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Chapter 1
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Standing in the entrance area, Ariana felt like someone completely foreign. Upon entering the hotel, she had enjoyed the hungry glances of men sliding over her body. She had appeared like an embodiment of seduction. Now she looked like an exotic animal in this elegant setting.

Her red stockings and bright red platform shoes attracted attention like moths to light. But her black dress was equally eye-catching, though this garment hardly deserved its name. The two straps that ran separately over each breast united just below her navel and ended in tiny hot pants. This left her enormous décolletage and deeply tanned stomach completely exposed.

But now her completely soaked dress clung tightly to her body, revealing everything. Her pitch-black red hair was completely matted, and her skin glistened with semen and sweat. Additionally, a word was emblazoned on her forehead for all to see.

“CUM SLUT”

She no longer appeared seductive and sexy. Instead, she presented the appearance of the dirtiest whore one could imagine. From the glances fired at her, she could feel that all men would love nothing more than to assault her and treat her in the most disgusting, most perverse way they could think of.

Somehow this realization aroused her immensely. The perfect fuck toy for men was standing right here — and it was her.

Basking in this twisted glory, she didn’t move until the hotel bellboy stood directly in front of her. He grabbed her arm and quickly pulled her out of the lobby into the staff area to remove her from the guests’ view. He didn’t stop before they reached the delivery area.

They came to a halt in front of a steel door that led outside. The young man looked at her and shouted angrily:

“This is an exclusive hotel. We don’t tolerate whores running around here.”

“Especially not when they look like this!” he continued in a disgusted tone. “I have instructions to call the police!”

The word police startled Ariana out of her lustful state, and she stammered: “Please don’t! No police, please!”

“I could get into big trouble if I don’t call them!” he threatened.

“Please!” was all Ariana could bring forth as fear crept up inside her.

“I assume you’re not looking forward to a night in a cold, dark cell?” the bellboy threatened, his voice taking on a more lustful tone. “I don’t know exactly if that wouldn’t be the perfect place for such a sleazy slut!”

Ariana looked at him knowingly. She looked like a cheap whore, so what had she expected? And this young man didn’t give the impression that she was the first hooker to pass through this room.

She had to prove she was a better slut than those interchangeable whores!

Without further ado, she sank to her knees and opened his zipper.

“Do you want this whore to suck your cock?” she teased him.

She took his semi-erect cock in her hand and ran her tongue over his glans.

“Yes, cum slut! Show me you deserve your name,” he hissed at her, referring to the word that was still clearly written on her forehead.

Her new name sent a shiver through her body. Being called something so degrading aroused her — even after hours of fucking.

She began working on his stiff rod, using only her mouth while her hand caressed his chest. The young guy simply leaned back and enjoyed her efforts. After a few more minutes of her slurping on his pulsating cock, he said:

“Let me fuck those big funbags you have, whore.”

Ariana looked up at him with a mischievous smile as she pushed aside the two straps that clung tightly to her firm, round breasts. This way, her plump globes were squeezed out between the straps.

The bellboy whistled appreciatively. He grabbed them and played with them for a while. As he ran his fingers over her nipples, they stood proudly erect in no time.

“Damn! You really like this, you slut!” he exclaimed.

“I’m the best cum slut you’ll ever find!” she answered with pride in her voice.

Then she pressed her large, ripe melons together, with one hand on each side. Her very long, bright red fingernails formed a stark contrast to her deeply tanned skin.

The young guy didn’t hesitate, spat directly into the canyon she had just formed, and pushed his swollen shaft between these delicious mounds of flesh.

Ariana began moving her fuck tits up and down on his cock and pressed the two globes firmly together to keep them in place. The bellboy could no longer contain himself. He took his exploding cock in hand and aimed directly at her face. Like a good little whore, Ariana opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue. But only the first spurt landed there, the rest painted her upper lip and cheek with sticky white slime.

While Ariana scraped the semen from her face and fed it to herself, the guy took her handbag and pulled out her lipstick. He wrote his cell phone number on the inside of her forearm. As he opened the door, he said:

“Next time, call ahead and come to this door. I’ll let you in if I get my share!”

Knowing this wouldn’t happen anytime soon, Ariana just nodded as she struggled to her feet.

As he gave her one last look, he made her pause and bend forward. Then he wrote another word on her lower back.

“Now everyone can see what you really are from any angle.”

“CUM SLUT”

“FUCK MEAT”

As a shiver ran through Ariana's body from this new humiliation, the bellboy gave her a kick in the behind that sent her stumbling outside. Surprised, she fell onto her hands and knees. Out of nowhere, this final degradation brought her to climax.

“Get lost, you filthy slut!” he called after her and slammed the door.

There she stood, a dirty cheap whore in a dark back alley, on tall red platform shoes and in a tiny dress, with cum on her face and the labels “Cum Slut” and “Fuck Meat.” The cold night air froze the fluid on her skin while the echo of the slammed door faded in the empty alley.

What else would happen to her before she finally made it home?

At first, she didn’t dare take a taxi home. It was quite far, but she’d attracted enough attention for tonight. Yet the thought of presenting her new labels to a taxi driver aroused her tremendously. A forbidden heat spread between her legs.

How would he react? Would he throw her out in disgust? Would he drool over her? The possibilities danced before her eyes like forbidden promises.

She had to find out.

Ariana made her way to the nearest taxi stand. The streets were almost deserted at this time of day, with only occasional footsteps and distant laughter breaking the silence. When she reached the taxi stand, it was well-lit, with five taxis waiting at the curb. She walked past the first four cars, experimentally wiggling her behind to ensure each driver looked at her backside and read her label. Glancing over her shoulder, she could see dirty grins spreading across their faces—she felt their gazes like physical touches on her skin.

When she reached the last taxi in the row, she leaned over the window and presented her large breasts to the driver. With a slutty smile, she asked him the price for a ride home.

She could immediately see his reaction to her appearance. His eyes traveled from her firm tits upward, and his initially lustful smile transformed into an evil grin as he read the label on her forehead.

Sitting in the back seat of the taxi, she could see the driver’s eyes wandering over her body. She began stroking her hand over her flat stomach to tease him. She caressed her nipples with the long red nails of her index fingers until they nearly burst through the fabric. Then she grabbed the nipples with just the tips of her slutty red nails and squeezed them tightly. She threw her head back and moaned wildly. Finally, she ran her fingers over her crotch until her cameltoe was clearly visible, the wet spot on the fabric clear evidence of her arousal.

Throughout the entire ride, Ariana wondered how the driver managed not to cause an accident, as his eyes were glued to the rearview mirror the whole time. But they arrived at her front door without any critical incidents. The driver asked her how she wanted to pay, almost expecting sexual payment, his voice rough with desire.

Ariana, however, felt too tired. Teasing him had been fun, but she was too sore to satisfy him properly. Her muscles ached from hours of contortions.

She didn’t forget to ask for his name, though. Perhaps the next time she needed a taxi, she would give him the proper reward.

Aaren wasn’t home yet. He was probably lying on his friend’s couch, unconscious from too much beer. Ariana looked in the mirror. Her mouth opened and formed a word. First very quietly, then gradually louder.

“WHORE”

It wasn’t so difficult anymore and came out really easily. A smile spread across her puffy face. She had finally accepted what she was. What she was for Brown and his partners—a little whore they could use as they pleased. And she loved every aspect of it—the money, the satisfaction, the attention. The power she felt when men craved her.

She had been working at the law firm for two months now and couldn’t imagine ever doing anything else again. She serviced the partners after work and looked forward to it all day, her body trembling with anticipation for each new encounter.

By now, the other secretaries not only gossiped about her but openly looked at her with a mixture of envy and aversion—especially when she told them about last Sunday. Harris had taken her to an exclusive country club, and she had to describe every detail to her colleagues. She could almost grasp the envy shooting at her from their eyes. She knew they would all love to be in her place—beautiful, successful, and adored by men. At least that’s what they thought, and Ariana wanted them to continue thinking that and even increase their envy.

After rubbing this news in her colleagues’ faces, she had gone to the ladies’ room and looked in the mirror. This time she saw an elegant face with sparkling, arrogant eyes looking back at her. Quietly, she said the word again.

“Whore”


Chapter 2
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Last Sunday, she had told Aaren that she needed to work overtime. He hadn’t cared since he was planning to meet some of his buddies anyway. He had just nodded and continued drinking his beer, without thinking for a second about what his girlfriend was really up to.

It was the first time Ariana had been to such an exclusive place. Harris had enjoyed showing her off to his friends, as she was by far the most beautiful woman there. He loved the looks they gave her. All those glances spoke the same language. How had he managed to get into her pants? Her skin tingled under these gazes, as if a hundred hands were simultaneously caressing her body.

Her outfit and behavior made her look like a rich bitch, seductive yet unattainable. And she seemed to enjoy this fact by parading provocatively in front of them, swinging her hips exaggeratedly with each step.

If only they knew...

Ariana felt like she had finally come home. The women she met at the club shared the same attitude as her. They loved the same exclusive things and couldn’t stop gossiping about other women. Their voices became a melodic background noise as they chatted about the latest designer dresses and scandals.

They were mostly quite young and good-looking. The only difference between them and her was that they were all married to wealthy businessmen. Something Ariana couldn’t claim for herself. But in the future, anything could happen, right? The thought made her heart beat faster.

After getting married, they spent all their time on the finer things in life and spending their husbands’ money – exactly what Ariana had always dreamed of. Since they had so much in common, the women immediately liked Ariana and accepted her as one of their own. They all considered her the future Mrs. Harris anyway.

The following weekend, Harris took her to the country club again. Aaren still believed her when she told him that the law firm had closed a big deal and she was invited to a company celebration. His indifference was the perfect cover for her escapades.

She had dressed in a white, short designer dress with matching high heels. The day before, she had taken a trip to the nail salon to get a fresh French manicure. She had adorned herself with an expensive necklace, several bracelets, and large hoop earrings. Crowning her outfit, a stylish designer pair of sunglasses rested on her nose. The contrast between her outer elegance and what she did at night excited her more than she wanted to admit.

She looked as sophisticated as imaginable, which perfectly matched her arrogant attitude. Fortunately, Aaren wasn’t interested in such things and didn’t ask questions about how she could afford all of it.

After some time chatting and gossiping with her new friends, Harris had called her over. He was playing billiards with some of his friends. Since he was having a streak of bad luck, he wanted Ariana to bring him some good fortune. He asked if she could assist him with his next shot. She agreed and took the cue from him. As she leaned over the table, she looked at him and saw a smile spreading across his face.

Then she recognized his true plan. As she bent forward, the thin fabric of her dress showed off her curves in all their glory, and the hem of her dress rode up, almost revealing her firm, beautifully tanned buttocks. She could feel his friends’ eyes wandering over her body. She had to admit that this made her slightly aroused, a heat rising within her like a slowly burning flame.

Part of her wanted to wiggle her bottom enticingly and further provoke the men. But another part wanted to remain untouchable to them – the rich bitch they all yearned for but couldn’t have.

This thought excited her even more as she recognized the power she held over them. Unable to concentrate on the shot, she missed it and Harris lost. But nobody really cared. The tension in the room was almost palpable.

He told his friends that he would sit out the next few games and asked Ariana if she would like to take a walk with him. Slightly surprised, she agreed and followed him out of the room, the clicking of her heels on the marble floor echoing through the hallway.

He led her to a small library. It looked like a typical private library with massive dark wooden shelves covering three walls from floor to ceiling. The entire fourth wall – opposite the door – consisted of a huge window with a glass door leading to a balcony. The smell of old leather and paper filled the room.

A man in his fifties was sitting behind a large wooden desk positioned in front of the window. He was reading a newspaper attentively. When he saw the two of them enter, he put the journal aside and stood up. Ariana could see that he was still quite fit for his age, his shoulders broad and his gaze penetrating.

Suddenly, Harris grabbed Ariana by the neck. At first, she wanted to scream, but instinctively knew it was better not to draw attention. He pushed her forward and around the desk until she was bent over the desktop with her backside facing the window. Without waiting for a reaction, Harris unceremoniously pulled the hem of her dress up over her buttocks, presenting her to the unknown man, and ripped off her thong. The cool air brushed against her exposed skin, making her shiver.

“Isn’t that a perfectly shaped ass?” Ariana could hear Harris comment. “It looks even better when it’s glowing red!”

She felt his hand slap her left buttock, instantly reddening it. The sharp pain shot through her body like an electric shock, but she gritted her teeth.

He leaned forward, his hot breath grazing her ear as he whispered, sending shivers down her spine.

“Look up at our friends!”

Harris pulled her up by her dark red hair and turned her around so she could look out the window. The library was on the first floor, which meant nobody from the terrace could see inside. Behind the veranda stretched a driving range that sat on a hill and was thus almost level with the library. Through the huge window front, anyone playing golf and looking back toward the clubhouse could see them.

To her horror, she spotted a group of men standing on the driving range. This realization sent an icy chill down her spine. She could only pray that none of them would look back at the clubhouse at that moment. Her heart hammered against her ribs as panic rose within her.

She was here as a private individual. At this moment, she was the untouchable ice queen everyone longed for. And she didn’t want to change that. Above all, she wanted to become part of the women’s clique she had just met. She couldn’t afford to lose this opportunity.

Ariana pushed herself up, stood upright in front of Harris, and looked him directly in the eyes. Her cheeks glowed with anger, her hands clenched into fists.

“I’m not at work!” she hissed at him. “Today I won’t do what you demand of me.”

Harris burst into roaring laughter. His shoulders shook while he examined her with a superior look.

When he finally responded, his eyes had a malicious gleam.

“You still don’t get it, do you? You’re a whore, you’re OUR whore! You’re always on duty! You do what WE tell you!”

Ariana became furious. She wasn’t in the mood to be ordered around by Harris—not now and not here. Today wasn’t a workday, and on such days she was a lady—not a slut. She wanted to go back and continue gossiping with her new friends. Above all, she didn’t want to risk the image she had just built up.

With eyes flashing with rage, boring into Harris, she growled: “I don’t work here, with all these people I know! I bet Brown knows nothing about this, and he wouldn’t want our deal exposed because you’re playing pimp!”

Harris started laughing again, this time deeper and more menacingly.

“The people YOU know?” he said mockingly, each word like a small needle.

“You only met these people because of me. You’re only here because of me. You don’t want this to be the last time you’re here, do you? You want to see these rich, spoiled bitches again, don’t you?”

When he saw the answer in Ariana’s eyes, he grinned devilishly. Her pupils widened with realization—he had her in his grip.

“This is one of our most important clients. Of course Brown knows about it,” he said, adding decisively: “You don’t want to give a bad impression of our office, do you?”

Ariana tried to argue. She even suggested going back to the office with the client. But Harris wouldn’t listen to her, his voice growing angrier by the second, his face redder.

“If you ever want to see the inside of this club again, you’d better do what I tell you—here and now. Have I made myself clear?!”

Harris had a point. She would never have gained access to this club without him, and she definitely wanted to come back. The exclusivity, the recognition, the feeling of belonging—all of it was intoxicating.

But deep inside, she felt strong resistance. She wasn’t in slut mode, and she knew she didn’t want to get into it today. She was in lady mode, and this was the perfect place for it. Her body stiffened, her lips pressed into a thin line.

Suddenly her thoughts were interrupted as the unknown man began to speak for the first time. His deep voice cut through the tension like a knife.

“You told me she was the perfect slut—corrupted to the core. All I see is a whore with sensitive behavior. I could get that at home.”

At these words, Harris looked at Ariana angrily. Surprisingly, she felt she could also detect a hint of fear in his eyes. His nostrils flared slightly, a fine film of sweat forming on his forehead.

He had no chance to respond as the man approached Ariana. He grabbed her throat with one hand while the other went between her legs. He groped her pussy very roughly, making her cry out—partly from surprise and partly from the sudden raw contact. His fingers dug painfully into her sensitive flesh.

He leaned over to her and almost shouted.

“If you’re a real slut, then you’d better get wet now! Or are you just another spoiled bitch we have no use for?”

Ariana knew she should probably act like the slut she usually enjoyed being. Harris had many good arguments, and she was afraid people might wonder what they were doing all this time.

But her temper got the upper hand. Her blood boiled, her pride rebelled.

She had always been a hot-blooded, passionate person who acted emotionally. She was a lady, and she would not tolerate such treatment. Without thinking, she spat directly in the man’s face. A thin thread of saliva ran down his cheek.

Harris audibly inhaled. The man seemed stunned for a moment, as he hadn’t expected this. His eyes widened before narrowing to thin slits. Then he responded.

Ariana felt a slap across her face. Her head flew to the side, and her cheek immediately burned with stinging pain. Anger flared in her eyes, tears shot into them.

But before Ariana could even react, she was violently turned around and pressed onto the desktop. The man twisted her arms behind her back and held them together with one hand. With the other, he landed a series of blows on her buttocks. The sound echoed through the silent room.

Within a second, her cheeks began to glow, the flesh pulsating under each blow.

“I’ll teach you to behave like a whore!” the man hissed.

“Asshole! You’ll get nothing from me!” Ariana growled back.

She was now so angry that she would have jumped at the man and scratched his eyes out if she’d had the chance. Her fingernails dug into her palms.

Despite the pain, however, she didn’t scream. Her subconscious prevented it. She didn’t want anyone to hear her or find out what was happening here. The thought of being discovered was worse than the pain itself.

“I’ll get nothing from you, little slut?” the man mocked her. “Well, we’ll see about that! For your sake, though, it would be better.”

“Why are you making such a fuss?” Harris asked her with an annoyed sigh. “The faster you do what you’re supposed to, the faster it’ll be over.”

“And you can return to your new friends downstairs,” he added, emphasizing the words “new friends” sarcastically.

“However, if you continue to behave like a spoiled bitch, everything will be over tomorrow. We don’t need useless sluts,” he said sternly, his voice cutting like a knife.

“No more money, no more expensive jewelry shit that you love so much, and no more country club. Hmm, what do you want? You’d better decide quickly!” he continued pressuring her.

Ariana felt a lump in her throat. She didn’t want everything to end. She loved this life. The exclusivity, the recognition, the feeling of belonging. But right now, she was a lady, not a slut!

Still, she would only need to get rid of this mean man. Every woman had to do that from time to time to keep their men in check, right? And afterward, she could go back and chat with her girlfriends as if nothing had happened. She swallowed hard, her resistance crumbling.

“I’ll be a good slut!” she finally gave in and closed her eyes in defeat.

“We’ll see about that,” was all the man responded, unimpressed. “You were a bad whore. And bad whores must be punished!”

“Please!” said Ariana, as fear crept up inside her. “I’ll do whatever you want.”

“Too late, slut!” was the harsh reply. “You’re going to beg me to spank your defiant ass. We’ll see if you’re a good slut then.”

Before Ariana could respond, he added:

“Use your stupid face hole for what it’s meant for and suck Harris’s cock. I won’t stop spanking until his cum decorates your whore face. You’d better prove your worth and suck him off quickly.”

Ariana gritted her teeth. She was beginning to hate this wild man she knew nothing about. His presence radiated an aura of authority. But it was different from Brown or the others. He also gave her a sense of mercilessness and a complete lack of empathy. His cold eyes pierced her like ice picks.

Even though she despised this man to the bone, there was no way out of this situation for her. She had to submit to him. Her body trembled with anger and humiliation.

“P-please, s-spank my ass!” she said in a quiet voice.

“I didn’t hear you, whore!” the man shouted aggressively.

“Please, spank my ass, Sir!” Ariana forced the words out loudly. She just hoped that the group of golfers had gone. Her heart raced as she glanced over her shoulder toward the window.

The first blow hit her and made her cry out. The man was no longer slapping her behind but hitting as hard as he could. Ariana had never felt such pain. Each strike made her skin burn as if it had been doused with boiling water.

Each new blow brought a wave of pain that spread across her behind and sent tears shooting from her eyes. She bit her lower lip. Her entire body wanted to relieve part of the agony by screaming loudly. She had to use all her willpower to reduce it to a whimper. Her nails dug so deeply into her palms that they left small half-moons.

Harris walked around the desk at an extremely slow pace, enjoying the sight of Ariana being degraded from a refined snob to a crying slut getting her ass spanked. His facial expression was a mixture of contempt and arousal.

Ariana knew she couldn’t stay quiet any longer. She would have loved to kill Harris for coming toward her so slowly, knowing exactly how much she was struggling. Each step was an agony of waiting.

When he finally stood in front of her, she hastily tried to push her mouth over his cock. A second before her lips touched his head, he pulled it out of her reach. Ariana whimpered desperately. When Harris’s cock swung in front of her face again, she made another attempt. But Harris’s little game continued as he laughed at her. His member danced in front of her lips, always just out of reach.

The whole time, her behind was being turned into raw flesh. Ariana couldn’t stay quiet anymore. Half begging, half screaming, she asked Harris:

“Please, would you fuck this whore face. PLEASE!”

Harris stroked her head, grinned, and finally placed his cock on her lower lip. She tried to swallow it in one quick movement, but she couldn’t move much since she was still in the man’s vise-like grip. So her head bounced up and down on his stiff member in rhythm with the blows landing on her behind.

Each blow stung harder than the previous one, and soon her behind was dark red and sensitive to the touch from the spanking. Her skin felt like it was on fire.

After some time, Harris grabbed her head and began fucking her mouth like a pussy. Gurgling sounds came from deep in her throat, mixed with moans she couldn’t suppress each time a blow landed on her buttock. Her eyes watered, saliva running down her chin.

Several times, the man’s blows didn’t land on her cheeks but directly on her pussy, making her twitch uncontrollably. It hurt worse than anything else. The pain exploded between her legs like lightning.

Ariana could no longer control her screams. Only the cock in her mouth reduced them to whimpers. Her behind was now completely red and sore. Her cheeks were now completely numb. All she felt was the pain that had spread across her entire behind.

Ariana’s torment seemed endless. After what felt like hours to her, Harris came directly into her throat, giving her no choice but to swallow his entire load. The salty, bitter taste filled her mouth as she desperately gagged.

At the same moment, the blows stopped, and Ariana let out a relieved sigh. Her entire body relaxed for a brief moment.

Suddenly, however, she felt three fingers roughly pushed into her pussy. To her own surprise, her pussy was dripping wet, and the fingers slid in effortlessly. The realization hit her like a slap in the face.

“Wet like a bitch in heat! Seems like you really are a slut!” commented the man with a knowing grin.

All Ariana could do was respond with a deep moan. She was completely confused. How could this happen? How could she get wet from this treatment?

It was the worst pain she had ever felt in her entire life. Her backside throbbed so painfully that she thought she wouldn’t be able to sit for a week. And yet she had become aroused. Her arousal betrayed her, shamed her, confused her.

Was she really just a slut and nothing else? Was this her true self?

No, that wasn’t true, she told herself. How could she get along so well with the other women if she were just a slut?

She was a lady — a lady who could act like a slut and fulfill every man’s perverted dreams — if she wanted to. And sometimes even a lady had to do what a lady had to do. Her body was still trembling as she tried to sort out her conflicting feelings.

The man sensed that she was no longer resisting and released her hands. He thrust three fingers into her sex in a rapid rhythm, causing a wet sound. At the same time, his thumb rubbed roughly over her sensitive spot.

Although — or perhaps precisely because — her loins ached from the blows and were hypersensitive, she felt her body continuing to betray her. She lost all control. Her pelvis began to move and her legs grew weak. Her sounds became more intense with each moment.

Suddenly she heard herself calling out: “Please, Sir! Please let me come! I need to come!”

Her body triumphed over her mind and took the lead. She needed release, no matter how or where.

“So, the bitch wants to come?” the man mocked her, as his fingers slowed down. “Has she earned the right to come?”

“Please!” Ariana responded, now completely submissive. “I’ll do anything you’ve ever dreamed of! Your slave needs to come!”

With her now free hands, she even reached around her backside and spread her labia with her elegantly French-manicured fingers to present her insides invitingly.

In the next moment, a new, piercing pain shot through her. Enormous pressure weighed on her center. The man had rammed his entire hand up to the wrist into her dripping opening and buried it deep inside her. Her wetness offered no resistance to the violent penetration as she was stretched wide.

She had experienced this practice before, but never so deep and merciless. The man moved his hand back and forth, penetrating Ariana’s insides. Her walls tightly enclosed his arm.

Then he formed a fist inside her hot core and tried to pull it out. Her walls stretched widely around his fist but wouldn’t let him out. So he pushed his closed hand back — this time even deeper.

Her loins were extremely sensitive from the previous blows, and the pain reached a completely new dimension. The agony shot directly into Ariana’s head.

She threw her head back and moaned in pain and pleasure simultaneously as she came.

The man, however, gave her no time to catch her breath. He slowly pulled each finger out of her and held his hand in front of Ariana’s face. She had to lick each finger and taste her own essence from it.

After she had completed this task, he grabbed her by the hair and led her out onto the balcony. It was a rather large balcony with a railing that reached up to her waist. On it stood typical balcony furniture — two chairs and a small table.

He turned her so that she faced him and looked directly into his cold eyes. From the corner of her eye, Ariana could see a new group of men on the driving range. They hadn’t noticed the two of them yet, and Ariana couldn’t suppress a relieved sigh.

The man smiled at this, knowing exactly what she was thinking. Then he pressed his mouth against hers and pushed his tongue deep inside.

Ariana was surprised by this, as no client had ever done this before. And she didn’t like it at all — especially not from this unsympathetic man. Yet she knew that resistance was futile.

With one eye on the golf course, she began to return his kiss, her tongue circling his in a playful manner.

He explored her mouth for several minutes and began pushing her dress and bra down, exposing her full, firm breasts. Ariana didn’t like this either, as she wanted to attract as little attention as possible. A woman with exposed breasts on a balcony would sooner or later cause a stir.

The man grabbed each of her ripe curves with one hand and began to massage them roughly. In doing so, he paid no attention to her feelings, but used her only as flesh — as an object of lust.

Ariana felt how this degrading, inconsiderate treatment immediately aroused her again, even though she had just climaxed. He began to knead her full breasts firmly and pressed her flesh together hard. This made her nipples stand out obscenely, hard as diamonds.

After some time, his left hand wandered over her buttocks and kneaded them just as hard, while his right hand remained on her left breast and continued its work. Immediately Ariana was reminded of the blows she had just received. Her cheeks were extremely sensitive and throbbed painfully under his iron grip.

Pain emanating from her backside and pleasure coming from her breasts mixed in her head and made her moan loudly. It surprised her how hot and aroused she was again.

The group on the driving range disappeared from her thoughts, replaced by this new, powerful feeling that she was beginning to love — a fusion of pain and pleasure — more powerful than anything she had ever experienced before.

Suddenly the man stopped working her body, no hand on her breast anymore, no hand on her backside, and no mouth kissing her. He looked into her veiled eyes until she had come back from her high to the balcony.

Then he roared with a grim, stern voice:

“On your knees, slut!”

A shiver ran down Ariana’s spine. He had spoken so loudly that the group of people must have heard it.

In an attempt to disappear from view, she sank to her knees as quickly as possible, opened his zipper, and pulled out his stiff member. Hoping to bring him to climax quickly and end this uncomfortable episode, she took him deep into her mouth in one go.

It wasn’t that simple, however, as his cock was quite large and thick. On her first attempt, she couldn’t take him completely. So she grabbed his buttocks with her hands and pulled him toward her while pressing her face into his groin and swallowing his cock. After three more attempts, she could feel his pubic hair tickling her nose and his testicles resting on her chin.

She continued to swallow his entire length over and over, while the man did nothing and enjoyed how she fucked her own throat as if it were a loose vagina. He only encouraged her with some degrading words.

“Yes, you little puppy, use your mouth! Let me hear you gag. That’s the only sound a worthless whore should make!”

Gurgling sounds emerged from Ariana’s throat. Each time his cock passed the entrance to her throat, she had to gag and force herself to continue going down on his cock. Thick white saliva covered his shaft every time she pulled back.

She could only take him deep a few times. Then she had to take a break to catch her breath briefly and pant loudly before she could continue. This repeated for several minutes.

Since she wasn’t bringing him to climax as quickly as she’d hoped, Ariana tried to enhance his pleasure by pushing her French-manicured index finger into his anus. He let out a moan and enjoyed what she was doing.

When she took another break to take a desperately needed breath, he ordered her to clean the finger that had just been in his anus. While saying this, he patted her head and treated her like a small pet.

Although she had already tasted her own anus on cocks before, somehow it disgusted her to taste this hated man’s anus. But since she was now automatically behaving like a good little slut, she hesitated only briefly.

Her finger with the beautifully manicured nail went to her full cherry-red lips. She licked the tip and made it look as slutty as possible. She could taste the disgusting, bitter smell of his anus as she looked up at the man. Slowly she pushed her finger into her mouth until it was completely inside. When she pulled it out again, it glistened with her saliva, completely cleaned.

This show seemed to further incite the man. He grabbed her hair and forced her to her feet. Then he pushed her onto one of the chairs that stood beside them. He made her kneel on it, with her hands on the backrest. This way, her buttocks protruded high above the balustrade.

Ariana realized that her buttocks were clearly visible from the golf course and tried to push them down to get them out of view.

The man enjoyed her futile attempts to get out of sight. But there was nothing she could do about it. He let her try to take one foot off the chair, only to respond with a stinging slap on her sensitive buttocks. Ariana let out a sound loud enough to be heard on the driving range.

“You’d better stay quiet, or your ass will regret it, whore. I can promise you that this time you won’t remain quiet.”

Ariana gave in and felt his handprint still glowing on her fire-red cheeks. All she could do was hang her head over the backrest to get it out of sight. She only hoped that nobody had recognized her so far.

“Slut, I want to see your fist in that dirty pussy – NOW,” he commanded. “You’d better be wet down there – for your own good, bitch!”

There was no resistance left in Ariana. She just wanted this to be over as quickly as possible. And she had to admit that the man’s ruthless way of treating her – not like a human being, but as a raw fucking object – stimulated her immensely.

Not surprisingly, her pussy was dripping wet, although it still throbbed slightly from the spanking. Since she had been fisted by the man before, her vagina was also quite loose, so she had no problems pushing first three, then four fingers inside.

She was so hot now that even the first light touch of her own fingers sent a tingling wave of lust through her body. She could feel her pussy pulsating and beginning to envelop her fingers. Quickly she pushed her thumb into her hot, dripping hole. There was almost no pain, only pleasure.

Her delight was further enhanced when she heard the man’s voice from behind:

“Good slut. That’s what I want to see. In the end, you don’t seem to be completely useless after all.”

A deep, quiet moan escaped Ariana’s mouth. Excitement and bliss pulsed in every pore of her body, further amplified by his degrading words. Her dripping slit gripped her fist tightly as she drove it deeper into her pussy.

She didn’t like this wild, mean man who immensely enjoyed humiliating her. But at the same time, it was exactly his attitude and behavior that aroused her so much.

Was this what she really needed to get so excited?

She was definitely a slut – even if it was only a part of her. But it was the part that needed relief now. She felt her body anticipating a new wave of pleasure and screaming for an orgasm.

She had to grip the backrest firmly with her free hand to avoid falling off the chair, while her buttocks wiggled uncontrollably and her nipples rubbed roughly against the wooden backrest of the chair. She couldn’t stop moaning anymore, her mind now in a state of bliss.

The man grabbed her hair and forced her to look at him.

“Nice how you’re moaning now – like the bitch you are! Finally, all the boys down there are looking up and seeing how your ass wiggles for them!”

A blush of shame rose to Ariana's face. But at the same time, her nipples stiffened even more. She was so hot and aroused that she couldn't hold back anymore, and another moan escaped her lips.

Then suddenly she let out a loud, piercing scream.

The man had approached her and driven his large, thick tool into her dry rear with full force. Her sphincter had not been prepared for the penetration. Even worse, her sphincter had been tightly closed due to the fist in her pussy.

The thrust was so powerful that her anal ring simply tore. Ariana knew immediately that she would painfully remember this in the coming days.

Pain shot directly into her head, a burning flash that raced along her nerve pathways and shattered her consciousness into a thousand sparks.

The man’s body slapped against her hypersensitive buttocks, a wet, fleshy sound that hung in the air. Each impact added a new, gnawing nuance to the overwhelming sensations, a wave that propagated through her entire body.

The pain from her behind and her cheeks merged into a single, pulsating fire. At the same time, the pleasure from her fisted pussy and her rear merged with the pain into a symphony of senses that exploded in her head like a thousand flashes of ecstasy, a firework of sensations that distorted her perception.

“Ahhhhh....ahhhhh!” was all Ariana could produce, her breath catching, her voice breaking. She was experiencing a completely new, unknown sensation that burst her entire mind and drove her to the edge of consciousness.

Never before had she been so filled, so completely occupied. With a fist in her pussy and this thick, large cock in her behind, she was overfilled, stretched to her limits. Her pussy clung tightly to her fist and tried to push it out, a desperate fight against the overstimulation. Yet unconsciously, she continued to work her pussy, her fingers moving on their own, until her labia shimmered bright pink and glistened with wetness.

Meanwhile, the man hammered wildly at her behind, his breath a gasping rasp. He rammed her trembling rear as hard as possible, each thrust an assault on her senses. Her buttocks burned and ached more with each slap of his body against her back, the skin tightening and glowing. He even began to dig his fingers into her soft flesh, leaving white impressions that immediately turned red and intensified the burning.

Ariana was reduced to a trembling mass of flesh, a bundle of nerve endings and sensations. There was nothing left except this new sensation – stronger than any feeling she had ever experienced before. It consumed her entire being and completely blinded everything else, erasing every thought, every memory.

And Ariana came.

She came with such force that it almost threw her off the chair, her body tensing like a bow. Shivers ran up and down her spine, electrical impulses that jolted through her, while she couldn’t stop coming. The man tore into her behind with fury for another ten minutes, his face contorted into a grimace, and Ariana kept coming again and again, wave after wave breaking over her. She was in an almost delirious state, pure ecstasy flooding her body, making every cell vibrate.

“Ahhhh....Yesss! Just like that! Ohhhh fuuuuck!” she screamed, her voice hoarse and strange in her own ears.

Finally, the man could no longer hold back. With one last thrust, he buried his tool in her behind and shot a massive load of sperm deep into her intestine, his body twitching and trembling against hers.

When his flesh had emptied the entire contents of his testicles, he withdrew from her rear, a wet sound accompanying the process. Despite the fist in her pussy, her loosened anal ring gaped obscenely, a dark hole that slowly contracted.

Ariana’s ecstasy had continued to build and now needed final relief. It was like an itch deep inside her that she couldn’t scratch herself, a burning desire. She had to come or go crazy.

“Please, Sir! I need to come again. Release this bitch! Please,” she begged, her voice trembling with desperation.

In response to her pleading, the man grabbed her arm, his fingers digging into her skin. He rammed it deep into her, driving her forearm into her pussy, the muscles giving way, stretching impossibly wide. Her fist hit bottom and slammed hard against her innermost part, hitting a spot that no one had ever touched before.

And the world stood still. With a loud moan, Ariana’s orgasm exploded, her eyes rolling back. But it was more than just an orgasm. It was an earth-shattering wave of pure bliss that captured every fiber of her being.

It took several minutes for Ariana to come to her senses, her consciousness slowly returning like a tide. After she had slowly pulled her fingers out of her slit, a sucking sound accompanying the movement, the man spread her buttocks. Her pussy hole and her anal canal were gaping so wide that they looked like deep, dark tunnels, her muscles too exhausted to close.

“Now those are gaping holes! Guess the fuck meat is useless now!” he commented, his voice cold and indifferent.

Ariana couldn’t hear him, however. Her mind was still reeling and couldn’t comprehend the lustful frenzy she had just experienced, too overwhelmed by the aftermath.

“Show me that you’re a real slut and get that sperm from your ass into your whore mouth!” the man commanded next, his voice hard and commanding.

Ariana raised her eyebrows cheekily, her senses slowly returning. A lascivious smile danced on her lips, pulling up the corners of her mouth. She knew she was a dirty slut. And she loved proving this to men and amazing them again and again, exceeding their limits.

She remembered the last time she had eaten sperm from her behind, a vague image in her memory. She would never forget the taste, salty and bitter at the same time. But that day seemed like an eternity ago. Back then, it appeared like an act that only the lowest and dirtiest whore would perform, something forbidden and shameful. She hadn’t known anything then about the immense power that a slut possessed over men. And about the enormous satisfaction that a slut could draw from male attention, the feeling of control.

Since then, she had even sucked cocks that came directly from her behind, had broken the taboos that once bound her. So it wasn’t so special anymore, was it? Just another boundary she had crossed.

Why was she hesitating then? Why wasn't she moving? Her muscles seemed frozen.

“Are you a slut or not?” the repulsive man asked again, looking at her with his cold, emotionless eyes that seemed like black holes.

Ariana realized it wasn't the act itself that made her hesitate. It was her deep-rooted aversion to this cruel man. She had felt a profound antipathy toward him from the first moment she saw him, something about him repelled her.

She loved acting slutty for men, fulfilling their fantasies, but somehow she didn't want to please this person, didn't want to give him power over her.

Nevertheless, she had almost made it through this ordeal, hadn't she? There was just one more step to take, one final act of submission. And sometimes a slut has to do what a slut has to do, surrender to her fate.

Still kneeling on the chair, her knees aching from the hard wood, she held her hand with the long, French-manicured nails under her backside while pushing with all her might, her abdominal muscles tensing. Her bottom trembled with the effort. She had to push so hard that the red, angry flesh behind her loose anal ring became visible, pulsating and swollen. Farting sounds echoed, another moment of humiliation.

With her eyes closed in shame, Ariana felt her heart skip a beat at this new humiliation, her pulse racing in her ears.

With a wet slurp, the sticky semen finally poured onto her hand, warm and viscous. Looking at her fingers, she could see that the sticky sauce had already turned slightly yellowish, a sight that almost turned her stomach.

She raised her hand, tilted her head back and opened her mouth, her lips trembling slightly. Slowly she let the slimy, dirty mass drip into her mouth, watching as threads formed between her hand and her lips.

It didn't taste as disgusting as expected, a surprise amid the humiliation. It had the musky, bitter taste she had grown accustomed to by now – just with a sticky, salty note that lingered on her tongue.

The lascivious smile appeared on her face again, a mask of control. She had proven it once more – she was a slut through and through, could cross any boundary.

When she looked at the man, her smile immediately disappeared, as if wiped away. The mere sight of him was enough to dampen her mood, made her feel dirty.

“Don't swallow, whore!” he commanded before she could swallow the disgusting cream, his voice allowing no contradiction.

Then he was gone, disappearing through the door.

Suddenly applause erupted from the driving range, a sound that snapped her out of her state. An ice-cold shiver ran down Ariana’s spine, making the fine hairs on her neck stand up as she heard men cheering and clapping, their voices carrying through the air.

She wanted to rush into the house, to hide, but she was too exhausted to follow the man, her legs like pudding. So she stayed where she was, keeping her head lowered and out of sight, trying to make herself invisible.

A few moments later, Harris stepped onto the balcony and told her it was time to go, his voice sounding muffled in her ears. She had completely forgotten his presence, suppressed in the chaos of sensations.

“Still got that cum in your whore mouth? Tastes good?” he asked sarcastically, a mocking grin on his face.

Ariana just glared at him and nodded, her eyes flashing with anger. The bitter taste had unfolded in her mouth, spreading across her tongue, and it made her nauseous, a wave of sickness rising within her. She wanted to spit it out or at least swallow it – just get rid of it, erase the last trace of this humiliation.

Harris took her arm, supported her and helped her out of the room and down the stairs, his grip firm but not rough. Her legs were still quite wobbly, nearly giving way with each step. Ariana was glad she had sunglasses with her, hiding the smeared mascara, the black tears that had run down her cheeks.

But at the moment, she was only thinking about the sticky slime in her mouth, which lay on her tongue like a foreign object. She had to suppress her gag reflex, her throat constricting, and thus couldn’t speak, couldn’t form words.

As she came downstairs, Ariana tried to look at the floor, hoping no one would recognize her from the balcony, her face hidden behind a curtain of hair. In the entrance hall, they encountered the group of women she had chatted with earlier as they were getting ready to leave, their voices sounding cheerful and carefree.

As they passed by them, one of the women approached Ariana, her face showing genuine concern, and asked with a kind, caring voice:

“We hope you’re feeling better now. It was a hot, muggy day that got to all of us. Hopefully the nap did you good.”

Ariana realized that Harris must have gone downstairs during her encounter with the unknown man and told the women this made-up story, a lie to save face.

She almost wanted to thank them, her lips parting slightly, but with a shudder she remembered the semen still waiting in her mouth. To avoid opening her mouth, she just nodded and looked exhausted, which she didn’t even have to pretend, the exhaustion sitting deep in her bones. As she stood before the woman, Ariana felt a gag coming on as the semen burned in her mouth like acid. She knew she couldn’t hold it back much longer and felt it almost leaking out, a drop forming in the corner of her mouth.

“She’s still quite weak,” Harris came to her rescue at the last second, inserting himself between her and the woman.

As he led her away from the group, he had to chuckle, a quiet, malicious sound.

“Didn’t you want to show them your little gift?” he whispered to her, his breath grazing her ear. “Too bad, it’s already leaking out!”

Ariana’s horrified look, her eyes widening in panic, made him chuckle even more, amused by her fear.

“Hehe, they didn’t see it – I think.”

When they finally reached his car, the cool air from the air conditioning a blessing, he said:

“Now you can swallow.”

At last she could swallow it down, the disgusting lump sliding down her throat. When it was gone, Ariana let out a sigh, her shoulders relaxing. She looked at Harris and said:

“Thank you!”

Was it for his help in preserving her image? Or for allowing her to swallow? Either way, it was completely sincere, coming from the bottom of her heart. But hadn’t he been the one responsible for the entire ordeal she had to endure today? Wasn’t he responsible for her fear of being caught, for her humiliation?

All the way home, Ariana couldn’t stop thinking about the rapture of ecstatic bliss she had just experienced, which still echoed through her body. And about the mean man who had caused it, whose face she would never forget.


Chapter 3
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It was an ordinary week at the law firm of Brown, Clark & Partners. Nothing unusual was happening and everyone was minding their own business – everyone except for a certain secretary.

Ariana’s experience at the country club haunted her like a persistent shadow. With each passing day, her paranoia grew, as if every glance in her direction carried a silent judgment. The thought that any club member might identify her as the woman from the balcony left her waking up in cold sweats at night. But was this fear justified or merely a product of her overactive imagination?

The weekend came, and Harris had no use for her. She couldn’t summon the courage to ask him for a return to the club. So she fed her uncertainty like a hungry beast that grew larger with each passing day.

The following week, these thoughts ate at her like acid. Once again, the weekend passed without Harris requiring her services, though his knowing grin at her cautious inquiry spoke volumes.

Saturday dragged on endlessly. Ariana wandered aimlessly through boutiques, fingering expensive fabrics, trying on shoes – her proven therapy against tormenting thoughts. But today, the hoped-for distraction failed to materialize. The uncertainty clung to her like a wet coat.

On Sunday, something finally broke inside her. The ambiguity was no longer bearable. With trembling hands, she reached for her car keys.

Ariana drove to the country club alone.

She had no idea what awaited her there. Not even if they would let her in at all. Nevertheless, she needed certainty.

She parked Aaren’s rusty car discreetly on a side street and made a mental note to finally purchase a vehicle befitting her status with her next paycheck. With each step toward the imposing clubhouse, her pulse quickened until she could feel the throbbing in her throat.

At the entrance, she spotted one of her new acquaintances. For a brief moment, Ariana considered fleeing, but then forced her feet forward. With the uncertainty of a schoolchild, she mumbled a greeting and held her breath while waiting for a reaction that could seal her fate.

But nothing unusual happened. The woman greeted Ariana with the customary embrace and immediately started chattering as if nothing had occurred. No reproachful glance, no whispered insinuations.

Ariana followed her inside as if in a trance, while the woman’s torrent of words never ceased for a moment. The doorman merely nodded politely as the two elegant ladies entered the marble foyer. As they passed him, Ariana noticed his gaze lingering on her well-shaped behind – a small confirmation that brought a self-satisfied smile to her lips.

After her companion had thoroughly ranted about the outrageous salespeople from the day before, she lowered her voice conspiratorially. The hottest gossip in the club revolved around a couple who allegedly had uninhibited sex on a balcony – displayed for anyone with eyes and ears to witness.

With theatrical indignation, the woman repeatedly insisted that such degenerate individuals should be immediately expelled from the exclusive club. Nevertheless, neither she nor the other ladies present could stop dissecting every salacious detail.

With careful questions, Ariana tried to discover if there were rumors about the identity of those involved. To her immense relief, no one had been able to identify the couple.

Naturally, the women immediately began to speculate. The sophisticated game of gossip took its course, names were whispered, possibilities weighed. To Ariana’s surprise, her name didn’t appear in any of the speculations. Harris’s story about the dizzy spell had apparently been accepted as truth by everyone.

A feeling of relief flooded through her, more intense than ever before in her life. Freed from her fear, she threw herself into the gossip game with newfound lightness.

During the past two weeks, Ariana had been plagued not only by concerns about her reputation but also by the new sensations she had experienced for the first time. This unknown dimension of lust had lodged itself within her like a parasite. A constant craving for male attention and physical fulfillment accompanied her every step. This sexual desire had slumbered within her before, but now it blazed like an uncontrollable fire. Nothing seemed able to extinguish the embers between her thighs, which were repeatedly rekindled by her insatiable mind.

Parallel to this, another need had developed – the hunger for recognition and admiration from the privileged, wealthy women of the country club. She thirsted for their attention with the same intensity as for sexual gratification.

The permanent desire of her body for attention – both sexual and social – had led her to a realization: This was what she was made for. This was her destiny – to be a whore who captivated every man, who embodied extreme arousal and fulfilled perverse fantasies, while simultaneously playing the untouchable ice queen who was never truly attainable for any man. The best of both worlds, united in one person – in her.

To celebrate her successful weekend, Ariana began to provoke the other secretaries even more deliberately. She adorned herself with increasingly expensive necklaces, bracelets, and designer dresses. She could practically taste the envy of her colleagues whenever she rushed past them or engaged in brief conversation.

But Ariana didn’t care. She no longer needed their friendship; she had found other allies. She only wanted to savor their jealousy like a delicious wine.

The following week passed as uneventfully as the previous two, until Thursday arrived.

On that day, she wore a white blouse with a neckline deep enough to provide a glimpse of her black bra and present her voluptuous décolletage in all its glory. Her precious sterling silver necklace sparkled, complemented by the matching wide bracelet. She was well aware that this expensive jewelry seemed inappropriate for a secretary, but that only intensified her colleagues’ envy in an intoxicating way.

A short, tight-fitting black miniskirt emphasized her seemingly endless, well-shaped legs and her round, firm behind. As the crowning touch, she balanced on black 5-inch stilettos that most women couldn’t even stand in, let alone walk.

After lunch break, Brown summoned her to his office – an unusual occurrence before the close of business.

As she entered the room, her heart pounded noticeably in her throat. What did he have planned for her today? She felt an anticipatory tingling between her legs that intensified with each step.

She stood motionless in front of his massive desk, waiting for his reaction. At first, he seemed not to notice her, and an oppressive silence spread through the room, unsettling Ariana. Then he looked up at her with an unyielding expression and said in a tone that brooked no argument:

“I’ve heard about your little escapades at the country club.”

Ariana inwardly flinched. Of all possible topics, he had to bring up this one? It had been over two weeks, and Harris had assured her that Brown was in the know.

“Harris told me that you knew about the client,” she defended herself with a slightly trembling voice.

“I’m not talking about him. I’m talking about you and your behavior,” Brown retorted with cutting sharpness. “So you enjoy playing the high-class bitch, don’t you?”

Ariana sensed the conversation taking a dangerous turn. She opened her mouth to respond but was interrupted by Brown’s imperious hand gesture.

“I think it’s time you were shown your place in this office.”

Without rising from his seat, he suddenly gave an unmistakable command:

“Get on all fours, whore!”

Ariana was startled by the brutality of this instruction, but instinctively knew that resistance was futile. She had become so accustomed to following orders that her body reacted before her mind could intervene. Within seconds, she was kneeling on the cold parquet floor, looking up submissively at Brown.

She felt her short skirt sliding up over her bare buttocks, exposing her uncovered sex to anyone who might enter the room. She wasn’t wearing a thong—a violation of office rules that she was very aware of.

With a mixture of shame and arousal, she noticed how her boss’s commanding tone had caused her most intimate juices to flow. Her slit already glistened wet in the subdued light of the office.

“Crawl under the desk and do the job you’re paid for!” he barked with an authority that tolerated no contradiction.

Ariana needed no further instructions. It was her job, her calling, her passion.

When she reached Brown’s muscular legs under the desk, she set to work with feverish desire. Her excitement was so overwhelming that she nearly tore his pants in her eagerness to access his impressive, pulsating cock. With her tongue, she savored the entire length of his erect shaft. From there, she moved to his full testicles. She circled them with her supple tongue until they glistened with her saliva like polished marbles. Then she sucked both into her warm mouth while her hand rhythmically massaged his stiff shaft.

The involuntary trembling of Brown’s legs told her that he was thoroughly enjoying her artful performance. A triumphant smile played around her lips as she finally sucked his throbbing cock deep into her mouth. Her velvety lips enclosed the swollen head, pressing her mouth against it until it touched the entrance to her throat.

In the moment she leaned further into Brown’s groin to let his mighty rod slide into her throat, she heard the unmistakable sound of the door opening.

Instantly, the hair on the back of her neck stood up. The other secretaries! She had completely forgotten that they were still in the office working.

Brown showed no reaction to the visitor. Ariana instinctively tried to curl up under the desk to hide herself as best she could. Nevertheless, she was painfully aware that her legs must be visible to anyone entering. Her entire body tensed in fearful anticipation of what would follow.

She heard heavy footsteps echoing on the parquet floor. It wasn’t the typical clicking of women’s heels, but rather the dull tread of men’s shoes. Increasingly confused, Ariana continued to suck on Brown’s cock as if in a trance.

Then a throat-clearing broke the silence. A male voice!

“Excuse me, your secretary told me you wanted to receive this package personally.”

Ariana didn’t know whether to be relieved. It wasn’t one of her colleagues, but it wasn’t a partner of the firm either. It was a complete stranger!

“Excellent! I’ve been waiting for it!” Brown replied to the courier with a calmness as if he weren’t currently receiving oral pleasure under his desk.

The man cleared his throat again.

“I need your signature.”

Brown made no move to stand up. Instead, he placed his hand on Ariana’s head and held her firmly on his cock. Obviously enjoying the situation to the fullest, he deliberately took his time with his answer.

“Of course, could you please place the touchscreen on my desk?”

Ariana’s heart raced like a trapped animal in her chest as the consequence of this request became clear to her. The courier would have to come directly to the desk to hand Brown the device. There was no escape for her. He would inevitably see her kneeling under the desk—if he hadn’t already.

All of Ariana’s senses were on high alert, and yet she continued to suck on Brown’s pulsating member as if hypnotized. Suddenly she almost choked when Brown said to the delivery man with undisguised audacity:

“I know there’s a slut kneeling under my desk. Actually, she’s giving me a blowjob right now. I’m about to cum all over her face. Do you want to see her decorated slut face?”

At that moment, he roughly pushed Ariana away from his cock. His member twitched violently and discharged in several powerful spurts. The first jet hit her forehead like a white brand, the following ones spread across her cheeks like an obscene decoration.

An icy shiver ran down Ariana’s spine. What was Brown trying to accomplish with this humiliation? Was this a carefully orchestrated plan?

She had little time for these thoughts, however, as Brown brutally pulled her forward by her hair. Her body instinctively wanted to resist, but there was no escape. Ariana had to crawl forward and emerged from under the desk like a captured animal.

Brown grabbed her chin with an iron grip, forced her to her feet, and turned her around. She found herself looking directly into the stunned face of the courier.

He stood there frozen, his mouth slightly open, staring at this breathtakingly beautiful young woman with flaming red hair who could have looked like a glamour model—if not for the semen slowly running down her face.

As Ariana examined the man more closely, she realized he was anything but attractive. Honestly, he was miles away from any conventional beauty standard. Although quite tall, he appeared gaunt and scrawny. His dark hair hung greasy and unkempt over his unshaven face. His skinny forearms were covered with cheap, blurry tattoos. In his overall appearance, he embodied the prototype of a washed-up trailer park resident.

At first, Ariana was too shocked to move. Then she instinctively raised her hand to wipe the sticky semen from her face – only to be stopped by Brown’s caustic tone.

“What did I tell you at the hotel?”

Ariana remembered his words with frightening clarity.

“A cheap whore like me doesn’t wipe off the gifts she receives, but proudly shows them to everyone,” she recited in a submissive voice, while having to summon all her willpower not to look down at the floor in shame.

The courier’s eyes grew even wider, and she noticed a bulge forming in his pants.

Ariana felt boundlessly humiliated in front of this worker. She was used to being treated as a slut by Brown and his wealthy, influential business partners. But this was the first time since her performance at the strip club that she was being presented as a whore to an average guy.

Somehow it felt different – even more degrading. It had always been her goal to escape the world of trailer parks. She had thought she’d made it. But now she stood here being humiliated in front of this lowlife.

“This is our office whore,” Brown announced. “She’s constantly horny! So we help her satisfy her lust.”

As he examined Ariana, he added: “I guess she’s incredibly turned on right now. I bet she’d be happy if you helped her do something about it.”

Ariana knew exactly what Brown intended. Whether she wanted to or not, he would have his way, so she joined his game and asked lustfully:

“Please, sir, could you help this slut? Please, fuck this whore!”

With a frivolous smile at the courier, she continued: “I’ll be your dirty toy!”

This guy seemed like such a creep that she immediately felt deep antipathy. However, it was her job to play the slut for Brown. And in an inexplicable way, it aroused her.

She had to admit that Brown knew exactly how to manipulate a slut’s mind. She felt her pussy tingling with excitement. It always amazed her how much such humiliation aroused her.

The courier was completely baffled and looked back and forth between Ariana and Brown. He seemed to be wondering whether these two people were making fun of him or if they actually meant what they said.

“Do you want to see my dripping wet pussy?” Ariana added to convince the guy of the authenticity of this situation.

She turned around and slowly opened the zipper of her tight miniskirt. With seductive hip swaying, she let the skirt slide down her long, slender legs. Still with her back to the courier, she stepped out of it. Then she unbuttoned her blouse and pulled down her bra so that her full breasts protruded. Slowly she let the blouse slide over her shoulders while looking back at the guy with a lasciviously raised eyebrow.

Finally, she let the blouse fall to the floor. Now she stood completely naked except for her black stockings and high heels. Then she bent forward until her arms rested on Brown’s desk and spread her legs wide. Now all her charms were fully visible to the man standing behind her. Through her obscenely spread legs, he could see her firm, large breasts hanging from her chest while simultaneously viewing her wet slit and tight behind.

The next moment, Brown was standing beside her. He drove two fingers directly into her wet pussy, making Ariana moan loudly.

“This is first-class pussy you’re getting!” he said to the courier.

“And the ass is even better!” he added as he pulled his two fingers out of Ariana’s slit and rammed them directly into her tight asshole.

Ariana responded with an even louder moan. She was being treated like a pure piece of fuck meat, and it only intensified the desire in her pussy.

A slap on her left buttock brought her back as Brown told her:

“I need to get back to work. But first I need to give this young man some advice. So go, get your coat and come back!”

For the moment, Ariana was completely baffled. What was she supposed to do? She must have misunderstood him. Did he want her to walk down the hallway stark naked? That couldn’t be true!

But the answer came promptly as Brown yelled at her:

“Didn’t you hear me? Get your coat! And I don’t want to see any clothes underneath it.”

Slowly Ariana straightened up and walked to the door. She still didn’t know what to do. The risk of other secretaries seeing her naked was immense. She couldn’t risk it!

Hesitantly she stood at the door and didn’t dare to open it.

“Whore!” was Brown’s final admonition.

That got Ariana moving. She had no choice anymore. There had never been a choice for her. Her boss had made a decision and she had to follow it, whether she liked it or not.

With a pounding heart, she opened the door. The hallway was empty. All she could do was hope that no secretary would cross her path.

As quickly as possible in her 5-inch stilettos, she went to the coat room in record time. There she got her coat and slipped into it. It was an expensive black leather coat that ended just above the knees and was tightly fitted.

She didn’t know what Brown had in mind, but she couldn’t understand why he wanted her to wear her coat with nothing underneath.

She knew she would have to fuck this ugly piece of scum—or rather, be fucked by him. But why did she need the coat?

For once, she was glad none of her colleagues had seen her. But she knew the day was far from over.

Back in Brown's office, she saw both men smiling mischievously at her. Knowing Brown by now, Ariana opened her coat without being asked, displaying her nakedness.

“You haven’t had lunch yet,” Brown said to her. “So this young man will accompany you to a restaurant.”

“Show him a good time! And don’t forget that he’s in charge. You do everything he tells you!” he added before turning around, taking his seat behind his desk, and returning to work.

Ariana was perplexed again. He wanted her to go out with this guy! She had sworn never to date such trailer trash again!

And what if one of her friends ran into her? What would they think? She could never explain it to them. Everything she had built up over the last few weeks would be destroyed.

Every pore of her body strongly resisted. And worse still, she definitely did not want to have lunch with this repulsive man!

Once again, a slap on her buttocks brought her to her senses. This time, the delivery man left his handprint on her behind and said:

“Let’s go, whore!”

Once again, the word “whore” worked like a trigger that set her in motion. She wanted this episode to be over as quickly as possible. She grabbed the delivery man’s hand, turned around, and pulled him along with her.

From behind her back, she heard Brown advising him: “Remember, she’s a real fuck slut. You need to take her like a dirty, rotten whore!”

With her eyes closed, a soft moan escaped Ariana.

They had to wait a few moments in front of the elevator. Meanwhile, the entrance door opened. The secretaries were returning from lunch, and in their fitness frenzy, they had taken the stairs. With a sigh, Ariana realized that none of them could have seen her walking naked down the corridor.

She just hoped they wouldn’t look too closely at the delivery man. She didn’t want rumors spreading around the office.

Finally, the elevator reached their floor. But before she could step in, she heard one of her colleagues say:

“Enjoy your lunch!”

Automatically, Ariana turned to her and replied with a “Thank you.”

Then she was in the elevator. And she realized that Brown’s semen was still on her face.

“A whore proudly shows her gifts to everyone!” echoed in her head.

Her heart stopped for a second. Had the secretary seen the stuff? Had she recognized what it was?

Ariana couldn’t say for certain. She could only pray they hadn’t seen it. It had been quite dark in the corridor and she had only turned briefly, Ariana told herself to calm down. She couldn’t deal with that now anyway. She had other things to take care of.

She had to fuck this sleazy trailer trash. She even had to go out with him in public. And she had to do everything he wanted. There was no way out; this man disgusted her. She didn’t even want to think about the dirty thoughts that must be running wild in his head.

But that was her job, wasn’t it? In every job, you had to overcome unpleasant situations if you wanted to be good at it. And she was absolutely certain that she was the best office whore of all time!

As a private person, she stood far above this scum. But as an office whore, it was her job to satisfy every man.

She looked at the shabby face of the delivery man. With a lustful gleam in her eyes, she asked:

“Do you want me to eat the cum? I’d love to taste it!”

These words surprised even herself. Ariana wondered how she could act so slutty toward such unworthy scum. She was used to better men—she deserved better men!

She scraped the drying stuff together with her French-manicured long fingernails and made a show of slowly licking them clean. Next, she opened her mouth to show him the white cream that had collected on her tongue. After a big swallow, she opened her mouth again. Everything was gone.

As they exited the elevator, the two went directly onto the street. Ariana looked around wearily, hoping not to see any of her friends on the street. Occasionally, she met them for lunch at one of those girly restaurants. That’s why she led the delivery man to a restaurant she wouldn’t visit with her friends.

Throughout their entire walk, the delivery man’s hand wandered over her behind. Ariana had to fight the urge to slap his hand away. She didn’t want to draw attention, and she knew he was in charge. Nevertheless, she looked at him with a snobbish glance of disgust. The gleam in her eyes clearly showed the delivery man that she didn’t consider them to be on the same social level.

It was a sunny day at the beginning of spring. It wasn’t really warm anymore, but the sun still had some of its power left. Finally, they found a small Italian restaurant with tables still set up outside. It wasn’t raining today, and Ariana was very grateful for that.

What would she have done if this guy had pushed her inside? What would she have done if he had forced her to take off her coat?

Before the waiter came to take their orders, the delivery man, who finally told her his name was Joe, leaned over to Ariana and ordered her to loosen her belt so that her coat could open a little.

“Let him see your big fuck tits, slut!” Joe confirmed with an evil grin.

Ariana did as he wished, although she didn’t like the direction this lunch seemed to be taking. She had never exposed herself in public before. And she didn’t plan to do it now—especially not in a restaurant so close to her workplace and definitely not to please this disgusting sleazeball.

She could almost hear the mocking comments from the other guests. She could almost feel their disdainful glances. She felt like the dirtiest slut, and this thought brought back the tingling in her clitoris.

She loosened her belt and let her tight leather coat slide open a little. A triangle of her impressive round bust became visible, and from above, one could look deep into her voluptuous cleavage.

Finally, the waiter approached their table, and Ariana immediately got a bad impression of the restaurant. He was a small, pudgy person. His impressive belly strained the shirt he was wearing. The buttons looked as if they might pop off at any moment. His head was round like a bowling ball with stringy hair that, despite his age of barely thirty, was already thinning. And he was sweating profusely, making his shirt appear soaked and greasy.

Overall, an appearance that disgusted Ariana even more than Joe!

At first, he didn’t notice Ariana at all when he stopped at their table, as he was engrossed in his notepad. But when she placed her order, he looked up and his eyes widened.

He seemed to have completely forgotten his profession, his eyes glued to her décolleté.

From the corner of her eye, Ariana noticed that Joe was thoroughly enjoying the situation.

“Bastard!” she thought to herself.

She didn’t know what repulsed her more. The joy of this sleazy scum forcing her to behave like a slut, or the open lustfulness of this fat man.

Somehow she had to admit that the admiration from this pot-bellied man aroused her. Nevertheless, he looked so repulsive that it sent shivers down her spine.

After a few moments, which seemed like an eternity to Ariana, Joe finally raised his voice to place his own order, which snapped the chubby waiter out of his trance.

When he had disappeared, Joe leaned back with a devilish grin.

“What a beautiful fuck slut we have here! And I’m going to enjoy everything she has to offer!”

With a shudder, she realized that she’d better not think about what this scum had in store for her.

Out of the blue, she surprised herself by saying:

“Please, test this bitch’s limits! She’ll be a good whore for you!”

A fire ignited in Ariana’s loins as she heard herself purr these degrading words. She knew that her lust would make her do anything for this guy, even though he disgusted her beyond measure. This realization only fueled her desire more. Deep inside, she knew she was eagerly anticipating further humiliation.

When the waiter returned with their food, Joe made Ariana push her chair back. He wanted her to hike up her coat and display her well-shaped thighs. By now, Ariana was so aroused that she increased the frivolity of the situation by invitingly running her fine, French-manicured hand over the smooth skin of her thighs.

As he approached them, the waiter had eyes only for Ariana—or rather, for her slender naked legs. After placing their food on the table, he repeatedly asked if they had any other wishes, trying to stay there as long as possible. The entire time, his eyes were glued to Ariana’s enormous bust.

Ariana was so horny that she could barely enjoy her food, as her slit demanded all her attention. She constantly had to concentrate on eating to prevent her hand from wandering to her dripping crevice.

During the meal, the two didn’t talk much. But even those few words were enough to deepen Ariana’s impression that Joe not only looked lower class but also behaved like a total sleazeball.

Her mind was still gnawing at the thought of having to fuck this grimy guy. The idea still didn’t fit her self-image of being a slut for wealthy businessmen at work and a refined lady in private life.

But her body told her the opposite. Her dripping slit longed for the humiliation of being fucked like a common whore. And unconsciously, she rubbed her legs together to ease the itching in her pussy.

This didn’t escape Joe’s notice. After finishing his meal, he leaned forward and said:

“Come on, slut, your pussy needs some stretching! I want to see three fingers in there!”

Automatically, Ariana looked around. At the moment, all the other guests seemed absorbed in their meals or conversations.

They would definitely notice her indecent behavior, wouldn’t they? They would be thrown out of the restaurant, wouldn’t they?

She didn’t personally know any of those present, but still, this was simply too risky, wasn’t it? Her slit told her something else.

And what would Joe do if she didn’t obey his commands? He didn’t seem particularly empathetic. He would come up with something even more obscene!

So she lasciviously raised her left eyebrow and provocatively sucked her index finger between her lush, full red lips. Again, she moved away from the table and spread her legs shamelessly to present her smooth-shaven pussy to the sleazy messenger.

Since they were sitting at one end of the terrace right next to the building, Joe’s back concealed most of her. But the tables on the other side provided a clear view of her.

Slowly, she guided her fingers to the center of her burning lust. When she finally pressed her index finger against her hot clit, she had to throw her head back and suppress a loud moan. She gently scratched at her labia with her French-manicured nails before finally pushing two fingers inside. This time, a soft groan escaped her.

From the corner of her eye, she could see that none of the other guests had noticed yet. They were too absorbed in their meals and conversations.

But then her gaze wandered further to the sidewalk. And suddenly her heart sank. There stood a woman she knew from the country club, looking for a free table!

As she watched the woman take a seat with her husband, Joe gave her another command. At first, she didn’t even notice him. But then he repeated his command in a loud, stern voice.

“Your pussy needs another finger, slut!”

Ariana’s eyes darted to the side, checking each table. Had they heard his words?

No one showed any reaction except for an old white-haired man who gave her a knowing look. Automatically, she winked at him slutishly, letting him know that he had understood the words perfectly correctly.

Then her eyes wandered further. Had her friend noticed? She was one of the biggest gossips Ariana knew. By tomorrow, every member of the Country Club would know about it! Fortunately, she wasn’t showing any reaction yet.

Ariana sighed audibly. She definitely couldn’t risk being caught by a club member. Nevertheless, she slid forward a few more inches on the chair and spread her legs even wider. Then she pushed a fourth finger into her hot, dripping pussy and began moving them in and out.

She could see the old man staring directly at her and starting to fidget in his chair before drawing his buddy’s attention to the slutty display. Next, two pairs of eyes were magnetically fixed on her obscenely opened slit. Ariana could almost see the drool beginning to run from their mouths, which gave her another lustful kick.

Still, she hadn’t drawn her friend’s gaze. But the fear of being caught added another sensation to her dripping pussy.

Finally, the waiter came with the bill. Even from a distance, she could notice his greedy eyes crawling up her legs to her open crotch. A shudder reminded her of his ugliness.

When he finally reached their table, Ariana was still working her fingers in and out of her pussy. He was greeted by Joe like an old buddy. Then the sleazy delivery guy made Ariana’s blood freeze when he asked:

“Do you like the slut fingering her pussy?”

“What a filthy whore!” exclaimed the waiter.

In the following minute, Joe engaged him in a conversation about the slut’s pussy and what they would do with it. Even worse, they were practically shouting at each other. More and more guests became aware of their conversation and tried to see what was going on.

Ariana’s face turned the darkest shade of red, and she immediately wished she could sink into the ground. Her eyes remained fixed on her friend. She was sitting at the other end of the terrace, too far away to notice what was happening. But the guests around them were getting restless.

A woman at the table behind Joe began to clear her throat audibly, which made the waiter aware of the commotion they had caused. Joe just laughed. His plan had worked.

Hastily, the waiter collected their money. Of course, Ariana had to pay for both meals. He waited for the tip until Joe told him:

“The slut would like to give you a special tip!”

The chubby guy’s eyes nearly popped out of his face as he understood the meaning of these words. He was just as surprised as Ariana. She thought she couldn’t believe her ears. But Joe’s stern expression convinced her otherwise.

The waiter stood motionless in front of them for several moments. Finally, he collected himself and hissed at Ariana: “Meet me in the backyard!”

Then he was gone. Still, Ariana couldn’t stop staring after him. He was such a fat, ugly guy; she simply couldn’t imagine getting closer to him – or even touching him! The thought alone sent shivers down her spine. And she didn’t move.


“Go, fucktoy!” Joe’s command shot at her.

Slowly Ariana turned around and looked at Joe. A fire of hatred and rebellion burned in her eyes. Her entire mind was screaming at him, calling him every name in the book.

She wouldn’t do it! She wouldn’t take orders from such scum. She was an elegant woman! She had friends at the city’s exclusive country club!

But before she could open her mouth to curse at him, her legs began to move. She felt herself standing up as if her mind had lost all willpower over her body.

Was it the harsh commands? Was it the anticipation of humiliation? Was it the horniness that had been steadily increasing?

She didn’t know, and her body didn’t care. At work she was the slut, and by now her body had internalized this realization and left her no other choice.

Slowly, but proudly swinging her hips, she walked away from the table and felt the eyes of all the men sticking to her firm behind. She felt as if she were standing beside herself, watching her body acting on autopilot as she walked into the small alley next to the restaurant.

Behind the house was a small courtyard enclosed by buildings on three sides. The only open side led to the small alley through which she was currently walking.

With the high walls of the buildings, not much light fell into the yard. At first glance, Ariana recognized that it was mainly used as a garbage dump. Only trash cans and many garbage bags stood around. The ground was heavily soiled, and old cardboard boxes lay scattered about.

Seeing this dirty place, a lump formed in Ariana’s throat. This was definitely not a place Ariana would visit of her own accord – even less so to have sex.

But she had no time to reconsider her – or rather her body’s – decision. The waiter was already leaning against the wall, flashing her a sleazy grin that emphasized his greasy appearance even more.

Again, Ariana’s gaze immediately went to his fat belly, which strained his shirt and hung over his pants. This guy had definitely enjoyed a few too many beers in his lifetime. And he was still sweating like a pig, dark sweat stains forming under his armpits.

Involuntarily, a shudder made her tremble. But still her legs moved forward toward the fat man.

Ariana winced and tried to break free from the kiss, but the waiter held her tight.

It was going to happen! She was going to sleep with this guy! Now she just had to get it over with as quickly as possible by satisfying him with everything she had.

Her nervousness was barely containable. Never before had she allowed herself to engage in shameless acts in a public place. What if someone happened to walk by? Would they call the police? Or just watch?

When she finally reached the ugly guy, she immediately grabbed his shirt and pressed herself against him. Through the leather coat, she felt his massive belly against her taut body.

She had always looked down on overweight people, considering them weak and lacking willpower. Yet she was about to sleep with such a guy.

She let go of the waiter’s shirt and stepped back a few steps. Enticingly swinging her hips, she ran her hands over her sides. Then she loosened the belt and let the coat open bit by bit. Very slowly her impressive breasts became visible. More and more of her beautifully tanned curves came into view.

Ariana saw the pot-bellied man licking his thick lips in anticipation.

Finally, her soft breasts completely sprang from their prison. Keeping the coat closed around her hips, the fabric pressed Ariana’s plump breasts together from three sides, making them appear even larger. With her manicured fingers, she grabbed each nipple and rolled it between thumb and forefinger.

When they stood proudly erect, she turned around and bent forward. She pushed the black leather coat over her round buttocks and wiggled her behind provocatively. Then she spread her buttocks with both hands, exposing her tiny, wrinkled anus. Her mature, swollen slit glistened invitingly, and her small, puckered anus winked seductively in his direction.

With two fingers, she spread her outer labia and exposed the soft pink flesh of her inner vagina. Meanwhile, she let her other hand glide over her smooth buttock until she plunged two fingers deep into her hot wetness. Slowly she moved in and out, making squelching sounds.

“A big hard cock is so much better!” she purred, inciting the waiter.

She straightened up again and let the coat fall back, covering her buttocks again. When she turned around, she finally let the coat drop to the floor.

There she stood completely naked, except for her 5-inch stiletto heels, black stockings, and valuable jewelry. Hesitantly, she glanced into the small alley to make sure they were alone – as if that would make a difference.

Suddenly the chubby waiter moved with surprising speed. Then he was standing right in front of her.

“I’ve waited long enough, whore!” he bellowed. “Show the world what a damn slut you really are!”

Before she could react, he kissed her directly on the mouth. His beard scratched over her soft cheeks, and she could smell his bad breath. But even worse was the pungent stench of sweat and body odor that took her breath away.

He forced his tongue into her mouth, pushing her backward until her shoulders met the rough wall. Groping hands grabbed her full breasts, roughly kneading the soft flesh.

“Great tits, slut!” he croaked.

He let go of her lips, the touch still palpable. His gaze bored into hers. His fingers dug deeper, pinching, pressing, until a stabbing pain shot through Ariana’s chest.

"Stop! Please!"

No reaction. She tried to break free. In vain. His grip was like iron. It felt as if he was tearing her breasts off. He squeezed harder, pushing downward. Ariana's legs gave way. She sank to the dirty ground.

The elegant secretary, her silver chain in the dirt, kneeled naked before the fat man. Offering him her body's openings. Letting him torture her breasts. An image that burned into her memory.

Barely had her knees touched the ground when her hands moved to his fly. She had to push aside the thick belly before she could open the zipper and free his penis. Her gaze was dark. But she would do anything to make him stop torturing her breasts.

It was difficult to pull out the member from beneath the fat. When it finally lay free, she stroked it. Blinked away the tears. Looked at him provocatively.

"Do you like that?"

A resounding slap was the answer.

"I can do that myself, whore! Your mouth is for sucking, not for talking!"

An involuntary moan escaped her. Despite the surroundings, despite the pain in her breasts, despite the disgusting slob in front of her, she felt her sex becoming wet. The pain in her breasts was like oil on the fire of her desire.

"Lick my balls, you filthy cunt!" he commanded. "Must taste good, all sweaty."

She looked up. From below she could barely see his face, hidden by the massive belly. Licking the sweaty, unwashed balls of a fat man wasn't exactly her dream.

But it couldn't be worse than the anal sex earlier. And it would satisfy him faster. That's what this was all about, after all.

Slowly she lifted his penis and lowered her head to his testicles. She smelled him. The pungent odor burned in her nose. Her tongue touched the hairy flesh.

The taste hit her with full force. Salty and bitter.

"Unbelievable that such a beautiful woman can be such a dirty whore!" said the waiter.

The comment spurred her on. He would never fuck a dirtier whore again—and certainly not a more beautiful one.

She moaned loudly to show him how much she enjoyed being his sleazy slut, doing perverse things for him in the middle of the day.

She ran her tongue over his testicles, sucked them one after another into her mouth, rinsed them with her saliva until all traces of sweat and dirt were gone. A disgusting layer of filth coated her tongue.

The pudgy guy grabbed Ariana's hands and pressed them above her head, fixing them firmly.

"Open that whore mouth!" he barked and emphasized the command with another slap on her red cheek.

Before she could open her lips, he mercilessly thrust his stiff cock into her mouth with full force. His shaft immediately slid deep into her throat, making her gag violently.

Ariana couldn't move anymore. Her head was pressed against the wall, her hands held firmly above her head. All she could do was keep her mouth open.

At least he had stopped kneading her breasts so roughly. But she knew she would feel his hands on her breasts for a long time.

The guy fucked her face like a loose hole, not caring about the saliva dripping from the corners of her mouth, or the gurgling sounds and gagging coming from her throat. He simply thrust his stiff shaft in and out.

After a few minutes, he finally paused. Ariana had to cough from the ordeal, bringing up thick white strands of saliva that hung from her chin.

With an evil grin, the ugly guy collected these strands and held the slimy mass over her face.

"Open your damn mouth, dirty whore!"

If Ariana hadn't already been completely in her slut mode, this would have been too much for her. Even in this state, the mass looked extremely disgusting. The mere sight almost made her gag.

Did she really want to taste this? Could she bring herself to open her mouth?

While she was still hesitating, she suddenly heard herself say:

"Give it to this cum slut. Treat this stupid fuck cow like she deserves!"

Immediately he let the drool drip onto Ariana's tongue and unceremoniously wiped the rest on her cheek. As she closed her mouth, Ariana could feel the sticky, wet mass. It tasted as disgusting as it looked. Hastily she tried to swallow it as quickly as possible, but it still took two gulps until everything was gone.

The bastard excessively enjoyed watching her grimaces during this task. When she finally managed to swallow the disgusting slime, she looked at him proudly and expectantly. He stroked her right cheek and grinned.

"Good little fuck bucket!"

A shudder ran through Ariana, and she came. Her lustful, obscene manner and the humiliating insults from the sweating man were enough to give her an orgasm.

The sweating, corpulent guy, however, gave her no time to enjoy this moment. He grabbed her hair and yanked her to her feet. With an iron fist, he roughly turned her around and forced her to bend over. This made her stick out her behind while he dragged her by the hair to one of the steel scrap containers.

When she realized where this was leading, Ariana began to plead:

"No, please, no! It's so dirty! It's disgusting! I won't do that!"

In her completely helpless position, the waiter just laughed and replied:

"The dirty slut deserves nothing clean! You're a gutter whore, and the garbage container is just right for you!"

His words were followed by actions, and he pressed her upper body onto the garbage container. Her delicate, creamy breasts were pressed against the dirty, shabby lid of the container. Disgusting goosebumps covered Ariana’s body. This was too revolting.

She tried to break free, but the fat man thrust his throbbing flesh into her pussy and ended her futile efforts. Despite Ariana’s disgust, her pussy was so wet that squelching sounds emerged.

The waiter pressed her down onto the garbage container with his heavy body weight while he relentlessly thrust into her. Her large, abused breasts painfully rubbed against the rough material. His weight on top of her was crushing.

“Please, let me ride you!” Ariana begged.

“You think I’m too fat for you!” the waiter sneered.

With his next thrust, he let his full weight fall on her. The impact forced the air from Ariana’s lungs, suffocating any further pleading.

Instead, she began to moan and groan wildly. She couldn’t suppress her sounds. The pain in her breasts, the pleasure in her pussy, the disgusting feeling of the waiter’s belly fat slapping against her ass, and the revulsion of being fucked against a garbage container overwhelmed her. She was about to come. She could already feel it rising.

Suddenly, the ugly fat man yanked her hair violently again and forced her to her knees. Seconds later, white streams shot from his cock directly onto her face. Such an amount poured out of him as if he hadn’t ejaculated for weeks. Strand after strand of thick, white semen covered her face.

But the cock was gone from her pussy! She had been so close. She needed the cock, she needed relief.

Immediately her hand went to her pussy and she pushed three fingers deep inside. With her head thrown back, a moan escaped her.

In the next moment, her hand was roughly slapped away from her pussy.

“No time for that!” Joe’s voice pulled Ariana back to reality. She had almost forgotten about the sleazy courier, but now he was back.

He pulled her to her feet and threw the black leather coat at her. As she put it on, Ariana glanced one last time at the fat waiter. He was leaning against the wall, smoking a cigarette and grinning at her.

The thought of having just fucked someone so ugly sent another shiver through her body. And it imploded in her clitoris, breaking the dam. A numbing orgasm rolled over her. It was so strong that her legs trembled uncontrollably. She had to grab Joe’s arm for support.

When she had somewhat regained her composure, Joe pulled her out of the backyard. He had used the time to drive his delivery van into the small alley. Now he pushed her into the passenger seat and started the engine.

“The cum gives your whore face even more shine!” he remarked as he looked at her.

Ariana became aware that the waiter’s semen still adorned her face. She immediately raised her hand to wipe it off. However, Joe stopped her and said:

“Leave it on, slut! You’re still my whore for the day, don’t forget that!”

He was damn right. Ariana hadn’t even touched him yet. But after her little restaurant adventure, she wasn’t exactly looking forward to his next plan.

In a quiet voice, she asked: “Where are we going?”

“You’ll see!” was all she got as an answer.

Ariana already felt exhausted. After the experience with the fat waiter, she was emotionally drained. But the day was far from over.

Now she sat in a delivery van next to this disgusting courier named Joe. She had no idea what he planned to do with her next, but perhaps that was for the best.


Chapter 4
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After a short drive, they reached a trailer park. The sight of the run-down, white trailers filled Ariana with disgust and revulsion. This was a place she never wanted to enter again.

Although she would have preferred to run away immediately, she knew it wouldn’t make any sense. She had too much to lose. So she had to endure it now—whether she liked it or not.

Swallowing her feelings, she got out of the delivery van. Looking around, she realized it was a small trailer park. Only a few trailers formed a square. In front of one of them sat several middle-aged men playing cards. They looked like the perfect example of white trash, which made Ariana swallow hard again.

Joe grabbed her by the neck and forced her to bend under his firm grip. He dragged her to one of the trailers and presented her to the disgusting figures. The semen was still on her face, and the tight coat emphasized every curve of her well-shaped body.

His grip was so strong that she winced in pain.

“Please, you’re hurting me!” she begged him to let her go.

This only made Joe scream in her face.

“Shut your damn mouth, whore!”

In response, Ariana heard the men cheering and encouraging Joe.

“Yeah, Joey, show that slut!” one of them called out as they passed by.

Ariana tried not to look and blocked them from her thoughts.

The realization that she would be raped in a run-down trailer by a brutal guy was already abhorrent. The humiliation in front of these repulsive characters was simply too much for her.

Her entire body was under extreme tension, goosebumps covering her skin. She had believed the worst humiliation of the day was already behind her, but now she was taught otherwise. This was by far more degrading.

When they finally reached Joe’s trailer, another surprise awaited her. He didn’t lead her inside. Instead, he stopped and ordered her to remove her coat.

His voice tolerated no objection, so Ariana obeyed immediately. Suddenly, without warning, she was thrown face down onto an old, rotting sofa that stood in front of the trailer.

When her knees hit it, she felt how wet and dirty it was from standing outside for so long. It stank as if it had been soaked in urine.

This was too much! This disgusting bastard was going too far!

Ariana tried with all her might to get up from the sofa. In response, Joe grabbed her by the neck again and held her firmly. He turned his head and shouted to his friends:

“Come over here, guys, we’ve got a stuck-up slut who needs to learn some manners!”

With her face pressed down by Joe’s iron grip, Ariana couldn’t see what was happening, but she heard the cheering of the men who quickly rushed to help. They grabbed her arms and held her tight so she couldn’t move.

The stench of the sofa was so penetrating that Ariana felt sick. But suddenly she was distracted from the smell.

Joe now had both hands free and used this thoroughly. He gently stroked the curve of her buttocks, making Ariana’s heart beat faster in anticipation.

Then it happened.

It hit her right on her pussy. He slapped her defenseless cunt hard!

“Aargh!”

A scream escaped Ariana’s mouth. Her buttocks twitched to ease the pain. With all her strength, she tried to shake off Joe’s friends. But they held her tight.

Angrily, Joe yelled at her.

“Do you think you’re better than us?”

Ariana gritted her teeth, sweat of pain on her forehead. Quietly, she whispered to her tormentor.

“Yes, I am definitely better than you all!”

Joe laughed loudly, his anger flaring even more.

“Let’s see if you can fuck better than you can think! We’ll show you what you’re good for, slut!”

His hand mercilessly struck her trembling pussy, faster and harder. Ariana’s vulva turned fiery red.

Tears shot into her eyes. She fought against the urge to scream, but finally it broke out of her, a cry of pain and anger at his words.

She was an elegant lady! These subhumans should consider themselves lucky that she even glanced at them!

With each blow, the sounds from her slit grew louder. Despite the abuse, arousal sprouted within her, which only made her angrier. She didn’t want to be aroused by this humiliation.

But she couldn’t suppress it!

The fire in her loins flared again, and it needed to be extinguished. Her desire overwhelmed her mind. She would now do anything for any man.

Involuntarily, her lower body pushed toward Joe’s hand, which delivered more hard slaps. Her screams slowly transformed into moans. Despite her anger and disgust, she unconsciously began to encourage Joe.

“Yes, hit the stupid cow! She deserves it! Slap her dirty pussy! Fuck her worthless cunt!”

As his hand landed again on her bright red pussy, his index finger slowly penetrated her tight anus.

“Aaaargh!” Ariana gasped through clenched teeth. “Do you like my tight little ass?”

The disgusting courier answered with a slap on her buttock.

“I’m going to break it for good, pig!”

“Aargh, yes!” she moaned. “This arrogant bitch loves getting fucked in the ass! Please, stretch that dirty hole! Give it to the filthy slut hard!”

Finally, a grin appeared on Joe’s unkempt face.

she began unconsciously urging Joe on.

"Yes, hit the stupid cow! She deserves it! Slap her dirty pussy! Fuck her worthless cunt!"

As his hand landed once more on her bright red pussy, his index finger slowly penetrated her tight ass.

"Aaaargh!" Ariana gasped through clenched teeth. "Do you like my tight little ass?"

The disgusting courier answered with a slap on her buttock.

"I’m going to break it for good, pig!"

"Aargh, yes!" she moaned. "This arrogant bitch loves getting fucked in the ass! Please, stretch this dirty hole! Give it to the filthy slut hard!"

Finally, a grin appeared on Joe’s unkempt face.

The slaps on her pussy and the finger in her ass made Ariana focus entirely on her body and the wild emotions within it. Her surroundings were forgotten. The mixture of lust and pain consumed her once again. Without thinking, she called out

"Please, sir, let this vulgar whore lick your fingers clean!"

Her entire being now followed only her desire. She couldn’t be humiliated enough, couldn’t be fucked hard enough. She wanted, she needed everything that increased her lust.

Of course, Joe didn’t hesitate to fulfill her wish. Ariana happily chewed on his fingers, enjoying the musky, bitter taste she had grown accustomed to. By now, she associated this taste with extreme horniness and became immensely aroused by it. Today, licking sweaty, unwashed balls and fucking ugly men were added as further associations.

Joe grabbed her by the hair again and forced her back onto her knees on the couch. His friends no longer needed to hold her down. Instead, Ariana spread her buttocks wide apart. She waited longingly for a cock to fill her hungry holes. Her entire body burned with desire, not just her loins, but every fiber and vein.

The few seconds she knelt there seemed like hours to her. She couldn’t bear the waiting. She needed a cock. She needed relief.

"Please, sir, fuck the slut’s ass! Ram her dirty hole properly! Please!" she begged impatiently.

Finally, she felt a drop of spit land right on her asshole. She could already feel the guy’s cock at her rear entrance. Expectantly, she relaxed her anal muscles.

But nothing happened. This bastard just held his stiff cock against her puckered anus, letting it brush lightly over it.

He was playing with her.

Ariana couldn’t wait any longer. She couldn’t endure this Chinese torture any longer. She needed cock!

She lifted herself up and tried to take in his hard shaft. But he didn’t move. Ariana pushed her buttocks back as hard as she could. But without lubricant, her tight anus didn’t give way so easily.

Feverishly, Ariana kept pushing. She felt the pain her anal ring caused while resisting the intrusion. It grew larger and larger. Combined with the gnawing agony radiating from her pussy, this only increased her desire.

With a pop, her sphincter gave way. Finally, she had impaled her ass on this bastard’s cock without any help!

A sigh of relief escaped her lips, and she began working her ass like never before, giving herself a tremendous pounding.

Joe didn’t move, letting her do all the work and enjoying her efforts. After several minutes of Ariana moving her own ass up and down on his stiff shaft, he pulled his cock out of her behind.

Ariana whimpered and tried to reach for it again. But in vain.

"Spread your cheeks so I can see your damn asshole, you pig!" He emphasized his words with a violent slap on her right buttock.

Lightning-fast, her perfectly manicured hands reached back and pulled her cheeks apart. She felt another glob of saliva fly directly into her open hole.

"Spread your asshole as wide as you can, damn slut!" The next instruction came from one of Joe’s friends.

Obediently, she pushed two fingers of each hand into her opened hole. Amazed at how wide her asshole opened, she applied pressure to her quivering sphincter and stretched the hole even wider.

"Yeah, that’s what we want to see!" called another guy. "A shabby whore with a wide open ass winking at us!"

The next moment, Joe rammed his cock into her ass without giving her the chance to pull out her fingers. So his cock filled her rectum while her fingers were still spreading her anal ring apart. And now he really got going, thoroughly destroying her ass.

"Aaah, aaah, aaah!" was all Ariana could utter anymore.

Never had her ass been so stressed. With her fingers in her rear, she was completely immobile. Helplessly exposed to any act these guys might think of.

Joe rammed her ass for more than 15 minutes, only giving her a break to pull his cock out of her wide hole, spit into it, and show the others the enormous gap.

Ariana was reduced to a whimpering, moaning mass of flesh and came over and over again.

Finally, the disgusting courier grabbed her by the hair again and forced her into a sitting position. A moment later, a huge white surge shot from his cock, adding even more to the already crusted semen on her face.

Like an obedient little slut, Ariana licked his cock clean before looking up again.

Joe looked at her expectantly, and Ariana knew exactly what he wanted. Swallowing her disgust, she said: "Thank you, sir! Thank you for showing this conceited slut her place."

With a triumphant grin, Joe stepped aside. Now Ariana could see his friends. They were sitting in camping chairs in front of the trailer, as if watching a game on TV. They had taken out their erect cocks and were working them while watching Joe destroy her.

Ariana realized it was far from over. The day would stretch endlessly, her body would be their toy all afternoon.

For the first time, she could get a closer look at Joe’s friends. There were four men in total, and they all looked like they had stepped straight out of a trailer park.

One of them was a huge guy who resembled a bear, which was emphasized by his nickname—Hulk. He definitely had a few extra pounds on his frame. The guy named Billy was a bit smaller and so thin that his bones were visible under his skin. His hair was thinning, but he tried to compensate by letting the remaining hair on the sides grow long. It looked like a wreath with long fringes reaching down to his shoulders. The third guy—Johnny—had long, greasy hair and generally looked like he desperately needed a shower. He also had an impressive beer belly, something Ariana had been seeing a lot of lately.

All of them were clearly in their forties. Only Tommy Boy—the fourth in the group—was somewhat younger than the others. Ironically, he looked like he came straight out of the 80s, with his mustache and curly hair.

The mere sight of them made Ariana tremble with disgust—even in her overstimulated state. Lust was still burning in her body. To her own shock, she had to admit that her body craved these men’s cocks, and their ugly appearance only intensified her horniness.

With a quick step, Hulk was over her. His smell of alcohol and sweat hit her like a blow. Without hesitation, he pushed her onto the couch and pressed her knees over her head. Without warning, he thrust his hard cock into her ass. Joe had done a good job and transformed her once small, wrinkled sphincter into a swollen, raw hole that burned just as much as her abused pussy. The hard penetration made Ariana moan loudly.

“Hold your legs up, fuck cow!” he ordered, and she obeyed immediately.

Now he had his hands free and continued Joe’s work. With each thrust into her stretched anal passage, he delivered a slap to her glowing slit.

Ariana responded with a mixture of moaning and screaming, much to the delight of the others, who started to cheer and clap.

So much pleasure, so much pain—it was almost too much for her mind. The constant state of bliss made her dizzy, but still an overwhelming orgasm overcame her.

Hulk paid no attention to her reactions. Instead, he began alternating between thrusts into her behind and slaps on her slit. He gave her glowing pussy a powerful smack and then rammed into her trembling asshole several times, repeating this rhythm over and over.

When he finally came, he continued fucking her without interruption. His cock pushed his cum even deeper into her overstrained bowels. When his balls were finally empty, he stopped thrusting into her behind and pulled out his cock.

Again, Ariana had to lick her own anal juices from his member. Again, she had to say:

“Thank you, Sir! Thank you for treating this stupid whore the way she deserves!”

Slowly, a more honest tone crept into her words.

Next was Billy’s turn—the skinny guy with the hair wreath. Like his predecessor, he thrust his hard cock directly into her sphincter, only to exclaim:

“Wow, this bitch has such a wide asshole, I bet she’s been a whore for years!”

With a devilish gleam in his eyes, he looked at Ariana and told her:

“I think I need to use this burning red fuck hole! You don’t mind, do you, fuck slut?”

Without waiting for an answer, he grabbed the base of his cock and rammed it into Ariana’s glowing slit. She was still holding her legs together above her head. This made her pussy tightly compressed and was now being mercilessly torn open.

This time Ariana screamed with a shattering tone. Billy responded by pumping her pussy even harder—as powerfully and quickly as he could, bending over her and making her ass bounce on the sofa.

Ariana’s hypersensitive pussy became her entire world. The sensations overwhelmed her. The pain of her sore slit and the lust of finally having her pussy filled were intense.

Throwing her head from side to side, she felt like she would lose consciousness at any moment. The pain and pleasure merged into an indescribable feeling and intensified each other.

Billy continued to pump her cunt mercilessly for the next ten minutes. For Ariana, however, it seemed like hours.

Finally, he came and flooded Ariana’s hot cavity with loads of sperm. As he slid out of Ariana’s pussy, her arms fell limply to her sides, her legs slid down. Her pussy was still contracting in small orgasms.

“Yeah, Billy! You really finished off the slut!” his friends cheered and gave him high fives.

Ariana’s legs were still trembling when Johnny and Tommy Boy approached. Seen up close, Johnny’s long hair gleamed even more repulsively from all the grease.

He sat down beside her and pulled her onto his lap. At first, Ariana thought he would push his big cock into her throbbing pussy, but instead, he squeezed the tip of his shaft into her behind while slowly pulling her back. She shuddered as she slid down on his cock until she felt his balls against her pussy.

Meanwhile, Tommy Boy had positioned himself next to her and held his cock in front of her lips. Ariana willingly took his cock into her mouth and began to suck on it. He had an impressively long shaft. Ariana first licked at his tip for a while until she pushed her head down on it. When it hit the back of her mouth, she had to open her throat to let it slide down. She pushed her head further down until her nose was tickled by his pubic hair. Triumphantly, she looked up at the sleazy guy.

The whole time, Johnny held her tight and fucked her from below. He pumped in and out of her behind until whimpering sounds formed around the cock in Ariana’s mouth.

With a slurping sound, Tommy Boy pulled his cock out of her hot mouth and positioned himself in front of her. Ariana expected him to ram his cock into her pussy next. But instead, Johnny lifted her up and let his shaft slide out of her trembling butthole.

“Spread your ass, fuck whore!” he ordered.

Ariana pulled hard on her cheeks and presented an impressively wide gape to the white trash audience. Her formerly tiny, folded hole stood obscenely open, the edges swollen and sore.

In the next second, Tommy Boy's long, thick tool was hammered into that abused hole with full force. He pumped several deep thrusts into it—so powerfully that Johnny had trouble holding her steady.

Then he pulled out, and Johnny drove his stiff member back in from below and rammed her energetically with several hard thrusts.

The two continued this act over and over. When switching, each had the chance to take a break and gather strength. This way, they could fuck her asshole harder and last longer.

The gaping hole that Ariana presented to the other friends when she was lifted up grew wider and wider. By now, the hole was so large that the pink flesh of her intestines was visible. And she kept having orgasm after orgasm.

Finally, they became somewhat tired. But they hadn’t come yet!

They simply changed positions and continued. Now Tommy Boy sat on the couch and pressed Ariana’s behind onto his tense shaft. Only this time, Johnny didn’t wait for his turn at her rear. Instead, he pushed his cock into her pussy, filling both holes simultaneously. The large cock in her pussy tightened her loose behind around Tommy Boy’s thick member again, while both pounded away at her holes.

Ariana had screamed for so long that she was now hoarse. All she could do was whimper from pain and lust.

When the two were finally about to burst, they pushed Ariana off themselves. Standing in front of the couch, they jerked their cocks until they came. Spurt after spurt of hot slime shot from their erupting cocks—and landed on the back of the soaked, rotting couch. The white mass was so thick that it stuck to it like glue.

Coming down from her high, Ariana looked at them with horror and disgust. The couch was disgustingly wet and stank like an entire garbage can. She already felt so filthy and dirty from having to lie on it. But now something much worse was coming her way.

When the two sleazebags’ balls were finally emptied, Johnny grabbed Ariana’s hair and pushed her forward. With all her strength, Ariana tried to resist. She pressed her hands against the backrest of the couch to prevent her face from touching the soaked fabric again.

It was futile. Tommy Boy simply swatted her arms away like an annoying fly. Ariana growled at him angrily and tried to hit Johnny.

“You bastards! This is disgusting! You’re repulsive!”

“No, bitch!” Johnny hissed in response, towering over her. “You’re the disgusting filthy whore here!”

His words drained Ariana of strength, and Johnny seized his chance.

With the entire group of white trash bottom-feeders laughing at her, Johnny pressed her face against the rancid, moldy fabric. Shivers ran up and down Ariana’s back, and she had to vomit violently from the stench that hit her nose. With pleasure, Johnny rubbed her cheek against the damp, dirty material.

Then he commanded in a grim voice:

“Stick that damn tongue out, bitch!”

Ariana screamed:

“No, you fucking assholes!”

In response, she received only a stinging blow to the side of her left breast.

“Aargh!” she cried out.

“Better not start forcing us to get rough!” Johnny spat at her, while she rubbed her burning breast.

Ariana didn’t want to find out what he meant by rough, considering they had already mercilessly abused her pussy.

Swallowing her disgust, she slowly stuck out her tongue.

“Lick up our disgusting juice, fucksow!” Tommy Boy threatened and delivered another blow to her breast.

Ariana flinched. The new pain got her moving, and hastily she moved toward the sticky semen that clung to the rancid backrest of the couch. When her tongue finally touched the fabric, she had to vomit again. This time she gagged so violently that some vomit came up. She managed to keep it in her mouth, but had to taste the disgusting mass before swallowing it back down.

Her entire body trembled as she performed her task. It was the most disgusting thing she had ever done, and she tried to get it over with as quickly as possible.

The semen had already begun to dry, so she had to press her tongue firmly against the putrid fabric to scrape it off. In doing so, she got even more of the taste in her mouth. It was unspeakably revolting. Again and again, she had to hold back from dry heaving.

With all the semen finally collected in her mouth, she looked at the men and opened her lips. The thick, slimy mass covered her entire tongue. All the men could see her throat muscles moving as she swallowed the disgusting cream. She took one gulp, then began to gag and retch violently.

The group of men, however, went crazy and shouted obscenities at her.

“Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! You dirty cum slut! What a filthy fuckcow!”

When she finally managed it, she let out a deep sigh of relief and suppressed another gag.

But she had forgotten about the rest of the group. The three guys had enjoyed her humiliation so much that they had pulled out their cocks again and jerked off furiously.

Now they were about to burst and followed what the other two had started. With evil grins on their faces, they shot their loads onto the couch, spreading their seed everywhere.

The whole time they looked at Ariana and enjoyed the faces she made. She couldn’t hide the disgust and humiliation showing on her face. She felt so degraded—so used! But she knew how to behave like a good slut.

Of her own accord, she approached the couch, though it took all her willpower. Her stomach growled. Slowly she moved forward and stuck out her tongue.

She began at the seat. It was even wetter than the backrest!

Would she ever get through this? she wondered.

It seemed to take an eternity until she had scraped all the semen from the dirty couch. In the end, her tongue felt like a dirty rag that didn't belong to her body. Ariana was convinced that she would never get this disgusting taste out of her mouth.

The growling in her stomach had increased over time, and she felt nauseated. She just wanted to lie down and fall asleep. Her head was spinning. She was so exhausted, but also so satisfied.

When finally the last clump of semen had disappeared into her mouth, loud applause erupted. She felt a sense of pride flowing through her body. But then her heart stopped for a second. The applause was much too loud. There must be more people there now.

When she turned around, she saw Brown, Harris, and Clark standing next to Joe and his friends. All had a beer in hand and were watching her act as the most despicable whore of all time.

“Good show, fuck slut!” Clark remarked, before starting a conversation with Joe and paying no further attention to the office slut.

The men gave her a few minutes to catch her breath. But it wasn’t quitting time yet for the whore.

After a while, Brown approached her and placed the collar—which she knew so well—around her neck. Again, the leash was attached to it.

With a jerk on the leash, he forced her onto hands and knees. Ariana had to crawl completely naked across the dirty floor of the trailer park. The hard concrete chafed her skin raw. But by now, she was at least as dirty as the park itself.

Brown led her to his car. Harris and Clark followed closely behind.

The three men brought her to that shady part of town where her adventure had once begun. Ariana remembered every detail of her show in the seedy strip club. Although it was only two months ago, it felt like an eternity to her. So much had happened since that day, and she had to admit that she herself had changed dramatically.

She was no longer the sassy young girl of the past. Now she was a complete slut—still with an arrogant attitude—but a corrupted slut who was ready to do things she couldn’t have even imagined back then. Most surprising was her admission that she enormously enjoyed these dirty acts.

The car stopped, and a tug on the leash signaled to Ariana that she should get out. She didn’t like being led on a leash through a public street in broad daylight. Especially not since she was wearing only stockings and stilettos!

While covering her full breasts and crotch with her arms, she tried to follow the men as quickly as possible. But suddenly Brown stopped. He turned around and growled with a mean undertone in his voice.

“What do you think you’re doing, fuck slut? On your knees... NOW! I want to see my whore crawl like the bitch she is!”

He yanked hard on the leash. Hastily, Ariana looked around. Only a few people were on the street. She knew the longer she hesitated, the more people would notice this strange scene. So she gave in.

Tense, but also aroused, she dropped to her knees. She didn’t know whether she wanted to get this whole thing over with as quickly as possible or whether she wanted these people to watch her behave like the most disgusting slut in the world. She imagined their mouths hanging open. In her mind, she saw them whispering to each other about this dirty slut.

These thoughts ignited a new thrill in her. It was such an enormous excitement and her arousal grew. Now she wanted to act as dirty and sleazy as possible.

She could see an old woman who stopped a few meters away and stared at her. Her face clearly expressed disgust.

“What has become of this world?” she sighed. “There’s no decency anymore. Only human scum roams the streets these days!”

“Aren’t you ashamed of yourself? You’re the lowest scum!” she called out as she crossed to the other side of the street.

These words hit Ariana like a punch, one that didn’t hurt but aroused her. She was electrified to the core, and lust had taken possession of her mind again.

Finally, they entered the shop. It was a tattoo studio. The three men began talking to the owner, who looked her up and down. Probably it hadn’t often happened that a beautiful young woman crawled into his small, cheap shop.

Ariana began to wonder what they were planning to do with her now.

A tattoo? Piercings?

She had often thought about getting a tattoo. But nowadays almost everyone was tattooed. It was more special to have none at all. So she had decided to keep her skin ink-free.

Did she want one now? Did she even have a say in this decision? Would she dare to argue with them?

Whatever they had planned, it wouldn’t be anything average. That much was certain. She realized that they would get what they wanted, no matter what they had in mind for her. And she had to admit that she was both excited and frightened.

Finally, Brown pulled on the leash again and led Ariana to the back of the shop. Hidden behind a curtain, she had to sit on a kind of gynecological chair that she knew from her gynecologist. This way, her legs were spread wide.

Brown stroked her cheek and said: “We all know that you’re a slut. And a slut needs a symbol to show it to everyone.”

Slowly, Ariana was really getting scared. This didn’t sound like something she would like.

Then she saw the tattoo artist holding a ring in his hand. She relaxed a little. That didn’t look so bad.

“Right!” Harris picked up the topic. “A slut should always be horny. And what would be more appropriate to show that than a clit piercing?”

With these words, the tattoo artist leaned forward, and Ariana got her very first piercing.

It was over faster than she had imagined, and it didn’t even hurt. Now she had a rather large stud in her sensitive clitoris, which constantly made it protrude from its hood.

Again, the tattoo artist leaned forward...

When he was finished, two holes had been pierced into her labia—one on each side in the upper third of her outer lips. And a silver ring hung from each.

But the modification party wasn't over yet.

With another tug on the leash, Brown led Ariana to an examination table. She had to lie face down on it. This way, her backside was exposed to the tattoo artist.

So they’re going to tattoo my back, flashed through Ariana’s mind as she heard the buzzing sound of the tattoo machine. And she wondered if they would bother to show her the result when the tattoo artist was finished.


Chapter 5
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It was a run-down, shabby part of town. The red-light district had expanded and taken over the entire area. Most buildings were crumbling. The streets were dirty, trash covered the sidewalks and rotted in the corners.

The only thing catching the eyes of passersby today was an expensive limousine parked in front of a tattoo studio. The black body gleamed like a foreign object amidst all the decay.

Suddenly, the door of the shop opened and three men in tailored suits stepped out. But the door didn’t close behind them because someone was following them. This person, however, wasn’t walking. Instead, they crawled on all fours, led on a leash like a dog by one of the men. The metal of the leash reflected the dim light of the street lamps.

Of course, Ariana had to crawl to the car. Only this time, the tattoo artist’s semen covered her face, stuck in the corners of her mouth, and left shiny trails on her skin. But more had changed. Finally, her accessories matched her position as the office slut. Two silver rings hung from her labia, and a silver stud pierced her sensitive clitoris. With every movement, she felt the cool metal in her most intimate places.

Of course, something else couldn’t be missing. On her lower back was a fresh tramp stamp, marking her as a true slut. The ink still glistened wet in the half-light of the street.

Half an hour ago, the tattoo artist had finished his work.

After they had all admired his craftsmanship, Harris suddenly remarked: “Looks like the whore doesn’t have any money with her. Guess she’ll have to pay you some other way.”

Ariana hadn’t been surprised by this suggestion. She was getting used to their little games and didn’t want to miss them anymore. The tingling in her lower abdomen betrayed her excitement.

So she had accepted his help. Still lying on the examination table, she had looked deep into his eyes and innocently asked: “I’m sorry, Sir, do you accept another form of payment? Would you like to fuck this dirty slut? Just use this whore however you want!”

She imagined how his eyes lit up with joy as her words reached his brain. He had probably been dreaming about this since she entered his shabby shop. His breathing was already quickening.

But to her surprise, he didn’t immediately pounce on her. Instead, he bent his face close to hers and said with a grim look: “I knew you’d pay like this. Only the dirtiest piece of fuck in the world would crawl into my shop and get a tattoo like that.”

“Oh, you don’t even know what tattoo you got!” he continued, mocking her. “Want to know? Beg me, and I’ll show you!”

Ariana’s heart skipped a beat. Of course she wanted to know! She would have blurted out a yes immediately, but she had to maintain her slut role. So she answered lustfully: “Please, Mister! I’m just a dirty fuck whore. I only deserve dirty clothes. Please, show me my jewelry.”

Deep inside, however, Ariana wasn’t so sure if she really wanted to wear a humiliating accessory for the rest of her life. But right now, the thought of her tramp stamp aroused her enormously. The wetness between her legs became noticeable.

With a mischievous smile, the tattoo artist led Ariana to a tall mirror. Surprisingly, she saw a very elaborate, artistically designed tattoo on her lower back. At first glance, it looked like a typical tribal design. Tendrils intertwining and forming a twisted triangle, its tip pointing exactly at the beginning of her butt crack. In this way, it embraced her firm buttocks, the ink emphasizing their well-shaped form.

Ariana had to smile. This tattoo actually looked tasteful.

But then her mouth fell open in astonishment.

Didn’t these tendrils form a word? At first glance, they just looked artfully braided. But upon closer inspection, one could see that the top of the triangle formed a word. It wasn’t so easy to recognize, but clearly visible on second glance.

"QUEENY"

The tendrils that snaked through the triangle also formed a word. Two large letters made up a word that was much easier to read.

"HO"

"QUEENY HO"

Ariana realized that the tattoo wasn’t a point! Instead, she was marked with the words QUEENY HO in artistic letters, surrounded by a braided arrow pointing directly at her asshole!

A shiver ran down Ariana’s spine and her hair stood on end as she realized that anyone who took more than a fleeting glance at her behind would notice the label. The tattoo artist was right. She would never be able to wear her beloved tops with exposed navels again, would she?

“Now you’re marked forever!” the guy laughed in her face. “Believe me, most people will take a second look at your pretty little ass and notice what you are!”

She was definitely marked now – a whore on the inside and now a whore on the outside too. The realization made her shudder, but not with horror, but with excitement.

Before this realization had fully sunk in, the tattoo artist had taken the leash in hand and led her in front of his counter to the entrance area. She had to kneel on all fours, facing the glass door that opened onto the street.

With a jerk that hit her clitoris, she realized that any passerby could see her being fucked. This realization no longer caused fear – only thrill and excitement. She almost longed for someone to come by and watch. Her nipples hardened at the thought.

During her "work" as a company whore, she wanted to behave like the most depraved slut ever. She wanted other people to be disgusted by her behavior and look down on her, making derogatory comments. She loved the humiliation. It was like spice added to a tasteless meal.

She knew that the next day she could walk past them in the mall, in her designer clothes and exclusive jewelry, and they would look after her with envy. The contrast aroused her immensely.

Without further ado, the tattoo artist thrust his cock into her pussy and gave her a few powerful strokes. The whole time, he grabbed her hair and pulled her head up so that she had to look out the door. His rough hands left red marks on her skin.

After several minutes of relentless thrusting, he had pulled his cock out of her creamy pussy and forced his throbbing tool into her swollen, sore asshole. The burning sensation of the sudden penetration made her gasp.

At that exact moment, a man in his forties had walked past the door. For a moment, he had stopped and looked into the shop with disbelieving eyes. After a few seconds, he had shaken his head disapprovingly and hurried on.

His disapproving look had brought Ariana to orgasm for the umpteenth time. Her body twitched uncontrollably as waves of pleasure coursed through her.

All the while, the tattoo artist hadn’t stopped pumping into her ass. His fingers dug into her hips, leaving marks of his possession. A few moments later, he was ready to burst.

Like a good little slut, she had turned around and opened her mouth wide. The entire scene must have been extremely arousing for the guy, as evidenced by his immense load of cum. Shot after shot of his creamy hot sauce had erupted from his cock.

He had covered her chin and filled her mouth to the brim. The load was so large that Ariana couldn’t keep it all in her mouth. Instead, it dripped from the corners of her lips. Knowing she wasn’t allowed to wipe the cum from her face, she had left it there, adorning her whore face with it. The sticky fluid cooled on her heated skin.

When Brown finally took back the leash, she had waved goodbye to the tattoo artist with a cheeky smile on her face. Then Brown had led her outside and into the car. It almost disappointed Ariana that no other pedestrians had seen her performance as a sleazy gutter whore.

Over the course of the next week, her new piercings had multiplied Ariana’s sexual desire a hundredfold. Her mind had already been revolving around sex all day before. But now she couldn’t even concentrate on anything other than the tingling in her pussy. Every step was a reminder of her new purpose.

The two silver ball rings had been pierced as a symmetrical pair through the longest parts of her inner labia. They ensured that her wrinkled inner lips constantly peeked out from the protective outer labia. The vertical hood piercing was a barbell that rested directly on her clitoris, applying pressure and making it throb constantly. On top of that, the rings hanging from her labia constantly struck against her pussy when she walked.

She was in a heightened state of arousal all the time. It drove her almost insane like an endless itch. Every time she passed a lawyer in the office, she wanted to bend over the nearest desk, pull her skirt up over her ripe ass, and beg him to fuck her. Her nipples hardened at the mere thought.

Several times during workdays, she caught herself running to the bathroom to pleasure herself. She even caught her hand unconsciously wandering to her pussy while sitting behind her desk in the office. The moisture regularly soaked through her underwear.

The after-hours sex with the lawyers simply wasn’t enough. And sex with Aaren wasn’t exciting anymore. It was just simple fucking, and that had lost its appeal for Ariana. It could no longer satisfy her lust by far. He treated her much too gently, without roughing her up a bit or calling her degrading names. More and more, Ariana recognized that she needed this kind of treatment to be truly satisfied.

Harris had been right. She was a bitch who should be used and humiliated.

To satisfy her hunger, she loved taking long baths at home. And of course, she couldn’t keep her hands off her rings. She loved sliding her finely manicured index and middle fingers through the two rings and stretching her labia apart. This way, the precious pink flesh of her inner pussy was completely exposed. With her other hand, she liked to play with the barbell through her clitoral hood, twisting and turning it hard until she erupted into an incredible orgasm. The bathwater splashed over the edge when her body arched in ecstasy.

Aaren had looked at her questioningly when he first saw the tattoo. But she had told him that she had dreamed about it for a long time. Now that she had a job, she had finally been able to fulfill this dream. She had even told him that it was an old Indian symbol that didn’t represent anything he would know. That seemed to satisfy his curiosity. And so far, he hadn’t said anything more about it. His naivety secretly amused her.

During the week, Ariana had gone out with her best friend from high school. The two had gone on an extensive shopping spree. Ariana’s main goal had been to find a new car. She wanted an exclusive sports car to show off to her new friends. Now that she had the money, she didn’t have to hide it, right?

Seeing the envious look on her friend’s face when she finally bought her new coupe had been the best part of the day. Although it had also been fun to annoy the poor salesman with her arrogant, posh attitude and extra demands.

At the end of the week, Clark had called her into his office. Until now, she hadn’t had as much to do with Clark as with Brown or Harris. He had mostly been content with fucking her in every hole she had. What did he want, she wondered?

When she entered his office, he simply informed her that he was attending an annual lawyers’ convention. So he wouldn’t be in the office for the entire next week. Since the convention was being held at the exclusive hotel she knew so well from her last “hotel assignment,” he wanted her to accompany him for one evening. To relieve his stress, as he told her with an ambiguous smile.

As Ariana remembered her last hotel experience, a tingle shot through her pussy. She could hardly wait to repeat this adventure. She was already longing for the coming evening, but it was still a long time until then. The anticipation made her pulse quicken and a knowing smile played around her lips.

The worst part, however, was that she wasn’t allowed to have sex until the said day. That meant more than an entire weekend!

With her clit piercing and pussy rings making her cunt crave constant satisfaction, this command seemed completely impossible for Ariana to follow. She knew she couldn’t endure the insane itching for that long.

But this was her job! She had to persevere, as she didn’t want to disappoint Clark. Together with Brown and Harris, he had made her the total slut she was nowadays. And for that, she was more than grateful. More importantly, he had enabled her to connect with her new fancy friends from the country club.

It would be the hardest test she had ever passed, but she was determined to succeed.

Throughout the entire weekend, she felt like she was climbing the walls. Nothing could help her forget her horniness. The whole time she had to think about the upcoming event and imagined every possible scenario.

One thing in particular let her imagination run wild. Clark had given her a vibrating anal plug with multiple speed settings and a wireless remote control. While Clark had handed Ariana the plug and advised her to insert it before the meeting at the hotel, he had kept the control for himself.

Ariana knew Clark and was sure that he had some kind of game in mind to tease her. But what would he do? She had many ideas, and all of them made her pussy tingle even more.

For the evening, Ariana had chosen an extremely interesting piece of clothing. It was a burgundy patent leather dress that fit skin-tight and was extremely low-cut. It not only showed every curve of her body but also presented her impressive décolletage. The cups were cut so low that they barely covered her nipples, while her large tits almost spilled over.

Below her breasts, it was cut out in circles at the sides. So the fabric only covered her stomach and presented her curvy hips.

The most striking part of the dress was its back, or rather the missing back. A strap ran behind her neck to hold it up, and her entire back was uncovered. The fabric came together in a V-shape deep below her waist. This meant it only covered the lower part of her buttocks. The upper part of her butt cheeks and especially her slut tattoo were completely visible.

To complete her outfit, Ariana had chosen white leather knee-high boots with 6-inch metallic stiletto heels. The dark red dress perfectly matched her fiery, auburn hair, and the white boots almost glowed in the dark. Her long, manicured nails were painted with a matching burgundy nail polish called “Lust,” which exactly matched her current state.

Almost ready, she took care of the last thing to be prepared for the evening. She pushed the anal plug into her little asshole. Each time again she was surprised how quickly her behind regained its former tightness – even after many men had worked it thoroughly. The plug had a circumference of 7 inches, and Ariana had to work on it for a while to get it in. Since her mind was flooded with lust, she almost broke into a small orgasm right there.

When she arrived at the exclusive hotel, Ariana suddenly remembered the hotel page named Trey. She had completely forgotten about him! He had mistaken her for a common street whore and threatened her to let him know if she ever set foot in this hotel again.

She knew that she couldn’t just walk into the lobby in this outfit. He would recognize her immediately and probably throw her out right away for not obeying his command.

As she remembered his words, she recalled that he had told her to call him and come to the back door next time. And that’s exactly what she did.

At the back door, she knocked carefully. She had to wait several minutes in the cold until she literally hammered against the door over and over again. Finally, the steel door flew open, and the page was standing there. His eyes sparkled wildly as he quickly ushered her inside.

“Wow, your johns must pay well if they deserve an outfit like that!” he commented on her appearance. “I’ll keep an eye on the elevator, so you better come back here when you’re done and wait for me.”

Ariana just nodded and walked past him. She didn’t want to think about this guy right now. That would have to wait until after her hotel show. At the moment, her entire mind was occupied with the anticipation of her performance. It was just Clark today, though, right?

As she walked past the page, his hand landed on her right buttock.

“Nice tattoo, whore!” he remarked. “Fits perfectly for a piece of fuck meat like you!”

Ariana inhaled sharply. He had clearly deciphered her tattoo. But wasn’t that exactly what she had intended when she chose this dress? Today she wanted everyone to see and read that she was nothing but a dirty slut.

Clark had advised her to meet him in the hotel’s piano bar. And that’s where she was headed now. As she left the staff area, she entered the lobby. Her appearance didn’t go unnoticed for long. As she crossed the hall, she could feel all eyes wandering over every curve of her sensational body.

When she entered the piano bar, she had to look for Clark since the bar was full. He was sitting in a sofa corner with several other men in suits – probably colleagues from the conference.

When he spotted her, he immediately stood up and came over to her. While embracing her, he firmly squeezed her buttocks.

“That’s how I want to see my whore!” he remarked loudly, causing the last heads that weren’t already turned in her direction to turn around. “I hope you’re showing your whore stamp so everyone can see it!”

“Yes, Sir!” Ariana replied.

She almost blushed as she became aware of the faces watching and listening attentively.

Could she ever look these people in the eye again after this scene?

The crowd in the bar made her heart pound. Everyone would be able to see her slut tattoo. Until now, she hadn’t shown it in public. And now she was starting with such an enormous crowd.

This realization only poured more oil into her lust-filled brain. She could feel her slutty self almost yearning for a sneering comment from one of the yuppies present. That was exactly her whole being now – a dirty fucking slut.

Clark led Ariana to the counter, and they both took a seat on one of the bar stools. He told her that she could order any drink she wanted. He would pay for it.

The moment the bartender came by and Ariana leaned forward to place her order, the anal plug began to vibrate. It hit her without any warning. She was completely surprised.

Her anal ring began to vibrate wildly, and instead of her order, a moan escaped her lips. The bartender looked at her in astonishment while she firmly gripped the counter with both hands and closed her eyes.

A shiver ran down her back. This was the first gentle sensation her body had been allowed to feel in days. Her body was overwhelmed by both the unexpected and the sensation. Ariana felt delight and fear of losing control in public—all at the same time.

Just as suddenly as the vibration had begun, it ended again. But now her body craved more. Her appetite for sex had increased by another level, although Ariana wouldn’t have thought this possible before.

“Is everything alright, Miss?” asked the bartender, but the words seemed miles away and barely registered in her mind.

Stuttering, Ariana managed to get her order out. The whole time Clark was looking at her with pure joy in his eyes. This pleasure, however, wasn’t purely cheerful. Instead, it was a mixture of the pleasure of teasing and humiliating her, as well as the fun of playing with his little toy.

In that moment, Ariana realized that Clark was no different from Brown or Harris, and that much merciless teasing lay ahead of her.

She couldn’t decide, however, whether she was looking forward to it or longing for it to end.

While waiting for her cocktail, Ariana continued to sit on the barstool facing the counter. This way, her back was presented in all its glory to the entire bar. She could feel eyes constantly wandering over her back and resting on her slut tattoo.

When the guy next to her stood up, he brushed against her bare arm. As he passed by, she suddenly felt his hand stroking her lower back. With his finger, he traced the lines of her tattoo. Ariana held her breath.

Then he leaned forward and whispered in her ear:

“Hello Queeny Ho! Where’s the queen? I only see a shabby whore!”

He followed his words with a dirty laugh, which sent another shiver down Ariana’s spine.

Then he was gone, while Ariana felt her heart pounding just as much as her pussy was tingling.

When the bartender finally brought the cocktail, Clark took her hand and led her to the sofa corner. The other lawyers were still sitting there. Clark raised her hand and made Ariana do a pirouette. This way, his friends could see every curve—and of course the tattoo—of her body in all detail.

Then he placed her right in the middle of a sofa between two of them, while he sat down on the second sofa. He began talking to one of his friends, without paying any further attention to Ariana.

Immediately, the two lawyers moved closer and sandwiched her between them. They began flirting with her while exchanging knowing glances. Ariana felt flattered by their attention. However, she was only half-listening. Her itching pussy completely occupied her mind.

The moment she answered one of their questions, the vibrating began again—this time, however, with double the force. Her words transformed into a long grunt. Her eyes closed. Her hands grabbed a leg of each man. She had to cling to them, her entire body shaking uncontrollably.

The vibration spread from her anal muscle to her pussy. She could feel an orgasm slowly building. Ariana wanted this orgasm, she needed this relief!

One of the lawyers seized his chance and embraced her tightly, letting his hands wander over her back and pressing her soft, large tits against his chest. Her nipples were so stiff that they pushed against the leather fabric, unable to pierce through. Instead, they rubbed firmly against the hard material, adding another sensation to Ariana’s mind.

She was almost there. She just needed one more second. She could feel her anal ring contracting around the plug. Her pussy began to tighten as if it were gripping an imaginary cock.

Then the vibration was gone.

As suddenly as the vibrating had begun, it disappeared again.

Ariana almost screamed in desperation. She had been so close to climax, had already been balancing on the edge.

Immediately her hand wanted to rush to her clit. But quite suddenly her hand was grabbed and held tight. She couldn’t reach her pussy!

Frustrated, she moaned loudly. She could feel the climax fading. Only the itching in her pussy remained.

Meanwhile, her eyes flew open. The lawyer who had just embraced her was now holding her hand in a firm grip.

“Looks like a whore, is named like a whore, acts like a whore!” he hissed at her.

Ariana could clearly see how he enjoyed her torment.

Her thoughts were racing. The tension in her body was almost unbearable, and the knowledge that she was being exposed like this in public only made everything more intense. Every fiber of her being vibrated with suppressed lust, while the gazes of those present burned like hot coals on her skin. She was caught between shame and arousal, between the desire to flee and the craving for more.

When the lawyer released her hand, the tingling returned to her fingertips. Aaren would never understand how she felt in this moment—torn between her old identity and this new person she had become. A person who craved this kind of attention and control, while simultaneously being overwhelmed by the intensity.

She wanted to scream at him that she wasn’t an ordinary whore, but instead another moan escaped her lips. This time triggered by his degrading words.

Clark’s friends had seen her tattoo! They saw nothing but a dirty slut in her! And this humiliating display aroused her!

Suddenly, Clark’s powerful figure loomed over her. Before she could say another word to his friends, he grabbed her hand and helped her to her feet. With a meaningful smile, he announced to the men that he would take her to his room, and led her out of the piano bar.

On the way out, Clark slapped her on the ass in front of everyone. Ariana preferred not to know what they were saying about her now. Yet somehow it aroused her that everyone viewed her as easy prey. As the slut she truly was.

As the elevator doors opened on the second floor, Clark and Ariana stepped out and almost collided with a hotel bellboy. To Ariana’s relief, it wasn’t the one who had appointed himself as her pimp.

They narrowly missed the tea cart he was pushing in front of him. In high spirits, Clark grabbed the champagne bottle from the cart and explained to the bellboy:

“I’ll take this with me. I’m going to have a little party with this whore tonight.”

Ariana stared at him in disbelief. Had she heard correctly? Had he just told this bellboy that she was a common prostitute?

“Don’t you think she’s a beautiful whore?” Clark continued with a broad grin, emphasizing the word whore particularly clearly.

Ariana’s face turned bright red. The bellboy was completely taken aback by the situation and cleared his throat awkwardly.

“Show him your slut tattoo, whore!” Clark demanded, unimpressed by her discomfort.

Without waiting for her reaction, he grabbed her hips and roughly turned her around.

“This whore is so proud of being a cheap slut, she wants everyone to see it!” he commented as the bellboy hesitantly traced his finger over her whore tattoo.

“Queeny Ho”

“Don’t be shy, man!” Clark encouraged him. “Want to see her fat tits? The whore would love to show them to you!”

By now, Ariana’s face had taken on the darkest shade of red imaginable. They were standing in the open hallway of an exclusive hotel, and Clark was displaying her to a simple bellboy as a common street prostitute. Worse still, he was loudly calling her a whore so that everyone could hear!

What if one of the doors opened right now? What if another lawyer from the conference stepped out of a suite at this very moment? What if someone she knew from the country club happened to walk down the hallway right now?

Ariana trembled with shame as Clark looked at her and commanded: “Do your job, whore! Present your goods to this good boy! Show him what you’re worth!”

Like a puppet on strings, Ariana did as she was told, while her eyes continued to scan the corridor.

Slowly, with her finely manicured hands and long burgundy nails, she pulled down the top of her skin-tight leather dress. Her delicious breasts, finally freed, bounced right into the bellboy’s face.

Hesitantly, he raised his hands to the two perfectly shaped melons and began to massage them gently. He took his time exploring every inch of her tender buds, which made Ariana more nervous with each passing second.

But his hands were having an effect. She could feel the heat rising in her pussy again. After being denied release in the piano bar, she was still hot and horny. And slowly, this young, cautious guy was getting her going.

Then suddenly her breath caught. Someone was turning the corner at the other end of the corridor!

It was a lawyer from the conference with an elegantly dressed woman by his side! They were coming toward them.

Ariana wanted to get off this hallway as quickly as possible. What if she knew this lawyer? What if he was a member of the country club? What if he recognized her?

She wanted to pull her dress back up to cover her breasts. However, Clark sensed her fear and placed a hand on her lower back. In this way, he implicitly signaled her not to move.

Fortunately, the bellboy was standing in front of her, hiding Ariana from the lawyer’s view. All they could see was the back of the hotel bellboy. But they were coming closer with every step! Just a few more meters and they would see what was going on!

Then suddenly they stopped in front of a door. Ariana watched as the lawyer impatiently pulled out his key card, waiting for them to disappear into his suite.

At that exact moment, the bellboy discovered her nipples and brushed his thumbs over them. It was simply too much! Ariana let out a loud moan.

Immediately, the lawyer and the woman paused and looked directly over at them.

“Is everything alright?” the man asked.

Only now did the bellboy notice the two of them. He turned his head but kept his hands on Ariana’s breasts. Clark, on the other hand, had been aware of their presence the entire time.

Before the bellboy could react, Clark seized his opportunity and said:

“Oh, we just had a little accident with her slut dress. Would you like to help us fix it?”

His words drove Ariana’s embarrassment to a new height. She was so stunned that she couldn’t even move.

She didn’t know if the couple had understood every one of Clark’s words, but as the woman took a step toward them, the lawyer quickly said:

“Oh, it seems like you have everything under control.”

Then he quickly grabbed the woman’s hand and pushed her into his suite.

Ariana breathed a sigh of relief. Clark used this opportunity and continued:

“See, the whore likes your touch! Why don’t you feel her pussy? I bet the slut is dripping wet!”

This time Ariana didn’t need a command from Clark. Resigned, she pushed her dress up to her hips and presented her naked pussy to the uncertain young bellboy. She threaded each index finger through a labia ring and spread her pussy lips, while thrusting her entire lower body invitingly toward him.

Ariana expected the inexperienced bellboy to touch her pussy gently. Instead, he thrust two fingers directly into her wet slit, his palm hitting hard against her clit.

This sudden, surprising impact almost threw her off balance and made her moan loudly. At the same moment, the anal plug began to vibrate at full power.

And Ariana exploded in a hard, powerful orgasm. All the pent-up tension and accumulated lust shot through her body and discharged in her clit. She moaned loudly, almost screaming out her pleasure.

She had to grab Clark’s arm to keep herself upright. Her pussy literally poured out the accumulated sensations from her body, flooding the bellboy’s hand with her juices.

It took a while for her to come back to reality. She had completely forgotten her surroundings.

The bellboy looked at her with incredulous eyes. His fingers were still deep inside her slit.

Suddenly, Ariana felt a strong urge to thank this young man for finally giving her relief. She took his hand and pulled it out of her pussy with a squelching sound. Then she lifted it up and licked each finger clean of her own juices. The whole time, her eyes bored defiantly into the boy’s.

After she had finished her task, she looked down at his pants and saw a wet spot in his crotch. With a knowing smile, she ran her finger over the wet spot and then sucked it between her full red lips.

Having become nervous and embarrassed again, the bellboy stammered some apologies before hurrying away.

Ariana, however, felt satisfied – for now. And she knew there was still plenty of hard, satisfying fucking ahead of her.

Moving on, Clark and Ariana finally reached his suite. They stopped in front of it.

“Seems like you enjoyed your plug a bit too much, whore,” he remarked with a mischievous grin.

He grabbed her hair firmly and yanked her face upward so she had to look directly into his eyes.

“Did I give you permission to come, fuck slut?” he hissed. “Today you only come when I allow it! Have I made myself clear, stupid fuck cow?”

“Yes, Sir!” stammered Ariana, surprised by his sudden mood change.

“Do you want to come into this room to serve me with everything you’ve got, fuck whore!” he continued, practically spitting out the words.

“Yes, Sir!” Ariana answered again in a quiet voice.

“Earn it!”

With these words, he pushed her to her knees – right there on the second floor of the hotel. Her public display wasn’t over yet. Ariana looked down the corridor in both directions. There were many doors. And this time there was no bellboy to hide behind.

Would this public humiliation ever end? Did she even want it to end? Hadn’t it excited her to be used in the backyard of the Italian restaurant? Hadn’t it incredibly aroused her to be taken hard in the trailer park?

But this was an exclusive hotel! She could meet people she knew! Her private lady image could be destroyed!

On one hand, she feared for her image as a refined, elegant bitch; on the other hand, it aroused her immensely. This humiliation was exactly what she had been craving all week.

But what if someone from the country club stepped out of a room right now? Her image would be ruined forever. This thought made her pulse race, but simultaneously increased her arousal even more.

As he let his pants and underwear fall to the floor, Clark presented her with his stiff cock. When Ariana wanted to grab and devour it, however, he suddenly turned around.

Ariana wondered what was happening. Why was he turning around?

Then Clark leaned forward against the opposite wall and thrust his hairy ass directly at her.

“Come on, slut, lick my ass! Spread my cheeks and suck on my dirty shithole, bitch!”

Ariana’s mouth fell open. She felt frozen. Once again, Clark had stunned her.

No way could she do that! She couldn’t touch a man’s behind with her mouth! Nothing could make her do it!

“I don’t feel any lips sucking on my asshole!” growled Clark.

“Lick my ass!” he shouted angrily, looking over his shoulder at her. “I’m telling you for the last time!”

From his look, Ariana immediately recognized that she’d better do what he wanted. But she still couldn’t move. She couldn’t make her body move forward.

His hairy, pale, round behind laughed right in her face. It looked so disgusting and ugly. This was far worse than ass-to-mouth or licking sweaty balls. This was a stinking, dirty, hairy male ass!

“Do you want me to shout louder, whore?” barked Clark. “Do you want the other guests to come out of their suites?”

Those last words set Ariana in motion. Having to perform perverse acts made her juices flow. Being publicly displayed as a dirty filth slut aroused her like nothing else. At the moment, however, she’d had enough of her public humiliation. She enjoyed acting as a degraded slut, but not openly in the hallway of an exclusive hotel!

Slowly her hands moved to Clark’s buttocks.

The redhead with the model body and enormous double-D breasts looked like the vision of a wet male dream. And now she was kneeling with her tits hanging out of her skin-tight leather dress in a hotel hallway, visible to anyone. Worse still, she was kneeling in front of the behind of a pale guy with thick glasses, a bald head, and a fat beer belly, ready to stick her soft tongue into a dirty asshole.

With her long burgundy-polished hands, she spread Clark’s pale buttocks. His tight anus came into view. The acrid smell of his backside rose to her nose.

Still, she couldn’t bring herself to move her face closer.

Without warning, Clark grabbed her hair. With a powerful jerk, he pressed her face between his cheeks. The stench hit her like a blow and completely enveloped her. Immediately she tried to push herself away from him, but he was too strong.

Clark moved her head up and down. Again and again, her face rubbed over his greasy butt crack. Sweat and musky fluid collected on her lips.

Finally, Clark let go of her head. After the long time with closed lips and her nose in his butt crack, Ariana had to take a deep breath.

Her chest rose and fell as Clark turned around. He slapped her face, leaving a red mark on her cheek.

“Where did the slut go?” he asked as he pulled up his pants. “I don’t see a slut. And I can’t tolerate that! I think we no longer have an office slut.”

Ariana felt her heart skip a beat. She was the office slut! She was a great fuck slut! She was their dirty whore!

She felt wounded in her pride. It couldn't be over! She loved being a dirty slut for men. She had to prove her sluttiness. She had to prove it now!

She swallowed the lump in her throat as she heard herself say:

“Please, Sir, let this trash slut lick your ass clean!”

With a knowing smile, Clark let his pants fall to the floor again and replied:

“Lick your lips, fuck sow!”

Ariana obeyed and ran her tongue over her lips to lick off the musky juice. Immediately her brain registered the intense taste. It was incredibly disgusting, and Ariana thought she might throw up.

“Touch your pussy, slut!” came Clark’s next command.

Instantly, Ariana’s hand moved to her clitoris, and her eyes widened.

Her slit was wet! She couldn’t believe it. This degrading act had been more than abhorrent! Only the lowest street whore would debase herself like this! Yet it had aroused her immensely.

With a devilish grin, Clark turned around again, ready to have his dirty behind licked and cleaned.

Once more, Ariana spread his pale, hairy buttocks with her burgundy-polished hands. But again she hesitated. Again she had to swallow the lump in her throat. Again the acrid smell crept into her nose. It was so dirty! So abhorrent!

Slowly she extended her tongue and brought her face closer to the crack—inch by inch. With a final sigh, she pushed her face forward. Her tongue touched his flesh.

Immediately she wanted to withdraw her tongue back into the safety of her mouth, but forced herself not to. Hesitantly, she began to run her soft tongue up and down his crack.

The slimy feeling and the foul smell were almost too much for her. It consumed her entire being.

“Yes!” Clark moaned. “Stick your tongue into my shithole, fuck whore!”

A shudder ran through Ariana.

I can’t continue, she thought. Her mind screamed to stop. Yet she spread his buttocks even further apart. She ran her tongue around the rim of his anus.

The taste was nauseating. It was so disgusting to clean a stinking, dirty asshole—with her tongue.

Suddenly Ariana heard a door open. Startled, she let go of Clark’s behind and looked to the side. There stood an elderly couple, frozen in place, staring at the repulsive scene before their eyes.

No one moved until Clark turned to the old man:

“Do you want this dog slut to clean your shithole next?”

That got the couple moving again. They began cursing and shouting:

“Shame on you! Have you no manners, you scum?”

Surprisingly, their words did not shame Ariana. These were not people she was afraid of seeing again. They posed no threat to her second self.

Instead, she was flooded with the perverse rush she had experienced when the woman had berated her in front of the tattoo studio. Her horniness was fully awakened again, and the strange dissonance of sometimes being aroused while other times feeling hatred and fear of being publicly portrayed as a slut had vanished from her mind.

“I’m just a piece of fuck meat! A stupid cunt who needs to be treated this way!” she said to the couple, surprising herself.

“What a pathetic, pitiful human being!” the woman spat in Ariana’s direction. “She deserves to be a cheap whore!”

Ariana was proud to be such a dirty slut. The words made her feel like the depraved gutter whore who was ready to please any man. The disgust and revulsion of the older woman turned her on.

With a malicious smile directed at the angry woman, she got back to work. She licked Clark’s anus expertly, licking every inch of his wrinkled anus.

Fuming, the couple turned around and stormed off, not stopping their loud cursing.

Unfazed, Ariana continued her rimming work. She even began to probe at his tight hole to ensure he felt as much pleasure as possible. She inserted her tongue and made him moan.

After a few more minutes of Ariana thoroughly cleaning Clark’s behind, he turned around and thrust his cock into her throat in one motion. Before she could gag, he began pumping sperm directly into her throat. Ariana didn’t even have to swallow as the stuff shot straight into her stomach.

As Ariana entered the hotel room with her breasts stuffed back into her dress, Clark turned on the light, illuminating the entire suite.

It was quite large—not as large as the penthouse she had been in before—but still a large, comfortable suite. One corner was occupied by a large entertainment system and a long U-shaped couch. On the other side stood a large king-size bed. The opposite side of the entrance was a large window front. Somehow this reminded Ariana of a situation she had been in before.

As she approached the window front, Ariana looked outside. The hotel was built in a square with a large atrium and window walls rising on each side. On the first floor were several restaurants, cafés, and bars. They weren’t crowded, but she could still see several large groups of people.

While she was admiring the architecture of the exclusive hotel, Clark had stepped beside her. Now he leaned toward her and said:

“Do you remember the annual secretaries’ party?”

Of course Ariana remembered. It was today. She couldn’t go because of Clark’s meeting! She had already been thinking about how she could most provoke her colleagues while further increasing their envy. But now they had to celebrate without her presence.

“It’s happening right there in that cocktail bar,” Clark continued, pointing to the bar on the first floor directly across from the window. “Maybe they can see us right now, with the brightly lit suite!”

Immediately, Ariana felt startled and concerned. Clark was right. The suite was so brightly lit that anyone looking up at their window could see right inside. Especially her glowing white boots must have appeared like a warning light, drawing everyone’s attention.

Nevertheless, Ariana wondered why he was emphasizing this fact. However, she had no time to think about this question as Clark continued:

“Today you’ll be the party attraction!”

“What?” Ariana stammered.

She simply couldn’t comprehend what was happening.

“Turn around, slut!” Clark hissed with a sharp voice. “I want you to bend forward and press your worthless pussy against the window! Show me what a dirty slut you really are and make yourself come!”

Ariana stared at him in shock. Was he really serious? Did he really want to present her to the entire hotel?

“If you’re lucky, one of your colleagues will get a good look at your cheap pussy!” Clark added with an evil smile. “If that isn’t something for the office gossip!”

Ariana’s hair stood on end. This day was getting worse and worse! She had just presented herself as a vulgar street whore to some hotel guests, and now he wanted her to show her pussy to her colleagues!

How could she ever look them in the eyes again? How could she ever treat them as arrogantly as before?

Carefully, she took another look at the first floor. She couldn’t recognize any of her colleagues. All the people seemed unfamiliar to her.

A slut for everyone to see! A slut who gives pleasure to every man – with her holes, with her appearance, with her performance. Wasn’t that her job? Wasn’t that what she was here for?

But she wasn’t here to fuel her colleagues’ gossip!

“Get started, slut!” Clark roared so loudly that it sent chills down Ariana’s spine. “You don’t want it to end here and now, do you?”

That snapped her out of her paralysis. There was nothing she could do anyway! If she had to show herself to someone – even her colleagues – she might as well do it as slutty as possible. She was still the dirtiest fuck slut of them all, wasn’t she?

By now, Clark had taken a seat in an armchair in front of her. She looked into Clark’s eyes, raised her eyebrows, and tentatively began to wiggle her hips. Slowly, she pushed up the hem of her skin-tight patent leather dress. Finally, her naked slit became visible. She ran her long burgundy-red index finger through her slit before sucking it into her mouth.

Next, she pushed down the cups that squeezed her massive mounds into the dress. Finally freed, they bounced into freedom. As she grabbed each firm fun ball, her hands resting on the ripe globes looked tiny compared to her large tits.

She began massaging her breasts while finally bending forward so that her jugs hung down from her chest. This way, they appeared even larger and more enticing.

Then she pushed her behind backward until she met the window. When her slit touched the glass, Ariana let out a scream. The glass was ice cold! Her first impulse was to move away, but she forced herself to keep her slit against the window. The coolness spread throughout her entire lower body.

Suddenly, all the lustful tension was gone, and her slit was bone dry. Gritting her teeth, she began rotating her hips and rubbing her slit across the window. In an attempt to get herself going again, she started digging her dark red nails into her soft nipples and squeezing them hard.

“Pull open your disgusting pussy with those whore loops!” Clark suddenly barked a new command.

Ariana reached back with her arms on each side. With her thumbs and index fingers – or rather with the long burgundy-manicured nails of these fingers – she grabbed her whore loops. She pulled on them as far as she could, and her slit opened up, exposing the delicate pink flesh of her inner slit. Again, she pressed her slit against the window. An even louder scream escaped her lips. The biting cold shot through her sensitive inner flesh.

For more than ten minutes, she had to work hard until her slit became wet again. During this time, she anxiously glanced over her shoulder several times to catch a glimpse of the first floor. She could see people looking up at her, pointing their fingers at her, and chatting with each other. But she couldn’t tell if any of her colleagues were among them.

She closed her eyes as the possible names she was being called echoed through her head again and again. She could almost hear the words out loud. Then she heard a whistle and someone calling over to her from outside.

A shudder ran through her body. This finally got her juices flowing, and the movement of her hips spread her moisture across the window.

With her eyes closed, Ariana began breathing heavily, soft moans escaping her lips. Her arms still reached backward, holding her labia rings with thumbs and index fingers. She kept her labia spread as wide as possible but now pressed her sensitive inner flesh firmly against the glass to get as much contact as possible. She began thrusting against the window, her body repeatedly bouncing against it. By now, she was moaning loudly.

Then she let go of her rings. But only for a moment, as she threaded the thumb and index finger of her right hand through her whore rings to spread them again. With her free left hand, she grabbed the anal plug, pulled it partially out, and rammed it back in with a powerful thrust.

And finally, she came.

The release was there, and she screamed it out as loudly as she could! It was like an electric shock hitting her innermost core. The most intense feeling she had ever experienced. It was different from the endless state of ecstasy she had experienced on the country club balcony. Instead, it was like an extreme bang – like thunder and lightning striking simultaneously. But because of this, it subsided rather quickly, leaving her craving for more.

Suddenly, loud applause broke out in front of her, making her eyes snap open. Her heart stopped for a moment.

Clark's two friends from the legal conference were sitting next to him, applauding her performance.

“Good show, fuck slut!” Clark growled.

A bit of pride rose within Ariana. This is just the beginning. I can be much more perverted, she thought to herself.

She wasn’t angry at Clark for inviting his two buddies—Ramirez and Mr. Lawrenz, as she later learned—to their little party. Nor did she feel ashamed in front of them.

After all, wasn’t she a fuck whore for rich men? These were some out-of-town lawyers who had already groped her in the piano bar and made her so horny. It was only fair to give them something in return.

Ariana remained in her bent-over position, while her juices slowly ran down the window pane, until Lawrenz approached her. He grabbed her hair and forced her to turn around.

“Greet your fans!” he barked.

Ariana could see several groups of people standing on the first floor, looking up at their room. When she looked at them, they erupted in cheers.

Ariana’s hair stood on end. Now her face was exposed to them, identifying her. She instantly knew that this situation would never leave her for the rest of her life.

Frantically, she looked for a group of women. But she couldn’t make out any of her female colleagues. Still, that didn’t mean they hadn’t seen her performance! Nevertheless, she calmed down a little.

Then Lawrenz forced her into a squatting position.

“I think they want an encore!” he said, pressing her face against the smeared glass.

Ariana had to lick her own love juices from the window while the group of people cheered her on. She could even hear some calls urging her to come down to them.

When she finally finished her task, she anxiously looked back at them to make sure the secretaries still weren’t there. Having received confirmation, she waved goodbye to the group and stepped back from the window.

She was glad that her public humiliation was finally behind her. Clark had pushed his game to the limit, and it had almost been too much for her.

The fear of being caught by someone in front of whom she wanted to maintain her lady image had grown stronger and stronger. But on the other hand, it had somehow also been incredibly arousing to be openly humiliated and displayed as a common whore.

Now that the danger of being discovered was over, she was ready to be ruthlessly used like the bitch she was. Until this moment, no living bone had been in any of her holes. And she definitely wanted to change that.

Clark definitely knows how to work a slut’s mind, shot through Ariana’s head before she was startled from her thoughts.

“Strip!” Lawrenz suddenly commanded.

Ariana turned her back to the three men, arched it and thrust her behind toward them. While wiggling her ass, she ran her long burgundy-manicured hands over her tramp stamp to present it to the guys in all its glory.

“Queeny Ho!” echoed in her head. But now the Queeny was quite quiet, while the Ho was almost screamed.

Slowly she opened the zipper on the side, let the shiny, tight burgundy leather dress fall to the floor and stepped out of it. With a swinging turn, she faced them and presented her naked, luxurious body to the men.

“On your knees, slut!” Thornton ordered. “Crawl over here! I want to see those fat tits scrub the floor clean!”

Ariana did as she was told. She knelt down and bent forward until she was resting on her elbows. She pushed her spine downward and made sure her plump, ripe fun bags were pressed against the floor. The soft flesh bulged out at the sides. She felt the hard, cold parquet rubbing against her nipples as she started to crawl forward.

Ariana couldn’t move quickly in her bent position, but in no time at all, the rough floor transformed her sensitive nipples into firm diamonds.

While she worked hard to move forward and clean the dirt from the floor with her tender breasts, the three men undressed.

Finally, she made it in front of Thornton. She knelt up, arms behind her back, proudly presenting her round, large globes to him, arching her back.

Immediately, Thornton grabbed her erect nipples and squeezed them hard—really hard. Pain shot through her body and made her cry out. But it was more of a moan that came over her lips.

“You really like being treated roughly, don’t you?” he growled.

“This bitch slut is just a fuck pig to be used however you please!” Ariana simply replied.

She heard her own words as if they came from a distance—from another person. Yet this self-degradation made her pussy quiver with excitement.

“Clark told us you were the best fuck hole of all time!” Thornton continued.

“Are you really worth all that praise?” he wondered. “I’m not so sure yet.”

Ariana felt almost hurt by his words. Then he suggested:

“Convince me! Make yourself gag on my cock!”

Ariana was glad for this chance to prove her excellence in sluthood. Immediately, she spat a white glob into her hand and began stroking his cock. It was an impressive cock—probably 12 inches long and quite thick too.

When Thornton’s tool stood upright and proud, she let go of it and crossed her hands behind her back. She opened her mouth, which looked small compared to the large cockhead, and in one quick movement, she impaled her face on the thick flesh.

On her first attempt, however, she couldn’t get the large tool into her throat. So she moved her mouth back up and rammed herself down again. This time she succeeded. The cock was lodged firmly in her throat.

A loud gagging sound emerged from between her closed lips at the sudden intrusion. She couldn’t keep the cock in her throat for long because it was so thick. So she began giving herself an outstanding face-fucking.

Again and again, she drove her face down the long, hard shaft. More and more saliva collected in her mouth, the gagging and gurgling sounds from her throat grew louder. More and more of her exquisite makeup and dark eyeliner ran down her cheeks.

Thick white, slimy strands of saliva practically sprayed from her mouth, so feverishly did she ram her own face. By now the fucking sounded so wet, as if he were thrusting his cock into a water-filled bottle, her mouth was so full of drool.

“Yes, fuck your skull, you pig!” Thornton encouraged her.

Every time she needed a break to catch her breath, she collected some of the throat slime that hung in a long strand between her lips and his cockhead. Then she pushed it back into her mouth. She made a show of it, presenting him with her spit-filled mouth before swallowing the disgusting mass.

After more than 5 minutes of this perverse game, Thornton still hadn’t come. Then he decided to raise the stakes even more.

“Let’s test your limits, fuck cow!” he shouted as he firmly grabbed the back of her head.

Next, Ariana felt her face being pushed hard down his cock until her nose was buried in his pubic hair.

“Lick my balls, slut!” he growled in his aroused state.

Ariana tried to push her tongue out of her mouth. But with her throat deeply impaled on his tense shaft, it wasn’t so easy.

Finally she managed it, and her wet tongue wrapped around his hairy testicles. But that caused her to gag quickly and very violently. If there hadn’t been a cock in her throat, she would have vomited violently right there.

When Thornton released her, her chest rose heavily as she drew in air. By now her entire bust was covered with wet saliva.

As he pushed her face back onto his flesh, Thornton suddenly closed her nose with his fingers. Her air supply was cut off.

Then he began to count – slowly, very slowly.

“10, 9, 8,”

She needed air. Her throat began to spasm and gripped the cock tightly. Tears shot into her eyes.

“7, 6, 5”

She had to breathe! Ariana panicked. She began to struggle, but the mean guy held her steady with his firm grip on her head. Her arms flailed uncontrollably in the air.

Her throat pressed harder and harder against the hard tool deeply lodged inside her.

“4, 3”

Black dots began dancing before her eyes. Her throat muscles went wild in desperate attempts to push out the intruder. Loud gagging escaped her mouth. Her hands went to his legs, and she pushed with all her strength.

Suddenly she was free. She almost fell backward from the force of her push. But finally, she could breathe.

She managed to breathe only once before she needed the air to scream. Thornton had slapped her left tit hard – so hard that it wobbled from the force of the impact. Immediately an ugly red mark appeared on her breast.

“Had I reached 1, slut? Had I given you permission to push my cock away?” he barked at her. “YOU want to be a good fuck slut? You can’t even give a decent blowjob!”

“Please!” stammered Ariana.

But before she could say another word, Thornton’s command interrupted her.

“Back on my cock with that whore mouth!”

As quickly as she could, Ariana stumbled to her knees and rammed her mouth back onto his long shaft. Immediately she gagged violently again. This time Thornton didn’t grab the back of her head and didn’t force her head down his cock. Instead, he didn’t touch her at all and simply began to count.

And this time he started with

“15, 14, 13”

Without hands holding her in place, it was even more difficult for Ariana to keep her mouth on his cock. She had full control over her movements, but she knew she had to keep the cock deep in her throat.

“12, 11, 10”

She gagged endlessly. Her throat hurt terribly. But she dug her fingers into the back of Thornton’s thighs and pressed her face onto his tool.

Then she no longer registered the counting. She was on the verge of losing consciousness. Her throat was still twitching wildly, but the rest of her body was completely limp.

“2, 1”

Finally, Thornton released her face. Ariana coughed and gagged continuously. Her head was spinning like an endless carousel.

She was infinitely grateful as she desperately gasped for air.

Nevertheless, he granted her only a few hasty breaths. Then he rammed his cock into her throat again in a quick rhythm. In and out it slid in her mouth. Fortunately, he needed only a few thrusts before he violently discharged his seed into her throat.

After emptying his load, Thornton mockingly patted her head and stepped back.

While Ariana knelt on the floor clutching her aching throat, Lawrenz positioned himself in front of her.

“Time for another round, bitch!” he announced enthusiastically.

With a tortured look, Ariana looked up at him.

“Please, Sir!” she brought out between coughing fits in a broken voice. “Not my throat, it hurts so much!”

“What!” the guy exclaimed incredulously. “Are you a dirty fuck slut or not?”

“Please, Sir! Don’t you want to fuck my hot holes?” she asked seductively. “They’re so juicy and tight!”

To emphasize her words, she pushed her crotch forward and presented him with her delicious pussy. With her long burgundy fingernails, she grabbed the bar in her clitoral hood and twisted it.

“Behave like the fuck slut you are!” Clark interjected with a stern voice that tolerated no contradiction.

Ariana had to swallow hard. Her throat was sore and painful!

Slowly she opened her mouth again. To distract herself from her aching throat, she touched her pussy.

It was soaking wet! Despite the pain, she was dripping with wetness. Or was it because of the pain?

For the next ten minutes or longer, Lawrenz let off steam in her mouth. Again and again, he rammed her face like a loose pussy at a rapid pace. He even alternated between violent thrusts and rapidly moving her head up and down his shaft. The smacking sounds from the pool of saliva and the gurgling noises from her throat filled the entire suite.

It didn’t hurt as much as Ariana had feared. As long as he didn’t hit the entrance to her throat, it was bearable. Instead, she was rewarded with Lawrenz’s moans, which proved the pleasure he felt through her face pussy.

Clark was right. She was here to release her inner depraved slut. The whore who craved any male attention, the whore who performed every perverse act to please men, the whore who was slowly taking over her entire being.

This realization gave Ariana new strength, but at that very moment, Lawrenz drove his cock home. He pushed it deep inside until it hit the back of her throat. Immediately her throat muscles began to spasm again. Once more she gagged violently.

Tears shot into Ariana’s eyes as Lawrenz began to repeat Thornton’s counting game. The whole time it was accompanied by his deep moaning and Ariana’s tearful whimpering.

Ariana could do nothing but wince in pain. Her throat now felt like raw meat. Angrily, she rubbed her clitoris with her fingers to distract herself. But the pain was so intense that she couldn’t reach climax.

Lawrenz counted down slowly from ten twice before releasing her face.

While Ariana gasped and coughed, he turned around and presented her with his backside.

Since he was in better shape than Clark, his behind didn’t look as pudgy and wobbly. Nevertheless, it was pale and hairy – definitely not an inviting

sight!

Ariana needed no further prompting. She still didn’t like what she was about to do, but it was part of being a slut. And she was eager to do anything that didn’t involve her throat being abused. After having her head held for so long, she even looked forward to licking his dirty asshole, as she now had control.

With her hands, she spread his buttocks and got to work. Immediately the stench crept into her nose and made her shudder again.

But there was no hesitation anymore. Starting at the sensitive and sweaty flesh of his perineum, she ran her tongue over his entire ass crack up to his anus. She repeated this several times.

Then she targeted his hole. She pressed her face even deeper and began exploring his behind with her tongue, her saliva wetting his anus to make it moist and slippery. She pushed against the tight, folded hole with her soft tongue, penetrating deeper each time.

Then she placed her lips over his tight anal opening and sucked. The taste was overwhelming. It flooded every nerve in her body. But it didn’t stop her.

This was so dirty, so disgusting. She was such a filthy, degraded slut!

Once again: The more she was humiliated, the more perversely she acted, the more aroused she became! Today she had discovered a new source of excitement, a new connection to sluttiness – licking hairy men’s asses!

Finally, Lawrenz couldn’t take it anymore. Screaming, he discharged his orgasm, turned around and sprayed Ariana with his juice. Spurt after spurt shot from his cock until a massive load covered her face.

With her mouth wide open, she tried to get as much of the precious cream into her mouth as possible, but only a few strands landed on her lips.

When he was finished, she sucked the last drops from his cock and greedily scraped the semen from her face to feed it to herself.

By now, Ariana already looked like a wreck. Her face clearly told the story of her violent face fucking. Her dark mascara had formed a spot under each eye, and a long black streak ran down her right cheek. She already looked as if she had been used and fucked for hours.

The party, however, was far from over.

The men took a short break and helped themselves to drinks while Ariana obediently knelt on the floor, waiting for her next command.

Clark made a game of giving her some water for her sore throat. He stood in front of her with a bottle of table water in his hand. Looking down at her, he ordered her to open her mouth and stick out her tongue.

When she obeyed, he slowly dripped water from high above into her eagerly waiting mouth. Ariana was infinitely grateful, as it really helped soothe her sore throat.

His demonstration of dominance also had an effect on her. Being treated like a lower animal clearly showed Ariana her position. She was simply fuck meat, with which they could do whatever they wanted.

Until now, Clark had simply watched the show in his suite. Now he was ready to join in again.

He sat down on the large couch and barked his command.

“Over here, fuck pig!”

Hastily, Ariana followed his command and crawled over to him.

“Over my knees, slut!” was his next harsh command.

Ariana quickly pushed herself up and draped herself across his knees. Now her stomach lay on his knees, with her behind sticking up in the air on one side and her head hanging down on the other.

Ariana’s excitement grew. She lay there presenting her behind to his will. Would he punish her like a naughty child? Would he spank her behind like a disobedient animal?

Instead, Clark ran a finger through her slit. She was still wet. With her eyes closed, Ariana let out a gentle moan. She was so hot and horny.

Then he pulled on the anal plug. The anal plug—Ariana had completely forgotten about it! It was still firmly lodged in her behind.

As the 7" wide anal plug slid out of her dark opening, it stretched her sphincter wide. The massive bulge emerged as her anus opened wider and wider.

Ariana’s quiet sounds transformed into loud moans as her rear entrance was increasingly stretched. The tight ring tried with all its might to hold the plug back. It was simply too enormous!

But Clark didn’t relent. The skin stretched almost to the breaking point until the plug finally slipped out with an audible sound.

Ariana expected Clark to pull it out completely and push it into her mouth for cleaning. Instead, he suddenly shoved it back in! Hard and deep in one thrust!

She screamed. Her scream transformed into a bone-chilling sound as he began to mercilessly thrust the plug in and out of her unprepared backside. The 7" monster was far too voluminous to be pushed into her ass in one motion! Clark was practically tearing her behind apart.

Ariana tried to escape this relentless onslaught, but Clark held her firmly on his knees.

“Don’t move, slut!” he barked at her. “It’s not as big as my fist! One more movement and I’ll ram my fist into your worthless ass instead!

“Do you want that?” he asked mockingly.

“Aaargh...! Please! Aaargh...! No! Aaargh...! Please don’t, Sir!” was all Ariana could reply.

Once again, she was reduced to a whimpering, twitching lump of flesh.

Unimpressed, Clark continued to thrust the large plug into her quivering rear entrance and pull it out again. Her sphincter was stretched out, completely slack. Each thrust went in easier, with each pull the plug reappeared faster. And Ariana could only scream.

“Yes, scream bitch, scream!” roared Clark, completely beside himself. “Tell me you like having your ass torn apart, fuck meat!”

When Ariana just continued whimpering, he grabbed her hair and pulled her head up.

“I won’t stop until your ass doesn’t close anymore. I’m going to stretch out your rear entrance, fucktoy! Tell me you want it, whore!” he shouted again.

“Aaargh, I like it, aaargh, when my, aaargh, ass gets torn apart!” she stuttered through clenched teeth. “Please, Sir! Aaargh, ruin my behind!”

Once again, this self-degradation caused a flash of arousal to implode in her clitoris.

Clark continued until no resistance remained in her anal muscle and the 7" tool slid effortlessly in and out of her rear entrance.

That didn’t make him stop, however. Suddenly, while continuing to ruthlessly work her anal canal, he began to spank her behind. The plug penetrated deeply, his hand slapped hard on her right buttock. The plug slid out, his hand struck firmly on her left buttock.

Ariana’s screams reached new heights as her behind was beaten into submission and her anus was reduced to raw flesh. Yet it set her on fire and she came—more intensely than ever before. Pain was everywhere, but so was pleasure.

Clark’s member was rock-hard by now. While her orgasm was still raging through her body, he pushed her forward, face first onto the floor.

Her behind was raised high, her face resting on the floor. A quiet moan of protest escaped her.

“Be quiet, slut!” he roared.

With the plug still deeply anchored in her rear entrance, he drove his member directly into her wetness. Due to her multiple orgasms, her slit was flooded, allowing him to slide in effortlessly. With the massive 7-inch plug in her behind and his member in her slit, Ariana was filled like never before. Honestly, she felt overstuffed, but she had no say in this game.

While his hand continued to strike firmly on each of her bright red buttocks, Clark began to thrust into her so quickly and powerfully that her cheeks wobbled wildly, almost knocking her over with each thrust. Ariana moaned even louder, each thrust penetrating deeper than the previous one, her face scraping roughly across the floor.

Each time an orgasm slowly subsided, it was displaced by a new one that catapulted her to the next height. It was like riding the waves—waves of ecstasy.

When he came, he simply ripped the plug out of her swollen anus and shot his seed into her raw anal passage. The syrupy sperm burned inside her and surprisingly brought Ariana to orgasm once again.

She had no time to recover as Lawrenz and Thornton were already eager to continue.

They pulled her up and laid her flat on the couch, stomach down. Then they pushed her forward until her voluptuous breasts were firmly pressed against the right armrest of the couch. This way, her back was arched and her body slightly inclined upward, her head free in the air. Ariana had to bend her legs back until she could grasp the long stiletto heels of her white leather boots with her hands. In this position, she looked like a drawn bow. Her body was completely tense and she was utterly immobile.

Lawrenz climbed onto the couch behind her and spread her buttocks apart. Her gaping anal ring widened even more, revealing the dark tunnel behind it. Fascinated, he ran his finger along the red-rimmed flesh.

“Wow!” he exclaimed. “If that isn’t an abused asshole! I guess it’s too loose for my cock.”

“Hmm, what should we do with it?” he pondered.

The mocking tone in his voice made Ariana fear the worst. And indeed, her apprehension was immediately confirmed.

Outside her field of vision, Lawrenz took the large plug from Clark and thrust it directly into her slit. Completely caught off guard, Ariana let out a shrill scream and released her boots.

This earned her a slap on her behind, and immediately her hands found their way back to where they belonged – on her stiletto heels.

After the continuous orgasms, her pussy was still dripping wet. Although the plug slid effortlessly into her well-trained cunt, it completely filled her opening. It also achieved exactly the effect Lawrenz had intended. With her stuffed slit, her obscenely opened anus tightened again.

“Now the slut is ready!” Lawrenz grinned lustfully.

Ariana held her breath tensely. Her anal punishment had rubbed her sphincter raw. And now it was about to be fucked again.

But before Lawrenz rammed his hard cock into her behind, Thornton stepped in front of her face.

“You’ve screamed enough today,” he explained to her. “There’s better use for that damn face cunt!”

Ariana looked at him pleadingly, but didn’t dare say a word. It wouldn’t have helped anyway.

Obediently she opened her mouth, and Thornton pushed his cock inside. With her hands on the heels, she was completely at his mercy, but he allowed her to set her own pace, simply enjoying her velvety lips sucking on his flesh.

Although her swollen asshole was still stretched, her overfilled pussy had tightened the anal canal again. And now it was being fucked open again. Just like with her face, Lawrenz spent the next ten minutes letting off all his steam on her poor behind. Ariana could only marvel at his endurance.

She felt so filled up! There was so much pain from Lawrenz’s hips slapping against her sensitive red buttocks with each thrust, and from her sore behind being relentlessly worked over. But there was also so much pleasure from the fullness in her holes and the constant penetration. The incredible sensation created when these two feelings merged hit her with full force and consumed her completely.

Every stroke into her ass drove her mouth down Thornton’s dick. She felt like a rag doll that was thrown from one side to the other getting her fuckholes alternately impaled on their dicks.

Ariana’s immobility gave her pleasure. She was completely in their power. The two controlled every aspect of her being. This powerlessness intensified the whirlwind of sensations sweeping through her body.

Eventually, the men exchanged positions. Thornton tried to maintain Lawrenz’s rhythm and hammered into her behind. Ariana threw her head from side to side in ecstasy and moaned uninhibitedly.

Feverishly, she devoted herself to Lawrenz’s shaft. Her tongue glided over its entire length, licking her anal traces off him.

“Mmm, my ass tastes so good!” she purred, before sucking his balls into her mouth and slurping on them noisily.

With each thrust into her bowels, her body was thrown forward, her breasts rubbing against the fabric of the couch. This made her nipples even harder than before. She desperately longed for someone to pull on them, to squeeze them tightly. But she didn’t dare take her hands off her heels.

She looked up at Lawrenz and asked mischievously:

“Please, Sir, would you pinch the bitch’s nipples? Please?” while arching her back even more and pushing her body further upward to present her tender, firm curves to him.

With a wild smile, Lawrenz took her hard nipples between his fingers. Then he pinched hard – really hard. He squeezed with all his strength, which made Ariana simultaneously moan and wince in agony. Pain and pleasure flooded through her chest.

She even tried to intensify the sensations by pulling away. And then it hit her. An agonizing orgasm thundered through her body.

“Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!!.... Yessssssss.”

Her climax was so intense that her body arched upward. Her vagina clung to the plug and her rear entrance tightly gripped Thornton’s member.

This brought him to climax, and he shot his seed deep into her rectum. In her glory, she felt the spurts of thick fluid hitting the inner walls of her anal canal. His pumping cock felt so wonderfully warm, his creamy juice like glowing coals.

She had been craving this ecstatic bliss! She couldn’t get enough of it! She wanted it every time, everywhere.

It took several minutes for Ariana to come down from her high. Clark then approached her and pulled the plug out of her vagina. But he stuffed it back into her behind. Again!

However, he didn’t touch her further. Instead, he set the vibration to a low level and left her lying on the couch.

The three men treated themselves to another round of drinks. In high spirits, they began talking about this incredibly depraved whore they had fucked. They discussed her as if she weren’t in the same room.

Every few minutes, Ariana involuntarily climaxed from the vibration of the plug lodged deep in her behind. Seeing her squirming on the couch, Clark and his buddies began making fun of her vagina, which was slightly open but constantly contracting as if trying to grip an imaginary cock.

Ariana couldn’t count how many small orgasms had shot up her back while she simply lay there, until the three men finally stood before her again.

Clark grabbed the plug and pulled it out of her. Without hesitation, he shoved it into her mouth. It stretched her lips wide as it was so large. Then he grabbed her hair and forced her to the floor.

Pulled by her hair, she had to crawl behind him like a dog, with the plug protruding from her mouth. Without another word, Clark simply led her out of the suite into the hotel hallway. While she was still kneeling like a dog, her skimpy dress was thrown beside her and the door slammed shut.

There she knelt – the slut with the supermodel looks, the voluptuous fuck tits and juicy curves, naked in an open hotel hallway with an anal plug in her mouth.

Looking around, Ariana sighed with relief when she noticed that nobody saw her. Hastily she put on the dress and hurried down the hallway.

As she walked through the hotel lobby, suddenly Trey, the hotel bellboy, was standing beside her.

“Want to run away without paying me, slut!” he hissed, while firmly gripping her wrist.

Before Ariana could answer, he pulled her into the staff area...

To be continued…


Bonus Content

Der Bully meines Sohnes

Sein schlimmster Feind. Mein tiefstes Verlangen.

Die Backofenuhr klingelte präzise in dem Augenblick, als ich die letzte Buttercreme-Rosette auf meine duftenden Lavendel-Macarons drapierte. Perfektes Timing. Diese anspruchsvollen Delikatessen mussten die verdammten drei Stunden Arbeit wert sein, die ich in sie investiert hatte.

Für Wildwood Estates Tag der offenen Tür brauchte es keine hausgemachten Spezialitäten, aber diese eingebildete Stephanie von Coldwell Banker hatte bei unserem letzten Treffen mit ihren gekünstelten Cake Pops angegeben – und ich würde mich keinesfalls übertrumpfen lassen. Nicht nach dem Fiasko beim Frühlingsempfang, als ihre durchschnittlichen Zitronen-Cupcakes mehr Bewunderung ernteten als meine exquisiten Champagner-Trüffel.

»Anna, unter keinen Umständen gestattest du die Verwüstung eines Tudor-Esszimmers in eine graue Dystopie,« zischte ich ins AirPod, während ich geschickt mein Handy zwischen Schulter und Ohr balancierte und das Backblech mit meinen vollendeten Kreationen auf die kühle Glasplatte schob.

»Es interessiert mich einen Scheißdreck, welchen Unsinn dein Kunde in irgendeiner HGTV-Sendung gesehen hat. Das Gebäude ist eine authentische Restauration aus den Zwanzigern mit Originalholzvertäfelung. Du vernichtest den kompletten Marktwert mit diesem hirnlosen Modernisierungs-Trend. Nicht jeder verdammte Raum muss aussehen, als hätte Joanna Gaines persönlich ihren Designmüll darüber verteilt.«

Ich zupfte an meiner Lululemon Define-Jacke, die trotz Übergröße meine üppige Oberweite kaum bändigen konnte. Der Reißverschluss schnitt schmerzhaft in mein Dekolleté und hinterließ eine feine rote Linie, die ich später mit Concealer würde abdecken müssen. Mein Körper kühlte noch immer nach dem Yoga ab, feine Schweißtropfen bildeten sich an meinen Schläfen, ungeachtet des Stirnbands. Der Premium-Bikram-Kurs im Enlighten Studio kostete zwar ein Vermögen, aber meine straffen Beine und der definierte Bauch trotz vierzig Lebensjahren und einer Geburt waren jede Ausgabe wert.

»Gib ihr meinen Kontakt bei Benjamin Moore. Er wird ihr eine historisch authentische Farbpalette zeigen, die potentielle Käufer nicht in die Flucht schlägt.«

Ich pausierte und begutachtete meine Arbeit. Die Macarons leuchteten exakt in jenem Lavendelton, der die Akzentkissen im Wohnzimmer des 1,2-Millionen-Objekts ergänzen würde, das ich morgen präsentieren sollte. »Glaub mir, Anna, Farben verkaufen Immobilien. Willst du diese Provision oder nicht? Deine Tochter benötigt neue Zahnspangen, richtig? Die durchsichtigen Brackets kosten extra, wie ich gehört habe.«

Die Haustür fiel ins Schloss, und mein Blick huschte zur teuren Wolf-Wanduhr, die Maik zum letzten Jubiläum besorgt hatte – kostspielig, aber weniger persönlich als die Tiffany-Kette, die ich mir eigentlich erhofft hatte. 15:47 Uhr. Samuel tauchte früher als gewöhnlich auf.

»Muss Schluss machen, Anna. Mein Sohn ist gerade heimgekommen. Prüf deinen Posteingang – die Kontaktdaten sind unterwegs.« Mit einem Doppeltipp auf mein AirPod beendete ich das Gespräch, genau als Samuel versuchte, unbemerkt an der Küche vorbei zur Treppe zu schleichen, seine schmale Gestalt gekrümmt wie unter einer unsichtbaren Last.

»Hey Schatz! Du bist schon—« Meine Worte erstarben, als er sich leicht drehte, sein Gesicht jedoch abwandte. Eine Woge instinktiver Sorge durchflutete mich, jener urmütterliche Instinkt, der seit seiner Geburt durch meine Adern pulsierte. »Samuel. Sieh mich an.«

Er zögerte, seine Schultern unter der dunkelblauen Windjacke hochgezogen, die sechshundert Euro gekostet hatte – eine Investition in sein soziales Kapital, wie ich Maik erklärt hatte. Als er sich endlich umwandte, verkrampfte sich mein Magen, als hätte jemand mir einen Faustschlag verpasst. Sein linkes Auge war angeschwollen, die umgebende Haut bereits zu einem beeindruckenden Hämatom verfärbt, das morgen seine volle Pracht entwickeln würde. An seinem Wangenknochen prangte ein kleiner Schnitt, bedeckt mit eingetrocknetem Blut, das sich dunkel gegen seine sonst makellose Haut abhob.

»Heilige Scheiße,« hauchte ich, verließ meine Backkreationen und eilte zu ihm. Er wich zurück, als ich nach seinem Gesicht greifen wollte – wich tatsächlich vor seiner eigenen Mutter zurück. Diese Geste durchbohrte mein Herz wie ein rostiger Nagel. »Wer zum Teufel hat dir das angetan?«

»Ist nichts, Mama. Bin nur... beim Sport gestürzt.« Seine Augen fixierten den Boden, studierten den italienischen Marmor, für den wir letztes Jahr ein kleines Vermögen hingeblättert hatten.

»Bullshit.« Das Wort entfuhr mir ungefiltert, rau und unelegant. »Von einem Sturz bekommt man kein verdammtes blaues Auge. Wer hat dich geschlagen? Und wage es nicht, mich anzulügen – ich erkenne einen gezielten Schlag, wenn ich einen sehe.«

Samuels Augen füllten sich mit Tränen, und mein Herz zerbrach für meinen Jungen, während gleichzeitig Wut unter meiner Haut zu brodeln begann, heiß und giftig wie Lava. Er war zu sensibel für diese grausame Welt, genau wie ich es gewesen war, bevor das Leben mich abhärtete. Maik behauptet stets, er müsse abgehärtet werden, aber was weiß er schon? Er ist kaum drei Tage pro Woche anwesend, versteckt sich hinter Meetings und Geschäftsessen, während ich jeden verdammten Elternabend, jedes Fußballspiel und jede emotionale Krise allein bewältige.

»Niemand. Alles gut. Bitte mach keine Szene—«

»Hier,« unterbrach ich ihn, schnappte ein Macaron vom Tablett und hielt es ihm entgegen. Die fragile Süßigkeit erschien absurd belanglos angesichts seines verletzten Gesichts. »Diese Dinger erforderten vierundzwanzig Arbeitsschritte und kosteten mich den gesamten Nachmittag. Verrate mir, wer dir das angetan hat, oder ich rufe sofort Direktor Edwards an und veranstalte einen derartigen Aufruhr, dass sie das Nachsitzzimmer nach mir benennen werden. Du kennst mich, Samuel – ich kann äußerst unangenehm werden, wenn es um dich geht.«

Samuel nahm das Macaron, führte es jedoch nicht zum Mund. Seine Hand zitterte leicht, die violette Köstlichkeit wirkte absurd zerbrechlich in seiner Handfläche, die noch vor kurzem Legosteine und Teddybären gehalten hatte. Wo war die Zeit geblieben? »Es war David,« flüsterte er schließlich. »David Jackson.«

Der Name traf mich wie eine Eisdusche. Ich hatte ihn bereits gehört, in geflüsterten Unterhaltungen unter Müttern beim Wein nach den PTA-Treffen. Der Unruhestifter. Der Junge aus dem falschen Viertel, der nur dank eines Stipendiums an Winchester war – nicht dass ich etwas gegen sozialen Aufstieg hätte, solange er nicht mit blauen Augen für meinen Sohn endete.

»Hast du es einem Lehrer gemeldet?« Meine Stimme kletterte eine Oktave höher, schrill wie ein Wasserkessel kurz vor dem Siedepunkt.

Samuels Gesicht verzog sich schmerzlich, als hätte ich Salz in eine offene Wunde gestreut. »Mama, bitte. Du machst alles schlimmer. Er drohte... er sagte, wenn ich petzt, wirds beim nächsten Mal viel übler. Er hat Connections, Mama. Sogar die Sportlehrer fürchten ihn.«

Ich griff nach meinem Handy auf der Arbeitsplatte und ignorierte den Fleck violetter Buttercreme, den meine Fingerspitze auf dem Display hinterließ. Meine Nägel, frisch manikürt in einem dezenten Rosaton, trommelten aggressiv auf dem Glas. »Ich kontaktiere jetzt Jessica.«

»Wen?«

»Tiffany Millers Mutter. Sitzt im Schulvorstand. Sie wird wissen, wo dieser kleine Schläger wohnt. Außerdem schuldet sie mir einen Gefallen, nachdem ich ihr Haus zwanzigtausend über Marktwert verkauft habe, trotz des katastrophalen Badezimmers im Erdgeschoss.«

»Mama, nein!« Samuels Stimme brach vor Panik, doch ich tippte bereits, meine Finger flogen über die Tastatur mit der Präzision einer Konzertpianistin.

»Jessica, hier Mira. Benötige dringend David Jacksons Adresse. Notfall. Er hat Samuel heute tätlich angegriffen. Erwarte umgehende Antwort.«

»Mama, ernsthaft, lass das.« Samuels Stimme klang nun verzweifelt, ein Hauch von Resignation schwang darin mit – als wüsste er bereits, dass der Zug in Bewegung gesetzt war und nicht mehr zu stoppen sein würde.

Ich legte mein Handy kurz beiseite, um meinem Sohn direkt in die Augen zu blicken – nun ja, in ein Auge, da das andere rapide zuschwoll wie ein morbider Ballon. »Hör zu, Samuel James Moore. Niemand, und ich meine absolut niemand, legt Hand an mein Kind und kommt ungestraft davon. Nicht, solange ich atme. Das habe ich dir versprochen, als du noch in meinem Bauch warst, und ich halte meine Versprechen.«

Mein Handy signalisierte Jessicas Antwort. Sie lieferte nicht nur die Adresse, sondern erwähnte auch, dass David wiederholt auffällig geworden sei, der Schulleitung jedoch aufgrund seiner problematischen häuslichen Verhältnisse die Hände gebunden seien – was immer das bedeuten mochte. Vermutlich ein weiterer Fall von übervorsichtiger Schulpolitik, die Täter schützt und Opfer im Stich lässt.

»Ich werde das regeln,« erklärte ich und machte mich bereits auf, meine Louis Vuitton-Tasche von der Eingangsbank zu holen, das weiche Leder glitt vertraut in meine Hand, das Gewicht der Schlüssel, Geldbörse und meines Notfall-Pfeffersprays darin beruhigend. »Kühle das Auge. Zwanzig Minuten drauf, zwanzig Minuten Pause. Und nimm Ibuprofen gegen die Schwellung.«

»Mama, du kannst nicht zu seinem Haus marschieren!« Samuel klang nun panisch, seine Stimme überschlug sich fast.

Ich drehte mich um, eine Hand in die Hüfte gestemmt, die andere um den Riemen meiner Tasche geschlungen wie eine Kriegerin, die ihr Schwert umklammert. »Ich verkaufe Multimillionen-Immobilien an Prominente und Konzernbosse. Glaubst du ernsthaft, ich fürchte mich vor irgendeinem pubertierenden Raufbold? Ich habe mit Brad Pitt über Dachschindeln verhandelt und Leonardo DiCaprio erklärt, warum seine Preisvorstellung lächerlich war. Ich fürchte niemanden.«

»Er ist—«

»Samuel, genug.« Ich milderte meinen Ton und streckte die Hand aus, um sanft seine unverletzte Wange zu berühren, spürte die weiche Haut, die noch keinen Rasierer kannte. »Das ist Mutterinstinkt. Wir beschützen unsere Kinder. Wir sind wie Löwinnen – unterschätze niemals eine Mutter, deren Kind bedroht wird. Jetzt kühle dieses Auge, während ich ein ernstes Wörtchen mit den Eltern dieses Jungen über die Erziehung eines Kindes wechsle, das es für akzeptabel hält, andere zu terrorisieren.«

Ich prüfte mein Erscheinungsbild im Eingangsspiegel, lockerte meinen dunkelbrauner Bob und frischte meinen MAC Russian Red Lippenstift auf – meine Kriegsbemalung. Mein Yoga-Outfit war für eine Konfrontation vielleicht etwas gewagt – die Lululemon-Leggings umschmiegten jede Kurve meines Hinterns und meiner Schenkel wie eine zweite Haut, der tiefe V-Ausschnitt des Sport-BHs unter der Jacke ließ wenig Raum für Fantasie – aber ich verschwendete keine Zeit mit Umkleiden. Manchmal ist der Soccer-Mom-Look genau das richtige Signal, um klarzumachen, dass man eine Kraft ist, mit der zu rechnen ist. Außerdem hatte ich dreihundert Euro für diese Leggings bezahlt – sie sollten verdammt nochmal auch außerhalb des Yogastudios Eindruck machen.

»Mama, bitte,« versuchte Samuel ein letztes Mal, als ich nach meinen Autoschlüsseln griff, das BMW-Emblem zwischen meinen manikürten Fingern.

»Kein weiteres Wort. In einer Stunde bin ich zurück. Vielleicht bringe ich Sushi mit, um uns aufzumuntern.«

»Seine Eltern werden sich nicht kümmern. Sie sind nicht einmal—«

»Ich sagte, kein weiteres Wort.« Ich warf ihm einen Kuss zu und schritt zu meinem makellos sauberen weißen Nissan Rogue, glitt auf den Fahrersitz mit jener Entschlossenheit, die allein in diesem Quartal über dreißig Häuser verkauft hatte. Die Lederpolster schmiegten sich an meine Oberschenkel, als ich den Motor startete und die Klimaanlage einschaltete. Das Navigationsgerät leuchtete auf, bereit für die Eingabe der Adresse, die mich zu meiner Konfrontation führen würde. Mein Herz raste, aber nicht vor Angst – vor Entschlossenheit. Niemand verletzte mein Kind. Niemand.

weiterlesen…


Bücher von Elisabeth Sylt

18 Jahre jung und Naiv: Die Wohnwagenpark Girls 

In einem weitläufigen Wohnwagenpark, geprägt von Armut, sozialen Konflikten und einem rauen Alltag, entfaltet sich eine Geschichte voller Leidenschaft, Macht und Abgründe. Der 1. Teil der Buchreihe – nimmt den Leser mit in eine Welt, in der junge Frauen (18+) in einem Spannungsfeld aus Verführung, Unterwerfung und dem Wunsch nach einem besseren Leben stehen.

weiterlesen…

18 Jahre jung und Naiv: Die Linke Feministin

18 Jahre jung und naiv – Die linke Feministin ist ein provokantes Drama, das die Reise der jungen Nancy Paten in eine Welt voller Macht und Verführung schildert. Aufgewachsen in einer sozialbewussten Umgebung, ist Nancy eine leidenschaftliche Feministin, die für Gleichberechtigung kämpft. Doch als sie den Geschäftsmann Derek Freeman und seine Assistentin Terra trifft, wird ihr Weltbild erschüttert.

weiterlesen…

18 Jahre jung und Naiv: Die Wohnwagenpark Girls II

Der zweite Teil der fesselnden Reihe führt uns zurück in die düstere Welt der Wohnwagenpark-Girls. Ein Leben am Abgrund, geprägt von Armut, Machtkämpfen und dem verzweifelten Wunsch nach einem besseren Leben.

weiterlesen…


18 Jahre jung und Naiv: Jacks Vergangenheit

Jack genießt Macht und Kontrolle – vor allem über Frauen. Als er in das Leben von Beatrice zurückkehrt, wird aus einer alten Affäre ein gefährliches Spiel. Doch es ist ihre Tochter Leni, die seine dunklen Gelüste neu entfacht. Zwischen Vergangenheit und Gegenwart entfaltet sich ein Netz aus Verführung, Erpressung und totaler Unterwerfung. 

weiterlesen…

Alien Allotriomorph: Ein neuer Patriarch für das Nest 

Nacht für Nacht wird er von seltsamen Träumen heimgesucht - dunkle, sinnliche Visionen von geheimnisvollen Außerirdischen, deren Macht und Schönheit ihn unwiderstehlich anziehen. Je mehr er sich in ihre Welt verstrickt, desto mehr stellt er fest, dass diese Begegnungen kein Zufall sind. 

weiterlesen… 

Zuchtprogramm für die Menschlichkeit: Das Leben eines Bullen im Jahr 2867 

In den letzten 850 Jahren hat die Menschheit umfangreiche gentechnische Eingriffe vorgenommen, um den perfekten Menschen zu schaffen. Dabei ist etwas Wichtiges verloren gegangen: die Fähigkeit, männliche Nachkommen zu zeugen. Jetzt ist es an ihm, die Menschheit zu retten und die Rolle des Zuchtbullen zu übernehmen.

weiterlesen… 


Verwandlung in eine lüsterne Bimbo 

Verwandlung in eine lüsterne Bimbo ist ein erotischer Roman, in dem: Ein junger Mann sich in eine sexy Bimbo-Schlampe verwandelt und dabei Spaß hat. Er genießt die Vorteile seines neuen Körpers, die Erlebnisse und die Freude. 

weiterlesen… 

Vom schwarzen Stiefbruder genommen 

Mira weiß, sie sollte Lamar meiden. Doch sein Blick durchdringt sie, seine Berührungen entfachen ein Feuer, das sie nicht löschen kann. Ihr attraktiver Stiefbruder ist verboten – und doch alles, was sie will. Aus einem harmlosen Spiel wird ein sinnlicher Machtkampf, in dem Verlangen jede Vernunft verdrängt.

weiterlesen… 

Ein neuer Herr im Haus 

Als Björn nach einem harten Sommer in ein scheinbar normales Zuhause zurückkehrt, ahnt er nicht, wie sehr sich sein Leben verändern wird. Zwischen Stiefmutter, Stiefschwester und den Zwillingstöchtern des Chefs entfaltet sich ein gefährliches Spiel aus Macht, Lust und Unterwerfung – und Björn wird mehr als nur zum Herr im Haus. 

weiterlesen… 


Zuchtbullen und Hucows 

Zwei unterschiedliche Schicksale 

Im Jahr 2083 gibt es weltweit 84.615 Milchviehbetriebe mit durchschnittlich einhundertfünfundneunzig Hucows pro Betrieb. Das bedeutet, dass sich derzeit etwa sechzehneinhalb Millionen Hucows in Gefangenschaft befinden. Ihr Zweck ist es, Milch- und Fleischprodukte für die Menschheit zu produzieren.

weiterlesen… 

Zuchtbullen und Hucows 2 

Was man vom Leben erwarten kann 

jörn hat sich auf der Farm von Thomas Soll gut eingelebt und beide sind ein gutes Dou geworden. Während der Farmbesitzer sich um das Administratorische kümmert, widmet sich der Zuchtbulle weiter dem, was er am besten kann. Ihr Farmleben wird jedoch auf den Kopf gestellt, als Thomas Soll von seiner Vergangenheit eingeholt wird. 

weiterlesen… 

Zuchtbullen und Hucows 3 

Der Drang der Versuchung 

Zeiten des großen Umbruchs stehen an. Jack findet sich plötzlich als Besitzer von Thomas Soll wieder und bekommt Besuch von der Regierung. Ihr Vertreter Wandel Eggen versucht Druck auf ihn auszuüben und eine Frau mit den Namen Cate Cray wird ihn zur Überwachung zur Seite gestellt. Was wird aus dem Hof und wie kommt Björn damit zurecht? 

weiterlesen… 


Zuchtbullen und Hucows 4 

Programm für temporäre Hucows 

Alice, eine junge Frau mit auffälliger Sanduhrfigur, wird nach einem gescheiterten Fluchtversuch in ein grausames Programm gesteckt, das Frauen zu temporären "Hucows" macht. In einer Anstalt, wo sie wie Nutztiere behandelt werden, erwartet sie eine Realität aus brutalen Prozeduren, Zwangsritualen und der Entmenschlichung ihres Körpers – reduziert auf Milch und Zucht. 

weiterlesen… 

Zuchtbullen und Hucows 5 

Das, was sie schon immer wollte 

Lena fiebert dem Tag entgegen, an dem ihr Traum wahr wird: als Hucow in der Lotterie gezogen zu werden. Während andere Mädchen Angst haben, sehnt sie ihre Rolle als Milch- und Zuchtressource herbei. Doch als das Schicksal anders entscheidet, gerät ihr Weltbild ins Wanken – ein normales Leben kommt für sie nicht infrage. 

weiterlesen… 

Japanische Verlockungen: Eine Hausfrau auf Abwegen 

„Japanische Verlockungen“ entführt Sie in die verführerische Welt von Raku, einer Hausfrau, die auf eine sinnliche Reise der Selbstentdeckung und verbotenen Leidenschaften geht. Mit einer Länge von 17.786 Wörtern bietet dieses Buch eine intensive und fesselnde Lektüre, die die Grenzen der Hausfrauen-Erotik und der Lust erforscht. 

weiterlesen… 


Unerzählte Geschichten von Zuchtbullen und Hucows 

Das Expanded Universe von Breeding Bull und Hucows bringt neue spannende Geschichten außerhalb der Hauptserie. Es sind individuelle, heiße und sexy, in sich geschlossene Geschichten. Nicht jede Hucow-Farm wird wie die von Thomas Soll geführt und nicht jeder Zuchtbulle hat es so leicht wie Jack.

weiterlesen… 

Verführt von einer älteren Frau: Reife Leidenschaft, junges Verlangen 

Jan, ein junger Wahlkampfmanager, lebt in Routine und politischen Zwängen – bis er Ally begegnet: eine selbstbewusste ASMR-Künstlerin, die mit sinnlicher Stimme und hypnotischen Augen seine verborgensten Fantasien weckt. Zwischen ihnen entspinnt sich ein Spiel der Verführung, das alle Tabus sprengt.

weiterlesen… 


Abschließende Worte 


Danke, dass Sie meinen kleinen Roman bis zum Ende gelesen haben. Ich schreibe regelmäßig neue Romane für dich, so oft es mir möglich ist. Ich hoffe, die Story hat dir gefallen.

Nochmals vielen Dank, dass Sie dieses Buch gelesen haben. Da der Buchmarkt hart umkämpft ist, würde ich mich freuen, wenn Sie diesem Buch eine gute Bewertung geben würden.

Deine Elisabeth Sylt

Über den Autorin

[image: ]

Elisabeth Sylt ist eine alleinerziehende Mutter von zwei Jungen und lebt in Berlin, Deutschland. Als Hobby schreibt sie erotische Romane. Beruflich ist sie Pharmareferentin.
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