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A night out at the club was just the ticket for this long, arduous week. It was one thing after another after another. Cassandra finally went through with her threat to quit leaving them short-handed, his car ran out of gas on the way to work twice despite knowing he had filled it full, and then to top it all off, a customer that day came raging in an email about something they supposedly did. Cleaning up that fire took literally four hours and all of his energy.

But that was then. This was now, this was after, this was the start of a weekend. Something fun, something fresh, something...not agonizing work.

He spent a pretty penny on getting some good scotch, the lights of the club bouncing around like a kid on sugar, the beats of the DJ pulsing into his ears and screaming lyrics about bumping hips and bouncing boobs. They had marked on his hand with that cool special ink for clubs only, blue ink glistening against his slightly tan hand for a moment before ‘disappearing’. Oooh, aaah. He touched it a bit, chuckling at the weird feeling before ignoring it after a bit.

He had gotten lost in a mosh pit for a moment, bouncing like a pinball as he thumped into one gorgeous woman with pretty red hair, then a man sidled behind him, strong hands grazing his hips and making him groan as said man made his way to the bar.

He had to make a choice?! Unfair, life was horrible, a misery wrapped in woe. He tossed back his drink, a hiccup escaping him as the crowd screamed in ecstasy as the drums smashed their way through the speakers.

A poke to his shoulder had his buzzed head swinging that way, pretty lights draping over all the people in the crowd. A beautiful woman with brilliant black dreads bouncing around her head, silver rings glinting in the light, black skin glinting in the light from a sheen of sweat, playful eyes squinting from her giant smile framed by neon green eyeshadow and shiny lip gloss that he was sure tasted as sweet as she looked. She crooked her finger at him, laughing, one pretty earring dangling on her right ear. “Hey! I-you?”
“What?!” he yelled over the din of the crowd, watching as she danced a little closer. He noticed her yellow tank top with a smiley face with one eye crossed out, and short jean shorts held up by a pair of suspenders, pretty silver heels tapping against the floor. A stark contrast to his simple, teal button up and jeans.

“I-nna-ck-you-!”

He shook his head with a grin, a little bit of a tease this time as he cupped his hand around his ear. “I can’t hear you!”
She leaned in, and in a burst of sweet flowers and cherry vodka, soft lips grazed his ears. “I wanna fuck your pussy!!”

Oh, shit...

God, how long had it been since he’d had a nice little roll in the sheets? Too long, he decided, and he gave her a quick nod. “Yeah, let’s do it!”

She laughed, harder this time, and he grinned wider at the thump in his chest. Beautiful woman willing to fuck his brains out, with a laugh that captured his eye? How could he be so lucky after such an atrocious week?

She offered her arm, and he took it, both of them weaving in and out of the crowd. She paused only to kiss up his jaw, a warm tongue licking a stripe up to his ear where she took a small nip, making him jump. She winked, then dragged him along and he laughed, a deep belly laugh that eased the stress in his shoulders.

Out into an alleyway, very cliché one might say, and she was pushing him against the wall, a heady gaze staring up at him before she yanked him down for a hard and dirty kiss. Her hand slid into his dark curly hair, scraping sharp nails against his scalp in a way that sent shivers down his spine as he moaned. His own hands came up, nervously sliding against her hips and she squealed into the kiss, a hiccup of a laugh passing through her sweet lips to touch his. She pulled away, the both of them panting in the warm afternoon air that was dimming into night. “Damn, baby, here I thought you were just content to be pushed around.”
“Eh, maybe a little, but who says I can’t push back?” he grinned, hips pushing up against hers, his hard cock straining against his jeans as she grinned back, teeth glinting in the light of a street light. They were pretty, but looked like they could eat him right up.

“Oh, I think I like you just a little more than I did earlier,” she purred, dragging him down into another filthy kiss, smears of lip gloss decorating his lips and cheeks now as she kissed down his jaw, sucking a bruise into the juncture of his jaw and neck and making his knees weak.

<i>Damn,</i> this is exactly what he wanted after a long, long week.

She eventually let go, the imprint of her teeth pulsing in time with his heartbeat as she trailed her tongue up his neck, giggling as he panted, slumped against the wall. “Aw, baby...you sure you can take a fucking? You’re all exhausted just from this little bit,” she crooned, and he watched her hand trail down his buttons on his shirt, fingernails catching each one teasingly before stopping above his pants, grazing the zipper as pretty brown eyes stared up into his. The smile even reached her eyes and he felt a shiver ghosting up his spine.

He was in <i>danger,</i> but oh how sweet that danger felt.

“I can take whatever you can dish out,” he tried to purr back, his nervous chuckle rising as her fingertips tapped lightly against the button of his pants. Her eyes darkened, smile like a sickle in the night as she crooned at him.
“You’re so cute. Alright, baby, let’s get you fixed up!”
He blinked as her fingers plucked at his button, zipper pulling down as he shifted a bit, looking down the alley to the entrance nervously. “Wait, actually, in public? Like, where people can see us?”
She stopped, giving him a flat look that didn’t seem to fit her face. “It’s midnight, last person went into the club. We got at least an hour before the drunks come stumbling out,” she rolled her eyes, and for some reason, that made him start to laugh a little, shifting as she tugged him down for a sweet kiss, patting his head. “But if it makes you feel any better, darling, I’ll take you to my place. Fuck you in my soft little bed until all you can think about is me and that little cock of yours cumming. Deal?”
<i>Fucking. Deal.</i>

Turns out, Miss Smiley Face lived only a block away, which was good for both him, her, and his aching dick as she shoved open the door, nails sliding over his scalp and sending tingles down his spine. Okay, she could only do that all night, and he’d probably be more happy with that than the actual sex.

...maybe.

He didn’t look too much at the house he was pulled into, rough kisses laid against him as he gave just as good as he got, their hands roaming across clothes and yanking hard before he was shoved hard and onto a pretty soft bed. His shirt had been yanked open with a squeaky  ‘sorry!’ and a laugh, while her suspenders were dangling off her shoulders, tank top yanked up above her breasts which were a nice handful-holy shit was that a piercing?
“Is that a piercing?!” he asked, sitting up in ecstatic glee as she straddled him, her hands yanking her top the rest of the way off. She blinked, one hand gripping one of her own breasts with a laugh.

“Yeah! Shit hurt like the devil but god, okay, you absolutely do not know how good it feels when people tug on them.”
He wanted to tug on them. Suck on them. He wanted to touch so bad. His hands curled into the bedding, swallowing before he could start drooling. “C-Can I...?”
She looked thoughtful for a moment, tossing her shirt off to the side and in a hamper with ease, her gloss smeared across her lips a bit and making her look even sexier in the light of the room. Then she gripped his wrists with a grin. “Not this time, baby. Maybe if you’re good, I’ll let ya bite ‘em. This time, I wanna fuck you. Got it?”
<i>Oh, he fucking got it!</i>
She managed to maneuver
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