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~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

I don’t know where my fascination with women who sell their bodies came from.

But I’ve been interested in them for a long time.

As long as I can remember, to be honest.

And now I’m going to be one.

And I can’t wait.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~


(Click here to go to my Amazon Author Page)
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~ Present day ~

I’m standing in front of a door. The door is closed but I know that my life will change forever when I open it. I’m almost shaking I’m so nervous, excited, scared, and wet. I’ve been thinking about this moment for months but now that the moment has arrived, I can’t force myself to reach for that doorknob and walk into my new life. I can hardly breathe I’m so nervous, but I’m breathing so hard and fast, I feel lightheaded.

“It’s okay, Hayley,” Anna says from behind me. She’s been wonderful – like a mother to me – and I only just met her. We talked by phone a couple of times and texted a bunch but until an hour ago, I had no idea what she looked like or even how old she was. That she’s maybe fifty, older than my mother but much more open-minded, shouldn’t surprise me but it does for some reason. “Take your time, okay?” she asks in the most charming accent.

“I want to do this,” I say to myself as much as I say it to her. “I want to do this.”

“I know you do, my dear, but it’s a big step. I know that better than anyone.” She gently pats my arm and I look over my shoulder. She’s been amazing, she is amazing, and I don’t want to let her down. She’s almost as excited that I’m here as I am, her first American girl, she must have told me a dozen times. It’s a big deal for her but it’s a huge deal for me. Ginormous. Earth-shattering. All I have to do is open this damn door.

“You can leave the light off for a few minutes if you want to,” she says with infinite patience. “Just until you get comfortable.”

“No, I’ll be fine. I can do this.” I can’t stop saying it but I can’t actually do it, either. I’m frozen in place.

“Would you like me to open the door for you, Hayley?” Anna asks and I detect a slight impatience in her tone for the first time. If I don’t do this now, then all the conversations, all the planning, not to mention all the money I spent to get here, money I earned as a waitress in a diner in place that shall remain nameless, where money is really hard to come by and it took me forever to save enough to fly across the Atlantic to do this and all I have to do is open the damn door!

So I do.

~ Three months ago ~

I’ve had my IG account for years but only lately have I begun following models. I have no idea why, I just did. I was fascinated with them, looking glamorous and perfect, even though I knew it was mostly a show. I’d read enough about that world to understand how it worked. Anyone can call themselves a model and post pics that are highly Photoshopped or worse, faked with AI although I have no idea how you do that, I just knew you could.

But I wanted into that world.

I knew I was pretty but I had no idea how a girl from the sticks could compete with girls – women, really – from places like New York and LA, Miami and Chicago. Women who had access to stylists, professional makeup artists, designer clothes, strappy shoes, and expensive jewelry. Women who had grown up with money.

So I did the only thing I knew how to do – I showed some skin.

“You look like a tramp,” my sister, Sarah, told me when she spied over my shoulder one afternoon. She’s only a few years older than me but she acts as if she’s my second mother, not that I need one because our mother is very much alive and fully engaged in my life even though I moved out of her house years ago. “Why do you insist on showing off like that,” Sarah sniffed when I shut off my phone a second too late.

“It’s what I look like, why shouldn’t I post the way I look?” I whined so hard even I could hear it. She clucked and walked away but I knew she’d be telling our mother and there would be hell to pay as a result.

“It’s ungodly,” she said as she walked toward the baby’s room where her six-month-old was fussing. “That’s why and you know it. You weren’t raised like that.”

“You weren’t raised like that,” I said under my breath. Even though we came from the same household and were raised by the same parents, my sister and I couldn’t be more different. She got married right out of high school and got pregnant a respectable three months after the wedding, by design I’m convinced so as not to encourage gossip about a shotgun wedding. After giving birth to our parents' first and only grandson, she doubled her hold on their pride and affection by birthing a daughter a year and a half later. I didn’t have a prayer of competing for my parents, especially my mother’s respect and approval.

So I went hard in the other direction.

I got help from a friend’s mother to get on birth control years ago and lost my virginity a week or so later. It wouldn’t have taken that long if I’d been able to get out of the house without sneaking around but as soon as I could do the deed, I did it. I don’t even remember the name of the guy who popped my cherry because all I wanted from him was to get it over with.

From that point on I was like a girl on a mission and I don’t mean a religious mission although there was a spiritual component to my sex drive, I realized after a few years. It was hard for me when my sister still lived at home but as soon as she married I was able to sneak out almost at will, because as much as my mother and father thought I was irredeemable because I didn’t see eye to eye on church matters and such, they couldn’t even imagine that their youngest daughter was sleeping around.

I didn’t have too many notches on my belt when I was limited by the lack of a job and a car, but as soon as I got my license and began waitressing at the Highway Diner, I used my money and my late-night shifts to head up to the college near our town as often as I could, where I became a regular guest of a half dozen fraternities.

By the time I graduated high school, I already had a well-deserved reputation.

Then I moved out of my parent’s house and cranked my sex life up to eleven.
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~ Present day ~

When I step through the doorway and into my window display room, it’s still dark. Anna told me that when I book a client I should turn off the light to let others know I’m busy, so right now I have to turn on the light to let the world know I’m ready to become a whore. I’m excited beyond words, to the point that I’m almost shaking, but I reach over and flip on the switch.

The lights come on.

No one is outside my window.

I calm down just a bit.

I’m wearing lingerie I brought with me at Anna’s suggestion, a white satin bikini cut bra and panty set from Victoria Secret that is sexy and virginal, a look she thought would be perfect for me with my American look as she called it, and my long blond hair. I’m also wearing white thigh-high stockings and six-inch platform stilettos. I’ve never worn shoes this tall before so it’s a good thing all I have to do is stand here and eventually walk a few steps to the little room behind my window display where I will ‘entertain’ clients.

I look at the stool that is provided but I don’t sit down. Anna told me that I should pose or dance a little to entice men to fuck me. She said that some girls, the ones who have been doing this the longest, just sit and scroll on their phones, looking bored. That is not the way to get clients, she told me. So I pose as sexily as I know how.

It takes a minute but soon two men are looking up at me through the window. A few people walk past behind them but they are staring at me as if they’re deciding if they want to part with €50 to buy fifteen minutes of my time. And the use of my body. One of them, a nice-looking man in his thirties, I’d guess, steps to the intercom and presses the button.

“Hello,” he says in a thick Belgian accent. “I haven’t seen you here before,” he continues. “Where are you from?”

I tell him I’m American. His eyes go wide.

“I’ve never seen an American girl in these windows and I come here a lot,” he says without trying to hide his excitement. All I can do is breathe a big sigh of relief – I had been so nervous about putting myself literally on display! What if people didn’t like me?

“I’m the first American to do this and this is my first night here,” I say with a tremble in my voice.

His smile widens if that’s even possible

“Well, then I have to be the first to fuck this American pussy!” he almost shouts into the intercom. Other people have stopped but my focus is on the man who will become my very first client as a prostitute.

I’m trembling as he inserts his credit card in the slot by the door and when it beeps and the door unlocks, I step toward the door to let him in. I walk him to the back of the small enclosure, to the door of my private room. He takes my hand when we get inside to lead me to the bed, but he motions for me to get on my knees as he unbuttons his pants and his cock springs out. He grabs a condom from the small table and wraps himself. I lean forward to give him oral, my first time sucking a cock with a condom on it, and he reaches behind me to unhook and remove my bra, which he tosses on the bed. He fondles my breasts and tweaks my nipples gently as I suck him for no more than five minutes. I’m finally beginning to relax but it feels almost as nerve-wracking as when I lost my virginity.

Finally, he reaches down and picks me up to lay me on my back. He’s strong and I don’t weigh much. I reach down to remove my panties and he kneels between my thighs and slides into my pussy. All I can think about is that I’ve finally done it. After months of thinking about it, wondering about it, dreaming about it, I’ve done it. I’m a whore.

He fucks me steadily for almost ten minutes and just as the timer goes off to signal he only has a minute left of his time with me – the whole process is so automated and techy and secure – he cums in the condom. I feel him swell inside me but I don’t feel his cum, a slight disappointment but I get that this is how it has to be. Anna did a wonderful job of explaining it to me.

He groans and flexes gently as he orgasms and although I don’t – I’m far too nervous – he seems satisfied with the experience. I breathe a big sigh of relief. I just lie there as he withdraws from my whore cunt and removes the condom, drops it into the receptacle, pulls his pants up from around his ankles and buttons buttons them.

“I always wanted to try an American pussy,” he says with a cute smile. “You made my night.” I watched as he left and closed the door but I just kept still on the bed trying to process what just happened. It’s tough but I have no regrets. None. Eventually, I pull my panties back on, put my bra on, and leave my private room. My fucking room, as I now think of it.

My window display is still dark of course, and I take a few seconds to get myself settled and look out at the empty sidewalk outside my window. I flip on the light and wait just a minute or so before another man comes by and stops to look at me. He looks me up and down and I’m sure I am blushing at being examined so blatantly but I can’t help it. I am so new, this is so new, and now I am about to do it again. He steps to the card slot and inserts his card and the door unlocks and I open it. I welcome my second client to my little corner of a huge brothel in Antwerp, Belgium, a brand new American window whore on her first night.

I would fuck 24 men before the end of my eight-hour shift.

~ Three months ago ~

After I had already decided to go to Europe I started IM’ing with Paul on Reddit. He reached out to me after I commented on some IG models’ pages and we got to chatting via the app. He told me he’d been with over 1500 prostitutes around the Continent and he was friends with one of the madams who owned a brothel in Antwerp. I knew nothing about brothels at that point but I was fascinated by what he told me.

Then he offered to put me in touch with Anna.

I was shocked at first. I can’t remember if he made the suggestion or if I asked him, but as soon as he told me I began to fantasize about becoming a whore.

“You’d be a natural,” Paul told me. I’d shared my sexual history with him and sent him a picture of myself. He said with my tight body and blond hair that the men who frequent the brothels of Belgium, men like him, would be very interested in paying to fuck me.

Paying to fuck me. That phrase stuck in my head and I just couldn’t shake it.

“I want you to tell Anna about me,” I IM’d Paul and he did. She IM’d me the next day.

“I hear you’re thinking about coming to see me,” she said. I was so excited I can’t even tell you. I was a step closer to doing something I had no idea existed a few days earlier but the more I thought about it, the more I wanted to try it. But I had questions. Tons and tons of questions. After texting back and forth, I asked if we could speak on the phone. She called me a few minutes later.

Once we introduced ourselves, I jumped right in with my questions.

“How long would I spend with each guy?”

“Clients get 15 minutes with you for €50,” she told me. “We have a timer that starts as soon as you close the door and it beeps once with a minute to go, then when it beeps again, the session is over.”

“What if they don’t want to leave?”

“There’s a button you press and we will come and intervene. Everyone knows how it works and they don’t want to get blackballed or arrested so everyone follows the rules.”

“And what about protection?” I always used condoms for my one-night stands. I’ve never contracted an STD and I didn’t want to take any chances.

“We require condoms for all acts, including oral,” Anna said.

That surprised me. I’ve always enjoyed giving guys blow jobs but I never insisted they wear a condom while I went down on them. “Really?” I asked.

“Oh, absolutely. You will see a lot of men in a short time. We don’t take any chances.”

“How long is a shift?” I had no idea.

“Eight hours is standard, but if you want to quit at any time, you can. We have no problem with that.”

“Really? Eight hours is the norm?” I was shocked. I suck at math but even I could do a quick calculation in my head. I’d be fucking a whole lot of clients.

Clients. Just the word made me wet.

“That’s what the other girls do, but if you want I can schedule you for a shorter time, especially your first night.”

“No, that’s fine. I want to do what’s expected of me,” I said, although I had my doubts.

“We don’t expect anything from you, Hayley. We’ve never had an American girl in one of our windows. You would be the first.”

“Really?” I was shocked by that, too. “Will that work?”

“I think it will work very well, Hayley. Most of our clients speak at least a little English so communication shouldn’t be an issue.”

“Do you get many American men who, you know…”

“No, not really. The Americans mostly go to Amsterdam, to be honest.”

“So, are most of the men from Belgium?”

“Many are but not all,” she said. “We get a lot of tourists from all over the world, just not from the US.”

“I plan on coming over in June,” I told her. “Will that work?”

“We’ll make it work, Hayley,” she said with all the confidence in the world, which meant so much to me.

I related my conversation with Anna to Paul and he was completely supportive.

“Anna is the best at what she does,” he told me via text. “She’s owned that place for as long as I’ve known her. She is a real professional and she’ll take good care of you, Hayley.”

Even though I didn’t know Paul or Anna at all, I felt comfortable with them.

“If you come, I’ll need to get you a EU passport, Hayley,” Anna told me on our next call. “So if you want to do this, tell me now so I have time to get everything done.”

I said I would see her in a month.

I was so excited.
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~ Present day ~

When my second client walks into my window room I’m not nearly as nervous as I was with my first client but I’m still nervous, And excited. More than anything, though, I want to please him. I want him to be satisfied and feel like he got his money’s worth with me.

I take his hand and walk him to the door to my private room, switching off the light in my window room as we go. I’m still struggling a bit with my six-inch platform heels but it’s just a few steps and I’m holding his hand. When I close the door and turn to him, he moves towards me to kiss me. My first client didn’t kiss me so this is another first. Anna had told me it was up to me if I wanted to kiss my clients or not but I never doubted for a second that I would. I was so intent on pleasing them and what is more pleasing than a kiss?

We didn’t kiss for long but it was nice. A nice, soft kiss, nothing too aggressive. When he finishes kissing me he motions for me to sit on the edge of the bed and he reaches to unbuckle his belt. I offer to do it for him and he lets me. When I pull his cock out of his boxers, it’s already hard and once again I’m surprised and pleased that I’m having the intended effect on these men.

I reach for the condom and he lets me, so I tear open the wrapper and apply it to his cock. He’s a little bigger than my first client but not huge, a good size. Once he’s wrapped I bend slightly and take him into my mouth. I doubt if I’ll ever get used to blowing guys while they’re wrapped in latex but he doesn’t mind so I suck him until he stops me, maybe five minutes again. He motions for me to lie back and I do, keeping my shoes on but pulling my panties down to my ankles. He assists me by pulling them off completely then he climbs between my thighs and enters me. I’m still wet and he feels even better as he fucks me methodically, relentlessly, wordlessly as his body presses me into the mattress. He’s a little bigger physically than my first client, a little older, but he uses me for his own pleasure with no obvious concern for mine.

Which I’m fine with. I am here for his pleasure and when he swells in my pussy and cums into the condom, I get a little thrill again, my mission accomplished, just like the first guy. I’m beginning to sense that I just might be a good whore.

“Are you really an American?” he asks as he gets dressed, his first words to me since he paid for my time.

“I am,” I say simply. I want to ask why he’s asking – there’s a card in my window that states in English and Dutch that I’m an American girl. But I don’t ask.

“You’re gonna be really popular here,” he says and my heart swells with pride. I’m sure I'm blushing but I doubt if he noticed. He finishes dressing and slips out.

I sit on the bed for a few seconds to take stock. I’ve now been fucked twice for money by two different men in just over half an hour. If there was ever any doubt in my mind, it’s gone now. I am a whore. A prostitute, plain and simple. All those times my mother objected to what I was wearing by telling me I looked like a whore, well… If she could see me now.

I smile to myself as I pull on my panties. I stand up and look around my room and realize that I can hardly wait to get back in my window. When I first decided to do this, the idea of being on display was one of the attractions for me, to be on display, like a Barbie doll in a box. I loved the idea that the brothel has over fifty windows, each offering a different girl for the men to choose from, and if they chose me, well, that would be amazing. I’m a fairly competitive girl and this seemed like such a strange and wonderful way to compete, for the attention and money of men who had dozens of whores to choose from, and if they would only choose me that would be amazing. Now, I’ve been chosen twice and it was just that.

Amazing.

I exit my private room and look out my window. It’s easiest to see the street when my light is off so I sit on my stool for a few seconds and just look out at the street where men are walking and looking and choosing. Window shopping for women, for whores, for pussy. My pussy. Me.

I switch on my light.

~ Two months ago ~

My conversations with Paul and Anna got me thinking about why I’m the way I am, why I became so hypersexual, and why I became interested in prostitution.

I quickly realized it goes way back.

I was seven years old when my mother entered me in my first beauty pageant. I was surprised when she did because she was always criticizing my appearance even back then. But it was fun to try on new clothes and put together a dance routine – I’d been taking lessons but I wasn’t very good – and we drove a few hours to the pageant one weekend.

Against all reason and my very young expectations, I won.

I was over the moon.

My mother had told me, “Remember always smile at the judges and be nice no matter what they say.” I did what I was told because I never even thought about not doing what my mother wanted me to do. I must have been good at it because when the judges announced me as the winner, I couldn’t believe it. Winning my first pageant was incredible.

Losing my second pageant was devastating. I was crying on the stage and I kept looking at my mother and she didn’t try to hide how disappointed she was in me.

“You didn’t smile enough, you didn’t dance well at all, you were terrible,” she berated me on the long drive home. I cried for hours but she just kept berating me. It was horrible.

And a pattern was established.

Whenever I won, which was often enough, she took all the credit. And when I lost, it was all my fault. We kept doing pageants off and on the whole time I was growing up but the pattern never changed. I was awful if I lost and she was wonderful if I won.

Soon enough, I hated her. And I started acting out. I began sneaking out of the house to see my boyfriends which I had off and on from that time forward. I got on the pill and became sexually active, and she never found out. At least, I don’t think she did. I’m pretty sure I never would have heard the end of it if she had found out which I why I’m pretty sure she never did.

My sister, who I couldn’t be more different from, actually helped me out a few times, which surprised me. I was good at coming up with a story the few times my mother caught me sneaking back into the house after curfew but I told her I was studying with a friend and since I was a good student, she always believed me. My sister backed my story even though I’m pretty sure she knew what was going on. But she never called me out on it. I don’t think she wanted to know.

I also began going to frat parties. I’m sure I was so promiscuous as a backlash against my mother who thought sex was dirty and anyone who had sex with anyone other than their husband was a slut.

It was about that time that I got to thinking about prostitution. I knew what it was – my mother called anyone who dressed even a tiny bit sexy a whore – and I just didn’t get it. I didn’t see what was so bad about a woman charging money for sex. I didn’t know the term at the time but years later I realized that I saw prostitution as a victimless crime. I still see it that way.

So when I decided to go to Europe with a friend and she bailed on me, I began to think about trying prostitution while I was in a country where it was legal. I mentioned my intention to look into how the industry worked to a few people on social media and a guy named Paul was quick to stand out in the crowd.

“I’ve been using prostitutes my whole life,” Paul said right off. “What do you want to know?”

“Why do you go to prostitutes?” I asked, naive as can be.

“For sex. I like that it’s transactional. I pay them and they let me fuck them.”

“Is that all they do?”

“No, they suck me first. Usually for a few minutes, then I fuck their pussy.”

“Do you ever fuck them in the ass?” I’d done anal on occasion and it wasn’t my favorite, but I was curious just the same. “Is that even allowed?”

“It is but it’s not my thing. I like a woman’s pussy. I like it a lot.”

“Isn’t it costly?”

“No, it’s cheaper than dating. I usually pay around €50 for 15 minutes but it varies by country. In Germany, it’s a bit more expensive. In Eastern Europe, it’s a bit less.”

“So you travel around to different countries to have sex with prostitutes?”

“No, I travel for business. I fuck prostitutes for fun while I’m traveling.”

“And that’s better than having a girlfriend or a wife?” I was so confused.

“It is. I don’t have to worry about what she thinks or if she’s having a good time. I pay her to use her and she’s fine with that.”

I got so wet when he said that. I don’t know why it excited me so much to be used for pleasure but as soon as he put it that way I knew I wanted to try it.

“Do you ever go to an escort?” I’d done a little research but I was still so uneducated.

“No, they are too expensive. They charge from €200 to €1000 per hour and I don’t need an hour. Fifteen minutes is all I need.”

“That seems rather quick.” I thought a longer session would be nice.

“No, it’s really not. Whenever the researchers do a study in the civilian world, sex lasts an average of five minutes. I get three times that.”

“The civilian world?”

“The non-prostitution world. It goes by a lot of names but that’s the one I use.”

“But people only fuck for five minutes?” That wasn’t true for me. Well, not usually.

“Sometimes it’s more but once you’ve been with someone for a while it tends to go that way. That’s the other thing I love about prostitutes. I can see a new girl every night if I want to. And last night’s girl doesn’t give a flying fuck about it. Or, I can go back to one if she’s really good and just have to fuck her again. And she doesn’t get to turn me down, like happens all the time in real life.”

I was shocked. “Are you ugly, Paul?”

“Me? No. I’m nothing special but I’m not ugly. But women will turn you down for another date or a relationship or even just for sex for all kinds of reasons. It sucks being turned down. Prostitutes don’t turn you down. You pay them, they fuck you. Simple. I like that.”

“Don’t you ever want to be in love?” I knew I was getting into dangerous territory, not so much for Paul but for myself. I’ve had a dozen boyfriends over the years and love had been pretty allusive, mostly because I have a hard time not cheating on whoever I’m seeing.

“I’ve been in love and no thank you. It’s too much work, too much trouble, too much risk. All for sex? I can buy sex. I can’t buy love.”

That struck a chord with me, too. I’d had little luck with love, but I could get laid whenever I wanted. Which I did.

“You know, if you’re interested in it you should try it. Do you want me to put you in touch with my favorite madam, Hayley?” Paul asked at last.

“Yeah, I think I do.”
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~ Present day ~

My third client on my first night as a whore is nothing special. He’s German, short – no taller than me – and underendowed which turned out to be a bit of a problem. I couldn’t keep him in my pussy. But he gets his 15 minutes from me just the same and his orgasm which really matters to me. No matter who they are or what they’re like during sex, I want them to walk away satisfied with their time with me. I want to please them. I’m almost desperate to please them.

The fact that we had a bit of trouble didn’t make me anxious, though. If anything it was a distraction from what I was nervous about in the first place. Now, I’m just a whore trying to please a client, and that I did after a bit of struggling makes me feel good about myself.

I am also getting more and more excited. I’ve been here less than an hour and I’ve already fucked three guys. I have seven hours to go for my first night and three more nights to go after that, but I’m becoming convinced I can do it. I am determined to do it.

The fourth guy who comes to my window and inserts his credit card to buy my time surprises me.

A lot.

A whole lot.

He’s black.

Really, black.

I’ve never been with a black guy before. I never avoided them but I never sought them out, either. My small hometown, even though it’s in the South, is mostly white so I didn’t have a lot of opportunities to fuck a black guy or even kiss one. Never did that before, either. And now I am being bought by a black guy and he is probably going to kiss me and he will almost certainly have me suck him, and he will definitely fuck me.

It gets my attention.

“Are you really an American?” he asks as he comes through the door with a different accent. I nod and he smiles. “I’m African, from Nigeria. You are beautiful.”

I blush so hard. I walk him into my private room and my heart is pounding. But he’s so nice. And tall, like maybe six-six. He towers over me even though I’m wearing six-inch heels.

“I must kiss you, my first American girl,” he says as he steps close and takes me in his thick arms. He’s so tall he has to bend over to kiss me but he’s so gentle and respectful. He’s so black, too. I’m amazed at the contrast between his skin and mine. His lips are thick and black and he’s a good kisser. Really good. He steps back when we break from the kiss and he looks me up and down, clearly thrilled with my look. I blush again but he smiles and it’s so exciting to me.

“You will suck me, please?” he says as he unbuckles his belt. He puts on the condom while I sit on the bed waiting and then I lean forward and take him in my mouth. I’m sucking my first black cock and it’s just amazing. I’m feeling more and more excited.

“Okay, my beautiful American girl. I fuck you now,” he says in this deep, amazing voice and I lean back to remove my panties. He climbs between my thighs and a second later, he’s fucking me and kissing me, and fuck he’s good and my nipples are so hard and I’m so wet and all of a sudden everything just overwhelms me, and I climax. I moan into his mouth and I can feel him smiling that he got a whore to cum.

It’s been just over an hour and I’ve already had my first orgasm.

It would not be my last.

~ Three months ago ~

I had been so frustrated when I reached out to Paul about his interest in prostitution. When I was growing up, we never talked about sex in my home. My parents were and still are super religious in a condescending, holier-than-thou sort of way that made my blood boil. I didn’t understand how women became whores because all I heard from my mother was that anyone who dressed sexy or flirted or did anything she didn’t approve of was a whore with no further discussion permitted. Not just my parents made me angry, a lot of people around my home town throw around the word 'whore' way too easily to describe any girl who isn't a virgin and a pure Christian.

As I said, I was so frustrated.

But the idea of selling my body for sexual pleasure was something that fascinated me. I didn’t know why and I still don’t but I knew it was not wrong. I knew it was illegal in the US but not everywhere and it was mostly legal in Europe to one degree or another. Why there were so many conflicting laws and customs made no sense to me. But I was convinced that my mother’s conviction that it was immoral was just wrong.

Maybe that’s what appealed to me.

I knew all about porn because it’s everywhere these days. I’d seen enough to know that it wasn’t all that interesting – too fake for me – but I was intrigued by the girls, some not that much older than myself, and how they got started doing it. I watched some of the casting videos but they felt pretty fake too, just because they all seemed to follow the same script. I guess there’s only so much that you can do in that kind of situation but it still didn’t seem real to me.

So when I began talking to Paul about Window Girls and how that worked, and that he’d been to hundreds upon hundreds of women in that way, I felt like I was on to something.

I’ve always liked to travel going back to the road trips I took with my mother to pageants. I love seeing new places and meeting new people and the idea of going to Europe for a couple of weeks, if only for a change of scenery and all, began to feel irresistible. I convinced one of my friends to come with me and at that point, I had no intention of doing anything out of the ordinary things that tourists do. I wanted to see the sights, taste the food, and talk to people whose whole existence was so different from mine.

The idea of fucking them never crossed my mind.

Well, maybe a little. I have no trouble making friends and I figured if nothing else I could have a few one-night stands like I do in my hometown. I knew I was cute and I got asked to have sex all the time and I rarely said no. What can I say? I’m a friendly girl.

But when my friend bailed on me, I had a decision to make – cancel the trip or go alone.

It was a no-brainer.

Once I decided to fly solo, the other things opened up for me. The more I heard about Window Girls from Paul – and he was incredibly generous with his time explaining it to me – the more I became convinced I could do it. Once he put me in touch with Anna she began the process of getting me the paperwork I would need, including an EU passport, and it all became so real. I felt like with all the trouble she’d gone to I couldn’t let her down and back out but I didn’t want to back out, either.

I wanted to do it.


5

~ Present day ~

After I finish fucking my client from Nigeria, he asks me for my contact info. I’m a little surprised that he’s so casual about it and he notices.

“I just want to come back if you’re here again,” he explains with a big smile. “That’s okay, right?”

I give him my number.

He leaves and I sit on my bed thinking about what I just did. It seems a little dangerous but I’m also thrilled that he enjoyed fucking me so much that he might want to do it again. And since he made me cum, I’m hoping he does come back.

Finally, I stand up from my bed and go back to my window to switch on the light and there is someone there waiting for me. As soon as he sees me he inserts his credit card in the slot and the door unlocks. I smile to myself that I’m suddenly in demand. He enters my window room and I switch off the light again and lead him to my private room. He doesn’t say much and I don’t ask him anything, I just sit on the bed and wait for him to pull out his cock, which he does and I put a condom on it and begin to suck him After a minute or two he pulls away and motions for me to lie down, which I do and remove my panties again – I always leave my heels on – and he climbs on top of me, fucks me, cums and leaves.

Another man is waiting when I switch on my light and I fuck him and the next one and the next one. I check the time on the small clock on the table next to my bed and in less than three hours, I’ve fucked nine men who paid for the privilege.

My tenth client surprises me in much the same way as the African did. He’s clearly foreign, perhaps from the Middle East, and older. He looks at me with kind eyes and I’m so intimidated by him. I can’t say why, but he smiles at me so warmly.

“You are so lovely,” he says softly. I start to melt he’s so kind to me. He strokes my hair and asks me to remove my bra, so I do. After he puts the condom on his cock, he runs the back of his hand across both of my nipples and I shiver with delight. “You are a treasure.”

A treasure. No one has ever said that to me. I lean back and pull him on top of me and kiss him. I put my tongue in his mouth and he fucks me slowly, sensually, and it’s so good I feel myself on the verge of another orgasm. I break from our kiss and gasp and shudder beneath his body and he fucks me harder until I feel him swell in my pussy and he grunts and then he collapses on me.

Fuck, I love being a whore.

I fucking love it.

~ Three months ago ~

As Paul began to describe his interest in prostitutes to me and how much and why he used them, I began to see myself in that role. Maybe because I’m a pleaser, maybe to get back at my mom for being such a bitch, maybe because I just loved sex. Maybe all of it.

But as soon as he told me about the windows, I was transfixed. I was vibrating with excitement. I was so wet I had to change my panties. And masturbate.

I don’t know why the idea of being on display like a doll in a box was so powerfully sensual to me but it was. I imagined myself in the window that I had only just heard about with dozens of men looking at me, trying to decide if they wanted to spend their hard-earned money to use me to satisfy their lust. I saw myself in that window.

“How many windows are there?” I asked almost immediately.

“Anna’s place has 51 windows,” Paul told me. I almost orgasmed without touching myself.

“And are there other places like Anna’s?” I almost couldn’t bear it.

“Oh, yeah,” he texted and I could almost hear him chuckling at me. “Anna’s is the biggest but there are others. It’s called a district for a reason.”

“So, there are hundreds of girls for all the men to choose from?”

“Of course. How do you think I’ve been with 1500 over the years?”

“What if they don’t choose… someone?” I asked.

“Some girls make more money than others. And you have to pay for your window so if you aren’t pretty or sexy enough to get clients, it’s not worth if for you to be there.”

“You have to pay to be a whore?”

“It’s how Anna makes her money.”

“But I would have to pay to be in the window?” I couldn’t process how and why that made me excited, too. It made no sense to me. I would have to pay to offer my body to strange men? It seemed so demeaning. So degrading.

So amazing.

“I think I need to send you Anna’s contact info,” Paul told me.

Which he did.

At first, Anna was dismissive when I emailed her. “It will be too difficult to get you the proper paperwork. There’s not enough time.”

I emailed her again. I sent her a photo of me.

“If I do this for you, what assurances do I have that you’ll go through with it?”

I didn’t know how to convince her. “I want to do this,” I said. “Can I talk to you on the phone?”

She gave me her number.

“I’ve never had an American in one of my windows,” she told me in a thick Belgian accent. She sounded nice but still uncertain.

“I’d be the first American?” I was astonished. “I want to do this, Anna. I do.”

She said nothing.

“Do you know what a beauty pageant is, Anna?” I asked. I was so naive.

“Of course,” she said with a laugh. “Miss Universe. We know this very well.”

“I used to compete in beauty pageants since I was seven. I competed in one just last year. And I won, Anna. I won. I’m very competitive.”

She was silent for a few seconds. Then she said, “I’ll see what I can do, Hayley.”
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~ Present day ~

An hour or so after the Saudi man and several clients later, a Japanese man stands outside my window. He looks rather short and I imagine he’ll have a small dick but I’m determined to give every man who pays for my time their money’s worth because even though I’m new at this I want to make it memorable for anyone who chooses me. I make eye contact with him and run my hands down my sides in as seductive a come-on as I know how. My legs are really feeling the effects of five hours in six-inch heels and my pussy is really getting sore but I suddenly want this man. I have no idea why.

He inserts his card in the slot and I open the door to welcome him inside my window room, then I take his hand and lead him to my private room. He doesn’t speak. I wonder if he can read the card outside my window that says I’m American because even though I’ve already fucked men of several different nationalities, the card is only printed in English and Dutch. I wonder if he knows what he’s getting with me.

I remove my panties as he’s undoing his pants and reaches for a condom. I’m about to sit on the bed to suck him when he stops me and reaches for my pussy. He fingers me a bit, not too hard but right on my clit like he knows what he’s doing and he gets me excited even though I’m more than a little sore, but I don’t want to stop him because if he wants to finger me then I’ll let him finger me.

When he finishes pulling out his cock, I’m surprised. He’s not huge but he’s not small, either. Bigger than average and thick. He puts the condom on and I sit on the edge of the bed. He grabs a fistful of my hair and face-fucks me, not too hard but enough to get my attention. I’m impressed by how forceful he is because I love it when a man isn’t afraid to dominate me.

Finally, he pulls his cock out of my mouth and pushes me back on the bed. He mounts me and fucks me hard for several minutes. I begin to moan and he smiles, a wicked smile that I can’t tell if he’s trying to hurt me or make me cum. But he’s good and a few minutes later I do cum and he cums with me, a first for the night. He lies on me for a few seconds until the timer tells him his 15 minutes are almost up, then he sighs and pulls out of my sore but satisfied cunt, my whore cunt. He climbs off my whore body and pulls up his pants.

He leaves without ever having said a word to me.

I’ll never know if he spoke English or not.

It occurs to me that I really don’t care.

He got his money’s worth.

That’s all that matters.

~ Two months ago ~

Once I convinced Anna that I was serious about becoming a Window Girl for her, she opened up about what it would be like. I never found out her background – if she had been a Window Girl before she bought the brothel – but it didn’t matter. We communicated a dozen times between texts, emails, and a couple of phone calls.

“How long will it take to get the paperwork done?” I asked early on. I’d already booked my flights and didn’t want to pay a change fee, which I later realized was kind of silly because I’d make more than enough money to offset any fees.

“If you’re booked in July we should have enough time to get it all taken care of.”

“What all do I need?”

“An EU passport and a license to operate as a prostitute,” she said as if that was the most normal thing in the world. I got wet when she said it. Really wet. It was the first time anyone had ever referred to me as a prostitute and it hit me hard. In a good way. A really good way.

“How many nights should I plan on being there?”

“We will have a conversation every morning and you can decide if you want me to schedule you that night,” she said, again surprising me. I had other things I wanted to do during my two weeks in Europe so I couldn’t spend too much time being a whore. Could I?

“How long is a shift, usually?”

“Eight hours, beginning at 5 pm and ending at 1 am. But you can quit anytime you like. You’re not required to stay the whole time.”

“How much do I have to pay you for the room?”

“I will charge you €300 per night so when you’ve seen six clients you’ll break even. Everything after that is yours to keep.”

“Do you think I’ll see that many men per night?” I was pretty insecure about everything at that point. I could see myself sitting in the window and all the men just looking at me and moving on to one of the other women Anna was renting windows to.

But she calmed my insecurities. “Oh, Hayley. From the photos that you sent me, I think you’ll see close to four men an hour. You won’t have any trouble attracting clients.”

“Really? Four men an hour?” I was stunned. I’m not all that good at math but I could do four times eight. I might see thirty-two men in one night.

“It won’t be that many because you’ll need a few minutes between clients and they will use their full 15 minutes every time. So, it will be more like three on average per hour.”

That was still two dozen men in one shift. I was so wet I would need to change my panties.

“Do I have to do whatever they want with me?”

“Like anal? Is that what you’re asking?”

“Yeah, I guess.”

“No, if you don’t want to do anal you don’t have to. Do you like anal, Hayley? In your private life?”

I never thought of sex in my private life before – it was just sex. This was going to change things. Dramatically. “It’s not my favorite but I don’t mind it.”

“Well, it’s up to you. And you can charge extra for it if you want to discourage them from doing it. Also up to you.”

I thought about that for a few seconds before I blurted out, “No, I want them to feel like I was worth the money they were paying.” I don’t know why that was so important to me, that they felt like I was worth the money. But that’s how I felt and I felt strongly about it.

“It’s up to you.”

“Anything else they might ask for I should know about?”

“Yes. Some will ask if they can fuck you without a condom. You must say no. Condoms are required by law and there are no exceptions. Some will offer to pay extra to skip the condom but that is illegal.”

“But they still ask?”

“With a new girl like you, they will ask. And an American, which they’ve never seen before? They won’t all ask but some will. You need to be ready for that and you need to be firm. I don’t want you taking any risks, Hayley.”

“Okay, thanks. So, you’re going to be there, right?”

She laughed gently. “I won’t be in the room with you but I’ll be around if you need me or if you want to talk. And there’s a button you push if things get a little out of control. Don’t be afraid to push the button if you want help.”

“Does that happen often?”

“No, they know you can get help so most won’t risk being banned or arrested.”

“Arrested?” I got nervous suddenly.

“It’s extremely rare, especially here in Antwerp. It’s more common in Amsterdam where you get a lot of tourists and partygoers who are drunk. We don’t have that kind of clientele for the most part. But you have to understand there is a chance, a very slim chance, so just stay on your toes, Hayley.”

I knew I wouldn’t have a problem with staying focused and engaged.

I was so excited I was almost vibrating.
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~ Present day ~

After the Japanese client, I walk into my window room and another man is waiting for me to turn on my light. I smile – I should be getting used to it by now but I had no idea I would be in such demand. I smile at him and he smiles but it’s not a friendly smile. He looks at my face briefly but then his eyes go down to my breasts and my pussy. He steps toward the card slot and pays for me. I open the door to let him in.

“You are American?” he asks, his Belgian accent thick but his English passable. I nod and he smiles again. “I always wanted American pussy.”

I smile again and lead him to my private room after I switch off the light. I can’t help but feel like this client has reduced me to being just a pussy to him, that he doesn’t care about my face or my breasts or my legs. All he wants is what is between my legs. I feel like I should be insulted but I’m not. Just the opposite, in fact – I love it! I don’t know why but the idea that all I am to this guy, this client, is a cunt to be used makes me quiver with excitement and anticipation.

Not surprisingly, he’s one of the few clients I’ve had thus far that doesn’t want oral. I offer but he declines. “I want to fuck that pussy,” he says with a tone of voice that I feel in my bones. Fuck, he’s so disrespectful and I fucking love it.

He fucks me hard for the entire fifteen minutes and climaxes just before the second timer sounds to end his session. He discards the used condom and looks at me one last time as I’m lying on my back and he almost sneers. “Good cunt,” he sneers and I almost want to touch myself I’m so excited by his disrespectful attitude. But I’m good and sore now after almost seven hours of fucking so I just put on my panties and go back to my window.

My next client appears a few seconds after I switch on my light. He doesn’t look Belgian but I’m not surprised – if my family only knew how many different races and nationalities I’d fucked my first night as a whore, well, I don’t know which would upset them more – that I was fucking blacks and Asians and Arabs or that I was accepting money to do so. That they’ll never find out comforts me but also makes me a little sad – I’d love to rub their faces in it. Especially my mother.

“American?” my next client asks as I let him in. I nod and ask what he is. “Russian,” he says simply. As if it should have been obvious. Maybe it is but not to me.

When we get to my private room he grabs my arm and pulls me to him for a long, passionate kiss. He is very passionate, almost to the point of being rough with me as he pulls off my bra and grabs my nipples, one after the other, and twists them enough to hurt but it hurts so good. He’s the first client to be this rough with me but it’s perfect. He knows what he’s doing and I get excited at the prospect of fucking him.

“You okay I choke you a little bit?” he asks but before I can answer his hand is on my throat. He squeezes just enough to get my attention before he lets me go. “Is okay?” he asks again. I’m nervous but I nod. I want to give him what he wants and I like being choked so I go with it.

He pulls out his cock and asks if he can skip the condom but I’m firm with him.

“I can’t do anything without a condom,” I tell him and he shrugs and grabs one from the bowl on my small table. The bowl was full when the evening began and now it’s almost empty, I realize. I’ve fucked so many men I’m almost out of condoms. Amazing!

“First on your back, then from behind,” he says and I nod again. He waits for me to spread my legs after I remove my panties and he enters me. He’s a good size, not too big, but he fucks me hard. He grabs one of my nipples again and twists it so hard my eyes water, then he moves his hand to my neck and chokes me again. I can’t breathe and I feel lightheaded but it’s so fucking exciting that I begin to cum again, my fifth orgasm of the night. He lets go of my neck and switches hands so he can twist my other nipple and I squeal with the pain and the pleasure.

All the while he keeps on fucking me.

“Hands and knees,” he orders me after he pulls out of my pussy. “You do anal?” he asks and I nod. “Extra?” I shake my head. “Good whore,” he almost growls but even though I’m already facing away from him I can hear the smile in his voice.

He grabs my hair and pulls on my head hard enough to pull my hands up off the mattress as he fucks my pussy. I’m so wet that I think he could probably fuck my ass without lube by I tell him it’s on the table next to the bowl of condoms. After a few minutes of fucking my pussy hard, he pulls out, douses my asshole with lube, and enters me. He isn’t rough, the first thing he’s done to me that isn’t, but once he’s buried in my ass he ups his tempo and fucks my ass so hard and so good that I’m on the verge of another orgasm. I could probably touch myself and cum but my pussy is so sore that I just keep my hand on the mattress as he fucks my asshole, the first client to take me anally. It’s still not something I love but this is so degrading that discover I do love it after all. I fucking love it so much!

Eventually, he swells inside me and I’m almost crying from the size of him but I don’t. I just let him use me the way he wants to. When he finally orgasms, slamming into my ass and spasming dramatically, he collapses on my back and flattens my body to the mattress. He pants in my ear and I struggle to breathe but he doesn’t move until the warning timer sounds and he climbs off of me. As he dresses, I roll onto my side and look at him.

He pulls his phone out of his back pocket. “Give me your contact information so I can come back the next time I’m in town,” he tells me. The Nigerian did the same thing with me and I’m almost overcome with pride that I’m such a good whore that they want to come back to see me again. As I give him my number, I think that I should tell him I’ll likely never be back here but then it occurs to me that I don’t know that. I’m exhausted and my pussy is so sore and now even my asshole is sore but the thought of coming back appeals to me. Even though I’ve yet to finish my first night.

“Good night, American girl,” the Russian says as he exits the room. I lie on the bed for a few precious minutes. I glance at the clock on the table. I’ve got almost half an hour left in my shift and I’m so tired. So tired. But I pull on my panties and climb off the bed. One or two more clients and I will be done for the evening. I can’t quit now. I just can’t.

And I don’t. I go back to my window room and switch on the light.

Another client is waiting for me on the other side of the glass.

He smiles at me and I smile back at him.

One more, I think to myself.

One more and I’m done.

For tonight.

~ One week ago ~

As my departure date approached, I was almost beside myself with anticipation. That I was going to do this without anyone from my life knowing about it made it all so surreal. I went through my daily life, waitressing, living with three roommates I knew from high school, and going to a class twice a week. Normal life, except life was anything but normal. I was almost bursting with the need to tell someone, anyone, what I was going to do. What I was going to become. But I didn’t.

“Getting excited?” my bedroom mate in our apartment, June, asked me about my trip. I looked at her with a forced smile. “Nervous?” she added and I almost collapsed.

“So nervous,” I said as I looked away. I was afraid she could read it in my eyes, what was going to happen. I knew it was crazy but I couldn’t shake the feeling that someone was going to figure it all out.

And try to talk me out of it.

“Well, I can’t believe you’re actually doing it,” one of my other roommates, Maureen said with a bit of an attitude. “I thought when Jerilyn bailed on you, that would be the end of it.”

“That was a shitty thing for her to do,” Kassie said. “I’d be pissed, but you know how I feel about Jerilyn.” There is no love loss between them since Jerilyn stole Kassie’s boyfriend after we all graduated high school. That he went off to college and dumped her by Christmas hadn’t helped things between them.

“Getting back to Hayley’s trip,” June said with a fake angry tone. “What are you going to do with all that free time on your hands?”

“Get laid,” Maureen said under her breath but loud enough for the rest of us to hear. “Oh, did I say that out loud?” she asked with her eyes wide and a hand over her mouth. We all laughed politely. Maureen is a little overweight and almost as boy-crazy as I am but without nearly my success rate. Of course, they all think I’m a slut. They’re not wrong.

“I’ve always wondered what an uncut dick feels like,” Kassie said as if she was talking to herself. “I guess you’ll find out, huh?” She glared at me with a wicked smile. She and I started going to frat parties when we were both a lot younger and she still tags along once in a while. Lately, though, my head hasn’t been in that game, even though I broke up with my latest in a long string of boyfriends just a couple of weeks ago.

“Men don’t get circumcised in Europe?” Maureen asked.

“It’s not nearly as common as it is here,” I said, not thinking.

“Oh, someone has done her research,” June needled me with a look.

“I may have Googled it,” I said with a sigh. “But it’s not a big deal.” God, if they only knew. I’m dying to tell them but I don’t dare. Not yet. Maybe not ever.

“Are you sure you have enough cash, Hayley?” Maureen asks. “I’ve got a little money tucked away if you want to give yourself a cushion.”

I shake my head. “No, I’ll be fine.” I had no idea at that point just how much money I would make at Anna’s, but I was pretty confident I wouldn’t lose my nerve and come away empty. I figured I would make at least €1000 even if I only lasted two or three nights. And despite what Anna said about taking it one night at a time, I had it set in my mind to try for four nights. I have no idea why, that’s just a goal I set for myself.

I am so damn competitive, it’s sick.

“You’re gonna have to beat them off with a stick, Hayley,” Maureen said with a laugh.

“Maybe you should bring some of your pageant trophies with you,” June said. “If you can get them away from your mom.” She knew my mother and the way she took credit for my wins on the pageant circuit better than anyone. I gave her a stern look but didn’t say anything.

“Like she ever needed to flash a stupid trophy to get boys to go gaga over her,” Kassie said with a laugh. There was always a little undertone of envy with Kas, who is a little plain and self-conscious about it.

“Don’t y’all have better things to do right now?” I asked as I looked at them with a raised eyebrow. I didn’t need this kind of harassment. Not that they had a clue about why.

“Yeah, leave our little Miss Mid-America alone,” Cassie laughed. I glare at her.

“I wish I never mentioned that to you,” I said through clenched teeth.

“Oh, bullshit, girlfriend. You loved telling us all about how you went out on top,” she countered.

She’s not wrong.


7

~ Present day ~

When my first shift as a window girl comes to an end, I lie on the bed in my private room for a few minutes, completely exhausted. My whole body aches from the strain of fucking two dozen men in eight hours – yes, I counted, I told you I’m competitive – and nothing hurts more than my pussy. It’s not bruised or bleeding or anything, just sore from the unrelenting attention it received in the course of my shift. Most of my clients wanted oral and two took me anally, but every last one of the men who paid €50 for 15 minutes of my time fucked my pussy. Usually for the majority of the time they spent with me.

One young man had been the exception. He didn’t seem much older than me and by the time he saw me, I had long since calmed down. He, however, seemed very nervous. I didn’t ask him if he had ever been to a whore before or even if he’d ever been with a girl – I didn’t want to embarrass him. But that he might be a virgin was completely plausible to me.

He came after fucking me for no more than a minute.

But we spent the rest of his time talking. He was going to uni, what they call college in Europe, and I had a feeling he was in his first or maybe second year at most.

“Are all American girls as cool as you?” he asked with good English and a thick Belgian accent.

I laughed. “No, I don’t think so.”

“Do all American girls have no hair?” He motioned at my pussy which I got waxed before I left home.

“It’s pretty common but not all.”

“It’s really cool. Most girls around here have hair,” he said and I wondered if he knew that firsthand or just heard rumors.

We talked a little more before the timer dinged and he stood up but seemed reluctant to leave. I stood up and kissed him and he wrapped me in his arms and kissed me back like he meant it. When the timer dinged again he let go of me and looked like he might cry as he left me. I was so touched.

But now, at the end of my eight hours, all I wanted to do was sleep. I gather my things and slip out of my room through the door that leads to the hallway. Anna is there to greet me.

“You made it,” she says, beaming with pride. I’m thrilled that she’s pleased with me.

“It was a lot,” I tell her and she wraps an arm around my shoulders.

“Some of the girls made bets that you wouldn’t last the night,” she whispered.

“Really?” I couldn’t believe it. “Does that happen a lot?”

“No, most of the girls are experienced, even the ones who come to me for the first time.” She walks me to the stairs that lead up to the hotel she runs on the second and third floors. I can’t wait to get to my room.

“Where are they from?” I didn’t get to talk to anyone before my shift and certainly not during it given how busy I was.

“Eastern Europe, mostly. Many are Romanian.”

“Why is that?” I don’t care but I feel a need to make conversation. All the while I’m holding onto Anna’s arm for dear life in my six-inch heels.

“I have no idea,” she says as she steps up to one of the rooms and unlocks the door. “We’ll talk in the morning about tomorrow.” She kisses my cheeks and smiles. I close the door and look at my room. And my bed. The one I can sleep in. Finally.

I strip off my clothes and think about taking a quick shower but I just can’t – I’m too tired. I fall into bed and just before I drift off to sleep I smile to myself.

I will do this again tomorrow, I tell myself.

No question.

~ Two days ago ~

I boarded the plane to Amsterdam with my heart pounding. I checked my bag got my boarding pass, sat by the gate, and waited. I was so concerned about missing my flight that I got to the airport three hours early and sailed through security even though I was sure the woman who checked me as I went through the scanner could tell that I was going to Europe for nefarious reasons.

She wouldn’t be wrong.

As the other passengers for my flight began to arrive, a guy sat next to me who I could tell was interested in striking up a conversation with me. It happens to me all the time. I know I’m attractive and I usually have no problem with guys taking their shot but today of all days I just want to be left alone. I tried to keep my head down but he wouldn’t be deterred.

“Going to Amsterdam for business or pleasure?” he asked innocently enough. God, if he only knew.

“Vacation. I’m traveling around for a couple of weeks.”

“Ever been there before?” Did he have a slight accent?

“No, first time for me.”

“Going alone?” Here it comes.

“Yes. I was going with a friend but she bailed on me.”

“Need someone to show you the sights?” He smiled as if he knew he didn’t have a prayer with me but I let him down easily. I hate girls who dump on guys just for trying.

“No, I’m good. I’m meeting someone.” It’s true, if a little misleading.

“Well, have fun,” he said and pulled out his phone. Wow, give up easily, do you?

I went back to my phone and texted Anna. “I’m getting on the plane in an hour.”

She took a few minutes to get back to me. “I’ll see you soon, Hayley. I’m so excited to meet you. My first American window girl.”

I glanced at my neighbor to make sure he wasn’t reading my phone over my shoulder. If he lived in Amsterdam or even if he didn’t, he would know in a second what Anna meant. I turned off my phone and thought about what I was doing for the umpteenth time.

I was paying hundreds of dollars to fly off to another continent to become a legal prostitute. I would allow men, a lot of men, to see me naked, to touch my breasts, to stick their dicks in my mouth, in my pussy, in my ass. I would let them do what they pleased with me for a short time for a bit of money, one after another, assuming I didn’t get snubbed or laughed at or, who knows, arrested and thrown in jail for some unknown reason. I didn’t think it would happen – I trusted Anna when she told me all of my paperwork was in order, but what did I know? Things were out of my control. Once I got on that plane, I was committed.

Oh, I knew I could change my mind at any time. Anna had assured me more than once that it was all up to me. But I knew myself. There was no way I was going to do all this preparation, go to all this trouble and expense, not to mention getting Anna involved against her initial misgivings, and not follow through. That’s not who I was. That’s not who I am. Once I commit to something, I do it. I follow through.

And really, was this all that much different from going to a frat party and meeting some rando guy and going up to his room with him for sex? I’d heard the horror stories, everything that can go wrong in an environment like that, with boys and alcohol and drugs, and who knows what? It happens. It hasn’t happened to me but it could. I knew the risks but I still took them, week after week, month after month, year after year. I’d been lucky but I took those risks with my eyes open.

Anna was allowing me to see what her world was like. Sure, it was going to be challenging but that excited me. I love a challenge. I seek out new and exciting experiences like beauty pageants, and frat parties, and brothels.

It’s who I am.

It’s who I will be.

In just a few hours.


8

~ Present day ~

I slept straight through for eight hours.

When I wake up, I look around and see the sun streaming through my window so it must be late. I check my phone and there’s a text from Anna to come to her office on the first floor to discuss lunch and what will happen tonight. I smile. I already know what will happen tonight.

“So, sleep well?” she asks with a little smirk when I knock on her office door.

“I slept very well,” I reply. She stands up from her desk and comes to the door to hug me. I love her so much and we only just met but she is already a better mother figure to me than my own mother.

I wish she was my mother.

“Shall we go to lunch? You must be hungry.”

Until she said it I didn’t realize that I was starving. I had a small meal yesterday afternoon and I snacked and drank a lot of water during my shift but I haven’t really eaten. I nod and we go out into the street to a small cafe across the street.

“You feel good?” she asks after we’re seated.

“I feel fantastic,” I tell her enthusiastically. “I wasn’t sure I would because I was so exhausted last night, but I feel great.”

“So, you’ll go again tonight?” she asks and I can tell she’s impressed and wants me to work another shift. To prove to her and myself I can do it.

“Yes, absolutely,” I say firmly.

“Good. I’ll give you the same window and we’ll see how things go tonight.”

“I’m sure they’ll go fine,” I say with a sniff. I can’t believe she has any doubts that I’ll be good to go tomorrow as well.

“Okay, okay, I get it,” she laughs. “But you can always change your mind, Hayley. I always have plenty of girls.”

Suddenly, I’m speechless. She tilts her head and I find my voice.

“Am I taking a window away from someone?” I hadn’t considered that I might be taking another girl’s place. Stealing her spot.

“It’s fine, I always have girls who cancel at the last minute. You’re not putting anyone out.”

“How many girls work here?” I knew she had fifty-one windows but I didn’t realize she had more than fifty-one girls until now.

“I usually have around a hundred girls on my roster at one time. When I need more, they are easy enough to find. Girls have been making a living on their backs for centuries and will continue to do so after we’re all long gone. Even you, my sweet young thing.” She smiles warmly and squeezes my hand.

“Why do I love it so much?” I ask without thinking.

She smiles again but with much less warmth. “Because even though these men get to have their way with you for a few Euros, you have the power, Hayley. If you didn’t put yourself in the window, they wouldn’t get to fuck you. It’s you who decided, ultimately.”

“I never thought about it like that.”

“I don’t know who said it but there is an old saying. ‘Everything in this world is about sex except sex. Sex is about power.’ You have the power, Hayley. You have all the power.”

I like that.

I like that a lot.

My second shift is much like my first shift but without the anxiety level. I’m still nervous as I’m getting dressed in the same outfit – Anna said men like consistency – and my heart is once again pounding when I flip on the light in my window to tell the world I’m open for business.

My cunt is open for business, I say to myself with a little giggle.

I don’t have to wait long before a man stops and looks at me. He is clearly surprised but I can’t tell why. He doesn’t look familiar so I don’t think he’s a returning client but I might be wrong. It’s tough to keep track of all the men I fucked last night.

My new client steps forward and inserts his card to unlock my door.

And my pussy.

The night goes as expected, nothing more, but nothing less, either. I wondered at the start if the act of sex for hire would become old hat for me at some point but it never does. I’m so focused on providing each client with a great experience that I enjoy each of them on some level. I even enjoy the fat ones who are surprisingly good at making me cum. I get some satisfaction out of dealing with the ones who smell or have bad teeth, mostly by turning my head so I don’t have to look at them.

I don’t count like I did the first night but by the end of my shift, I am just as exhausted as I was the night before. I climb the stairs to my room alone tonight – is Anna already bored with me, I wonder – and fall into bed before dragging myself out again to undress and wash my face. I look at my face in the mirror and look for any signs of my new reality. Will my friends take one look at me when I get home and know what I’ve done? Will my sister? My mother? I look the same to me but am I kidding myself, or do whores look like everyone else in the world? Do I know a whore back home and not even realize it? All of my friends will soon be in that situation.

Finally, I shake my head and fall into bed. I’m asleep almost before my head hits the pillow.

Day 3, Shift 3 is almost a carbon copy of Day 2. I’m an old hand at whoring now, and nothing stands out except for the fact that I’ve fucked a lot of cocks in a very short amount of time. When my head hits the pillow I tell myself I can do one more day to reach my self-imposed goal but that will do it. Four will be enough.

Four shifts in four nights is more than enough. By the time I’m crawling into bed in my room, I’m giddy with a sense of accomplishment but also certain that my time as a window girl has come to an end. It’s been a wild, unexpected, unimaginable ride but it’s over. I’m done.

Stick a fork in me.

“You are an amazing girl, Hayley,” Anna says to me as she hands me my earnings. “You entertained 90 clients in four nights. It’s not a record but it’s still an amazing accomplishment for someone new to the profession. I congratulate you.” She hugs me and kisses both cheeks and I’m sure I’m blushing and what kind of cliche is a blushing whore, anyway?

I walk out of Anna’s brothel into the sunshine with €3000 in my purse and a new attitude towards prostitution, sex, and myself. All my life I heard my friends and family talk down about sex workers. A girl who was dressed a little provocative was a whore; a woman who had a bit too much makeup looked like a hooker. Now I knew how much work went into pleasing clients. I couldn’t imagine, after just four nights, what it must be like to do this kind of work for months or even years.

When Anna told me how many men I’d serviced in during my time working for her, I was shocked. I couldn’t believe I’d fucked so many men. Before I came to Antwerp, I estimate I’d had sex with around fifty boys. In less than a week, I had almost tripled my number, an astounding feat. I guess I should feel guilty about it but I don’t. Other than being sore and tired. I feel proud that I did it.

For the rest of my time in Europe, I did all the touristy things I’d wanted to do when I first set up the trip with my friend, Jerilyn. I meet a lot of new people, men and women, boys and girls my age, see a bunch of cool buildings and art, eat a lot of great food.

I also have sex with two guys, not together, just a couple of my typical one-night stands once I wasn’t sore from Anna’s place. It was nice. Different. I can’t deny that having sex with someone and not being paid is different now. I’m not too surprised but maybe a little disappointed.

The night before I’m leaving Europe to fly home, I see my old friend Paul at my hotel room. I arranged the date ahead of time and he offered to pay me €200 for an hour which I accepted.

“Hayley, so good to finally meet you,” he says as I welcome him into my room. I’m wearing the sexiest dress I brought with me and the same sexy lingerie that I wore in the window. Still, the look on Paul’s face tells me I don’t have to worry about what I’m wearing.

“It’s great to meet you, Paul.” I take his hand and walk him into my room and to my bed. He takes me in his arms and kisses me. I’m a little surprised – before I experienced it at Anna’s I expected men to be reluctant to kiss a sex worker – and I kiss him back with enthusiasm. More than anything, I want the next hour to be all about pleasing the man who made my time as a window girl possible.

“You’re even more beautiful than I expected,” he tells me when we break from our first kiss.

“I guess having a lot of sex suits me,” I tell him with a shy smile. “But thanks. Coming from you that mean a lot to me.”

“Coming from me?” he asks as he hands me the money. I take it and set it aside without counting it, trusting him as I have for months.

“A man who has been with 1500 whores? I’m flattered that you find me attractive.”

He smiles broadly. “No, not attractive. Beautiful. As beautiful as anyone I’ve ever been with.”

I blush as I reach for his belt and pull out his cock. Unlike the men I fucked at Anna’s and the two guys from the one-night stands, I told Paul that if he provided recent test results I would let him fuck me raw.

I was so looking forward to feeling a naked cock inside me.

I waste no time taking him in my mouth and he watches intently as I suck him. Too soon, he eases me onto the bed and peels my panties from my body. I spread my thighs and he enters me with a cock that is uncircumcised but I can’t feel much of a difference. What is different is his bare skin in my pussy, a welcome change, and he fucks me hard.

It’s not lost on me that he’s my first client as an escort than as a window girl. It’s still paid sex but it’s different because we’re not as limited by the clock. He's only paid for an hour with me but that seems like an eternity compared to the men who had me for 15 minutes.

“Where would you like me to cum?” he asks as I feel him swelling inside me.

“On my tits,” I whisper and he pulls out and straddles my body while stroking himself until he erupts and sprays my face and chest. It’s been a minute since I’ve felt cum on my body and it’s wonderful.

“So, tell me about your time at Anna’s,” he says after I clean up and we’re lying naked on the bed. I give him a quick summary of my arrival and my first client but soon enough my stories are exciting him so I smile and bend down to suck him. He’s already hard but I am just thrilled with his naked cock in my mouth. He seems thrilled as well.

“This is the first time I’ve ever fuck a whore without using a condom,” he tells me with a ragged tone. I can’t believe he’s so excited to be with me but I’m so thrilled to be with him. Showing him my gratitude for making my whoring possible and making sure he feels like he’s getting his money’s worth is so damn exciting and satisfying, so much more so that the two guys I fucked for free.

After Paul fucks me again and we both cum, me from him fucking him and him on my tits again, I smile as I realize that my life will never be the same. Sex is different now.

I am a whore.
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~ Present day ~

On the flight back home, all I can think about is how different things are for me. I’ve fucked so many guys for money but it was Paul who keeps popping into my thoughts. I just loved being with him in my hotel room. Fucking him without a condom, having him cum on my face and tits the first and second time and deep in my pussy the third time. I came so easily when he fucked me because I was so excited to be fucking him for €200. To be paid to fuck was amazing. Even more so than the guys at Anna’s.

Not that my time in the brothel wasn’t incredible, too. Being on display like that was so different than what I expected. It hit me so hard when the first guy looked at me. It came home to me in that moment that he was looking at me to decide whether I was worth €50 to suck his cock and to fuck my pussy. It was so transactional and that was so different from anything I’d ever experience before.

When I would pick up guys at frat parties or bars, I knew that it was a mutual decision. I had agency – I could say ‘no’. I could turn them down. They could turn me down as well, although hardly anyone ever did. But it was a coming to terms of two people who had an equal say about having sex.

With the brothel, just by virtue of my presence in the window I had expressed my willingness to fuck anyone who came along and paid the fee. I could say no, of course. Anna had explained that I didn’t have to fuck anyone I didn’t want to. But I knew I’d never do that. I wanted to be a good little whore, for reasons I’ll never understand. I wanted everyone to like me, to chose me, and to feel like they got they’re money’s worth from me. That I was a good fuck. A good whore.

It still makes me tingle just thinking about it on the plane.

When I landed in the States and went back to my regular life, waitressing, going to classes, talking with my friends and roommates, I felt so strange. I was so different but I couldn’t tell anyone about it. The place I live is so conservative that I knew without even thinking about it that no one would understand so I wouldn’t take any chances. I had to keep my incredible experiences and my transformation as a woman all to myself.

Which was driving me crazy.

So I decided to post something online. Anonymously.

I’d been a user of Reddit and Intsagram for years. I met Paul on Reddit when I mentioned that I would be traveling to Europe on my own and he mentioned that he’d been with over 1500 prostitutes over the years. So I was familiar with the power of that platform to connect people anonymously to share experiences and talk about them. I created a new username and profile and posted on a variety of subreddits. Here’s what I wrote:

American girl in the red light district

Okay so let me start by saying that I live in a really ultraconservative part of the Southern US. People around here judge everyone for everything. So nobody around here knows what I did earlier this summer, and if they did, well, I'm sure I would be moving away (not that it would be the worst thing at this point).

I've been fascinated by the idea of prostitution for awhile now, probably because I know how everyone around here views it, and the girls who are involved. It's not just illegal here but considered to be immoral too.

I have been planning a trip to Europe for awhile now, hoping to go with one of my best friends (who ended up bailing on me a few weeks before our flight). So I decided it was time for me to be brave and do something I had never done before, take a solo trip.

I knew that in most of Europe prostitution is legal and so the closer it got to trip time the more I was trying to figure out if it was something I could try. I ended up talking to a few people from over there - mostly in Belgium - and eventually was able to talk to the owner of the Red Villa in Antwerp, her name is Anna, an older woman, and at first she told me it probably wouldn't be possible. But we kept talking and she made some calls and got the documents filled out and filed and told me if I wanted to try it, she'd have a window there for me.

A couple of months later I flew into Amsterdam, spent the night in the hotel near the airport, and the next morning took the train into Antwerp. I was feeling so many things - nervous and anxious and a bit afraid but also so very excited to try something new!

That night I was in one of the red light windows in the Red Villa for eight hours. I had twenty-four different men pay 50 euros for 15 minutes with me. These men came from different countries, different ethnicities, different races, different circumstances, rich poor and in-between. I told most of them that it was my very first night, and that I was American, most of them spoke at least decent English. Apparently word started to get around that there was an American girl in a window and so I pretty much always had someone waiting at the window. I had talked to a few people on here before the trip too and so a couple of those guys came too (they obviously asked me not to reveal their identity).

I will tell you it was both the most exhausting and also the most exhilarating eight hours of my life. I went through a lot of condoms. I learned a lot about the sex trade in those four days in that window, and learned a lot about myself too. I went on after that to do all the regular sightseeing touristy stuff for the last 10 days of my trip. I'll stop here so this won't be any longer than it already is but I just wanted to share my experience and all. I can say for sure it literally was a life changing experience.

Needless to say, I got a fair number of responses. I won’t recount all of them (there were over 200 in various subreddits!) but here are a few of the best ones:

Redditor: Does knowing how many different men are willing to pay for your body affect the way you view yourself and men?

What was your favourite part of the experience?

What men were the most enjoyable to fuck, and what made them stand out?

Me: I don't know if it affects the way I view men but it definitely has affected the way I view myself. It really opened my eyes to what I have to offer to the world in a lot of ways.

My favorite part of the experience? probably just meeting so many different people, having to figure out really quickly what they are looking for and how to please them in a short amount of time

The older men who had a lot of experience with RLDs and knew exactly what they wanted from me, those were the most enjoyable because I didn't really have to think about what I was doing as much and could just let them take the lead

Redditor: why did you want to experience selling your body specifically?

Have you considered doing this long-term? Why/why not?

Me: The more I talked to people who were in the business and had experiences with it, the more it intrigued me, I had this opportunity and I wanted to see if I would like it at all, or not.

It's been seven weeks since I got back to the US and been trying to get back to 'normal' life but I keep thinking about it, so yeah there's a part of me definitely considering it, and a part of me that knows I would have to move away from where I live now, so yeah it's not an easy decision at all.

Redditor: what was it like when you had your first client?

Me: I was really nervous, excited, anxious, afraid, all the feelings, my heart was racing, I just kept telling myself I could do this, that I just needed to get through the first one, the first guy was really nice and that helped a lot but it was still so intense to realize I was actually doing this

Redditor: What is it about being a prostitute that fascinates you?

Also, how does it make you feel when a stranger, who has just paid you 50 euros, penetrates you?

Me: I think at first it was just the 'taboo' nature of it, especially where I'm from. Once I got there and was actually experiencing it in a place that wasn't going to judge me for doing it, then it was more fascinating to know I was providing a service that was mostly very much appreciated and being rewarded for it, I think. There's probably other aspects of it I can't even wrap my head around that fascinate me too

The first time felt kinda surreal, ngl. Like 'wow this is really happening, I'm getting paid for this'. I felt more and more at ease the more I did, and accepting of it myself, like no guilt or shame or any of that

Redditor: Do you see this as a potential career for you?

Me: Before this summer I would have definitely answered that 'no', but now, I don't know. It's a maybe, but that would be like a really huge decision for sure, moving away from here and everyone

I was thrilled with all the interest and responses to my post – I finally had a chance to talk about my experiences with other people. It was such a relief and so satisfying.

Then I got another response, a DM through Reddit from someone I didn’ know:

Hi, I'm reaching out via chat because I don't want to reveal myself on your thread. I write erotica for a living, a lot of it about wives and girlfriends who try prostitution, and I was wondering if you'd be open to chatting with me. If not, I completely understand. I'm sure your chat requests are through the roof. But give me a shot if you have some time and interest. Thanks!

I wasn’t sure what to make of this DM but I decided to respond:

Me: Sure ☺️

Lena: Great. Thank you so much. I read everything I could find that you wrote and I'm interested in getting more about your thoughts as you decided to do what you did. Does that work for you?

And for context, I was a prostitute several years ago at my new husband's suggestion so I know a little bit about what you experienced.

Me: absolutely yeah

oh wow

Lena: Yeah, it was pretty wild

Me: how did it happen for you?

Lena: He convinced me that if he put my info with discreet pics on a local escort website that men would pay to fuck me. I told him "No way!" but I was wrong.

Me: and you were already married when this happened?

Lena: We had just gotten married the year before I whored.

Me: and it was his idea? wow, did he say why he wanted you to do it?

Lena: He was a cuckold, wanted other men to fuck me. It's a pretty common fantasy, I since learned. I write cuckold erotica now as a result.

Me:how long did you do it for? how many guys?

Lena: Off and on for maybe two years with a break in between. Nine months of intense whoring to begin with. Maybe 50 guys? I didn't keep track

Me: did you enjoy it? and i hope it's ok I am asking you questions lol

Lena: Of course! I want to let you know what my interest in you is, so turnabout is fair play.

Me: you're still doing it? just not as much?

Lena: No, not for many years.

Me: so no regrets

Lena: None. You?

Me: so far, no regrets

Lena: That's so great!

I'm fascinated by how a woman makes the decision to become a whore.

I had help making the decision. You did it on your own.

That's why I reached out to you.

Me: I did make it myself, but I would be lying if a few people didn't help encourage me along the way

Lena: People you knew or online strangers?

Me: they started out as online strangers

Lena: Did you ever meet any of them irl?

Me: Nobody I know where I live has any idea what I did. Yes

Lena: Care to explain how that came about?

Me: well a few of them had replied to my earlier travel posts and I told them in dms what I was going to do and they came to 'see' me

Lena: to have sex?

Me: Yes

Lena: That's so cool!

Me: there was one though that I met on here months ago who really got me thinking seriously about this

Lena: What was different about him?

Me: He lives over there, he's fucked over 1500 different prostitutes. So we started talking in dms after I replied to his post and he was really both encouraging and willing to share a lot of info about how RLDs work over there

Lena: Did he come to the US just to see you?

Me: no he didn't, I ended up meeting him when I was over there this summer

Lena: Was that the same trip that you went to the RLD?

Me: yes. he came to my hotel room in amsterdam the night before I flew back home

Lena: Can we give the 1500 guy a name to make it easier?

Me: Paul

Lena: Great, thanks. So it sounds like Paul walked you through the thought process that becoming a whore would be something you could do, right?

Me: at first he was just answering a lot of questions I had. I really had no idea how any of it worked at all, I am so sheltered here from any of that. So he was really patient and answered all my questions, and the more he told me the more fascinated I was getting. and at some point he said 'you know if you're interested in it you should try it'.

Lena: So, you started the convo with Paul. Do you remember why?

Me: I came across a post he posted months ago (it's gone now or I would send you a link) where he described his activities and it just caught my attention

Lena: So whoring had been on your mind?

Me: A little, not anything serious, tbh the most I had ever thought about whoring before then, was listening to my mom talk about how evil it was

Lena: I can imagine…

So, you're talking to Paul and you're thinking this sounds so interesting. What made you decide to try it?

Me: well he really explained a lot of the details, like even what it would take to do this, where the best places would be. I knew I wanted to travel this summer and the more we talked the more I wanted to go to Belgium and Holland, and then when I was able to talk to the owner of the place in Antwerp and she was really interested in trying to help me, that kinda sealed the deal for me

Lena: Did you call, text, or email her?

Me: sent her an email first. then we ended up having a few phone calls and texts

Lena: Did she tell you she gets a lot of American girls who want to try whoring or were you unusual

Me: no, that's actually a reason why she was so willing to help me. I was the first

Lena: Wow, that is so cool! You're a pioneer! Lol

Me: most of the girls there are from romania or other eastern european countries

Lena: Think you'll go back?

Me: i want to. I mean there hasn't been a day that has gone by in the seven weeks i have been home that i haven't thought about it

Lena: I can imagine!

Was the intensity of that first shift a surprise? I mean, 24 guys in 8 hours is a lot!!

Me: Yes, she was really great, telling me what to expect, trying to prepare me, but still it was a surprise how intense it was

Lena: But you kept doing 8 hour shifts for all four days, right?

Me: Yes

Lena: That is just so impressive to me!

Me: every night when I got done I was like 'okay let's see how I feel tomorrow and I'll let her know if I will do it again' and I just wanted to keep going

Me: i found out that some of the regular girls had a side bet going on how long i would last, none of them expected i would last four days

Lena: Oh, great detail! I love that. You surprised them all! Good for you!

Me: thanks! yeah they didn't think i would even make it through the first 8 hrs

Lena: Did you get to talk to any of the regular girls much?

Me: not as much as I wanted, a lot of them were kinda standoffish but a few of them talked to me a little

Lena: How many girls worked at a time?

Me: 51 max

Lena: What is the setup like? You sit in the window and men window shop from the outside on the sidewalk?

Me: a few of the windows are like 'double windows' but mine was just the one. So yeah you stand or sit in the window and men come up and look at you and talk to you

Lena: Talk to you? There's no glass?

Me: yes there's glass. There's a button they press to talk, a speaker, it's pretty high tech

Lena: Oh, got it. Was your heart racing when the first guy talked to you?

Me: yes, so much!! i was a bundle of nervous energy

Lena: Did the first guy who talked to you fuck you?

Me: Yes

Lena: Did anyone talk to you and then walk away?

Me: a couple did that first night, but for the most part if they come up to the window and want to talk it's cos they want to fuck you, otherwise they just look

Lena: Did it bother you when someone looked and then walked away?

Me: a little, but i had so much business overall that i never really dwelled on it

Lena: Yeah, that makes total sense.

Lena: So once they decided to fuck you, they come into the building and then what happens? Do they fuck you in the window room with a curtain pulled or do you go somewhere else?

Me: you let them in and then there's a room that is back behind the window where nobody else can see. you turn your light off first so anyone who walks by sees you're unavailable

Lena: At some point you must have thought, "There's so many of them!" What was that like that first night?

Me: I did, like after a while I would finish with a client and he'd leave and I would turn my light back on and there would be someone there waiting, word got around apparently that there was an american girl in a window. none of these guys had ever fucked an american girl before

Lena: So, I think I read that most or all would want oral sex first, right?

Me: most yeah

Lena: With a condom on, right?

Me: Yes

Lena: Had you ever given a blowjob to a guy wearing a condom before?

Me: No. so yeah that took some getting used to

Lena: And some guys wanted anal?

Me: Yes

Lena: Pussy first, then anal?

Me: Yes

Lena: Have you thought about whoring in the US?

Me: a little. gotten a few dms from people after I posted my ama, offering to 'help'

Lena: I bet. It would be different.

Me: like i told them, i would have to move

Lena: So true! I charged $300 for an hour so that would be different. And you would get it all, of course.

Me: True

Lena: But you clearly have what it takes for the job!

Me: where i live it is so ultraconservative and all, i am sure i would have to move pretty far. thank you

Lena: Any big city would do.

Me: like honestly, that was the first real time in my life where i did not have to worry at all about being judged

Lena: So, I'm thinking about doing a book base on your story. With your permission, of course.

Me: Wow!!! For real?? ☺️

Lena: You bet! I'm not sure where it would go because you're just starting your journey.

But I like the start! lol

Me: I'm terribly flattered you would even consider it wow

Lena: So, is that a 'yes'?

Me: Of course!!!!

Lena: Great. Would you like to be involved in helping me write it?

Me: Wow yes wow

Lena: It's a process, writing. We can figure out what you want me to say if you want to get really involved. Or I can make a lot of it up. Your choice.

How realistic do you want it to be?

Me: I feel like it should be realistic? I am happy to be as involved as you'll let me

Lena: I won't use your real name or you real location but we can work on the rest together and make it anything you feel comfortable with.

Me: sounds good.
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~ Present day ~

I’m sitting at the kitchen table in our apartment surrounded by my roommates. I told them all first thing this morning that I wanted to talk to them. They gave me confused looks but didn’t object and we all filed into the kitchen for coffee.

“So, I have something to confess about my trip to Europe,” I tell them and they exchange knowing glances. And smiles.

“What, you didn’t get laid after all?” June snarks. The other laugh but I don’t.

“Actually, just the opposite,” I tell them but they all just stare at me.

“What’s the opposite of not getting laid?” Maureen asks.

“I got a lot of sex,” I whisper. “A really huge amount.”

“Spill, girlfriend,” Kassie says, finally picking up that something is not as it seems about my trip.

“Well, I should back up,” I tell them and then go on to recount my texts with Paul from several months ago.

“He’s been with 1500 different prostitutes?” Maureen asks. She’s the least experienced of them so I’m not surprised. “Isn’t that a lot?”

“Yeah, but that’s over a lot of years,” I add. “Like, fifteen or something.”

“What’s that got to do with your trip?” June asks. “Did you meet him while you were over there?” she asks in a sudden frenzy.

“Well, before I met him, I met with someone he introduced me to,” I say in my most serious voice. “His favorite madam and his favorite brothel in Antwerp.”

“Antwerp?” Kassie asks. “I thought you said…”

“Let Hayley finish,” June interrupts her before she nods at me.

“Thanks. So, anyway…” I sigh and look at the ceiling. “This is hard to admit.”

“Just tell us, Hayley,” June whispers. “We’ll understand.”

I look at her and nod. “So, Paul gave me the name of his favorite madam, the woman who owns and operates this big brothel in Antwerp.”

“A brothel is a whorehouse, right?” Maureen asks.

“Right. And I reached out to her and told her I wanted to see her place. And maybe, try it out.”

“Try it our?” Kassie asks. “Like, as a whore?”

“Yeah,” I whisper. You could hear a pin drop.

“And did you?” June asks.

“Yeah, I did.”

More silence.

Deafening silence.

“So, how was it?” June asks in a flip tone.

I look at her. “It was amazing.” I let a small smile sneak across my face.

“How long were you there?”

“Four nights.” I brace myself but they don’t react.

“What was it like?” Kassie asks and I tell them. I tell them everything, from the window to the small private room where I fucked, to the money and the timer, everything.

“Did you cum?” June asks with a sly smile.

“So much.”

“How many men did you fuck?” Kassie asks. “Over the four nights?”

“Ninety,” I whisper.

Silence.

“No shit,” June whispers. “Fuck, that’s a lot of dick, Hayley. Even for you.” Everyone laughs a little too loudly, as if to ease the tension.

“Not gonna lie, it was a fuck-ton of dick,” I admit with a real laugh that feels so good. It’s such a relief to finally tell someone face to face.

Suddenly, June burst out laughing for no apparent reason. We all look at her.

“What?” I finally ask.

She starts singing. “How much is that pussy in the window?”

We all crack up.

“Oh, my god,” I laugh. “You have no idea how good this feels.”

“You were worried about what we’d think?” June asks through her own tears of laughter. We’re all crying we’re laughing so hard.

“Yeah, of course,” I tell her. “I mean, this is big.”

“What’s your mom going to say?” Maureen asks as her laughter subsides.

“You can’t tell anyone about this!” I almost scream at her and the others in a panic. “Nobody.”

Kassie nods. “No, of course not. But if she ever found out…”

“She can’t ever find out,” I tell them as forcefully as I know how. “I’m probably going to have to leave this town anyway but until I do…” I look at them hard.

“You’re leaving?” Maureen asks, her tears coming back quickly.

“No, not yet.” I shake my head.

June shoots me a look. “Are you thinking about turning this into a thing?”

“You mean, doing it full-time?” I ask. “Well, that’s another story I need to tell you…”

~ Two days ago ~

I was DMing back and forth with Lena about my story when I got another message from someone I’d also been talking to on Instragram.  Suddenly, I was having two separate but interesting conversations via text.

Me: I am talking with a guy who's offering to fly me back to Amsterdam for 5 days. he's going to pay for everything but I need to tell him how much he has to pay me.

Lena: Oh, wow. So you would just fuck him?

Me: yeah whatever he wants

Lena: Did you meet him in Antwerp?

Me: No he messaged me last night on IG

Lena: How did he find you on IG. Blind luck?

Me: he said he saw my comments on another model's posts

Lena: Comments about whoring?

Me: No. about traveling as a model

Lena: I'm just trying to understand how he got the notion that you'd be open to flying to Amsterdam for five days for him to do whatever he wants with you. It's quite a leap.

Is "Traveling as a model" code for whoring?

Me: Well no we started talking and he said he was in Amsterdam and I told him I was just there two months ago and it kinda went from there

Me: he saw my pics and the models I follow and all

Lena: It's quite a leap for you, though.

Me: Yeah

Lena: Are you considering doing it?

Me: Yeah I mean yeah I am

Lena: How much are you thinking about asking for?

Me: I don't even know, is like 500 a day reasonable? Should I ask for 1000?

Lena: No, that is way, way too low.

I asked the IG model in LA what she gets for a weekend and she said low five figures.

Me: Oh wow

Me: That's 10k right?

Lena: Right. For five days you should get like $25k.

Which might end the conversation pretty quickly.

Which might not be a bad thing.

It's pretty risky going to a foreign country to see a guy you don't know.

But I'm sure you realize that.

I don't have any experience with this sort of thing but I read the r/AskAnEscort subreddit and that's the general consensus there.

Me: Ok I just told him that. I'll tell you what he says

Lena: Oh, wow! You really make quick decisions!

You are one bold girl, I must say!

But I knew that. lol

Me: Thank you 😊

He said yes

Lena: He said yes to $25k

Me: Yes

Lena: When will this happen?

Me: In the next 2 months

Lena: Are you going to do it?

Did he give you any indication of what he expects from you?

Besides the obvious, of course

Me: Just any kind of sex he wants basically. I confirmed it would just be him, and no filming

Lena: He doesn't want to tie you up and keep you in a cage or anything?

Me: No

Lena: Will he pay you up front?

Me: yes

Lena: Sounds like fun!

And it vaults you into the high end in one quick step! lol

Me: I mean yeah that's what I want

Lena: You should squeeze a gig in before you go.

Me: A gig?

Lena: Something closer to home. High end whoring gig.

Just to get your feet wet.

I just think it's a huge leap to go from such a controlled environment like the window thing to being with one guy in a foreign country for five days.

It's so different. You know?

So, are you getting excited?

Me: Yes

Lena: Will you tell your roommates what you're planning to do?

Me: This weekend?

Yeah

See what they think

Lena: Do you think they'll be okay with it?

Me: I don't know, I hope so, if they react well to me telling them about my trip then yeah

Lena: Safe to assume your roommates aren't conservative, right?

Me: Not like most people around here, no

Me: I know girls my age that are tho

Lena: Do your roommates know how you were in HS?

Me: Yes

Lena: Were they the same way?

I only ask because I can see writing them into your story.

And I want to understand how it works for you irl.

Me: Not as much no

Lena: Okay, thanks. Good to know.

Me: You're welcome
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~ Present day ~

I’m due to fly out tomorrow to see Mike, the guy in Amsterdam. He’s been texting me off and on for a few weeks and everything is all set. I’ve got my ticket and I’ve checked in so this is getting real all of a sudden. I’ve even convinced June to drive me to the airport.

“You’re going to be $25,000 dollar richer when you get back, right?” June asks me as we’re climbing into her ancient Jeep Cherokee. I don’t want to tell her that the money has already been deposited to my bank account but from the look I give her, she almost loses it.

“He already paid you, didn’t he?” she screams at me through her laughter. “You fucking bitch. Why don’t you just take an Uber, or a limo?”

“I don’t want the Uber driver to know I’m going,” I tell her. It’s a lame-ass reason but I’m nervous about anyone finding out and I’m even more nervous about going at all. “I want some company for the drive, too. I’ll pay you for your time.”

“Damn right you will,” she says with a laugh but I can tell she’s serious. “Three hours each way!” I have to go all the way to a major airport for the flight to Europe.

“I know, I know.” I rush to her and hug her. “I can’t tell you how much this means to me.”

“It’s okay, Hayley,” she says in a calming voice. “You’ll be fine. Just text me everyday, okay?”

“You and Anna,” I tell her again. I’ve arranged with Anna to keep looking for my text and to let the authorities know if she doesn’t hear from me. I gave her Mike’s address and phone number and I told him what I was doing so he’d know someone would look for me if anything happened to me. It’s not a foolproof plan but at least it’s something.

“Have you been practicing since you arranged to fuck Mike?” she asks as we pull onto the highway to the airport.

“Practicing?” I ask but I think I know what she’s getting at.

“Well, yeah,” she says with a big eye roll. “This guy is going to fuck the shit out of you for five whole days, right? You’ve been, you know, getting ready for that, right?”

I nod. “I’ve slept with a few guys since I got home, yeah.” I have but it’s been underwhelming.

“How was it?” she asks, putting me on the spot.

“Sex? Not the same, I’ll be honest.”

“Are you ruined for unpaid sex now, Hayley?” she asks with another laugh. I want to slap her silly but I can’t. She’s got a point.

“I don’t know, June.” I look out the side window. “Maybe.”

“Fuck, that sucks,” she says as we accelerate on the highway around a semi. “You gonna be okay?”

“Yeah, I’ll be fine,” I tell her but I don’t know if I believe it. Even in Europe, with the two guys I slept with after my time at Anna’s, it was different. Not as exciting. Not nearly as satisfying.

“Well, if this pushes you to be a full-time whore, I guess you really will have to move,” she says softly.

“Yeah, it sure won’t work around here,” I motion at the farmland as far as the eye can see. “I’ll have to go somewhere.”

“Any idea where?”

“No, I haven’t thought that far ahead.” I look at her. “Some guy in Houston offered to set me up there, but…”

“Eww, Houston? That sounds awful.”

“I didn’t say anything definite. We were just texting.”

“Don’t go to Houston, Hayley,” she tells me with sad eyes. “Just don’t.”

“I probably won’t.” I look at the road. “And I got another offer from a guy in Buffalo.”

She snaps her head around to look at me. “What kind of offer?”

I shrug. “Just for a weekend.”

“How much?”

“We haven’t gotten that far yet.”

“Are you thinking about doing it?”

“Maybe, but I haven’t even asked him how much he’d be willing to pay me.”

June drives in silence for a few minutes before she turns to look at me again. “I don’t think that’s the way it works, Hayley. I mean, I’m no expert in that sort of thing, but I’m pretty sure you’re supposed to tell him how much you charge, not the other way around.”

“Yeah, I get that,” I allow. “We’ll see what happens after I get back.”

She looks at me. “Are you thinking about doing this as a career?”

I look at her. “I’m thinking about it.” I am, I just don’t know how to get stared. Should I advertise on Instagram or Reddit? Should I go on an escort site even though I have no idea how they work? “I’m just a little overwhelmed right now.”

“Do you want me to help you, Hayley?” June asks. “I could look into it while you’re in Amsterdam.”

“Would you?” I’m so touched. “That would be awesome, June.” I touch her arm and she gives me another smile.

“And while you’re in Amsterdam, please text me every day, okay?” she says.

“Of course.” I’m nervous but excited. I’ve been a window girl and I’ve been an escort, but now I’m starting a whole new adventure. One that might change my life. I still can’t believe I’m doing it but I am. I’m going. I’m going to Amsterdam to let a guy I don’t know fuck me for five days. Just thinking about it makes my pussy twinge so hard.

I’m doing this.

To be continued…

Click here to pre-order

Window Girl (Part 2)
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Click here to leave a review of

Window Girl (Part 1)
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Please leave a review! Or even just a rating!

(They really, really help a girl out!)

Thank you so much!

Check out my blog at hotwivesandwhores.blogspot.com

Email me to sign up for my newsletter and I’ll send you a book of mine, your choice, for free!

(Be sure to let me know which one you want)

lenawhitegirl@gmail.com
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Reluctant Cuckold ~ Country Cuckold ~ Cuckold Dreams
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Another Cuckold  Tale ~ Black Owned Hotwife ~ First Time Hotwife
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Trophy Hotwife ~ Unicorn ~ Socialite Hotwife
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Whore ~ Escort ~ Hooker
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A Cuckold’s Tale~Black Bull Club~The Hotwife Whisperer
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