pros at the strip joints anytime, but to see a woman on stage that could be anyone, a neighbor, teacher, or even a member of their church, show their privates on stage is the real thrill!” Sandy stopped short as a customer stepped into the shop and walked past to see another stylist.

“So these men can see who you are? What if word gets out? I don't know about this.” I whispered, once the coast was clear.

“She said that most of the women wear some kind of mask or something so that nobody will know who they are. I've never heard of anybody going there to watch before so I would really doubt that anyone there would recognize you anyway. She even said that some of the women, once they get comfortable doing it, won't wear any disguise at all! It really heightens the thrill for them that they might be discovered. There are some hardcore exhibitionists out there.” Sandy laughed, as she moved to the other side of the chair.

“I don't think that I could go out there and let the world know who I am like that.” I replied.

Sandy laughed.

“So, you're telling me that you would do it if you could wear a mask?” A shrewd smile appeared on the young woman's face as she looked me right in the eyes.

My face turned beet red as I broke eye contact and looked down at my lap.  Does Sandy think that I would really do something like this? Our brief silence gave me time to think. What an erotic thing to do, I thought. Would I actually go through with such a thing as Sandy implied? My sex life was nowhere at this point and my days are filled with emptiness, but could I get naked in front of a group of strangers?

“Earth to Marie! Earth to Marie! Are you still with us?” Sandy joked, as she removed the hair cloth that covered my lap.

I had drifted for a moment and the time flew by. My hair was done and it was time to leave. But I had so many questions.

I had to know more!

I handed Sandy some money and a bit more for the tip, but my eyes where fixed on the card that was face down on the counter.

“Thanks again Sandy. Great job as always.”

I just stood there for an awkward moment trying to come up with the right words.

“Uh, Sandy, do you think that I can see that card before I go? I'm just curious.” My eyes were still fixed on the card as Sandy picked it up and handed it to the me. 

“Sure. I would let you keep it, but I think that it will be a great conversation topic today.”

She handed the card to me and I flipped it over to read it. All it said was “LHFC Inc.” in bold print on the front with the web site address at the bottom. That was it. Nothing about the location or phone number or even what kind of business that it was. It was easy enough to remember if I ever had a mind to look it up when I got home.

I thanked Sandy again and headed out the door. It has always been my routine to go shopping after I had my hair done. I felt that I looked good and wanted to show it off a little bit. God knows that Sherman won't want to take me out whenever he gets home from work, so I take it upon myself to head down to the mall to do a little shopping.

Walking around in the stores gave me time to think about my conversation with Sandy. Could I really do something like that even if it were true? As I walked I began to notice other women. Specifically how they were dressed. Some looked nice in just jeans and a top as I did, but the ones that really stood out had on short dresses and heels. They were the ones getting the attention and it made me wonder why I didn't deserve this too!

I thought about those erotic stories of other women exposing themselves and wondered if some of these other women walking around have ever done such things. If I could ever do it myself. My body began to feel flushed as fantasies raced through my mind.

As I walked through a department store I entered a section that catered to younger women so I decided to stop and see what they had. All of the mannequins wore very sexy dresses or tight tops and short skirts.

Looking through the racks, I found them filled with dresses that I had never seen before. One skimpier than the other and every one of them sexy.

I took a short dress off of one of the racks and held it up as I looked at myself in the mirror. The dress was much shorter than anything that I had ever worn before and would show off way too much cleavage, but it did make me think.

What if men paid to see my wearing this dress, or better yet, paid to watch me take it off? Could I really do it?

I looked around to see if anyone was watching and took it into the dressing room to try it on. I didn't want anyone to see that I would be interested in such a thing, but I had to give it a try.

I removed my jeans and top and slipped the dress on over my head. There wasn't much to it, but it looked silly with the bra on so I slipped the thin straps back off my shoulders and removed it. When I had the dress on completely I looked in the mirror and smirked. I looked absolutely stunning!

The hem of the dress came to no lower than about six inches below my crotch. The neckline showed off much of my cleavage. My face got flush and my body began to tingle with excitement. If someone were to walk in right at that moment and see me, I didn't know what I would do!

I had never worn anything so revealing in my life, and I knew that I could never wear it in front of people, but something told my to buy it nonetheless.

I was highly aroused and couldn't wait to get home now. I needed to take care of myself while I had time before my husband came home. On the way home the traffic seemed to be going much too slow. The red lights too long. By the time that I got in the driveway I couldn't wait any longer and dashed into the house hoping that one of the neighbors wouldn't see me and want to stop and chat.

Throwing my car keys on the table I ran upstairs and took off my jeans and top. Next came the bra again. When I looked down at my panties I could see that I was already wet from my pent up excitement, and they would certainly have to go also. I removed the dress from the shopping bag and slipped it over my head.

There I was. A beautiful, young, and sexy woman for the world to see!

I imagined myself entering a room full of strangers. Their eyes fixed on my body. Much of my breasts were exposed. A slight whisper of wind could easily flip the hem of my skirt up revealing my pussy. Turning away I bent at the waist to see the soft white flesh of my bottom just starting to reveal itself.

“Oh God, if someone could just see me right now!” I whispered to myself.

Falling back on the bed my right hand went quickly to my vagina. It was flush with excitement and slippery. My pussy gets wet at the drop of a hat and always seems to leak much more than I think it should. Two fingers went inside easily as my other hand came up between the thin material of the dress and my breast.

I pushed the top to one side exposing one of my still firm 36C breasts. The nipple was rock hard as I rolled it between my finger and thumb and pinched it. Hard!

“Ohhhh...” I cooed through pursed lips.

I began working my pussy harder as my hand began making slapping sounds as it came down hard on it's wetness.  I added a third finger. My mind was a blur. All that I could think about was a group of strangers standing over me right at that moment watching me pleasuring myself.

Would they touch themselves as they watch? I wondered. Or even take out their hard cocks and masturbate as I drove my hand deeper and deeper inside myself?

The thought of men getting that excited about watching me doing dirty things to myself was all that I could take.

“Oh my God!!”

I let out a throaty groan and my head turned from side to side as I came to a thunderous orgasm. My legs quivered and my ass bucked up against my working hand as wave upon wave came over my body.

Finally I clamped my legs together tightly with my hand still deep inside of me and rolled over to the side. My body would still spasm occasionally for the next few minutes as I tried to catch my breath.

I stayed in that position for several minutes as my mind raced. I knew that was the best orgasm that I had in a long time but felt guilty that it came from a fantasy and not my own husband.

Why the guilt?

It was just fantasy wasn't it? It wasn't like I cheated on him or anything, was it? What if I did go to this Fantasy Club, would that be cheating? I had much to think about but I still had a few minutes to savor the feelings that I had right then.

I was a sight to behold. Lying on my back. My short dress raised just enough to show off the matted and wet fur covering my sex. One breast was totally exposed. My new hairdo gone as my hair covered my face and pillow.

I couldn't wait to see what tomorrow brings!


Chapter 2- Meeting Roxanne at the Lonely Housewives Fantasy Club.


I
 heard my husband's car leave the driveway and rolled over to check the time on the clock over on my night stand. It was only 6:30 and I never got up this early, but I didn't get any sleep last night, so there was no reason to stay in bed any longer. My mind was racing all night thinking about the Lonely Housewives Fantasy Club. I hopped out of bed, started my laptop, and made myself a cup of coffee in record time.

I had to go to the web site to find out the details right now or I thought I would die! Not wanting Sherman to see what I was doing I played it safe by waiting until morning, but the anticipation was killing me. Typing in the web address, I sipped my coffee as the page loaded.

The home screen was filled with beautiful flowers and bright colors. It told about a woman's needs and desires in ways that only another woman would understand. Nowhere did it mention sex in the way that I was expecting. It told of a wife's loneliness while being left home alone day after day as her husband went off into the real world interacting with real people. How after years of disappointment their husbands would come home too tired to satisfy her needs as she was left to fend for herself.

A place for a woman to act out her own private fantasies that she could never share with anyone else.

I found it classy and passionate. Not at all as dirty or erotic as I thought it would be. It was aimed toward women that were lonely and needed something more in their life. The next page went on to tell what these women deserve and how to go about getting it in a “safe and sane” environment.

It goes on to say that you can make any fantasy come true and you shouldn't feel guilt or anxiety for doing it. There is a picture of a beautiful smiling woman wearing a light blue night gown reaching for a butterfly as a visual metaphor.

The following page goes on to say that you can have a happier, more fulfilled life by calling the phone number listed to make an appointment for a consultation. It also states that the service is totally free to any woman regardless of age, race, size, or handicap.

I sat back in my chair a little confused. “This doesn't sound like some erotic sex club.” I thought. Maybe the woman at the salon had things all mixed up. There were no other pages to click to for more information so I had to decide for myself if I should call the number.

Could it be a scam?

Could I be in any danger going down there alone?

No hours were listed anywhere on the web site but I was pretty sure that nobody would be there to answer the phone at this early hour, so I made another cup of coffee while I gave it more thought.

The web site calmed my excitement somewhat. It wasn't at all what I was expecting so it gave me time for pause. After eating breakfast and cleaning up the kitchen I went about my usual routine of exercising and showering before I dressed for the day. It wasn't typical for me to be up and ready at such an early hour, and I couldn't believe how much I got done with so much time left in the day.

After what seemed to be one of the longest mornings in my life already I looked up at the clock one last time to find that it was just past 9:00, and decided to make the call. I nervously picked up my cell phone and took a deep breath. The web site was still open on my laptop as I started making the call.

Just as the call was going through I pressed the hangup button on my phone!

“What am I doing?” I thought. “I can't seriously go through with this can I? It was just a fantasy wasn't it? And what about poor Sherman?”

I sat with my arms crossed on the kitchen table and my head buried between them. My thumb was resting on the “hangup” button on the cell which was still in my hand. With my mind racing I tried to weigh the pluses and minuses of going through with the call.

After several minutes of stressful self-deliberation I came up with the decision to make the call. What could it hurt to find out the details? Nothing said that I had to go down there today right?

I raised my head and pressed the “send” button on the phone. Taking another deep breath I put the phone to my ear.

“Good morning. Can I help you?” The voice on the phone was that of a woman. It was pleasant and sounded very professional, but made no mention of who she was or if I even had called the right number.

I hesitated for a moment not knowing what to say.

“Hello, are you there?” Asked the woman.

“Oh, I'm sorry. Is this the right number for the, uh, woman’s club?” I had a hard time finding the right words.

“Yes it is. Can I help you with something?”

“I'm a little nervous but just wanted to call and ask a few questions if that's OK.”

“Please don't be. I'm used to it. Did someone refer you to us? Do you know why we're here?” The woman didn't come across as pushy but continued asking the questions in a calming tone.

“Yes, my hairdresser told me about you, but I'm not sure that it is really for me. Just thought I would find out what it's all about.”

“Well we are here to help women fulfill something that has been missing from their lives that they could never do on their own. We provide a safe and clean environment for you to act out any fantasy that you want. We are very discrete and never give information out to third parties. You will have to come down in person before I can give you any more information. Would you like to make an appointment now, or do you want to think it over and call me back?” She didn't sound like she was trying to rush my decision or talk me into doing something that I wasn't too sure about, which made me feel a little better about the whole idea.

“If I decided to come down who would I see?”

“Oh, that would be me. My name is Roxanne and I run this side of the business. I'm here in my office every day between 9 and 12 to meet new clients. I've been pretty booked up lately, but I do have an opening for 11 this morning if you would like. Otherwise my next appointment won't be for a few days. I've got someone waiting for me right now, but if you want to come in today and talk we can set that up now. It's entirely up to you.”

I could tell that I was holding the woman up and made a quick decision.

“OK sure, Roxanne, I can make it for 11 today.”

The woman gave me the address and directions and hung up the phone. I quickly brought up a map on the internet and found that the office was in the heart of the downtown area in the business district. I had imagined that it could have been in a more seedy area, but was again relieved to find that it wasn't.

Now I had little time to waste as I got myself ready, jumped in the car, and headed into the city. The traffic was a bit congested but I made it there with time to spare.

After leaving the car in a nearby parking garage I headed toward my destination. Still a little early, I walked by the building which is one of the largest in town. I could tell right away that this wasn't the kind of place where I would go to fulfill a fantasy, so there had to be another location for that.

After walking for a while more, I decided that it was time to go in and find the office. There was a huge automatic revolving door at the entrance leading to a large and very busy foyer. I walked past a security guard at his post just inside and headed for the information desk.

“Can I help you?” asked the well dressed man at the desk.

I didn't know what to say at first. Would this man judge me if I asked for directions to the club?

“I'm looking for the LHFC office.” I said, trying not to make eye contact.

“Do you have a contact name?” He asked, while looking at a computer monitor.

“Yes. Roxanne. My name is Marie.” I said, as I tried to peer over his shoulder to see the screen.

“Oh yes. I see you have an 11 o'clock appointment. Just take that elevator to the 7th
 floor. Number 711. The office will be right in front of you.” With that he shifted his attention to the next person waiting.

“That wasn't bad at all.” I thought. I wondered if he even knew what the business does.

As I rode the elevator up I checked myself to be sure that I looked okay, took a deep breath, and exhaled just as the doors opened. As the man said, the office was right in front of me. I opened the door and walked in. There was a small sign on the wall saying “PLEASE BE SEATED”. It was a small waiting area with only 6 chairs. All nice upholstered chairs. Not like in a doctor's office.

I sat down and got comfortable.

I wasn't as nervous as I thought I might be. Maybe it was taking everything in with the building and all that has taken my mind off my reasons for being there in the first place.

Suddenly the inside office door opened and a woman stepped out still talking to someone inside. She turned and saw me sitting in my chair. With a bright smile on her face she gave me a nod as if to say that I will be happy with what I hear inside.

As the woman walked past to leave I could see that she looked like any ordinary person, probably mid forties and a little over weight. My guess was that she was probably dressed a little nicer than she may have been accustomed to. My eyes followed her until she stepped through the door and closed it behind her.

“Marie?”

A bit startled, I turned my head to see a woman standing in the open doorway to the inner office.

“I'm Roxanne. You can come in now.” The woman said.

She was wearing a black top and a red skirt that wrapped tightly around her ample derriere. She dressed similar to the way that other business women dressed in this part of town. I would call it “business sexy”.

I stood up and followed her into the office. Nothing out of the ordinary was seen. The office was clean and well kept with plants by the window and a spectacular view.

A large picture was on the wall directly behind her desk. On it depicted a young woman shown from the rear looking out over the ocean watching the sun set. She appeared to be naked with the caption written in the bright blue sky “Follow Your Dreams.” It was tastefully done and I caught myself glancing over at it many times during our meeting. 

Roxanne went around the desk to sit in her chair, and smiling, motioned for me to take a seat on the opposite side.

“I suppose that you have many questions for me.” Roxanne said, as she shuffled some papers on her desk to get them out of the way. Her reading glasses rode low on her nose as she looked over them to speak.

“Yes Roxanne, I do.”

“Please call me Roxy. Everyone else does.” She replied with a chuckle.

She made me feel relaxed and comfortable. Again, not at all what I expected.

“Oh. Almost forgot. Just as a formality I will need you to look this over and sign it. It asks if you are a member of any law enforcement agency and that everything that we say here today will be held in the strictest confidence. It basically protects your privacy as well as my business.” Roxanne passed a form over for me to read and turned her chair to gaze out the window to allow me time to go over it.

I took my time reading just to be sure that I wasn't being tricked into signing something that I shouldn't. Most of what I read was to help the client and stated that the business could not share my information or image with anyone without my consent. It also states that I will be acting under my own free will and may opt out at any time.

I signed in the appropriate place and passed it back to Roxanne.

“There. Now with that out of the way we can talk more freely.” She took the papers and put them in a file folder on her desk. “What brought you here today? Is there something missing from your life? Has your spouse lost interest in your needs or are you just looking to fulfill a desire that you have always had?”

She wasted no time in getting things going now that the formalities were over with.

“I was told that you can make a woman's fantasies come true. My husband, and I love him dearly, is nearly twice my age. We never make love anymore. It's more about companionship at this point. His mind is always on his work and I'm left home alone everyday. I know that it isn't right coming here, but if I could just once, act out a fantasy that I have it might satisfy this need that I feel. Otherwise, who knows, maybe some guy will come along and I'll end up doing something that I regret.” I let my feelings all out on the table.

Roxanne smiled and removed her glasses to let them hang from the gold chain around her neck.

“Marie. You're not telling me anything that I don't hear half a dozen times a day. It's for women like you that I started this business. Before now everything has always been for the guys. We started off with a little mom and pop adult novelty store. That expanded into selling sexy clothing and video. Now we have several stores as well as three exotic dance clubs and several web sites that you may already go to on occasion.” She paused to catch me blush and look away.

“I thought so.” She said with a laugh.

“The only thing that was missing is the ladies. There was never any thought for the ladies. I wondered what I could do for them. Then it dawned on me that women have fantasies too! I then spoke to my husband about it and he let me run with my idea. We separated each part of the business into different entities just in case of problems, and as you can see, it worked. Now, back to my fantasy club, it is located in a different building here in town. The building also houses our novelty store as well as video booths, a larger cinema, and rooms for other more intimate functions. There is a separate private entrance for the ladies on the main street while the entrance for everything else is around the back. There are several other businesses in the building, so nobody will know where you are going as you enter.” She paused. “Would you like something to drink?”

“Just some water if you have it. Thank you.”

Roxanne got up to get a couple of bottles of water from a small fridge by her desk. My eyes couldn't look away from the form of Roxanne's ass as her round cheeks moved inside of her stretchy skirt when she walked, and bent to get the water from the small refrigerator. Looking a second too long, I was caught before I could look away. Roxanne just smiled and went back to her seat without comment. It was also more evident, as she adjusted herself in her seat, that her breasts were equally proportionate.

“I must tell you, Roxy, that you have an awesome figure.” I said, as I took the water bottle.

“Well, I was pretty popular in my time. That's how my husband found me. I was a showgirl in one of the bigger clubs in Vegas. I was top girl in my troupe. My future husband had several strip clubs in the area and wanted to hire me. He told me that I could make two or three times what I was making and I turned him down. Not one to take no for an answer he returned every night for the next two weeks. He finally gave up on hiring me and we started dating. When he asked to marry me I told him that I would only if we moved from Vegas. I was getting tired of all the glitz and glamour. He sold everything he had for me and the rest is history.” The last word barely left her lips as she took a large drink of water.

Roxanne looked over at the time.

“I have another appointment coming in a few minutes, so lets talk about you. What would you like to do Marie? Don't worry. I've heard it all.” She leaned forward giving me all of her attention.

“How does this all work?” I asked.

“Oh sorry. Where did I leave off. Oh yes. You come in through the street entrance and walk to the door at the end of the hall. You will ring a bell and one of our staff will let you in and explain what to do. There is a dressing room inside where you can leave your street clothes and belongings. Don't worry. They will be safe. We don't want your money. You will then change into whatever outfit you brought with you.”

“What kind of outfit?” I asked.

“Oh, it can be just about anything. Some sexy lingerie, leather, fetish wear, or nothing at all under a robe if you like. Hell, we even had a woman dress in a cat suit. I made sure that I was there for that one, not knowing what to expect, but the audience loved it!” she laughed.

“Audience?”

“Of course. That's what it's all about isn't it? Letting others see you in a way that nobody has before. Anyone can perform their fantasies at home, and usually do, but the real thrill is to do it while others watch. Here men, and women, will gladly pay money to come and see everyday women do things in front of them that they wouldn't even do for their own husbands!” She waited for my reaction.

It didn't take long.

“I heard about people watching but didn't know exactly how it worked. I can't risk having someone recognize me. It could ruin things for me. Especially things with my husband. How can you guarantee that no one will recognize me?” 

“Most of our women wear some sort of disguise or mask. Some get a thrill from letting people see them without one for some reason. They get off on taking a risk I guess. We do have an assortment of masks and outfits if you change your mind or forget, so I'm sure that if you can't decide we can help. Another thing that I probably shouldn't need to tell you is that most men prefer a clean shaven muff if you plan to go all the way. A little tuft of hair above to be fashionable is okay of course.”

I never shaved my pubic hair before and thought that was only for girls in videos. Roxanne could tell just by the look on my face that I didn't.

“Honey.” She continued. “This is the 21st
 century. Everybody likes a clean pussy. Believe me, once you see how nice it looks you will never go back.”

I nodded to let her continue with my instructions.

“We have a few different rooms to perform in. One with just a stage and a pole if you want to show off your stripper side. Another with bondage gear on the back wall, but that works better with a friend or neighbor assisting. The most popular room has just a king size bed giving you plenty of room to move around on alone or with audience participation. Which do you think that you would prefer?” Roxanne took another form from the file.

“Participation?”

“Sorry, Marie. I'm getting ahead of myself.” She said apologetically. “We don’t allow anyone to touch the newbies, but once you get that first one out of the way it is up to you whether or not you would like one, or even several, to join you in whatever manner you wish any time after that. It will be strictly up to you when that time comes, so let's get back to the question then.”

“I don't know. The bed I guess.” I replied. I had no intention of having anyone join me, but it has been on my mind constantly ever since she mentioned it.

I was really doing this!

Roxanne made everything sound so simple that I couldn't help but go through with it. I was sure that reality would set in later, but it all sounded easier than I ever thought that it could, and the bottom line is that I was getting excited to see it through.

“What would you like to do? What turns you on?” Roxanne put her glasses back on and was ready to jot down whatever she was told.

“I've always thought that it was sexy to just show myself in public. Is that OK? Too lame?”

“Honey, it's your fantasy. Nobody will tell you what you can or can't do. We are all exhibitionists here in one way or another, so I'm sure that you will be great. You are a beautiful woman with a great body, so you will do just fine. When would you like to start?”

“Start?”

“Oh, most women find that once they get through the jitters of doing it the first time they just can't wait to do it again. Some get more creative the second time, but most get such a rush they can't wait to come back. We only have hours on weekdays between 10 AM and 4 PM. Remember that this is designed for the housewife with spare time during the day. Some head down right after taking the kids to school. Do you think that anyone could guess where these soccer moms go after dropping off little Johnny or Lisa?” She got a good laugh out of that.

“Can I go home and think it over?” I asked meekly, not wanting to upset the woman who was pressed for time.

“No problem. We won't pressure you, but just by talking with you I know that I will hear back from you again. Most do call back. Maybe your own neighbor.”

Marie could never imagine her stuffy neighbors ever doing anything like this!

Roxanne looked back at the clock and quickly stood up.

“Thanks for coming in Marie. Just give me a call when you're ready and I'll give you directions to the location.”

Roxanne shook my hand and gave me a sheet of paper with some instructions as well as a card as I walked my through the door. It is the very same business card that Liz gave Sandy at the hair salon, making me wonder if she actually came here herself.

I was happy with the way things went and headed out with a broad smile. There was a woman sitting in the waiting area with a nervous look on her face. I smiled at her and gave an assuring nod as I left.

“Betty?”

The woman stood as Roxanne escorted her through the door and into her office.


Chapter 3- My new mini-dress made me so hot that the salesgirl allowed me to masturbate right there in the store!


I
 couldn't stop thinking about the Lonely Housewives Fantasy Club once I left Roxanne at her office. Not wanting to go straight home, I spent some time in town to check out some of the stores that are not available at my local mall.

Speaking to Roxanne gave me some encouragement about following my dreams and desires, which would all soon come into play.

I eventually walked into a small shop that catered to young women that apparently weren't shy about their bodies. Most of the dresses sold there were more revealing than the one that I picked up just the other day. They are sold as club-wear but slut-wear might be a more appropriate name, I thought. It was beyond me how a woman could actually go out in public wearing such things and I wondered what it would be like if I were to be seen wearing such a dress.

I looked through the racks to see what was available before coming to one that caught my eye. Holding it up to my chest I tried to imagine how I would look in it while admiring myself in the mirror. It was a deep cowl neck mini dress covered in gold sequins. Much too daring for me to be seen in!

“You would look so super hot in that one!” A voice said from beside me.

I quickly lowered it and blushed. Looking over I saw a young blond sales clerk with a broad smile on her face.

“No, really, it will look great on you!”

I didn't get a chance to reply as the girl helped me raise the tiny dress back up again. We looked at my reflection in the mirror together. I shifted it from side to side to check it out from different angles, trying to visualize just how it would look on me.

“I don't think so. Where could I ever wear something like this?” I asked, while still admiring the look.

“Well, you certainly wouldn't wear it to church that's for sure!” The girl giggled. “There's a disco right around the corner where everybody wears these. Some even less. A lot less! Hell, it isn't much different than what I wear when I go clubbing myself! Come. Try it on. You know you want to. At least that way you will know for sure.”

She checked the tag for the size and gave me a nod before taking my hand and leading me to the back of the store. I secretly wanted to try it on badly and allowing the girl to take control of me took the decision out of my hands. Being early on a weekday the store was empty so I saw no harm in it.

“Here. You're all set. Take your time but promise me that you will let me see it on you before you take it back off.” The girl held my hand until she was given assurance that she would be allowed to see it.

The dressing room consisted of a larger mirrored area with individual doors for each changing booth. I entered a booth and just stood looking at my reflection in the mirror for a few minutes.

“What are you doing?” I whispered to myself. “You aren't some young girl going out to clubs. When will you ever go anywhere dressed like that? She is right though. I would look damn hot in this thing!”

I took a deep breath and then decided that it wouldn't hurt to try it on, so I removed my jeans and top. The bra was next to go. I had learned from before that you can't wear a bra with a dress like this. I then raised the dress over my head and let it slide down my body. The material was smooth and fell into place naturally. The only adjustment that was needed was pulling the hem of the skirt down over my bottom. It just didn't seem to go down far enough to suit me and barely covered the bottom of my ass cheeks. The cowl neckline was nothing more than the sequined material hanging down from my shoulders draped over my breasts. There was no back to it and from the rear it almost looked like I was naked but for a tiny skirt. A hint of side boob could be seen no matter how I shifted the material.

Seeing myself in the short dress made me realize that I was still a young woman with a great body. I only wished that others could see it too. Closing my eyes I imagined walking into a room full of strangers like this, and seeing their reactions. I thought that they would look upon me as a slut or whore as I moved before them, my breasts swaying under the loose material, my ass just about peeking out from below.

I felt flushed. My pulse raced.

Then it happened!

It was at that very moment that I decided that I would actually go through with it and call Roxanne to make an appointment for the fantasy club. I will wear this dress or something similar, and show people what I've got!

With my head held high I opened the door of the changing room and stepped out. The young clerk was still there gathering some clothes that were left by other customers to put them back on the racks. She looked up to see me standing before her.

“Holy shit!” She shouted.

She covered her mouth with both hands and looked around to see if others could have heard her.

“I'm sorry, but I just have to say that you look absolutely beautiful! Oh my God. You have to buy it. If you don't, I'll buy it for you!” The girl was genuinely excited.

I stood between the mirrors so that I could view myself from all angles. The girl, meanwhile, was walking around in circles taking it all in adjusting here and there as she walked.

“I really do like what it does for me.” I said, while striking a pose.

It was nearly impossible to keep my breasts from being exposed when I bent slightly, or even when raising my arms.

The girl started to giggle. I looked at her puzzled.

“What? What is it?” I kept looking for something out of place.

“Well. I can see that you really like what it does for you. Look!” The girl pointed to the reflection in the mirror at my crotch.

The dress rode up maybe a couple of inches, but that was all it took to bring my pink cotton panties into view, and there it was. I had gotten so aroused that I was as wet as could be, causing a large dark spot in the front of my crotch!

I quickly tried to cover it.

“Oh, don't worry. It's only natural. I get that way sometimes too. Especially when I dress up. Sometimes I have to take care of myself before I leave the house, otherwise this happens when I go out. You know? I just don't know how some girls go out in dresses even shorter than that without wearing panties at all, even though I see it all the time.” She said, almost as a matter of fact.

She was right. I was aroused beyond belief to the point that I could no longer think straight, and I wasn't sure what to do next, so the young girl took charge.

“I've got an idea. I have to put all of these clothes back on the racks, way over on the other side of the store.” She pointed back over her shoulder. “You can go back into the booth and do whatever you need to do about this, and when you're ready I'll meet you at the register. There are no other customers in the store so you take all the time you need. OK?”

With that the girl gave me a wink, scooped up the clothes that she had collected previously, and headed off toward the front of the store. It took a moment for me to really catch on to what she had suggested.

“Does she expect me to masturbate right here in the store?” I wondered. I looked around and saw that the girl was right, and that we were in the store alone. After taking one more look in the mirrors, I went back into the booth.

Still wearing the dress, I sat on the bench, and with the mirror directly before me I could see my soaking wet panties in plain view. I was alone so no need for etiquette as I sat with my legs parted slightly.

“What a lewd sight to behold!” I thought. “Come on guys. How can you resist this?”

I imagined what it would be like to be watched by a group of horny men right there. My middle finger went down to touch the darkened wet fabric of my pink panties. A string of sticky fluid stretched between my finger and the material briefly as I pulled it away. I rubbed my fingers together and felt how slippery it was.

I couldn't hold back any longer.

I needed relief!

Quickly I tugged my panties down my thighs and off in one motion. The fur covering my mound was wet and matted. Spreading my legs, I could see that my flesh between them had become a deep pink, as warm blood filled the outer labia. With hands on each side, I spread them apart. The lips parted like a flower. My hole gaped open inviting something, anything, to enter and fill it!

A tiny stream trickled down between the hole and my anus where it began to pool. I had never felt so dirty and yet so alive as I watched myself in the mirror becoming a sex starved slut.

I wore the dress of a slut, I spread my legs like a slut, and I was doing this not in the privacy of my own home, but in a public place. A woman's changing room!

I couldn't hold back any longer. I needed an orgasm badly, and I needed it now!

Placing my hand on my pussy, I started to rub back and forth. Hard! I focused on my clit to bring myself off as quickly as I could. Sloppy wet sounds echoed off of the hard wooden walls of the tiny room. Surely I could be heard by anyone right outside of the door, but it didn't matter. My mind was now being controlled by my sex.

The young girl had to know what I was doing. How could she not? I was masturbating right there with someone only feet away, fully aware of what I was doing. The girl knew that there was a woman in her store, spreading her legs and rubbing her pussy, in desperate need to cum. It was not a secret. She knew exactly what was going on, but I couldn't control myself.

“Just look at you.” I whispered to myself, as I slouched down. My ass was barely still on the bench. My legs spread wide apart. “Look at you, dirty slut. Whore! Look at what you're wearing. Slut! Look how you spread yourself for the pleasure of others. Whore! Look how wet you are. She could be right outside the door listening to the sounds of your sloppy pussy right now you slut, but you don't care, do you? You want to be seen this way, don't you? Well, don't you, slut?”

Driving two fingers into my gaping hole with my other hand, I pushed them in hard as I rubbed my sopping wet pussy with abandon! I slid down from the bench onto the carpeted floor and spread my legs wide apart. My knees were now touching the far wall with my pussy now mere inches from the mirror.

I was ready to cum!

“Mmmm Mmmmm Ohhhhhhhhh!”

A small shot of my juice splashed from my hole as I pulled my fingers out when I came, landing on the mirror and trickling down.

I clenched my eyes shut and bit down on my bottom lip, as wave upon wave shot through my body. I came hard, and made quite a bit of noise doing it!

After what seemed like an eternity, but in reality only half a minute, I opened my eyes. I saw a much different woman than the one that entered the store just a short time ago.

Knock. Knock.

I was startled by a soft knocking on the door.

“Are you alright in there? Do you need anything?” The young clerk asked softly, through the door.

I quickly sat back up on the bench and looked around for my panties.

“Uh, no. I'm sorry, just give me a minute.” I stood up quickly and tried to regain my bearings.

“No no no. Take your time. I just heard something and wanted to make sure that you were okay. I'll straighten up in there when you're done, so whenever your ready….” Her voice grew faint as she walked away.

I didn't know where to begin cleaning things up. There was my juice running down the mirror as well as on the edge of the bench and floor. My panties lay on the floor soaked and unwearable and there was no way that I could mask the heady odor of my sex in the air as it filled the small changing room. I did what I could to clean up by wiping things down with my panties.

Feeling as though I had to hurry, I took one more look at myself with the dress on before removing it. Next I pulled up my jeans sans my dirty panties. This would be another first as I had never gone out in public without wearing panties before. Once I finished dressing I opened the door to the changing room and peeked out. The coast was clear. There were still no other customers in the store, which eased my mind somewhat.

Heading toward the register with my dress draped over my arm and panties clenched in my fist, I could see the clerk up ahead watching as I approached. She had a sly smile on her face. I felt more than just a little embarrassed as I looked for somewhere to throw away the soiled panties. The girl pointed to a trash can by the side of the register and I dropped them into the otherwise empty receptacle.

“My goodness. From the sound of it, you sure do like that dress!” The girl winked.

“Was it that obvious?” I replied meekly.

“Oh God yes! I could hear you all the way from here. I'm just glad nobody else was around.”

“I'm sorry but I…..”

“Don't apologize. Some days I just want to lock the doors and go back there and do that myself. I've got one of those adventurous minds, and sometimes I just can't control it. You are so lucky to still feel that way at your age.” She looked at the tag and punched the amount into the register.  

“But I shouldn't have done that really.”

“I'll bet that you aren't the first one to do that here, but you were certainly the loudest!” She laughed. “Now I hope that you have some great ideas on where you plan to wear this. It would be a real shame if you don't let the rest of the world see you in it. You have to come back and tell me all about it when you do, alright!”

If she only knew what I had in mind! I thought.

She handed me the bag with the dress, along with my credit card.

“Thank you so much. For everything! You have really opened my eyes today.” I handed the girl a twenty dollar tip. “I'm Marie, by the way.”

“Thank you. I’m Beth.”

I left the store feeling like a new woman.


Chapter 4- I scheduled my on stage exhibitionist debut with Roxanne.


“H
ello, LHFC can I help you?” Asked the voice on the phone.

“Hi Roxanne. I'm glad that I caught you before you left. This is Marie. I spoke with you earlier this morning.” She must have sensed that I sounded almost frantic.

“Oh, hi Marie. I was just organizing my schedule. Usually I would be long gone by now. What can I do for you?”

“I thought it over and I think that I'll do it.”

“That was fast. What made you decide so quickly?” Roxanne asked as she searched her desk for my file.

“Let's say that I just need a change in my life and I can't wait to start. When can you get me in?”

“Mmm, according to my calendar, I have an opening a week from Thursday.” She replied.

Silence.

“Are you still there Marie?”

My heart was nearly broken. I hoped to get going on this right away, and before I changed my mind, so I didn't know how I could ever wait that long.

“Yes…...Do you have anything sooner?  I was really hoping……...” My disappointment must have been evident.

“Well Marie, as I said earlier, we only allow the newbies the first hour or so, and also like to give the first timers some extra time to think things over just to be sure.”

I knew that this was a business and things are done a certain way, but I really needed this now.

Roxanne continued.

“I do have an opening for tomorrow, first thing. If you really want it.”

Suddenly it was if the clouds parted and the sun shined through.

“Oh yes. Thank you! Thank you so much! I'll be there. What do I do? Where do I go?” I must have sounded giddy.

Roxanne went on to tell me exactly where to go as well as what to expect when I got there. I wouldn't hear from her again until after my performance.

I felt like I did waiting for Christmas morning to come, when I was a little girl. Now I had to think about just what I would do when I got there.

After getting almost no sleep that evening I waited for Sherman's car to leave before jumping out of bed to get ready. I was too nervous to eat, and spent only enough time at the kitchen table to drink a cup of coffee and check my emails.

Deciding to take a bath instead of a shower, I filled the tub and added some lavender oils to soak in. I laid back letting the warm water stimulate me. The aroma put me in a dreamlike state as I imagined how this will all play out. I took my razor and shaved my legs and armpits. Remembering what Roxanne had told me, I then shaved off my pubic hair for the first time ever. Once done, I took the magnifying mirror that was kept hanging in the shower to see how it looked. My pubic mound was as smooth as a baby's ass and I could see everything perfectly.

It was beautiful!

I flipped the mirror over to the magnifier side to get a better look. It appeared just like I had seen on the pornographic web sites. Every little fold was visible, and I thought that any man would gladly pay to see it! It made me look ten years younger and I knew it.

I took my time finishing up before deciding what to wear for the ride down. Roxanne had already told me that I could change when I got there but I had to be smart about it. A bra would leave strap marks so I decided to go without. Another first! My excitement caused my nipples to stay hard almost constantly, so I chose to wear a light jacket over my top. I had one black thong that I wore once with a pant suit and it would have to do. I put it on and checked myself in the mirror.

“You still have a fine ass, Baby.” I said to my reflection.

Nylons were going to be a problem. The best that I had were black thigh highs, so I put them on. They went very well with the thong and I knew how good it will look with the gold dress! The lace tops were a nice match also.

A red knee length skirt was next. I decided to bring along my highest heels in a bag with the dress and wear more comfortable shoes for the trip.

I went over the “to do” list that Roxanne gave to me along with the directions to the club, before heading toward the door. Standing in the doorway I stopped to look back inside, took a deep breath and exhaled, before going out into the world.

I knew that I would return a different woman!

By the time that I got to my destination I was a nervous wreck. Reality began to set in and I was having doubts. What if things didn't go well? What if the audience thought I wasn't sexy enough or didn't do enough to please them? Would they boo and tell me to get off the stage? What if I froze and did nothing at all? Negative thoughts raced through my mind.

I walked to the front door of a large office building where I stopped and looked at the address I had written down. It matched. There were no horny men outside and no signs of any kind, to advertise what is done inside there.

“This is it.” I said.

I then followed the directions, and walked to the left and down the hall. There was a door at the end and a small plate to the side that read “LHFC” with a door bell below it. I rang the bell and waited. A short time later a young woman opened the door a little and peered out.

“May I help you?” The girl asked.

“I'm Marie?” I replied as a question. 

“Hello Marie. I'm Heather. We are just about ready for you. Please come right in.” The girl opened up the door and backed away to let me inside. 

Stepping through the door, I was again surprised by the attention to detail that Roxanne put into her enterprise. It was clean and brightly lit. Classy pictures lined pastel walls as I walked down a long hallway. Large vases filled with colorful bouquets of fresh cut flowers were placed to either side of three large Mahogany doors. The scent of the flowers was almost hypnotic.

Walking along with bag in hand, I almost forgot why I was there. It seemed so pleasant inside that I couldn't believe what goes on there. I had to hand it to Roxanne. She did it right by designing an inviting place for women to go and experience something that they may have always dreamed of.

Heather stopped, ready to open one of the doors.

“This will be your changing room. It's almost time, so I can either go in and help you get ready, or I'll give you a few minutes and come back.” She wasn't pushy but wanted me to know that I had to stay on schedule.

“I'm still a bit nervous so if you don't mind…..”

Heather got the message and opened the door for me to go in.

“I'll be back in a few.” Heather said, as I closed the door.

I looked around the small room. There was an over stuffed sofa along the wall, a mirrored vanity with a chair to put on makeup, and full length mirrors at the end of the room to be able to see myself from any angle. There was a portable closet to keep my street clothes in, and beside that a door with the words “NOT AN EXIT” in bold letters on it.

I froze for a moment as I stood looking at that door. I knew that it must be the only thing separating me from whoever may be out there waiting on the other side. Realization again came into play as my nerves got the best of me. I began to tremble, but I knew that I had made the decision to do this and had to do my best to follow through.

Knowing that Heather will be back at any moment, I took off my jacket and top. My nipples hardened immediately from the cool air. Next, I unzipped the side of my skirt and stepped out of it. I was now naked but for my thong, nylons, and shoes. I removed the dress from the bag and slipped it on over my head. Lastly, I exchanged my shoes for the high heels and I was done.

I walked over to the full length mirrors to check myself. One of my breasts was a bit more exposed than the other, so I adjusted the folds of my cowl neckline slightly. Shaking my head, I thought how silly that was considering that I might not be wearing it much longer anyway!

Noticing that my ass cheeks were showing slightly, I tried in vane to pull the bottom of the hem down enough to cover them adequately, but my attempts were futile. It showed that there was still plenty of modesty left in me.

Knock. Knock.

“Yes?” I turned my head toward the door.

Heather opened the door and stepped in.

“Almost showtime. Are you ready?”

“Ready? I'm a nervous wreck. Look at me! I don't know how I can go through with this.” For the first time I started to break down and cry.

Heather came over and hugged me.

“Marie, you'll do just fine. You said to look at you. Do you want to know what I see? I see a beautiful woman. Once they see you out there in that dress every man in the house will want you, but you know what? When you are done, I will bring you back in here and you will be the same old Marie. They will never see you again. I'm sure that they will wish they could and fantasize about you more, but you will just go back to being you. This will remain a special day in your life forever. Who knows? Maybe I'll see you back here again.” She raised my chin and looked into my eyes. “Now you wipe away those tears and show them what you've got. Better?”

I rubbed a tear away and gave a little sniffle, as I nodded my head and attempted a smile.

“Okay, but you still have to tell me what to do.” I said, as I tried to compose myself.

“Good girl. I've brought you in an assortment of masks to wear, if you want. I even have a blindfold. Sometimes it makes it easier the first time if you can't see who might be watching. Just imagine that you are alone in your own bedroom. You can go through whatever routine you like. I can even turn up the music so you can't hear anybody, too.” She showed me the blindfold.

“Yes, I think it will help if I can't see anyone. Thanks.”

Heather handed me the blindfold and went over to the “mystery” door. She opened the door a crack and peeked out for a minute before getting back to me.

“You're in luck. A full house! Once you have the blindfold on I will walk you out. The music will be playing so you won't be able to hear me but I will be nearby if you need me. Outside there is only a bed covered by a sheet and some pillows. Don't lose your bearings and stray away from the bed, or you just might end up making friends with the audience! Most girls don't need more than fifteen or twenty minutes the first time. I'll know when to come and get you. Just take a deep breath and relax when you get out there. Try to imagine that you are alone on your own bed. I know that you will do just fine!” She helped me get the blindfold in place.

She flicked a switch on the wall and the music started to play.

“Ready?”

“Ready.”

I took a deep breath as the door opens.

It's showtime!

I could feel the music pounding in my chest. It was the heavy pulsing beat of rave music and it was quite loud once the door opened. Heather put the volume high to help keep me disoriented and unaware of my surroundings.

Many of the details of things that I couldn't see while I was there were described to me by Heather afterward.

She led me by the hand through the doorway and out into the stage area. I could feel a difference in air temperature immediately. Cool air rushed by causing my nipples to harden. I was well aware of that fact the whole time that I was out there.

My tiny dress suddenly felt even smaller as I could feel the air touching my entire body from every angle. It actually made me feel better, as my nerves were causing me to sweat a bit.

I tried to keep up with Heather as I followed. At one point I brushed up against something with my leg and reached down to see what it was, only to find that it was someone's knee. I couldn't believe that I was this close to the audience! Suddenly, I felt a hand touching the back of my thigh through my nylons, which startled me and caused me to straighten up and bump into Heather!

She took my hand and placed it on the bed and let me go. I reached out for her, but she was already gone.

I was now on stage alone!

Just myself with a room full of strangers that I couldn't see. I backed myself up to the bed and tried to clear my head as I stood motionless for a few minutes. This is probably why they come to see the newbies. You only get to do anything for the first time just once, and it must be a thrill to watch someone else try to work through their fears.

The “stage” was no more than a decorative king size four poster bed, covered in a red silk sheet with matching pillows. Above was a very ornate canopy, held up by four solid posts. Behind the bed was a thick curtain made of red velvet. Colored lights shined down from all directions toward the bed creating more of a glow than to actually illuminate. It was all done to set the mood, and it certainly did all that!


Chapter 5- I became a slut on stage for strangers and I loved it!


T
he sound from the music reverberating in my chest made me lose track of my situation. I am only a couple of feet away from a group of strangers that are here to see me perform. Perform? Perform what? I had no idea what to do next. My nerves were starting to get the best of me as I just stood there blindfolded while they watched and waited for the show to begin. It felt like I had been there for hours already, when only a few minutes had passed.

I decided to get on the bed to have a little room between the audience and myself. As I raised my leg I could feel the hem of the short dress slide up my backside, and I could tell that my bare ass was in plain view and within reach of those sitting in the front row. Quickly I climbed on all fours to the center of the mattress to give myself some distance from them. I could hear a few whistles and cheers as they showed their approval.

Being on the bed gave me a bit of comfort by giving me a point of reference that I could control. A very strange thing happened after that. The loud music that was playing was still there, but it was as if I was deaf to it. The pulse of the beat was the same, but I could only hear my own thoughts as well as those of the men around me, as it continuously pounded through my chest.

I was now on my hands and knees with my ass exposed. The material from the top was hanging down loosely away from my breasts, which could now clearly be seen from both sides and the front as well. I rose up onto my knees to turn back toward the seats, and I could hear more whistles as both of my tits stood out prominently with the sequined top framing them. Lost in the moment, I couldn’t help but to cup them with my hands and unintentionally hold them up for the audience to see.

I could hear chants of “More
!” as they gave their approval. It all started to seem surreal to me as my body got into it. I worked my hands up and down slowly over my tits, stopping to squeeze my already hardened nipples while pulling them out toward the men in the audience. My mind raced and I started to feel flushed as my pelvis unconsciously rocked back and forth while the crowd cheered.

“Take it off!”Someone shouted from the back.

My hand reached down below the raised hem of the short dress and I could tell that my thong was already in view. I placed my hand down over my pussy and it was no surprise to me that it was already damp. The tiny dress was only in the way at that point, and it had to go, so I slipped I up over my head and tossed it to the side. This left me kneeling naked except for the little thong, stockings, and heels.

The men were all getting into it now, and wanted to see the rest of me!

I then laid back onto the sheet with my knees up and my shoes flat on the bed. The cool silk sheet felt nice against my skin. Lost in the excitement, I started to feel the way that I do at home when I am in this position as my hand went directly to my pussy and went right to work on it.

“Take it off! Take it off!” The men chanted.

At this point I didn’t need to be coaxed, so I hooked both sides of my thong with my thumbs, and with both legs raised high in the air slid them all the way off. Now with my naked pussy facing the audience in plain view, I did something that I wouldn’t have thought possible before this very minute. With my legs still in the air, I spread them as far apart as I could, to the point where they were almost flat out to the sides.

I felt so dirty performing such a lewd act, but I could no longer control myself. The cheers from the men encouraged me to show them all the slut that had been hidden deep within me!

My newly shaved cunt was now wide open and inviting to all in attendance for the first time, and at that moment I would have appreciatively allowed every one in turn to come up and fuck me! Oh, I needed to be fucked so bad!

I started rubbing myself hard as I felt my lubricant running down over my asshole and onto the sheet. All modesty was now lost as I urgently wanted these strangers to see that other side of me. The one where I am home alone and desperate for sex. I rubbed harder and squeezed my tits needing to get off.

Thoughts went through my head that perhaps friends or even neighbors might be here right now watching this!

That only increased my excitement to a point where I nearly took off my blindfold for that final rush! Instead I opted to work my body down to the end of the bed to give them all a better view. My ass was now almost hanging off the edge of the mattress as I hooked my heels to the raised corner posts, locking them in place.

The men in the front row were close enough to touch me and, oh, how I wanted them to!

They all knew the rules. Touching wasn’t allowed with the first timers, but I so needed to cum, and with them being right there to help me, it was driving me mad!

“Fuck me! Oh please! Somebody….anybody!” I shouted out.

My hand worked like a piston now from side to side across my clit. I could feel fluid shooting out from between my fingers and was sure that those in the front were really getting their money’s worth.

“Oh God! Fuck fuck fuck…...I’m a dirty slut! A fucking whore! Please, won’t somebody fuck this filthy whore? I need a fucking cock in me now!!!!!!!!!!” I shouted out, as I started to cum. “Oh God. Oh God! I’m cummingggggggggg!!!!!!!!!”

I couldn’t help but scream as I had a thunderous orgasm like no other, as shot after shot of my juice ejaculated from my vagina, which I am sure both pleased and surprised those seated up front.

That was all that I can remember as I passed out at that point. I came back around later in the dressing room, still naked.

“Are you alright Marie?” I heard Heather ask.

She was waving smelling salts under my nose and it took me a minute to come to my senses and remember where I was.

“We have never had that happen here before.” The girl looked concerned. “That was the strongest orgasm that I have ever seen!”

“What happened?” I asked, as I slowly sat up on the sofa. 

“You were incredible! I have never seen anyone go out there and wow the audience like you did, on their first show. Don’t be surprised if Roxy calls you back with an offer. You have something very special!” Heather was genuinely excited. “I can tell that you need this, and you will be quite a draw. Those men that were here? The ones that you just performed for? They are all rich and famous businessmen from out of town here for a convention, and they all want to see you again very much. I have their business cards to call them. They will fly back here just to see you again, and pay any price to do it!”

I got dressed and left after that. I thanked Heather for her help and for giving me the confidence to go through with it. As much as I love my husband, I have to admit, that was the most fulfilling thing that I have ever done!

Now I must decide if should do it again or live with that one memory that will remain with me the rest of my life.

What would you do?

(Be sure to read part 2 to discover just how far this lonely housewife will go when she gets on stage again and loses all control!)


Don’t forget to view the free bonus picture of Marie in action following our recommended reading selections below. For adults only.
 ENJOY
!



THE END

(This is the first installment in the series. Click below to read part 2 now!)
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Check here
 to see what is new and available on the Lexi Cummings/Steven Vane author page, or just follow us for notifications for future reads.


See below for more
 hot
 reads!




We hope that you have enjoyed this book and will check out these other
 HOT
 titles as well!



SWEET LITTLE DAISY MAE: "My Life As An Exhibitionist"



 
If you love adventurous wives try some of these!


Choose any one or all three from the Amy Series!


Exhibitionist Wife Training (3 Book Series)
 


  Or something even more revealing
 from Candy!


Exhibitionist Wife Training: Candy Exposed Naked On The Dance Floor in A Crowded Bar!



Exhibitionist Wife Training: Exposing Candy To My Poker Pals – The game got much more interesting when my wife showed up!



Exhibitionist Wife Training: Submissive Slut Wife Is Used By Strangers To Win A Game Of Pool!
 



Exhibitionist Wife Training: Dogging Candy At The 24 Hour Truck Stop!
 



Exhibitionist Wife Training: Exposing Candy To Our Guests During The Big Game!



Exhibitionist Wife Training: Exposing Candy On The Nude Beach Of Maspalomas! (Exhibitionist Candy Book 6)


We recommend reading this sissy cuckold transformation story from the beginning!


Becoming Alexa Series
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