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Chapter One
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I had a secret fetish that very few people were aware of. I would hang around a homeless shelter looking for a certain type of person. Generally, female. Hopefully lesbian or at least bisexual. I owed a very large debt to Victoria Secret. I would find articles of this type of clothing that would fit into my Domme routine and other fetishes perfectly.  

Why I basically did this was to find partners especially who liked to be objectified, or objectify one another, or easily encouraged to objectify themselves. I call it my private raunch time, to dominate and degrade a willing partner.  The partners I select love it and generally eager to do it a return engagement.  

My first attempt at this fetish was about eight years ago before I was married. She was older, and she was actually pretty good at rimming me too so my nick name for her was Linda Rimmer. I recruited her from a homeless shelter and brought her home. After a while  she would come over some time in the evening after I got off work, bringing with her the last remains of her usual supper that would include greasy food in a soggy bag.  Which explained why she was always so fucking fat. I hated that, but it did lend for pleasure. 

Our liaisons went something like this: Once she would arrive, I'd make her strip all her clothes off and stand in a freezing cold shower to clean herself - I dreaded it when she would come over dirty, so her punishment would be a very cold shower.  

Then I'd have her lie in the tub while I straddled over her belly and squat then and pee on it.  I'd smear my pussy and ass all over her until I was finished. She'd wash herself off, then off to my Raunchy Room. I would never let her in my bed...I had her lie back on the bed and tied her up with leather straps, affixing them to the bed posts.  

Then I'd take a dog collar and snap it around her neck.  After that, I got my riding crop out usually and snap it against her skin, causing red welts.  Then I'd make her give me a ride and straddle her breast to breast, cunt to cunt and belly to belly, grinding down onto her soft plump body until she made me cum. Sometimes this took a while, and it would make her uncomfortable; all the more pleasure for me to see her this way.  

Then I'd lift myself off her and slide my pussy up her torso to her face and smear my cunt all over her mouth, chin and cheeks until she made me cum again.  Since I had a voracious appetite for this type of sex there were times, she got tired of my relentless humping, grinding and dominating any which way I desired but I told her I didn’t give a shit. Instead, I endlessly pleasured myself until I degraded the bitch once and for all.

Then I got married and I learned to effectively repress my fetish. Or so I thought. 

***
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TWO YEARS AFTER MY second kid and six years since I had done it, I was feeling the urge again. I tried to suppress it for as long as I could, but it was no use. The desire was too strong. Eventually I gave in and started to get ready.  

I told my husband that I needed a spa weekend and booked myself a package at one of the fancier hotels in the city. We live in a commuter suburb, so it was about a 45 minute drive to the downtown hotel. I left Friday evening when my husband got home from work. I made sure he knew where everything was for the kids, that he remember the play date tomorrow then kissed him goodbye.  

I got to the hotel just before seven. The hotel catered to a special clientele of the BDSM persuasion, so discretion was a priority for them. Sound proof rooms were a selling point.  I got checked in with plenty of time to get to my massage at eight. Then I had a manicure and pedicure and finally got back to my room at around ten. I had a light snack and some wine from room service and went to bed. I had to take a sleeping pill to get to sleep, I was so nervous for the next day.  

My phone rang at seven that morning with my wake up call. I had breakfast, then went for a full wax followed by a mud bath and face mask, and my blonde hair restyled. By the time everything was done, it was eleven. Now for the tricky stuff.  

First I hit the bank and got $1,000 in twenties. Then I got a hold of an old friend, who put me in touch with a dealer. By one o'clock I had $940 and a few small baggies of powder cocaine. The next stop was an adult store. I bought a small strap on dildo and harness, small Butt plug, lube, two pairs of padded cuffs, a small ball gag and a length of restraint rope. The bill was just over two hundred dollars, which was painful because I was only going to use the things tonight, but I couldn't keep them at home.  

I went back to the hotel and put my new toys away. I was soaking wet, thinking of how I was going to use them later, and it was an effort of will to resist masturbating. As it was, I changed into a fresh pair of panties. I had a small snack at the cafe in the hotel lobby, then got into my car. Now came the tricky part.  

The hotel was in the downtown core, which placed it nearby some of the more run down parts of town and a few homeless shelters, which is part of why I chose it. Even better, since the last time I did this, a charity opened up a homeless shelter specifically for LGBTQ adults. My husband and I had even donated to it in the past, and I had a cheque to drop off there.  

I had a brief but pleasant meeting with the man running the shelter that day, and he gave me a brief tour of the facility, thanking me for the donation. It was a converted house, with rooms set up with two twin beds, a big communal dining room and rec room. I didn't stay long, but I kept my eye on all the girls there. Unfortunately, I didn't have a chance to approach any as the shelter supervisor was with me the whole time. I thanked him for his time and left, trying to think of what to do next.  

Then, after I left and I was walking towards my car, I got lucky. There was a girl of 18 or 19 walking towards the shelter. She had the rundown clothes in multiple layers of someone who was living on the street. Her hair was lank and greasy and might have been dark blonde or brown under the grime. She was walking towards the shelter, probably looking for a bed and a warm meal.  

"Hello there sweetie," I said. "Are you heading to the shelter?" The girl just kind of shrugged, not looking at me. "It's okay," I told her. I understand. I even donate to it." 

This time the girl gave me a little smile. She was pretty in a worn out kind of way. Life hadn't been very good to her.  

"That's cool. I should get there so I can get dinner..." she told me, starting to walk.  

"Why don't I take you to Burger King or something? I'm sure you could use a treat."  

The girl looked at me again, and I'm pretty sure she guessed what I wanted. "I guess. Do you have any cash?"  

"Of course, sweetie," I said and took her hand, starting to lead her towards my car. "How much do you need?"  

Now that I was walking beside her, I could smell her. She obviously hadn't had a shower in at least a few days, and her cloths hadn't been washed for longer. "Is fifty ok?"  

I laughed and told her, "I can do better than that!" I opened the car door and let her into the front passenger seat. Inside the car her odor was even stronger. "Now let’s get you some food."  

She was quiet as we drove, trying to make herself as small in the seat as she could. A few minutes later we got to Burger King, and I pulled into the drive through line. "What do you want sweetie?"  

"Chicken nuggets." She wasn't the most talkative girl, but that was okay. I ordered her a ten piece combo and a chicken wrap for myself. After we got our food I pulled into the parking lot so we could eat. She devoured her food almost before I had even started mine. She looked so hungry and sad that I gave her my wrap too.  

After she had eaten everything and finished her drink, I took all the garbage and threw it away. I almost expected her to take off when I got out of the car, but she was still there when I got back. I turned the car back on and started driving. I reached over and began to feel her thigh. She shivered a bit but let me touch her.  

"So, what's your name?" I asked her.  

"Annie."  

"I’m Brenda," I said, continuing to slide my hand up and down her thigh, "do you mind coming back to my hotel? I have my cash there. We could even get some more food, maybe some wine from room service."  

Annie didn't say anything, but after a few seconds she nodded. My pussy was absolutely soaked, and I let my hand roam to the top of her thigh, stopping now and then to rub between her legs. She didn't look at me, but she opened her legs wider to give me better access.  

It took us about ten minutes to get back to the hotel, and I continued to run my hands over the smelly little girl beside me. I parked in the parking garage, my room key letting me in. Thankfully there was an elevator in the garage so I didn't have to take my prize through the lobby where lots of people might see. We took the elevator up the eighth floor, and there was no one in the hall. I quickly took Annie to my room and shut the door behind us.  

The room was a suite with a sitting room separate from the bedroom. Annie sat down in one of the chairs, pulling her knees up to her chest while I ordered some chicken fingers and fries for her, and a couple of bottles of wine. That done, I took Annie's hand and pulled her into the bedroom. Closing the door behind us, I turned her to face me and bent down to kiss her. There was no resistance, and she opened her mouth for my tongue.  

She tasted like Burger King and teeth that hadn't been brushed very often. As we kissed I started to pull off her clothes. The jacket and first shirt opened from the front and quickly ended up on the floor. The next two shirts where t-shirts so I had to stop kissing her to pull them over her head. As I took them off I saw and smelled her lightly haired armpits. She wasn't wearing a bra and had two apple sized breasts with tight little nipples capping them.  

I bent down to take off her shoes, and Annie crossed her arms over her breasts. The shoes were followed by two pairs of socks, then her jeans and the leggings underneath. The dirty clothes made a pile beside the bed, and Annie was standing there in nothing but a pair of undersized white cotton panties. They were stained and some matted brown hairs poked out from the sides.  

I pushed Annie back till she lie on the bed, her legs hanging off the edge, her arms still over her breasts. Then I pulled my dress over my head and pulled off my panties till I was naked but for my bra. I climbed onto the bed, and straddled Annie's head.  Before I pressed myself down onto her mouth I gave her a some guidelines. “Annie, anytime I do something you don’t like, use this safe word...ORANGES!” I said then asked her to repeat what I told her.

“If you are hurting me or doing something I don’t like I just say the word...ORANGES. Right.”

“Very good. Now let’s see how well you eat pussy.”
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Chapter Two
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She just lie there as I began grinding down on her. Rubbing myself across her face felt amazing, but I wanted more. I reached back, pushing her arm out of the way, and pinched a nipple. "Lick me slut," I snapped at her twisting. 

She did, slowly at first, but with more enthusiasm as I gave the nipple another twist. She thrust inside me a few times with her tongue, small wet and firm, then started in on my clit. I let go of her nipple and grabbed a fistful of tangled greasy hair, holding her mouth tight against me. I think she was having trouble breathing because her hands began slapping against my thighs and calves. I let back on the pressure for a few moments, heard her gasp, then pressed back down.  

We did that half a dozen times, me pressing down hard till Annie was almost out of breath, then letting her get a gasp of air before doing it again. She licked at my clit frantically, hoping to make me come so I would stop smothering her. It worked. After only a few minutes I had an explosive orgasm, one of the biggest in years.  
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