
        
            
                
            
        

    
Dark Exposure

Slowly I strolled along the two-meter-high steel fence and looked to the two dilapidated houses. No window was clean and there was some rubbish in the space between the long houses. Right in the middle of the fence was the entrance. When I looked in, I saw that a house had already been demolished, although Dad said the houses would not be ten years old.

I quickly scurried past the open entrance and then strolled on slowly. Behind the next corner I stopped and concentrated on my feelings. Fear was spreading in me, fear of uncertainty.

My school friend Lauren had warned me before about the Migrant shelter. Only scum lives there, she said. She had to know, because after she came here from Somalia, she was housed there with her parents. Meanwhile, her father found a job and the family lived with us further away. At first we went to school together, but she always moved far enough in front of the fence to the other side of the street as we waked. She never wanted to walk past the house across the street, preferring to take a long detour through the lonely city forest. I was the detour too far, too dark and too scary, so I went back to school alone. My Mother did not like it, but I promised her

The fear in me was exciting, I was playing with fire. Slowly I went back, along the fence. A tingling sensation went through my body, concentrating in my crotch. To keep control, I stopped and squeezed my legs together. Slowly I went on and squinted to the houses. There no signs of anyone being there, but when I passed the entrance an old man came to meet me. We walked past each other, and as I drew a line around him, he grinned maliciously at me with his last three rotten teeth. I quickly ran on and hid behind the next corner.

Dad always scolded about the inhabitants of this Migrant home. Most of the time he had read something in the paper about it. Only the last asocial filth would live there, and if the pack had been misplaced sometime, one could only demolish the houses. He also said that it would be completely unacceptable to accommodate more families in the houses. Papa knows that, he is in the local council and tries to help some of the poor refugees.

I could hear my blood rushing, so loud my heart pounded. One of them had taken note of me. If I went past the houses again, it was clear. If it really happens there, as everyone claims, will they readjust me, or do I have to pass by more often?

Why did I just do that?

I want to become a bad girl.

Why?

Actually, I have been for a long time. At the age of eighteen I was allowed to attend a class party for the first time. It took place with a friend called Markus and somehow I drank way too much. Anyway, we became a couple and a little later he cracked me. That was nothing special, only because I did not take the pill, I was worried afterwards. At home, I confessed to my mother the misstep and so my teen life over.

For my parents I was just a fallen girl and that's how they treated me. I got the 'morning after' pill, in addition to room arrest. They forbade me from any dealings with boys, I was not allowed to talk to anyone, even if I just talked about one, I got in trouble. For my parents, I was just the spoiled slut that they could no longer rely on.

Through my eternal parole, I lost all contact with my peers, even at school they all cut me off. My grades got worse and I did not even get a secondary school diploma.

Although I was already nineteen, my parents still did not allow me any contact with boys, so I stayed as a loner at Community College. Whatever guy thinks that he would be able to handle my parents, does not know my parents. My dad was such a cold authority figure.

And mother?

For her, I was only the sinful daughter.

By now my heart rate had calmed down and I wanted to pass by the entrance again. This time they will definitely notice me. So I arranged my top and pulled my jeans tightly around my rear.

*****

My strapless top was tight and wrapped softly around my chest. Of course I could not wear a bra underneath and so even my nipples pushed through the fabric. The top was also very short, my whole stomach was not covered. The shorts were also amazing, a very short pair of jeans, even the inside pockets were longer than the pant legs.

In the wardrobe mirror, I looked right, really cool. Not like in clothes which my parents always forced me to wear. The top emphasized even my breasts and my slim waist. Unfortunately the pants were two sizes too small for my little ass. While running they hung perfectly on my hipbones, only when I stood, they felt tight.

###

As I said, I arranged my clothes and went again along the fence. The old man was now sitting at the entrance on an old garden chair. No sooner had he discovered me than he stared at my belly button, or higher, or lower. As I approached, I realized how lustful he became. Quickly I scurried past him and noticed how he looked at my butt.

Again I had made it, I was past the entrance and the old man drooling after me. His look, as he assessed me, how he recognized me as a willing slut, excited me so much that I could hardly walk without trembling. Already I was satisfied with my actions today, the feeling was so hot.

*****

Why was I doing this?

What did I hope to achieve with it?

After looking at myself in the mirror, I was proud of myself. My old friends did not have such great figures and of course I wanted to it off. I just did not want to hide away like a Cinderella. Besides, Cinderella had also secretly sought her prince, why shouldn’t I?

After what happened before I could not look at other normal boys. If I really liked one, I would get standard problems. My parents would notice and lock me up forever before anything gets serious.

###

By now I was completely turned on as I reached the next house and hid in a driveway. My blood was rushing and there was a tingling between my legs. I looked around for a moment, and when I realized that I was alone, I reached into my waistband. A wetness received my fingers, and when I put a finger between my labia, my legs failed. I was still able to catch myself in a squat, but now I lost in myself.

*****

Here at the Migrant Home things worked differently. Everyone condemned these people anyway, and if anything happened to me, they would automatically be found guilty anyway. Here I could turn on those horny bucks, and if they came too close, run away quickly.

###

I quickly straightened my pants and started walking again. I did not care what the old man thought.

Honestly, I wanted him to be horny for me. No girl runs like me and, above all, no easy-dressed girl runs past such a place for several reasons without reason.

*****

No, I wouldn’t run away if they came too close!

I wanted them to pay attention to me, to harass me.

I already had the reputation and allegations from the neighbours,

and if I already got the allegations,

why should not act on them?

###

The old man fixed on me immediately and provocatively, I ran straight to him. Only at the last moment I wanted to flash him, maybe even bare my bottom, or better yet my tits? Or maybe both?

Shortly I was before him, I stopped, lifted my top and sneered: "Will you touch them?" It also slipped my pants from my hips and released my shaved pubes.

*****

Before you ask now, of course I was not allowed to shave there, but I had always secretly done it without my parent’s knowledge.

Quickly I turned around and held out my butt. When I tried to pull my pants up, it slid down to my ankles and I had to bend down deeply, to pull them up again.

Suddenly a strong arm grabbed my waist and lifted me up before I got my pants n. While I was gasped with surprise, I could still hold onto my pants with my feet. The strong arms carried me on and I heard a giggle from the old man, while the gate hit the lock.

With that I was cut off from the public, no one would come here to help me. Everything I did in here, the ordinary public would look the other way.

*****

I was immersed in this crazy world, caught, intoxicating and I was loving every moment of it. Like cattle I stopped and waited for their next actions.

###

The strong arms carried me right to a house. Again, the door crashed into the lock shortly thereafter. The strong hands set me down and I could finally look around.

Outside the door stood the old man and he had my pants in his hands. To the left and right of me was a long corridor with many doors and behind me was a staircase. But behind me stood a huge giant, and when I turned to him anxiously, he laughed sardonically.

"You're right, Grandpa. These women are all just cheap hookers”. For a while I thought that I would be different, since I had always behaved modestly. Now I know that I am just a cheap whore, maybe the cheapest.

Now I recognized him too, that was Rahim from my parallel class. He was much older and much more mature than the rest of us, Rahim came from Russia.

I was embarrassed for a moment, but then I looked at the drooling old man. "What did you offer earlier, I should touch your tits?", He asked, slowly approaching me,

overwhelmed by the situation, I stopped like deer in headlights,

what should I do,

I just offered it to him and somehow I also knew that I wanted to be touched by him.

*****

The old men of the local church choir had always stared so lecherously at me. Of course nobody touched me, they were decent Christians and friends of my Dad. Nevertheless, they had prized me, their eyes fell on me and they tore my clothes off with my eyes.

Yes I liked it, a girl wants to be admired. It always tinged me between my legs, even though they stank of sweat, just like the old man here.

###

Just before he reached me, he threw my pants in the corner. Without hesitating, he reached my chest and pulled my top over my head. While the top flew to my pants, I felt him squeezing my breasts with his dirty paws.

Before I knew it, I was laid on the floor and his lips were on mine. Following the compulsion, I opened my lips and he started to kiss me deeply.

I started to push him away, when he reached between my legs. "You can lie to yourself," he groaned, "but your pussy can’t hide your lust." Impetuously he pressed several fingers in my slit and made me shiver deeply.

*****

He recognized me, he knew what I wanted. Already outside the gate he recognized me as a horny slut who just wanted to be used. No decent girl passes scantily dressed in such a place and exposes herself to an ugly old stranger, if she does not want to leave the path of decency itself.

###

Instinctively, I pulled my legs apart and pushed my groin against his hand. Satisfied with my reaction, he suddenly open his pants and leaned over me before shoving his cock into my vagina.

Although my defloration was ages ago, I thought my ex was smaller, but certainly as fat. The old man simply rambled on, ignoring my feelings. Just before he could cum, he pulled out of me, grabbed my head and put his dirty cock in my mouth.

I just couldn’t resist, I could not imagine anything like that. The old man just held my chin and jabbered, "If you do not want it, you can call for help. There could be someone behind every door to help you. "

*****

Shit I did not want to call for help, at least not before I had fucked Rahim. It could be anywhere better.

###

After gasping , I opened my mouth even wider.

A disgusting taste spread in my mouth, the foul kiss was harmless before. The old man grabbed me by the back of my head and pressed my head into his crotch. Helpless, I let myself be guided and noticed how his cock pushed down my throat. Shortly thereafter, he also jerked himself slightly and a slimy broth splashed into my mouth.

"Nice swallow," the old man ordered, "otherwise you can lick the mess off the floor." He was done with me and allowed me to squat carelessly on the floor. Satisfied with himself, he went to the stairs with a malicious chuckle and sat down on one of the upper levels.

*****

In my mind I looked after him. He had just used me and injected me his disgusting semen in my mouth, but that could not be all. With my great expectations, I had expected much more.

###

My eyes wandered over to Rahim and I looked up at him boldly. In his features, I saw a mixture of contempt and a little acknowledgment mixed with lust. He leisurely walked behind the stairs and, with a loud shuffling motion, pulled out an old table. In the middle of the room he left him and came up to me.

Without a word he grabbed hold of my waist and pulled me to the table. Willingly I lay down on it and stretched slightly spread my legs. So I presented him with my wet crack. He also came close to me, but before he opened his pants, he spat in my face in with a smile.

*****

That did not shock me, I was on the home stretch to being a bad bitch and he looked at me only as a cock sleeve. Ok, maybe I could imagine doing more with him, but that had to come from him. He would have to control me and for that he would have to break me. Yes, I would just love that.

Leisurely he opened his pants and let them slide down. A huge cock came out. Although the old man had a fat one, but he did not get him really high. Rahims was thicker and much longer. As I had put my lower legs on Rahim's shoulders, he came closer and put his tip on my pubis. Up to the navel, his penis reached and a bit of fear gripped me.

Slowly his glans moved over my pubic mound to my vagina. Circling around her labia, until he slipped through my wetness in between. "Poor little slut", he murmured grinning to me, "now you’ll be fucked right."

The words had not really come to my mind yet, as he rammed his huge club all the way into my vagina. My I wasn’t expecting it so soon so I screamed out loud.

Rahim grinned, holding himself deep within me, a feeling unfamiliar to me rolled towards me. I was hot, my body started to shake, in my stomach burned a fire. Do you feel that way when you get impaled? Desperately, I screamed again, I did not stop, I just shrieked loudly.

Doors were opened and suddenly we were surrounded by some dark figures. In the background I heard the old man shouting: "The little hussy is broken in, who wants a turn on it, who has to first dibs.”

We were surrounded by many faces, greedily looking down at me. A shiver moved over my back, my stomach contracted and a fire was burning within me.

Slowly, Rahim began to move in me, letting me feel his length. Groaning comments came from the spectators.

"Give the slut a pounding."

"fuck her right."

"Tear her apart."

But there were other comments:

"What a horny fuck puppet."

"Let me have something left over."

"I'll fuck her all night, the little hooker."

*****

Everyone wanted to own me, fuck me, squirt in me. I was so close to my goal, right away I was the bad bitch anyone could use.

###

Rahim increased the pace and again I felt a strange feeling. I was hot, my muscles cramped and everything was glistening bright. A comforting relaxation seized my body and I looked up to Rahim content. Undeterred, he rammed on, though I held out quite relaxed, slapped his leg against my pelvis and pushing his cock against my uterus.

Then he was close, sweaty he squeezed his spear in my vagina and I felt the twitching in me. He filled me up, splashed his semen into my unprotected pussy.

****

Unlike before this time it was different.

This time I was not afraid to get pregnant.

This time, I wanted to get pregnant.

Sure, I got the pill prescribed a year ago, and in the beginning Mother also made sure that I took them regularly. However, as Mother was no longer interested in her fallen daughter, this control became less and less. Anyway, I did not have any contact with men anyway. Above all, I did not have any friends anymore, so I was a contactless loner.

At first I always took the pill quite proudly, but as my hormones increased. That changed and I regularly disposed of them in the toilet. Meanwhile, I keep a begun strip as an alibi, the remaining strips I throw away monthly.

###

Rahim was splashing in me, he did not care if I took the pill. Why should he even worry about it, I had come here to fuck and all women of my age took the pill.

After his cumshot Rahim remained still whilst deep in my vagina. Only after he had gathered himself did he pull out. My sperm donor then removed himself from my vagina and came to my head with the slimy dripping cock. I willingly opened my mouth and he promptly pushed it inside.

If I just disgusted the old man, it was a pleasure for Rahim. After such a fuck I would do anything for Rahim. Maybe it was my excitement or my infatuation. Or maybe it was my lack of experience.

My thoughts were suddenly interrupted because someone pushed my legs apart and something pushed against my slit. Carefully rubbing as my slick labia fluttered apart and released my willing vagina.

Immediately, the situation was exploited and I was impetuously penetrated by a foreign penis in my dripping hole. Startled, I opened my eyes and looked into the lustful face of a dark-skinned man. Who now began to fuck me wildly. He pushed my legs further apart to penetrate even deeper.

Unimpressed by my soft moan, he picks up the pace. Riding into me more and more, until he squirts into me at some point. Others followed a cheering crowd until Rahim picked me up and carried me upstairs to an uninhabited room.

He put me down on a grubby bed and sat down anxiously on the edge of the bed. "Calm down," he reassured me, caressing my cheek gently and looking deep into my eyes.

Briefly enjoying his tenderness, but when I wanted to get up, panic set in. It was too high risk to end the experience now. Never again will I get such an opportunity, because my parents will lock me up forever.

I did not want it to be over yet, so I begged Rahim: "Please Rahim, I want more 'I want them all, please Rahim send them all up to me, I cannot get enough of them ... At least once in my life let me be a spoiled slut.'

Suddenly, Rahim's eyes lost all care. Feeling cold, he got up and walked over to the door. Before he left the room, I begged: "Please Rahim, I need them all now, please help me!" Rahim stopped short, shook his head, but left the room without turning around again.

*****

Now I had done it, now I was really a bad girl,

One that was despised even by the asocial foreigners.

I could not fall any deeper and now I knew I could enjoy it, as one after another they fucked me.

I woke up around noon, at least the sun was high in the sky and it was brooding warm. Slightly disoriented, I sat up and found myself sitting in a greasy wet spot. Immediately, I switched to a clean place and noticed that in my step, everything stuck.

Uncertain, I got up and searched for my clothes. Since I did not find anything, I wrapped myself in the grubby blanket under which I had woken up. My clothes will definitely be downstairs in the stairwell, I guessed and left the room uncertainly. With each step I noticed that my vagina was pretty strained and still leaking. Legs apart, I tormented myself down the stairs, but I did not find my things. But I saw the old man sitting on the doorstep.

"Are you well rested", he greeted me with a smiley and asked immediately "Do you want a coffee?" As I nodded warily, he drank the rest out of his cup and filled it from his holding pot. "I hope you like black coffee," he explained, handing over the cup and without thinking, I took the cup and sat next to him on the step.

The hot coffee was really strong, I found myself relaxing and I looked into the sun and the old man noticed it, so he commented with a chuckle: "You can see it, you are satisfied with everything, you could not get enough yesterday . "

I thought of yesterday and somehow I felt no remorse. I had just been waiting too long for something like that. The old man laughed: "Let me think, the average person here does it twice a week that with all the guys we have here we could fuck you a few hundred times a week?"

"Well, then I have a lot in store for me," I fluttered back. For the old man it was the right response and he just smiled at me. As much as I had feared him yesterday before everything that happened, today I felt as though I could trust him. That's why I poured out my heart and told him about my home.

"So you can not go," the old man said afterwards and offered his help. "can fetch your clothes and you take a shower first, you can find laundry and a towel in my room, just the first room on the left At the end of the hallway." With that he got up and walked off giggling. After the abrupt end of the conversation, I also took his directions and searched for the laundry.

The room was kept really clean and on the table lay, clean folded, my clothes of yesteryear. With the shower I went and enjoyed the warm water on my skin. Thoroughly washed, I came wrapped in a towel and put on my things. So I could not go home and so I sat down again on the step outside the entrance.

An endless time passed, but the old man came and did not come back. Meanwhile, some residents passed me by and greeted me kindly. Today they were changed, no one despised me as yesterday, today I belonged to them. After the local church clock struck two o'clock Rahim came home from college. I explained that the old man wanted to get my bag and would not come back. Rahim cursed immediately and said worriedly: "Hopefully grandpa will not do anything stupid."

Together we waited and only a few hours later the old man came back giggling. "I did not know your who your Father was," he told me disparagingly, and immediately Rahim asked worriedly: "I hope you did not tell him anything, you know how bad he talks about us." "It’s fine," chuckled the old man, "I showed him the pictures from yesterday and he us to keep her." "Are you crazy," raged Rahim with his grandfather, but the chuckled on.

"He did not look at the pictures properly and simply said: With her, that degenerate little bitch has descended so far, can not just keep her? Sell her to a brothel or whatever for all I care, just make sure that never comes back again.

He even offered me ten thousand if she never returns, and even approved our Migrant applications. He then took several pieces of paper from his pants and handed them to Rahim,

Stunned, I looked at the old man, but he gave me a comforting hug: "Do not worry Little, whore I will not let you down or do you want to go back to Mummy?"

What a question, the old man had given me more affection today, than my family had in years and now I could stay in this new life. As the house slut forever more.
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