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Chapter 1

Varnan
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I had a fallout with my best friend after she told me what was going on. She was selling herself out. Working with a criminal to take down another criminal wasn't acceptable.

I’d even gone to her wedding and I thought that she was having the time of her life.

And... I had to admit that she was having an amazing time with George. They made a very good team and I knew they would take down that mafia gang.

The latter were laundering money into the country and, as a proud American, I couldn’t let that go on.

Nevertheless, I couldn’t accept that she was doing that while lying to everyone. Not to mention that she was the chief of police. I could tell the FBI and the CIA about it, but would they even believe me?

No, they would look at me and think that I had a loose screw. I kind of wished that was the case, to be honest. It would make everything so much simpler.

I was standing on the sidewalk, pulling down the lower part of my dress and trying not to look too stupid. I wasn’t selling out like Naleisa, but I was selling my body now.

People said that I was working nights, but they didn’t know the whole truth behind it.

In fact, this was the first time I was doing this. I was a babysitter before. I was supposed to be caring for babies and young teens, and not working as a whore.

I shifted my eyes from side to side, hoping that a maniac wouldn’t come jumping out of the shadows and trying to hurt me with a knife.

The biggest challenge about working as a whore, without any kind of support, was that most of the girls doing this were very territorial. I was still learning the ropes of this and trying not to be a bother to them.

The first thing I should be keeping in mind was that I couldn’t have enemies here. They would kill me, otherwise. Most of the girls didn’t carry firearms with them, but they did have stilettos and small knives. Kitchen knives, even. I had to remember that all the time, unless I wanted to find myself in a hole somewhere. Or in one of the rivers that crossed the city.

My heart was calm. I wasn’t doing this only for myself, but also for my mom. Since dad’s passing, she needed me to care for her. I kind of envied most of my friends. They were getting married and finding the jobs of their lives. Their careers were blooming.

She was also paraplegic. Couldn’t walk anymore since I was 18, and that would never change. It was a constant reminder that dad’s passing was a relief. I never could stand him when he was still alive.

My dress was skimpy, showing most of my legs and breasts. I was still standing on the same sidewalk and feeling a little uncomfortable. The road in front of me was empty. I was already thinking that I might be wasting my time here.

I was a little happy that at least the Verratis weren’t trying to kill me. If they were, I’d already be dead. Chicago was turning into the second Detroit of America and I barely had a house to protect myself at night. My house didn’t even have an alarm. If someone broke in, I wouldn’t know until it was too late.

Tires crunching small debris announced the arrival of a client. I turned my head to the right, finding him pulling over right in front of me.

He didn’t roll down the window of his Bentley yet, though. I had never seen that model before, but it did look expensive.

Expensive and luxurious. I was already beginning to wonder how much he made per year, if it was a man who was sitting inside this Bentley, that was. This wasn’t my first night working like this, but some of the other whores had already told me that the market for lesbian sex was blooming now.

I drew in a short breath when he rolled down the window of the car. He was a white man in his early thirties, with curly, deep brown hair, and a perfect stubble on his face.

He examined me from top to bottom, making me feel a little uncomfortable. I shifted my weight to the right side of my body and ignored that intrusive feeling.

"Come in," he ordered, unlocking the door of the Bentley and allowing me in.

I wasn't going to be picky. He was good looking and I could imagine myself giving him a blowjob. I'd watched videos online and I knew my way around what I was doing.

Faking that I knew how to have sex with a guy like him... I couldn't deny that the thought of this blowing up on my face was making me worried about it.

I couldn't do this wrong. Everything had to go right.

I opened the other door of the Bentley and already felt right at home after sitting down. I never had much in terms of luxury, but I knew that I was now having it much worse than before.

After closing the door, the man didn't say anything and just took me to an alley between two small buildings. He turned off the engine and I knew that, from the outside, it looked like nobody was sitting inside the vehicle.

I gulped when I noticed the small pistol that he was keeping in the glove compartment. It wasn't made of plastic and I could see straight through.

Living in Illinois, I knew that it was harder for people here to get their hands on guns than it was in other states, but I couldn't deny that the pistol still made me feel nervous. I was already fidgeting with my finger and waiting for his next order.

I needed to wait for it. The other girls were very territorial, but when it came to helping each other out, they didn't slack off.

"It's-"

"I already know how much you whores usually charge. Just suck me off," he said, lowering the zipper of his pants and pushing them down.

Well, this was going to happen this way, then. No foreplay, no kissing - just straight sucking him off and pretending that I was liking this.

He wanted a quickie and I couldn't blame him. I shouldn't even be doing this.

I almost gasped when I looked at the big cock he had. It was thick and I didn't think I could hold it with just one of my hands.

If he was a jerk - and he looked like one, considering all the rings on his fingers and the piercings in his ears - I could try overlooking that.

I could ignore that about him and focus on doing this right. If he liked it, then there was a good chance he would come here for more.

I pushed my hair to the side with my hand and dove in. One of the things my competition told me was that most of the clients didn't like wasting time. More often than not, they were married men with a tight schedule.

I couldn't even know if one of his rings meant he was married or not. I didn't even have time to figure that out.

Opening my lips as wide as possible, I was putting his rod in my mouth and smelling his groin. He did take a shower before coming here, at least. He smelled just right and that, in turn, was turning me on.

Wetness was building up in my pussy and I was already kind of wishing he would fuck me, too. But I knew that he only wanted a blowjob. That's what the other girls told me about this line of work. Most clients never wanted everything that we could give them.

Putting both of my hands around his shaft, I was wondering how he could be this big. His gland was even thicker and meatier than I thought.

Taking as much of his inches inside of my mouth, I was applying all the tips I'd found in the videos. I didn't know if it was working but, some seconds after starting, he wasn't complaining.

Swirling my tongue, I couldn't hide my drool. Saliva was leaking out of my mouth and I knew that it was just the beginning.

Temperatures were a little low outside, but the interior of the Bentley was starting to heat up.

My heart was beginning to pound in my chest and sweat was starting to cover my body.

He was moaning. I didn't know his name and I didn't think I ever would, but he had his eyes closed and his shaft was becoming warmer by the second.

I knew that he was close.

He erupted, shooting his come in my mouth. He didn't tell me that he wanted me to swallow it, but I was following yet another tip that the other workers had told me. Most guys wanted it to go down the throat and not all over the face. They said that it was less messy that way, and I could see why.

His come was hot and salty, and I wasn’t feeling grossed out at all. In fact, this was making me wish he was eating my pussy raw, too. I didn't want to feel like I was a whore, other than when I had to work, and yet that thought was all over.

I took his dick out of my mouth and, soon after, he pulled his pants back up and hid it from me.

I lifted my head and saw only the glare of a man that didn't care one bit about me. His eyes were icy-blue and it was like they were penetrating right into my soul.

I tried not to stare much at him and pulled some tissue paper out of my shoulder bag. Seconds later, I cleaned up my mouth as he took some bills out of his wallet.

Opening the door on my side, he almost tossed the bills out on the pavement as much as he didn't care about me. I tried not to let that hurt me, but it still did.

I was once a babysitter and I used to feel proud of myself. Now, all that I was good for was giving a stranger, a man about 10 years older than me, a blowjob.

Speeding up his Bentley, he almost hit my ankle as I scrambled out of the car. Dollar bills were flying in the air as he took off and turned to the right. The glowing red lights were the last thing I saw.

He'd disappeared and I knew I would never see him again.

Pulling down the lower sides of my skimpy dress, I opened a shy smile when I realized he'd given me more money than I needed. It was enough for me to survive the holidays, even. I couldn't wait until I was preparing Mac and cheese again for my mom and me to eat, I thought with a contained chuckle.

Bedridden, she couldn't cook for me anymore, and I missed her cooking so much. She was one of the best.

I looked out on the alleyway's exit ahead of me and made a decision. I needed the money, but this was hurting everything I was more than the proposition of working for that asshole Naleisa was trying to bring down.

It had been her idea at first, but now it was mine. I was going to accept the job to work as their babysitter and that was going to be that. I wasn't going to mention anything about any investigation, and I was just going to live my life like it was supposed to be.

And, after making enough money in his estate, I'd bail. I'd leave Chicago for good and I'd find a city that didn't try to kill my soul every day.

Working as whore wasn't for me.
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Chapter 2

Ony
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She was no one to me when I met her. I came here on a mission and I was still probing all the places I needed to know everything about. Roman and Sergei... I'd never forgive them for everything they did against me.

They didn't know anything about me, though. They thought I didn't even exist. When I finally showed up and pulled down the veil, they'd think I was a nightmare.

I should be hating my father more than anyone. He was the one that hid me from them. When he realized I had enormous potential and would seize the family for myself, he sent me to the motherland and detained me in one of their gulags.

I didn't know why he didn't straight up kill me. Maybe he liked me a little. Maybe he didn't. Either way, I wasn’t going to dwell on that.

It had been a couple of days since I had that whore in my car, and I was promising to myself I would never do it again. I was trying to get off that. I shouldn’t be paying for sex when it didn’t mean anything to me anymore.

Since my girlfriend was killed by my father, I’d never forgive him.

One good thing I was remembering was that he was here now, too. My father. He’d finally walked out of his hideout and was putting himself in a position of greater risk. I couldn’t read his mind or pretend I knew what was going on in it, but it was pretty evident that a vital side of his business was taking place here.

Kind of ironic, considering he’d never thought much of America. He always stressed out it wasn’t worth the trouble, more often than not mentioning that he loathed Americans.

I shook those thoughts out of my mind and focused on getting to my destination. Sergei’s property shouldn’t be too far now, considering what the GPS on the phone was showing me.
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