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Pushing the door open, I step inside, the warmth wrapping around me like a long-lost friend. I’m glad I escaped the dark, chilly shadows of this menacing city—nothing alive here, just thousands of lights that seem to have no purpose other than to add to the pollution. Can’t wait to leave this fucking jungle.

The aroma of coffee in the air mixes with something sweet, making my stomach growl. But this isn’t the time for distractions. I need to do my job and get out as quickly as possible.

I scan the room and spot her—Lexi. Damn, her razor-sharp lips hit me instantly. She’s leaning against the bar, exuding a confidence that draws attention without even trying. Rich, brown hair frames her face, and the way she carries herself suggests she’s used to getting what she wants. A vivid red sweater squeezes her breasts, putting them on display like they’re on sale.

Nah, who am I kidding... If I had those, I’d probably be showing them off just like she is.

I approach cautiously, but she spots me immediately and gives me a cold look. I’ve heard she’s a bitch, but somehow I feel like I would’ve figured that out even without the warning.

She looks away and speaks into her straw. “You don’t look like a typical messenger.”

“Yeah? What do you know about messengers?” I shoot back, trying to sound unbothered.

“They’re usually fresh in the game, but still… not complete beginners,” she replies, her tone dripping with sarcasm.

There we go, the bitch is out immediately.

“What makes you think I’m a beginner?”

“Please, Rina. I’ve been in this business long enough.”

Rina? How does she know my real name?

“So, you’re a psychic or something?” I say casually, ready to fight back. “You already know everything about me? Do you have some kind of superpower running in your… D—N—A?”

Her face shifts immediately. “What do you know about DNA?”

“Nothing…” I smirk, my eyes turning to the ceiling. “Except that it’s a word that catches your attention.”

Her energy turns more serious, though she tries to hide it. With a tilt of her head, she gestures to a table in the corner. “Alright, pretty face, let’s sit.”

I follow her to the table, noticing her ass has the same attitude as her character—it jumps at people. Why do the biggest bitches get to be born in the hottest bodies? It’s just not fair.

We sit down, the low lighting casting shadows that seem to creep closer. I hate shadows.

“So, what are you actually bringing tonight?” Lexi’s eyes glint with seriousness, like we’re starting over. There’s something about her lips that keeps pulling my focus.

“Just a little secret,” I smile, hoping our rough start is turning into something more enjoyable. A part of me wishes I could get along with her. She’s sharp, decisive, and yeah, sexy as hell.

“Yeah? What kind of secret? Tell me everything, sweetie.” Her smile makes my heart stop. There’s a beauty in her face that I didn’t notice before. I have a theory about people like her, who hide their beauty behind a serious look—trauma. A lot of it.

“Come on,” I lean on the table, “we both know I’d be a fool to discuss it in a…” I glance around, “public place like this.”

I notice the tension building in her eyes. She’s studying me, and I can tell she’s wondering just how much I know.

She leans in too, as if showing me she’s not afraid to get closer, piercing me with her gaze. “How do you know about the DNA?” Her voice is more serious now, and the sudden shift sends a cold shiver through me. She can be scary too, I can see it.

I pause for a second, letting the silence drag out before responding. “Maybe I’m more than just a messenger.”

Her eyes narrow. “Quit joking. The confidential stuff leaked, and I’m going to cut heads for that. I want to know whose head it is.”

I sit back, raising an eyebrow. “Relax. Nothing has leaked. I’m the one who wrote the code.”

She freezes for a moment, clearly taken aback.

“You?” she breathes out, her voice faltering for a moment, disbelief wrinkling her face.

I can’t help but smirk. “Oh, sorry if I don’t exactly match your expectations—visually,” I reply, enjoying the look on her face.

She sits still, her eyes locked onto mine. “You exceed my expectations. Visually.”

Seriously? This is where this is headed? I can take a compliment, but this feels like something even more. I can’t figure her out—is she serious or just toying with me?

“Look,” I jump in before she says anything, “I’m not here to play. I just want to do my part of the job and disappear.”

“You’ll leave when I say so.”

“Excuse me?”

“Well, it looks like it’s for me to decide what you do.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah. You’re telling me you’re the one I hired. So it’s me calling the shots, right?”

“To some degree…”

“Yes, to a very extended degree.”

Wow. I grin at her little tough act. It’s obvious I’m not going to win this one—she’s a pro. And I don’t even care. Let her have her fun. I can tell this bitch has a mountain of rage buried beneath her cold heart. And that’s her problem, not mine.

She crosses her arms, giving me a look like I’m nothing but trash. “You think you’re so clever, don’t you?”

What the hell?

My blood starts to boil.

She raises an eyebrow, her stare making me feel smaller than I’ve ever felt. “Okay, so you know what’s on the drive. So what? You think that’s enough to blackmail me?”

With the last shred of my self-control, I reply, “Can’t we keep this professional? I’m just here to hand you the thing, then I’m gone.”

“You’ll be gone when I say so!” she explodes. Thank goodness the noise in the bar is loud enough to keep the other tables from noticing. “And you’re not going anywhere until your sexy mouth spills the truth.”

“Quit hitting on me, you’re not my type,” I say jokingly, just to let her know I’m not intimidated.

I’m still not sure if she’s really angry or if this is all just an act to throw me off balance.

“I am your type if I say so, little hacker girl.” She makes air quotes when she says “hacker.”

“Fuck you!” I say coldly. That’s enough. “You want the truth?”

“Spit it out before it’s too late. And you better keep it quiet.”

“Okay. Here’s the truth.” I lean in, hissing right into her face. “Your DNA database is more than just that, isn’t it? There’s a reason you keep it buried underground, on deep web servers. The clients in there have a lot to lose. Some big names in town, huh? The data’s structured in a way that gives you leverage. I’d bet my life you’re aiming to blackmail them. It was easy to connect the dots because you made zero effort to cover it up. The clients are anonymous, sure, but I tracked them in a single day—think about that. It’s a sloppy job, as sloppy as your professionalism. Not even my improved encryption system will save you from getting caught.”

I lean back, unbothered. “But... that’s your problem, not mine. I did my job, got your Bitcoin, and now I just need to hand you the drive and forget any of this ever happened.”

Silence.

Oh, she believes me now, that bitch—her blank expression says it all.

She sits still, her eyes narrowing as the reality of my words sinks in. Slowly, her face morphs into an expression I can’t quite name. For the first time, I see her acknowledge that she might not be the only one with a brain here.

“Wow,” she says, her mind clearly scrambling for a plan B. “I guess I owe you an apology, then.”

“It’s okay.” A smile escapes my lips, not because I feel like I’ve won an argument, but because I feel this strange need to... be seen positively in her eyes. God knows why.

She almost smiles back, but she doesn’t. Yet my tongue still longs to taste those kissable lips. What’s going on? Now that she’s turned sweet, why is my heart racing all of a sudden?

“So you’re the one sitting in the dark in front of two screens, coding up my secret project at 2 a.m.?” she asks, almost like she’s genuinely interested.

“That’s a pretty accurate depiction of me, yes.”

“Right. Is it a difficult job?” Her question sounds sincere, but it still feels like a trap.

I try to keep my answer brief. For my own good. “Yeah, it’s tough.”

“Tough?” Her voice is sweet, which is just another signal that something’s off.

"Yeah." I can't help but spill a little more. "It's just so intriguing, honestly. Sometimes, it’s tough to get any sleep between sessions." Shit, talking about my work always gets me going. I feel like I’m telling her too much about myself already.

“Intriguing, huh? Is that so?” she says, her voice even sweeter, but her eyes darken. “You’re a smart one. Probably smart enough to know that curiosity... kills the cat.”

Did she just lick her upper lip?

“It’s... not that kind of curiosity,” I mutter, desperately trying to look away from her lips. “I don’t give a damn what the project is about. I just love solving technical problems. The impossible ones. That’s my specialty.”

She leans back in the booth, looking almost amused now, as if she’s savoring the moment. “Tell me, Rina, what happens when someone like you steps over the line in a deal like this? You think it’s all just code and games?”

“I’m not crossing any lines here.”

“You’re not? You sure like to talk. A lot.”

“Talk?!” I snap. “I wouldn’t even be saying a damn word if you hadn’t started pushing me.”

“Exactly.”

“Exactly what?”

“You shouldn’t say a word—even if you’re being pushed.”

I freeze.

Fuck. I didn’t see that coming.

“So quit acting like you’re anything more than a low-budget hacker wasting my time.”

Seriously?!

I’m shocked. I’m perplexed. I’m completely flabbergasted.

Fuck. Her.

Her mouth is poisonous, but that smug grin of satisfaction takes the edge off her words. Her whole persona is a fucking paradox, and maybe that’s what still keeps me at the table. She’s unbearable, no doubt, but damn, she does it with style. I’m not scared of her—I just like solving problems. The impossible ones. Like her.

After a long pause, I give up. "You just never quit, do you?" My voice is low and calm. I’m determined—she’s not getting another emotional reaction from me. Ever.

She smiles. Damn. That smile!

I’m not even angry. It’s clear this is all a sport for her. I’m not playing this game anymore. I’ll just sit it out until she finally decides to end this meeting.

I lean back, cross my arms, and start staring into her eyes. But that’s a mistake because her eyes make me feel something. Something electric. Not that I’d let her see it.

Seconds go by, and she says nothing. She must have sensed a moment of weakness in my look because her sharp lips twist into a smirk.

“Just as I thought. Speechless.”

“Not working,” I reply, completely detached.

She smiles. “That’s better.”

“Oh, did you just teach me a lesson?”

She pauses, her eyes briefly revealing satisfaction before she catches herself.

“Are you handing me the envelope or what?”

“Ha, now you’re the impatient one? Please.”

“Oh, should I order you a coffee first so you can finish your job?”

“You’re right, we should wrap this up ASAP,” I say, reaching into my bag.

“You’re kidding, right?” she stops me with her piercing voice.

“You’re taking it out here?” She looks around, mocking me. “In a public place like this?”

I exhale, closing my eyes. My hand freezes in the bag. I’ll just wait for her to have the last word.

“Alright, Miss Rude Messenger Girl. Let’s get some privacy. Meet me in the restroom.”

My heart races. “You’re serious?”

She stands up, her demeanor suddenly all business. She must have some kind of behavior disorder, I swear to God. “Go ahead. I’ll follow you in a minute.”

I nod, gathering my composure as I get up from the table. The idea of meeting in the restroom with someone like her feels reckless. Still, my sixth sense sends a rush through my spine, but it has nothing to do with danger.

I make my way toward the restroom, checking that my knife is still in place. You never know with people like this.

Once inside, I glance around, making sure no one else is here. The walls are adorned with chaotic art, doing justice to the city’s dark, shitty spirit. I lean against the sink, waiting for Lexi to show up.

When she enters, the lock clicks behind her, and the tension escalates. I don’t feel any safer with the door locked. If anything, I feel more vulnerable.

“So, where’s the secret you brought me?” she asks, arms crossed again, her sharp gaze sliding over my body and stopping at the bag.

I pull out the envelope and hand it to her. She grabs it, her long, thin fingers brushing over mine. She did that on purpose.

“How do I know the files are on the disk?” she asks as she finds the drive in the envelope, along with the papers.

“You’ll need to trust me.”

“Trust is a tricky thing, Rina. Especially with people I barely know.”

She steps closer, her gaze intense. Something deep within me likes that she just said my name.

“Then maybe we shouldn’t be doing this,” I retort confidently, though I feel the walls closing in around us.

“Maybe,” she replies, a sly smile creeping onto her face. “But I’m curious now. You have my attention.”

I swallow hard, my heart pounding in my chest. “Now that I’ve handed you the envelope… what do I need your attention for?” The weight on my chest grows tenfold.

“Tell me something interesting about yourself,” she challenges, like she has something specific in mind.

“You’d like to talk about me now? In the restroom?” What’s the deal with this woman? I need to get out… now.

“Whether you like it or not, I need to know more about you,” she says slowly, eyeing me like I’m a suspicious object.

“Why?” I reply with a question to buy some time, my eyes scanning the room for an escape.

“It’s my job to look for details,” she replies, taking a step closer, her voice low and tempting. “Details are where the truth lies.”

This woman just can’t stop messing with my head. I don’t understand a single word she says, but I can feel the heat rising between us. This thing is becoming sexual in the weirdest possible way, and to be honest—I have no idea what to do with it.

"Fine. I used to do graffiti on the streets, just like these," I gesture toward the image on the wall, hoping her gaze will let me off the hook for just a second. "Messing with paint... it’s where I find my inspiration."

"Nice," she replies, the sharp "s" hissing like a snake, studying me intently, unfazed by my attempt at distraction. "I can see the artist in you," she adds, her gaze locking with mine, her lips pulling all the attention my brain can spare.

Her index finger touches my left hand and slides through.

“We’ve made great progress,” she says. “Do you want to hear something about me now?” She drops the envelope on the sink.

I don’t answer. My voice would tremble, and I’m not giving her the satisfaction.

“I love ssssecrets. Do you have more for me?” she asks tenderly, closing the distance between us. I can smell her now and have absolutely no idea what to think of it. My heart is racing, I can’t tell whether I’m scared or... aroused.

“I kind of… like secrets too,” I say, feeling obliged to respond, my eyes surrendering as they look down at her approaching breasts.

“I knew we had something in common,” she exhales, her breath washing over my face. Her breasts make contact with mine as I lift my gaze, only to have her lips crash into mine.

It’s not even a kiss—she just bumps into me and backs off. But I feel everything. It’s like she transferred something onto me, enchanting me with her aura. Her scent makes my head spin.

Her lips tremble as she bumps into me again. This time, I feel her tongue for a split second. It hooks my upper lip, just barely. She does it roughly, her lipstick already smudged.

I don’t respond. I have no idea what this crazy woman is up to. Does she really want me? Or is she planning to use my vulnerability if I play along?

Her eyes are fixed on my lips, and I see her chest rise and fall, like she’s breathing for two. Oh, she’s excited, no doubt about that.

She crashes into me again, this time, there’s no pulling back. I let her fragrant, sexy lips linger on mine for a moment before I pull away. After the way she treated me, she can’t have me that easily.

“Hard to get,” she says, leaning into me. “I love that.” Her fragrant words swipe over my face as she grabs my waist and pulls me closer. Her wet mouth storms over my lips again, leaving my weak defense no chance to respond.

Her kiss is intoxicating, her desire convincing, and I respond instinctively—first biting her intruding tongue as if I’m fighting back, but I soon surrender and let her explore my mouth with all her lethal passion.

My hands blindly find their way to her waist, pulling her closer. I don’t care now. I’ll make love to this sexy woman, even if she’s crazy. Even if she discards me the very next moment. As she surely will.

I find myself melting from the wetness of her mouth as she shows no intent of retreat. She is kissing me like a lover, not a stranger, and my instincts begin to trust her. To some degree. I trust her just enough to let myself get aroused.

Her hands are strong in the most beautiful feminine way, and I absolutely love it when they slide down to my ass and squeeze firmly. I let her take control, just because she’s such an intimate kisser. And because she smells so intoxicatingly sweet.

Her mouth slides over my face, drifting lower to bite my neck. I close my eyes, hearing my breath come out in heavy gasps. My left hand grips her waist like I want to crush her, while my right hand moves on its own, seeking the heat between her legs.

“You’re bold, Rina,” Lexi breathes against my ear, her voice teasing. “Do you always grab your clients by the pussy like this?”

I intensify my grip. “Only the ones who think they can push me around,” I reply, smirking with desperate surrender.

My arousal explodes as I feel her hot flesh through her jeans, holding this hot woman’s crotch while locked in her gaze.

She pushes herself away and takes a step back. She grabs her belt, unbuckles it, and starts undressing her jeans while keeping her greedy eyes on me.

“You’re not as tough as you pretend to be,” I say, betting everything I’ve got on this bold statement. I could undress too, but I won’t. If she wants me naked, she’ll have to rip these clothes off me herself.

“Oh, really?” she tosses her pants onto the sink, thankfully taking my tease without being triggered. “Then why are you the one getting all worked up? You sure seem affected.”

She’s bluffing, but I won’t call her. I’ll let her be the boss, so she comes closer again. I love her blood-red panties, but I hate how desperate they make me feel.

“Don’t flatter yourself too much,” I shoot back unconvincingly, my body trembling as her naked legs start moving into my physical proximity.

The way her thighs shake with each step...

Those pronounced red panties will give me a heart attack if they come any closer. I find the strength to lift my gaze to her face. “You think you can get under my skin just because you’re hot?”

“Hot?” she echoes as her scent envelops me again. “I prefer dangerous,” she exclaims as she kicks the toilet cover down with her leg and pushes me to sit down. “But I’ll take hot for now. Just because you said it.”

I helplessly collapse on the seat as she lifts her leg and rests it beside me. She greets me with a close-up of her panties, exposing her bold, imposing pussy right before my face, making it impossible to look anywhere else.

“I have a very demanding little kitty,” she says, pulling her panties aside. Her hypnotic snatch jumps at me in all its glory, her strong fragrance impossible to ignore.

“But you’re a fighter, you can take it,” she says, not knowing how heavily my heart responds to her words. Did she just say something positive about me?

I look her in the eyes as my hand takes no hesitation before grabbing her warm inner thigh. I would grab her hot, fleshy center immediately, but I still somehow try not to show how much I want her.

“So this is your tactic,” I say, my hand nearing her heated folds, “first you diss me, and then you lure me into anything you want with your wicked charm.”

She throws herself into my lap, burying my hand in her heavy, burning flesh. She slides her fingers into my hair at the back of my head. Her lips tremble against my face, like she wants to punish me, but I can feel it’s all just her beastly lust. This sex bomb is full of uncontrolled passion, and I’m eager to see how that translates into lovemaking.

“What, you’re a psychiatrist now?” she taunts, intensifying her grip, grabbing my hair and pulling my head back. If only she knew I have a thing for that.

Her lips hiss into my face. “You really think you can toy with me?”

I moan softly as her strong hand pulls my hair back. Now I suddenly wish my pants were already off. Nothing turns me on more than a good, solid pull of my hair. And this woman seems to understand that. She holds me and teases me with her venomous mouth.

“Give me some of that,” I breathe out, not caring anymore about who wins. I just want her poison to spill over my face while she pulls my hair this offensively.

“You’d like me to spit on you,” she says calmly, knowing she has me begging now. I can feel her horny pussy rubbing slowly against my hand, her slickness smearing over my fingers.

“You’ll need to ask for it. Politely.”

“You’re a bitch,” I fight back, but she only pulls my hair harder. I moan with pleasure, as all I can focus on now is her fragrant mouth, watering more and more just for me.

“You’re damn right,” she says, brushing her tongue lightly over my lips, leaving me with nothing more. “That’s why you’ll need to say please.”

"I want your taste!"

"Please!" she orders, as if I’m her little student.

Her breath invades my senses, making me forget my name for a second. I don’t care. I want her saliva more than anything in the world.

“Please,” I moan, my throat bent, unable to swallow.

"Good girl," she murmurs, as her abundant wetness begins to drip into my mouth. It's thick, viscous, and painfully delicious. I feel my mouth fill with her sharp taste—a flavor I could never get enough of.

She presses her lips onto mine again, delving into me with all the passion she possesses. Her grip at the back of my head tightens as she shoves me into her lips, making the kiss almost painful.

I don’t remember being this aroused at any point in my life. This crazy bitch is pushing my buttons like I’m nothing more than a simple device with instructions.

My hand is already drenched from her slickness as I collect myself enough to start using my fingers. Two of them slip effortlessly into her, starting to give her treatment she won’t ever forget.

She closes her eyes, her sexy lips dancing before my eyes as she intensifies her rubbing against me. She starts moaning, sounds that have nothing in common with the toxic authority from the beginning of our meeting. Now, she’s more like a surrendered woman, forgetting her game, impaling my fingers as if nothing else matters.

I grab her waist even more so she doesn’t slide back, as I am sure we only have one chance to take this all the way. I need to send her to heaven right away before she suddenly changes her mind. And I don’t want that. I need to see what her lips look like when she comes.

“Oh my God,” she exhales, now using the grip of my hair for balance as she continues to ride in my lap.

“Is this the secret you were looking for?” I ask as her eyes open, looking at me with a new kind of desperate want I could never expect to see from such a broken character. She’s looking at me like she loves me, this crazy bitch.

“Oh, you fuck me so perfectly,” she says very slowly, her eyes watering, with no signs of power play in her voice. Her butt keeps making louder and louder clapping sounds against my lap.

“I like fucking dangerous women,” I hiss at her lips as my fingers push at her inner walls to pleasure her as much as I possibly can.

She starts laughing, causing my heart to melt at the sight of her smile.

“You should smile more,” I tell her, my desire peaking, my feminine side not letting me hold any grudges against what I know about her—at least not right now.

She leans against me and collapses into my lap, surrendering into my hug. I can sense the faint trace of her sweat now—and yes, she does smell dangerous. Her soft, fluffy sweater is drenched with her scent, and it drives my senses into overdrive.

She’s clearly closer to the edge, and as I read her like an open book, her pelvic moves against my hand become faster and shorter.

Now, with her leaning forward, my hand has more access, and I know exactly how to seal the deal with this self-proclaimed alpha woman. Over the slick deliciousness, my third finger finds its way to her second play area.

Her damp asshole is framed by a protruding rosebud as if begging for a visit, and her deep moan just confirms that. I don’t bother with an overture, as there is no time for that—I feel she’s already nearing her climax, but more importantly, she doesn’t even deserve any kind of softness. So I slide my finger into her ass in a single movement, not caring a damn bit about what she might think about it.

“Arrrggh!” she cries into my ear, her teeth out all of a sudden, her ear bite telling me she can take it. Her riding instantly becomes even faster, and there’s nothing I can do but wait while this hot, fragrant woman keeps jumping on me until she’s done.

“I knew it… Oh, oh, oh!” she cries, her body beginning to shake. “You’re a dirty, dirty hacker girl,” she moans, each of her thrusts hitting my hand with perfect precision.

“You didn’t know shit about me!” I grind, thirsty for her wet words against my face. Now that she accepted my third finger so effortlessly, I find her even just a little bit more attractive. The angle of her thrusting is perfect, my hand feeling how tight she is, every movement making her body grip my fingers, pulling me deeper.

“I knew instantly... that you were a dirty girl!” she whines into my face, and I swear I’m about to come just hearing this tough woman surrender to me so helplessly.

Her rhythm increases with each move until her wet, dripping crotch is almost twerking against my hand. If I had a third arm, I’d grab her delicious breasts. Even through the sweater, my dream would come true.

“I would fuck you with something bigger,” I say as lust drips from my lips. I know such words are going to push this dirty woman over the edge, and that’s exactly what happens.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck!” she yells loudly, her heavy ass pressing against my hand violently, so much so that I’m scared she might get hurt. But she clearly doesn’t care—she just keeps going, banging against me with every move.

“Yes, that’s it, come for me, come over my hand,” I hear myself say as I grab her from behind and push her head onto my lips, forcing her to take my horny kiss even if she can’t. She starts shaking as if possessed, losing control over her erratic movements. Her mouth is unable to return a kiss, she just stays pressed against my face, moaning and clenching her inner muscles around my fingers with a strong grip.

“Arghhh!!” Her scream is loud, the strongest part of her climax evidently coursing through her body.

“Fuck me, angry messenger girl!” she says somewhat indistinctly, her body pumping into my lap with all the passion she owns.

Angry? Is that what gets her off?

I selfishly stick my tongue out and push it through her teeth, just to stay as connected to this moaning bitch as possible.

“Ah, yeah! Oh, fuck yeah! Ah, fuck, fuuuuuck!” she cries now, literally, as her sexy lips erupt with breaths of devastation over me.

“Show me those sexy lips,” I tell her, “this is exactly what I wanted to see!”

My hand is getting tired, but I’m confident I’ll give this rude lady a ride back home. Now she’s not jumping on me anymore, just rubbing in circles, as if hoping the sweet sensations would never go away. I keep my fingers up and straight, since I can feel she’s still making damn good use of them.

“Oh, dear lord,” she exhales, “you little bitch…” Her sweat is soaked with a sense of never-ending want.

Now that she’s coming back, I anticipate some kind of insult that would camouflage her exposed vulnerability. But no, she says with heavy breaths, “You fucked me so good. I was in love with you for a brief moment.”

I am speechless, still having this hot stranger in my lap, noticing that while her climax blends back with reality, her eye contact doesn’t want to be as direct as it was just seconds ago.

“The pleasure was all mine,” I say, hoping with all my heart that she won’t betray my trust right away. I try to kiss her, but she’s not as interested anymore. So, I land on the side of her lips, knowing this might be the last time I smell her face.

She looks me in the eyes, her beauty shining through her relaxed face. “We can be friends,” she says while she slowly detaches from my fingers still coated in her wet warmth.

Oh, what a pussy she has! My hand screams from sudden loneliness. I could easily explore her more. Way more.

“I choose my friends carefully,” I respond coldly, fully aware that I can't expect anything in return from her. Which doesn’t matter much, since my trust in her is fading again. Could she remove my pants and press her lips against me? I don’t see that happening. She’s just not that kind of person, and that saddens me a little. My heart is pounding for this messed-up person. What’s wrong with me?

“You are ruthless,” she says as she starts pulling up her pants. “I dig ruthless,” she almost smiles, having trouble with balance. “Especially if you bring me secrets.”

“Do all your friends need to end up in a restroom with you?” I ask with an unfriendly tone, as frustration tries to creep into my mind. Part of me still secretly hopes she will come back and return the favor.

"You always fight fire with fire, don’t you? Eye for an eye," she says, her words cutting deep as she untangles her jeans. It’s true, what she said. I'm a fighter. But right now, I want love, not a fight.

“We all have our weaknesses,” I reply, my mouth still watering as I watch her sexy ass slip into her pants. I can’t believe I had my fingers in her. When did that end?

She doesn’t even glance at me as she checks herself in the mirror and buckles her belt. “If the files check out, I might order more.”

I’m not disappointed, since I knew from the beginning who I’m dealing with. This woman has no emotional intelligence, and screw it, I don’t even care. I’d gladly fuck her again. Anytime.

She unlocks the door and almost leaves without the envelope. She suddenly turns, grabs it, and doesn’t even spare me a look as she disappears with wobbling steps through the door.

I can’t help but smile at her confusion. I know I worked her well, that crazy bitch. It’s just that she left me feeling empty, and if I’m being honest with myself—I hate it.

Didn’t it mean something to her at least? I’m not asking for oral pleasure, just a short little look in the eye would do all the magic. But no. She discarded me like I was nothing. Just like I knew she would.

Fuck her, this time for real.

I stand up and turn on the water. My heart is tearing apart as I see her taste wash off my fingers. But at the same time, I just want to erase everything about her. I would even hit a delete key on every memory of her, if I could.

It’s completely on me. I knew I’d get burned. But still, I hate her and miss her at the same time.

I leave the café, determined not to look for her, yet my eyes can’t help but search. As I rush to the door, she’s nowhere to be seen—which is good, though it breaks my heart. What was I even thinking? Getting involved with a client like that? I just never learn, do I?

I enter the dark coldness of the city, and the emptiness around me only adds to the weight pressing against my chest. I feel the tension building, the dragon inside me waking up.

It’s been a quiet era in my life, and I’ve cherished the peace. For a while, I even thought I had moved past the worst of it. But now, with this unbearably empty feeling creeping in, searing my soul from the inside out, I know exactly where it’s heading. Back into the deep, dark, bottomless hole.

I need to feed the dragon before it rages. I need to numb my senses before my body betrays me, and I lose control completely.

I know, all too well, the street where everything I need is waiting.




END OF PART 1

That’s the end of Part 1—thank you for joining me. I hope you're as eager for what comes next as I am to share it with you. While you wait, take a peek at my catalog below and get ready for more. Until next time…




Kiss, Pam













Thank you so much for reading!







Did you enjoy the story? Please consider leaving a 5-star review! Thank you! ;)
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Explore my other titles and keep the adventure going!







Dirty Lesbian Vacation: Hungry for Girls from Behind

Straight to Lesbian: Seducing a Hot Nurse

Dirty Lesbian Apprentice: Seducing and Pleasing My Older Boss




Lesbian Threesome at a Rave Party




Newsletter Signup & Contact

pamrousey@outlook.com
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