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.It was a fine warm day as I stepped down from the bus…it was the first time I’d seen the city in over twenty years like all cities as with all people there were changes…some for the better some…well not so good. The bus station had certainly altered as had the busses that came and went with there passengers…across the square there were new shops and buildings…I saw Sara  my new found friend and business partner waving and smiling as she pushed through the waiting crowds and passengers making her way toward me. When I’d left here all those years ago I’d never in my wildest dreams have thought I would return in the manner I now found myself…god how long had it been…must be all of twenty three years…I doubt if any of my friends and colleagues would recognize me now…at least I’d managed to look after myself and still had an attractive body and good looks…it was the same body and good looks that got me into trouble in the first place…well not entirely…it was a bit of bad luck also.

San Milerno was one of those Mediterranean cities that you had to be careful with…well some parts of the city you had to…areas where you just did not go even as a man you went with others for protection or you were more than likely to get mugged at best or mugged and knifed if you weren’t so lucky. I’d gone because I had a friend there…a friend I’d not seen since we’d left school…now she was married and I was determined to catch up with her. My work got me around the world quite a bit and seeing as I was in the area I thought what the heck it would be nice to catch up with Nicola again…see this new husband of hers. She was quite excited by the prospect of catching up once when I phoned her from the hotel that I was staying at…it fact I think she was as excited as I was 
“Where are you staying Paula we’ll come and pick you up?”

 “Oh no that’s ok I’ll grab a rental and drive over to you”
“Oh I don’t know if that’s a good idea…not in this city” She replied

I assured her that all would be well and that as long as their house was in a better part I’d have no problems getting there…I’d keep the car doors locked and stop for no one. With great reluctance she agreed and gave me her address and strict instructions on how to get there.
When I phoned for a rental car I was told that they were in short supply this particular weekend but that there was a Renault that was available…an older model but was assured very reliable. Ok I agreed and they said it would be delivered at six pm…they would let me know when it was there.

I should have known things were not going to go too well when by seven the car had not arrived…on ringing the rental company they said they had been real busy…apologized profusely and that it would be there in another ten minutes…this time it was…but I was less than impressed with its appearance and overall condition. I was still fuming as I set out for Nicola’s place. All was going well as I drove to the directions she had given me…alarm bells started to ring when I noticed the temperature gauge rise a little…on top of that I took a wrong turn and was carried along with the traffic as I tried to find a way back to where I’d been, I twisted and turned trying to see a street that would help me back to safety. I turned right into a deserted street with old and abandoned cars outside old tenement buildings…on top of that the temperature had reached the red zone and steam was coming from under the hood a few more yards and the car came to a grinding halt….PANIC…what do I do now…the sun had gone down and dusk was coming in soon it would be totally dark…already lights were appearing in the buildings…the sound of loud music shouting and abuse all emanating from within…I did not like this…not one bit as panic and concern gripped me.

God what do I do now...cell phones were not an in thing then…it would be another few years before they would be commercially viable as they are today. I could not stay here all night and to seek help wasn’t much of an option either but I had to do it…perhaps someone in the tenements could help…perhaps a phone.

I looked around trying to see if there was anyone lurking in the shadows then quietly opened the car door and just as quietly locked it…looking for a direction to head in…lights were coming from across the street…stairs led up to a balcony and more lights from the rooms…if I keep to the well lit part I told myself.

The clop of my hi-heals echoed loud as I made my way toward the lights…I quickly made for the first door…banging on it to draw the occupiers attention.

“Help….help…I need help” I shouted panic in my voice…there was no reply…the music from the radio was turned up louder as I continued to bang and shout for help, each door I banged on and shouted at was the same…no one wanted to know or be involved. I made my way back to the car…contemplating my next move. I knew I had to get help…get away from this place…the longer I stayed here the worse my situation became as I entered the street again I could see two figures looking at and circling my disabled car…the sound of my hi-heals on the pavement drew their attention to me.
“Oh god” I thought, my blood turned to ice and my stomach churned I froze to the spot.

“Hey what we got here brother” I heard one say

“Don’t know man but she sure looks good” replied the other as they strode toward me.

I knew this was no good…no good at all and I turned and fled in the opposite direction…the sound of pounding feet giving chase. I kept looking behind me…they were catching me…catching me quick. I turned the corner only to find I had stumbled into a blind alley…I was cornered with no way out…seeing they had me they slowed their pace as they approached me. I could see the smile on their faces…the hunters had their prey…no need to hurry any more just take their time and savour the moment.

“Hey bro this is one mighty fine looking chick man…this is indeed our lucky night eh?”

“Well sure looks like it to me brother…hey little lady you want to have a good time with us…have yourself some fun eh?” 

I knew what their fun was going to be as I looked behind me desperately seeking someway out of the situation…there was none…I knew what was going to happen and it was going to happen in the next few minutes.

As the first one came near to me I lashed out…missed him and spun around, he grabbed me from behind…his strong arms around my waist as I continued to struggle.

“Whow she’s real feisty is this one brother…I’m going to enjoy her man” his hands now on my breasts squeezing them, as the other one approached when he was within range I kicked out at him…he side stepped and grabbed my ankle holding it tight…I kicked out with my other foot but like my first attempt missed, only to have him grab that one as well. I struggled and twisted trying to brake free but these guys were strong and I soon realised resistance was futile…it was going to happen. One now had my ankles held tight whilst the other had me tight around the waist…I was suspended between them? The one holding my ankles moved in toward me still holding my legs apart like the shafts on a cart.

“Well little missy what now eh” he said all smiles. “I think you know the answer to that don’t you” still grinning. “Put her down bro…but hold on to her don’t let her go” he said as the let me down on the ground. One still holding my legs apart and kneeling between them…he was pushing my skirt up….up around my waist…that completed I felt my pants being pulled down…down around my thighs…enough to allow him access, the other one was pinning my shoulders to the ground.

The one between my legs took one hand from my leg as he unzipped his fly…I took the opportunity to lash out at him but it was a feebly useless gesture which only brought me retribution with a hard slap on my face.

“Hey girlie that’s no way to treat someone who’s trying to show you a good time…just lie back and we’ll all enjoy ourselves here” he said.

There was to be no last second deliverance and I said 

“Oh god no…no” as I gazed at the hard erection he had removed from his trousers “Just take it easy there’s no need to be rough about it”

“Oh honey…honey I’m gentleness personified and this is for your pleasure and delight” I gasped as he thrust inside me.

“Oh sweetheart…sweetheart you feel so good…I’m going to enjoy fucking you my dear and I think you’re going to enjoy being fucked” he said as his hips started to sway…I could feel the hard shaft moving inside me as I lay there…I could resist no more. I lay on my back in the alley my legs spread wide as my assailant took his pleasure…he was fully on top of me now I could feel his rough whiskers against my cheek his hot breath in my ear as he thrust inward time and time again…going at a steady rhythm. It must have been about five or ten minutes its hard to recall he gave a final thrust and a big sigh and I knew he was cuming…for him it was over…for the time being he would be satisfied.

“Ok bro you ready” he asked his friend

“Been ready for a while thought you were never gong to finish with her”  
The first guy held my legs apart and removed my pants altogether stuffing them into his pocket when his mate was in place he prized my legs even further apart we both watched as he guided his hard penis toward the target, I felt him enter me, no one held me down now…there was no need I couldn’t get away from them…I would only get a few paces and they would catch me again…better just to let them get on with it. The first guy was zipping up his fly…then took a packet of cigarettes and lit one, drawing deeply on it. He was looking down at me…watching as his mates arse humped up and down between my legs.

“Would you like a ciggy sweetheart” he asked offering me the one he had just lit.

I did not answer him.

“No…no perhaps not, not whilst you’re enjoying being fucked eh…later perhaps” He said taking another lung full of nicotine and exhaling the smoke then laughing
The sound from the tenement block continued…music blaring….shouting I doubt if anyone knew or cared what was going on in the alley just a short distance from their homes 

He continued to thrust and hump…fucking….fucking….fucking, like the first guy it was about five or ten minutes then one final thrust…his balls making one last slap against my ass then contracted, sperm spewing up the hard shaft and being released inside me.

“Oh god that was good…god how I love fucking women bro….nothing like a nice piece of cunt eh” he said.

The first guy took my pants out of his pocket pushed them against his nose and took a deep breath.

“Yeh right bro I love their smell as well…nothing better” he said returning them to his pocket, then stamping out his cigarette with his shoe.

I just lay there not knowing what to do, the other guy had zipped himself up and they both looked down at me.

What they discussed next was in a language I did not understand…certainly not English  
“Come on sweetheart get up funs over time to go”

“Where are we going I asked?”

“The fun Palace that’s where” was the reply

“What’s the fun Palace?” I asked

“”Where you have fun that’s where” came the reply accompanied my laughter

I was hauled to my feet a hand gripped my arm tightly making sure I would not run…although running from these two would be futile as already proved. I pulled my skirt back down “Can I have my pants back now” I asked of the joker who had taken them.

“Ha…I’ll keep them honey…you won’t be needing knickers where your going” He replied a broad grin on his face. Somehow I knew that where we were headed for was not going to be a place I would like.

“Look how about you just let me go…I’ll not lay any complaints against you…let’s just say we had some fun together and leave it at that”

“We did have some fun together sweetheart…and we’re going to see you get some more fun…lots more fun….aren’t we bro”

“That’s right we think you deserve more fun…but it’s good to know you won’t make any complaints and you enjoyed it eh bro”

“Absolutely brother”

I was hustled along between them, passing my abandoned rental…down one street then another…eventually stopping beside an old beat up Mercedes.
“Get in” I was told as they held the back door open for me.

I clambered into the back seat closely followed by one of the guys.

“Just sit there and enjoy the sights…won’t take long to the fun palace”

The neighbourhood was much the same as that we had just left…the car making its way through the deserted streets. I had no idea where I was or where I was going…they could have driven around in circles for all I knew, ahead I could see lights…street lights and what looked like traffic and people but before we reached that area we drove down a dark back alley with rubbish bins and garbage bags lining the sides.

“This is it honey” the guy holding me said.

“It just looks like a back alley to me…what you going to do to me” I asked

“Oh don’t worry we aren’t going to harm you…not kill you that is you’re worth more to us alive than dead sweetheart”

“You know Dev I’m feeling hungry again what about you”

“Yeh funny you should mention that brother…me to” he replied looking at me as he said it

His hand sliding up my skirt and feeling my thigh, a lascivious look in his eyes 

“Oh no…oh no not again please” I pleaded my hand trying desperately to stop his from going any further and forcing my legs tight together
“Oh come on honey we’re all good friends now…no need to get all coy on us now…just one more fuck for old times sake eh” he said as his hand pushed forward. I wasn’t going to win this battle and let my legs relax a little…his fingers finding my cunt and slipping inside “Hmmm that’s more like it sweetheart…more friendly like eh?” his fingers pushing deep inside. “Pull your skirt up honey” he said. Reluctantly I did as he said, he moved between my legs. “Spread them sweetheart…spread them” he said as he unzipped the fly on his trousers then shuffling into position. I could feel the warm hard flesh of his erection against my thigh…the smell of his body and a cheap aftershave, and then he was thrusting upward and inside me once again the stubble from his chin scraping my cheek like sandpaper, hot breath on my neck and ear.

“Oh baby…baby I just love fucking women” he said excitedly as he set a steady rhythmic pace. The car rocked and swayed, suspension squeaked from the motion and energy he was putting into fucking me. The night was hot and I was starting to perspire, his arse continuing to rise up and down between my thighs, hump….hump….hump. His friend had got out of the driving seat opened the back door a welcoming draft of cooler air drifted through the car, taking a cigarette from a packet he lit it blew a satisfying stream of blue smoke and turned his attention back to his buddy as he humped between my legs, he gave me a wan smile and blew me a kiss. I could hear the noise of traffic and people not too far from here…music and shouting…people….people….people if I could just break free get away from them I might be able to get help…the only light in the alley was from street lights on the other side of this building…suddenly my attention was back with what was happening when his wet lips were on my lips…his tongue down my throat, I thought I was going to gag, then he broke away now kissing and bighting my neck “Oh god yes…yes…yes you’re a lovely fuck honey…a lovely fuck” continuing to hump up and down then his lips once more on mine, one final grunt a moan  then a thrust and he was finished his hard cock dispensing a second load of semen.

“Sounds like you’re finished bro” his friend said crushing out his cigarette.

“Yes…yes I’m finished with her” he replied

“Come on then get out of the saddle and let me have my turn” he said.

I felt him withdraw giving me a smile as he did so “You’re a great fuck honey…a great fuck” he said once more reassuringly.

His friend unzipped his fly before getting into the car in the dim light I could see his erection ready for more action as he lay on top of my body shuffled into position and thrust into me another five or ten minutes and it was all over he like his friend deposited a second amount of semen.

“Come on sweetheart let’s go” Dev said holding out his hand for me to take hold of.

“Where are you taking me” I asked as I got out of the car.

“To fun palace…to see Andreas…you’re gona like Andreas honey…he’s real friendly”

Some how I did not think Andreas was going to be good for me…nor fun palace 
“No please no just let me go I’ve told you I won’t complain…we all had a good time didn’t we let’s just leave it at that…let me go” I pleaded with them my legs starting to turn to jelly as the carried me further.
“Honey…honey I thought you said we’ve all had a good time”

“Yes…yes we have…I’ve really enjoyed it” I said trying to humour them and keep on side “But I want to go back to my hotel…just let me go…please” I begged them again.

“Well I don’t know…what do you think bro?” 

“Well I guess we could do…she seems a nice lass”

Oh god thank goodness they are going to let me go.

“Yeh but if we do that think of all the fun she’s gona miss”

“Yeh you’re right we owe it to her to see she has lots more fun eh bro?”

Suddenly my hopes were dashed once more…all they were doing was toying and playing with me…they had no intentions of letting me go.

“Oh god…no…no…please” I sobbed knowing that what was in store for me was not for my good, they dragged me on, then down a couple of stone steps and we were standing at a back door, after some banging and hammering it was eventually opened by a guy who had the appearance of a fat toad…no neck…bulging eyes a head of long untidy curly hair…two days growth on his chin. He eyed the two guys and myself up then in some foreign language invited us in. The interior was dark and dingy, boxes were piled high I was marched further in until we came to a counter where the toad stopped and turned to face us again, there was discussion…the toads eyes never straying from me as they all  talked…then he gave a grunt and walked over to me…the one called Dev now held both my arms behind my back as the toads eyes ran up and down my body…his hands took hold of my blouse and ripped it open sending the buttons pinging in all directions…his hands took hold of my breasts and squeezed them…then my bra to was pulled off and again his grubby hands fondled and squeezed my breasts.
“Hmmm” then some more talk…his hand slid up my skirt…fat fingers slipping inside my cunt feeling probing. I tried to move away but was held in place until he had finished his probing and feeling.

At no time was there any expression on his face then he turned to the guys and said something to them which caused them to laugh.

“I guess you wouldn’t understand what he said eh?” Dev said

“Well as I don’t speak the language I guess not” I replied

“He said you have a nice tight cunt…but he can soon take care of that and make it into a big one” he replied laughing again

“What does he mean” I asked

“You’ll find out sweetheart…you’ll find out”

There was further discussions and argument, Dev took hold of my right breast cupping it and showing it to toad, he was silent for a while as he contemplated whatever it was that Dev had said…obviously something to do with my breasts, then toad went behind the counter took out a pack of cigarettes and lit one, taking a long drag…blowing out the smoke as he stared at me…then he nodded took a wad of cash out and counted out a bundle…laying it on the counter. The money was quickly picked up and stuffed into one of their pockets…toad took a key off a hook on the wall. “Come” he said…the first word I’d understood.
We followed him further down the passage to a row of locked doors, he opened one of them and switched on a light ushering me inside.

It was about the size of a prison cell and contained about as much…a bed…a sink with taps a toilet…towels and soap, table chair a mirror on the wall and a small wardrobe there was little else.

“What are you doing…why am I here” I asked of the one called Dev.
“We’ve just sold you flower…you belong to Andreas now he’s a nice guy when you get to know him…I’m sure he can find a good use for you…we do want to thank you for a great evening and we did enjoy your company” he said and left, the door swung shut and then locked Once again I heard one of them say
“God she’s a great fuck…a great fuck” and I was left to the silence to ponder my future.

I looked around the prison cell…well I saw it as a prison cell, it was warm…humid only a big old ceiling fan slowly turning circulating the warm air. The bed seemed quite comfortable and the sheets clean…clean towels and a fresh bar of soap on the hand basin. I decided I needed to freshen up and stripped naked then filled the basin with hot water…at least there was hot water and proceeded to wash down…washing away the smell and traces of semen from my body. I seemed a little better and a little more refreshed having rid myself of their body smells and semen traces. I could see no sense in donning my skirt and blouse again, both were torn, ripped and now soiled. There was a small wardrobe which I checked to see if there were any pieces of clothing in there…nothing…I took the sheet from the bed and wrapped it around me…I just sat there wondering and waiting…I could do little else. I had no idea of time it must have been around midnight I’d lain on the bed and dozed a little when I heard the key in the lock, when the door opened it was toad.
He looked at my clothes on the floor such as they were then at me…his eyes bulging staring…I suddenly felt a icy chill down my spine.

“You…me…we fuck yes” he said

I just stared at him…this was the last guy I wanted to fuck with.

“No you…me…do not fuck” I replied, feeling in a defiant mood.

“Yes…you…me fuck…fuck plenty…fuck lots” He said.

“No we…” I started but was cut off.

“Yes we fuck…we fuck now…take of clothes” he said…well I did not have any to take off just the sheet.
“Listen fellah get this through your head we do not…” again I did not finish he strode over to the bed and ripped the sheet from me…staring at my naked body…it was the look on his face that had me scared. My defiance was starting to wane.

“Spread legs” he said.

“Listen I…”

“Spread legs…spread wide” he shouted with a menacing look on his face.

Now I was scared and my reaction to his outburst was an automatic reaction to his demand as I spread my legs apart…wide apart.

He just stood there staring at my pussy…there was no reaction…no expression on his face…then he moved toward me placing himself on the bed between my legs…he did not remove any of his clothing…just unzipped his fly and took it out.

He would see the reaction to what I was now viewing by the expression on my face…I just stared at it the only words from my lips were “Oh my god”

Now I’m not an expert on men’s penises I’d had some experience and all so far had been pretty impressive but this was the biggest monster I had ever seen or would likely to see again…it was its width that staggered me, now I understood when they had told me he was going to give me a big cunt…if he was gong to fuck me with that on a regular basis…and it now seemed likely he was then I was going to be stretched pretty big.
“Nice cock eh…big…for you…you like eh?”

“Oh god you’re too big for me” I said

“No…no I get inside you…make you feel good…make your cunt nice and big eh” 

Oh god he was right I was going to be big.

“Now I put inside you and fuck you…lie back” he said

I lay back…head on pillow my eyes shut…waiting to feel the connection.

I only waited but a moment then I could feel the warm hard head as it parted the lips…I took a deep breath waiting for the rest of it. “Ohhh…ahhhh!” I gasped as he thrust into me, if I had any doubts about taking him they were now completely dispelled…I just had to raise my head a little in order to view the action…not only could I feel the fullness of him inside me I could see it also…and I can tell you it looked huge…my pussy was stretched to the limits, his promise to give me a big cunt was starting to prove true.
“You like eh?” he said with no emotion in his voice or expression on his face.

“I give you plenty of good fucks eh?” 

The motion of his ass between my legs forcing the shaft in and out my pussy had me gasping.

“Oh…god…you’re…big” I said between breaths and humps.
“Yes big cock…makes you feel good eh?”

As he got into a steady rhythm I got used to the large intruder. I realised I’d been gripping his arms tightly my finger nails digging in deeply, leaving a mark on his skin. Then his full weight was upon me…his mouth close to mine…his eyes seemed so big and staring…empty…then he was kissing my lips…his arse pounding up and down between my legs…there was no response from me as I let him kiss and fuck me. I was pinned beneath him unable to move his breath coming in bursts from his efforts. The sound of the bed as it creaked from his movement and the slow whump, whump…whump of the old ceiling fan as it disturbed and redistributed the room’s warm air. The final moments came…as so did he that last inward thrust…the satisfied groan.

“Ohhhh yes…you good fuck” he said, was he just being nice or did he mean it…I’d already been told that earlier tonight from another guy…maybe I was a good fuck.

I had no idea what time of day it was but one thing I did know and that was I’d been fucked five times since setting out to visit my friend earlier.

He sat on the edge of the bed looking at me…his eyes exploring my naked body…his hand rubbing up and down my thigh.

“I like you” he said “I like fuck you…I fuck you many times eh?” 

I was not sure whether he wanted or needed an answer to that…I guess it was a statement of fact…there was little I could do about it…all I knew was that he was going to fuck me many times.
“You hungry…I get you food….and clothing” he said…then picking up my discarded pieces of clothing…left.

Now that he mentioned it I was hungry…even after all that had happened to me so far…I also felt somewhat tired as I wondered what time of day…or night it was…I tried to work back just how long all this had taken…but came to no satisfactory or accurate conclusion. 
I did not bother to wrap the sheet around me…I saw no point for modesty and the fans warm air felt better as it wafted over my body

When he did return it was with a chicken dish…very tasty and a bottle of wine. The smell of the food had my taste buds and appetite going…he poured two glasses of wine one for him…one for me and he watched as I ate ravenously all the time asking questions of me but not answering any of mine with any satisfaction.

The only real answer I wanted was to know how long he intended to keep me locked up…a virtual prisoner.
“No…you no go…I pay good money for you…we fuck” was all I could get from him…the only answer to all my questions was that he and I were going to do nothing else but fuck…a great future to look forward to. 

He’d also brought clothing…well if you could call it clothing, two silk robes…short, they barely covered my bum when worn…in fact you could just see my bum…I guess that was the intention…also a bath robe also short…panties…very brief…a couple of bra’s and a couple of thigh hi black stockings…and that was the sum total of my wardrobe.

Having finished my meal and feeling somewhat a little intoxicated from the wine he had me lay on the bed again…again I felt the monster as it penetrated my cunt and again the satisfied groan as he once more filled me with his semen.
I must have fallen asleep after that…when I awoke it was to the sound of the key in the lock. Before he’d left earlier he must have pulled the sheet over my naked body and gone.

The smell of hot coffee and croissants had me hungry again…this time it was the hired help who had brought it…an older woman who had a disdainful look on her face…obviously did not approve of women like me. She put the breakfast on the table then left…locking the door behind her…I had a quick wash…donned one of the silk robes then enjoyed the coffee and croissants…they were delightful or maybe I was just hungry…my hunger now appeased I had time to contemplate my situation. I’m afraid it wasn’t good…the more I thought about it the more I realised it was going to be almost…if not impossible escaping from here…the door was always locked and I knew not where I was…my friend would no doubt post me a missing person…the car eventually found abandoned…or what was left of it…now probably stripped of any good parts…just a shell. I would be one more woman to disappear in this cesspool of a city …like so many others in the area…all the what ifs went through my mind…what if I had let my friends come for me…what if the car had not broken down…but all that did not matter right now, I was here locked in this building with a man like a great toad who as he said owned me.

Then of course other thoughts came to mind…the one real reason I had been bought for, a word I did not want to contemplate or use…if that did happen I knew I would be changed…changed forever…nothing would ever be the same again…suddenly I was feeling depressed, somehow I had to get through this…survive no matter what.
Once again the door was unlocked and toad walked in a large towel over his arm...he took the bathrobe from its hook and handed it to me.

“Come…you take shower…then we fuck, fuck” he said.

Oh god not again I thought. I quickly changed from the silk robe to the terry toweling robe and followed toad…he took me down another dingy corridor to a shower…a shower that was old but clean…all the places so far were old but well maintained.

The water was hot as it cascaded over my naked body and gurgled down the drain, the fragrance of the soap smelt good as did the hair shampoo…of course toad stood and watched or ogled my naked form from close up.

Oh god it felt good…my spirits momentarily lifted as I toweled myself dry.

“Come we go fuck now” he said, just as I was starting to feel good and clean again…now we go fuck, fuck…why can’t we fuck, fuck first then I shower I thought to myself. 

If I thought it was to be a quick in and out session I was greatly mistaken…he helped me out of my bathrobe eyes ogling and taking pleasure in my nakedness…hands touching…feeling…massaging. I could do little else but allow him his pleasures.

“Beautiful woman…you my woman” he said eyes still ogling…hands still roaming.

Well having a man or boyfriend would have been a delight…but having toad as my man did not excite me.

He started to undress and I knew then this was going to be a full session…with his clothes completely discarded I could see my mans naked body…it did nothing to inspire me…although I had to admit he was not as flabby as I had thought he would be…I think solid would suit…the more I viewed him the more his head and body suited the word toad…and his cock was rampant…in fact all the time I was with him I never saw it when it was slack…his balls were just as big as his cock…it was just as well he had a good sturdy body to keep him balanced otherwise I think he would have fallen over.

He continued to look at me his hand firmly around his hard erection working it up and down.

“Come my woman...suck me…let me feel you’re beautiful mouth around my cock”

I was on my knees…it was hard to get my hand fully around the shaft…it was even more difficult to get it into my mouth and after ten minutes of sucking my jaw started to ache…and every time I released him in order to rest he immediately said

“No…no keep sucking…keep sucking I like you sucking my cock”

It was a relief when he said

“On bed…on hands and knees” 

I did not argue with him I quickly got onto the bed before he changed his mind and asked me to suck his cock again.

When I was on all fours he placed himself behind me…I felt the bulbous head against my pussy…my reaction was to spread my legs as far apart as I could…his great hands grabbed at my hips and as he thrust inward he simultaneously pulled me onto the shaft.

“Ohhhh god” I screamed as he entered me his arse already humping back and forth the sound of flesh slapping against flesh…each thrust making my bottom shake like a jelly.
“Uh…uh…uh” slap…slap…slap…my body being pushed forward and my tits swinging in unison with his motions. He continually had me change position…one moment he’s in me from behind then I’m on my back and he’s thrusting me from that position…all morning non-stop…fuck…fuck…fuck. His appetite seemed insatiable until at last his arse stopped humping me and I was glad to hear his satisfied moan…his penis unloading his semen.

“Ohhhh woman you good…I like fuck you…you like me fuck you yes?” he asked

I made no reply…then he asked me again…I mean what could I say?.

“Oh yes…yes I love you to fuck me…very much” I replied.

“Oh that is good…the boys’ told me you like to be fucked…I keep you very satisfied you see…we fuck many times eh?” I guess the boys were the two guys from last night who sold me to him
“Oh yes that sounds good to me” I replied not wanting to upset him
“Now you dress…this robe” he said handing me one of the silk robe, “and always wear some knickers and these black stocking…I like you in these things…I pick especially for you”

“Now I go…I get Mrs Solomon to bring you lunch and some wine and later we fuck again yes”

“Oh yes that would be nice” I said with a smile as he left.

I sat on the edge of the bed exhausted…my jaw still ached from sucking on his cock. I had a quick wash and dressed as instructed…and true to his word Mrs Solomon brought lunch…that look of distain still on here face…also true to his word he returned after lunch to continue in his sexual marathon.

This turned out to be our daily activity…I started to wonder how long I could endure it…the days turned to weeks every day was fuck…fuck…fuck. I was sure my cunt was as big as it was ever going to be. I had no idea of what day it was or what month…how long had I been locked up down here. Then the honeymoon was over he stopped coming as regular…which made me a little happier…but I also knew when it happened that my life was about to change.
Mrs Solomon had as usual cleaned the room and changed the bed sheets…and had deposited three boxes of condoms in the draw, as she did so she looked at me and shook her head tutting and giving me that disapproving look. I’d never had condoms before toad or Andreas had never used them…always screwed me bareback…now all these condoms…why?

On that particular morning Andreas had come for me as usual, we spent all morning fucking, then as he was about to leave instructed me to make sure I had the usual attire on but not to wear any panties…again I wondered why?
The answer came that after noon after lunch.

The man with Andreas was a tattooist and he had brought with him his tools of trade.

“You bend over end of bed” he said as soon as I had done I heard the buzzing of the tattoo needle then the stinging as it connected with my butt…it buzzed on and on until eventually Andreas was satisfied with the final result…my buttock felt sore then he set about putting another one on my right arm the needle pricking my skin and inserting the colored ink when they had left I looked at the result…a matching pair the one on my butt slightly bigger than that on my arm….a blood red heart with a red rose laid across it I learned later it was a sign I was one of Andreas Dagnon’s girls…a sign that would identify me as one of his girls anywhere I went…it also meant I was a whore and was available.
When the door was unlocked a second time Andreas entered with another guy.

“Ah Paula this is my good friend Simon…Simon is to spend a little time with you…please take care of him” he said

“Why hi Paula…Andreas didn’t exaggerate when he said you were one great looking woman”

I knew from the way this guy talked…he wasn’t from these parts probably American he wasn’t a friend of Andreas…I think the word was client…and I also knew that when this guy left he was going leave a prostitute a prostitute behind…my body had just been bought and paid for, I now had to deliver the goods, my life was about to change…change forever, I’d never be the same ever again…even if eventually I did get to leave this place.

I felt somewhat self-conscious standing there before him…his eyes raking my body…full of lust, they were concentrated between my legs and I realised he would just be able to see my vagina the robe not quite covering it. A lecherous smile spread over his face.

“Oh my…I do like the look of that Andreas” he said nodding toward my pussy.

“I know you’ll enjoy yourself my friend…I can guarantee it” Andreas replied grinning “Perhaps I should leave the two of you together…get to know each other eh?”

“Yeh…yeh you do that…I’ll come and find you when I’m finished with her” he said with a grin

The door closed as Andreas retired from the room leaving Simon and I alone.

“Take your robe of honey…let me see you”

I slipped off the robe letting it drop to the floor…I was standing there with only bra and thigh hi black stockings…no panties.

“Oh—my—god” he stammered “Magnificent…truly magnificent” as he glared open mouthed.

“How’s this” I said parting my legs…letting him have a better view. I couldn’t believe I’d just done that
“Oh shit…yes…yes” he said continuing to stammer as excitement rose within him.
He took the two or three steps that put him directly in front of me, we were face to face but only I kept my viewing eye to eye…he on the other hand kept viewing my pussy and I felt his hot clammy hand as it reached out and ran over my pubic hairs…fingers touching my slit…following the lips then a finger slipping inside me…working back and forth…bringing me on. It was working as I felt a tingle of pleasure from the intrusion…I tried to fight the feeling but I was loosing the battle. Oh no…no I mustn’t let myself enjoy this…I mustn’t I kept saying to myself…but the more he worked his fingers the more excited I became…my hands were holding and gripping his arms…fingers digging into his flesh
“God you’re one magnificent whore…truly magnificent…what made you become a whore working here Paula” he asked.

“I’m not a whore Simon”. I replied 
“Ha…hmm of course you’re not sweetheart” he said with a smug smile “I mean it’s not that I’m paying for sex with you am I” again that smug smile.

“No…I mean….”

“Come on honey you’re a whore admit it…it doesn’t worry me…if you don’t want to think of yourself as a whore that’s alright by me” he said his finger still working back and forth

I suddenly realised I was standing with my legs even further apart. Oh god when did I do that…I wanted to tell him the reason why I wasn’t a whore but could not concentrate properly.

“There sweetheart…you’re coming on just swell…soon now not far to go…you like this don’t you” he asked

“Yes…no…oh god I’m all confused”

“Nah I can tell you like it…is that why you’re a prostitute…so you can have lots of men and get paid at the same time”

“No…no…oh god you don’t understand…I’m trying to tell you….” his finger delving deeper in our foreplay. 
It was no use I could not explain to him whilst he played with my pussy like this.

“Ok honey how about you suck my cock for me…leave plenty of lipstick on the shaft so I can brag to the guys eh” he said and at the same time unzipped his fly and then his trouser belt pushing them down around his knees. He was big but not as big as Andreas which was a blessing. I slid to my knees and holding the shaft pushed it into my mouth.

“Oh yes baby…yes” he sighed “That feels so good” head back eyes closed as he wallowed in the euphoria.

As I sucked I could see the red mark my lipstick was leaving on the shaft he could show his friends the proof he’s had a blowjob.

“Get on the bed honey…spread those beautiful legs…let’s see your cunt”

As I positioned myself he quickly discarded his clothing…he was a guy of around forty to forty five…lean not skinny…sun burnt from working in the open…suddenly I felt his warm tongue and mouth kissing my pussy. I all but screamed out, I was raising my hips upward trying to force myself onto his mouth and tongue.

“Oh…oh…oh…” I was whimpering.

“Oh you like that do you honey…you like what my tongue does to you eh”

His hands were holding up my buttocks, squeezing them…my legs and thighs tightly clamped his head in place not wanting him to escape…I squealed some more.

I was so far gone I don’t remember him entering me I was just aware that he was inside me and he was humping up and down and I realised I was being fucked. When I looked up at him he was smiling down at me.

“Is this what you like honey…this the way you like it…god you’re a good fuck” he said blowing me a kiss…his warm mouth was now suckling at my breasts…tongue tickling and exciting my nipples. I could hold back no more I screamed out as the orgasm hit me…it hit like a Tsunami a great tingle and shudder ripping through my body.

Oh yes baby that’s it…scream your head off…you love this…you just love being fucked don’t you”

“Oh yes…yes…yes I love it…I love it” I shouted…I had now lost all control…I just didn’t seem to care anymore…I just wanted him to keep going…I wanted to feel the euphoria forever.

Of course it can’t last forever…I could hear his heavy breathing as he neared his climax.

“I’m cuming sweetheart…I’m cuming” he whispered in my ear as the pace became more frenzied more urgent.
“Oh god” he exclaimed as he let fly his pent up frustration his semen pumping once…twice…three times. It was then I realised I’d not donned one of the condoms; I’d been so totally controlled and excited by him I’d forgot.
“Oh my…that was fantastic sex honey…you know your job…know it well”

Now that we had finished…although still feeling slightly euphoric I wanted to explain I wasn’t really a whore and tell him my plight…he could help me...tell some one…get the police anyone to come and rescue me.

“Haw nah I don’t believe it…your too experienced at the game…and besides I don’t want to get involved all I come here for is a good fuck and then a few more beers and back to the ship”

I tried pleading with him but to no avail he dressed…thanked me and left.

God I couldn’t believe I’d let myself go as I had done…if I was to be brutally honest I’d enjoyed it. I mustn’t I mustn’t I thought as I lay looking at the ceiling watching the fan as it slowly rotated. I could hear somewhere above the sounds of people…music…people enjoying themselves, suddenly I wanted to be with them and I started to cry.
The crying had to be put on hold when another guy was introduced…then another…and another….and another, there was no denying what I was now, a whore, each day the men came…and went…came and went…different shapes sizes (yes even down there) and ages…some I enjoyed some were better than others…the days became weeks the weeks months some faces were familiar to me as they revisited from time to time
I don’t know precisely when the total change came…but it did, I’d obviously given up entirely on any rescue…I’d tried several times to get some guy…just one guy to listen to me…help me, whilst some said they would…help never came I was still here…still counting men as they came and went. I became aware that I had entered into the spirit of being a whore.

I would now take the hard erection in my hand and guide it inside me.

“How does that feel honey…does that make you feel better?”

“Oh come on honey…come on fuck me…fuck me…yeh that’s the way…oh god your good”
“Oh yes…yes I just love being fucked honey…you do it so well”

These were just a few of the things I would tell the clients…making sure they had enjoyed their time with me. Each morning Mrs Solomon constantly refilled my supply of condoms as well as emptying the metal receptacle where the used ones were deposited after use. She would look into the container and I could tell she was counting them seeing the semen that had been left behind after ejaculation, then turn to me shaking her head tut, tut and giving me a contemptuous look of disapproval. I knew if she thought like that what would society outside think of me now. Even if I walked out of here today I knew I could not fit back into that social structure.

The women of course would give me that scornful look.

“Oh yes my dear did you know she used to be a prostitute…yes a common whore…not our type at all I’m afraid” it mattered not one iota that I was not the instigator of my demise as far as they would be concerned I was still a whore, and the men…oh yes the men would give me that knowing look and think they still had every right to hit on me and expect me to jump into bed with them…after all I used to be a prostitute at one time…what’s one more cock here or there between friends. No I’d changed alright I knew there was little point in trying not to change.

I’m not too sure how long I was kept in the dungeon it seemed to go on forever…I’d never seen the real light of day…I’d tried keeping fit with press ups and running on the spot but now I was ready to give it all away as being futile…depression was starting to set in…I’d given up hope. The men and sex had been a diversion it had helped me cope…it gave me a purpose in life…having got past the loathing at being a whore I had then embraced it…even at times enjoyed it…talking to other people…well men actually, but it kept me going…now even that did not lift my spirits…then one day it all changed.

The sound of the key in the door told me another client was about to visit and I stirred myself trying to look enthusiastic…but when it opened it was Andreas alright but he was with a woman…not a guy…she was about forty years of age but very…very attractive dark hair with streaks of grey…slim figure…she was a stunner now, she must have been a real looker when younger. Now what was she doing here.
She took one look at me then turned on Andreas and a verbal stream of abuse followed…I had no idea what she was saying as I could not understand her but whatever it was had him cowering before her.

“Come my dear…come with me…Mrs Solomon can bring your things later” she said and I hurried after her, back toward the entrance…the entrance I’d been dragged through those many months ago.

Instead of going out the back door I was led up a flight of stairs which must have been to the ground floor…then up another flight to what must be the next floor above…the woman had a bunch of keys…much like a jailer when she’d unlocked the door it was led into a large hall way with doors either side.

“Here this is a very nice room love you’ll be comfortable in here” she said. On entering I could not believe it…for me it was like having been given the best room at the Ritz hotel, large ornate ceiling and a huge mirror affixed to it just above the bed along with the obligatory ceiling fan, each wall had a mirror attached to it I and my client could watch the action as it unfurled, the mirrors made the room look even bigger, it was all done out in reds and creams all warm and inviting…a double bed a comfortable looking double bed two fine old antique style chairs a proper dressing table with all kinds of lotions and skin creams, mirror wardrobe…matching curtains and a window…a window that was letting sun light in and also open…the breeze coming through it was warm…but god it was a breeze something I had not felt since…well a very long time. I turned to the woman who had brought me here…she must have read my thoughts of disbelief.

“Yes honey this is your room…this is where you’ll entertain the clients from now on”

I couldn’t help myself out of sheer relief and gratitude I just hugged her and started to weep…they were tears of joy not pain. “There…there” she said patting my back…You’ll be ok up here” she said reassuringly 

“I’m Adelphie…or mother hen as the girls call me I look after you…I’ll let you settle a while then I’ll show you around…oh by the way don’t try getting out of the window there is an alarm on it...inwards or outwards…I don’t think Andreas would take too kindly to you leaving through that way and I don’t think you want to go back down stairs do you”

“Oh god no…no I’d rather die than go back down there” I replied.

“Good then we understand each other…now settle in and I’ll come back for you later” she said with the most beautiful reassuring smile I’d seen in a long time.

I sat on the bed…oh how soft and comfortable it was I felt like stretching out and falling asleep…but I was too excited “Mmmmm it’ll be good to fuck on this bed” I thought oh god how awful of me…but I felt happy…eager to repay Adelphie for all her kindness…Then I noticed a TV set I switched it on and surfed the channels…even a porn channel which I watched for a moment or two…a couple of guys with a woman…one guy thrusting into her from behind the other having his cock sucked at the same time with the odd yelp of delight coming from the woman. I had to look at the screen again and make sure of what I thought I’d just seen…yes there…and again, every time the guy pulled back I could see a tattoo on the woman’s butt a tattoo of a blood red heart and a rose laid across it…the girl was a Andreas Dagnon girl.
I looked out the window…felt the warm breeze and warm sunlight on my body, god I couldn’t have felt more elated than you had given me a million dollars…life was good again.

Mrs Solomon did arrive with my stuff…little as it was and that disapproving look of hers of course. I grabbed a pair of knickers and put them on before Adelphie returned to show me around.

When she did return she asked how things were.

“Oh Adelphie it’s just marvelous….absolutely marvelous…I don’t know how to thank you” I said

“Well just make sure you keep the clients happy and don’t make trouble” she said

“Oh I promise I’ll keep the clients happy…they won’t have need to complain about me” I replied

“That’s good honey…I’m sorry I did not find you earlier it was only an enquiry from one of your clients that alerted me to where and who you were…I was prepared to argue with him we did not have any girl matching your description it was only when he said the girl down below that rung the alarm bell…you’re far too good to be kept down there love…I don’t know what Andreas was thinking…you ready…good follow me” she said and I hurried to keep up with her.

I soon got to know the layout…there were twenty bedrooms…ten for the girls like myself…the ones that had been “persuaded” to join the club…needing to be kept under lock and key. Then there was another ten bedrooms for those who were local and had applied for the job voluntarily…not needing to be persuaded, on the ground floor was the grand entrance…it had been a hotel in its hay day and had retained its charm and character but with new tasteful décor. The area was well laid out so that as the client entered he could see and meet the girl of his choice or have a drink and wait for her to become available, TV viewing available also. Then the kitchen and refectory and shower ablution area where the girls were fed and catered for and showered…this was always done in shifts making sure that some of us were available at all times, should a client or clients arrive needing to be serviced. I met and was introduced to some of the other girls as we made our way through the building…all were scantily dressed like myself, some allowing their robes to be open…displaying their abundant charms and goods that were for sale.

After the grand tour Adelphie took me back to my room…I just could not believe it was mine…hopefully the nightmare of downstairs was behind me…I was now determined to be the number one girl.

“I’ll need to get a contract for you to sign and an application form for the ministry of immigration to apply for a workers permit” she said “We need them to keep everything straight and legal”

When she put the forms in front of me I had no idea what I was signing...it was all foreign…but sign them I did…I did not relish the idea of going back below.

“Ok take the rest of the day off…we’ll start you tomorrow proper…enjoy the rest” and then she was gone…oh it was so good to just sit and listen to the sounds…car horns...peoples voices, radios…just general hustle and bustle…civilization and that warm breeze and sun oh my god it was heaven…sheer heaven.
I slept well that night…it was the pounding on the door that woke me up.

“Come on girls rise and shine…breakfast is almost ready…then get your showers over with”
I stretched and yawned like a contented cat ready and eager to face the day…something I had not done in a long time.

It took no time to dress…following after Adelphie, today I felt good…no I felt great…really great…my feet danced on a cloud. I was eager to start work. We picked up other girls as we made our way to the refectory….I could smell breakfast…I was hungry…very hungry. The food did not disappoint me and I ate ravenously…trying not to make it look too obvious. Breakfast over we showered…I sang and hummed quietly to myself as the warm water cascaded over my body…I soaped and washed my pussy slipping the bar of soap inside making sure I was nice and clean…I had a mental conversation with it telling it, it was going to enjoy today. “You’re going to be one busy cunt today my love so be warned” I said as I continued soaping and washing. The one thing I did notice was all the bare butts had the mark of Andreas Dagnon tattooed on them every one of us was an Andreas Dagnon’s girl even those who had volunteered their services.
“I’ll come and check you out Paula once you are ready” Adelphie said as we made our way back to prepare for the day and the clients that were sure to come.

I was still singing happily as I dressed, thigh hi black stockings…panties…bra…the red silk robe and a pair of black hi heal shoes. I was applying my lipstick and contorting my lips to spread it evenly when Adelphie walked in.

“Let’s take a look at you honey…got to have you looking your best for the men” she said smiling…god I loved this woman she was so beautiful in every way.

“Take the robe off for a moment” she said I slipped it off and she looked me up and down.

“Mmm your panties…change them for the G-string…let the men see that lovely bottom of yours…but just cover enough for modesties sake” she said giving my bottom a friendly smack
I stepped out of my panties exchanging them for the G-sting…she was right it was just enough to cover my pussy but when I turned I displayed two beautiful voluptuous rounded buttocks the black strap out of sight embedded between the cheeks of my ass.

“Too much bra…less material more tits…where’s the other bras”

I hauled one out of the draw. “Ahhh yes that’s the one” she said. Again I removed my bra and donned the one she suggested…the transformation was immediately noticeable…my breasts were held nicely in place but more of them showing…it also improved the cleavage.

“That’s more like it honey…men love tits…I think it must remind them when they suckled on their mothers breast”

Finally I put the robe back on tying the belt.

“No sweetheart no don’t cover up that lovely body of yours, you have gone to great lengths to make yourself attractive for your man…if you want to wrap the robe around you make sure the guys can still see your beautiful full rounded tits, like this” she pulled the robe open so that my breasts could be seen and ogled at “Remember we want these guys to get all horny…get them to get a big erection on…the bigger and harder the erection the better it is for you as well…or you can leave it open like this” she said opening the robe fully “And pose for them like this” she said striking a provocative pose “Now that will get them an erection real fast don’t you think” 
I looked at the results in the mirror and had to agree with her…I wanted the man whoever he was to leave me knowing he’d had the best fuck possible…I wanted to make sure when he came back he came back because of me.

“One final thing wear your tattoo with pride, remember you’re a Andreas Dagnon girl, we are the best in the business and our reputation is well known around the world for quality girls and the best of service…if anyone asks what the tattoo is for…tell them…don’t be afraid to let them know what you are and what you do…there’s no shame in being a whore…it’s a great profession and serves a purpose…ok?” she said and again that wonderful reassuring smile.

 “Now go down there and knock em dead…you’re going to be a smash hit…I just know you are” 

I gave her a hug and thanked her “I won’t let you down mother hen…you’ll see”

“I know you won’t honey” she said and smiled as I left and made for the reception area
       [She was to be proved right about the tattoo…in the coming months clients did ask the question “I see all you girls have that tattoo on you…I’ve also seen it elsewhere …what does it symbolize?”

“It means I’m a Andreas Dagnon girl…if you see a girl with one of these symbols on her arm you can approach her with confidence knowing she is a…hooker….call girl or  whatever name you wish to give us, you can make an appointment and I’m obliged to fulfill that appointment” I said..

“Whow is that right I never knew that I’ve seen a few girls with it…away from here”

“Yes Mr Dagnon has other brothels around the world in fact, so next time you know if you are feeling frustrated and need some relief just look for the girl wearing the symbol. 
Angelique told us she had already experienced such an approach whilst on holiday…the guy was most appreciative.

Of course the other thing was, there had been a TV documentary on prostitution and brothels I general around the world, fun Palace had featured in it…one of the former girls had told a reporter all about us…favorably that is…said she’d loved the work and her work environment she mentioned the tattoo and what it meant…also how we all had to have a medical on a regular basis to ensure we were disease free…which was true I think we all worried for a while until the results came back telling us we were all clear. Using condoms was nto one hundred percent guarantee and there was always the odd guy would remove it after you put it on for him…he wanted you bareback and make sure you took his sperm. As they say there’s no such thing as bad publicity now we were known pretty much everywhere…how would I handle it if I ever left here, now being marked forever as a prostitute…I really did not know, I think I would have to accept that from now on my line of work was prostitution]

I was so eager to start I was one of the first there…of course this time of the day was always the slowest…I mingled and introduced myself to those I had not already met…they all seemed great and had a story to tell me about certain clients…clients with certain requests and who I was bound to run into in the future.

It was almost lunchtime the time when the next girls were due to come on…we took turns in the lobby it was no good all of us hanging around waiting the others would be in their rooms on call should they be required, only three girls had done business so far and they were the girls regular John’s. Just before lunch the doors flew open and a mob of guys came streaming in…they were definitely in party mode and were from a ship that had docked earlier that morning…now after a few weeks at sea these sailors were raring to go...first though a good fuck was required…get rid of all that pent up frustration…masturbation is only good for so long and was no real substitute for the real thing.

I saw him…I knew when I cast my eyes on him…I wanted him…he’d also spotted me. I drew my robe open letting him see my body and sexy underwear…sexy underwear that Adelphie assured me would work…He looked my way and he smiled…I returned the smile and struck a tempting sexy pose hand on hip. Whilst his mates were at the front desk talking to Adelphie he cut loose from them and headed toward me. My heart missed a beat…no make that two or three beats as he pushed through and passed the others and stood before me

I watched the look on his face as he cast an approving look over my body and assets…assets he was desirous of and needed, in order to kill the pain of frustration….frustration that had built up over the last few weeks. He put his arm around my waist I could feel his hand warm and comforting as he drew me against his own body…his eyes continuing to roam up and down.

“Do you like what you see honey” I asked

“Whoooow…I love what I see sweetheart” he replied “Are you available”

“For you I’m always available my love” I replied forcing my body against his and kissing him on the cheek.

“Oh god” was all he said as his other hand slid to my stomach gently massaging it. I knew he already had an erection.

The hand that was around my waist slid under the hem of my robe…coming to a stop at my buttock…now gently stroking, massaging and squeezing it. God it felt good
“Ohhh that’s nice honey…I like that” I cooed in his ear again kissing his cheek…if he had an erection well I can tell you my pussy was wet…very wet I’d never felt like this for a long time my legs were weak my heart pounded and my stomach churned…I longed to feel that erection inside me.

“Can we go to your room now” he asked

“No not until the desk clears us” I replied I turned to see some of the other girls watching our actions they just smiled a knowing smile.

The Scotsman was having a discussion with Adelphie.

“But it’s you I want lass…I mean you’re a fine healthy…sexy looking lass why can’t I have you” he demanded

“I’m not on the menu Jock…look at all these other younger girls…surely there must be one to suit you” she replied

“I dinna want one of the other girls…I want you lass…you’re my kinda woman” he said.
I learned that this was the way Adelphie played her clients along…teasing them…she was in the end always available to anyone who wanted her.

The end came when Jock spotted the tattoo on her arm…yes Adelphie was the same as us and carried a tattoo on her arm…I assumed she had a matching one on her butt as well…just like the rest.

“That tattoo on ya arm lass…I thought that meant I could have you…that you were obliged to cater for my needs”

I knew she would agree to his request…she stood by that mark one hundred percent…she lived by it and she always instilled it in the girls as well…the emblem was never to be brought in to disrepute…it meant something and it was every girls duty to follow to the letter and spirit of it. 

“You’re absolutely right Jock…of course you can have me…I’m only teasing you” she said…then that disarming warm smile and a kiss on the cheek for Jock

The smile on Jock’s face was worth quids as he turned to the others

“Sorry lads but I’ve got the best lass in the house” then turning his attention back to Adelphie said “I’ve got to warn ya lass I have a big load down here to give ya” laughing.

“Well we’ll just have to relieve you of it won’t we Jock” she replied “Sally take the desk for an hour whilst I help Jock with his frustrations”

“Ock not one hour Sally better make it two” he said shelling our more money.

My guy just laughed at Jock “God he’s a randy old devil…he’ll screw just about anything” he said his arms pulling me in tighter to his warm body.

With the money all settled and the girls paid for and partnered off we made our way up the wide staircase leading to the bedrooms…either locked in each others arms or holding hands…one couple behind another…like a long winding train…accompanied with excited chatter and banter, adrenalin and hearts starting to pump faster…what each and every sailor had dreamt of, longed for all those lonely frustrated nights at sea, lying in their bunks, holding large erections in their hand, wishing there was a woman…a woman who could take that large erection between her thighs…each with his own vision of what his woman would be like…well that moment was almost here…each had chosen their woman…and that woman was prepared to take his large erection between her thighs…a few more steps a few more feet to walk and paradise would be theirs…the pent up frustration would be taken from them…they would feel good again…at least for a while.

Once in the room and with the door now closed we were in our own secluded world…cut off from the world outside…for the next hour we did not care about anyone or anything…I was going to give this man…the man who had paid for the pleasure of my body…just that…complete and satisfying pleasure…until he had finished with me I was his and I wanted him to leave with the feeling I’d been worth it and he had received value for money. Today was my first day working in the fun Palace and I was determined to treat each and every client that paid for me the same…whilst he was with me I was his woman…and I wanted him to know that. Adelphie would be my mentor I would model myself after her…she was more to me than mother hen…she was my adopted mother she had saved me from that hell hole of a dungeon and I loved her…I wanted to please her…make her proud of me and there was only one way to do that…be successful in my vocation a vocation that I had not chosen but one that had been forced upon me…now that I was in this line of business I did so want to be successful at it and Adelphie was my teacher, what Adelphie did not know about being a prostitute was not worth knowing I was to study and learn from an expert.
The warm breeze coming through the open window stirred the curtains…the ceiling fan continually helped to circulate that air thru the room. The sound and noises from the street below were to have no distraction on what we were about to do…our senses were closed to all that, there was only the two of us. I let the robe slip to the floor…allowing Tony (that’s what he called himself I had learnt as we had climbed the stairs) to see my body…with one hand on hip I twisted and cavorted suggestively for him.

“Ohhh shit I’ve done nothing else but dream of this for the past few weeks”

“Well darling my body is all yours, you own it…you can to do whatever you wish…just enjoy it” I said holding my arms and hands out inviting him toward me.

His arms slipped around my waist pulling me tight to his body…his hands going to my buttocks once again to stroke, squeeze and massage…his hips tight against my pelvis his own gyrating. I could feel the hardness of his erection through the thin material of his trousers.

His face buried in my hair. I heard him inhale deeply “Mmmmm you smell so delicious sweetheart and your arse feels so good…soft and firm…it’s a real hot arse” he said continuing to stroke and squeeze my buttocks.

“It’s all yours my love…my hot arse is for you to play with…do whatever you like with…ohhhhh you feel so hard honey…I think I’m going to enjoy that.” I replied

“Ohhh yes it’s all yours my love…all yours and soon it will be inside you”

“Oh yes…yes I want to feel it inside me” I said a tremor in my voice at the thought of his hard erection inside me.

“You will…you will before the hour is up” he said

I felt my pants…or should I say g-string being pulled down and a warm hand stroking my pubic hair and slit…his fingers following the line of the slit between my legs…my legs opening wide to allow access…then his fingers inside me…probing delving  working me into an uncontrollable frenzy.
“Oh Tony…Tony…Tony” I murmured his fingers working frantically inside me.

“Oh Paula darling you’re ready for me now aren’t you…you’re wet…very wet my love”

“God Tony I want you more than I’ve ever wanted anyone” I replied which was true it really was. I was ready to be fucked there and then…The way I was feeling I never wanted him to stop fucking me. 

His lips were warm, soft gentle as he kissed me, and then increased in intensity as our passions rose…my heart raced and thumbed beneath my breast. The ping of my bra strap letting my breasts free from restriction…free to be held, cupped, fondled and suckled all of these happening as I struggled for breath…he was good…real good he was playing me like a musician plays his instruments…I was reactive not proactive…it was he who was in charge…it was the way I liked it…I was submissive…surrendering myself to this expert.
Oh Tony…Tony…Tony” I was sighing as his mouth suckled at my breast and tongue tickled my nipple.

“Oh Paula…Paula I love you I love you” He was saying.

I responded likewise “Oh Tony…Tony…I love you also” and I meant it.

There was a pause in the action as he quickly undressed…flinging his clothes in any direction, urgently and eager to be rid of them, desperate to get back to the action. As he undressed I stepped out of my g-string letting it fall to the floor then shrugged out of my bra…now dressed only in thigh hi black stockings and hi heel shoes.
I had to admire his body…a body that had been looked after…he would be almost six feet tall…no fat, work or constant exercise kept him fit, I’d estimate he was about my own age...twenty. I would love to have had him as a boy friend…I could love this guy…really love him, alas there was little I could do I was a prostitute and not many men wanted a prostitute for a girl friend or wife. The happy housewife with children was not in my stars…I was now a career girl. The thing I liked most was standing proud, two sperm laden balls slung beneath it.
When we embraced I could feel his warm body and flesh…against my warm body and flesh…a shiver ran through me.
As we held each other he pressed his erection against me it was warm hard and throbbing.

I swooned from the pleasure it gave me.

“Spread your legs…spread your legs honey” he said and I instantly did as instructed wondering what was to happen next. He guided his hard cock between my thighs and then upward. I just stood and watched as he thrust it into my cunt, a gasp coming from my lips as I saw it vanish inside me “Ohhhh…ahhhh”

“Let me just fuck you for a while sweetheart then you can suck my wet cock…wet with your own honey” he said his ass and hips swaying…his cock fucking me.

“Oh god…oh god…oh god” was all I could say as I closed my eyes and wallowed in the ecstasy and euphoria that ran through my body. His hands held my buttocks tight squeezing them pulling him in…and pulling me on to the shaft…I likewise held his beautiful smooth, rounded buttocks and pulled him as far into me as I could. I wanted to feel that beautiful erection…feel it fuck me. We stood locked together for about five minutes…I never wanted it to stop.

I was lost in euphoric pleasure 
I just kept telling him how much I loved to be fucked.

“Oh yes…yes…yes I love it…I love it…fuck me fuck me fuck me” I kept screaming at him, both our bodies were lathered in perspiration, the air being circulated by the fan seemed cool by comparison as it wafted over our naked bodies
“God you’re a good fuck honey…a good fuck” he kept telling me. I loved being told I was a good fuck…I wanted to be a good fuck…better still I wanted to be a great fuck. 

I was disappointed when he stopped fucking and withdrew his hard throbbing cock…the disappointment apparent on my face.

“Hey don’t worry sweetheart I’m not finished fucking you yet…we’ll get back to that later…right now I want you to suck my cock”

I went down on my knees, his beautiful hard penis right there in front of me. It was a truly magnificent sight to behold…and to hold…just to touch…hold and fondle had me all aquiver…his balls were full and wholesome…full of semen that is…semen that I wanted…desired. I ran my warm wet tongue up the full length of the shaft...then let my mouth devour it…hand working it…mouth sucking on it.

“Oh yes babe…yes…yes…yes” he cooed “Suck it sweetheart…suck it”

I could taste a little of his pre-cum mingled with the taste of my own body juices as I pumped and sucked the shaft. The sounds of our actions mingled.

“Oh yes babe…oh yes” he was saying…accompanied with “Mmmmm….mmmmm…mmmmm!” as I sucked and licked.

“Ok babe…ok…that’s enough…on the bed…lie on your back and spread those lovely legs of yours”

The bed sheets felt warm on my back...warm from the midday sun that had been pouring through the window. He held my ankles and spread my legs even further apart; gazing at the slit between my legs...it was wet, pink and open…like the petals of a flower.

“Oh honey that is one beautiful looking cunt…I’ve done nothing else but fantasize about a cunt like that…you have no idea how I’ve waited and longed for this moment”

“Honey…honey its all yours…play with it…fuck it…suck or eat it…you can do what you wish with it…it’s all bought and paid for my love”.

He buried his face in my crisp sweet-smelling pubic hairs…his mouth then kissing my vulva…and his tongue delving probing deep inside the slit, licking, sucking up the honey…honey his actions were forcing me to produce in copious amounts. My hands were holding his head in place…forcing him deeper inside…I was lost completely lost in the euphoria I was experiencing…again I felt the tidal wave as the orgasm hit me…I was producing more body fluid for him…body fluid he was eagerly licking up.

He was now at a frenzy stage himself…there was urgency in his actions as he took a change of direction he was ready…ready to thrust his hard cock eagerly into my equally willing cunt…he was kneeling between my legs his strong hands forcing my legs apart…wide apart, I watched every action he made…his hand gripping the shaft…moving in for the final act…there was no hesitation…one moment I saw it moving toward its target like a sleek torpedo then it struck…penetrated and vanished inside…my cunt hungrily swallowing it up…the whole shaft vanished…vanished with no trace left…just those two heavily laden balls…semen filled balls…semen that was inevitably destined to flow inside me…it was going to happen, there was no way of stopping it now…we’d both lost control of the situation…our lusts and desires now in command…I doubt if either of us wanted to take control anyway…we were there until the final explosion. I watch in the ceiling mirror…my legs spread wide apart knees bent, his smooth rounded bum humping up and down between them…humping at a fast and furious pace. I was whimpering, crying and moaning the feeling and pleasure I had was immense I was enjoying…really enjoying being fucked…at that point in time I loved being a whore…I was already thinking of the next guy…and the guy after that…hoping there was a queue of men downstairs waiting…waiting for their turn I wanted them…every single one of them…god I loved this job. I continued watching the mirror and that lovely rounded bum of Tony’s as it bounced up and down thrusting his cock into my hot wet pussy
His thrusting was faster now, more urgent Tony wanted to get that feeling…a feeling that came with climax…he knew a great euphoric wave would surge through his entire body as his cock exploded…sperm a tidal wave of sperm would flow inside this woman…this whore that he took great delight in fucking right now, he had to get there and fast he was willing it…telling himself to cum…come on cum…his thrusts were harder deeper almost brutal, his teeth clenched…the girl was taking a pounding the bed was shaking…then one final thrust and “Ohhhhh…..” it was there…the feeling he had waited for…dreamt of night after lonely night in his cabin, now was the time, savoring that wonderful feeling as it spread through his body 
I felt Tony’s final thrust…heard his groan and knew his semen…semen that had accumulated along with all his frustrations were being unloaded into me right there and then…I realized we had not used a condom…neither of us had thought to use one…so engrossed and eager to get started we had entirely forgot…it was a mistake…a mistake I could not allow to happen too often.

“Oh god…oh god…that was one great fuck sweetheart” he said still panting and sweating from his efforts…now lying on his back beside me waiting for his heart rate to drop and his breath to return…so intense had been the fucking.

I was sad and disappointed the session was over…I’d been lucky…so very lucky to have started off with a guy I had helped to pick. Picking our clients was not an option…the clients always picked us…there was no turning him down…you just got on with the job of servicing his needs…after all that was our job…that’s what we were there for.

As he dressed I dressed also…donning the skimpy sexy clothing once more, preparing to present myself for the next client…a client who at this moment would be waiting patiently…eager to meet with me…he had a need, a frustration just as Tony had and I was the one who could help him get rid of that frustration, just as I’d helped Tony get rid of his frustration. It was good knowing I had the assets and ability to do just that.

Tony waited until I’d put on more lipstick…lipstick he had assisted in removing…lipstick that had formed a red ring around his now deflated cock.

Together we walked down the wide staircase leading to reception. I was staggered at the number of guys who were hanging around waiting…waiting for me or one of the other girls to become available. The problem always arose when three or four ships docked simultaneously…once the ship was tied and secured those crew members who were not needed soon filled the bars and brothels of the port. Their priorities determined where they went first…for a drink…or a fuck. The sailors waiting here got both...a drink as they waited followed by a fuck as a girl became available for them.
Tony gave me a quick peck on the cheek before thanking and complimenting telling me I was a great fuck then join his mates who had already finished with their girls and now enjoyed a cool beer. It was heartening to know he was a satisfied client.
Adelphie of course was still tied up with her friendly Scotsman…Jock. I briefly imagined them together right now. I approached Sally…Sally was our regular receptionist…taking control of bookings…and seeing that each client was matched up with a girl as quickly as possible…I guess she was traffic control. Apparently she had been known to take on a client or two herself when we were very, very busy…but it was not her job to do so and she therefore did not get a tattoo. She did however have the luxury to choose which client she would go with, she had a boyfriend or was he her husband, I often wondered if he knew she did a bit part time work
“The bear over by the bar is your next client Paula…looks a powerful guy…might be a handful…I’ll take you over” she said and I followed behind her.

“Hi Terry…this is Paula…Paula’s your girl today…she’s going to look after you…you happy with her” she asked. He nodded his consent
Sally was right about the bear part; he was a big chubby bear type person…stocky but would assume not flabby fat.

 I opened my robe so he could see the goods, then running his eyes over my body declared “I she looks good enough to me…I’m not here to marry the bitch just fuck her…now woman which way to your room”

Sally rolled her eyes and gave me one of those looks that said “Better you than me sweetheart” I assumed she would not have picked him as a client given the options.
I tried making conversation with this great bear of a man but it was difficult…being friendly was not part of his make up…I struggled to keep up with him as he hurried up the stairs he only slowed when we reached the top as he slowed to let me show him which was my room. I started to disrobe once more just as I had with Tony…Terry was just as quick…he seemed eager enough to get on with it. His body was as I had imagined it would be…he was a big bear of a man alright…wide middle section body covered in thick black hair...tree trunk legs and thighs…shaved head…with little on no expression showing on is face… his cock which was erect was a reasonable size, thick matching his body…it rose straight up growing from a bushy mat of pubic hair, he seamed unfazed nor unimpressed at the sight of my body.

I tried to impress and compliment him by saying

“Oh that looks nice and big darling”

“Yeh it is…its good for fucking…fucking whores like you” chuckling to himself.

I decided it might be better to remain quiet…say nothing

“Spread ya legs sweetheart let me see ya cunt…is it big…I like big cunt’s” he grumbled.

I did as instructed and stood before him my legs spread wide, he knelt on the floor in front of me…fat fingers spreading the lips of my pussy apart as he slipped the fat finger inside poking…probing.

“Oh yes that’s a nice big cunt love…you must have been fucked a few times to get one that size eh?” he asked
I did not know whether to take that as a compliment or not I thought men liked a nice tight pussy…obviously he took the other view that big is best…his fat finger continued to poke my pussy then he buried his face in my pubic hair and started licking...kissing and sucking…before standing…his great paws gripped my buttocks and he carried me to the bed throwing me on to it…then falling on top of me…he wedged himself between my legs and was trying to quickly insert his hard cock inside me.
“No…no we need to use a condom” I shouted with concern.

“No we have no need for those things…I prefer bareback” he replied, it was too late anyway I felt him inside me and was already fucking.

“Oh god no…we should have used a condom…play safe” I said

“Why you got AIDS eh?”

“No I have not and I don’t want to catch it either” I replied indignantly.

“Well that’s alright then…we’re both clean and we don’t need to worry do we?” was his retort

I could say nothing…there was no way I was going to be in a position to force him to use one 

His weight seemed immense…pinning me and pressing me into the mattress. I could see his reflection in the mirror, his great wide backside rising and falling as he thrust his fat cock into me time and time again…fucking…fucking…fucking…his body was so wide it completely covered mine all I could see were my two legs which he had spread wide apart protruding from the side.
“Oh---god---you---are---so---big” I gasped between thrusts from somewhere beneath him, referring to his body size…not his cock size.

“Yeh as I said it’s good for fucking whores like you…it’s my whore fucker” he proudly announced obviously thinking I was talking about his cock.

There was never going to any romantics in this action…he was here for one thing only and that one thing was a good fuck…I hoped he was getting one.
The fucking was short lived as I heard him gasp and remain still until his cock had pumped and drained his pent up seed inside me, the he was pulling out and started dressing...he’d got what he came for, now that he had finished he had no further use for me and I was discarded like an empty cigarette packet.
“I trust you enjoyed yourself” I asked hoping to get some sort of feed back.

“Yeh…yeh all fucks are good fucks…once you’ve fucked one whore you’ve fucked them all” he said then he was out the door…he stopped just long enough to say “Thanks…I might see you again eh?”

“You know where to come looking for me sweetheart” I said in reply then he was gone.

He’d been with me for less than half an hour…which was good from Andreas’s point of view because he’d been paid for an hour of my time and taken only half of it…which meant I now started with another client half an hour earlier…but this was the nature of the game very few took their full hour which meant you got to take on more clients in an allotted time. For instance I’d started with my first client Tony just be noon…this particular day was very…very busy so I had to work through to around two am which was a fourteen hour day that would equate to 14 clients but if most only take half that time then you get 28 clients through the system…ok…ok there are of course short breaks for eating and a couple of showers to clean up...after a day working with men the smell of male sperm and other body odors is quite strong on the body...an easy way to count your clients is to count the used condoms in the receptacle…in this case I’d have to add the two that did not wear one…on a good night you could get 25 guys who have had you.

We closed the doors at two am and believe me we were all thankful…the thing that was best was the hot showers and the smell of scented soap...it was amazing how refreshing it made us…I was ready for bed.

Before I managed to get my weary aching body between the sheets, Adelphie came to see me

“You alright honey…it was a rough day for your first day with us up here…bet you wish you were back in the dungeon eh?” she said smiling her warm smile.

“Oh god no never…I never want to go back down there Adelphie…I’d sooner work the longer hours up here…please don’t send me back there” I replied pleadingly

 “Oh heavens you won’t be going back down there love…I promise you…I just wanted to see you were alright and to compliment you on your efforts…you seem to have hit it off with quite a few of the guys here today…they made appoint in telling me about you…I think you can expect a good client following”
“I’ll bet the guy Terry the bear didn’t have anything good to say”

“You mean big Terry and the one built like a bear”

“That’s the one” I replied

“Actually he did…which is rare for him”

I couldn’t believe it…just shows you eh.

“Here I brought this ointment for you...rub it in into to Mary Anne” she said indicating my pussy “I always find it good when you’ve had a busy day and you’re poor old Mary Anne has taken a pounding” she placed the jar on my dresser.

“Now get some rest…I’m sorry to say we’ll be busy again tomorrow…apparently another three ships are due to dock tonight…and we know where all those randy frustrated sailors head for don’t we” she said winking and smiling “You’re going to be ok sweetheart you’ll see...now get some sleep” she left closing the door behind her…god I loved that woman.
I have no need to go into detail of every day of every client I don’t have the time or space to write it…what I wanted to do was let you see what a single day was like and just multiply by…well fifty, a hundred…a year…this was my work…this was my life. It was like any job there were the good days and there were the bad days…but I watched and learned from Adelphie…the best of the best…she was my heroine and each and every day I strove to be her to please her…she was a mother to me…and as I learned I became better…soon I was amongst the top three…then it was between Sylvia and myself each month it was either her or me who came out on top. Now I tell you this because it made a difference to what I earned…oh yes I did receive a remuneration…the only thing being I would no get to see it until I retired or fired from the business…getting fired really meant you were passed it…of no further use to them and you were just one more discarded old whore.  
Adelphie had explained the contract to me…the contract that I had signed on my first day, apparently I was contracted to them for twenty years or at there discretion…which really meant you’re no more fucking use to us…literally.

The good news was a remuneration was paid into a bank account and accumulated with interest until the day they slung you out but it was a pretty good deal and at least you had something to retire with…an old whore living in comfort. The top three girls received good bonuses so it was in my interest to be the best. Also my work permit had been approved, as we all knew it would be…seeing as half the establishment and city officials were on the take and it was in their interests to see that it was approved, back handers…I was officially listed as a prostitute.

So all considered I was feeling pretty good. I now had no qualms at working as a whore all the established thinking about being a prostitute had been knocked out of me. I’d been sufficiently brain washed, by having men day after day constantly screwing me, like water constantly dripping on the stone little by little I came to accept who and what I now was, I was one of the girls… not just any girl I was an Andreas Dagnon girl and proud to be one and with Adelphie’s tuition I was good at it and reveled in my work…I was no longer the innocent 19 year old girl that had been brought here struggling and pleading to be set free…brought to this brothel the brothel they called fun Palace…now I was part of it…all the girls my sisters and Adelphie my mother…they were my family…I could never leave them.
The months and years were rolling by. The invariable in my work was me. My daily activity was normally carried out on my back…legs apart…the variable was the man…invariable was the continuous different hard penises that were continuously being inserted into my vagina…variable was its size…length and width…its colour sometimes white sometimes tanned…sometimes black or sometimes very black…their bodies changed as well, he may be fat…or thin to skinny…he could be tall or maybe short…ugly…not so ugly to ohhhhh I just love him, then there was the old…the not so old and the young…yes young sailors like Peter their first time away from home…had sat in awe listening to the old salts, the likes of Old George one of the old school, telling them about the flesh pots they had visited and how many whores they had fucked.

    [“There’s nothing like fucking a good whore lad…mark my words…those girls just love being fucked that’s why they go there…its not for the money…no sir re…its cause they love being fucked” he reiterated “When your giving her a good fuck just remember your doing her a favour…it’s what she likes” “Well if it’s what she likes why does she charge for it” young Peter asks “Its not for the girls lad…she’s doing it for free cause she likes it…ya paying the guy who owns the building he has his overheads…he supplies the place for the girls to go and be fucked to their hearts content…no believe me the girls are free it’s the overheads ya pay for” old George says…smiling and winking to his other mate sitting on the hatch cover beside them….if old George says its true it must be true.]  
 Now they could not wait a moment longer to step foot ashore and see if all the tales were true…like the rest they had lain in their bunks at night nurtured their erections patiently waiting for this moment…now each day…each hour…or maybe each half hour I could look at a different face…now a black one…now a white one…perhaps a yellow one with almond eyes…from Korea, Japan certainly Asian. The big black fireman from the Pacific Rose just recently docked this morning one of my regular clients. “Oh Andrew…Andrew I love being fucked by you” I would coo in his ear. “Oh honey I love fucking you…you’re a real great fuck” he would say…the words great fuck making my day. I could watch all the action unfold in my mirror above on the ceiling…watch Andrews black ass as it rose and fell between my legs and all those other different arses rising and falling between my legs…legs that were spread wide apart, feel all those different cocks slide in and out humping up and down between my legs and listen to the sounds that accompanied our love making…only it wasn’t love making was it…it was just raw lustful sex. “Oh yes…oh fuck .uh…uh…uh” as our bodies bounced in unison on the bed.
One person who was a regular visitor was Andreas Dagnon himself, he would spend a whole night with me and would tell Adelphie to give me the day off when he left the next morning. It perplexed the other girls…some quite jealous that he should visit me and none of them…although most said I was welcome to him. I also had a feeling Adelphie knew something as to the reason why he made such visits but said nothing…she was intensely loyal to the man.
I must have been there for about four years…oh I’d not been held captive all that time. 

With the passing of time I was trusted more and more. I’d made a promise to Adelphie I would not take off if Andreas extended outside privileges…it was she who had vouched for me and there would be no way I would let her down.

Adelphie would escort me around the city…making sure we kept away from certain parts…although our tattoos gave us a certain amount of protection…most knew better than to tamper with any girl wearing such a tattoo. When visiting some of the better areas the shopping precincts etc…oh yes I got to pick and wear some real nice dresses…skirts and tops. I could see and feel the looks of disdain on the women’s faces when they viewed our tattoos as we shopped.
“Look there’s a couple of those whores Jessica. Shouldn’t be allowed” “It’s disgusting…women like that being allowed walk around our streets…should be kept away from here” just some of the comments I would hear.

We could have covered up the marks but Adelphie would not allow it, she displayed it proudly at all time…would never let us think less of ourselves because of the vocation we were in and the service we offered…some of these women’s husbands were probably customers of ours I could think of half a dozen who had humped up and down on my bed.
I felt like telling them “Your husbands arse looks good between my legs girls” but that would have been more trouble for me and the others.

At the end of one of Andreas’s night sessions he asked if I would like to accompany him and spend a few days at a well known resort frequented by society’s moneyed people.
I was totally surprised by the offer but also thrilled. “Yes…yes I would love to go” I replied excitedly.

“Good…Adelphie will organize some clothing we’ll leave early tomorrow…no need to entertain any men for the time being…just be ready in the morning” he said then he was gone.
Adelphie helped pack my bag…making sure I had all the right clothing…there was mixture, including what I would only describe as my work clothes…I mean I never thought I’d need sexy bras…g-strings and black stockings…these were my everyday wardrobe, it was obviously not going to be a holiday…well not in the way we all thought of holidays that is.

I had the feeling that Adelphie knew more than she was letting on about the whole thing.

“What’s going on mother” I asked now calling her mother, a term she liked and encouraged the use of…now referring to me as daughter.

She smiled that smile saying “Nothing love…you’re going to have a good time…just enjoy yourself…I’ll see you when you get back” but I knew she was holding something back from me.
The sight of Andreas and me climbing into his silver Mercedes had the girls talking…wondering where he and I were going. It was good to be driving…or should I say be driven…driven for the first in four years…the sky was blue the sun warm and with the top down the wind felt good as it caressed my face and body. It would be a four hour trip so at the two hour mark we stopped for a meal, it was obvious Andreas was know to all the staff here as they fussed over us…making sure all was in order. Another two hours saw us reach our destination. I could not believe the hotel we were booked into…it was the type I’d only seen in movies…luxury unlimited. “The Excelsior”.  Once again staff eager to attend to us. “Hello Mr Dagnon” “Yes Mr Dagnon” “Anything else Mr Dagnon” “We’ve put you in your usual suit Mr Dagnon” It felt great to have someone running around looking after me instead of the other way round.
Our luggage was taken away and sent to our room as Andreas signed us in. I could feel the eyes of the young bell hop slowly raking my body…top to bottom seeing the tattoo and smiling a lecherous knowing smile.
The top floor suit certainly had the view…a view out to the ocean and golden beaches...sand beautiful golden sand…sand I longed to walk over…and ocean I longed to wade into to…cool refreshing water. I stood at our balcony staring at all of this that lay below me. I felt Andreas arms wrap around my waist holding me tight, his warm lips at my as he snuggled in to my neck kissing it. So caught up and content and relaxed was I that I just surrendered to him and lay back in his arms and sighed “Mmmmm….” His kissing sending and excited shudder through me body.
“I want to ask you something my love” He said

“Mmmmm what is it sweetheart” I replied…it was now a natural reaction to men…I had wanted them all to feel special…hence the terms of endearment.

“I want you to marry me”

Suddenly I was back down to earth, had I heard correctly.

“Sorry what did you say?” I asked wanting to make sure I’d heard correctly.

“I want you to marry me…I want you to have my children”

Oh god what do you do when asked a question like that from a man who you really did not love and who held your life and your future in his hands.

“Why would you want a whore for your wife…surely there must be lots of unsoiled women for you to choose from” I replied

“I don’t want other women…I’ve loved you from the moment the Gregg boys dragged you in to the fun Palace…I wanted you for myself…my own woman”
“But you let all those other men screw me…how was that keeping me for yourself”

“That was business…I wanted you as my own girl to use and give to whoever I wanted the girls at the Palace are run by Adelphie”
“I thought all the girls were your girls


“They are but I don’t run them, control them, Adelphie does…I wanted you so I could control at least one of my girls…Adelphie gave me hell when she found out about you”

Well I thought someone has some control over you.

“Now will you marry me…bare children for me?” he asked again

“Why marry me why not ask me to just have your children”

“I don’t want them to be bastards…I want their mother to be my wife have my name…Mrs Dagnon”

“So you don’t mind their mother being a whore but they can’t be born out of wedlock eh?”

“That is so…not illegitimate”

“You’re certainly a strange man with strange ideas Andreas Dagnon…I’ll give you that” 

“Will you marry me Paula” he asked once more.

“Just think you won’t have to go back to the fun Palace…you will live with me up at the big house…you’ll be well looked after”

“You mean I won’t have to be a working girl anymore?”

“Ha I’m not that foolish…you can still work…but a different clientele…I hope for you to learn what kind of clientele before we leave here…you will need to be my wife first” he said

“Look out of the window…what do you see…space unrestricted space…this hotel…how would you like to work from a hotel like this…with high class clients…not like the seamen that frequent the fun Palace…all you have to do is have my children and you shall have all this” he said sweeping his arm at the scene below.

“I will give you five minutes to think about it and make a decision” he released me and walked to the drinks cabinet.

The clock was ticking. My mind was racing furiously trying to reason which way to go. Was it a good deal…marriage to the guy I’d called the toad…although I must admit he’d scrubbed up very nicely in recent months…not quite the same guy I’d first met…mind you I was an entirely different woman…not the same girl…the very opposite in fact.

I thought about the fun Palace and how grateful I’d been to go there from the hell hole…now here I was with the possibility of going from the fun Palace to this life style…a free roaming life style…but I would have to bare his children…a family of my own…how long was I contracted to him…twenty years…how many had I done…four.

“What is your answer my dear” I heard him say.

I turned to face him “Yes…yes…I accept your offer….I’ll marry you and give you the children you want” I replied.

It was the first time I can recall seeing what was a smile upon his face.

“Oh good…good I am so glad…I am a very happy man” he said and gave me a passionate embrace and full blooded kiss.

“Now I organize…yes” he said lifting the phone and giving instructions…instructions in his own foreign tongue.

I would only have been ten minutes when there was a knock on the door and room service entered with bottles of champagne, glasses and four other people.

One person was the official who was to marry us the two were our witnesses the forth was the hotel manager and I guess best man.
It was so sudden…so fast I had thought it would take weeks to organize…but then I could hardly expect a white wedding could I…he must have had the whole thing organized and ready to go…what would have happened if I’d said no, and so the ceremony proceeded.

“Do you Andreas bla…bla…bla and do you Paula bla…bla…bla, then with the powers invested in me bla…bla I now pronounce you husband and wife. It had been as quick as that only a few moments ago I’d been a single girl…spinster now I was a married woman. The corks popped and the champagne flowed, in between Andreas and I signed all the legal documentation which was duly witnessed and it was all very official…I was now Mrs Dagnon.
The honeymoon lasted for three days Andreas screwed me every which way until I was so soar I thought I could take no more of that solid tree trunk he called a cock…Adelphie had packed her magical lotion for which I was truly grateful then I knew…that she had known all along what was going to happen…or thought might happen. Mother knew me well. “When we return home you will stop all birth control…then we make babies…until then there is work to do…we start tomorrow” The fact that I was starting work again did not stop him from fucking me most if not all of the night perhaps he was making me nice and big for the days ahead…again mothers lotion to the rescue.
I must admit I was not in the mood for work the next morning, on the other hand Andreas was full of life…having been up about two hours before. I could hear him singing and humming to himself in obvious good mood…the coffee he brought me gave me the lift I needed and the shower was an added boost.

He had already laid out the clothes he required me to wear. A light blue bikini and it was skimpy…my ample breasts were just retained by the top and the bottom was little more than a g-string.
“Will I be allowed to wear this around the pool” I asked

“Of course you will…you won’t be the only one trying to get an all over tan believe you me”

To cover all this for modesties sake whilst walking around the hotel I had a wrap around flower patterned skirt and matching top…when the time came I dressed and accompanied Andreas to the lobby and reception area. I felt the eyes following me as we made our way to the desk.

The under manager saw us approach and came to great us.

“Ahhh Mr Dagnon…and the beautiful Mrs Dagnon…congratulations on your marriage” he said

“Thank you Peter…can we talk in private…about our arrangement” he said.

“Most certainly Mr Dagnon…follow me” He said rubbing his hands with glee.

In a quiet room with the door closed Andreas turned to me.

“Now my love this is what Peter and I have arranged…Peter knows everything that goes on in the hotel…the people and their needs…the men folk in particular….probably the woman as well” he added. Peter nodded agreement
“You would be surprised at how many of the ladies have…er…certain needs…just like the men” He said smiling.

“Yes…quite now my dear you will sit by the pool…get a good healthy tan, Peter will contact the men who have a need for your services…then when they come to the desk he will point you out…if they agree…which I’m sure they will he will make an appointment for you…time and room…he will pass this information on to you and all you have to do is go directly to the room indicated…the rest…well I have no need to tell you the rest…just make sure the client gets complete satisfaction…which I know you are very capable of…I wouldn’t have given you the job if I did not have complete faith in your charms and capabilities my love” he said smiling. “We now all know the score yes?”
“Yes Mr Dagnon…I’m sure Mrs Dagnon and I can handle this quite well” Peter said.

“Good then let’s get started…if you would like to find a spot by the pool Paula…you may as well be away…I have some further discussion with Peter” he said…and I left.

Peter thought he’d done very well from the deal…sure he’d accepted a little less on the commission but the bonus was he got to fuck Andreas’s wife…whenever she was on the circuit…which according to Dagnon was going to be a regular thing yes spending the night fucking her was going to be pleasure…a real pleasure he could not wait for her to start work…any how he could make the money up by finding her more clients…make the fucking slut work harder for the dollar…yes he’d done very well.

The sun was warm, a welcome breeze gently caressing my body. I’d found a nice spot…a lounger sun bed was available…having discarded my top and skirt I stretched out…displaying my assets and waited. I knew I had many eyes raking my body…trying to imagine just what I was like without my bikini…thinking lustful thoughts about “mans best friend” that was hidden from view by my bikini briefs…the only other thing that occurred of course was that the tattoo on my butt which was larger than that on my arm could be viewed by one and all. The waiter brought me a complimentary drink.

“With the compliments of the hotel Mrs Dagnon” he had said placing it next to me; I doubt he knew what my face looked like as his eyes never strayed further than my breasts.

The warm sun had me almost asleep when there was someone next to me.

“A hum!” I heard his polite cough. “Er Mrs Dagnon…Mr Harrison instructed me to give you this” he said. It was young bell hop
Peter Harrison had been on to it straight away…on finishing his meeting with Andreas he had phoned room 703. “Major…this is Peter Harrison on the desk” “Ah yes Peter what can I do for you” “Well it’s more what I can do for you…I have someone I’m sure you would very much like to meet…a real stunner….blond…leggy and nice firm tits…interested” “Cause I’m interested…when can I have her” he asked
“Come down to the lobby I’ll point her out to you and if it’s a go I’ll arrange it all” “I’m on my way”.

“The long legged blond...with the big tits…stretched on the recliner…tattoo on her arm…blood red heart and long stemmed rose laid across it” he said

“Hell a fun Palace girl eh” he remarked.

“Not only that the owners wife…hand picked”.

I had not noticed the major walk by his eyes raking my body…then nodding approvingly before returning to confirm with Peter he would return to his room, shower and send the whore up in an hour, hence the young guy delivering the message. Of course he knew what the message was all about he’d worked here sufficiently to pick up on the goings and comings of hotels…all the hotel staff knew who I was and what I was…a whore for the wealthy male guests.
The knowledge of what and who I was…did at times interest some of the female staff.

The first time it happened it quite surprised me. A knock on my door and there would be an attractive girl.

“Mrs Dagnon can I have a word with you…some advice please” she would say looking around feeling somewhat self-conscious and a little embarrassed

“Sure love come in”

I eventually knew what the advice was they were seeking…they would stand there feeling all awkward wondering how to approach the subject.

“Is it about being a prostitute” I’d ask smiling trying to put them at ease
“Er well yes…yes it is” 
“You’d like to know how to go about getting into the business and all the fors and all the against’s

“Well yes…yes…and if it’s possible to get work” 

I’d tell them it was not an easy job…always sounds romantic plenty of sex but the romance was next to nil…work was hard and odd ours…clients could be arseholes at times but the money did compensate. I laid it on thick wanting them to see the rotten side of the industry.

If we got past this stage and were still showing an interest…we moved on. We can take you on a trial basis…if you get past the first year then you must make the decision as to whether you wish to stay or go…if you stay you will then and only then be given your tattoo. I showed them mine…but take heed…once it’s on you’re a marked woman for life…everybody knows your business.

Those that trialed and went on to receive there tattoos were few…working in a brothel soon sorted those who were dedicated to those who just had romantic ideas…some just wanted to work the industry to make a little extra cash…then move on.
I glanced at the note and its instruction…room 703 and a time.

As the time approached I slipped back into my skirt and top and made for the elevators…Peters eyes following my every move.

The passage way was quiet devoid of any guests as I made my way along it 701…702…703 ah here we are I knocked on the door, and then hearing movement as the major approached.

“Ah come in my dear…come in” he said a lustful glee in his eyes. The temptation to grab my butt was too much for him as he squeezed and gave it a playful pat.
“Ho that feels rather nice eh?” he said “Bet it looks real good naked eh?” laughing

 “I’d offer you a drink but time is of the essence what?”
“You can offer me that drink...I’ll make sure you get full value major” I replied

“Ha I suppose there’s something in being the boss’s wife” he said

I wondered how he knew that…only one person and that would be Peter.

The major looked like a major...obviously retired and estimated age 60 to 65..still a well presented man straight of back and no fat on his body…I guessed he was the type that would never be fat and flabby…hair groomed a few facial wrinkles a moustache but over all not bad looking 

The drink helped relax the situation then it was time for business.

“Let me see that gorgeous body of yours…helps me get a large erection on for you eh my dear?”

I quickly stripped out of skirt and top then posed in front of him clad only in bikini.

“Oh god yes…yes…I’m starting already my dear…can’t wait eh?”

I released the clasp holding the top in place allowing my breasts to swing free.

“Oh god oh dear” he said.

Then I slipped the briefs to the floor kicking them free…standing facing him legs slightly apart allowing him an unrestricted view of my pussy.

“Oh dear me now I do have an erection…it’s all your fault…you’re going to have to deal with it I’ afraid” he said

“Major that’s what I’m here for to deal with your needs and desires”

“That’s the good thing about money…I can buy the best whore in town eh…I’m ready to enter you now but that will have to wait…I want to bury my face in those golden pubic hairs of yours first…would you care to lie on the bed and present your pussy for my mouth to eat..
The bed felt soft and warm as I lay on my back drawing up my knees and spreading my legs. He was quick to undress and he was right he did have a rather large erection that needed attention. His mouth and tongue were quickly feeding hungrily on my slit…turning it all wet, pink and fleshy….sucking on my love-nub made me thrash around with desire…desire for more. I hardly felt him enter me…I lay on my back gazing up into his eyes…eyes that sparkled with desire, a smile of complete satisfaction on his face…I felt his erection…the erection that I had caused thrusting in and out of my wet, pink fleshy slit
“Ah my dear this part I do love…I do love fucking…especially beautiful whores like yourself…whores know what its all about…it comes with experience eh?” he said.
I knew I would enjoy this part of the work rather than working continuously at fun Palace…Andreas had full confidence in me now…and trust…sufficient trust to allow me free reign…organize and liaise with Peter and other management in other hotels around the area…the set up was good and profitable. I never again returned to work from sun Palace…being Mrs Dagnon had been good for me. A few days later our “holiday” dare I call it that was over and we were returning home…heck a home I had never been in or seen as of yet.

“No more birth control from today my dear…we start for a family straight away”

I did as he asked and for the next few weeks he or we did little else but fuck and one day I knew his seed had taken…morning sickness struck me and a while later it was confirmed I was pregnant…for a while pregnancy was not an excuse for not working and in the early stages I did the circuit…Peter Harrison took great delight in having a whole evening and night in bed with me as part of his arrangement with Andreas. The circuit for me was far better not as many men to service but just as much profit in it. It was also a great opportunity to meet with some of the would be prostitutes…sort out those who I thought would be capable and those who were just dreamers. When it became too much I retired momentarily until after the birth, which proved to be a son for us…needless to say Andreas was delighted…what shocked me was when Adelphie who had been my strength over the past few months came to thank me for giving me a nephew.

“You mean…you and Andreas…you’re…you’re brother and sister???” 

“Yes that’ right no one knows our true relationship…rumors always abound…past lover…jilted lover but the truth is its brother and sister and I was delighted when I heard that you and he had married…you may not know or believe it but he needs women like you and me to keep him on track” 

Then it was back to work for a couple of years and I then produced a second child…a daughter and again he was as thrilled as he was at having a son…I would have liked to have stated that we all settled down and I came off the game but not so…he never saw me as anything but a working girl…a whore who just happened to be the mother of his children. It was the massive heart attack that got him in the end, whilst I did not inherit the bulk of his estate what I was left gave me sufficient to start a new business elsewhere…I decided to return to my home town…no one would recognize me anymore, I did not want to be recognized anyway…I’d met Sara when she applied for work with us…we got on the first time we met and I skipped all the normal channels and offered her a job with me, doing the circuit…with the death of Andreas there was no need to continually be in the Mediterranean area…we still maintained our ties there but both decided we would like a change and a challenge…a new escort agency would be ideal.

If I ever doubted the power of the blood red heart and rose I was shown just how far and wide it was known. I had decided to stop off in a good hotel for a few nights before traveling on to meet Sara. I wore a tidy business skirt and top, looking like lawyer or business woman so the tattoo was not showing (Adelphie would not have approved) as the day was warm I removed my jacket on entering the elevator to take me to my floor, there were two well dressed guys in there with me…I could feel there eyes upon me…eyes that came to a stop and study the tattoo, they exited the elevator on the same floor and as we walked to our rooms one of them plucked up the courage to ask about the tattoo.
“Excuse me madam…er…is that the tattoo that I think it is” he’s asked I’d forgotten all about it.

“Oh er yes it is that tattoo” I replied

“Do you still...er…um…”

“Am I still a prostitute…is that what you’re asking” I replied with my most charming of disarming smiles.

“Well yes…I was going to ask if you were in the escort business”

“Same thing…yes I am” 

“Look my colleague and I were about to have a meal and find an agency…would you like to join us…and be our escort for the night”

I agreed…we all agreed on a price and I spent a splendid week-end being wined, dined and fucked…then paid for it.

So here I was meeting up with my new friend and colleague, just give us a few days to settle in find a place to work from and we will be up and running…what we still had to do was find a name to call the business…I really did not want to call it Fun Place…Fun Palace was another time and another place…other memories…what I needed now was to create new ones 

.

