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Sweet Revenge
















Seven years. Seven good years I devoted to
being her obedient lover. What a waste. She was my girl I thought
could trust her. Instead she betrayed me. I spend most of my life
trying live up to her expectations. Two jobs, bleeding my savings
dry, debt after debt all to please that selfish bitch. I use to
worship her, well her body at least. I thought I meant something to
her even a little. “You’re useless,” was her last insult to me
before giving me the sack and never called again. I can’t wait to
confront her to show her how well I turned out. It made my blood
boil seeing her up there dressed like a tramp dancing seductively
teasing everyone. And she still looked gorgeous. She’s still
driving guys crazy. I still desired her, but not just out of lust.
I wanted revenge, raw, dirty and sweet revenge.
















Morning 6 hours earlier

His moans softened while I teased the tip of
his cock with my tongue, my hands laid flat on his chest. I took
all of him in my mouth making my grip firmer pinching his chest
hairs. He yelped suddenly coming up on his elbows. “Ah, easy baby,”
he snatched my hands as if were a cat paws. I smiled and used my
teeth to give his shaft a light nibble. He jolted this time as I
got off my knees shoving him back down on the bed. “No time for
easy, baby, I gotta get this ass to work later.” I slapped my butt
cheek in front his face then tugged off my panties. “You’re too
sexy to be stripping every day. When will you let me be the only
man to have all this lusciousness?” He asked, squeezing my cheek
before pulling my hips to him. He kissed my sex slow and deep,
licking my clit with long strokes he knew I liked. “Hmmm,” I let
out stroking the back of head as he stroked my lips.

“When you get that that big…promotion you
want and buy me that big mansion I want.” I reminded him like
always. If he wanted me to himself it wasn’t going come free. “I’m
working on it,” he whispered kissing up my belly I arched unhooking
the silk bra he gifted me with yesterday. “Well, you need to work
harder.” I tossed it aside and he ravaged my perky breasts like
wild animal. “Else I can’t get you so hard each morning you wake
up. You want that, don’t you?”

“Yes-s-s,” he mumbled in between his soft
sucks on my nipples. “Then do what I ask, baby,” I muttered into
his ear. I glanced at the clock on his on his alarm machine and
hissed. “Shit, it’s late just fuck me right now.”

“No, come on. I wanna play a bit more.” He
protested but jumped on top of me once I threatened to leave if he
didn’t make it a quickie. His cock felt good, though Mark was way
more virile. Sex was awesome with him, but he was still a worthless
bum. I groaned the faster he thrust. His voice cracked when he
exploded inside me. “I love your pretty little cunt and the way it
makes me come.” he chimed burying his lips in my neck.

“I know. This was fun but now you have to
go.” I told him plainly. Tommy grunted while getting dressed. It
had been a year since we hooked up and Mark’s on the road doing
lord knows what, so it’s no longer cheating.






I hurried into the shower then poured myself
a bowl Fruitloops while I read the new edition of Vogue. Jane and
Eric were spending the weekend at my cousin’s house which I was
totally glad for. I needed a space to breathe and think about
getting a bigger apartment soon. I readied quickly to make sure
catch the 10:00am bus. The door swag apart as I rushed to secure a
seat before all became taken. Luckily I got one beside an old man
who looked like was sleeping or so I hope it was. A Chinese lady
climbed into the bus holding a baby along with a large knapsack.
She stood right next to me her face was filled with weariness like
she had an all-nighter. The dark circles under her eyes were
frightening. Boy do I remember those days. She took a seat on the
other end next to me. Her infant started to cry constantly she
tried rocking him gently to calm him down putting further stress on
herself. She asked if I could hold the baby so she could get
settled easily with the large knapsack she was carrying. As I took
the child I smelt poop coming from its diaper. Oh no! She said then
ravaged her knapsack for I guess whatever things needed to change
the crying infant. Seriously couldn’t she wait until she gets off
better yet until I get off, suddenly a hurl of milk and oatmeal
splattered on my the cashmere blouse I bought. And the crying
ended. Why me damn it!

--

“Mark you stupid piece of shit!” I yelled in
unbelievable enraged.

“How could you forget you promised to bring
your own kids to the fucking Amusement Park?” I spat to the poor
excuse for a father over the phone.

“I know but Laura but you see this gig could
finally be the opportunity the guys and I been waiting for. I’m
serious. Rocky said an agent from ‘PolyGram Records’ will be there.
We could get discovered-”

“Discover what? You couldn’t possibly mean
that crap you spend each day rehearsing instead of visiting your
children.”

“Sweetie pie… ”

“Don’t you fucking ‘sweetie pie’ me you
worthless bum. You listen to me clearly, Mark Stevens. These kids
are expecting you to show up on Saturday and you will. Or else I’m
heading over to Social Services tomorrow to complain about your
late monthly Child Support checks. You got that Ass-wipe?” I told
him dryly.

‘Candy’ entered in her mini Cheerleader
custom, her A-cup boobs barely visible. “You’re up. Don’t keep ‘em
waiting.” As if I need you to tell me.

“Laura, please.” He pleaded.

“Cut the damn begging you sound like the dog
you really are.” I hung up on the bum.

If I could ever go back in time I would slap
seventeen-year-old me and ask: “What’s wrong you, what did you ever
see in him?”

I turned to the mirror to apply my raspberry
lipstick and adjust the tightly fitted dark-crimson bustier. Gave
birth twice, not married, don’t take summer vacations in the
Caribbean, life is hectic. Yet the Lord was sure merciful enough to
spare my beautiful, curvaceous, erection-giving body.

“By the way, don’t feel bad if they don’t
like you as much, after all, they’ve just witnessed me in action.”
She said with an arrogant smirk while undoing her plaited ponytail.
‘Candy’ was one of the new twenty-something girls, of course she
had the most attitude. Also thought she was the princess of ‘Heat’
because she was young and pretty.

I went to her hopping on top of her dresser
it caught her surprise she glanced up at me. “Oh honey,” I shook my
head in pity. “You think those fellows haven’t seen a fresh thing
like you prancing on stage in a cute Cheerleader outfit before. You
see Winston always makes sure to have two types of girls. One who
can give a good opening and the other is for the main show.”

Looking over my shoulder in the mirror I
inspected my teeth for lipstick stains.

“Excuse me, just who the fuck are you
anyways?” She asked shocked and bewildered.

“You’re about to find out. So get off your
imaginary pedestal you little bitch and learn your place.”

I got off the dresser and walked up the
stairs leading to the stage knowing very well she was watching me
from behind. That’s right. Watch. And. Learn.

“Gentlemen it’s the moment you all been
waiting for. You all know and love her but for the new comers let
me just warn you. She has moves that will knock you off your feet.
All the right curves from hips to lips, I had to give her a
nickname to match this nightclub because boys. She can really turn
‘Heat’ up!” Winston had no trouble giving me the ultimate intro. I
strutted my stuff onto the dark polished stage.

“In. Fer. Na. In. Fer. Na,” the low chanting
started. The lights diverted to me I posed proudly. The stereos
filled with silent air with Alice Cooper’s Poison.

“Here she is. Give a big round of applause
for ‘I.N.F.E.R.N.A’!”

The claps, shouts, whistles and chants were
now tuned to the max. I grinded my hips gloriously for them to see,
whipping my blond hair forward and back to the heavy-metal beat.
The cash flew at feet not one at a time but in pairs. I smiled
wrapping my legs around the sliver pole, swinging with one hand
while I used the other to blow swift kisses to my adoring
audience.






I counted the pile of cash carefully on the
dresser summing up to $150 until I found my paper boyfriend
Benjamin. It’s all about the Benjamins baby! This is the only man I
need in my life he gives a woman anything and everything, I
thought. I stared contently at the hundred dollar bill and kissed
it. ‘Candy’ stared in my direction with hard-boiled envy seeing as
though I raked in $250 for the fifteen minute pole dance. Meanwhile
she made a measly $80.

“Are you beauties decent?” Winston’s voice
echoed outside knocking on the door.

“Yes…”

We answered in unison as he entered our
dressing room.

“Ladies I have some big news, guess who’s
here tonight?”

“Tom Cruise?” I heard someone mutter making
us all giggle.

“Guess again. It’s the owner of the liquor
company; you know the one that’s been supplying ‘Heat’ with booze
for eight years.”

The club’s name emphasized the type of
climate in Miami.

“How is that big news or even any of our
business? You’re the Club Owner not us.” ‘Candy’ mouthed
naively.

“It’s all of your business because this
gentleman is the most important customer we’ve ever had, not to
mention the wealthiest.” Candy winched at the last two words while
overdoing the blush on her cheeks.

“It’s Lap dancing hour now and this guy came
to have good time .Once I point him out to you ladies, make sure he
gets the extra V.I.P treatment. Understood?

We bobbed our heads to him.

The girls were stoked to hear the news. Candy
was oddly scrambling with her clothing rack. What the hell was she
searching for?

“Laura doll,” he called out to me. “I want to
introduce you personally, just let me know when you’re ready.
Okay?”

“You got it boss.” I said saluting him with
my hand.

He made a sly wink firing up a Cuban cigar
and left the room.

‘Candy’ twisted her mouth ruefully at me.
What’s her freaking problem?






It was five minutes until show time everyone
was gone except for myself and ‘Candy’. I decided to go with a sexy
Cowgirl outfit. I went braless underneath my white tank top. It was
as tightly fitted as my jean shorts together with tall red boots. I
looked similar to Jessica Simpson’s dynamic blond version of Daisy
Duke. Something was still missing but what? I then remembered the
hat the outfit came along with. I didn’t see it on my rack so I
went into the store room at the corner to search the box marked
‘Hats’. The door suddenly slammed shut behind me. My eyes widened
in terror.

I dashed to the door continuously turning on
the knob and banging on it.

“‘Candy’ you there? I’m locked in. Let me
out!” I yelled loudly for her to spot my voice.

“In your dreams, I locked the door.” She said
with a conniving tone.

“Do you know how long I’ve been waiting for
some filthy rich customer to finally set foot into this shit hole?
I’m not goin’ let you steal him away from me.”

The sound of her footsteps walking away sent
my blood boiling at maximum temperature.

“Damn it…” I growled clenching my fists.

I kept kicking the wooden door for ten whole
minutes until it eventually burst opened.






Winston guided his guest to the reserved
booth with a complimentary bottle of Cristal champagne already on
the table set to chill in a sliver ice bucket. Along with some of
the finest Cuban cigars lined vertically. He was quite impressed by
the spread.

“Wait till you see what’s for entertainment.”
Winston said smiling to him blowing a cloud of smoke into the
air.

“Why wait since I’ve already arrived?” They
both glanced to the side and soon their mouths fell stunned by
sight of before them. A slender-looking stripper, completely
topless, stood in front them. A mere black tong was the only thing
covering her bottom half with a see-through fish net dress drape
over her. She grinned, her eyes solely fixated on ‘Mr.
Moneybags’.






I stamped in fury searching the heavily
packed club. I spotted Winston with some guy next to him. I could
tell from his immaculate suit that he was a businessman. Must be
who Winston was referring to earlier and beside them, there she
was!
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