
From Prude to Whore:

Claire Finale

Written By: Alexander Martin

Copyright 2023 Alexander Martin

Author’s Note: 

This is a work of fiction, none of the characters are real or are they based on real people or events. Please do not take the actions or expressions noted in this story as the Author’s outlook on life or respected behavior of anybody alive or deceased.

All characters in this story are over the age of Eighteen.

Please have fun and enjoy reading these stories.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

From Prude To Whore: Claire Finale

Sign up for Alexander Martin's Mailing List

Also By Alexander Martin

About the Author

Okay, so where was I? Oh Yeah!

"Guys who is winning the game? I can't see," I muttered as the guys had stopped fucking my mouth.

They had repositioned me to be on the floor. Now, three out of the five were attempting to make me airtight. Something I loved.

I know most wives or even women dreaded or might even fantasize about three guys fucking them at the same time, but for me, this was becoming a norm.

"Shut up Claire!" my boss said as he rammed his cock into my mouth and firmly gripped my head.

Wait, you were wondering where I was with my story? Oh, sorry, I got carried away. So where was I with that? Oh yeah!

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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One of Brice's friends left me the divorce papers in my mailbox. I quickly signed them and threw the envelope onto Brice's welcome mat at his new house.

It had only been two weeks, and he had already found a new pair of legs to crawl between. To hell with him.

I wish I could say things after the divorce went well. Still, it was rough, especially on the kids, not that they cared that their father had left us, but because I was a single mother with three children, no family or friends to help out, not that I wanted help, but it would have been excellent at times.

I worked hard at my two jobs and did my best to be a good mother. Two or three years after the divorce, I got a letter asking if I was interested in an entry-level job at Clemson University in South Carolina.

I jumped at the chance to do it. Sure, it was an entry-level job, but it was a job that I wanted; I would be a scout for the Clemson Tigers Football Team.

I packed the kids up and sold the house. Selling the house, I grew up in was bittersweet. I still tear up when I remember giving the realtor the keys.

There were so many memories locked away behind those doors and between those walls, but I had a new family to think of. While that house had been good for my parents and me, I couldn't make a decent living in that small town.

CLEMSON, HERE I COME!!!!

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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All I did for the first few months was get coffee or write out reports for the other scouts. I wanted my time to come, but I had to wait for an opening, and then it came.

I saw a linebacker as an excellent pick for the team, but all the other scouts were looking and trying to get a running back.

Our defense needed an anchor, and I knew he would fit right in, but he had already said he wanted to go to LSU (who the fuck wants to go to Louisiana?).

It took some convincing, but my boss finally gave me the go-ahead to check him out alone.

I had one of my co-workers watch my kids. By this time, my oldest was getting close to high school, so I knew they were in good hands. He was my rock; without him, none of the things that happened to me would have gone as smoothly.

I was taking a considerable risk. The LSU scouts had already given this guy a big head and promised him the world.

I arrived in the hellhole close to the campus of a team I hated. I wanted to get in and get out as fast as possible.

Watching the linebacker go through the drills, I knew he would be a good fit for the team. All I had to do was offer him something to pull him away from those idiots.

I got nothing from my boss, no offers, no deals, nothing. They were hell-bent on the running back.

'What could I do to prove that I knew what I was talking about to a bunch of good ole boys?' I thought as I stared at the tall, blonde, muscular young man.

I smiled as I saw him checking out the cheerleaders, they had brought to cheer him on and some of the other prospects.

There was no way I could compete with their looks; they were young, cheery, and bouncy. I was still plain-looking Jane from the sticks of Missouri, but I noticed something no other person had seen. I knew what my next step was; all I had to do was wait.

"What are you doing here?" the tall young man said as I met him at his hotel room that night.

"Thought I would try again," I shrugged.

"I am not interested in Clemson, get lost!" he said as he tried to close the door.

I put my foot in the jam and stopped it from closing.

I could already hear the porn song in the background. A woman was moaning loudly.

"If I can guess what's on your screen right now, will you let me in?" I asked.

"Porn, what else," he said, trying to close the door.

"I bet it's a woman bent over with a dick in her ass," I said as I stared him down. "I also will bet you have a lot of anal porn saved as favorites."

"How the fuck do you know?" he said as he opened the door.

'Got ya!' I thought as I walked inside his large hotel room.

They had pulled out all the stops to get this young man.

"Knew it," I smiled, pointing at a young blonde with a muscular man fucking her ass from behind.

"So," the muscular young man shrugged.

"Let me guess your girlfriend doesn't want to try it," I said as I looked at him.

"No," he said as he sat on the bed and picked up the remote.

"Don't turn it off," I shook my head. "She's good, but she could do a lot better at acting like she likes it."

"My girlfriend says no woman likes anal, they just fake it," he said.

"That's a lie," I shook my head.

"You've done it?" his eyes lit up.

"Plenty of times," I smiled. "My ex-husband loved it!"

"Doesn't it hurt?" he asked, his eyes widening as he looked at me.

"He had a huge cock, thick and long, the first few times I screamed like a banshee, but after a while I loved it," I nodded. "Still do."

I saw his cock tenting up in his shorts as he sat on the edge of the bed.

"Let's talk," I smiled as I sat near him.

Some would say what I did was wrong, that it was against every bit of morale fiber a mother should have, and that I broke every rule, but I was a mom, and I needed to provide for my kids.

So, I made him sign a deal to go to Clemson for a tryout so they could see him in action. I didn't force him into a corner where he had to sign anything else; it was just a visit.

He lasted a few seconds inside my ass, but I got what I had come for and left the very next day.

I was right. My boss immediately hired me to a prominent spot as the linebacker blew their favorite running back out of the water.

The following season, he was a star player for the Clemson Tigers. I was given my own office and the ability to scout anyone I wanted!

FUCK YOU! GOOD OLE BOYS!!!

~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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My new position came with a raise—a considerable raise, a massive raise. Did I say it was big? Well, let's just say it was life-changing. I bought a lovely house close to campus, not rented or mortgaged it, but fully paid for it.

All my kids had their own rooms, no longer sharing a room for the boys. I had a massive walk-in closet all to myself, no more boy's clothes with my clothes.

But most of all, I did something for myself. I went to the hair salon and got my hair dyed blonde. Blondes have more fun, after all, right?

I was on cloud nine, and nothing could bring me down. While I was out of town in Washington scouting for a cornerback, I noticed a familiar face.

Tim! Yes, Tim, my first love! He was at the same hotel that I was at, and I couldn't believe it. I saw him before he saw me. But I ran out into traffic chasing him, and when he finally saw me, our bodies collided in the middle of the street.

Tim hugged me so hard I thought I would burst.

We met later that day for dinner, and everything came pouring out.

I told him everything I had been through since we got divorced. Tim listened just like he used to. He didn't interrupt or give his opinion. He just sat there and listened. Do you know what that does for a woman? Do you?

I cried in his arms for most of the night. Everything I kept locked behind those strong mom walls that hid the pain of everything I was going through came rushing out as the walls broke.

The next time we met, it was my turn to listen. Tim had his own tech firm now and was doing well for himself. He wasn't rich but wealthy and could pick up and go wherever he wanted.

Well, wherever ended up being Clemson, South Carolina. He rented a house a few doors down from me, and we started slowly dating. Well, you know me, slow dating wasn't my thing.

I had my legs up and in the air before the furniture had made it across the country.

Tim was much better in bed than he was when we were married. And the best thing was that he knew how to use his tongue. The man had me crawling up the bed and feeling like the alien from that movie was about to burst out of my stomach.

The kids loved him, even my youngest, and he hated everyone. So, it was only natural that we got re-married.

Did I tell you that I told Tim everything? I did? Good! Wait for it!

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~
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I still wrote for the publishing site online, and while I didn't make much money, it was good money. Sometimes, it paid for bills, and other times, it put gas in the tank. It was hit or miss.

Tim wasn't like Brice, who flew off the handle. Tim actually read some of my stories, and with him in my corner, editing my mistakes and adding a male perspective, my stories blossomed.

Tim didn't think anything of the males being cheated on or called them slanderous names. In his mind, it was a story, like any other, a work of fiction.

One day he said no one gets mad at the actor that played Darth Vader for anything he did, so why get angry at a fictitious character for fucking another fictional character. That was my Tim bringing Star Wars into every conversation.

What happened on that fateful day still sends shivers down my spine. I had told Tim that the editor of the publishing site was an actual hotwife, and her husband allowed her to sleep with other men.

I wasn't surprised when all he said was 'good for them,' that was it. Brice would have blown a gasket if I had told him.

Exactly three days after that day, we were at his friend Rick's house watching College football.

Tim's Washington Huskies were playing Oregon, and they were losing, not by much, but by ten in the fourth quarter.

"Let's make this interesting," Tim said.

"What do you mean?" Rick asked.

Now, before I go further, I must admit something. Rick was hot! I mean, Superman hot! The ladies know what I am talking about. Picture the guy that plays Superman, not all the others, but the recent ones. Yeah, now imagine him totally ripped, with muscles and everything, and that V. Do you know what I am talking about? That was Rick!

"Let's make a bet," Tim said as he sat beside me.

"Now?" Rick asked. "You have less than three minutes to score ten points," Rick laughed. "We have the ball, are you kidding?"

"No, are you scared?" Tim laughed along with him.

"Rick's right hon," I said as I drank my beer. "It would take a miracle."

Tim paid no attention to me.

"So, in or out?" Tim asked.

"In," Rick laughed.

"Okay, if I win, I get your collection of shot glasses, all of them," Tim said.

"No fucking way!" Rick said as he looked up at the wooden shelf with all his shot glasses from around the world. The shelf went around the entirety of his man cave.

"Wait," Tim said as he shook his head. "If I lose, Claire here will give you one of her mind-blowing blow jobs."

I nearly fainted right there. My head was spinning right then, and my heartbeat went through the roof. I wanted to say anything, but I just stared at Tim.

I had only written hotwife stories. I never thought about doing it in person, not even once.

"You're joking," Rick said.

"Times nearly up," Tim said. "Commercials are nearly ending."

Rick was staring at me. No doubt Tim had told him about my skills at sucking cock. I saw the
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