Please note that the content o this story may offend some people. The subject matter here in relates to prostitution….also it should not be read by any person under the legal age in your area.

                                     Authors Notes

I have used names for some of the johns in this story; of course I could not possibly remember their real names after all these years, however the main characters remain real.

**************************

It’s the age-old questions that I hear on a continual bases.

“Why did you become a prostitute?” 

“Why does an intelligent good looking girl become a prostitute?”

“God you could do so much better for yourself…why a prostitute?”

The list goes on, but you get the idea. Men, women even, and some of my clients ask the question. Guys who want to be my protector, uncle, fatherly figure. They all ask why?

I really can’t give any definitive answer. I just seem to have this compelling desire to be one. I think it was a combination of many things, many actions. Once I’d surrendered my virginity to Jimmy Russell I knew I was going to like sex. My body was developing fast, now taking on shape, curves, slowly but surely starting to appear, developing breasts, a shape that did not go unnoticed to the male population. I loved to dress and tease them, know that as I walked by their eyes would be firmly transfixed toward me. I relished the attention and whistles. I was already being offered inducements to go with them, spend a little time with them; I knew it wasn’t to have stimulating conversation. I was starting to realize I had something between my legs that men wanted…and wanted badly enough to pay me for the privilege to be there. I entertained thoughts and fantasies…wondered what it would be like to go with a man…have sex with him and receive a cash reward for doing so. 

As the fantasies grew so did the desire to do so, until I became obsessive about it and Sandra’s sister Pauline did not help to quench the desire…rather enflamed it. Here I was at the age of fourteen and my mind was set. I wanted to be a hooker.

I’d also earned the reputation of being one of the town bikes, Christmas cake, birthday cake, whatever the local vernacular for a girl who sleeps around a lot. Once I’d experienced it with Jimmy, it kind of opened up the floodgates and my legs

The boys were very keen to walk me home. If mother was out for the day I would invite them in…an invitation they had been waiting for. The promise of refreshments, a drink or something to eat was not what they had in mind.

Once in they would make their move, taking hold of me and dragging me protesting to my bedroom.

“No don’t (Billy, Teddy Trevor)” whatever the name was. “I don’t want to do it”

“Of course you do” they would say, continuing to drag me to bed. Once on the bed, whoever was the leader would fling himself on top of me as I struggled and protested, they laughing. It wouldn’t take long for my pants to be pulled down, he unzipping his fly and a moment later, be the first to have me. My moans of delight told them how much I enjoyed it. Not only the male school friends but also Mr. Appleby our math’s teacher who had a penchant for his young female students. Having a big crush on him I was easy prey.  It became obvious to me that men were only interested in me for the sex I was willing to give them…it was about now that I decided that if they wanted me they would have to pay me…see how much they wanted me then

I also get many questions from young girls, questions like those I used to ask of Sandra’s sister Pauline. Girls wanting to become hookers. I really don’t know what the right answer is. I now know how Pauline must have felt when I asked her the same questions and advice.

I’m not too sure about getting a pimp. I’ve had three and would never have another. Getting them is easy; leaving them is not as easy. They get very possessive about their girls and think they own you…so my advice is be careful. In some areas of a big city you can’t operate without one…like a union thing, territory and all that.

Jimmy Russel had been the boy who had taken my virginity. In my youthful dreams and fantasies I thought we’d go on to get married and live a wonderful life together. In reality, to Jimmy I was just another notch on his bedpost…another silly little girl who had too much imagination. He’d got what he’d wanted and would soon move on when he’d had his fill of me, that’s men I guess.

Now as I said, one of my best friends had a big sister who was a prostitute, they never really talked about her, but I was always in awe at the stories she related and I asked her dozens of questions.

“Shit honey what’s with all these questions…do you want to be a hooker just like me, is that it?” she asked.

I hesitated to tell I did…but eventually I confided in her that I did in fact wish to become a hooker

“Oh god what makes you want to be a hooker?”

“Well listening to you and all the stories you tell and it must pay pretty good…you are always dressed in all the latest fashion…I guess I just want the best in life”

I went on to tell her all my dreams and fantasies, and the offers I’d already had.

“Oh it’s not all as good as I paint it, there are some bad times…sure I make a good living at it…but you can run into some real bad guys with strange and perverted ideas…and don’t forget the stigma that goes with it, you’re branded for life…most of society looks down on you, you’re just a piece of trash to them…so don’t go thinking it’s all moonlight and roses”

“So why do you continue to do it…if it’s that bad why continue?” I asked.

“I guess I’m into it and used to it now…I don’t know what else I would do…Roy my pimp is good to me…takes care of me, so I really can’t see me doing anything else”

“Right, so it can’t all be bad, so I want to give it a go as well” I replied.

“Well if you think so, then that is up to you, but I’d try something else first” she said.

“When can I start” I asked.

“When you’re old enough and that is in the future, then you can see…. make you’re mind up then, and if you wish, I’ll get Roy to take you on…if you are still wanting to do it”

“Why can’t I do it now…I have a good body…I like sex, surely a guy would have me…pay for me, some already have asked me” I continued pushing her.

“Oh honey, I can see you have an excellent body, a body any guy would gladly pay to have next to him in bed. The fact is that you’re far too young, it would be mad for anyone to pimp for you at this age, the law just would not allow it…just be patient, you’ll soon get to be old enough.”

But the fact was I was a teenager, a teenager in a hurry. I knew what I wanted, where I was going and I wanted it now. I had all the answers to life; everybody was wrong, but me.

Jimmy and I were starting to come to an end, I knew it would not be too long before I was dropped and another young girl would take my place. We still remained friends and it was whilst we were having a coffee together at the “Copper Kettle” a favourite coffee shop and meeting place, that I confessed to Jimmy what I’d like to do.

“A prostitute” he gasped, spilling some of his coffee. “God girl, why a prostitute?” he said again. And there followed his reasons why I should not enter into the profession

“Why not…I can’t see me working in the local factory or check-out at the local store, I’ll make more money as a hooker than working there” I replied.

“Yeah…but a hooker…god you can do better than that” he said.

“Yeah well I may have to work in Toddies store, I can’t find anyone to take me on at present” I said

“Hell you mean you want to start now…how old are you…almost fifteen, no one is going to take a minor on for prostitution, they’d put him in prison and throw away the key, it’s just as well you will have to wait…you’ll probably change you’re mind by then” he said, looking at me deep in thought.

“No I don’t think so, if I could start I’d do it now” memories of the old guy on the beach, flashing across my mind.

We changed the subject, but my mind was still anchored to being a hooker.

A couple of weeks later I got the call, it was Jimmy. “You still keen on being a hooker Lisa”

“Yes…yes I am…I haven’t changed my mind on that and I never will…I’ve just got to wait that’s all”

“I have some good news for you…meet you at the “Copper Kettle in half an hour.”

Good news eh…I wondered what it could be; certainly about being a hooker, he’d asked me the question. Now I was excited as I hurried toward the Copper Kettle hundreds of questions running through my mind.

“I think I may have found someone to take you on as a hooker” said Jimmy as he sipped his coffee.

“Whow…that’s great news” I replied enthusiastically, who is he?”

“Well I can’t say too much at this time…he’s taking a big risk, a very big risk in taking you on…you’re age is the thing, he does have other young girls turning tricks for him, but he’s very cagey about any new girl”

“How did you find him?” I asked.

“Well it’s a friend of a friend of a friend…you know. I just happened to mention I knew this crazy fifteen year old who wanted to be a hooker…the word got around and now it’s back to me”

“When can I meet him…I’ve got to meet him” I replied, now becoming real excited.

“No…no not as quick…slow down a little, as I’ve said he’s real cautious and won’t be rushed, I have a mediator coming to look you over, he’ll pass back any recommendations, then you get to meet the guy” 

“Oh god…I’ll do anything. I have to convince him I’m for real” I said almost beside myself.

The mediator eventually arrived. He was a little on edge himself, thinking it may be some sort of set up.

He asked me question after question. I answered them as best I could.

“And you Jimmy…can you vouch for her” he asked

“I can Mark, I know this is on the level…I think she’s mad for doing it, and strongly advise against it, but then that is her choice” said Jimmy.

“Well you’re mates vouch for you, I’ll report back. If he wants to meet you, he’ll be in touch with you…if you don’t hear from him, then that’s that…I’ll see you around” he said, seeming to feel relieved that the interview was over.

“Oh god what do you think…do you think he’ll give me the go ahead” I asked Jimmy, excitement showing in my voice.

“I really don’t know…I hope he doesn’t…I still think you’re mad, but hey, that’s up to you…you’ve thought it all through have you. What happens if you find a nice guy and he wants to marry you…you going to tell him you’re a hooker…there’s not many guys looking for hookers to marry”

“Oh I’ll worry about that later…I’ll find someone…you’ll see” I wasn’t going to worry about it. I knew all the answers. I was a teenager. I had lots of time ahead of me to worry about things like that.

Now I found it hard to sleep. I had imagined he would have got back to me immediately, but not so. He was slowly and methodically checking on me. I never did see or hear the big black car with tinted windows as it kept in the shadows or silently glided by me as I left school each day, but it was there, he was there eying me up, checking on my every moves, even down at the Copper Kettle, he watched me and my friends, looking and weighing the risks he was taking.

Then it came. “I’ve got good news for you Lisa…the guy wants to meet you…the Copper Kettle tomorrow”

“Oh god Jimmy…do you think this is it…do you,” I stammered excitedly.

“Well I doubt he would want to meet you just to tell you to get lost, please Lisa think this over carefully before the final decision” he said.

“I have Jimmy…I have” I replied, not wanting to hear anyone tell me I was doing the wrong thing.

We sat at the back of the Copper Kettle waiting, when half an hour had elapsed over the scheduled time; I was starting to get disappointed.

“He’s not coming, is he” I said my voice sounding dejected.

“Well he said he’s coming…we’ll give him a bit longer” Jimmy replied and we ordered another coffee…but still no guy.

“We may as well go Jimmy…he’s not coming” I said, starting to gather my things together. Just then the door opened and this guy came in. I guess I had these romantic notions he was going to be tall, dark and handsome…someone right out Hollywood, but that was not to be. He was older than I’d expected, short close cropped hair, almost bald, rather stout around the middle and I would say around five nine, five ten.

“Do you think this is the guy” I asked Jimmy.

“Don’t know…could be” he replied.

The guy made his way down the shop, eyeing each person, and then he saw us sitting there and made straight for us.

“Lisa and Jimmy…right” he asked.

Oh god it’s him, my heart now pounding, and my legs going weak.

“Yeah…yeah that’s right” said Jimmy

He took a cautious look around the café then introduced himself.

“Max…Max Warnock” he said slipping in to a seat next to me.

“Jimmy would you like to get three coffee’s or whatever it is you’re drinking” Then slipped Jimmy a twenty bill.

When Jimmy had gone he turned his attention to me.

“Now Lisa…I’m told you want to become a hooker…turn a trick or two...is that right?” he asked.

“Yes…yes I do” I replied.

“Tell me why?” he asked.

I launched into all the reasons as he sat and listened to me tell him why.

“I’ve got to say, I need complete discretion on this…I’m taking a huge risk, taking on young girls as hookers…if the cops find out, I’m in a big pile of manure…so you have to forget who you’re working for…got that”

“No…no I promise, I’ll be completely discreet…just give me a chance, please” I begged of him.

He just laughed softly saying, “Well you sure seem enthusiastic about it all”

Jimmy returned with the coffee.

“If I do take you on, you’re gona make a lot of money, you realise that don’t you”

“Yes…yes that’s what I want” I replied.

“What I’m saying is you’ll have to be discreet about that as well, a fifteen year old suddenly spending up big, will draw attention…certainly from your parents…just be careful how you handle it all”

I was now getting really excited at it all. I felt sure he was going to offer me a job.

“If I take you on, do you think you can handle it” he asked.

“I guess I can give it a try, Mr Warnock”

“No…no…not give it a try…I want someone who is going to be dedicated, not give it a try and leave the next day…if you’re in you’re in, that’s the way I do business Lisa. I’m the one taking all the risks. I find you the clients, take you to them, then pay you for it; it’s a lot of work. If you agree then you’re one of my girls and you work for me…and only me. I may have to take certain steps to bring you back into line if you prove to be…er…. difficult. I can’t have dissension in the ranks…you do understand Lisa don’t you?” the meaning of what he was saying was lost on me, it was the fine print on the verbal contract he was offering me, all I wanted to do was get started 

“Once you’re in there is no turning back, you have to make a decision now…in…or out”

I looked at Jimmy for some kind of inspiration. 

“You know how I feel about it” he said, reading my mind. “Look I think you should think about it Lisa…it’s a big decision”

“No thinking about it Lisa…I need a decision and I need it now, once I leave this place its all over”

That I did not want to happen…I’d come this far…I wasn’t going to loose the opportunity that had presented itself

“I’m in Mr Warnock” I replied.

He smiled, held out his hand. “The shake of my hand is my only contract, I can’t offer a written one…but believe me its cast iron…once we shake we have a deal” he said. “Now I ask you once again…before we sign the contract, are you sure about doing this” he added. I never hesitated; I took his hand and shook on the deal.

“Congratulations…you’re now one of my girls…you work for me…I own you”

God I’d done it, never mind what Pauline and all the others had said. I’d found someone to take me on. I had my very own pimp.

“Oh thanks Mr Warnock…thank you very much, I really appreciate this” I said.

“Well I hope I don’t live to regret it” he replied.

“You won’t…. you won’t…I promise” I replied enthusiastically

He took out his wallet and shelled out some dollars, pushing them toward Jimmy.

“What’s this for?” asked Jimmy.

“Let’s just say it’s a finders fee…you have good taste Jimmy…if you know of anyone else, come and see me”

Jimmy’s eyes were glued to the cash. “Whow…. thanks Mr Warnock” he said, grabbing the money.

He shelled out another hundred and passed it to me. “And now that you’re one of my girl’s here’s a little something in advance Lisa”

“Oh Mr Warnock thank you” I gushed enthusiastically. God a hundred dollars already I thought

“Well its time to go I guess” he said. “Come on Lisa” he said addressing me.

“Where to?” I asked.

“Work of course…or have you already forgot who you work for?”

“But I didn’t think it would be today…not now….I thought….I thought…” I didn’t know what I thought at that precise moment.

“No, come on lets get started…we have plenty of time” he said, Jimmy and I followed him outside. Max put his arm around my shoulder, either protecting me or not wanting me to flee the area. He wanted to get me on the game as fast as he could, not wanting me to think about it and have some remorse later and back out, once he broke me in I was his forever.

Seeing the concern on Jimmy’s face he said “It’s ok Jimmy…I’ll take good care of her…you don’t have to worry about her” holding on to me tight.

I saw the look in Jimmy’s eye; the look of someone who thought he’d sold me out and he’d received his thirty pieces of silver.

Max Warnock guided me to his car. The big black car with the tinted windows that he had stalked me with over the past week or so. He opened the passenger door for me. 

“Where are we going Mr Warnock” I asked, becoming a little concerned.

“Oh don’t you fret honey, no need to worry…I have someone I’m sure will want to meet you, later when your all finished I’ll make sure you get home safe and sound.”

For the first time I was starting to have second thoughts. The passenger’s door closed as I fastened up my seat belt. This was it.

I could see Jimmy standing watching the car pull away. I waved to him, but of course the windows were tinted, he couldn’t see my concerned look or me.

My heart was pumping hard in my chest, things were moving fast, too fast. I’d never envisaged I’d be starting so soon. I’d only met the guy about an hour ago and here he was driving me to who knows where, to have sex with who knows who. My body started to tremble. Oh god what had I got myself into. I’d made one very, very big mistake.

“Hey honey, it’s gona be ok…you’ll see” he said, his hand now gently rubbing my thigh. “You have fucked before haven’t you?” he asked.

My head was bowed; I was looking at the amount of bare thigh I was showing and his hand slowly stroking it. I nodded and quietly replied. “Yes…yes I have”

“Well there you go, that’s all you have to do…I have a guy who wants to meet you, he’s gona fuck you, one fuck is just like another babe…if you think it’ll help, close you’re eyes and pretend its Jimmy fucking you…you can do that can’t you”

Still with eyes downcast I replied, “Yes…yes I guess I can” but I really was having second thoughts about the whole thing.

I was starting to feel depressed and wanted to get out of the car and run, but something about this guy scared me. I recalled the discipline part of the conversation…the fine print. I had a hundred dollars of his and I felt sure he was not a man to argue with or aggravate.

I really hadn’t thought this through. In the safety and comfort of the “Copper Kettle” sitting with Jimmy I’d been so sure of myself…I’d got what I’d always wanted, now recounting his remarks about keeping me in line, I was scared, really scared.

We were now on the main highway. After another ten minutes of driving a large sign appeared it read “Port and Dock Area” the arrow pointing to the left. My blood turned to crystals of ice, I suddenly realised where we were headed and who my johns were going to be, seaman…an unlimited number of johns for me and the other girls to service…as one ship left, there was always another ready to dock and frustrated crewmembers, pent up and hungry for a young whore….a whore like me.

“Oh my god” I said to myself, feeling even more dejected. This was not how it was supposed to be. I’d never envisaged it so. It was all so different to how Pauline had described it. I’d been so impulsive and foolish. 

The car made its way nearer and nearer the docks. We past old buildings and warehouses, buildings that had seen better and more prosperous times. The tall cranes like giant giraffes, long wires hanging like spiders webs, claws picking up the cargo boxes, loading and unloading, all grew larger as we neared our destination. Max brought the car to a stop outside the “Dog and Rat” this was an area and pub, no self respecting girl would come to, only girls like…. like…I hesitated to say the words…only girls like me…. whores willing to give of their services and take the seaman’s money.

He got from the car and came round to my door.

“Ok honey, this is it…let’s go” he said

As I stood there on the pavement, I must have looked a prime target for all those horny guys, looking for some girl like me. My short skirt not holding anything from view. My revealing top, allowing all to see my bare midriff and my long blond hair tied in a ponytail. I was within a kingdom that I had no experience of, without Max to escort me I’d be pray and fodder to the lusting wolves that roamed these streets.

A large truck loaded with containers passed us, bound for the docks, the driver sounding his horn at the sight of a young scantily dressed girl standing on the side walk.

“This way” he said and I followed him to the rear of the hotel and down a narrow alley, an alley half blocked with empty crates and other waist. There was a distinct smell of rottenness about the place. In side the pub was the noise of activity, shouting, raucous laughing and the clashing of glasses.

“Oh god Max…I can’t do this….I just can’t” I stammered.

“You can honey…you can…and you will” he answered his expression turning fierce. I sensed he was about to get violent

“Oh god no Max please” I begged, trying to back away. His strong hand gripped my arm tight.

“Please Max stop…. you’re hurting me” I cried.

“I haven’t started to hurt you yet sweetheart…you’ve been paid…now get your ass upstairs and get to work” He hissed.

“Here take the money back”

“Don’t be silly….I can earn three times that from you before you leave…now get your ass up stairs and get to work” he hissed at me again.

“We have deal honey, remember.” He then laid it out for me as to what the outcome would be if I continued to meet with his request…the thought of all that pain was too much for me and I yielded to his wishes.

“Now I won’t tell you again…. get your ass upstairs and get to work”

Max pushed hard against the old door, a door now almost devoid of paint, forcing it open. Stairs led upward, old creaky and worn stairs, worn by the many feet that had trod up and down over time. Again the walls were cracked and the paint pealing from them, it was dark as he led me upward, then a single dull shadeless light glowed at the top of the stairs. Max took a key from his pocket and opened the door to a bedroom.

“In here love” he said and I followed him in. The bedroom was no better than the other part of the property; again paint pealing from doors, walls and ceilings. There was a window with a view over looking the side alley, old and torn drapes drooped rather than hung form a rail as well as torn and moth eaten faded lace curtains, the glass had not been clean in a number of years There was one double bed, with no sheets, just coarse blankets, two pillows but no pillowcases. There was also an old dresser and a chair, the carpet was also old and threadbare…the whole place was dismal and depressing…like me.

“If you feel cold at any time just wrap a blanket around you” he said, indicating to the blankets.

“I’ll go and get you the clients…their eager to meet you…just sit on the bed…I’ll not be long” he said and with that he left the room. I heard the key turning locking me in.

I sat on the bed my legs dangling over the side and surveyed my surrounds, peeling wallpaper and paint. The place felt cold and damp; I shuddered and contemplated wrapping a blanket around me. I heard the sounds of voices coming from next door, a laugh, no it was a more giggle and a mans voice, the bed springs squawking as the guy humped up and down…the sound of sex in action, it was obviously another girl entertaining a john, I wasn’t alone. I continued to listed to the sound of action from next door along with the sounds of music, voices and shouting from downstairs, sailors out on the town…enjoying themselves…I was now part of that entertainment. About ten minutes later I heard voices and footsteps on the stairs…then the key as it turned in the lock.

Max was the first through the door followed closely by another man. He was big, muscular and broad shouldered, he had the face of what looked like a Scandinavian, close cropped fair hair turning a little grey. I have no idea of his age, all people over twenty looked old to me right now he could have been around fifty or so. When Max introduced us I’d been right, he was Scandinavian…Swedish, to be precise. 

“Now Lisa…this is Sten…Sten is from Sweden. He’s been very keen to meet you”

He took a long approving look at me and then said “Ah Max you have done well…she look so young and very pretty…I like…I like very much my friend”

“Yes…yes she is young and pretty, she’s not yet fifteen…is that right Lisa?” he asked

I sat on the bed looking very shy and concerned, looking at this giant of a man.

“Yes…yes I’m fourteen” I replied.

“Ah good…good…she be nice and tight eh Max” said laughing.

“Oh she’ll be nice and tight…I can guarantee it my friend…but I’ll leave you to find out” said Max as he left closing the door behind him.

“Well Lisa…we now have good time together eh…we have plenty good fuck, fuck…Max tell me you like plenty good fuck, fuck” he said, sitting beside me on the bed.

I replied that I liked plenty of good fuck, fuck. I saw no point in saying that I didn’t…I wasn’t going to tell him that Max had made it all up.

“That is good Lisa…you have me quite hard already…here feel me” he said, taking my hand and placing it on his crotch.

Oh god, he felt huge, I’d thought of Jimmy’s cock as being big, but now I was playing in the men’s league.

“You like ya?” he asked.

“Yes…yes I like very much…but it feels so big”

He let out a loud laugh. “Oh don’t you worry my little angel…Sten will be most gentle with you…I get it inside you, you’ll see” and he pushed me backwards onto the bed, climbing on top of me. He seemed to weigh a ton. It was like being pinned under a heavy block. His mouth and teeth bit into my neck, sucking on it, like he was some vampire.

“No…no please don’t leave any marks Sten” I pleaded with him, but it was to no avail as he continued to bite and suck. Oh god what do I tell mum, was my only thought. His hands were under my skirt, fingers around the elastic of my panties and was dragging them down. I made no attempt to stop him, I lifted my hips allowing them to be removed and tossed to one side.

“Here let me help you out of your top” he said and at the same time pulling my top up and over my head. My bra was no problem to him as he popped the clasp allowing my small developing breasts to fall free. His hands were big, warm and rough as he cupped, squeezed and massaged them, his mouth biting the firmed up nipple. I gave a painful scream as he did so.

“God Sten…not so rough…please” I begged as he continued to suckle at them. He pushed my legs apart and I felt his finger as he thrust it inside me, working, fucking me.

I was suddenly becoming excited myself at the attention my pussy was now receiving.

“Oh god Sten…Sten” I was saying to him, my fingers digging into his arms.

“Ah you like eh Lisa…you like what Sten do to you babe…you have nice tight cunt sweetheart…I enjoy fucking you ya” he said

The more he worked his fingers the more I became excited, panting, begging him. Calling out his name.

“Oh god Sten…Sten” over and over.

“Oh you like big Sten eh…you want big Sten eh?”

Now I did want him. I was no longer thinking about the dark dingy room with the peeling paint and wallpaper. I just wanted Sten.

He unbuckled his belt, then undid his fly and pushed his trousers down to his ankles. Then holding himself above me allowing me to see his rather large appendage.

“Oh god Sten” I cried in alarm.

“Its good and big ya?” he asked

“Oh god Sten you may be too big” I replied.

“No…no…I get inside you…you see…then plenty of good fuck, fuck” he said smiling.

Now he kicked out of his trousers altogether, naked from the waist down. Kneeling between my legs he pushed them wide apart. I watched the beautiful erection as he placed it at my slits entrance. It looked far too big to fit inside me. I gave small gasp as first the bulbous head entered, then looked on in awe as pushed inward seeing it vanish inside me. My pussy gave no resistance to its entry.

“Oh my god Sten” I sighed, and lay back on the bed.

“See I tell you, I get it inside you…you feel nice and tight…now we fuck, fuck eh” and his ass started to rock, twist and flex. I just let out a scream, I couldn’t help it, it just came out. The weight of his body bore down on me, pinning me against and into the mattress. The motion and thrusting of his body causing the bed to squeak.

I was lost in a sea of euphoria as he thrust into me, time and time again. This was the part of being a whore I liked. His hands gripped my ass, pulling me ever closer and tighter against his hard shaft. I shouted, screamed, sighed as his unrelenting thrusts continued. 

A door slammed further down the corridor, followed by footsteps retreating down the stairs, my next-door neighbour now colleague would be waiting for her next john. Sten continued to give me his full attention, thrusting inside me time and again, as he did so I could hear the sound of footsteps, climbing the stairs, no doubt my colleague’s next john. The door to our bedroom burst open; there was a pause…then “Sorry mate…wrong room” the door closed and he continued on down the corridor, Sten never once loosing his pace. 

Suddenly I realised Sten was still, the bed had stopped creaking all motion was stopped, he was cuming and groaning as he rid himself of all that pent up emotion and frustration. I gazed up at the stained ceiling as his cock throbbed and pulsed in its dying throws. The smell of his alcohol ranked breath, as he gave my lips and neck one final kiss.

“Oh baby you are good….I like to fuck you” he said as he slowly withdrew.

It was over, I’d been brought to this place by Max and the guy called Sten had payed his money and received his reward. There was no need to say anything more. Stan had got what he wanted, he had mates waiting for him down in the bar, he would now brag to them that he had just given a young girl the thrill of her life…tell them how she had clung to him, begged him for more, perhaps we may meet up again at some future time…more likely not, for Stan and others like him…there would be other whores, in other ports. I heard the door close behind him and his heavy footsteps descend the stairs.

My gaze continued to focus on the ceiling, just lying, waiting. I’d so desperately wanted to be a hooker, done everything and anything to be here now and that wish had come true, but I felt no real joy no thrill in it, I just wanted to go home. Home for me was the last thing on Max’s mind; he had men wanting to meet me, men with a lust and money in their pocket. I felt and massaged my pussy, it was wet and open, as I thought about the man Sten who had just been in there…Max had already paid me for the service and I realised I’d just joined the club…I was a bona-fide whore…there was no turning back or undoing it

My thoughts were broken by the sound of more voices and the tromp, tromp, tromp of steps on the stairs. The door opened once again, Max then the other man…this time an Indian, his dark skin shining beneath bearded face. The sight of my naked body exciting him as the grin spread across his face.

Oh god not another one, I thought, I hadn’t prepared myself for anything like this.

“You are so right my friend Max” he said in that lilting Indian voice. “She is indeed a wonderful young flower”

Again he introduced me. “Lisa this is Girish…Girish…Lisa, I will leave you two alone to get to know each other a little better” said Max and again he left me, with another john, closing the door behind him. This was more than I’d expected, much more. My own visions had been a little more romantic than this, a good looking guy screwing me, paying his money and leaving, maybe one or two a week, I was now seeing the raw facts about being a whore and it scared me.

Girish was undressing, becoming completely naked. His dark brown skin, hairy chest and torso, a mass of black pubic hair and rising up from that black mass a large erection. I could see it quite plainly. Dark brown in colour, hard and the skin stretched taut over the surface, the corona and head proud and ready to enter me.

“You see my little flower I am quite ready for you” he said proudly, striding toward the bed. He placed his warm body on top of mine, again pushing me down into the mattress. The smell of alcohol, nicotine and curry on his breathe as he pressed his lips to mine, forcing his tongue into my mouth. He worked and gyrated his ass against my stomach, making sure I could feel that hard erection of his. Mouth and tongue now at my breasts, biting, sucking at my nipples. I cry out in pain. “Oh god please…please not so rough” but like Sten, my please fall on deaf ears as he continues to bite and suck.

I feel my legs being pushed apart, saying “Please…open your legs nice and wide”. I oblige him and feel the warmth of his hard shaft against my thigh, then at my slit and finally feel him enter me. His thrusts deep and steady as he begins to fuck.

I start to get that feeling again as with each thrust his penis rubs against my clit. I hold onto him tight, gripping and squeezing his ass, as it humps up and down. I hear that same young girls moans, screams and shouts as he pounds into me. The movement and squeaking of the bed, keeping in time with his actions…then the stillness…the soft sound of his breath as he lets out a joyess moan. His cock throbs and twitches as he like Sten unloads his pent up frustrations…another deposit of male sperm finds its way inside me. It had been fast and furious, in all about ten to fifteen minutes, but this was how it was, nothing long and lingering, the feel of being inside a woman, then the ectatic joy and feeling he or they received as they came to climax, this wasn’t about me, it was all about them.

“Oh thank you my dear…thank you” he says. Once more I watch as he dresses, finally tucking his limp cock into his trousers and pulling up his zip. One final thank you and he’s gone. More men are brought to the room and introduced to me; I wonder how many there are. My colleague next door entertains the men from down in the bar just as I do, I wonder what she is like, did she have a dream or desire to be what she is or was she persuaded in some other way. I’d never ever dreamt it would be like this, I wanted it to end, I wanted to go home, the time was moving on, mother would be wondering where I’d got to. When the sixth man had finished with me and wound his way back to the bar. I lay once more gazing at that piece of stained ceiling, shapes now turning into faces, the longer I stared at it. I heard footsteps again, the door opening and Max standing there.

“You did well honey…real well”

“Is that the last” I asked, hopefully

“Yeah…unfortunately it is…why do you want more?” he asked.

“Oh good god no…please…I need to get home and take a nice long bath” I replied. I felt between my legs. The area around my pussy was wet from a mixture of my own fluids and the surplus male sperm. I’d been in this bedroom for five hours during which time I’d had sex with six men, six men had discharged themselves inside me. What about the girl next door, how long had she been at it and how many men? Not one had used a condom, safe sex had never crossed my mind, for six weeks I continued to have sex with men, never once using a condom, Pauline eventually put me right on that.

“Oh you’ll get used to it my love…I’m proud of you…you’re going to be a great asset for me…you’ll make lots of money…you’ll see” he said, then proceeded to take a bundle of cash from his pocket. Of course I was a great asset to him. You can understand why pimps are very, very reluctant to let you go. When you try and leave its like watching thousands of dollars burn or disappear. They can’t afford a girl just to walk away; that is why they use force, coercion, blackmail, and threats of violence to keep you in line and most of the time it works. 

“Now talking of money…you’re reward for this afternoons effort” and he pealed off some notes and placed them beside me…then pealed a few more adding.

“A little bonus for you honey” 

I’d never seen so much money. It was of course all intended to impress me and it did, somehow seeing it like that took some of the disappointment away and I started to feel a little better.

“Now I need to know how your daily habits go…who you spend time with, what you do during your spare time etc”

I told him all about myself, my friends, when I was at school, what I did during my spare time, the holiday times, in fact my whole days itinerary. As I talked and answered his questions, I eyed the money next to me, thinking of the men I’d been with and what they had done to me and with me. It all confirmed what I’d become, like my long lost virginity; I could no longer claim to be a virgin. The money next to me confirmed what I now was…. a whore 

“Why do you ask” I replied, when he had finished his questions

“I need to make a time sheet for you…once I know you’re spare times I can make appointments for you” he said.

I realised in confessing to my spare time things were never going to be the same again…I was now a working girl…Max’s working girl.

As he drove me home I was quiet and deep in thought.

“Ever been on a ship Lisa?” his question broke into my thinking.

“Yes a few times, my father is a sea captain…I’ve been on his ships many times ” I replied.

“Well that’s good to hear because you will be going on many a ship in the future honey…ships are good news for us…plenty of clients for you…and the other girls” he added.

“Most of your trade will come from the ships Lisa…a never-ending source of trade…don’t you think that’s good news my love?” he asked.

“Yes…yes…great” I said, trying to sound enthusiastic.

***************************

My mind went back a year or so when I was twelve or thirteen. A visit I was never likely to forget. Two crewmembers came very close to raping me. I’d always wandered around the ship; I had the run of it, eventually ending up in the crew’s quarters. There was nothing new about this; I knew most of the crew and enjoyed being with them and listening to their many stories. Like wise I’d listened to my father and uncles retell stories about their adventures at sea. Mind some I was not supposed to hear. I would lie in bed, pretending to be asleep, but my ears were well and truly tuned into their sexual exploits. I remember how it gave me a certain tingling feeling in the groin area as they described in graphic detail having sex with some woman or other. Also at that time if we all went on holidays I shared the bed with my cousin Ron…it was nothing new, we’d shared beds when ever we were on holiday and had done since we were kids…well a lot younger…at twelve I guess I was still a kid. It stirred Ron as well; his hand would reach between my legs and play with my pussy, using his fingers to penetrate inside.

I on the other hand would hold and play with the erection he had acquired and together we would mutually masturbate and stimulate each other as we listened to the tales being told.

He’d acquired the ability to cum and on many an occasion I would feel the warm fluid trickle over my hand as he ejaculated.

“I can give you a baby with that if you want Lisa” he would tell me.

“I’m far too young to have babies Ron…I don’t want any yet, thank you”  

“If you can’t have babies I can still put it inside you and cum…just like your dad and our uncles tell us in their stories” He said. “You could pretend to be one of those whores they talk about”

“You’d have to give me money Ron and you don’t have any” I said.

“I can get some…how much would I need” he pleaded.

“It really doesn’t matter you’re not putting your thing inside me” I replied.

I did allow him to lie on top of me and he would place his hard erection on my stomach or between my legs and stimulate the act of sex, his ass humping up and down but his cock was not inside, pretending I was a whore. Eventually he would cum and leave a big sticky mess for me to wipe off. 

Whenever he stopped over for the night, he would ask if I would be his whore and we would continue to play the game we called, “Whores and Sailors”. It may have been these early days and experiences that set me on the path to eventually becoming a whore…maybe this was when the seed had been planted in my mind 

Anyhow I was down in the crew’s quarters this particular day and as I said I got along with the crewmembers. They loved to tease me, ask me about my boy friends and many other trivial little things. I knew they were just joshing me and really took no notice. Unfortunately there were a couple of crewmembers I did not know, new ones as it happened. They were far cruder. “I bet you have plenty of boy friends eh a great looking girl like you” 

“I bet they tail you all the time”

“Do they tail you honey”

They went at it in this manner all the time. The other crewmembers did not like what they were saying and told them repeatedly to pull their heads in.

Slowly, one by one the crew left the mess room, returning to their allotted duties, until I was left with the two who were making all the crude remarks.

“Hey…listen kid…we should apologise to you for being so rude. We were just trying to wind you up…having a bit of fun with you…so sorry”

“That’s ok” I said.

“Hey let’s make it up to you…we have some real good Belgium chocolate down in our cabin, its real creamy, nothing like it here, expensive stuff this…why not come with us and we’ll give you some before you go back topside” said one

“Would you like some” said the other.

“Yes” I replied.

“Come on then let’s go” and they proceeded to leave the mess room. One in front of me, the other walking behind.

“In here sweetheart” said one, taking a careful look around before opening the door and ushering me inside.

As it happened they did have some Belgium chocolate, and selecting one they unwrapt it and handed it to me. I sat on the bunk, biting a large chunk of the delicious tasting piece of confectionary.

“Is that nice lass” I was asked.

“Mmm…lovely” I replied.

As I ate the bar, one of them unzipped his fly and took out his penis, which was very hard.

“Now what do you think about this lass…would you like a piece of this perhaps?”

I froze, just staring at what to me seemed a monster. I’d played and fondled cousin Ron’s but this was big by comparison. I’d heard all the stories about men and women and decided it was time to go…besides I was really scared.

“I’d better go” I said and made a dash for it. I’d managed to get the door open, when strong hands grabbed me and dragged me back into the cabin, the guy using his foot to close the door. I dropped the chocolate and screamed. The scream was short lived as a hand covered my mouth.

“Get her over here…on the bunk…on the bunk” one was saying.

I was dragged to the bunk and thrown on it, the hand still covering my mouth.

“Pull her pants down…pull her pants down” he was saying. I felt them being removed.

The one, who had showed himself to me, was undoing his belt and pulling his trousers down.

“Pull her legs apart…pull her legs apart” He shouted, getting more and more excited

Then he was on the bunk, straddling my body.

I was struggling and trying to scream. I knew what was about to happen.

“She’s a feisty little thing” he said.

“Yeah…but it won’t stop her getting it…I really thinks she wants it…why did she come down to our mess…it was only for one thing Danny boy…and you and I are going to oblige her eh”

Between them they held my legs apart. I could not see what was going on, but felt the hard head as he pressed it against my pussy. Feeling it there I tried even harder to escape.

“Easy girl…easy…we’re not going to hurt you…we just want a little bit of fun with you…. that’s all” he said trying to pacify me.

He worked his hard penis around my pussy, like a large finger, his hard lustful eyes watching me.

“See honey, that’s not too bad is it” he said.

He pushed a little and I new that part of his penis was inside, I don’t know how much, but certainly part of it.

Again he smiled “See…that doesn’t hurt does it…. feels good eh?” he said “A bit more” he added.

I tried to scream and pull away, tried thrashing from side to side, trying to escape what was about to happen.

“Shhhh…. shhhh…calm yourself honey…. just calm yourself…no one is going to harm you…. just a little fun…. you like fun don’t you?”

I felt him enter a bit more, again I have no idea how far he was in, maybe just the head, maybe three inches or so, I have no way of knowing…certainly not all the way.

“There honey, how does that feel…. getting better is it”

I could fight no more…I was never going to win this battle, they were just too strong. With the hand firmly over my mouth, I found it hard to breath; my heart was pounding at a million beats a minute.

“Ok sweetheart. I’m now going to fully penetrate you. I’ll do it slowly and easily…. then we are all going to have some real fun…you’re gona enjoy being fucked my love”

I closed my eyes, resigned at what was about to happen, tears were streaming down my face. Then the door burst open; it was the second mate Charlie and three other crewmembers. The guy on top of me was hauled off and punches and blows rained down on him, he lay sprawled on the floor, the other received the same treatment, they were kicked and punched where they lay. It happened so fast I was not really aware at what was happening. Then Charlie came over to me.

“You alright honey” he asked.

I assured him I was, still crying.

“Here…better put your pants on” he said as he handed them to me.

I’d forgotten about that. I could see some of the crew were a little embarrassed at seeing my naked pussy and turned away. 

I could see the bloodied faces of my attackers. Who were now trying to defend their actions?

“It wasn’t only us boss…the girl wanted it as well…asked if we would take her to our cabin…told us straight out what she wanted…tell them girl…tell them the truth”

“It’s a lie” I screamed at them

“No…no its not…for gods struth tell them the truth…you wanted it and had us bring you down here…tell them girl” they screamed, trying to make it sound it was me to blame.

“Its not true….they are telling lies….they said they had some chocolate here for me….that’s it there” I said pointing to the chocolate.

“It makes no difference…you guys should know she’s underage for sex, we don’t really take to paedophiles on this ship” and with that they both received some further kicking.

Charlie and two of the crew took me back to the mess room and handed me a fizzy drink from the vending machine.

“Here honey, take this, calm yourself down and we better go tell your father what has happened”

I now had a further panic attack. “Oh no…no don’t tell my dad…he’ll go mad…. never bring me back aboard…. I’d rather you say nothing…please” I begged.

He looked at the others, said to give him a minute and they left to confirm what to do.

When he returned he said they had given it thought and would handle the matter themselves, but that I should seriously consider telling dad about it. I told them no, I knew how I would feel if I told him, embarrassed and it was best left for them to handle.

I have no idea as to what happened to the two sailors. I never saw them again. 

Had I been on ships before…the answer was a big yes?

**************************

My mind was back with him as he continued to talk to me.

“Later I’ll introduce you to the other girls…we’ll organise some time for you all to visit one of the ships, the crew are always keen to meet girls like you”

You mean whores I thought to myself. I had only myself to blame.

I’d dressed and followed Max back down the stairs and out into the open air. It felt good, fresh and clean after the dank smell of the pub. The port and docks fell away behind us and we headed to a territory I was more familiar with. I had him drop me two streets from my own and walked the rest. I kept my head tucked in, trying hard not to let mother see the love bights that adorned my neck. “Sweetheart where have you been…I was getting worried about you” she said with a mothers concern.

“Oh we were at Sandra’s…forgot all about the time…sorry…have I got time for a bath before diner” I asked

“Yes of course yo do” she replied

I hoped she could not smell the odour of the men I’d been with, a mixture of stale alcohol, nicotine and male sperm. My cloths and body seemed to be impregnated with it. I dashed upstairs, peeling of my cloths as I filled the bath with hot water.

The warm scented water revived my weary bones and cleansed away the smell that had clung to me. I soaped and washed my pussy, over and over. Then I lay and soaked in it. The memory of those men flooding back. First Sten a Swede…then the image of Girish an Indian…followed by another Indian…and another Indian after him. Three Indians in all…a Spaniard and finally a man from Pakistan…very much the same as the Indian’s. As I lay there I recalled each one of them, each thrust they had made, felt their hard penises deep inside me and finally the moment when they discharged their sperm and they no longer required my services. I could still smell their own particular body odour. I knew that once they had finished with me I was of no further use to them, not until they again felt the stirring of their loins. It wasn’t a loving sex I had with these men, it was ten or twenty minutes spent relieving them of pent up frustrations. They would most certainly have wives, partners or girl friends back home. It would be to them, they would go to for love and friendship, but right now all they wanted was the time and company of a whore. I’d supplied that service and had been paid for doing so. I meant absolutely nothing to them. Five minutes after being with me they would have joined their mates back in the bar, buying them all a round of drinks as another would have climbed the stairs to take his turn…such is the life of a whore.

I dried and dressed, looking at ways to hide my hickeys, make up and a polo neck top was all I could do. I also had another problem…the money. I sat on my bed and counted it again. What do I do with it; I could not spend up large. How does a fourteen-year-old girl have so much money? They would ask. I pulled out one of my dolls boxes, removed the doll, placed the money on the bottom, then some more paper and placed the doll on top, hiding it back in my cupboard. I’d have to find a better place, but for now it would have to suffice.

I got through the evening with mom. In the morning, I kept the collar of my school top up and made sure I faced away from her until I left for school. Hiding such marks from my friends was impossible and it drew their attention and curiosity as to who had put them there.

“Who are you seeing…come on tell us…we all want to know” It was relentless all day long, who? Who? Who? They just wouldn’t give up. I had to tell someone, confide in them and after all they were my best friends.

“Oh god…I’ve done a real, stupid…stupid, dumb thing” 

They looked at each other “What…what have you done?” they asked.

“Listen you have to promise me…don’t reveal to anyone, what I’m about to tell you…promise”

There was an instant we promise, cross our hearts…now tell us.

“Oh god…. yesterday I took a job as a hooker….I was introduced to these guys…and I did it for money” I said, waiting for their reply.

They both burst out laughing, not believing what I had just told them. “You’re joking aren’t you…you got to be kidding us…you’re only fourteen”

When I did not laugh or smile, but looked blankly back they said “Oh my god…you’re serious…you really did do it for money…but how”

“Oh I thought I was being clever…thought it would be a bit of fun…your Pauline made it sound like it was easy…so I went with this guy who introduced me to some men and I…I did it with them” I said.

“Men…when you say men you do mean men” Sandra asked.

“Yes I do mean real men…older men”

“Oh god…how many”

I hesitated.

“Come on…tell us…how many men?”

“Six…. there was six of them” I replied.

“Oh god Lisa…how could you” they replied, shocked at my answer.

“I don’t really know…I just thought it was going to be a bit of fun…I mean your Pauline does it…she seems to do well” I said to Sandra, trying to justify myself.

“Pauline tells you what you want to hear, she doesn’t tell you the other side does she?” Sandra replied.

“No…no she doesn’t…it’s not what I thought it was going to be…god I’ve been so stupid” I said.

“Well I hope you have learned your lesson Lisa…don’t ever do it again” said Melanie.

“Its not that simple” I replied

“Why not?” came the reply.

“The guy who introduced me to these men is now my pimp…I…I work for him” I said.

“Oh god no” replied Sandra, the implication in me doing so, not lost on her.

“So what…tell him to go sling his hook….he can’t make you do anything you don’t want to…you’re well under age” replied Melanie.

“No…no Lisa is right…if he’s now her pimp…it can be bad news…real bad news” said Sandra.

“Why’s that?” Melanie

“Because pimps become very possessive and guarded about their girls…once you’re in…your in…you belong to them…and it’s hard to get out”

“Yes she’s right Melanie…this guy frightens me…I know I thought I wanted all this and its not the way I thought it was going to be…but I can’t just leave him” I said “He’s not going to let me leave” 

“I don’t see why not” Melanie insisted.

“Pauline has told me some real bad cases with pimps, she has a good pimp but he would get very physical with her if she wanted to leave him”

“Tell the police…they’ll protect you…prosecute him…put him in jail, where he can’t hurt you” said Melanie

“Oh yeah…the police can’t help and protect me forever and he’s bound to know someone who will do a job on me, even if he is in prison…no please don’t say anything to anyone I beg of you…it’s my own stupid fault…I’ll just have to wear it for now” 

“Hell sounds like you really are in it honey” said Melanie.

“Look I may not get to spend too much time with you girls from now on…he’s busy working on a schedule for me to work to…I may need to use you as an alibi if my mom asks any questions”

“Sure…we can help you there…anything that we can do we’ll do if it will help you”

“Thanks girls, I appreciate that”

“Where did he take you…to meet and do it with theses guys” asked Sandra.

I hesitated, not wanting to tell her, but I’d told them every thing else…did it really matter about the where.

“He took me to the “Dog and Rat” I said

“Oh god no…not there” more shock.

“What kind of guys has he got you going with” asked Melanie

“Sailors…they were all sailors” I replied.

“Oh god it doesn’t get any better does it” they said, looking at me in disbelief that I could be so stupid.

“I know…I know I’m pretty dumb aren’t I”

“Dumb doesn’t really describe what you’ve done” They said

With school finished the three of us were walking home. A black limousine glided up along side us, the window gliding down.

“Oh god its Max…my pimp” I declared.

Melanie and Sandra looked at me. “What does he want?” they asked. Concerned

“I don’t know”

“Hi Lisa…you got a minute” said Max talking through the open window. I walked over to him, leaving my two friends on the sidewalk.

“Hey…let’s take a little ride eh”

I turned to my friends “I’m just going with Max…I’ll see you girls later” I said

“Will you be ok Lisa” they asked still concerned.

“Yes…yes I’ll be fine” I replied, opening the passengers door and sitting next to him.

The window slid back up, the tinted glass hiding me from view. I saw my friends watching me, clutching their schoolbooks to them as we drove away.

“How do you feel today…went real well yesterday I think…don’t you agree”

“Yes…yes it went well, real well” I replied, trying to get enthusiastic.

He took some papers from his inside pocket. “Here you are honey, based on what you told me yesterday, I’ve worked out a work schedule for you…should work in well…even when you have that period week that you girls get”

I took the folded papers and glanced through them. The areas he had marked in red, were the times he had me down for appointments…there were more red than green.

“God I’m working almost every day…what about time out for my friends” I asked.

“Hey, you asked to be a working girl…those horny sailors don’t go away or take time off…if you look I have allowed you some time out…and I don’t expect you to work when you have your periods”

I kept staring at the schedule, almost willing the red to turn green.

“Where are we going” I asked

“I’ve got a job for you” He replied, glancing at my thighs

“Oh god not at the Dog and Rat” I said

“No…no…not the Dog and Rat…in fact, the back of this car…I’ll take you to them”

“Them…how many is them” I asked.

“Three…yes only three…I swear on my mothers grave…then you can have the rest of the night off”

“But I’ve still got my school uniform on I haven’t changed” I said.

“That’s all the better…. they’ll love you in school uniform…trust me” was his reply.

It was another pub that he drove me to…but not in the dockland area. He circled the car park, found a quiet spot and stopped the car.

“Stay here…I’ll go and fetch one of them” he said

I sat quietly waiting as he vanished inside the pub and five minutes later reappeared with a john for me.

He looked younger than any of the ones I’d been with so far, around forty…maybe, close cropped hair, balding starting to put the wait on.

The rear passenger door opened and he slid into the back seat. “Hi Lisa isn’t it” he asked.

“Yes that’s right” I replied.

“Still in you’re school uniform eh?” He said nodding at my attire.

“Yes”

“You look nice Lisa”

Max had now got into the drivers seat.

“This is Ryan, Lisa”

“Hello Ryan” I replied.

“Ok Lisa get in the back seat with Ryan…I’ll make myself scarce for a while…then I go fetch Jack” he said and was gone.

I left the front seat and joined Ryan in the back of the car. I was alone with him.

“Lisa eh…that’s a nice name…you look real nice…and young, you still at school eh” he said and at the same time looked at my thighs.

“Yes…yes I’m still at school” I replied’

“And how old are you Lisa”

“I’m fourteen…almost fifteen” I replied

“Oh what a nice age to be…I bet you’re still nice and tight eh?”

“I suppose so” I replied.

“Had many men Lisa”

“No…no not many”

“Oh that’s nice” he said, never taking his eyes off my thighs, a dreamy glazed lustful far away look.

He could resist no longer, he pushed my skirt well up around my waist, never loosing sight of my thighs. He let out a soft whistle, seeing me almost naked, just my panties between me and what he wanted most.

“Oh honey you have great legs and even greater thighs” first one hand starting to stroke my left thigh, followed by stroking both thighs. He continued to talk to my hips and thighs. “Oh shit…magnificent…. just magnificent”.

“I think I’d better remove your pants Lisa…don’t you agree”

“Uh, hu!” I nodded. 

Before I’d answered he was already grabbing at them and pulling them down. Now completely removed. “I’ll put them on the front seat for you honey…don’t forget to put them back on when we’re all finished…don’t want mum asking too many questions do we?”

He had me on my back stretched out as much as the room would allow and pushing my legs apart. One up the side of the seat, the other dangling over the front seat. 

He unbuckled his belt, undid the zip and pulled his pants down. I could now see his penis, not yet fully erect…but not completely soft either.

“I’ll just get it nice and hard for you love” and began to fondle and stroke it, until it was eventually hard and ready.

“There love…just how you like em eh?” and placed it right into my entrance. I drew back a little drawing away from it.

“He just laughed. “Hey honey don’t be scared, it don’t bight” and started to push inward.

“Oh god” I hissed as it vanished inside. Now as I have already said, these getting togethers were never intended for long lovemaking. Always a quick dip into the honey pot, cum then out again. As he thrust inward, time and again, the car rocked on its springs. Our moans and cries of joy commingled as he continued to hump. He stared straight at me his eyes reflecting nothing, just staring. The only expression was the continual smile on his face. He kept telling me it felt good, that I was nice and tight, he even told me he was about to cum…then “Oh god” and the car stopped rocking and our cries of joy ceased…he was cuming, ridding himself of all his pent up frustrations.

“Shit…that was good girl…must do it again sometime eh”

In our confined space he managed to pull his trousers back up, fasten his belt and do up his zip.

Max wasn’t quite true to his word that day, he had another four, for me and each time an observer could hear the sounds of sex emanating from that black limo, and see it rock on its springs…and once again I returned home with more money in my purse. It was soon to become an embarrassment. I was scared that mum would find it and also scared to spend it.

My time was spent meeting men at either the “Dog and Rat” the dark dank room becoming very familiar to me. I don’t know how many images I had made out of the stained watermark. The back of Max’s car, or visiting on board the visiting ships.

I was quickly becoming the most experienced fourteen-year-old girl with regard to sex. I was now dealing with men…not teen-age boys. These men had different sexual appetites…they’d been around, knew what they wanted and showed me how they wanted it. All their experiences were being passed on to me. I’d seen different size and shaped penises, long ones, medium side ones, thick ones, not so thick ones. I’d licked them, put them in my mouth and learned how to suck on them. I’d complied with their wishes as to the positions they preferred to take me. I rolled over from one position to another, spread my legs for them and watched from time to time as they inserted their stiff members inside me. Hands had cupped squeezed and massaged my tits, I’d often wondered if all this massaging and handling had encouraged them to grow and develop to the size they are today.

 I’d learned that some men had a liking for anal sex and again I complied with their demands…with more and more experience. I became more and more proficient; I’d become good at what I did. I needed no instructions on what to do for them to make them happy and feel good…it just came naturally. By the time I’d reached sixteen, many, many men had had me; they had enjoyed the use of my body…I was now far, far removed from being a virgin. I’d accumulated more male penis over the short years than some women ever see in a lifetime. I wasn’t the first or only fourteen year old whore. There would thousands if not millions scattered around the world. Many not of their own choosing. I’d had the luxury of choice and made it, for better or for worse. I guess I just got used to it, hardened to it. I’d wanted it…gone for it and got it.

I’d accepted Max as my boss and pimp and would never do anything to give him cause to discipline me. My life style had changed. I spent less and less time with my friends and more and more time with clients. The money problem remained. I eventually opened up a savings account and instead of hiding it all in dolls boxes I put it in the bank…the only thing I had to hide then was my bank account 

If I’d made the right decision, not to leave Max, or report him to the local authority. It became perfectly clear it was the right decision at a later date.

Early in the piece I’d decided not to turn up one afternoon to an appointment. When the phone rang it was fortunate that I got to it before mum.

“Hi Lisa speaking”

“Lisa…Lisa, its Max here…where the fuck are you…you’re supposed to be meeting me, I have a client wants to meet with you” he said, but I could tell he was mad.

“Oh I just wanted some time off that’s all” I replied

“You get time off when I give you time off…do you hear me…I really don’t want to discipline you but believe I will if I have to…now I’m waiting for you in Surrey Ave…get your fucking ass down here right now” he said and hung up

I didn’t hesitate I knew I was in trouble. I told mum I was going out, that I had to meet Sandra…would be back later. I ran up to my bedroom, peeled off my jeans and top, donned a pair of skimpy nickers, a short skirt and revealing top and sped out the door.

As I turned into Sussex Ave I saw his limo just ahead, he also saw me and got out of the car to meet me. I could see the rage and thunder in his face as he approached me. Oh god I knew I was in for it. He grabbed my arm, hurting me. I made no cry at the pain in my arm.

“Listen bitch when I make appointments for you, you make sure you keep them…don’t ever show me up with a client…do you want me to discipline you?” he said.

“No Max…no I’m sorry I won’t do it again…I promise” Pleading with him

“You’re right you won’t do it again…you know the rules…now get in the back of the car and get to work” he said, opening the car door and pushing me inside.

The guy on the back seat had a smirk on his face. “Well, well sweetheart…you been a naughty girl eh….I think Max’s is a little cross with you?” he said

By now Max had got in the drivers seat and had turned to the Client. “Sorry about that Matt…I honestly thought she knew better than that…I’m disappointed in her…the ungrateful little bitch…I give her a job when no one else would and this is how she repays me…now I’m gona take a walk, have a smoke and let you get on with it…and you” he said pointing to me “Make sure Matt leaves happy.

“I will Max…I will and I’m sorry…it won’t happen again I promise” relieved I wasn’t going to get a hiding from him.

“You’re right honey it won’t happen again”. It never did, I could see how things would be if I got him all riled up…I never wanted to go through that again.

He managed to find six clients for me that day. It was a kinda punishment, but I would gladly do extra clients that get a beating.

Now some who read this would take the stance that they would have walked away, gone to the police…reported Max, but when you are in the position we girls found ourselves in it’s a different matter all together. Max like most pimps ruled by the law of fear and it works…I just wasn’t brave enough to take the chance…and an incident involving one of the other girls proved me right.

I was enjoying one of those rare and precious times when I did not have to go with Max to the Dog and Rat or any other place with him, it was my time out, something I rarely got these days.

I’d been to the mall, looked at and bought a few items of clothing. I could if I’d wanted bought much more and more expensive cloths, I now had the money but was reluctant to spend it. We’d gone back to the Copper Kettle, talking girlie things and who was going with who in the dating game. I was really enjoying myself…when.

“Hi Lisa…. you got a moment please” when I looked up it was Max. Sandra and Melanie recognized who it was straight away.

“Er yes…yes” I said, now worried at what I may have done wrong. I left my friends and followed him outside.

“I’ve got a job for you” he said.

“But its my time out…time I spend with my friends” I protested.

“Honey there are no times out…. this is an emergency…I need you to fill in…Joanne hasn’t turned up…you can go in her place” he said

*******************

Joanne was another of his girls. I guess she could be called a new friend I’d acquired because of the job. I met most of the others and new friendships and bonds had been formed, it was only natural…we all had one thing in common…. Max. Ships parties were quite common and this was a time we all caught up with one another as a group.

The crew using the mess rooms for drinks, then we would eventually partner up and go to the various cabins with whoever had chosen us. It wasn’t uncommon to have a couple of guys for the night, depending on how many crew were attending the party 

**********************

I wanted to protest, but the thunderous look on his face told me to keep quiet. My friends were still inside watching as he ushered me into his car. Sandra and Melanie would realise what was happening…they would make some story up for the other girls, and take care of my purchases, which I would pick up later.

“Where are we going Max” I asked

“The Dog and Rat” he said.

Oh god I thought, that meant only one thing, men, a lot of men. I’d never been to the Dog and Rat and had less than six johns, it was always quick sex, but it was a numbers game. 

“I don’t have too many condoms…I wasn’t prepared for this” I said, protesting. Not that it would have made any difference to Max, he’d made it perfectly clear that having unprotected sex was just a hazard that went with the job, like getting run over by a bus when you left work at a supermarket or a piece of material falling on you if you were a builder. The odds of course getting some disease was considerably higher than my getting run over by a bus when I left work as a checkout girl, had I been working at some supermarket. He would never push the issue with the clients and some were just as adamant not to use them.

“Here take some of these” he said, opening the glove box and dropping them on my lap.

“God Max…how many are there” I asked in dismay.

“A few” he replied.

I knew what his idea of a few was. He drove like time was running out, if he’d been clocked for speeding, the ticket, it would have been pretty costly for him.

I was now passing all the familiar streets and whare houses as we approached the docks. I’d been down this area quite regularly.

He found a place to park the car and hurried me down the side alley and handed me the key to the bedroom upstairs. I was now one of his trusted girls.

“You go on up…I’ll send someone up to you,” he said, turning and heading for the pub entrance. I could see why he wanted me here. The noise and shouting that was coming from the bar suggested, the place was packed.

I climbed the musty creaky old stairs, the sounds of the bar below me. Unlocking the door I went inside, undressed and lay on the bed to await my first client. As I waited I tore the wrappers off the condom packets and laid them out in a neat row, like soldiers on parade, rubber rings the base and the little bubbleheads standing up. I’d no sooner finished, when I heard the familiar clump, clump, clump of footsteps telling me I was about to meet my first client…Max never bothered coming with them now…he knew I could take care of everything myself.

It had been two in the afternoon when I’d entered the Dog and Rat. I’d watched the line of soldiers disappear, their dead bodies now lying scattered on the bed or on the floor and their little heads filled with sperm. There would be time to pick them all up and flush them down the toilet later.

It was now seven in the evening. I would have to make some excuses to my mother again. I will not tell you the numbers of clients there were that day, I doubt you would believe me….to use Max’s words….there were a few.  

To reinforce what I said about Max and his disciplinary measures. I was informed by one of the other girls Stacy…who was a real ass licker around Max…that the reason Joanne had not been able to kept her appointment that afternoon was because she had, had an accident. 

When I went to visit her in hospital, she had her leg in plaster and her face was swollen and a mass of bruises. “Fallen down the stairs…clumsy me” she said.

The thing was she had fallen down the stairs the day after her appointment, not before. This time she got off lightly. Threats and fear kept us all in line, there was no way I was going to get on the wrong side of Max…never.  

The amount of money I was accumulating was becoming a worry. Yes I did have it stashed away in a savings account, but if anyone were to see the amount that was in there it was bound to draw some comments. My first year in working for him I’d accumulated almost NZ$30,000, try and explain that to your parents, where does a fourteen/fifteen year old get that kind of cash…. hmm obvious isn’t it. Certainly not a part time job at McDonalds, lets not forget that Max took the lion’s share. It was of course coming at a price. I was not experiencing any pleasurable times with my friends, no parties, shopping malls or days surfing or down on the beach. When I was invited out to any functions, there were few I could accept, a great deal of my time was spent on my back, my legs spread wide apart, sandwiched between a mattress with some man, mainly older men on top of me as I looked at that damn piece of stained ceiling, making faces and patterns out of them…. whilst my friends were out having fun…. I was learning my trade and earning money I could not spend. The true cost to me was loss of youth and innocence.

In the two and a half years I was with Max, I’d managed to stash away around NZ$90,000 a conservative estimate. I’d started keeping a count on the clients I was seeing but soon gave up. I guess a car salesman would say I had plenty of mileage on the clock. I would put the figure on it at around 1300 clients a year that’s about 3000 to 3500 clients by age seventeen, actually probably more than that. I did a little math on the total to date and the figure stagers me…is it possible. Well I’m told some do a lot more.

With regard to ship visits, this was the nearest I got to a party. Sailors never strayed far from the port they visited, after weeks at sea, what they missed most was some good R & R, like a good booze up and a good whore to take away that pent up frustration. That’s why the Dog and Rat did so well, a pub with lots of beer and a room above where for a moderate price a frustrated sailor could get a good fuck. We all took our turn at duty to be there when a ship arrived.

Some times the crew would organise with Max to have us brought onboard. The guy at the gate never seamed to take much notice about our age, make up always helped to disguise it and I think he was too interested in our asses to look at our faces. He knew we weren’t their girl friends, just another bunch of whores going on board to get fucked, he’d seen it many, many times before.

Of all the ways of doing it I liked this the best, it was just like going to a party. Plenty of drink and a drug or two if you wanted. I have never really got into the drug scene…tried a little didn’t like it and have refrained ever since. I have seen the change and dependency in those who have taken them on a regular basis, and I’m grateful I didn’t go down that path. I may have been stupid by jumping into this job too quickly, but no to drugs. I also learned the hard way with alcohol, use it in moderation, great during the night before, but not so good the following day and Max giving no leeway as regard work. Lying there with some big fat smelly guy on top of you and garlic breath while he humps you, and you feel real sick was no fun at all. 

We would be escorted on board ship, crew members watching as we climbed up the stairs, each of them perving up our skirts just to get a glimpse of our knickers…knickers that some time got left behind. I always took a spare pair with me just in case. They were sort after by crewmembers as trophies.

There was always something about going on board a ship. It was like its own little city, community. On cold nights it was good to get inside, wander the alleyways, there was a certain feel, smell about ships. You were inside a cacoon, the shipboard smells, salty smells, male smells, smells of food, oily smells. Smells that were in complete contrast to that of we who lived a shore life. The continuos throb of the diesel generators. I knew what a ships engine room looked like as my father had taken me down there. At first I was terrified at all those different machines, doing whatever machines do, but eventually I came to realise there was nothing that could really harm me. 

Each ship and each party was different. Most consisted of drink, drugs, music and as the night wore on, being invited by one, two or three crew members, to join them in their cabin for some “FUN”. Other ships organised auctions and crewmembers would bid for the girl of their choice. However those who missed out were given the opportunity to haggle for the girl later, when the first guy had, had his fill, or pay to share her. If I was to be haggled over later in the night or early morning whatever method you got screwed either way…more mileage on the clock.

The results of a mans enjoyment was in the used condom that had now been deposited in the waist bin. Ten minutes after he had left me naked and used, he returned with a fellow crewmember.

“Well what do you think?” he asked the new crewmember”

“Yeah…looks pretty good to me” he replied, and the haggling began. When it had reached the stage of an impasse, the seller would try his selling skills to wheedle more money from his mate.

“Go on take a look at her Tom…look at that nice trim taught body of hers…look at that nice tight cunt” They would stand staring at me.

“Come on honey…open up your legs…. let Tom see that cunt of yours”

 I’d spread my legs wide apart and his mate would stare longingly and lustfully at my slit.

“Go on Tom…put your finger in it…. feel how tight she is…. not may whores with a tight cunt like that…. And hers won’t be for much longer either” 

His mate pushed his finger inside me, working it, feeling my slit 

“Feels good, don’t it Tom”. At the same time I gave him and alluring smile, inviting him to give me pleasure… as he continued to finger me I’d say “Ohhh Tom that feels real good” 

“See Tom the little whore has the hots for you” Tom now having a hard bone between his legs, a bone that needed feeding and satisfying, conceded defeat, he’d just lost and I watched as he handed his mate the prescribed sum of cash, now I was his, and soon I’d feel that hard bone between my thighs and inside me, Thrusting, thrusting, thrusting.  So it was throughout the night. I was traded from one crewmember to another, until there was no one left to trade with.

Now…with regard to the action… well imagine if you will that you are watching a porn movie. The centrepiece is normally the female; the action always centres on her. The man is the driver you might say. He manipulates the position he likes to have her in. Legs wide apart, showing the wet pink flesh of her slit and sliding in and out of that slit (cunt) is a large male hard penis, you’ll sit and watch the guy thrusting it in and out time after time after time. He will of course over a period of the action, change the position of the woman/girl, maybe have her present her rear end for him and again you’ll watch as he reinserts his hard erection and start to thrust into her once more. Well that girl on the bed could be me, just like the movie I would moan, groan, scream and tell him how much I loved to be fucked… whether I did or not. Sometimes it was true, depending on the client. If there were more than one john, I would invariably be sucking on a cock at the same time, whilst the other guy, fucked merrily away and so it would be until one way or the other they came to a climax, now well and truly satisfied at which stage I’d be handed on to another guy or guy’s.

There was a big difference to the porn movies that people normally watch and the action I went through. In the movies the male’s would be perfectly sculptured, taught tight bodies with hardly an ounce of fat on them…and good looking, they would also be picked for the size of cock…it makes for better viewing.

Well for me or the girls that never really happened. Oh there was the odd good looking guy would have you… but in the main they were anything but. Picking a partner was never an option; you went with whoever paid for your service, never complaining to Max…it was the luck of the draw.

Take for instance the bosun Arnie Stoddard. Arnie was probably old enough to be my grandfather. Around five nine, stocky, with a belly and girth that had developed by continuously drinking beer, short cropped grey hair, hairy body a bear of a man and well endowed, a cock that I had no doubt seen much action. He knew how to use it and right now I was on the receiving end. I’d held it, stroked it, licked it and sucked it before feeling it being thrust inside me. I’d complied with all his requests and positions, the sound of his body against mine as he thrust into me…slap…. slap…. slap, my impassioned, moans and shouts of delight mingled with his own gave verification to any would be eavesdropper as what was going on, he truly knew how to use that thing of his. 

Arnie had been enjoying the pleasure of my body for about an hour. Now he was entering the final stages. His body was fully upon me, crushing and trapping me between him and the mattress. I had my legs wrapped tight around his wide girth as I clung to him. His ass was humping up and down, forcing his hard cock to drive into me, again and again. His smiling face was only inches away from mine; his grey eyes alight with passion as he appraised the expression on my face.

“You like this lass don’t you” it was a question that most johns asked of me. I gave my standard response, knowing it was what they liked to hear. Some times it was the truth…as now for instance.

“Oh yes…yes I do” his stiff member continuing to slide in and out.

Strong smells of rum, nicotine and garlic or spice on his breathe.

“God you’re a hot little bitch…still a bit of hard cock is good for you don’t you think?” he asked.

“Oh yes I’m sure it is” I replied. Then his lips were upon mine. I tried to brake away, but he kept them firmly pressed in place, his tongue forced inside my mouth. I could now taste the rum that he had consumed prior to coming to the cabin.

“Yeah you’re one hot little whore…one hot little whore” continuing to thrust hard and deep.

“I’m gona cum honey…I’m gona cum” almost immediately followed with “Ohhhhh…I’m cuming” something he had no need to tell me, I already knew. Now Arnie was one of those johns who simply refused to wear a condom, so the sperm that he was ejaculating was going directly inside me.

This of course was just one of many, many encounters. They all ran along the same vein, whether he was Indian, European, African…all different races…all different nationalities…if they were sailors and sailed on ships…I would eventually meet up with them…and they with me.

Their comments in the mess next day would all run along the same lines. I knew just what Arnie would be saying to his mates 

“God did anyone fuck that hot little blond whore…she just couldn’t get enough of me…. kept begging for more”

Sleep, if I got any would be about an hour or so, and then morning would be upon us. With some ships if we were lucky, we received a good breakfast and I always seemed hungry and ready to eat. Somehow bacon, eggs and sausage always tasted that much better to me on board a ship after a “Hard” night. (Pun)

Other ships of course you got nothing and were bundled off before any shore workers came on board. This was a problem for me. I had to find somewhere to go until a reasonable hour, when I could return home as if I’d just left Sandra’s or Melanie’s.

The good part was that one of the girls had a sister who we could go to and maybe get our heads down for an hour or so.

Mum always wondered why I was so tired after going to sleepovers at my friends homes.

“You girls must have stayed up all night talking” she would say

I never contradicted her. Soaking in a warm bath always brought immense relief to me aching and bruised body and bruised it was. 

                                                            Epilogue

I couldn’t hide the truth from my parents or anybody else forever and in the end it came out. It was a complete surprise to all who did not already know and devastating to my parents…I was of course a bitter disappointment to them…things have never been the same between us since…I still see them from time to time, but knowing what I do for a living puts and icy edge on it. When they did find out I was of an age…then sixteen…to be able to leave home…which of course was good news for Max, he rented me a dingy apartment…but better than the room at the Dog and Rat. Eventually I just had to get out of our town…away from it all. I used a large proportion of my earnings to buy out of my contract with Max…money always talked with Max, plus a solemn promise to go back and work for him if I ever returned home…I never did of course, apart from brief visits

A short time after taking up with Max, I’d met Jimmy. He seemed a little uncomfortable and asked how things were going. Naturally I did not want to let him know I’d made a terrible mistake and wished I could get out of it. I simply said.

“Oh its great…I love it…best thing I ever did”

He seemed relieved to hear me say so.

“Oh thank god for that…after accepting that money from Max, then watch as he drove off with you, it felt as if I’d betrayed you…I felt really bad about it”

I reassured him that it was the best thing I’d ever done and I was beholden to him for introducing me to Max and everything was working out just great. He himself now runs his own business and is happily married with two kids. 

The big black limo was eventually replaced with a van, a van with tinted windows and a mattress in the back. In fact there was more than one van, Max hired minders for us and they would drive us to meet the johns…Max had other things to occupy himself with…like spending money. You never see a pimp driving a beat up Toyota or Honda…a brand new Mercedes or BMW yes after all they have a certain standard to set and keep.

I managed to find a job in the hotel industry some miles away and the second part of my life began…

