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		W A R N I N G

		

		This book contains explicit adult material involving male, female and male, male, female contact and is not for viewing by those persons under 18 years of age. Although the Author has written this work, he does not condone nor practice the subject written about.

		

		

		W h o r e

		

		[hawr, hohr or, often, hoo  r] noun, verb, whored, whor·ing.

		

		noun

		1. a woman who engages in promiscuous sexual intercourse, usually for money; prostitute; harlot; strumpet.

		verb (used without object)

		2. to act as a whore.

		3. to consort with whores.

		

		verb (used with object)

		4. Obsolete. to make a whore of; corrupt; debauch.

		

		Whore

		

		Watch how normal everyday housewives become, wanton sexual animals, whores, through no fault of their own. Reluctant at first, watch how they gladly embrace their fate and become the wanton whores we only read about in romance novels.

		

		

		Whore I

		

		As Judy sat brushing her hair, she could see her husband, watching her, in the mirror. Judy was getting ready for a night out with her husband Don. Continuing to brush her hair, she smiled at her self in the mirror. She loved when Don watched her. And he was watching her because of what she was wearing or wasn’t wearing to be exact.

		

		With her back to Don, she knew all he could see was the straps of her black bra, her garter belt and her stockings. No, she didn’t have panties on, so he could see her bare add as she sat at her vanity. At forty-five Judy thought she looked pretty good. Don thought she looked fantastic and never missed and opportunity to tell her so.

		

		So while he watched her, trying to catch a glimpse of her breasts encased in the black lace, she watched him.

		

		“God you’re gorgeous,” Don told her.

		

		“Thank you dear, you’re not bad looking yourself,” Judy teased.

		

		Smiling Judy resumed brushing her hair. They still had plenty of time before they had to leave and she so liked teasing Don for as long as she could. It usually made for an exciting night. Tonight she let Don pick out what she would wear, the shelf bra and no panties had been his idea. The short black dress hanging on the closet door hadn’t seen the light of day or the dark of night in ages, not since the night out with girls, when they had gone clubbing. Shivering at the thought of that night, Judy once again smiled. That night had started it all. It had been a night filled with fun and excitement, pleasure and fear. That was the night she thought she ruined her marriage.

		

		It was a Saturday night, much like tonight. Don had watched her get ready. She kissed him good-bye and was out the door. Four hours later, she was practically tossed out the door of the moving car onto the front lawn. As whoever was driving pulled away, they honked the horn. Already awake, worried about her, Don came out to investigate the noise. That was when he found me.

		

		It took me two days to recover. I was battered and bruised and as Don cleaned me, he found my pussy and asshole filled with come and my breasts and neck covered in love bites. I had been royally fucked and the thing about it was I remembered every minute. I didn’t get drunk until afterwards. Not that I went into what I did with my eyes wide open, I do remember being half in the bag as well, the other girls egging me on.

		

		When one of them called me chicken, well that did it. I made sure Doris, she called me a chicken, went with me. From what I heard later, much later, she was fucked as hard as I was, but Randy, her husband wasn’t as forgiving as Don is. That was a year ago. Since then life has been one big roller coaster ride.

		

		That night a year ago, I went to work in a whorehouse for a night. Doris had too. That night twenty guys fucked me, one after the other. I made over twelve hundred dollars that night. Doris made just a little less. Since that night, I have had several calls from Carman, the smarmy pimp that runs the house.

		

		So far, I have refused to return, even when he offered me a 90/10 split instead of the usual 50/50 split. Don was always there listening to what Carman had to say. After each conversation, Don asked if I wanted to do it again. I tell him no, it was a one time thing. He always looks disappointed.

		

		After that night, I was sick for two days. Don took care of me, just as he always does. When I woke the third day, I broke down crying, telling Don what happened and what I did. Instead of yelling at me or beating me, he just held me until I calmed down. He was so sweet. He told me to shower. I did and finally felt clean.

		

		When I came out of the bathroom, Don picked me up and threw me onto the bed. He was naked as was I. Pushing my legs open, he went down on me. I didn’t really feel like having sex, so I tried to push him away. He slapped my hands out of the way and plastered his face to my sex.

		

		“Don, please don’t, I still don’t feel well.”

		

		“Shut up whore,” he said through clenched teeth.

		

		“What did you call me?” I was angry now.

		

		“A whore, you know a woman who fucks for money.” He sneered at me.

		

		I gulped hard and felt ashamed. I deserved whatever he gave me. What he gave me was great head. After about ten minutes of laying there crying while he ate me, his tongue started to arouse me. It wasn’t long after that I was bucking my hips, trying to get his tongue in just the right spot.

		

		That night Don slammed into my whore cunt all night long. He never came. Whenever he got close, he would pull out and watch me squirm, trying to get him back in me. I came so many times I lost count, yet couldn’t get enough of his great cock.

		

		Over the next year, we had many nights like that and many nights of romantic dinner and sweet tender love. Not only was I new person, but my husband was too.

		

		So, what happened a year ago leads us to this day in our lives. Tonight my husband takes me out to a romantic dinner and then to Carman’s whorehouse. Tonight I work my ass off or would that be I fuck my ass off.

		

		

		Whore II

		

		Trudging from her car to the office in the cold winter snow, Susan shivered as the blowing snow found its way down her collar. Stamping her feet in the vestibule, Susan shook her hands, trying to get warm blood down to them. It wasn’t all that cold out, just cold enough to keep the snow from turning to rain. Shaking her hair out, she entered the office.

		

		Looking around she didn’t see anyone in reception, although several people’s cars were in the lot. Shrugging, she went back to her office. On the way, she heard strange moaning noises coming from one of the exam rooms. Thinking a patient had been left alone, Susan opened the door without knocking.

		

		“Oh my god, I’m so sorry,” she gasped finding her colleague, Michelle, on the exam table with Henry, one of the med-techs, between her spread legs, pounding a fair sized cock into her wet pussy.

		

		“Shit, shit, shit,” Michelle yelled, “I thought you said you locked the door?”

		

		“Christ, I’m so sorry Doctor, damn!”

		

		The last word he uttered as he ejaculated all over Michelle’s blouse. Susan had to laugh as she backed out of the exam room. Now her best friend would smell of sex all day.

		

		Sitting in her office because not one patient had made it to the clinic, because of the snowstorm, Susan was talking with Michelle.

		

		“What the hell were you thinking?” Susan asked her.

		

		“You know me, I was thinking with my pussy as usual.”

		

		“Does George know?”

		

		“Not about Henry.”

		

		“But he knows about the others?”

		

		“Some of them,” Michelle said coyly.

		

		“What drives you to be such a whore?” Susan asked shocked at her friend.

		

		“I liked getting fucked, don’t you?” Michelle asked blandly.

		

		“Yes, but I limit myself to my husband,” Susan huffed.

		

		“Then that’s your loss. Henry is a great fuck by the way.”

		

		“Oh do shut up Michelle,” Susan told her squeezing her legs together.

		

		“So do you think we should close up and go home?” Michelle asked.

		

		“Hell even if we left now we probably wouldn’t make it home. I don’t even think my SUV can make it now. Look at it out there, complete whiteout.”

		

		“Yeah, I know. I’m hungry.”

		

		“Oh do shut up.”

		

		Michelle started laughing at her friend. Then Susan started laughing.

		

		“Who is all here today?” Susan asked when she had gotten control of herself.

		

		“Let’s see, there’s Henry and Carla…yep that’s about it. You, me, Henry and Carla.”

		

		“Well we might as well all go into the conference room…” Susan said, rising and walking from her office. “At least there, we can see the street.”

		

		Michelle hurried to catch up. They ran into Henry and Carla coming out of an exam room.

		

		“Christ, Henry, keep it in your pants longer than ten minutes. In the conference room both of you.”

		

		“Uh, we’re not in any trouble are we?” Henry asked.

		

		“Not unless you get Carla or Michelle pregnant,” Susan laughed.

		

		Michelle laughed at the look on Henry’s face. Carla just shook her head and followed Susan down the hallway.

		

		“Henry, go lock the front door and make sure it’s locked,” Susan yelled over her shoulder. “Then come to the conference room. Do you think you can handle that?”

		

		“Yeah,” Henry said sullenly.

		

		Once in the conference room Susan opened the blinds and stared out the window at the blowing, drifting snow.

		

		“Well we’re not going anywhere for awhile,” she said slumping in a chair.

		

		“Nope, not going anywhere,” Michelle repeated staring out the window.

		

		Carla just dropped into a chair exasperated.

		

		“Have you seen what’s going on outside?” Henry asked coming into the conference room.

		

		Susan just shook her head and pointed out the window.

		

		“Oh, I guess you have,” Henry said.

		

		“Well what do we do now?” Carla asked.

		

		“Anyone have a deck of cards?” Michelle asked.

		

		Everyone shook their heads.

		

		“So there isn’t anyone in this whole office that doesn’t have cards in their desk?” Susan asked.

		

		“Oh, I thought you just meant us. Silvia Porter has a deck in her desk,” Henry said.

		

		“Well go get them before we all go out of our minds,” Michelle told him, shooing him with her hands.

		

		Henry rushed out the door.

		

		“How did he ever get hired here?” Susan asked.

		

		“His father is a big contributor to the college,” Carla told them.

		

		“Ah…that would explain it,” Susan said thoughtfully.

		

		“He’s not a bad guy and knows his job, it’s just he seems a little out of his depth in regular situations,” Carla told them.

		

		Henry returned with the cards, took them out of the pack and gave them a shuffle.

		

		“What are we going to play? Texas Hold ‘em, seven card stud, strip poker?”

		

		“In your dream Henry,” Susan said sternly.

		

		“Fine, seven card stud, ante one dollar, five dollar limit,” Henry told them.

		

		“Fine, but the ante is a dime and the limit is twenty-five cents,” Susan countered as the others nodded. “Deal.”

		

		For the next two hours, they played cards. Henry was winning, ahead a whole two dollars.

		

		“You know, I haven’t heard a phone ring once,” Susan said.

		

		Reaching down the table, she pressed the button on the speakerphone. It was silent.

		

		“Shit,” Susan said, reaching into her pocket. She pulled out her cell phone flipping it open and dialing her husband’s number.

		

		“Hello, hello, Mark?” Susan said into her phone. “Yes dear I’m fine, just trapped at work. No don’t, you’ll never make it here. I’ll just wait until they get the streets clear. Yes, I will. Good-bye dear, I love you too.”

		

		Closing her phone Susan looked outside, the snow was still coming down.

		

		“Mark says the whole city is shut down. He made it to the corner down from the house and got stuck. So he never made it to work,” Susan told everyone.

		

		“George was staying home today anyway,” Michelle said dialing her phone as she left the conference room.

		

		“Carla, would you like to use my phone to call someone?” Susan asked.

		

		“No, that’s okay Doctor Reynolds, I live alone.”

		

		“Henry?”

		

		“What?”

		

		“Never mind,” Susan said shaking her head. Carla just smiled at her.

		

		“Well are we going to play?” Henry asked.

		

		“Sure what the hell,” Susan sighed.

		

		They had to wait for Michelle, but when she returned, they started playing again. After another hour, they took a break.

		

		“Is there any food around here?” Michelle asked.

		

		“I’m kind of hungry too!” Susan chimed in.

		

		“There are those sandwiches they delivered early this morning for that conference they were going to have today,” Henry told them.

		

		“Where are they?” Michelle asked.

		

		“In the fridge,” Henry told her.

		

		Michelle, Susan and Carla were gone, leaving Henry in the conference room alone. When the women got to the fridge, they not only found sandwiches, but several bottles of wine. Smiling, Susan grabbed a bottle, looking for a corkscrew.

		

		“Uh, that a twist off top dear,” Michelle giggled.

		

		“Great, slut,” Susan told her.

		

		Carla gasped at what Susan had just called Michelle.

		

		“Don’t worry, from her that’s a term of endearment,” Michelle told Carla who laughed.

		

		Michelle found some glasses in the cabinet and set them out on the table. Susan filled them. Then taking a bite of her sandwich she smiled contentedly.

		

		“There’s nothing like good food, good wine and good company,” Susan said.

		

		“She really loves me,” Michelle said to Carla.

		

		“I wasn’t talking about you slut!” Susan laughed taking a drink of her wine.

		

		The three of them sat in the break room, eating and drinking. A bottle of wine later, Henry wandered into the break room.

		

		“So this is where you guys got to. Hey where did you get the wine?” he asked going in search of a glass.

		

		Susan just shook her head, grabbing another bottle of wine and heading back to the conference room, Carla and Michelle in tow. Sitting facing the window Susan poured herself another glass of wine setting the bottle down on the table. Michelle took the bottle and poured Carla and herself a glass.

		

		It was so quiet without Henry, they all just sipped their wine and gazed out the window at he beautiful white landscape.

		

		“Its beauty belies its danger,” Michelle whispered.

		

		“It sure does,” Carla said softly.

		

		Susan just sighed taking another sip of wine.

		

		“I just wish I was trapped at home with my husband and daughter,” Michelle sighed.

		

		“Yeah, me too,” Susan said wistfully.

		

		“You stay away from my George,” Michelle said winking at Carla.

		

		“I will not.” Susan laughed.

		

		All three women were a little bit tipsy and started to laugh at almost anything. When Henry finally returned, all three went into hysterics. Henry just looked at them as if they were nuts. For the next half hour they sat, laughing and drinking.

		

		“Are we going to play cards?” Henry asked.

		

		“Sure, why not,” Susan slurred.

		

		“Strip poker,” Henry said, “each hand one piece of clothing, shoes are one item as are socks.”

		

		“Why not?” Susan laughed.

		

		She hadn’t played strip poker since college and then she had lost her pants, for real. She giggled at the thought. Henry dealt the first hand. Susan had a pair of deuces. She tossed three away. When Henry dealt her three new cards, she found she had two pair. When Henry turned over his cards, he had three of a kind. Michelle and Carla had nothing.

		

		All three women tossed in their shoes.

		

		Susan dealt the next hand and Henry won again. The Doctor’s tossed in their lab coats. Carla threw in her socks.

		

		Michelle dealt the next hand and Carla won. Michelle and Susan put their socks on the table. Henry put in his shoes.

		

		Carla dealt the hand and Henry won.

		

		Rubbing her face, Susan balked a little, but decided Henry wouldn’t see anymore if they were on the beach. Unbuttoning her shirt, Susan stood pulling it from her slacks. Rising Michelle and Carla did the same.

		

		Smiling at the three women, Henry shuffled the cards. Susan had on a very expensive looking black lace bra. Her large breasts were barely contained. Michelle had on a pink camisole, while Carla had on a plain white bra. To Henry the all looked stunning.

		

		Henry dealt the cards and won the hand.

		

		Susan swore, throwing her cards down. Standing quickly, she put her thumbs in the waistband of her slacks and pushed them down her shapely legs. Kicking them off her foot, she stood there, picked up her glass of wine and took a long drink.

		

		Henry couldn’t believe his eyes, here was Doctor Reynolds standing in her underwear.

		

		“Damn, you’re beautiful,” Henry said.

		

		“Shut up and deal,” Susan said sitting back down.

		

		Carla and Michelle slipped out of their slacks without standing. Henry didn’t mind, he had already seen them naked and had fantastic sex with them each on a number of occasions.

		

		Susan deals and wins. She giggled as she watched Michelle and Carla slip their panties off their bodies. Henry took his shirt off.

		

		Michelle’s deal and Henry won. Hiding her face in her hands, Susan groaned with embarrassment. Standing she slipped her panties down her legs. Both Henry and Carla were shocked to find she shaves her pussy.

		

		“Slut,” Michelle muttered under breath, Carla cracked up laughing.

		

		Susan just sat down quickly. Michelle and Carla shrugged off their bras.

		

		“Okay, it’s just you and me Doc,” Henry said.

		

		Shivering, Susan nodded.

		

		Carla dealt the hand. Henry won. Sighing Susan unclipped her bra and shrugged it off.

		

		“Stand, please?” Henry asked softly.

		

		Why she did, she’ll never know. Susan stood, proudly pushing out her natural breasts. Henry just stared at her.

		

		“What to get even?” Henry asked.

		

		“Sure, but what’s my bet?” Susan asked.

		

		“Your pussy for all my clothes,” Henry said.

		

		“You’re on, but Michelle deals,” Susan insisted.

		

		“Fine.”

		

		Michelle dealt. Susan had a pair of Jacks. She took three and wound up with just the pair. When Henry turned up his cards, Susan groaned in defeat. He had trip threes.

		

		“Up on the table Doctor,” Henry said pointing to the place in front of him.

		

		Gulping down the rest of her wine, Susan took a deep breath and got up on the table. Henry put his hand on the inside of her smooth bare thighs and pushed them open.

		

		“Oh god no,” Susan whimpered.

		

		Henry leaned forward smelling her fragrance. He sighed, leaning closer.

		

		“You smell good,” Henry told her.

		

		Moaning with nervous anticipation, Susan just leaned back on her elbows, resigned to her fate. When Henry’s lips and tongue touched her puffy, inflamed labia, Sue jumped slightly. When Henry started to lick and suck on her sex, she couldn’t help but moan in pleasure. After all, she was drunk and hadn’t had sex for almost a week.

		

		Susan became hotter and hotter the more Henry licked and sucked her pussy. Soon she was groaning in pleasure as her orgasm came closer and closer. Feeling lips and tongues on her nipples, drover her over the edge. Shaking and writhing on the table, Susan cried out her pleasure looking down her body, she spied Michelle looking up at her.

		

		“I always wanted to try this and I have wanted to suck on yours for a long time,” Michelle told her.

		

		Looking over at Carla, she raised her eyebrows, unable to speak.

		

		“I’m bi and you are very beautiful,” Carla said going back to sucking Susan’s nipple.

		

		Looking further down she saw Henry standing, his cock out about to press into her.

		

		“Oh, god no,” Susan yelled.

		

		“A bet is a bet,” Henry said flipping the tip of his cock against Susan’s slit,”mmm, nice and wet.”

		

		Slowly, Henry pushed into Susan’s body. Susan thought, ‘at least he is a considerate lover.’

		

		Once he was in as far as he could go, he pressed gently into her some more.

		

		“Oh shit!” Susan cried. “Don’t you dare cum in me!”

		

		Slowly Henry withdrew from Susan. Then just as slowly, pressed back into her. Henry did this until Susan groaned deep in her chest when he pressed all the way in. Smiling Henry withdrew one more time. Watching Susan’s face, he slammed into her quickly.

		

		“Oh fuck,” Susan shouted.

		

		Pounding into her as fast and as hard as he could, Henry just grinned down at Susan. Eyes wide, mouth hanging open, Susan grunted each time Henry’s dick smashed against her cervix.

		

		“Pretty good fuck, isn’t he?” Michelle asked looking into Susan’s eyes.

		

		“Oh fuck,” Susan cried.

		

		Moaning, Michelle kissed her best friend for the first time. Susan moaned.

		

		“I’ve wanted to do that for a very long time,” Michelle told her going back to suck on Susan’s tits.

		

		Henry was fucking Susan fast and hard, grunting with his exertions. All the while, he was smiling down at Susan. He had finally scored with the best looking Doctor at the clinic. God he was enjoying this.

		

		For twenty minutes, Henry slammed into Susan’s body. She was having one orgasm after another, as she looked up at Henry in amazement. He was a dynamo. Suddenly, Henry slammed into her and didn’t move. Then he shouted.

		

		“Oh fuck yeah!”

		

		His whole body shook. Susan felt his cock pulse in her body. She cried out in orgasm.

		

		“Fuck!” Susan screamed, bucking her hips against Henry.

		

		Susan felt his semen spread and fill her vagina.

		

		“What part of “Don’t cum in me!” didn’t you understand asshole?” Susan shouted, shaking with another orgasm.

		

		“Don’t worry dear, he’s clean. I ran all the tests myself, before I let him near me,” Michelle told her softly.

		

		“That’s not the point,” Susan cried, pushing Henry away.

		

		“Oh god, no?” Michelle asked.

		

		“Oh god, yes,” Susan answered.

		

		When Henry’s cock popped out of her, his come gushed from her pussy. Jumping down from the table, Susan rushed to the bathroom.

		

		“You dope,” Michelle berated Henry.

		

		“What?”

		

		“She and Mark are trying to get pregnant, she’s not on any birth control,” Michelle told him, turning to go help her friend.

		

		Henry just stood there an amazed look on her face.

		

		“Then why did she let me?”

		

		“Because you got her drunk and cheated to wind,” Carla said looking at Henry in disgust.

		

	
		Stopping in the supply room, Michelle grabbed some douches off the shelf along with a couple of spermicidal sparys. When she got to the bathroom, Susan was throwing up.

		

		“How could I?” Susan asked sitting on the toilet.

		

		“You were drunk, still are,” Michelle told her, handing her one of the douches.

		

		“What the fuck was I thinking?” Susan asked pressing the nozzle of the douche into herself. “Fuck!” she cried as the liquid filled her insides.

		

		Once the douche was empty, along with Susan’s vagina, Michelle took her hand pulling her long to the closest exam room.

		

		“On the table sweetie and I’ll fill you with this,” Michelle held up the bottle of spermicidal.

		

		Nodding, Susan, without a thought, climbed on the exam table, placing her feet in the stirrups. Carefully, Michelle pushed the nozzle into her friend.

		

		“Ready?” Michelle asked.

		

		“As ever,” Susan whimpered.

		

		Michelle pressed the button and the spermicidal foam shot into Susan. She could feel it expand to fill every nook and cranny of her vagina. Pressing the nozzle in farther, Michelle searched by feel for Susan’s cervix. When she found it, she pushed the nozzle through to Susan’s womb and pressed the button once more. Susan yelped as the foam filled her uterus.

		

		“God, I hope am not pregnant, this will kill the embryo,” Susan cried, tears rolling down her face.

		

		“Well if you are, then Henry’s sperm won’t be getting you pregers,” Michelle said sliding the nozzle from Susan.

		

		“We’ll just let that work for awhile.”

		

		“How did he do it?” Susan asked.

		

		“Do what?”

		

		“Cheat. I was watching him very closely.”

		

		“Ah, I don’t know how to tell you this, but he had help.”

		

		“You didn’t?” Susan shouted at her friend. “I thought you were my friend.”

		

		“I am, Susan, I am.”

		

		“Then how could you?”

		

		“You were the only one that wasn’t a member of Henry’s whores.”

		

		“What?”

		

		“He’s fucked every woman in the clinic.”

		

		“Everyone? Even Paula?”

		

		“Yep, everyone. You were the last hold out and today just happened.”

		

		“The wine, it was doctored?”

		

		“Yes.”

		

		“Fuck.”

		

		“It was good though, wasn’t it?”

		

		“Right up until he came in me, the stupid bastard.”

		

		“Right, I seem to recall you flopping around in orgasm when that happened.”

		

		“Fuck you slut!”

		

		“Whore!”

		

		Susan’s eyes widened with the shock of Michelle’s word. Then she pressed her lips against Michelle’s. She was right, Susan was now a whore and a slut.

		

		“Let’s get this stuff out of you and cleaned up. Carla and I want to eat your pussy.”

		

		

		Whore III

		

		Jane stood crying as her husband of three years looked at her with tears in his eyes. She hadn’t meant to do it, it just happened. An old girl friend and her husband had finally come to town to visit. It just happened that Bill, Jane’s husband was out of town that weekend.

		

		“Bill, say something,” Jane pleaded, tears welling up in her eyes.

		

		“I…I can’t,” Bill stammered, looking at his wife.

		

		Jane couldn’t read Bill’s mood, he just stood there as if in shock. Brandy and her husband were hold up in the guest bedroom, along with three others. Jane stood watching her husband. She was naked, standing in the middle of the clothes strewn around the living room.

		

		Twenty-four hours ago, Jane was at the airport picking up her long time friend Brandy and her husband Jake. All was well and they were laughing and joking all the way back to Jane’s house. Jane had just met Jake for the first time, even though Brandy had married him four years ago.

		

		It was Saturday morning when Brandy and Jake were settled into the guest room. When they found Jane in the kitchen fixing them breakfast, Jake insisted taking her and Brandy out. Jake’s idea of breakfast, turned out to the local Denny’s, but they all had a good time. Back at the house, Jane and Brandy sat at the kitchen table catching up on old times.

		

		Jake was in the living room watching T.V. and talking on his cell phone. Twenty minutes later three of Jake’s friends showed up. Jake answered the door letting them in. When Jane saw them, she waved Jake over to her.

		

		“What are you doing?” Jane hissed.

		

		“I invited a few buddies over, what’s the problem?”

		

		“You should have asked me first, that’s the problem and I don’t know them.”

		

		“They’re nice guys, ask Brandy,” Jake said turning to point at his wife.

		

		Jane’s jaw dropped when she looked at Brandy. She was in the arms of one of Jake’s friends, kissing him very passionately. Jane was shocked.

		

		“What the hell is she doing?” Jane asked.

		

		“She’s saying hi,” Jake laughed, going to the living room.

		

		‘Brandy!” Jane shouted.

		

		Brandy disengaged herself from the man and hurried over to Jane.

		

		“What babe?”

		

		“What is going on here?”

		

		“Oh, you mean with Otis. Me and him go back a long way, even before me and Jake.”

		

		“And Jake just lets you kiss him like that?”

		

		“Sure, why not? Jake knows I’d never leave him.”

		

		Jane was astonished by Brandy’s attitude. Jane just stared at her.

		

		“Hey honey come say hello to Carl, he’s been waiting a long time for this,” Jake yelled.

		

		“Got to go,” Brandy giggled running over to Carl.

		

		Jane watched Brandy flow into Carl’s arms and kiss him. Jane could see Brandy’s mouth open letting Carl’s tongue dance with hers. Jane shivered, as Carl’s hand caressed Brandy’s breast right in front of her husband.

		

		“Hey, don’t forget about me,” the third man said, pulling Brandy from Carl’s grasp.

		

		Brandy giggled, as the third man hugged her.

		

		“Don’t worry Sam, I was saving the best for last,” Brandy said, as Sam pressed his lips to hers.

		

		Jane just couldn’t believe her friend. All through high school and then college, Brandy had been so up tight and prudish no boy ever asked her out more than once. Jane had double dated with her once and the guy she was with was on his knees begging her for a good night kiss. She just shook his hand. Now here she was letting men, not her husband, kiss and feel her up.

		

		“Hey Jane, why don’t you come say hi to the guys,” Jake said.

		

		Jane just turned and went back into the kitchen. She sat at the table sipping her ice tea. She could hear Brandy giggling in the living room. She also heard the men commenting on Brandy.

		

		“Geez, they’re beautiful,” Jane heard on of them say.

		

		Getting up she peeked around the corner into the living room. She gasped when she saw Brandy was now topless and Carl and Sam were each sucking on a tit. Staggering back, Jane almost fell over her chair. Closing her eyes tightly, she tried to force the images of Brandy from her mind.

		

		Suddenly, Jake was standing in front of her, leering at her. Backing from him she was soon back against the counter.

		

		“You should really come join us. You don’t know what you’re missing,” Jack said pressing against her.

		

		“And I don’t want to know. Now take your friends and get out of my house,” Jane shouted.

		

		Jake just laughed at her as he grabbed her arm pulling her into the living room. Jane struggled, but to know avail. Shock consumed her being, at what she saw. Brandy was naked lying on the couch, Carl between her thighs, sucking on her sex. Sam had his substantial cock wedged in Brandy’s mouth. Brandy was moaning and groaning, her hips bucking up into Carl’s face.

		

		“Let me go Jake,” Jane yelled.

		

		“Just shut up and enjoy Jane,” Jake told her. “Otis, get over here and help me with this wildcat. Looks like were going to have to do this the hard way.”

		

		Jane bolted for the kitchen, but Otis cut her off, grabbing her around the waist. Jane screamed, starting to kick and squirm in Otis’ arms. One kick caught Otis in the knee and he dropped her. Lying on her back, Jane started kicking at Otis and Jake as they tried to corral her to grab her so they wouldn’t be kicked. Jane was crying in fear, yet she found herself strangely aroused by the situation. On the couch, Carl was now fucking Brandy for all he was worth. Long deep strokes, his cock never quite going into Brandy all the way. Sam was still fucking Brandy’s mouth, her face covered in her own saliva.

		

		“Now Jane, we don’t want to hurt you, just show you a good time.” Jake stood still looking down at her.

		

		Before she could reply, Otis was on her, pinning her to the ground.

		

		“God no, please don’t,” Jane cried just giving up as Otis lay across her chest.

		

		“Geez Otis, don’t squash the poor girl,” Brandy said.

		

		Looking up, Jane saw Brandy standing next to Jake. Jane gasped when she saw cum leaking from her friend’s pussy and cum matting her hair.

		

		“Yeah, the boys can be pretty messy,” Brandy giggled. “Otis, let her up you big ox.”

		

		Otis quickly got off Jane. Once Otis had moved back far enough, Jane scrambled to her feet. She stood there looking for somewhere to run, but all the men blocked her way. Dropping her head, she began to cry. Brandy stepped over to her putting her hand on Jane’s shoulder.

		

		“Come on dear, let’s go in the living room and talk.” Brandy guided her to the couch. “You boys find something else to do, but fix Jane and me a drink first.” Brandy hugged the still crying Jane.

		

		“Honey, it’s no big deal, really. They guys will be perfect gentlemen. They won’t hurt you unless that’s what you like…”

		

		“No!” Jane yelled.

		

		“All right, no pain. I can tell you they will take you to heaven and back.”

		

		“While my marriage goes to hell,” Jane cried.

		

		“He’ll never know. The guys will clean up and be gone before he gets home, promise.”

		

		“No, I can’t,” Jane said.

		

		Brandy suddenly pushed Jane back on the couch. Jane was shocked when Brandy started kissing her. She struggled, but Brandy was bigger and stronger. Just as suddenly, Jane was kissing Brandy back. Brandy sighed when that happened. Jane moaned when Brandy started to feel her up. When Brandy’s hand slipped under the waistband of her slacks, Jane spread her legs so she would have easier access.

		

		Brandy softly ran her finger through Jane’s soft moist petals, sighing when she felt how wet they were. Pushing two fingers into Jane’s body, Brandy groaned when Jane’s vagina squeezed her fingers. With her free hand, Brandy stated to undress Jane. Once naked, Jane just floated along on the feeling of euphoria as Brandy finger fucked her. When another pair of hands touched her, Jane groaned, but didn’t pull away.

		

		“She’s ready,” Brandy said moving aside.

		

		Looking up, Jane saw Jake lowering himself between her legs he was naked. When she saw his cock, she gasped at its size.

		

		“No, no,” Jane cried, but didn’t push Jake way.

		

		Somewhere deep in her mind Jane had always wondered what it would be line to fuck a big cock. Not that her husband was small, but he wasn’t as big as Jake or the other guys for that matter. Slowly Jake pressed his cock into Jane’s tight pussy. Jane was crying, but not in fear or sorrow. Hips bucking, she attempted to get more of Jake’s cock into her, but Jake held back. Otis stood over Jane’s head he too was now nude. Jane’s eyes widened in fright at the size of his cock and it wasn’t even hard. Slowly, Otis bent his knees dipping his cockhead to Jane’s lips. Moaning, Jane opened her mouth and sucked in Otis’ cock. Otis sighed as Jane’s tongue swirled around his gland.

		

		Now Jake, embedded in Jane’s body as far as he could go. Jane shivered with her first orgasm. Brandy was sitting in the recliner. Sam was fucking her for all he was worth. Jane could hear her friend screaming in orgasm. Jake slammed into Jane’s pussy on last time, spraying his creamy seed into her body. Jake yelled, the roar of pleasure filled the room.

		

		“God damn you’re a good fuck,” he yelled as he filled Jane with is little swimmers.

		

		Jane’s cries of pleasure, muffled by Otis’ big cock, which he pulled out as Jake pulled out of her pussy. Climbing between her legs, Otis looked down at the pretty housewife. Jane groaned when she realized Otis was going to try to fuck her with his monster of cock. Spreading her legs as wide as she could, she reached down taking Otis’ cock in her tiny hand to guide him into her.

		

		“Please don’t hurt me?” Jane begged.

		

		“Never little missy,” Otis said to her softly.

		

		Then very slowly and very gently, Otis started to press his way into Jane’s throbbing pussy. In an inch, then out. Then back in two inches, over and over Otis gently pushed his cock into Jane’s pussy. Each time he pressed in, Jane moaned in pleasure. Each time he pulled out, she growled at the loss she felt.

		

		For half an hour, Otis gently fucked Jane. For half an hour, blond haired, blue eyed, Jane bucked up to meet his every thrust. Then Otis started to pound into Jane, hard and fast. Jane cried out in orgasm after orgasm as the big cock plowed into her.

		

		“That’s it Otis, fuck me with that big fucking cock of yours. God it feels so good. Damn it, fuck me, fuck me,” Jane shouted.

		

		“Looks like we have a convert,” Jake laughed as he fucked his wife’s well-used pussy.

		

		For the rest of the day and into the night the men took turns fucking Jane and Brandy. Jane couldn’t get enough. She kept crying for more. It was six in the morning and Otis was pounding Jane into the couch once more. She just adored his cock as it slipped in and out of her now stretched pussy. Laying there enjoying the wonderful cock pounding into her, Jane never gave a though about her husband. Just as Otis was filling her again, the front door opened and in walked Bill. His bags hitting the floor made Jane and Otis look up.

		

		“Oh fuck,” Jane cried pushing Otis off her.

		

		“Well, I guess it’s time to go,” Otis said heading to the back bedroom where the other three guys were fucking Brandy.

		

		“What the fuck!” Bill shouted slamming the front door shut.

		

		Jane jumped up and stood facing her husband Otis’ cum dripping out of her well fucked pussy. Bill just stared at his wife.

		

		“Bill, say something,” Jane said.

		

		“I…I can’t,” Bill replied.

		

		Jane started to move toward him.

		

		“Don’t,” Bill almost shouted at her.

		

		“Honey, I can explain…”

		

		“How the fuck are you going to explain this?” Bill waved his hand at the clothes strewn around the living room.

		

		“Honey, I…I…” Jane dropped to her knees crying. There was no way to explain what he saw. She had been a willing participant.

		

		“I can explain,” Brandy said walking into the living room naked.

		

		“What the hell,” Bill stammered.

		

		Brandy walked up to Bill and kissed him. Jane knew everything was going to be all right. She knew Bill had always lusted after her friend, he had made the mistake of telling Jane about is lust for Brandy at their wedding three years ago. Jake coming up behind her and cupping her tits in his hands startled Jane. Looking back at her husband, Jane smiled as his head was thrown back as Brandy’s mouth engulfed his cock.

		

		“You fucking whore, I knew you were a whore,” Bill said looking at Jane, but talking to Brandy. Brandy just sucked his cock harder.

		

		“Am a whore too?” Jane asked her husband as Jakes finger slipped into her pussy.

		

		Bill just growled and said, “You’re the biggest whore of them all.”

		

		Jane smiled as she stroked Jakes cock.

		

		

		Whore IV

		

		Peggy woke sitting behind the wheel of her car. Looking around everything was blurry. Trying to wipe her eyes with her hand she found her face covered in a half dried gooey mess. Finally, clearing one eye she could just make out where she was. Jefferson Mall parking lot the sign said.

		

		Shaking her head, she tried to remember how she got here. The last thing she remembered she was at her friend Beth’s place. Turning on the interior light, Peggy looked at herself in the mirror. When she saw the state of her face, everything that happened that afternoon, came flooding back into her mind. She was so shocked she almost passed out.

		

		Sitting there looking at her face, Peggy began to tremble. At first, it was anger, anger at Beth. Then as she reviewed what had happened, she was angry at herself. Closing her eyes, Peggy began to cry. Sobbing, Peggy wiped her tears on her sleeve, started her car and started to drive home. She stopped just before she left the parking lot. She couldn’t go anywhere looking like this. Pounding her hands on the steering wheel, she yelled her anger at the darkness outside.

		

		About the only place she could go, was Beth’s house. Nodding, she quickly drove there. When she arrived, the place was dark. Looking at the clock on the dashboard for the first time, she saw it was four in the morning. Shaking with rage again, Peggy climbed out of the car and went to the front door. She rang the bell and pounded on the door. After a few agonizing minutes, Beth finally opened the door.

		

		“My god, what are you doing back here, Peggy? Jesus, what the hell happed to you?””

		

		Pushing past her friend, Peggy rushed to the bathroom.

		

		“Peggy, no you can’t be here…” the bathroom door slamming cut off Beth statement.

		

		Peggy sank to the floor, crying. After a few minutes, she got up, stripped and started the shower. When the water temperature was just right, Peggy stood under the warm spray, letting the warm water wash away the slime on her face. That’s when she realized she also had it dripping from her sex. Closing her eyes, she started to cry again. Suddenly, the bathroom door burst open, scaring Peggy half to death.

		

		“No Bob, leave her alone, it wasn’t her fault,” Beth yelled at her husband.

		

		“Bullshit, she’s a whore and always was a whore,” Bob yelled back.

		

		“That’s not true and you know it,” Beth yelled defending her friend.

		

		“I want her out of my house.”

		

		“At least let her clean up first you heartless so of a bitch,” Beth yelled.

		

		“Watch it bitch, you’re no better than her and you know it!”

		

		Beth gasped at what Bob said. Peggy cringed in the shower, tears streaming down her face.

		

		“Jerk,” Beth yelled at Bob.

		

		“Whore,” Bob yelled back stomping back to their bedroom.

		

		The shower door opened and Beth stepped in crouching down by her friend, she pulled Peggy into her arms.

		

		“I’m sorry Peg, I’m so sorry.”

		

		Whimpering, Peggy melted into Beth’s arms. Beth was naked too and started to clean her friend.

		

		“Come on Pegs, lets get you cleaned up, so you can go home.”

		

		Peggy got to her feet shakily. Beth soaped her up, washing all the slime from body as best she could. She then gently pushed Peggy under the warm spray. Peggy, still whimpering let Beth dry her.

		

		“Come on, Pegs, let’s get you dressed.”

		

		“No, I can’t wear that,” Peggy croaked, slapping her hands at the clothes Beth held for her.

		

		Shrugging, Beth dropped the clothes and left Peggy alone in the bathroom. Peggy sobbed curling up on the floor. Beth returned shortly handing Peggy a clean pair of slacks and a t-shirt. Peggy quickly pulled them on.

		

		“You really have to leave no Peg. Bob is furious at me for what happened already and he blames you.”

		

		“Me? They were your friends and look what they did to me?”

		

		“I know dear. Go home, we’ll talk later today when Bob’s at work.”

		

		Peggy let Beth guide her to the front door, handing her purse and soiled clothes to her. Peggy dropped the clothes taking her purse from Beth.

		

		“Burn those, I don’t ever want to see them again.”

		

		Peggy tuned and was out the door. She drove home. I was only a couple of blocks from Beth’s. Quietly shutting her car door, Peggy walked to the front door, as she was putting her key in the lock, her husband, Jeff, ripped the door open.

		

		“Where the fuck have you been?” he yelled, every word dripping with rage.

		

		“I don’t want to talk about it,” Peggy said calmly trying to push past her angry husband.

		

		Grabbing her arm, Jeff pulled her inside and slammed the door.

		

		“You’ll talk about it or you’re back out that door.”

		

		Peggy closed her eyes and stated to cry.

		

		“Oh knock it off, you aren’t going to get out of it with those fake tears you always use,” Jeff said pushing Peggy down on the couch. “Start talking. And what’s that in your hair?”

		

		“Oh god, no,” Peggy cried. She must have missed some.

		

		“Talk Peg or I really will throw you ass out in the street.”

		

		“You’re going to anyway, so we might as well get it over with,” Peggy sobbed.

		

		“What to you mean?” Jeff asked softly.

		

		“That stuff in my hair is another man’s cum.”

		

		“What?” Jeff yelled shrilly.

		

		Peggy was silent, he had heard her, she wasn’t going to repeat it for him.

		

		“Maybe you better start at the beginning, dear,” Jeff said softy, sitting next to his wife.

		

		“No, you already hate me, why should I make it any worse? I mean…I might as well pack my bags.”

		

		“No, I really didn’t mean what I said Peg, honest. I was just mad. Now tell me what happened.”

		

		“I can’t, you’ll really hate me if I do.”

		

		Jeff didn’t say anything, he just gently put his arm around Peggy’s shoulder. Peggy slumped against him sobbing. Jeff finally realized her tears were real.

		

		“Come on Peg, what the hell happened?”

		“Well, if you really want to hear about it, fine.” Peg paused taking a deep breath.

		

		“I went to Beth’s yesterday afternoon when I go there she had a man over. They were just talking in the kitchen. I joined them, Beth poured me a glass of wine like she always does and she introduced me to Kevin. She said Kevin was a friend who was going to do some work for her and Bob.

		

		“I didn’t think anything was strange at the time. About an hour later, three more guys showed up. Kevin said they were his helpers. They were all so young and good looking. I was flattered by their attention. Nothing out of line, just comments about how good I looked, you know things like that. The kept pouring my wine and I kept drinking it. Plus, I was being turned on by all the attention. I knew you were going to get lucky when I got home. Only I never got home,” Peggy broke down in tears again.

		

		Jeff hugged her, just knowing what she was going to tell him. He was frightened by what he was hearing already.

		

		“Well anyway, the wine was going to my head. When I looked up, Beth was in Kevin’s arms kissing him for she was worth. Kevin’s hands were roaming her body and Beth was letting them. All of a sudden, Sampson was behind me feeling my up and whispering in my ear how beautiful I was. I was surprised by his actions, but even more surprised I let him continue. My mind was screaming no, but my body was calmly saying yes. I just couldn’t help myself.”

		

		“Who is Sampson, dear,” Jeff asked casually.

		

		“Sampson was a friend of Kevin’s. He was tall, dark and built. Yes he was black and for some reason that didn’t bother me like I thought it would.”

		

		“Okay, honey, continue please, it will do you good to get this out.”

		

		“Sampson was caressing my breasts and kissing my neck when Marshal, he’s a white guy, also built, started kissing me. I was all so exciting and I was so turned on having two men wanting me at the same time. I’m sorry to say I forgot all about being married, dear. I hope you’re not hurt by that. I thing I remember is being on the couch naked, Sampson was pounding me with his cock. Marshal was feeding me his cock. I could hear Beth screaming on the floor being royally fucked by Kevin and Steve at the same time.

		

		“When Sampson came, I must have blacked out. The next thing I remember is I’m at a different house and there are dozens of men standing around Beth and Me stroking their cocks. Beth and I would crawl around and suck each dick a while before moving onto the next. I then remember all these cocks squirting all over my face and body.

		

		“Then I just remember little snapshots of getting fucked over and over and over. Then I woke up in my car at Jefferson Mall. Those bastards used me, came on me and in me. I fell awful.”

		

		“Where’s you purse?” Jeff asked.

		

		“In the car, why?”

		

		Jeff went out and got Peggy’s purse.

		

		“Good, your driver’s licenses and credit cards are still in your wallet. What the hell is this?” Jeff stopped hold up a wad of cash.

		

		“I have no idea honey,” Peggy said.

		

		“There’s a not attached,” Jeff pulled the note off, unfolded it, and read it aloud.

		

		“Peggy, this is your cut from working in Sampson’s whore house on fifth. If you ever want to do it again, let me know. Kevin. You worked in a whore house?”

		

		“God, I don’t remember that, honest,” Peggy cried.

		

		“Tell me truthfully, did you enjoy what you did?”

		

		“What?” Peggy asked surprised by her husband’s question.

		

		“Did you enjoy yourself?” Jeff asked again.

		

		“How can you ask such a thing?”

		

		“You did enjoy it. Look at your nipples, they’re hard as diamonds.”

		

		Peggy brought her hand to her breast and found she was excited. Thinking back, she remembered how much she enjoyed everything. Even the come bath caused her to orgasm multiple times.

		

		“Will you hate me if I did?”

		

		“No.”

		

		That one simple word from her husband lifted a weight from Peggy’s shoulders.

		

		“I’m almost ashamed to tell you I did enjoy everything.”

		

		Pushing Peggy back so she was now lying on the couch, Jeff quickly pulled her shorts off and his boxers. He was harder than he had ever been in his life. Lowering himself between his wife’s legs, he lined himself up with her red, swollen pussy. Peggy didn’t know what to do. She didn’t know whether to push him away or pull him closer. When his hard cock pushed past her entrance, Peggy moaned in pleasure.

		

		“Fuck me Jeff, fuck your whore wife,” she told him.

		

		“God damn,” Jeff moaned. “Next weekend you’re going back to work for Sampson,” Jeff told her.

		

		“Oh god,” Peggy shouted bucking up to meet her husband thrusts.

		

		

		Whore V

		

		Bucking her hips in time with the thrusts of the man between her thighs, Kristen groaned with pleasure. Sure most whores would tell you they derived no pleasure from fucking strangers for money. For most, it all about the money and only the money, they had found one thing they could do that didn’t require a college degree and every penny they made was tax-free.

		

		Kristen on the other hand became a whore quite by accident and once she realized what she was doing, her orgasms became more and more intense. To Kristen the money was secondary. It was the act, the sex, with strangers that did it for her. The cold transaction prior to the hot sweaty sex got her juices going. The fact that she was being paid increased the pleasure she felt.

		

		Kristen had been working as a freelance whore for six months before her husband found out. At first he was devastated, until he realized that their sex life had been rather exceptional since Kristen had started her whoring. He was still quite upset with her, but was still in love with her, he didn’t know what to do.

		

		Looking for a resolution, Kristen, who actually loved her husband with all her heart, arranged for him to observe her servicing a client. What he saw outrage and aroused him at the same time. He saw the cold, calculating way his wife got the business out of the way first. Then he witnessed the sex between her and her client. He saw there was no love, only pure animalist lust, pure, wanton lust for both of them. The only thing they each sought was pleasure. Once he was done, there was no cuddling, no pillow talk, he climbed from between her legs, got dressed and left.

		

		For Kristen, the fact that he husband had been watching had heightened her pleasure two fold. She couldn’t ever explain it to herself, let alone to her husband. Once she cleaned up, her husband grabbed her and threw her to the bed. He was naked and sporting a nice sized hard on. Giggling, Kristen spread her legs and raised her arms in invitation. For the next twenty minutes, he pounded into with such passion he almost wore himself out fucking his wife.

		

		When he finally came, it was the best orgasm he had ever experienced. He knew that instant he was hooked. He knew he would never be able to get enough of his wife.

		

		So, as Kristen thrust her hips up to meet those pounding down on her, she smiled at the mirror on the wall, knowing her wonderful husband was on the other side watching as she had another orgasm on the strange cock pounding its lust into her.

		

		So, she could honestly say she as a whore who loved her work.
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