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			1

			It’s All About Me

			I think that it is best to start this story with an overview of the lead character. That would be me, Randi Michaels.

			My parents thought I was going to be a boy due to a misread sonogram. I was to be named Randal after my grandfather. When I arrived with no man parts, and my parents hadn’t even considered a girl name, they shortened Randal and threw an ‘i’ at the end.

			It’s important that you know first and foremost that, in present day, I am not a model. The only thing about me that resembles a model-like quality is that I am six feet tall. I have been this height since I was twelve, which leant itself to an interesting middle and high school experience.

			There isn’t a single thing wrong with a person being happy with who they are and how they look. I am proud of how I look and have no shame in flaunting it.

			Confidence is a million times more important than appearance. If you spend your time thinking that you are not good enough, then that is how you will be perceived. So, my advice–realize that you are amazing and make sure everyone you meet knows it.

			In the spirit of full disclosure, here are a few more of the details about what I see when I look in the mirror; I am well-endowed in the breast department, I have curves, and what I am told is an “Anna Nicole Smith Ass”, which one of my closest friends chooses to point out to me whenever he can.

			

			Although I wear the same size, twelve, as she did at the peak of her modeling career, I regret to tell you that I think he was speaking of her more plump years. You have to love your friends. I know I do.

			Other minor details are that I am in my early thirties, I have hazel eyes, auburn hair that falls to between my shoulder blades, and light skin with small freckles. I am not a full red head or ginger, but my Irish descent shows. Did I mention my killer smile? Not to worry, I will later.

			I think it is also a good idea for you to know where it is that I came from. I did not grow up being the popular cheerleader, or whatever stereotype would make you “the cool kid” in school. In fact, I grew up a bit of an outcast. I was a bookworm. I spent most of my youth being a nerd and hiding in school libraries. Since I was always taller than all the kids in my class until I hit high school, I tended to feel awkward in most social situations.

			My first boyfriend was when I was starting my freshman year of high school at age fourteen. His name was Dan (or Daniel if you asked his mother). He was taller than me, had sandy blond hair that he wore spiky, brown eyes and he was on the football team. He was a junior, and since I was a freshman that was a big deal.

			It is interesting when you’re younger that an age gap of a couple years is HUGE, and then in your twenties and now thirties it is more of an interesting tidbit than a defining point of a relationship.

			Dan and I “went steady” for about three weeks. We never even kissed. I ended up breaking up with him when I found out that he was taking someone else to prom. Looking back, I think my decision to break up with a football player may have hurt instead of helped my high school career as far as popularity goes. Interesting that, even then, the merits you judge staying in a relationship for didn’t have anything to do with the relationship itself.

			

			Needless to say, I never ended up going to prom. On my twenty-eighth birthday I threw an 80’s prom-themed birthday party. A close friend decorated her house to be the Shermer High School gym (John Hughes fans will get the reference). It was the best prom I could have asked for. I was surrounded by my best friends, and I knew how to get lucky with my prom date in ways I would have never imagined as a teen.

			My high school career started in a tiny town in the middle of Nowhereville Wisconsin. The total population of the town was about 2,700. The school had grades Pre-K through 12th grade. I think my graduating class had about fifty people, which isn’t even enough to start a good riot.

			Growing up in Hollywood, California made the move to that small town horrendous. We moved there, my mother said, because she wanted me to spend more time getting to know my relatives. All I can say is that a town that doesn’t even support a McDonalds is tragic.

			I did make one friend during that time of adolescent torture, Beth. I met Beth because she was good friends with Missy, the unfortunate soul who was charged with showing the “new girl” around school. Since K-12 was all contained in one building, with one hallway for the high school class, I wondered what necessitated the tour guide.

			Beth had ivory white skin and perfectly curly hair, which she dyed black. She wore black eyeliner and red lipstick every single day. She was the type of person who would probably look like she was sick if she didn’t have her make-up on.

			Beth was coolest person at the school as far as I was concerned. Of course, that wasn’t the general consensus of the rest of our fifty classmates. We ended up being kindred spirits because she was also an outcast. As Beth put it one fine afternoon in detention, “I have a brain, I am sorry others regret it.”

			

			Beth was not meant for a town like that; she wasn’t able to have experiences someone like her needs. After all, what kind of life experiences can you have when the only “culture” is a 4H fair and a roller rink?

			This was never more apparent to me than when I returned years later. I found she was the manager of the KFC in the next small town over. Beth told me about a novel she had written. To this day I hoped to God she was able to get it published and get the hell out of that place. There are people who are cut out for the small town life. Beth and I were not “those kind” of people.

			One truth that followed me throughout my freshman year was that I was most definitely a virgin in every sense of the word. Beth was not. Neither was Missy for that matter, but they never judged me for it. I would see them at parties making friends, and I just wondered when I would find Mr. Right.

			As a naive freshman, I wanted that perfect movie ending to my virginity. You know the one, where you expect the boy of your dreams to appear in your life and after a little back and forth you fall madly into a Romeo & Juliet kind of love? When you finally have sex for the first time together, and it is perfect.

			As an adult, you realize that Romeo & Juliet is just a short romance where six people died. This is possibly not the best goal to have.

			Being in a small town, where everyone knew each other, and being a weird outsider in every sense of the word, it wasn’t going to happen for me in that school or that town.

			Don’t get me wrong, I had crushes. I remember a guy named PJ. I was madly in love with him for a good six months. Anyone who has a crush falls into two categories: “I am sure they know and everything I do shows it”, or “I just need the right moment and they will see I am the perfect person for them. I am their soul-mate.” I kept hoping he would see past my dorkyness and come up to me in the library, hand me a rose and ask me to the summer dance. This of course, never happened.

			

			The closest I ever came to a dance with him was square-dancing lessons in gym class when the teacher paired us up. My hands were sweaty and clammy, and I could not even look him in the eye. Twenty minutes of perfect torture. I am not sure why square-dancing or ballroom dancing were still in the gym curriculum, they were humiliating experiences. Ballroom dancing did come in handy later at weddings I was asked to be a bridesmaid in. I guess they did have a point after all.

		

	
		
			

			2

			The Move

			At the peak of trying to fit in, we moved to Florida midway through my sophomore year. My mom thought we would have better opportunities than if we stayed in the small town. I wasn’t so sure, but Tampa was a larger city and had a lot nicer weather. Did I mention I hate snow? You can be banished in Wisconsin for saying that.

			Moving to Florida, I found a completely different dynamic then the small town I had just come from. Rather rapidly I began to make friends. I also found that being sixteen and a virgin was not as accepted in Tampa as it was in Nowhereville.

			If you were a virgin at sixteen, it had better be a religious thing, or people assumed that something was wrong with you. In fact, I learned that it was better to have some stories, even if they were fabricated, of your sexual exploits and conquests.

			In retrospect, I could have chosen better friends.

			I was also starting to come out of what I consider my ugly duckling phase. I slowly began to realize people, well boys, were noticing me. It took a friend of mine, Katie, to point out to me when I was being hit on.

			Being oblivious, I realized, was a gift. I was a nervous wreck when it first happened, and more so when I figured out it was happening. Have you ever watched a movie or a TV show, and someone is completely out of their element? The ‘loser’ trying to be so smooth? You feel bad for the poor bastard making a fool of himself. That was me.

			

			Yep, I think back to some of the situations where I could have been smooth and cool, and instead I ended up saying things I would hit myself for had the future version of me been standing there. Being a teenager who thinks they know it all, which every one of them seems to think they do, I wouldn’t have listened. This is the sad irony of take-it-backs.

		

	
		
			

			3

			The Lie

			When you enter into a situation with a lie you should know right away it is going to go badly. I did just that for my first time. His name was Jacob, he was seventeen, and blue-eyed and had the most amazing smile. My friend Katie was actually dating him.

			I know what you’re thinking; but I only pursued him after they broke up. Of course it did teach me the “Never-Get-With-Your-Friend’s-Ex Rule” the hard way.

			In many circles I have traveled, this rule is frequently not applied. I can tell you, it is a rule that should be followed. If you are reading this and think that you know of a circumstance where this worked out–it was the exception. It is never worth the risk of losing friends over a hook-up. If your friend is no longer with them, there is usually a good reason. If they are the exception, you need better friends. There is always a lesson in there somewhere.

			The fateful night it happened started out innocently enough. I was crashing at Jacob’s house with a friend of ours, Brian. It was late, and Brian and I were too young to drive, and even if we could we also didn’t have a car. Jacob’s mom figured it would be safer for us to stay the night, and we could walk in the morning.

			

			I think most parents forget what they were like when they hit puberty and the magic of hormones were injected into their system. I mean, why would you let two teenage boys sleep in the same room with a teenage girl with huge knockers? What could possibly happen?

			That night, I could not fall asleep for the life of me. I was on a pile of blankets and pillows on Jacob’s bedroom floor, which was tile. Jacob and Brian were on the queen bed.

			Jacob’s mother had insisted on the sleeping arrangements. I was sixteen, and there would be no sharing of beds with me and the boys. Of course, this is where the apparent ignorance of the parent comes into play. Since the sleeping arrangements lead to the beginning of my sex life, I suppose I shouldn’t find too much fault.

			I think it was about one am when I heard a noise. I felt him slide up behind me, his breath on my neck, and his arm moved around me, pulling me towards him. I froze.

			I must have made a noise of some kind since Jacob whispered in my ear, “Shhh you’ll wake Brian.”

			A million things raced through my mind. One of them stood out more than any other: Jacob did not think I was a virgin.

			He began kissing my neck and caressing my hips. I had no idea what to do. Part of me wanted to run from the room before I embarrassed myself. I had seen and heard what happens between boys and girls, the whole birds and bees thing. I knew that I would not be able to “walk the walk” for the “talk I had talked”.

			The other part of me wanted it, the same part of me that responded to his touch. He was incredibly attractive. He had one of those smiles that was slightly crooked.

			I was tired of being the one that had not even been kissed for real. I started to respond to his advances. I pushed my ass up against him and moaned quietly. Guys loved to hear noise right? It was something my friend Tina had told me.

			

			He responded, in fact, all of the important bits responded. He rolled me over onto my back and got on top of me. This is when I experienced one of many firsts for me over the next twenty-four hours. He kissed me. I thought I would melt. His lips felt soft, his tongue felt strong, and he was insistent. I had no choice but to follow his lead. When his tongue slid into my mouth, I wrapped mine around it. It was a dance, and I was determined to be a good partner.

			Although the kissing and touching were amazing, it began to be more apparent to me that another part of him had taken a strong, firm interest in me. Just as I was about to ask what was poking me in the leg I closed my mouth. I froze again.

			This was actually happening. This was really happening!

			My mind began to race again. I was a virgin–a white wedding dress, halo-wearing virgin! I was pure as the driven snow. Jacob thought I had more experience than some streetwalkers thanks to the wild web of bullshit I had been weaving since moving to Tampa.

			I had literally no idea what to do.

			I did not want to stop. I also did not want it to hurt. I didn’t want to look like an idiot. I didn’t want to explain I had been lying. When you are younger, stupidly, you think the opinion of everyone around you is important enough to compromise yourself to meet expectations. I was about to give up my virginity because I was afraid of all the wrong things, mainly admitting I wasn’t as cool as I had pretended I was. Stupidly, it didn’t occur to me that he might actually like me for me.

			You might be thinking that Jacob was taking advantage of me. He wasn’t. I could have said stop and he would have. But I wanted it, I wanted him, and he knew it. Heck, I had practically thrown out a red carpet leading to my bed of pillows. I knew if he had known I was a virgin that it would not be happening that way. He would have been more gentle, he would have been more careful. He didn’t know only because I hadn’t been honest. The only thing I could think of was, Holy Shit!

			

			When he moved, I thought I may have dodged a bullet for the night. Maybe I was not any good at the whole sex thing and he decided to go back to bed. It was the exact opposite. When I looked, he had pulled out a condom and was putting it on. In the faint glow of the alarm clock I saw what he was about to offer.

			In hindsight, after years of experience, I can say that my approximation at that time was correct. He was HUGE, about nine inches and thick to boot.

			All I could think was how much it was going to hurt and I needed to not let this happen, in this way. As he went through the motions I could not figure out a way to stop this without blurting out the truth. I was willing physically. I was very wet. Then he slid inside, and made the cutest moan noise ever.

			POP! Extreme pain from the force of his penetration, and my cherry was gone. Then I made my noise, and I was able to say, “Stop”.

			I told a very confused Jacob I thought we were rushing, and if we were going to experience this moment, I did not want it to be like this. I told him I wanted to have our first time when we were not worried about waking up Brian, or having his mother walking in. I added that I wasn’t sure how Katie would feel about me and him hooking up. Luckily for me, he bought it.

			He kissed me deeply again, withdrew from inside me, moved back to his bed, removed the condom and went to sleep.

			Jacob and I didn’t work out. We never were with each other intimately again. I also never told him he was my first. Not quite the fairytale a girl hopes for, but I always say, it could have been worse.

			My next experience came about six months later. It was with a cute high school wrestler named Sean. He had a bronzed body and curly black hair. Incredibly well built, with a wonderful smile and the softest lips. He took it slow with me the first time we were together. I was more honest with him, and I can say time number two was amazing. He also was the first guy to taste my “peach”, if you get my meaning.

			

			Looking back, the first few times I experienced anything sexually I ended up with all the thrill and excitement of a new experience, but at the same time I was terrified I wouldn’t do something right, or I would not be as good as the person I thought my partner was comparing me to.

			Confidence is amazing. It comes at different times for everyone. In my life, right now, that is one thing that I do not lack. I have enough for more than just me.

		

	
		
			

			4

			My Story

			As we begin this amazing story that is about to unfold for you, I don’t want you to get the wrong idea. Normally when you hear the word whore it is, at least per the dictionary, a person, usually a woman, who gets paid for sex.

			I have never been paid for any sexual act, although, I think everyone has thought about being Julia Roberts in Pretty Woman at least once.

			In my case, it was a fun nickname, given to me by my friends. I know what you must be thinking: who in their right mind would let themselves be called a whore, and lovingly for that matter?

			I would.

			If nothing else, I am willing to find humor in all that life holds in front of me or behind me for that matter.

			The nickname came, ironically, from a discussion at my favorite coffee spot, which happens to be located inside my favorite bookstore, with four of my closest friends.

			My friends are my life. They are the pieces that make me whole. They are also what makes my life entertaining, humorous, difficult, and dramatic. On that particular day, by a simple nickname, I was led to this story and a radical change to my life.

			My story: How to become the Queen of Whore Island and be the envy of all your friends.
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			My Friends

			It was Saturday afternoon when I decided to declare my plans. It was Alex I anticipated having either the most support or the most backlash from. Her name is actually Alexandra, sometimes reduced simply to A. She is the tallest, next to me of course, at five-foot-nine. She has milky-white skin, and dark auburn hair that is very curly. She almost always wears it straight. She hates the curls.

			The “grass is always greener” is very true in the case of women and hair. Having many bad perm stories as a child and preteen, I would have literally killed for her amazingly curly hair. My hair hangs mostly straight, which means when I use a hair straightener it takes maybe five minutes. Alex hates this about me. She ends up dedicating most of an hour each night to the process of turning her curls into bone straight hair, and doesn’t appreciate that I can do it with such ease.

			She has dark green eyes and manages to have perfect, simple make-up all the time. She hates lipstick, but carries at least three flavors of lip-gloss.

			Alex is the mean one.

			Yes, that is her designation in our group. She has no hesitation telling you exactly what she is thinking. Most people, even if they say they do, do not actually want to know what you really think. People want a version of your thoughts that coincides with theirs, thus agreeing with their views or positively reinforcing them. Alex is not the person you want to ask anything, unless you truly want an honest opinion.

			

			I have a similar quality. I have a broken inner monologue button and tend to say exactly what I am thinking out loud. Most of the time what Alex is thinking is a little, if not a lot, harsher than the rest of us.

			This trait was illustrated during our coffee chat when two teenage girls walked past us wearing hip-hugging jeans and those cute T-shirts that don’t quite cover your stomach, showing any bellybutton decoration you might have.

			One of the teen-bop sensations walking past had gemstone cherries swaying back and forth from her piercing. I think Alex’s exact words were; “Would be nice if they noticed what that looks like before they left the house,” and something else about “false advertising”, referencing the cherries.

			Both of the teen-bops were sporting very visible “tramp stamps”. In case you live under a rock, a “tramp stamp” is a tattoo located on the lower back. This moniker usually refers to a female. I have seen a few tramp stamps on men; I assume the result of a bet or a night of drinking.

			All four of my friends sport tattoos in the same location.

			Explaining this would be pointless, as Alex had moved on to some girl standing in the diet section of the bookstore, conveniently placed outside of the coffee lounge we were seated in. The girl who, judging from her girth, had tried and failed at many diet endeavors, was about to take a sound verbal lashing from Alex.

			Alex’s eyes had narrowed as she honed in on her prey, when I decided to spare the poor girl and move on from people watching to more important topics. Like my sex life, or at that time, lack of.

			“I don’t think I want a boyfriend again,” I blurted out.

			

			Alex looked dismayed and rolled her eyes. I think she had a zinger lined up and I had just foiled it. She took another sip of her latte.

			“You’re just saying that,” Sally replied in a comforting tone. Sally said most things in a comforting tone.

			Sally is the nice one of us.

			It is hard for her to find fault in anyone, much less dislike them. She is about five-foot-six, has shoulder length brown hair with coppery-red highlights, and she wears glasses. She would be the hot, nerdy, librarian type. She has the same chest size as me, and nice curves which she hides in long flowing skirts and comic book T-shirts. She tops these ensembles off with Doc Martins and big comfy button-down sweaters. Terrible sounding I know, but she always ends up driving the nerdy boys totally nuts.

			“Actually, I do mean it,” I said back. “I am tired of getting run over by the men I choose.”

			Alex gave me an approving nod followed by, “You seem to attract only stage five clingers.” Grinning, she began to people watch again.

			What she meant by stage five clingers was that all of my boyfriends tended to be the jobless or mostly jobless types. I would support them emotionally, financially, and defend them to any naysayer. When I would need help, anticipating reciprocation, I’d look around and discover they had found something else or someone else, better to do.

			My last endeavor into boyfriendville was a waste of five years that ended with him screwing a forty-two-year-old that he worked with.

			His name was Allan.

			This work would be the job he had for only three weeks before the stress of having to contribute to our relationship led to him cheating. This, after he claimed to have been writing a book for nine months so he could achieve his “life goals”.

			He never wrote more than ten pages in that entire time. This does not a novel make. I finally told him to get a job or it was over.

			

			He finally got a job, and of course it ended up being over.

			If you have never been cheated on, I can tell you, you can’t relate. I am not saying that with some loftier-than-thou attitude. Until it happened to me, I didn’t know how devastating it can be on your sense of self-worth. I found myself asking questions about my value and my worth, which had no positive answers.

			It turns out there is a void of questions that no answers could fill. Instead, I decided that I wouldn’t put myself in that position ever again. I think most people tend to wall themselves off from getting hurt again, especially when the wound is fresh.

			At times, I wonder why I am not just a tad more bitter and depressed, but then I remember that Alex is bitter for me.

			Ignoring Alex’s comment, Sally said, “You just need to find your Mr. Right.”

			Lucy, having been quiet the entire time, finally nodded and said, “Yes, your prince charming.”

			I looked up from my coffee long enough to glare at both of them. They just smiled back. Bitches!

			It is hard to be to mean to either one of them. Lucy is the emotional one of our group. I call her the emo one. I stole that from modern, hip-kid lingo. She wears her heart on her sleeve. The newest to our group, she fit in immediately. She is also the most fashionable, with long, straight, jet-black hair and dark brown eyes that glisten gold in the light, she looks like she just stepped off a runway.

			Lucy works as a spa director. If you catch her on a bad day, she will tell you she is an over-glorified receptionist. She is actually the manager and a trained aesthetician. This means she gets all of the perks of the spa for almost nothing, and has a professional vantage point for all things beauty. Needless to say, even in comfy clothes, she makes the rest of us look like rejects from a sale rack at Walmart.

			I just sighed.

			Thank God Baley walked over from grabbing some bakery treats for all of us to share. “Randi just needs a little play time,” she said.

			

			I nodded in agreement, “That is exactly what I need.”

			Baley is the flirty one. She is the one who we can count on to be cute at a moment’s notice. She is the same height as Sally, but with a fuller frame. She keeps her hair very straight and very red. She is tanned, and has amazingly bright blue eyes.

			As Baley set the plate and plastic forks down, Alex finally looked back towards the table, and grabbing a bite of the molten chocolate goodness that had been provided said, “I think she should forgo the dating thing and just have a lot of good sex.”

			And as simple as that, it began.

			When you are not sure what you are doing that attracts all the wrong kind of person, you have to take a step back and figure out what about you needs to change. That would be the smart thing to do. Instead, I decided not to look. I wasn’t ready to deal with it. I wanted to see if a completely different path would suit me better.

			Sally and Lucy desperately wanted to protest the whole thing, but I think even they had to admit something had to change. I needed to have some fun, and that was something everyone could agree on.

		

	
		
			

			6

			I’m a Pilot, I can Fly

			My first encounter as a newly liberated whore was interesting.

			It did not have the same tone as any following it, which I am incredibly happy to report. Going into the evening, I was not expecting it to end the way it did. If I had known the ending, then the adventure would have been a lot less impressive.

			I love to go out dancing, and most times I drag my friends with me. That particular night we decided to go to a retro club called Bricktown 54.

			Bricktown plays dance hits from the 70’s, 80’s, and 90’s with a few modern hits sprinkled in. The club is quite large, and has an oversized lava lamp and Rubik’s Cube spinning in the center of two of the four bar areas. It has posters from dance movies plastering the walls, everything from Grease to Purple Rain. The amazing atmosphere notwithstanding, we loved it because it played all the songs we loved shaking our asses to.

			The club mainly catered to an older crowd as well. You had to be at least twenty-three to get in the door. This meant Bricktown didn’t have the usual “I just turned twenty-one, so I am going to party ‘til I puke” type of people. The age limits made the crowd a totally mixed bag. You could have a cute old couple dancing together or a middle-aged guy with a mullet hitting on a girl with mall bangs and a snakeskin miniskirt. Then there are those patrons, like us, who come to dance without being in a club so packed you end up grinding on those dancing next to you because there isn’t any room.

			

			This night it was Alex, Baley, Sally and me. We’re regulars. I am not sure what that says about us, but it’s great because the doorman doesn’t even ask for our IDs anymore.

			When we arrived, I scanned the crowd. The club was more crowded than usual. This was a good thing. There were a total of four levels, two off the main floor, a third one wrapped around the entire club, filled with booths and tables. The fourth level was VIP. Since we never forked over money for the elusive membership to enter that sacred space, I knew our dignity was still intact.

			We made our way up to the second level because that was where our favorite bartenders usually worked. They tended to hook us up drink-wise, and they were really nice to look at. As we approached the bar, my favorite eye candy looked up and smiled.

			As a rule, I don’t think one should have sex with a person you want an advantage from in social situations such as those. What if you or he doesn’t enjoy the encounter? If you don’t, you have to pretend that you did, and if asked to repeat the experience you would have to be slick as hell to avoid being forced to endure it again and still maintain your “in” with them. If for some reason he didn’t enjoy it, you are completely screwed in the perks department. If you leave it be, and just flirt, then there is always that tension there. That way, it’s possible to end up with a lot more than spreading your legs will get you.

			You can refer to that as “Whore Tip”.

			Because I have gained what I hope is wisdom throughout my adventures in “Whoreville”, I will do my best to impart these gems in the hope of guiding you away from unnecessary mistakes. You’re welcome.

			Whore Tip: Never sleep with the help. [image: ]

			

			This hot bartender was about as tall as me, with black hair and green eyes. “Good evening ladies, what can I get you,” he said as he leaned over the bar. I leaned over the bar as well, making sure my assets were positioned perfectly, and put my head next to his so I could whisper into his ear. There was, of course, no need to get that close, except for my own personal gratification. I did my best sexy voice as I tried to whisper in the noisy club. I gave him our drink order; he smiled and then winked and went about getting it ready for us.

			I looked over at Alex and Baley, who were both texting on their phones. Alex cannot live without her cell phone. Sally was looking out at the dance floor, and I began to scan the crowd.

			I don’t want it to seem like we were on the prowl, far from it. As I stated before, I love to dance, and so does Sally. Alex and Baley were more there to get their drink on, and once they do, they are totally up for shaking their booty.

			As the sexy bartender handed us our Cherry Bomb shots (a vicious drink which consists of cherry vodka and an energy drink), we left a big tip and headed to a table.

			Whore Tip: Never drink more than three of these in a night. Know your limits. There is cute drunk and there is idiot drunk. Please make sure you know the difference.

			We always chose a table next to the dance floor. This allowed us to stay close to each other when we were dancing, and if one of us got in trouble we could do the “big eye” gesture for help.

			What is the ‘big-eye’ gesture? This is when a friend in need, trapped by some hideous yuck of a man, looks over at you and opens her eyes really wide as if screaming, “Dear God, help me before I have to kill myself to get away from this loser!” Look around a club sometime; check out any two girls talking to guys they don’t want to. You will see it.

			

			Whore Tip: Learn to use the “big eye” gesture. Teach your

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
		

	OEBPS/image/4HorsemanStuff.png
4 Horsemen

Publications, Inc.





OEBPS/image/9781644500019.jpg





OEBPS/image/Image71324.jpg
) [/ e )i,
org
Island





OEBPS/image/4HorsemanLogo_BW.png
4 Horsemen
Publications, Ine.





OEBPS/image/1.png





