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Chapter 1: Homeless Lover
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I was such a dumb slut. Like, the dumbest, sluttiest of them all. I was in the clear before. Not pregnant and back to my normal life. But that damn itch got the better of me. At first, I figured, what's the harm? I have a little fun and get some revenge on my equally dumb and slutty former best friend. What's the worst that could happen?
How about I get myself knocked up again?
Teddy and his friends started pestering me about when I wanted them to claim they were the actual fathers of my former best friend's child currently growing inside of her. I had completed all of the sexual favors they had requested. Thus, it was their time to pay me back. However, the situation has changed significantly. Due to me not being on birth control, as I had previously thought, I have discovered I am pregnant yet again. In my dumb request for revenge, I got myself back into the same situation I worked so hard to fix before. Shawn and his asshole friends got me into this situation, but I kept getting myself back into them.
With my last pregnancy scare, I had gone to Shawn for help. Which, in the end, he did. But before that, he had me participate in a group orgy and star in some widely distributed porn. The situation now is more complicated. The clinic we went to before is now closing, I had learned. My next best option will require a plane ride and an overnight stay. All of which means I need more money than last time. I was also committed to being down with Shawn. That guy gets me to do the craziest, sluttiest things. Which even now, I'm excited by the possibility of. But I just know I will only end up in a worse situation if I let myself indulge with him again. Therefore, I need to find an alternative path forward.
I have to get a lot of money and fast or risk my pregnancy starting to show. I kidded myself for a bit, trying to think of some clever ways to do this, but eventually accepted that I was going to do what I knew from the start I would. I was going to prostitute myself more. This time, though, I would be in complete control. No more using Shawn or anyone as a pimp. I would choose my clients and take 100% of the money. What I didn't know was how to secure clients without advertising that college student Cindy is fucking people for money.
My biggest asset was my notoriety as a sex worker or at least a major slut. Not Cindy, but as the woman in the bunny mask. The news has reported on the giant sex orgy the police broke up in which the bunny girl was the star. My other sex adventures while wearing the mask were almost equally famous, including my sex tapes and prostitution. I was sure some people would pay good money to get with a local celebrity like the 'bunny slut' as she is known online. The risk was that the police were actively looking for her. I would need to be careful.
I scouted around town, trying to find a safe area to 'solicit' customers at night. I ended up finding a small but clean-looking alley that was off a moderately busy road. That evening, I watched the alley in my parked car and saw nobody walk through it. Foot traffic was decent on the street and included a lot of men walking by themselves, which was perfect. I went and examined the alley on foot. It was very dark, and anybody walking by it would likely fail to notice someone standing in it. This would be my plan, then. I would wear my mask in the alley, covered by the darkness. I would wait for a harmless-looking man by himself to walk by and welcome him to talk in the alley. We would agree on a price, and he would pick me up and take me to a hotel. In the best case, I would only need to do this five or six times and make them regular clients, further reducing my risk. My confidence in the plan was rising. As was my sexual excitement, but I kept that under control. I could make this work.
The next night, I pumped myself up to take a shot at this. I packed a small bag with my mask in it and drove to my alley. I parked my car on the next street over. I wanted to be able to reach it quickly if need be, but I also needed some distance between it and the alley to lose anyone who might be following me. I wore a simple black dress that probably hundreds of women in the town owned. I walked as casually as possible to the alley and then waited for ten minutes. Anyone who may have seen me duck into this alley would have either moved on or already come to check and see what I was doing. I figured it must be safe to put on my mask.
With my mask on and me in position, I watched people walk by the alley. As I had hoped, no one could see me from where I stood in the darkness. At first, I was far too timid. Men would walk by that I realized they would have been perfect to proposition, but I let them go by. Finally, I steeled my resolve and knew I needed to approach the next man who fit the profile I was looking for. This turned out to be a shorter, balding, middle-aged man walking by casually. Taking a deep breath, I walked just a bit into the light and addressed him.
"Looking to have some fun tonight? I'm available for a reasonable cost," I said, startling him.
"What? Oh my gosh, you're the bunny girl on the news! Are you whoring yourself out here? No, I'm not going to take that risk. Have a good night, miss," he said, walking on with a wave. What just happened? Did I just come upon the one guy in the whole town that wouldn't fuck me for money? I would admire him if it didn't piss me off so much. Now, I had to repeat the whole process again with another man. However, the next three men I approached also denied me. My plan was falling apart.
I was about to call it a day and remove my mask when someone approached me from the other side of the alley. "Are you selling sex? I'd be interested in that." The man startled me, especially as I was about to remove my mask. A few more moments and this could have been very bad. The man was a bit tall, but he didn't appear to be a threat. He looked like he could have money, so I decided to take the risk and agree.
"I am. Two hundred dollars, and I'm all yours for an hour," I said, trying to act like I wasn't scared out of my wits.
"Nah. Let's do a blow job for 50 dollars," he countered. I hadn't considered what I would charge for just a blow job, but that seemed low.
"100 dollars. I'm that good," I said, not having a clue what I was talking about. I wasn't even sure what counted as a good or bad blow job.
"If I'm paying that much, you better get naked for me as well," he said, looking at my body. Doesn't this idiot know you can see videos of me naked all over the internet?
"Fine. Get your car and pick me up. There's a hotel down the road." He gave me a confused look.
"I'm not paying for a hotel for this. Just do it right here in the alley. I don't care."
"I'm not getting naked and blowing you in a public alley. You can take me to your place if you must," I said, not liking this deal more and more.
"I'm not taking a whore to my house either. This isn't a date. This is you getting mouth fucked for some pocket change. We do it right here and now, or I walk. I know you haven't been getting any bites tonight. I might be your last chance to earn money today," he said with a devious smile. He wasn't wrong. The alley was very dark, too. I couldn't believe I was considering this, but I needed to come away with some money today.
"Fine," I said, dropping my dress to the ground. I wasn't wearing a bra, and the man's eyes immediately went to my now naked tits. Seeing his gaze, I realized I was being stupid. Not for whoring myself out in public like this. That was a whole other level of dumb. He hadn't given me a cent yet. "You want the rest? Hand over the money," I said, using my stern voice.
Without breaking eye contact with my nipples, he handed me some cash. I counted it up and was satisfied he had paid the agreed-upon price. I stuffed the money into my dress laying on the ground of the alley. Pulling my panties off, I told the man to get his cock out, which he did. I got on my knees and took his penis in my left hand. For a brief moment, I stared at it and considered the situation. I was outside and naked in a public alley. Anyone could walk through here and see the entirety of my nudity. For a measly 100 dollars, I was going to take this stranger's dick into my mouth and swallow his load. All because I was pregnant for the second time with an unknown guy's child. Worst, this may not be the lowest point of my life when I think of some of the other things I've done in the past few months.
I sighed and put my lips around his shaft. Moving my mouth up and down his cock, he started vocalizing his delight. "Oh god, you have the lips of an angel. You are easily worth the money. Fuck..." The taste of his cock soon filled my mouth. My tongue teased his head as I tried to make him cum as fast as possible. A slight breeze ran across my ass and reminded me I was very naked still. He rested his hands on my hand and started to push me closer to him. As a result, I took more and more of his cock into my mouth.
I was about to tell him to back off, but before I could, he drained his balls into my mouth. Yet another man whose cum I now knew the taste of. As I withdrew his dick from my mouth carefully to avoid spilling cum on my body, I heard a new voice coming from one entrance of the alley. "Okay, miss. Stay where you are. You are under arrest for prostitution."
Looking at the person speaking while I swallowed my mouth full of cum, my worst fear was realized. It was a cop. She was cautiously approaching me with handcuffs already out. "Jesus Frank. You weren't supposed to actually have her blow you. Just get her to take the money," a voice said from the other entrance to the alley. Swinging my head in that direction, I was met by the sight of another cop. They had me surrounded.
"Hey, what can I say? I wanted to make sure," the man
whose cum I just swallowed said. I looked up at him, still on my knees, inches from his deflating cock. "But seriously, you are under arrest. Thanks for the blow job, though," he said, looking down at me. Did I just blow a cop?
I stood up and backed up to the wall of the alley. The cop
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