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Bad luck was clinging to me with an insistence that was starting to get seriously worrying. After flunking out of college like a total loser, I’d been stupid enough to think that summer would wash away my academic failures. I’d let myself get dragged down to the Coast by a guy who reeked of money, thinking the vacation would be as golden as his credit cards. But reality had caught up to me faster than my tan. After fucking me relentlessly for three days like I was some luxury item, the bastard had dumped me overnight. He’d left me the hotel bill as a parting gift, leaving me there, alone and penniless.

There I was at eighteen, curvy as hell but without a cent in my pocket under the Mediterranean’s leaden sun. I had zero desire to crawl back to my parents in Brittany to confess my disaster and endure their lectures. I was ready to do anything to stay here, but hunger and debt were starting to gnaw at my stomach as much as my morale. I dragged myself across the sand, feeling the salt and despair burn my skin as I watched the other vacationers enjoy themselves.

"Want an ice cream? A cold popsicle? Or maybe a donut?" a guy’s drawling voice broke through my dark thoughts.

I looked up at the vendor who had stopped in front of me, his tray of goods balanced on his hip. He was a young guy with sharp features, his face bronzed from days of trekking across the beach. He wore nothing but a pair of swim trunks and the strap of his tray across his chest.

"I don't even have enough for a glass of water," I told him with a bitterness I didn't even bother to hide anymore. "Look at me, I’m totally tapped out. I haven't got a dime."

The boy gave me a look of sincere pity that almost made me uncomfortable. He reached into his tray and pulled out a sugary pastry.

"Oh, you poor thing! Here, take this. It’s on Maxime, from the bottom of my heart," he said with an encouraging smile, handing me the donut.

I hesitated for a brief second before grabbing it, my fingers brushing against his. The smell of the sugar made my mouth water.

"That's really sweet of you, Maxime, but don't get any ideas. Don't think you’re gonna get to fuck me just because you bought me a donut," I blurted out with a leftover scrap of defensive pride.

He burst into a candid laugh, shaking his head with an amusement that seemed completely devoid of any ulterior motives.

"Oh, you little firecracker! Don't flatter yourself too much, princess! I only like guys, and believe me, here on the Coast, I’ve got plenty of options to find what I need without having to bribe anyone!"

He sat down for a moment in the burning sand next to me. I felt a little lighter, reassured by his honesty.

"I’m Florence. But everyone calls me Flo—especially guys like you who know how to treat a girl when she's down," I said before taking a huge bite of the sugary dough.

"Nice to meet you, Flo. Maxime, at your service, princess!" he replied with a mocking little bow of his hand.

I watched the waves for a moment, thinking about my situation, which wasn't going to fix itself by magic.

"Is it a good gig, being a vendor? What's the deal with the boss I’ve been hearing about?" I asked, suddenly intrigued by a possible lead.

Maxime turned serious, lowering his voice as if letting me in on an open secret.

"Look, I might have something for you if you’re not too picky. This girl, Brigitte, can't stand the boss’s bullshit anymore... She’s decided to bail tonight; she’s had it. If you’re interested, I’ll introduce you, and starting tomorrow, you can sell donuts like me."

I frowned, sensing the catch wasn't far off.

"And Brigitte, why is she leaving? What’s so terrible about this guy?"

"Well, it’s simple. He likes to fuck the girls who work for him... It’s his own little personal tax. Me, I’m perfectly safe from a dirty old bastard like him—he can’t stand faggots!"

I stayed silent, weighing the pros and cons in my head. After all, I’d just been played by a lover who’d left me with nothing. Why not give in to a boss’s whims to get a job and finally pay off my debts?

"You’re on, Maxou! As soon as you have a break in your rounds, take me to see this guy," I finally said, planting a loud, wet kiss on his cheek to thank him.

"Hey! None of that kissing stuff! I’ve got a reputation as a difficult guy to maintain!" he exclaimed, standing up with agility. "I’m already running low on stock to finish my shift... Come on, let’s go right now!"
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Maxime led me to a dusty warehouse set back from the beach, where the sea air mixed with the stench of diesel and fried sugar. This was the headquarters of Mario, the man who ruled the local donut trade. The interior was dark, cluttered with boxes of merchandise and freezers that hummed loudly.

"Mr. Mario, I found someone serious to take over the beach route!" Maxime announced, his voice a bit too shrill. "This is Flo. She’s willing to replace Brigitte on the fly if you’re okay with it."

Mario was sitting behind a desk collapsing under piles of paperwork and overflowing ashtrays. Seeing him made my heart sink. He was everything I hated in a man: ugly, fat, and reeking of rancid goat, a smell that felt suffocating in the heat of the warehouse. Beads of sweat pearled on his receding hairline, and his arms were covered in thick, coarse black hair.

"Hmm... Not bad at all. Get your ass to the back and let us talk, you little faggot!" he grunted, without even sparing Maxime a glance.

Once we were alone, his lecherous eyes began to scan my body with a revolting lack of shame. I hesitated, wondering if I should turn around and run from this pig, but where would I go? And what would I do? I had no other choice. Without warning, he stood up and placed a clammy hand on my chest, squeezing my breast through the thin fabric.

"Two beautiful tits just begging to stand up!" he chuckled, his voice thick and greasy.

His big hands disgusted me to my core, smelling of tobacco and deep-fryer oil, yet I stood still, letting him grope me without protest. It was the price to pay; I knew that. He abruptly pulled open my shorts, his fingers digging into the edge of my panties.

"Don't squeeze your thighs like some frightened virgin. Let me feel that little cunt of yours!" he ordered.

He pulled the fabric aside, exposing my intimacy. A flash of surprise crossed his piggish eyes.

"Well, look at that! A real blonde! It’s pretty rare these days to find a girl who isn’t cheating," he remarked with obscene satisfaction.

"Please, Mr. Mario... let me... I just want to work," I whispered, feeling tears well up in my eyes. "I want to work honestly to get out of this mess."

"You're gonna have to earn your spot, gorgeous!" he shot back, sitting heavily back into his chair. "Get naked, right now, and do exactly what your future boss tells you!"

Swallowing my tears and my pride, I let my clothes slide to the floor. I offered the sight of my naked body to this monster who watched me while licking his chops. He then unzipped his fly, releasing a cock that seemed enormous in that sordid environment.

"Come here... Come find the little bird singing in my pants!" he said with a sense of humor that made me want to vomit.

I obeyed, dropping to my knees before him. The bastard had an incredibly wide and long cock; I had never held one that big in my hand. It was a literal war machine.

"I know... it always surprises girls like you," he gloated. "Let me see what you can do with that pretty mouth of yours!"

He forced me to take him, holding me firmly by the hair.

"Suck it! Suck it good, you little whore!" he ordered, while I struggled like hell to fit that monster into my mouth.

Despite the visceral disgust, I felt my slit getting wet. It was a purely physical reaction, independent of my will, which humiliated me even more.

"Hey! You’re gonna make me gag if you keep that up! It’s that pussy I want to get into now!" he barked, suddenly pulling me up and pinning me against his desk.

"You... you’re going to hurt me, sir... it’s way too big!" I stammered, terrified by the size of his member.

"Bah... you girls always say that at first. And then later, you always come back for another taste!"

I felt his cock spread my lips with a softness that surprised me. I bit my lips to keep from screaming, while a dark, shameful part of me urged me to let him impale me.

"See, it goes in like butter! I gotta say, you’re damn wet, honey," he remarked as he began his thrusts.

He hammered away at
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