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The only light in my room bled from the magenta neon tube tracing the corner of the wall, bathing everything in an electric twilight. It hummed softly, a sound I usually found soothing, but tonight it just felt like a current of pure, untapped boredom buzzing under my skin. I was sprawled on my bed, headphones on but no music playing, just scrolling through the same endless feeds, my thumb moving on autopilot. I was wound tight, vibrating with a restless energy that had no target.

That’s when my phone buzzed on the sheets beside me.

I glanced down, expecting another meaningless notification. Instead, it was a text from a number I didn’t recognize.

Unknown: Babe, door's unlocked. I'm heading to the shower. Don't keep me waiting.

I stared at the message. A wrong number. Obviously. Some guy named Mark or Chad was about to get a very cold, lonely shower while his "babe" was out getting railed by a bartender. The sensible thing to do was ignore it. The polite thing was to text back, 'Sorry, wrong number.'

But I wasn't feeling sensible or polite. I was feeling predatory.

A slow, wicked grin spread across my lips. My fingers, suddenly alive with purpose, flew across the screen.

Me: A shower? That’s no fun by yourself. I've got a better idea.

I hit send, my heart giving a hard, satisfying thump against my ribs. The three little dots appeared almost instantly. He was typing. The game was on.

Unknown: Haha very funny, Chloe. Who is this?

So her name was Chloe. Cute. Predictable. I bit my lip, tasting the thrill of it. I could blow this up right now. Or I could pour gasoline on the fire.

Me: I’m the one who’s going to make you forget you ever knew a Chloe. Now, are you going to waste my time asking questions, or are you going to let me tell you what I’m going to do to you the second you’re inside me?

The pause this time was longer. I could almost feel his confusion warring with the jolt of raw lust that my message must have sent through him. I imagined him standing in his bathroom, towel around his waist, staring at his phone, his cock probably already starting to stir. Good.

Unknown: Fuck. Okay. Tell me.

Bingo. I had him. He was a fish on the line, and I was going to gut him.

Me: First, you’re going to walk right past that shower. You’re going to find me on my bed, wearing exactly what I have on now: black denim shorts cut so high they barely cover my ass, and a crop top that does fuck-all to hide my piercings. My thighs are wrapped in leather straps, and my legs are open for you. Waiting.

Unknown: Jesus Christ. Are you serious?

Me: I’m going to watch you get hard just looking at me. Then I’m going to get on my knees, grab that thick belt on your jeans, and use it to pull your cock right out. I’m not even going to bother with the zipper. I’m going to suck you right there, sloppy and loud, until you’re begging me to stop.

The response was faster this time. Dirtier.

Unknown: Don’t stop. I want to feel your throat on me. I’d grab a fistful of your hair and fuck your mouth until you choked on me.

Me: Promise? I want you to ruin my makeup. I want spit and cum dripping down my chin while you call me your worthless little slut.

The three dots appeared, then vanished. Then appeared again. He was losing his mind. The final pieces clicked into place for him.

Unknown: Wait... you’re not Chloe. Who the fuck is this?

The moment of truth. My fingers hovered over the keyboard. I could end it, block him, and go back to being bored. Or I could light the fuse.
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