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Taken by the Bad Girl!




Chapter One

Roxanne stared at the red rose petals scattered across the restaurant table, her heart sinking like a stone in her chest. It was Valentine's Day, and she had planned everything perfectly. 

The candlelit dinner at their favorite Italian spot, the bottle of wine chilling on ice, and the small gift box hidden in her purse—a silver necklace with a heart pendant. 

She had been dating Winfred for two years, and tonight was supposed to be special. They had met at O'Malley's Bar two years ago, on a rainy Friday night, and it had been love at first sight. Or so she thought. 

Winfred sat across from her, his face twisted in discomfort. He avoided her eyes, fiddling with the stem of his wine glass. "Roxanne, I... I can't do this anymore," he said finally, his voice low and flat. 

Her stomach dropped. "What? What do you mean?" She reached for his hand, but he pulled it away. 

"I'm sorry. It's just... we're not right for each other. I've met someone else." The words hung in the air like smoke, choking her. 

Roxanne's mind reeled. Someone else? After all this time? She forced a laugh, but it came out bitter. "You're joking, right? On Valentine's Day? That's low, even for you." 

Winfred shook his head, standing up abruptly. "I'm serious. Let's not make a scene. I'll pay the bill." 

Tears burned in her eyes, but anger bubbled up faster. "A scene? You dump me on the most romantic day of the year, and you think I'll just sit here quietly? No way. We're going back to O'Malley's. We need to talk this out where it started." 

He sighed, grabbing his coat. "Fine. But this is it, Roxanne. We're done." 

The drive to the bar was silent, the city lights blurring past as Roxanne gripped the steering wheel until her knuckles turned white. O'Malley's was packed, the jukebox playing sappy love songs that twisted the knife deeper. 

They pushed through the crowd to a corner booth, the same one where Winfred had first bought her a drink. 

"Who is she?" Roxanne demanded as soon as they sat down, her voice rising over the noise. 

Winfred glanced around nervously. "It doesn't matter. Just let it go." 

"It matters to me! Two years, Winfred! I gave up everything for you." She slammed her fist on the table, rattling the glasses. 

People nearby started to stare. A couple of guys at the bar chuckled, whispering to each other. 

"Keep your voice down," he hissed. "You're embarrassing yourself." 

That did it. The anger exploded. Roxanne stood up, her chair scraping against the floor. "Embarrassing? You're the one cheating! You think you can just walk away like this?" 

Winfred rose too, towering over her. "Sit down, Roxanne. You're drunk or something." 

"I'm not drunk! I'm furious!" She shoved him, hard. He stumbled back into the table, knocking over a beer bottle that shattered on the floor. 

The bar erupted. Shouts filled the air as the bartender yelled for them to calm down. Winfred's face reddened with rage. "Get away from me! You're crazy!" 

Roxanne's vision tunneled. All she saw was his smug face, the betrayal flashing in her mind. Without thinking, she swung her fist. It connected with his jaw with a sickening crack. He reeled back, clutching his face, blood trickling from his lip. 

Gasps echoed around them. Someone grabbed Roxanne's arms from behind—a bouncer, his grip like iron. "That's enough! Out!" 

Winfred straightened, wiping the blood with his sleeve. His eyes were cold. "You'll regret that. I'm pressing charges." 

The police arrived minutes later, lights flashing outside the bar. Roxanne sat in the back of the squad car, handcuffs biting into her wrists, her makeup smeared from crying. 

The officers didn't say much, just processed her at the station. Assault. That's what they called it. She kept repeating that it was a lovers' quarrel, but they didn't care. 

By morning, the reality sank in. Winfred had gone straight to the station after getting stitched up, filing the report with a swollen jaw and a vengeful glare. 

The judge set bail high—too high for Roxanne, who had quit her job months ago to focus on their relationship. She was remanded. 

The holding cell was cold and dimly lit, the air thick with the smell of bleach and despair. Roxanne huddled on the thin bench, her head in her hands, replaying the night over and over. How had it come to this? Dumped, arrested, alone. 

The cell door clanged open. A guard shoved another woman inside. "In you go, Paulette. Keep it quiet." 

The new arrival stumbled in, her orange jumpsuit hanging loose on her frame. She had short, tousled brown hair, freckles across her nose, and a defiant spark in her green eyes. She looked about thirty, maybe a bit older than Roxanne's twenty-eight. 

Paulette glanced at Roxanne and offered a small smile. "First time? You look like hell." 

Roxanne looked up, wiping her eyes. "Yeah. Boyfriend dumped me. I punched him. Now this." 

Paulette sat on the bench opposite, stretching her legs. "Ouch. Mine's stupider. Shoplifted a lipstick from the drugstore. Can you believe it? They threw the book at me for a five-dollar tube." 

Roxanne managed a weak laugh. "Lipstick? That's it?" 

"Hey, a girl's gotta have her reds." Paulette winked, pulling a crumpled pack of gum from her pocket. She offered a piece. "Want some? Helps with the nerves." 

Roxanne took it, chewing slowly. The minty flavor cut through the bitterness in her mouth. "Thanks. I'm Roxanne." 

"Paulette." They shook hands awkwardly over the space between them. Paulette's grip was firm, her skin warm against the chill. 

As the hours dragged on, they talked. Paulette shared stories of her dead-end jobs, her string of bad dates, how the shoplifting was just a dumb impulse after a fight with her roommate. Roxanne opened up about Winfred—the good times, the red flags she ignored, the heartbreak of last night. 

"Men," Paulette said with a snort. "Bunch of assholes. You did the right thing punching him. Wish I had the guts sometimes." 

Roxanne smiled faintly. "It felt good in the moment. Now? Not so much." 

The cell grew darker as evening fell. The guard brought trays of bland food—stale bread and watery soup. They ate in silence at first, then Paulette broke it. 

"Hey, you got anyone coming for you? Family? Friends?" 

Roxanne shook her head. "My parents are out of state. Friends... I pushed them away for him. Guess I'll find out who sticks around." 

Paulette nodded, her expression softening. "This place sucks, but it's temporary. You'll get out, sort your shit. And who knows? Maybe this is the push you need to ditch the losers." 

Roxanne met her eyes, feeling a strange comfort in the stranger's words. 

Paulette had this easy confidence, a way of making the concrete walls feel less closing in. As they settled down for the night on the hard benches, Roxanne lay awake, listening to Paulette's steady breathing. For the first time since the breakup, she didn't feel completely alone. 

But the night stretched on, and doubts crept in. What if bail wasn't posted? What if Winfred made it worse? Paulette shifted in her sleep, murmuring something soft. Roxanne closed her eyes, trying to push it all away. 

Little did she know, this cell and this woman were about to change everything. 


Chapter Two

The fluorescent lights buzzed overhead like angry hornets, casting harsh shadows on the cell walls. 

Roxanne shifted on the uncomfortable bench, her back aching from the thin mattress. Sleep had come in fits, haunted by flashes of Winfred's bloody lip and the cold stare of the judge. 

Beside her, Paulette stirred, sitting up with a yawn that echoed in the small space. 

"Morning already? Or is it still night? Time blurs in here," Paulette said, rubbing her eyes. She stretched her arms, the orange jumpsuit pulling tight across her shoulders. 

Roxanne glanced at the tiny window high on the wall. A sliver of gray light seeped through. "Feels like morning. God, I need coffee. Or a real bed." 

Paulette chuckled, swinging her legs over the edge. "Dream on. But hey, at least the company's not bad. Tell me more about this Winfred jerk. What makes him worth punching?" 

Roxanne hesitated, then let it spill. She described how Winfred had swept her off her feet at the bar—charming smiles, late-night drives, promises of forever. 

But lately, he'd grown distant, canceling plans, checking his phone constantly. The Valentine's dump felt like the final betrayal, confirming her suspicions of another woman. 

"He's a coward," Roxanne finished, her voice tight. "Dumps me publicly, then slaps me with charges. I bet he's out there gloating, parading his new girl around." 

Paulette leaned forward, elbows on her knees. Her green eyes narrowed. "Sounds like a classic manipulator. I dated one like that once. Promised the world, then ghosted me for his ex. Left me broke and broken." 

"What did you do?" Roxanne asked, genuinely curious. 

Paulette shrugged. "Nothing at first. Cried for weeks. But then I got smart. Spread rumors at his work, keyed his car—nothing big, just enough to itch. He deserved it." 

A spark ignited in Roxanne's chest. "You think I should do that? Get back at him?" 

"Why not? He ruined your night, got you locked up. Make him pay. Not with fists—that lands you here. Smarter ways." 

They fell into a hushed conversation as the guard's footsteps faded down the hall. Paulette's ideas flowed easily, painting pictures of subtle sabotage. 

Start with social media—post screenshots of old texts where Winfred complained about his job, tag his boss. Then, anonymous tips to his friends about his cheating habits. 

Maybe slash his tires when he's at work, or sign him up for endless spam calls from debt collectors. 

"We could team up," Paulette suggested, her voice dropping to a whisper. "I know a guy who does PI work on the cheap. Dig up dirt on this new girl of his. Expose them both. Make his life a living hell—job threats, relationship drama, constant paranoia." 

Roxanne's pulse quickened. The idea of revenge shifted something inside her, turning helpless rage into focused fire. "Everything to make him miserable. No mercy. He thinks he can discard me? We'll show him regret." 

Paulette grinned, fist-bumping her lightly. "That's the spirit. Partners in crime—well, revenge. Once we're out, we plan it proper. Contacts, alibis, the works." 

The plotting bonded them, hours slipping by in excited murmurs. Paulette shared her own minor offense details—a forgotten wallet leading to an impulsive grab at the store, caught on camera. Roxanne confessed her jobless state, how Winfred had convinced her to quit for 'us time' that never materialized. 

"Screw that," Paulette said. "You'll bounce back. Stronger. And with me in your corner." 

A clatter at the cell door interrupted them. The guard, a burly man with a clipboard, peered in. "Roxanne? You're up. Bail posted." 

Roxanne blinked, stunned. "Bail? How? I don't..." 

"Doesn't matter. Get your stuff." He unlocked the door, gesturing impatiently. 

Heart pounding, Roxanne stood, glancing at Paulette. "Wait, what about you?" 

Paulette waved it off. "I'll be fine. Go, before they change their minds. And remember—revenge awaits. Find me after. Paulette Reynolds, that's me." 

Roxanne nodded, a lump in her throat. She followed the guard out, the cell door slamming behind her. In the processing room, she signed forms with shaky hands. 

The bail was set at $5,000—half cash, half bond, reasonable for a first-time misdemeanor assault. But who? 

A familiar voice answered that. "Roxanne! Over here." 

She turned to see Lena, an old college friend she hadn't spoken to in months. Lena's dark hair was pulled back, her face etched with worry. She held a receipt from the bail bondsman. 

"Lena? You... you bailed me out?" 

Lena pulled her into a quick hug. "Saw the news on social media—someone from the bar posted about the fight. I couldn't believe it. Called your phone a hundred times, no answer. Figured you needed help. I used my savings; we can sort it later." 

Tears pricked Roxanne's eyes. She'd pushed Lena away when Winfred monopolized her life, but here she was, no questions asked. "I don't know what to say. Thank you." 

"Save it. Let's get you out of this hellhole." Lena signed the final papers, and they stepped into the crisp morning air. The sun warmed Roxanne's face, freedom tasting sweet after the stale cell. 

As they drove away in Lena's beat-up sedan, Roxanne's mind raced back to Paulette. She needed to find her, to start their plan. But first, she had to face the fallout. Lena dropped her at her apartment, promising to check in later. 

Inside, the place felt empty—Winfred's things already gone, probably packed in haste. Roxanne collapsed on the couch, pulling out her phone. 

A quick search: Paulette's full name from the intake form she'd glimpsed. Social media yielded a profile—Paulette worked at a local diner, lived nearby. No arrest records yet, but bail hearings were fast for minor theft. 

By afternoon, her phone buzzed. Unknown number. "Hey, it's Paulette. Got out an hour ago. Sister posted my $1,000 bail—family pulls through sometimes. You free? Coffee? We got plotting to do." 

Roxanne smiled, typing back. "Absolutely. O'Malley's, 6 PM? Neutral ground." 

The meetup was electric. Paulette arrived in jeans and a faded band tee, her hair damp from a shower. They claimed a quiet booth, away from the Valentine's debris still lingering in corners—hearts on napkins, wilted balloons. 

Over black coffee, they dove deeper into the scheme. Roxanne pulled up Winfred's LinkedIn, pointing out his sales job at a car dealership. "Vulnerable to bad reviews. We create fake accounts, post about pushy sales and faulty cars." 

Paulette nodded, sipping her drink. "And his new fling—let's find her. Stalk his Instagram stories. Once we ID her, anonymous emails to her work or family. Nothing illegal, just truth bombs." 

They mapped it out: daily tasks, like monitoring his online presence, gathering intel from mutual friends Roxanne could reach out to under pretense. Paulette suggested tailing him one evening, noting his routines for perfect strike points. 

"We'll make him question every shadow," Paulette said, her eyes gleaming. "Sleep with one eye open. Lose friends, stress at work, paranoia eating him alive." 

Roxanne felt alive, the weight of betrayal lifting. Paulette's energy was infectious, her laugh cutting through the bar's hum. As they parted with a promise to text updates, Roxanne watched her go, a warmth spreading she couldn't quite name. 

Back home, she started small—drafting a fake review for the dealership site. Winfred's face from memory fueled her fingers. This was just the beginning. With Paulette, she'd turn pain into power. 

But as night fell, doubts flickered. Was revenge worth it? Paulette's voice echoed in her mind: Make him miserable. Yes. Absolutely. 




Chapter Three

The days blurred into a whirlwind of calculated chaos. Roxanne and Paulette met almost every evening after work—Roxanne picking up shifts at a coffee shop to pay Lena back, Paulette slinging plates at the diner. 

Their first big move hit Winfred where it hurt: his job. Using burner emails, they flooded the dealership's review sites with tales of aggressive sales tactics and shoddy vehicles. 

'Winfred pushed me into a lemon,' one read, complete with a fake photo of a dented fender. His boss called him in twice that week, Roxanne learned from a mutual acquaintance she buttered up over drinks. 

Winfred's social life crumbled next. 

They hacked his dating profile—nothing fancy, just guessed passwords from old texts Roxanne still had. Updated his bio to 'Loves drama and lies,' attached blurry pics of him with other women from years back. 

Matches dried up; his new girl started posting cryptic stories about trust issues. 

Paulette laughed as they watched from a parked car outside his apartment one night, headlights off. 'Look at him pacing. Phone glued to his ear, yelling.' 

They escalated with pranks that left him rattled. Signed him up for junk mail deliveries—boxes of expired coupons and religious pamphlets piling at his door. 

Tampered with his car alarm to blare at random hours, neighbors complaining until the cops showed for a noise check. Roxanne felt a thrill each time, the knot in her gut loosening as Winfred's texts to old friends begged for advice. 

'Someone's out to get me,' one leaked message said. Paulette high-fived her over greasy diner fries. 'Damn right.' 

Through it all, their partnership deepened in quiet ways. Mornings started with good-morning texts—Paulette sending memes of crumbling empires, Roxanne replying with coffee emojis. 

Afternoons meant quick calls to sync alibis or brainstorm next hits. Evenings stretched longer at O'Malley's or Roxanne's couch, feet kicked up, sharing smokes on the fire escape. 

Paulette talked about her rough upbringing—absent dad, mom on pills—her voice steady but eyes distant. 

Roxanne opened up about her fears of starting over, how Winfred's charm had blinded her to the control. 

'You're tougher than you think,' Paulette said one night, her hand brushing Roxanne's knee as she passed the popcorn during a bad movie. 

The touch lingered a second too long, warm through denim. Roxanne's skin tingled, but she played it cool, nodding. 'Coming from you? That's high praise.' 

Subtle shifts wove between them. Paulette's jokes landed softer now, laced with care. 

She'd linger when dropping Roxanne off, engine idling, chatting about nothing until the streetlights flickered on. 

Roxanne caught herself glancing at Paulette's lips when she laughed, the curve of her neck when she stretched. It wasn't forced; it just happened, like the revenge plots tightening their orbit. 

One rainy Thursday, they pushed boundaries further. Parked in Winfred's lot after hours, they slashed a tire—quick slices with a pocket knife Paulette kept handy. 

Adrenaline pumped as they dashed to her truck, rain soaking their shirts, clinging to curves. Laughing breathlessly inside, Paulette cranked the heat. 'We did it. He's fucked tomorrow.' 

Roxanne shivered, teeth chattering. 

'I'm freezing.' Paulette killed the engine, twisted in her seat. Without a word, she shrugged off her jacket and draped it over Roxanne's shoulders. Then, hesitating only a beat, she pulled her close. 

Their bodies pressed together in the tight cab—wet clothes sticking, heat building fast. Paulette's arms wrapped around Roxanne's waist, holding firm against the chill. 

Roxanne's heart hammered. 

She buried her face in Paulette's neck, inhaling the mix of rain and faint soap. Paulette's hand slid up her back, fingers tracing slow circles under the jacket. 

No rush, just steady warmth. Roxanne tilted her head, their breaths mingling. Paulette's lips grazed her forehead—soft, accidental at first, then deliberate. A small press, lingering, tasting of salt from the downpour. 

They stayed like that, rain pattering on the roof, the world outside fading. 

Roxanne's hand found Paulette's thigh, squeezing lightly. It wasn't sex, not yet—just a spark, intimate and raw, sealing their alliance deeper. Paulette pulled back first, eyes searching Roxanne's. 'You good?' 

'Better than good,' Roxanne whispered, a flush creeping up her cheeks. They drove home in comfortable silence, the air charged. 

The next day, word came: Winfred quit the dealership, spooked by the mounting complaints. 

Roxanne texted Paulette a fist emoji. Victory tasted sweet, but the memory of that hold lingered sweeter. As they planned the next phase—maybe hit his credit with fake disputes—their glances held more, touches brushed longer. 

Revenge fueled them, but something warmer bloomed underneath, pulling them inexorably closer. 

Winfred's misery mounted, oblivious to the duo dismantling his world. 

Roxanne felt powerful, alive, with Paulette by her side. 

The intimate moment replayed in quiet hours, stirring curiosity. 

What came next? More schemes, more closeness—step by step. 




Chapter Four

Weeks passed in a haze of petty triumphs and stolen glances. 

Roxanne and Paulette's schemes had Winfred cornered, his once-polished life unraveling thread by thread. After he quit the dealership, they turned their sights to his personal ties. 

Fake anonymous tips to his family painted him as unreliable, whispers of debts and flings that never happened. 

His phone buzzed nonstop with blocked numbers, voicemails from 'concerned' strangers spilling lies about his habits. Roxanne monitored it all through a shared app on a cheap tablet, her fingers flying across the screen during lunch breaks. 

One crisp evening, they holed up in Paulette's cramped apartment above the diner—posters peeling from walls, a single bulb casting warm shadows. 

Takeout containers littered the coffee table, half-eaten burgers cooling beside beer cans. 

Paulette lounged on the sagging couch, legs stretched out, her tank top riding up to show a sliver of toned midriff. 

Roxanne sat cross-legged on the floor, back against the cushions, scrolling through the latest fallout: Winfred's sister had cut off contact, his buddies ghosting group chats. 

'He's spiraling,' Roxanne said, a grin splitting her face. She passed the tablet to Paulette, who took it with a smirk, their fingers brushing in the exchange. 

The contact sent a familiar spark up Roxanne's arm, one she'd started to crave. 

Paulette scrolled, chuckling low. 

'Look at this—guy's posting about paranoia on his private story. Thinks it's a conspiracy. We own him.' She set the device down and cracked open another beer, handing it over. 

Their knees touched as she shifted closer, the air between them thickening with unspoken energy. 

Roxanne took a swig, the cold fizz cutting through the warmth building in her chest. 

Watching Winfred crumble felt like justice served cold, each blow easing the ache he'd left. But with Paulette here, it was more—shared power, laced with something electric. 

Paulette leaned forward, elbows on her knees, eyes locking onto Roxanne's. 

'You know, we've hit him hard. Job gone, friends bailing, girl's history. Part of me wants to see his face when it all crashes down. What if we confront him? Show up at his door, lay it out. Make him squirm in person.' Her voice carried a edge, playful but probing, testing the waters. 

Roxanne paused, beer halfway to her lips. 

The idea flickered—storming in, unleashing years of hurt face-to-face. But reality crashed in quick: charges still hanging, Paulette's record, the risk of it backfiring. 

She shook her head, setting the can down. 

'Nah, that sounds like a bad idea. We'd just give him ammo to play victim again. Let him stew in the mess we've made. It's sweeter this way—watching from afar, knowing we're the ghosts haunting him.' 

Paulette nodded slowly, her expression shifting to agreement. 

'Yeah, you're right. Smarter to stay shadows. No traces, no regrets.' She reached out, squeezing Roxanne's shoulder, thumb lingering a beat on her collarbone. 

The touch was casual, but Roxanne felt it deepen the pull between them, a quiet affirmation. 

They clinked cans in toast, laughter bubbling up as they replayed the highlights. 

Paulette mimicked Winfred's frantic texts, voice high and whiny: 'Who the hell is doing this?' Roxanne doubled over, snorting beer, tears pricking her eyes. 'And that time the pizza guy showed up at midnight with fifty anchovy pies? Priceless.' 

The fun rolled on, their banter light but charged. 

Paulette's foot nudged Roxanne's thigh under the table, accidental at first, then staying put. 

Roxanne didn't pull away; instead, she hooked her ankle around Paulette's calf, the simple anchor grounding her in the moment. Winfred's misery was their playground, each story a victory lap that drew them tighter. 

As the night wore on, the room grew cozier, the single lamp flickering like a candle. 

Paulette dimmed it further, pulling a blanket over their laps. 

'We've done it, you know,' she said softly, voice dropping the edge. 'Objective fulfilled. He's broken—reputation trashed, alone in his crap apartment. No more power over you.' 

Roxanne met her gaze, the words sinking in. 

The revenge had healed something raw inside her, but ending it left a void. Or maybe not—Paulette filled it, her presence steady and inviting. 'Feels good. Really good.' 

Paulette's hand found Roxanne's under the blanket, fingers interlacing without fanfare. 

'So, after this? You wanna keep meeting? No schemes, just... us. Dinners, movies, whatever. See where it goes.' Her tone was even, but her grip tightened slightly, hope threading through. 

Roxanne's pulse quickened, warmth spreading from their joined hands. 

The subtle closeness from before—the rain-soaked hug, the lingering touches—had built to this. She squeezed back, nodding. 'Yeah. I'd like that. A lot.' 

They sat there, hands linked, the city's hum faint outside the window. 

Winfred's downfall faded to background noise; what mattered was the spark igniting now. Paulette's thumb stroked Roxanne's knuckles, slow and deliberate, sending shivers up her arm. ' 

No rush, just the promise of more—nights without grudges, bodies drawing nearer. 

The next morning, Roxanne woke in her own bed, replaying the conversation. 

Texts from Paulette pinged early: a coffee invite, no agenda. She smiled, typing back yes. Winfred could rot in his isolation; their story was just beginning, free and fierce. 

But old habits died hard. One last check on the app showed Winfred deleting profiles, isolating further. 

They shared a quick laugh over it at the cafe, shoulders brushing as they sipped lattes. The misery amused them still, a final chuckle before turning the page. 

As days unfolded, their meetups shifted—walks in the park, late-night drives with music blaring. 

Touches grew bolder: Paulette's arm around Roxanne's waist guiding her through crowds, Roxanne's head on Paulette's shoulder during quiet evenings. The revenge bond evolved, intimacy simmering beneath. 

Roxanne felt reborn, the betrayal a distant scar. With Paulette, empowerment tasted like possibility—lips close in laughter, hands exploring in stolen moments. Winfred's world lay in ruins, but theirs bloomed, one shared glance at a time. 


Chapter Five

The weeks blurred into a rhythm of discovery for Roxanne and Paulette. 

No longer bound by revenge plots, their time together unfolded with effortless ease. 

Mornings started with coffee runs, steam rising from mugs as they lingered at corner tables, knees brushing under the wood. 

Afternoons meant lazy drives along the coast, windows down, wind whipping through their hair while Paulette's hand rested on Roxanne's thigh, fingers tracing idle patterns on denim. 

Roxanne marveled at how natural it felt. 

Winfred's shadow had faded to a whisper, his life a distant wreck they occasionally checked on for a quick laugh. 

But mostly, it was them—Paulette's bold laugh echoing in quiet parks, Roxanne's head tilting onto her shoulder during movie nights on the worn couch. 

Touches lingered longer now: Paulette's palm sliding to the small of Roxanne's back as they walked, guiding her through doors; Roxanne's fingers combing through Paulette's hair after a long day, pulling her close for a shared sigh. 

One Friday evening, they decided on a simple night in. 

Paulette's apartment had become their haven, the peeling posters now familiar landmarks. 

She cooked—pasta bubbling on the stove, sauce simmering with garlic and herbs that filled the air with warmth. 

Roxanne chopped vegetables at the counter, stealing glances at Paulette's focused profile, the way her tank top clung to her curves from the kitchen heat. 

'Dinner's almost ready,' Paulette said, plating the food with a flourish. She bumped her hip against Roxanne's playfully, eliciting a giggle. 

They ate at the small table, forks clinking, stories flowing about nothing and everything—Paulette's wild shifts at the diner, Roxanne's latest work drama. 

Laughter came easy, eyes meeting across the candles Paulette had lit for no reason other than to set a mood. 

Afterward, they migrated to the couch, a bottle of wine open between them. 

The movie played forgotten in the background, some rom-com neither cared about. Paulette stretched out, pulling Roxanne against her side, arm draped casually over her shoulders. 

Roxanne nestled in, her hand settling on Paulette's stomach, feeling the rise and fall of her breath. 

'You know,' Paulette murmured, lips brushing Roxanne's temple, 'I didn't expect this. Us. But it feels right.' Her voice was low, sincere, fingers toying with the hem of Roxanne's shirt. 

Roxanne turned her face up, their noses almost touching. 

'Me neither. But yeah... it does.' The words hung, charged. Paulette's gaze dropped to Roxanne's mouth, and the space between them vanished. 

Their lips met softly at first, a tentative press that deepened as Roxanne sighed into it. Paulette's hand cupped her cheek, thumb stroking her jaw, while Roxanne's fingers curled into her shirt, pulling her closer. 

The kiss ignited something patient but insistent. Tongues met, exploring with slow hunger. 

Paulette shifted, guiding Roxanne to straddle her lap, hands sliding under her shirt to trace the bare skin of her back. Roxanne gasped against her mouth, grinding down instinctively, feeling the heat building between her legs. 

They broke apart only to tug at clothes. 

Shirts hit the floor, revealing Paulette's full breasts straining against a black bra, Roxanne's smaller ones freed as she peeled off her own top. 

Paulette's mouth found Roxanne's neck, sucking lightly, teeth grazing collarbone while hands unclasped bras. 

Roxanne arched, moaning softly as Paulette's lips closed over one nipple, tongue flicking the hard peak before sucking hard enough to draw a whimper. 

'God, Paulette,' Roxanne breathed, fingers threading through her hair, holding her there. 

Paulette lavished attention on both breasts, alternating licks and bites that sent jolts straight to Roxanne's core. Her pussy throbbed, wetness soaking her panties as she rocked against Paulette's thigh. 

Paulette's hands worked lower, unbuttoning Roxanne's jeans and shoving them down with her underwear in one motion. 

Roxanne kicked them off, now naked and exposed, skin flushing under Paulette's hungry stare. 

'You're beautiful,' Paulette said, voice rough. She stood, lifting Roxanne effortlessly and carrying her to the bedroom, lips locked in another fierce kiss. 

The bed creaked as they tumbled onto it, Paulette shedding her own pants and boxers—revealing her trimmed bush and the slick folds beneath. 

Roxanne's eyes widened, desire pooling hotter. She pushed Paulette onto her back, kissing down her body: collarbone, breasts, stomach. 

Paulette's breath hitched as Roxanne's mouth reached her thighs, spreading them wide. 

Roxanne dove in, tongue flat against Paulette's pussy, lapping from entrance to clit in long strokes. 

Paulette groaned, hips bucking up, hands fisting the sheets. 

'Fuck, yes—right there.' Roxanne sucked her clit gently, then harder, two fingers sliding into her wet heat, curling to hit that spot inside. Paulette's walls clenched around them, her moans filling the room as Roxanne pumped steadily, tongue circling without mercy. 

Paulette came with a cry, body shuddering, juices coating Roxanne's fingers. 

She pulled Roxanne up for a messy kiss, tasting herself on her lips. 'Your turn,' she growled, flipping them so Roxanne lay beneath her. 

Paulette kissed a trail down Roxanne's body, lingering on her breasts before settling between her legs. She spread Roxanne's thighs, blowing cool air on her dripping pussy before diving in. 

Her tongue thrust inside first, fucking shallowly, then licked up to swirl around the clit. Roxanne's hands gripped Paulette's head, legs trembling as pleasure built. 

'Oh shit—don't stop,' Roxanne panted. Paulette added fingers, two then three, stretching her as she sucked the clit hard. 

The rhythm was relentless, fingers thrusting deep, tongue flicking fast. Roxanne's orgasm crashed over her, pussy spasming around the intrusion, cum flooding Paulette's mouth as she cried out, back arching off the bed. 

They collapsed together, panting, bodies slick with sweat. Paulette pulled Roxanne close, kissing her forehead. 'That was... incredible.' 

Roxanne smiled, tracing patterns on Paulette's chest. 'Yeah. And just the start.' 

In the quiet afterglow, the world outside faded. 

Winfred's ruin was ancient history; their connection, forged in chaos, now bloomed into passion. Nights like this stretched ahead—bodies entwined, hearts aligned. Roxanne had found not just revenge, but love, raw and real. 

Paulette's arms wrapped around Roxanne, holding her tight as their breathing synced in the dim light of the bedroom. 

The sheets tangled around their legs, damp from their shared heat. Roxanne rested her head on Paulette's chest, listening to the steady thump of her heart, a rhythm that grounded her after the storm of pleasure. 

'Hey,' Paulette whispered, her fingers trailing lazy circles along Roxanne's spine. 'You okay?' 

Roxanne lifted her head, meeting those warm brown eyes with a soft smile. 

'More than okay. That was... everything.' She leaned in for a gentle kiss, lips brushing without the urgency of before, just a quiet affirmation of what they'd built. 

They lay there for what felt like hours, bodies cooling, whispers filling the space between them. 

Paulette shared stories from her past—tough jobs, lost loves that never quite fit—while Roxanne opened up about dreams she'd shelved during her time with Winfred. The conversation flowed like the wine they'd shared earlier, easy and intoxicating. 

Eventually, hunger pulled them from the bed. 

Paulette threw on an oversized shirt, Roxanne slipping into boxers that hung loose on her hips. 

In the kitchen, they raided the fridge, assembling mismatched sandwiches with whatever was left from dinner. 

Laughter bubbled up again as mustard dripped onto the counter, Paulette wiping it away with her thumb before sucking it clean, eyes locked on Roxanne's. 

Back in bed, they ate propped against the headboard, crumbs scattering like stars. 

'So, what's next for us?' Paulette asked, setting her plate aside and pulling Roxanne close. 

Roxanne thought for a moment, her hand finding Paulette's under the covers. 'No more revenge. Just this. Us. Maybe a road trip? See some places we've only talked about.' 

Paulette grinned, kissing her knuckles. 'Deal. And if Winfred ever crosses our path? We keep walking, heads high.' 

The mention of him brought a faint echo of the past, but it held no power now. 

Roxanne nodded, the weight of betrayal long lifted. In its place bloomed something stronger—trust, desire, partnership. 

Morning light filtered through the curtains, painting their skin in gold. 

They woke slowly, tangled and content, sharing lazy touches that promised more nights like the last. Roxanne traced the curve of Paulette's hip, memorizing the feel of her. Paulette nuzzled her neck, breath warm against her skin. 

As they dressed for the day—coffee brewing, plans forming—Roxanne felt a shift deep inside. 

The woman who'd punched her ex in a bar, who'd plotted in a jail cell, was gone. In her stead stood someone new: resilient, loved, ready for whatever came next. 

Hand in hand, they stepped out into the world, the door clicking shut behind them. O'Malley's Bar, the holding cell, Winfred's downfall—they were chapters closed. Ahead stretched open roads, shared secrets, and a love forged in fire, now steady and bright. 

Thanks for reading!

Thank you so much for reading “Taken by the Bad Girl” and I hope you enjoyed reading it as much as I had while writing it. If you want to read more stuff from me, just search “Lucy Yates” on Amazon! 
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