
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


A Toxic Beauty 

#4 Kindness 



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      A TOXIC BEAUTY#4: KINDNESS

    

    
      First edition. November 21, 2020.

      Copyright © 2020 Misako Mai.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1393675556

    

    
    
      Written by Misako Mai.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Misako Mai



































[image: ]




Copyright ©2020 by Misako Mai

ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. This book contains material protected under International and Federal Copyright Laws and Treaties. Any unauthorized reprint or use of this material is prohibited. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system without express written permission from the author / publisher.  

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. 

Scowling at the bashing noise from the miniature provoking device my eyes were forced open with a acid grunt peeling off my teeth I slammed my fist on the Stop button. I always forget the alarm was set to Auto and earlier than my usual rising hour. I just had to take up healthy fitness regime, jogging each morning ahead of expanding my fashion company, why not. 

Shino, my CEO, hosted one heck of a boring dinner party I tolerated the torture wishing I had joined my brown eyed lover in the bath for the remainder of the evening instead of buttoning my tuxedo and telling him to help himself to anything in the fridge.  The rounds of liquor were what got me through Shino’s cousins’ lifeless, send-you-to-sleep stories for three hours straight. I didn’t have to fake my courteous smiles once I killed four glasses of scotch moving on to the fifth then sixth. It’s an understatement to say I overdid with the drinking, however after I bumped into Victoria it was either drink or throw it on her which I was so itching to do. My business tipped off tongue too brazen for me to find any charm in it:
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