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      I am a con man, I don’t do relationships, I don’t do love.

      I am not a nice guy, I don’t wanna be.

      I just do my thing – con rich women, make them fall in love with me,

      And then…I become history for one woman and future for another.

      

      I’ve been living this way for the past so many years,

      And loving it too.

      Until, Olivia Hart happens to me – again!

      

      I cannot fall in love.

      But I give in.

      Alright, what’s wrong with only once…

      I’ll keep it purely physical.

      I just want to taste that body… the body she denied me in high school.

      

      But then, old flames reignite and things start looking up for me.

      Until….

      I realize Olivia is the private investigator hired to catch me.

      

      How did I not see it coming?

      She is conning the con man,

      But what she doesn’t know is that

      The story has just begun!
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      Wesley 

      “Holy fuck,” she moaned. “Lick that pussy, you bad, bad boy.”

      I felt Destiny’s fingertips curl around the tendrils of my hair. Her pussy lips were dripping all over my face while my tongue lapped up her silky juices. Her toned legs locked around my head, pulling me closer while she writhed in her bed. The sheets were covered in our sweat while my hands held her hips to the bed, but the moment her pussy began to clamp down, I pulled away.

      “No,” she groaned in protest. “Fuck. Alex, what are you doing?”

      I grinned at the use of my fake name as it sprang from her lips. It was something that always got me off, and it caused my cock to drip onto her bed. Using fake names was a way I got around things, and I always took pride in knowing I could sell my story enough for a woman to moan it in bed. I worked hard on the covers I created, and this con had me running around for weeks. It had taken me much longer than I thought to snake my way into this woman’s home, but I could tell by the way she looked that she had money.

      Destiny’s breasts were fake. I could tell the moment I saw her. Her lips were blown up with injections, and her face didn’t move because of the Botox she’d had recently. Her tits were always shaped in the perfect way that made me squirm. Women who invested into themselves the way Destiny did always had plenty of money lying around. I knew I could give her what she wanted before taking what I was after, but that meant I couldn’t enjoy the body she’d invested so heavily into before I left.

      “Oh, sweetheart,” I said. “It’s not gonna be that easy. By the time I’m done with you, you’ll be crying with ecstasy.”

      Sure, I knew it was risky hooking up in my hometown. While Malibu was expansive, the high-end community was not. The one thing rich women did more than plastic surgery was gossip, which meant I was risking my entire cover, simply by being with Destiny. This was the third time I was about to sink my dick between her legs, but I just couldn’t help myself.

      Pussy-tightening surgeries really worked if you found the right doctor, and it seemed like she had.

      I sat up and pulled her into my lap before I thrust my dick between her legs. Destiny rolled her head back, her long, blond hair tumbling down her back while her jaw unhinged in pleasure. I knew my dick could fill any woman’s needs, but I could only imagine what it felt like to a woman who’d just had her vagina reconstructed. Her walls were clamping down around my dick, holding it in a vice grip while her body shook on my lap. I leaned forward and drew a nipple between my teeth, biting it playfully just as she began to rock her hips.

      Then, that beautiful name that made me smirk tumbled from her lips again.

      “I’ve been such a bad girl, Alex. Teach me how to be better.”

      I pounded up into her hips while I buried my face in her tits. They smacked around my face while I smiled into her skin, feeling her juices dripping down my balls. The sloshing sound my dick made every time it slid out of her shivered my skin, and I rolled her over before I threw her legs over my shoulders. I thrust deeply into her, watching how she shook for me while I smirked at her from above.

      “Your pussy’s so tight. Tell the surgeon I said, ‘thank you.’”

      I snapped my hips against her hips, rendering her speechless as I felt her walls flutter around my cock again. Destiny’s eyes rolled into the back of her head while her hands came up to massage her tits, and I ripped myself from between her legs and watched the frustration barrel across her face.

      “What the fuck?” she breathed.

      “Not until I ruin that pussy again, Destiny. I’ll send you back to the surgeon after I’m done with you.”

      Destiny threw herself up to me and knocked me to the bed before she planted her knees on either side of my head. Before I could do anything, she sank her pussy onto my lips, stifling my moans before my tongue began its ministrations. Her body shivered and jolted with each flick my tongue gave her swollen clit, and my hands grasped her hips, urging her to move on my face.

      She rocked back and forth, my stubble raking across the insides of her thighs while my tongue slithered along her clit. I drank her down, gulping her juices before I slid out from underneath her. She fell to her hands and knees, trying to catch her breath as she trembled from the exertion of her denied orgasms. But the moment she felt my hand crack across her ass, she let out a squeal of excitement.

      “Oh, Alex. Punish me, you bad boy. Show me who’s the boss.”

      “I’m in control,” I said before I smacked her ass again. “You’ll come only when I say you will.”

      I grabbed her hips and jammed my cock back into her body before I wrapped my hand up in the long tendrils of her fake blond hair. She moaned and quaked, bucking back into me with her hips while I slammed into her tight little pussy. Her juices dripped from my balls onto her bed, soaking the sheets she kneeled on while sweat dripped down my body. It ran down my shoulders before it left trails down the peaks and valleys of my chest. My washboard abs were covered in a sheen of sweat created by my own orgasm denial, but I knew I had to wear her out.

      If I wanted what I came here for, she needed to pass out after we had sex.

      “You like that? You like it when I fuck you like a ragdoll?”

      “Oh yes, Alex. Please don’t stop. Please let me come on that massive dick of yours.”

      I didn’t want to give it to her, not just yet. I released her hair and let her body fall to the bed while she shook with frustration. I leaned back onto my heels, panting for air while I surveyed her body. Then, I watched her roll over as tears glistened in her eyes. I knew what she wanted. I knew she wanted to come. I knew she was struggling, willing to beg for anything, do anything for me, just to get what she wanted.

      But, there was something I wanted first.

      “Lay your head off the bed,” I said.

      Without another word, Destiny shuffled herself along the bed. Her head was cranked back, hanging off the side while her hair dangled to the floor. I slid off the bed and walked over to her, bouncing my come-covered cock off the tip of her nose. Destiny wrapped her arms around my thighs, digging her fingernails in. It pulled a groan from my throat just before she planted a kiss to the inside of my leg.

      “Slide that dick down my throat, baby,” she moaned.

      I lined my cock up with her mouth and slowly slid it all the way to the back. I could feel my balls hanging low, dancing on her nose while her throat swallowed me whole. Her mouth was so warm, I thought I was going to blow my load right there, but I took a deep breath and played with Destiny’s lusciously fake tits as a distraction.

      She swallowed, causing my cock to twitch before I dropped my face to her nipples. I suckled her painfully pert nipples, jolting her body while my cock slammed into the back of her throat. My hips began to roll, sliding my dick across her tongue while she cleaned me up. I could feel her tongue wrapping around the head of my cock, and the moment she swallowed down my precome, I knew I was growing weak against her.

      I rolled my hips into her face while my lips kissed down her stomach. Her fingernails raked up my thighs, meaty and chiseled, before she found my ass. She dug them in, leaving crescents behind in her wake just as my tongue reached her clit. Then, she began to moan and beg with her mouth full while my tongue torturously dragged along her clit.

      “Please. Fuck, Alex. Oh, fuck.”

      “Don’t talk with your mouth full,” I mumbled into her pussy. “You might choke.”

      The whimper she let out caused me to smirk before I slowly picked up my pace. I could hear her sniffling. Her body was caving to me, just like I wanted. She was crying for release, unable to beg me because her mouth was stuffed full of my cock. My hands roamed around the backs of her thighs, parting her further so I could see all of her. The wet stain underneath her had grown to the size of her ass, and I grinned at my handiwork before I pulled her pussy lips apart.

      I peeled them back until Destiny’s clit bounced to life. It slipped from underneath its hood and she jumped, the cool air tingling her skin to a point where I could see it pucker. I reveled in the control I had as I continued to pump my dick down her throat. My eyes rolled into the back of my head as she sucked, hollowing out her cheeks before she swallowed all the spit that threatened to spill down her cheeks.

      Then, it was time for me to devour her.

      I raked my tongue along her exposed clit. I jammed my elbows into her inner legs so she couldn't close down around me, locking me in like I knew she loved. Her hands raked across my ass, pulling me deeper down her throat while she swallowed time and time again. Her throat felt better than her pussy. It massaged me in ways I hadn’t experienced with a woman in a long time, and for a moment, I felt myself falter.

      I wrapped my lips around her sweetly swollen clit and flicked it tirelessly, feeling her body jolt and bob underneath my assault. I pressed down into it, causing her to groan around my cock. Her hands fell away from my skin while my thrusting picked up, and soon, I was fucking her face while her hips were pounding into me.

      I flattened my tongue out around her entire pussy area, and she flew over the edge. Her hands raked down my lower back, leaving behind marks of broken skin while her throat pulsed around my cock. I drank her up, memorizing her smell while her pussy filled the bed with more juices she’d sleep in tonight. Her body quaked in my wake, relishing in the attention I was giving her pussy as I felt my own orgasm approach. My balls pulled up into my body, and my movements stilled. I shoved my dick down her throat, pouring each pump of come straight into her stomach before I slowly pulled myself from the depths of her throat.

      Then, I heard the sound I’d been waiting to hear for weeks.

      “Stay with me,” she said.

      I gave her pussy one last lick before I rolled off her. Her face was red, and I knew she’d be dizzy, which meant she’d fall asleep before I could get out of my bath. I helped her into bed and tucked her in and then kissed her forehead before I nuzzled my lips against the shell of her ear.

      “Let me get a quick shower, and I’ll hunker down with you. All right, beautiful?”

      “Sure,” she murmured.

      I smirked before I made my way to her bathroom. I gathered up my clothes and put them on while I ran the hot water in the background, sticking my head out only when I heard the sound of Destiny’s soft snores coming from the direction of the bed. I slid my arms through my suit jacket before I tied my shoes. Then, I made my way out of the bedroom and toward her purse.

      I dug for her wallet, opened it up, and took everything she had to take. Seven-hundred dollars in cash, plus all four of her credit cards.

      While I had scored better last month, I knew this wouldn’t be bad. I could withdraw all the money off her cards until they were maxed out, and then, I could toss them away before she woke up. I tossed my burner phone into the trash can so Destiny couldn’t call me when she woke up, and I headed down the street to the nearest ATM.

      Women like Destiny weren’t just insecure, they were typical. From the moment I’d first taken her out, I knew her PIN numbers would be her child’s birthday. It was always a weakness of mothers. Everything about them had to revolve around their children.

      Whether they dumped their kid’s asses in boarding school or not.

      It was the guilt, really, but I didn’t give a shit about wading through her psychological state any longer. I knew what I needed to get the money I wanted, and I maxed out all four of her credit cards before I tossed them in the trash.

      Now, I had to dye my hair back to its natural color. No use in acquiring all this money if I was going to get caught.
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      Olivia 

      My phone rang, and I picked it up off my desk. The paperwork I was having to get through was enough, but I knew the moment I held my phone to my ear, I’d get another case. I was one of the most prosperous private detectives in the city, but I kept my identity under wraps for various purposes. I never advertised my services, and I only allowed my clientele to reach me via personal references. I had specific business cards I gave out only to those who hired me for my services, and that was to cut down on people in the city knowing me.

      After all, I couldn’t do undercover work and stakeouts if everyone recognized me.

      I got my first taste of my skills when I pieced together that my father was cheating on my mother. I noticed his change in behavior and the odd lies he would always tell my mom. Time and time again, I’d tried to talk some sense into my mother. I’d tried to convince her to talk to him about it, to call him out on his shit. I wanted my mother to get her head out of the sand and understand the truth of her marriage.

      But, when my mother didn’t step up, I was the one who did. I followed my father around and listened in on his phone calls. I learned how to request data from his phone, like text messages and phone numbers he called. I eventually deduced that my father was, in fact, cheating on my mother, and then, I was the one who cornered him about it. After all my work, my mother still denied it, but eventually, my mother came to accept it for what it was.

      That’s why I only worked by private referral. People who came to me were already prepared to find the truth. They had already settled that fight in their minds, which meant finding out what was happening wouldn’t be like pulling teeth. I wouldn’t have to convince them something was going on because they already knew. Or, at the very least, suspected. This way, all I had to do was what I did best, stake out, follow, acquire information, and then place it in front of the client.

      It was easier that way, and it freed up a great deal of time to take on more clients than private detectives usually did at once.

      “Hello?” I asked.

      “Olivia. Oh, shit. You have to help me, please.”

      “Destiny? Wait, wait, wait, wait. Slow down. Just take a few deep breaths.”

      I heard my friend’s deep breathing on the phone in between her sniffles. What the fuck was going on to put her in this state? Destiny Smart was anything but a genius, but she did know when she’d been duped. Destiny had been my very first client. She’d come knocking on my door after I slipped a card to the crying woman in a restaurant after overhearing a conversation Destiny was having with her lunch date. I had sat with my back to Destiny in that restaurant while I listened to the woman cry over how she thought her husband was having an affair, and it had struck a delicate chord within me.

      I slipped the woman my card, and she was in my office the next day.

      When I got to digging, I found out the husband wasn’t just cheating with one woman. He was cheating with four different women at once. At first, the information was hard to swallow for Destiny. I comforted the woman in my office far longer than I was comfortable with, but two weeks later, she’d come storming back in with a lawyer. Destiny announced she was divorcing her husband and taking everything she was owed, and I gladly handed over my evidence.

      Now, Destiny sat on enough cash to ride out the next few generations of her family. She’d put her ex-husband through the ringer, but now, it sounded like someone was doing the same to her. Now, it sounded like Destiny had gotten herself into more trouble. There was something in her voice I couldn’t place, however. Her words were a little more desperate and a little less grounded.

      Like she still didn’t believe what was happening.

      Oh, shit.

      “Destiny? Are you there?” I asked.

      “Yeah, yeah. I’m here.”

      “What’s going on?” I asked. “Is it Mikey?”

      “No, no, no. Mikey’s fine. At boarding school. I talked with him a few days ago. Did you know he turns sixteen this year?”

      “Destiny, focus,” I said. “What’s going on?”

      “You remember that guy I was telling you about? Alex?”

      “The new one you’re dating,” I said. “Yeah, you’ve told me a bit.”

      “I woke up this morning, and all my shit was gone.”

      “You’ve been robbed?” I asked.

      “No, no, no. Fuck. I—”

      “Destiny. Take another deep breath. Then, just start at the beginning. Does this Alex have a last name?”

      “Yes, Alex Ruth,” Destiny said.

      “All right. Were you and this Alex Ruth together last night?”

      “Yes. We’d come back from our third date, and we were, well, together. And in all the best ways. He made me feel beautiful and did all the dirty things I wanted him to—”

      “How about you skip to the part where you woke up and your stuff was gone?” I asked.

      “I got up this morning and went to go grab my purse. I thought I heard him say he was going to stay with me last night, but I figured I’d just dreamed it. I came hard last night and—”

      “Destiny.”

      “Sorry. Anyway, I went to go get my purse so I could pick up some breakfast, and everything was gone.”

      “What do you mean everything?” I asked.

      “Everything. My money. My credit cards. He took everything from me. I checked my credit card accounts, and I’ve got thousands of dollars of ATM withdrawals on them. He’s maxed out my fucking credit cards, Olivia.”

      I began jotting down all this information as Destiny started crying again. I took down his name, what he’d taken, and the events she cared to describe leading up to the event. I jotted down a few theories that were already coming to mind as well as a list of information I’d need to pull on him, but I needed a few more tidbits of information.

      “Destiny? Do you have anything else on him? A birthdate? A phone number? An address? Anything like that?”

      “I’ve got his phone number, but I don’t have anything else other than his name and what he looked like.”

      “Good, I’ll take both,” I said.

      “Does this mean I can hire you?” Destiny asked.

      “The moment you told me what he took, it wasn’t even a question. I’m clearing a spot for you in my schedule, Destiny.”

      “Thank you so much, Olivia. You’re the best.”

      I jotted down his phone number, along with what he looked like. About six feet tall, muscular but not lean. Platinum blond hair with gray eyes. A striking smile with gleaming white teeth and milky white skin.

      “Did he have any roots?” I asked.

      “What?”

      “In his hair. You said it was platinum blond, but then you said he had gray eyes.”

      “Yeah? So?”

      “It’s just an odd combination of traits,” I said. “It would take two individuals with those exact same recessive traits to even have a chance of creating a child with those features. Did you see any roots growing out in his hair that might suggest an alternative color of hair?”

      “Not that I can remember, no,” she said. “And I’d know. I did a lot of tugging on that hair over the weeks.”

      “All right, Destiny. We can cut it with those comments. Is there anything else you can think of that might be of use to me?”

      “Not at the moment, but I’ll call you if I think of anything,” Destiny said.

      “All right. I’m gonna get on this. I should have a bit of news in the next couple of hours with just a few phone calls. In the meantime, go online and put a hold on your credit cards. Then, call the companies and explain to them the issue. See what you’ve got in terms of protection. I’ll call you in a couple hours.”

      “Thank you so much, Olivia. I’ll call them right now.”

      I hung up the phone and immediately began my work. A simple internet search didn’t bring up any Alex Ruths in the immediate area, and even when I expanded my search, I couldn’t find any in the surrounding states.

      All right. So, we got a fake name.

      I picked up the phone and dialed the phone number Destiny gave me, but the monotone voice on the end said the phone line had been disconnected. I did one last search on some software I had for a man with the features Destiny described. But the few pages the software pulled up didn’t have men that quite matched the appearance. Yellowed teeth were set off to the side as well as men whose hair was sandy blond instead of platinum. Some guys who thought they had gray eyes really had blue eyes, and other men who had distinguishing features I jotted down to ask Destiny about.

      Then, after my search, I picked up the phone and called her back.

      “Olivia?”

      “Destiny, I have a few questions. Ready?”

      “Shoot,” she said.

      “Did the guy in question have a mole on the left side of his jawline?” I asked.

      “What?” Destiny asked. “No. Why would you ask that?”

      “Just a few more. What about a birthmark? Any indication of one running down his neck?”

      “No,” she said.

      “Missing teeth?”

      “Hell, no.”

      “Overbite?” I asked.

      “What the hell are you asking me all this for?”

      “Did the man have an overbite, Destiny?” I pressed.

      “No. Any more idiotic questions?”

      “Just one,” I said. “Are you sure the man’s eyes were gray and not blue?”

      “Positive,” Destiny said. “They were gray as the thunderous sky before an afternoon rain shower.”

      “A simple yes would’ve been fine.”

      “I figured since you were spouting crazy shit, I could, too. I called the credit card companies, and they’re willing to work with me, provided we can prove what’s going on. So that’s a thing.”

      “I figured,” I said. “I’ll find this guy. Don’t worry.”

      “Oh, I know you can. I also found something on my floor. I was looking around for my ring, and I found it underneath a bed with something that looks like a business card.”

      “Can you send me a picture of the card to my cell?” I asked.

      “Already done it. Your phone should be ringing now.”

      My phone lit up beside me, and I picked it up to view the image. The card was tattered, to say the least, but the writing on it was legible. It was a professional business card on woven cardstock, which wasn’t cheap. They weren’t the kind you simply ordered online, which meant the profession on the card was probably a fake, too.

      “Wesley Fox, Mixologist Beach Bum Bar. Malibu, California,” I read aloud.

      “Is this guy’s name not ‘Alex Ruth’?” Destiny asked.

      “Not if this is his card,” I said. “Alex Ruth isn’t even someone who exists in the surrounding states, much less the man you slept with last night. And once I entered in the information you gave me for Alex’s physical attributes, it pulled up only a few men in the state with those same looks. None of them fit exactly what you gave me, Destiny.”

      “You mean to tell me I slept with a man last night whose name I didn’t know and who didn’t actually look like what I thought he did?”

      “It’s why I asked about his roots growing out,” I said. “I don’t want to jump to conclusions or start ruling theories out yet, but I just wanted to let you know that whoever you were with last night wasn’t who you thought he was.”

      Destiny sniffled on the other end of the line, and it broke my heart. Sure, Destiny might not have been my best friend, but we were close enough. Men fucking around with women in my city wasn’t something I was going to put up with, which only made me more determined to figure out what the hell was going on. While Destiny was crying on the phone, I made a call on my cell phone to put in a favor with someone down at the local precinct.

      A quick search on their end turned up information that was helpful but useless.

      “Destiny?” I asked.

      “Yeah?”

      “Turns out the number you gave me was registered to an Alex Ruth. It gets us nowhere, but it does confirm something going on in my head.”

      “Which is?” Destiny asked.

      “Whoever this was had the intention of taking your stuff,” I said. “I don’t have any proof to think you were stalked, but I do think you were targeted because of your money.”

      “You think this man singled me out just so he could rob me?” she asked.

      “I’m not sure what I think. All I know is that registering that number under his fake name means the phone was probably a burner. As in, the phone was meant only for you to have that number. It’s probably sitting in a trash can somewhere outside your home.”

      “Which does us no good because the fucking trash came this morning,” Destiny said.

      “Don’t worry, all right? I’m gonna get you answers, and I’m gonna get you proof.”

      “I know you will, Olivia. I just feel weirded out.”

      “Can you do me a favor?” I asked.

      “Anything, if it’ll help.”

      “Put that card you found in a plastic bag and bring it over to my office,” I said.

      “Done and done. I’m headed that way now.”

      “I’ll see you when you get here,” I said.

      “Olivia?”

      “Yeah?”

      “You think Wesley Fox is his actual name?” she asked.

      “Honestly? I’m not sure. Something tells me it’s not, but it could be that it’s his name but his profession is wrong.”

      “Why do you think that?” Destiny asked.

      “The card you’re holding is woven. Woven cardstock is expensive, but the thickness, from what I could see in the picture, indicates those business cards have to be a specialty order. Fifty of them in a box would easily cost four-hundred dollars, and I highly doubt a bartender in the middle of Malibu could afford those, much less have any need for them.”

      “You’re incredible, you know that?” Destiny asked.

      “Just get that card to me,” I said. “I’m gonna chase it once you get here.”

      “What does that mean?”

      “Well, we’ve got a name and a place of work,” I said. “I’m simply gonna go down there and see what I can find.”

      “Just be safe, all right?”

      “Destiny, I’m always safe.”
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      Wesley 

      “All right,” Chad said. “I know that look. Spill, dude.”

      “Her pussy was too tight to even describe,” I said.

      “Whoa, Wesley! Jumping right out of the gate, I see. Not gonna even start with how this all started?”

      “I met her at a club,” I said. “You know, I didn’t think I’d be into all the women who look fake and plastic, but it was a fucking good look on her.”

      “Big tits?” Chad asked.

      “Yep.”

      “Massive lips?”

      “They felt good around my cock, too,” I said.

      “Slim stomach that was probably tucked after having a kid?”

      “How’d you know she had a kid?” I asked.

      “You’ve got this weird thing for cougars, dude. Don’t think I don’t notice you eyeing all the lonely single moms around this joint.”

      “Everyone’s got their thing,” I said, shrugging. “And lonely moms need loving, too. Especially with the dick I’m packing.”

      “I’ll take your word for it on that subject,” Chad said, grinning.

      “Anyway, it was a nice few weeks, but shit like that doesn’t last,” I said. “I’m not a kid person, and they’re not looking for dads for their kids. It’s the perfect setup, some decent dates, a bit of conversation, some explosive sex, and you’re good to go.”

      “She fell in love with you, didn’t she?”

      “They always fucking do,” I said. “It’s weird. They want the no-strings-attached thing until they wake up the next morning. It’s why I try not to stay over. Then, it’s easier to get away from them when you know they’re getting attached. Don’t set the precedence of staying with them overnight, and they won’t expect it from you.”

      “Sounds like the philosophy of a very lonely man,” Chad said.

      “Says the guy who’s probably not getting enough pussy in his life, anyway,” I said.

      “I have no idea what you get out of that,” Chad said. “Making women fall in love with you. I mean, you’re not getting anything out of the deal.”

      “Yes, I am. Some good fucking sex.”

      “I’m sure it’s not good fucking sex all the time,” he said.

      “It is when they’re lonely and willing to be coached,” I said.

      “Is that why you stayed so long this time? Because she had to be coached?”

      “Nope,” I said. “I stayed with her so long this time because she had vaginal reconstruction surgery. I swear to hell and back, I slipped inside her once and thought I’d blow my load all over the place.”

      “Nice, but gross,” he said. “You know I’m your boss, right?”

      “You know you’re also my best friend, right?” I asked.

      “You mean to tell me I own this bar and that doesn’t garner me enough respect when you’re clocked in to just shut your mouth until we can get a proper drink on our break?”

      “Wait,” I said. “Since when did we get to drink on breaks?”

      “Since now,” Chad said. “I’m the owner. I do what I want. Let’s save this talk for when we’re having a drink. Then you can give me the juicy details.”

      “Surprised you can’t smell them,” I said, smirking.

      “Dude, if you haven’t showered, I’m fucking throwing you into the damn ocean before your shift.”

      “Calm down,” I said, grinning. “I showered. I’m good. Just a joke. Lighten up, boss man.”

      “You know you’re a dick for doing all this shit to women, right?” Chad asked.

      “No woman has ever treated me decently. What the fuck do I owe them anything for?”

      “These women haven’t treated you like shit,” Chad said. “That’s the difference.”

      “Not to me,” I said.

      “Dude, your mother fucked you over,” he said. “I get it. But you’re playing with other women’s hearts. Women who are mothers. Who are probably better mothers than your mother was. It’s fucked up.”

      “Can we stop saying the word ‘mother,’ please?” I asked.

      “All I’m saying is, it’s dickish of you to take out your anger toward your own mother on someone else’s,” Chad said.

      “Thanks, Dr. Phil,” I said.

      “Plus, you’re a good-looking guy. I’m sure there’s one woman out there who’s at least treated you somewhat decent.”

      Maybe just one.

      “Not a fucking one,” I said.

      “Whatever,” Chad said, smirking. “Anyway, clock in. You’re officially five minutes late. Quit yappin’ with your friends and get to work.”

      “Tell the boss man to try not to fire me between now and the time I can get to the register,” I said.

      I clocked in and got to work. Order after order went out for people who were coming up to the bar and ordering drinks. I pocketed the wads of cash thrown down onto the bar as tips and then chuckled at how it was merely pocket change. My mouth began to salivate at the wads of cash I’d stored away in my apartment before coming to work. I had to wait until I knew the trail was cold before I could deposit the money, so I put it all in a safe underneath a floorboard in my kitchen pantry before I came out to work.

      I looked up just as a young girl approached the bar. Tan skin, small tits, and a string bikini she’d obviously been in all day. Her dark brown hair fell to just below her ears, and her eyes instantly locked onto mine. When she presented her ID, I noticed she turned twenty-one just today, so I made her a special cocktail, complete with a handful of cherries.

      “For the birthday girl,” I said, smiling.

      “Colorful, just like your blue eyes,” she said.

      “Funny, I figured blue would be your favorite color.”

      The girl giggled before she leaned herself against the bar. I could see her nipples hardening against her bathing suit, but I wasn’t interested. She wasn’t older, and she most certainly didn’t have money. But, I knew if I flirted with her, I’d get a better tip out of it.

      “This drink’s really good,” she said. “What’s in it?”

      “Oh, a little bit of this and a little bit of that,” I said. “It’s my famous concoction. You can only get it from me, so if you want more, don’t hesitate to beg.” I winked at her.

      “Oh please, bartender,” she said playfully. “Please make me another one. I’ll do anything.”

      I made her another drink and slid it her way. She curled her lips salaciously around the small black straw protruding from the plastic cup, but it did absolutely nothing for me.

      Maybe if you were rich, I’d try it.

      She eyed me while she downed her drink before she grabbed a napkin and reached for a pen. She left her number, along with a twenty-dollar tip, and I pocketed the money before throwing away her number. I had no intention of calling her or hooking up, but just as I was about to clean my station, a beautiful older woman sat down at the bar.

      And she was flashing a thick diamond ring on her right hand.

      “Well, hello gorgeous,” I said. “How can I help you this evening?”

      “Are you one of those bars that does all those fruity cocktails? Or can you get a very stressed out woman a simple martini?”

      “For you, anything is possible,” I said.

      “And don’t waste any room with those pesky olives,” the woman said.

      “Such a shame. Olives are a wonderfully healthy snack. Are you sure you don’t simply want them on a small plate?”

      The woman eyed me the entire time I made the drink, and when I slid it over to her, I plucked an olive from the iced jar in the refrigerator. I held it between my fingers and rested my elbow on the bar, sinking my eyes into the woman while she darted her gaze between the piece of food and my face.

      “Are you sure you wouldn’t like one?” I asked.

      The woman bent over and plucked the olive from between my fingertips, and I had to bite back a groan at the way her lips lightly curled around my skin. She slowly chewed the olive, savoring every bite as her eyes fluttered closed. I could feel my dick twitching underneath my work pants.

      I’d found my next mark.

      “I can’t say I’ve seen you around here,” I said. “I would’ve remembered those beautiful green eyes.”

      “I’ve lived here for years,” she said. “But I’ve never been to this particular bar.”

      “Then, that explains it. Tell me, how’s that martini tasting?”

      She lifted the drink to her lips, and I lifted my hand to the rim of the glass. I playfully tipped it up and watched her swallow it down, seemingly opening her throat and allowing the clear liquid to pour down her throat. My cock came to life, thinking of how I would slide it down her perfect throat before taking every last cent she had on her.

      She giggled as she set her drink down before covering her mouth with her hand and blushing.

      “Never hide a beautiful face like that,” I said as I grabbed her hand. “It makes the world a bit darker.”

      “I take it you like older women,” she said.

      “Is there something wrong with that?” I asked.

      “Not at all. The question is, do you enjoy older women with children?”

      “In my experience,” I began. “It’s the women with children who know how to really please a man in bed. And the great part about that is I get to reward their experience with a bit of my youthful prowess.”

      I clocked the way her neck was flushing along with the clenching of her jaw. Every woman had a tell. There was the involuntary flushing before they tried to do something to stop it. It was a battle between what their bodies longed for and what society had kept jamming down their throats.

      The only thing I wanted to jam down this lovely woman’s throat was my cock just before I gave her the greatest orgasm she would ever experience.

      “Are you a self-proclaimed expert?” she asked. “Or is that simply your ego talking?”

      “I could stand here and allow you to think it’s simply my ego, but that would be no fun. If you’d indulge me, I’d enjoy taking you out just so you might be able to figure it out for yourself.”

      “Might?” the woman asked.

      “No use in allowing someone to stimulate your body if they can’t stimulate your mind as well,” I said.

      I saw that dreamy look wash across her face, and I knew I had her. I watched the way she leaned forward onto her forearms against the bar, trying to get as close to me as she physically could. Her body was screaming out for me in ways I didn’t even think she realized, so it was no shock when the answer to my question poured easily from her lips.

      “I’d love to get to know you,” she said.

      “I really was hoping you’d say that,” I said. “But there’s only one thing you have to do.”

      “And what’s that?”

      “Come back here tomorrow evening,” I said. “I work up until dinner time, and then I can whisk us away somewhere so we can have a more private encounter with one another.”

      I grinned when she leaned over and pressed a kiss to my cheek before she scribbled her number down onto a napkin.

      “See you tomorrow evening, bartender,” she said.

      Then, I put her number in my pocket, along with the forty-dollar tip she’d slipped into the back of my shirt collar when she’d kissed me.

      Hook. Line. And Sinker.
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