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Chapter 1

Tiara
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Trying to pay attention to the screen and not my surroundings, I was thumbing the screen of my phone when a message popped up. I didn’t feel any enjoyment or excitement from seeing it.

As far as I was concerned, this was just my job.

I was sitting on the chair of my small cubicle, happy that this place was so silent that I couldn’t even hear the pouring rain outside. In here, I felt like no one could hurt me. It was a little dark, as it was supposed to be for a place that was a little more than a simple and privacy-focused internet café.

The rent in here was cheap, though. I wasn’t going to complain.

I still couldn’t help but look around me and wonder what the hell I was doing with my life. I felt some tightness in my chest that was only soothed by the sight of my little one, sleeping on a blanket on the floor.

I was happy that he was here with me, and the more the days passed, the more I cursed the man that made me pregnant with him and then didn’t want to pay the pension when I ran away.

Now, people said that I ‘worked the nights.’ Just thinking about it that way enough to make me feel like crying. I didn’t work the nights. I was a whore and I was never going to hide that from anyone. There was no point in doing so.

I pressed my finger to the small pop-up icon, soon landing my eyes on the profile of a man that didn’t even want to show his face. I guessed that he was the kind of guy that valued discretion, and I was one of the top-rated women in that category, I thought to myself.

It didn’t take him too long to send me a message. I guessed that he was kind of desperate and needed someone to comfort him.

Blast_273: are you available tonight?

I looked to the side, still wishing that I didn’t have to depend on this sort of thing to make ends meet. But I was far too desperate, and every night I thought about crying and killing myself. If it weren’t for my little one, I’d probably already have done that.

It was with a heavy sigh that I crossed one leg over the other, the dress that I wore squeezing my body. I never put it on when Keon was sleeping, and right now he was sleeping like when he was just a baby.

He was older now and was smart enough to take care of himself, though I never let him leave this cubicle without my approval. It was just not good to let someone so young running around and playing with his friends.

And that was without mentioning that tomorrow he was going to have class and he couldn’t miss it for anything.

Me: Yeah, I should be.

Blast_273: Good. I want a blowjob.

Me: Perfect, and do you need me to wear something special for you. Kinky, maybe?

Blast_273: No. Just what you’re already wearing.

That was kind of odd. More often than not, men like him loved making me wear skimpy and very revealing clothes for our encounters, but I guessed that he was kind of different from them in that regard.

I wasn’t going to push the subject on him. I took pride in the number of stars on my online profile, and I was going to keep it unchanged. There was nothing worse than a customer leaving a one-star review in my line of work, I thought.

Me: Okay. Where should we meet?

He sent me the address, and I checked it using Maps.

Blast_273: Under the overpass, in front of that building where the homeless sleep. I’ll see you there in my car.

Me: What model is it?

Blast_273: you’ll know it’s me when I show up.

His online status soon changed to offline. I knew that I wasn’t going to get anything else from him, and so I just sighed. The meeting with him was going to take place in about a couple of hours.

Again, I felt like killing myself. And once again, the only thing preventing me from doing that was seeing my son sleeping on his blanket. His face looked so serene and peaceful now, like he was dreaming about what his life would be like if we had more money.

In the cubicle opposite to mine, I thought that I heard someone sneezing, and there also appeared to be someone else crying not too far from me. This room in the internet café was filled with cubicles like this one, and as far as I knew, they were always all occupied.

Most of the people that came and lived here just wanted privacy, or they were like me. A lot of them didn’t have enough money to pay the rent for something more appropriate, like an apartment or a house.

And just thinking about those things was enough to make me feel an increased tightness in my heart.

I needed to stand up and groom myself for the meeting that I was going to have with that man. He’d also said that he was going to pay full price for the blowjob, which was nice. It was about one of the few good news I’d had today, I thought to myself while taking one last look at my little one.

I should be done with Blast_273 before he woke up. It wasn’t even midnight, though.

One good thing about the fact that I was going to meet that strange man was that the address that he’d sent to me indicated a place that wasn’t too far from this internet café. It wasn’t going to take me too long to get there.

I gave my boy a kiss on his forehead, wishing I could have someone caring for him when I was out, before sliding open the door of the cubicle and stepping out. The outside was just as dark as the inside.

This was more like living in hell than in an internet café, but I didn’t think about that too much, focusing on what I needed to do.

I walked down the aisle of cubicles, dodging people and excusing my way through them as I proceeded to the only bathroom that they had in here. I’d never say that this café was luxurious, just that it was different.

It was supposed to have more than one bathroom, though.

I was hoping that there was not going to be anyone in it when I noticed the little sign on the door that said it was occupied. My mind was such a haze of thoughts that I didn’t anticipate that and didn’t plan myself for it.

I panicked, trying to come up with something that I could make use of or just do to replace the bathroom. I needed a mirror and maybe some running water to finish the last touches of my makeup.

I kind of did that after a guy fucked me in the trunk of his car, but now I just needed to make sure that I was going to look good for Blast_273. He wanted just a blowjob, but again, this was the kind of ‘profession’ that required proper professionalism from me. I needed to keep my reputation high, and I wasn’t going to let anything ruin it. Or anyone.

It was with that thought in mind that I came up with a plan. I had my phone, my make-up kit, and there was also a small river not too far from here.

It was going to be difficult, but I was sure that I could come up with something.

I hurried out of the café, rounded it, and stopped by the small river that looked more like a stream. I got on my knees, fished my phone out of my shoulder bag, and then opened my makeup kit.

As I started to apply my makeup, the realization of how shitty my life was striking my mind again. There was nothing that I could do about it, other than to keep working like this and hoping that someone would, one day, take some pity on me.

It took me less time than I thought it was going to. I finished making sure that my makeup looked good after using some of the water from the stream and then stood up, looking around to make sure that nobody was prowling around.

I wasn’t the best-looking girl in the region, but we had more than our fair share of men that tried to violate women like me.

I exhaled when I realized that I was alone, the sound of frogs and of the moving water reminding me that I was going to leave this place right away. I just didn’t want to imagine myself having to come back here another time for anything.

I didn’t have any hope of the future becoming better for me, though. For now, I was going to keep hoping that I’d never find myself in a similar situation, where I had to get creative just to look good for work.

It was with that thought in mind that I hopped into the nearest subway that was going to take me close to that overpass. It really wasn’t too far, but I still needed to put up with our public transportation system – again – to get there.

The subway car was dirty, smelly, and nasty, but if there was something positive about it, it was that nobody cared that I was with them. Most of them were people coming back from work or heading to it.

They were far too tired to care that a whore was riding the subway with them, and I was happy for their discretion.

I hopped out of the subway car as I proceeded to the meeting location. The rain was still pelting my body, but I never stayed in it for too long. Not long enough to soak my clothes anyway, and I had a raincoat on. It was no issue for me, though I was noticing that it was getting colder.

I was even noticing some puffs of my breath becoming visible under the light of a street lamp.

I didn’t want to think about what I’d have to do again when the cold was beginning to settle in. I didn’t even have good clothes for the colder temperatures and blankets to keep my little one protected from it.

Keon was everything for me, though, and I was always going to make sure that he was feeling happy and safe.

I swallowed down hard when I walked to the area under the overpass, turning my head from side to side as I hoped to find that man seated inside his car. I didn’t know what model I was looking for, but he did say that I was going to know it was him when he appeared.

And I could tell why he’d said that. There was no one else under this overpass. If a man popped out of the blue, holding a knife in his hand and trying to murder and violate me, I wouldn’t be able to do anything to stop him.

I just couldn’t stop thinking about how shitty my life was, and I didn’t think that was ever going to change. Not unless I managed to get lucky somehow.

I drew in a short breath when my eyes landed on a pair of white, bright front lights rounding the corner of one of the pillars of the overpass. He was indeed right that I was going to know it was him when he showed up.

I couldn’t see anything through his tinted windows, but I still knew that he was the same Blast_273 that wanted a blowjob.

And I was going to make sure that the experience was going to be worthy of a five stars rating.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 2

Daniel
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When I came to this country, I never thought that I’d end up falling in love. And I also never thought it would die just as quickly as it happened. Sitting inside my car, waiting for that girl to come over, I couldn’t help but feel a little sorry for myself.

Was it my fault that I was doing this?

No, not really, but I was still feeling a little bad. But when I was orgasming and she was making me feel things that I never thought possible, then all of it was going to fade away.

I slouched in my seat, sinking into it while my hand turned a small photo that I’d set on top of the console of the car. It was a photo with me, my three kids, and my wife.

Looking at that, I couldn’t help but remember the better times that I had with her. She should be dead already, but then I thought about our children, what they would think if she wasn’t with them anymore, and I just couldn’t pull the trigger.

When I stumbled on her having sex with a stranger in our penthouse, I took his life, but I spared hers.

The tattoos in my arm shone under the light of the moon. I could remember how I got all of them, when I was still in that gulag and trying to survive. It was a good thing that our organization grew and we now controlled most of the Russian government.

I didn’t know what I’d be doing with my life now if that hadn’t happened, I thought as she got closer to me.

This wasn’t my first time looking for a hooker, but it was the first time that I was doing this with her. The economy of this country was going downhill, so it was no wonder that more and more people were looking for some extra income.

Or her case, it looked like it was everything that she was going to have for the whole month.

I couldn’t help but admit that the reviews were right about her looks. She looked stunning, and I couldn’t wait until she was sliding her mouth over my cock, calling me her daddy, and then wondering if I was going to come here again to do this more times with her.

If she was good and nothing else happened in my relationship life with my wife, then I was sure that she would open a smile.

I was going to pay her well tonight, I thought when she stopped by the door of the car. She knocked on the window and I unlocked the door for her.

Tiara didn’t need to ask me if I was the man she was looking for. She just pulled open the door and slid into the car, putting her shoulder bag on her lap and looking at the side-view mirror to make sure that she looked her best.

I knew that it would have sounded odd, so I didn’t say it, but indeed, she looked gorgeous.

Her chocolate skin looked like something straight from a dream, and she also had a pair of Asian eyes that was uncharacteristic for a black woman. I was Russian and a man, so I wasn’t going to pretend that I knew what I was talking about, though.

I guess that I just wanted to say that I could see myself kissing her, if she wasn’t a hooker.

“Do you want some chocolate? You look like you could eat something,” I mentioned, tapping my finger to the chocolate bar that I thought I was going to eat before coming here, but ended up forgetting about. It was sitting on top of the console, just waiting to be devoured.

Tiara widened her eyes as if she’d just heard the most absurd thing the whole day.

“Oh no, but thank you,” she answered, putting her shoulder bag just beside her seat, and pulling down her shirt a little more.

Gosh, was she busty. It almost looked like her boobs wanted to pop. I asked for just a blowjob, and I was going to get it, but looking at her now... It was making me wonder if we couldn’t have something more.

I’d love to caress her breasts with my hands.

It surprised me how quickly she managed to recompose herself. And she was looking into my eyes too, like this was the most normal thing for her.

I couldn’t help but wonder the kind of things that she had to go through every day. What was her life like?

But then I realized that I was crossing a line that I shouldn’t. I was just her customer, and she was a hooker.

She made money out of this.

“If you don’t mind, before we go on, I’d like to make sure you have the cash to pay me. I’ve had to deal with too many scammers recently.”

I didn’t mind that she asked that. In fact, so many hookers like her did something similar when meeting me for the first time.

I took out my wallet and opened it, showing her that it had all the dollar bills that she was looking for. Her eyes gleamed with something, like she was relieved that I wasn’t poor and wasn’t just trying to get a quick blowjob before kicking her out.

I put my wallet beside my seat and then unbuckled my belt, taking it off and lowering my pants. Part of this still felt so wrong, but I was going to continue it. At some point, I lowered the portrait of my family so that it didn’t remind me of their existence.

I couldn’t have my sexual release with them looking at me, as if they were judging me.

I took my cock out, holding the base of it and stroking the skin. I was an uncut guy, and Tiara made no comments on that. Under the darkness of the night, I didn’t notice this one thing about her that was a bit of a turnoff, but that I could overlook.

Her teeth were a little crooked. It wasn’t too bad, but I could see why they were. She probably made just about enough to pay the rent of wherever she lived, and not much else. I wondered if she had kids – in her line of work, that was very much possible – before I too buried that thought into the depths of my mind.

She lowered her head, kissing my cockhead. Oh, fuck. That was a good one. I was beginning to see why her reviews were so positive.

“Take off your hand, daddy,” she said, her voice soothing, like she really cared about me. I missed it when my wife used to do something similar for me, and the realization that she was never going to do it again... It was enough to make me feel better about this.

Tiara kissed my cockhead again, making me realize that I knew her real name – as it was required by the company behind the app – but that she was never going to find out what mine was.

For some reason, that also felt a bit wrong.

But I also pushed that thought away as I focused on how good she was making me feel. I could already see myself coming here many more times in the near future.

She pulled at my cock’s skin, showing a little bit more of the muscle of my cockhead.

“It’s so big,” she murmured, and I slouched further in my seat, resting my head on it, and closing my eyes. I felt like this could go on and on forever, and I wouldn’t hesitate to pay her for all those extra hours.

That was enough with all the teasing, I thought when she finally wrapped her lips around my cockhead.

I didn’t know if it was okay for her that I was going to put my hand on the back of her head, but I did so anyway. I was controlling her tempo, and it was making me moan. I hadn’t moaned like this in a very long time.

There was just something about this woman that exhaled her prettiness and gentleness. She wasn’t your typical hooker that didn’t much care about her customer’s experience. She cared about it, about making him feel loved and like the man he was, and it was no wonder that her reviews were so great.

She was bobbing up and down over my dick, the rain pouring outside, but the walls and the windows of my car were thick enough to keep most of the noise out.
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