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He sat at the bar with his pitch black hair dangling in his flawless face looking dark and mysterious. "Just my type" I mumbled to myself. His dark eyes stared at me as I took a seat next to him waiting for the bartender to serve my poison.

Lust oozed out from every pour of my body and the look on his face told me that he sensed it. His pink lips curled into a sharp smile as I returned the stare. 
Within minutes he had me up against the bathroom wall pounding his thick hard cock in and out of me while his eyes intoxicated me to a point of no return.

"I want you to come for me" he whispered into my ear as he slammed harder and deeper inside me. 
As soon as he was done he picked up his pants, said "thanks" and left me standing there still coming down from the high he had just inflicted on me.
Has mother been right about me all along? 

I can still hear her miserable voice, like a broken record playing over and over in my head.

"You will always be a dirty little girl Isabel," she yelled.
"Well, my stepfather made me a dirty little girl mother" I yelled back as my blood boiled over.

Well he turned me into a whore and a whore I shall be...

I was so young when her husband came into my room that stormy night while mum worked a double shift. 

"You're the most beautiful girl I had ever laid my eyes on Isabel," he said.

His voice hissed like a lustful snake as he slithered his way under my purple fluffy blanket.

"Don't worry baby it will hurt the first few times but I promise it will get better" he whispered on our first encounter.
His soft lips pressed against mine as soon as he found my moist opening, stopping me from crying out loud.
He was right. It hurt at first then became satisfying after the third night we spent together.

His spiky face would tickle my cheek each time he rubbed it against mine trying so desperately to get my attention. His toned muscles would lift me up from the couch and carry me into our loveden.
Those dreamy chocolate brown eyes would intoxicate me each time he stared at me while he penetrated his huge shaft in and out of my once tight region.

I would lay in bed and wait for him to devour me each night until it was time for him to sneak back into their room down the hallway. 
She couldn't even tell that something had changed between us; he would graze my arm with his soft fingers as he walked by me or climb under the blanket with me as we all sat together watching a movie. 
His fingers would play a faint melody against my clit until I was about to cum, teasing me just enough so that I could excuse myself and finish the deed behind closed doors. 
He would whisper that stupid whisper laugh each time turning my face red from embarrassment.
Later on he would bend me over and spank me until my ass turned red, just for pleasing myself without him being there to witness what he called Beautiful. 

My lower region ached each time he whispered sweet nothings into my ear. Fuck, was I an idiot for allowing him charm me for almost a year.

That's until mother caught him with his pants down and his cock in my mouth.

I don't think I could ever forget the look on her face.

Yes, it was wrong but at the time it felt Oh, so right.

What did I know? 

I was a teen going through my teenage bullshit years crushing on a man almost twice my age.

He was my first yet not my last..

Off to the nunnery I was sent to cleanse my soul from the blissful sin I had committed with her husband.

Being under Miss Stephanie's care at the nunnery didn't stop me from seeing him. He would visit me once the Xanax took over, leaving her half lifeless body next to an empty space on their bed. 

As the years went by he stopped visiting and I found myself being dragged to parties by my best friend Willow who I met at the nunnery. the crazy bitch bumped into me; after a few punches we became inseparable.

Unfortunately we were in the same situation, she had fallen head over heels for her vice principal Mr. Harrison. Of course, they were caught in his office with her spread across his desk like a porn star.
She had convinced me to have a threesome once. That's when I realized I hated sharing, I was selfish and wanted everything to myself.
As we grew up things changed between us. We called once in a while to check up on one another, our last call ended up in tears. 

The bitch caught herself a millionaire.

Those are what I like to call a shark.
Well here I am stuck in a rut waiting for my next fuck to come along.
Relationships aren't really my thing...
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All dolled up in my little black dress waiting among the crowd to get into Leo's, this was the normal thing with an up class club such as this one. Everyone except the rich and famous had to wait their turn to get in. 
I scouted around looking for potential, unfortunately none caught my attention until I entered. He looked like a god sitting idly behind those annoying red ropes, guarded by two huge men. 
My heart nearly popped out the minute he caught me staring at him like a buffoon. Forcing me to turn around as fast as I could, flushed from embarrassment.
Before I knew it there was a tap on my shoulder. The huge bouncer guard, whatever he was, towered over me grinning from ear to ear.
Oh, God, Oh God what now? I thought to myself.
"Can I help you?" I asked calmly.
"Yeah," his gruff voice whispered into my ear, "come with me!” he said sternly.
I shoved him away as hard as I could, but to no avail he just stood there like a brick wall gawking down at me. "W-what the fuck do you want?" I shouted as loud as I could, forcing the people next to me to give me the evil eye.
"I'm sorry Miss. but I have been ordered by Mr Fletcher to retrieve you, he would like to meet your acquaintance."
Really, who speaks like that?
"Well tell your boss, I don't want to meet his acquaintance" I shouted rudely.
"I am really sorry to have bothered you," he shouted over the loud music before walking away.
Fuck, there goes my potential...
I stood at the bar waiting for the idiotic bar tender to stop flirting with the fuck-heads and serve me the tequila I had ordered five minutes ago.
A light tap broke my concentration, taking a deep breath in. I turned around as calm as possible only to look into his bottle green eyes staring down at me.
I moved to the side giving him room to order his drink. Maybe the skank would bring mine along with whatever he was going to order.
Mhan, he is a handsome devil..
His eyes stayed focused on me or maybe it was my boobs which were practically sticking out from my low cut dress.

I cleared my throat, getting him to snap out of whatever drug he was on forcing him to lick his red lips before speaking. 
"Hi I'm Warren," he said while his pearly whites grinned at me waiting for my response. It seemed as though the whole room stood still when he spoke, just so that I could hear what he had to say.
"Ah, Hi I'm Isabel but my friends call me Izzy."
What the fuck, my friends call me Izzy.

He probably thinks I want to be his friend.
"Nice to meet you Izzy" he whispered and yet I heard it among the noise which seemed to have cleared out. Everything around me felt lighter like I was floating on a cloud made from cotton candy. 
"Why didn't you accept my invitation earlier?" he asked. 
Hmmm, blunt too...
I fumbled, playing with the seam of my dress not knowing what to say. 
Instead I stood there like a wounded animal. He placed his soft lips against my ear causing my heart to immediately race.
"You're more than welcome to come and take a seat on my lap" he whispered.
I felt his smug grin against my ear, immediately making me ruin my new lace undies.

This man is trying to give me a heart attack...

I'm sure the look on my face was priceless.
I rolled my eyes at him and flipped my ponytail into his face sending him to a complete viper mode. 
He shoved me into the bar counter pressing himself up against me. 

Before I knew it his hand slipped under my dress. 

"W- What the fuck are you doing?" I screamed.
"I'm pleasing a beautiful woman in need" he whispered into my neck. The whole room spun as soon as he placed his hand into my now soaked undies. 
What the fuck this man is about to finger fuck me in front of a club full of people?
"Wa-wait" I moaned as he rubbed his fingertips against my clit, "fuck" I whispered as my head fell back onto his toned chest. 
"Relax Izzy take a breath no one will see us" He whispered into my ear. 
I looked around and amazingly no one was paying attention to what was going on between us. They continued dancing like they were all in a trance, even the skanky bartender joined the dance floor. 
I paid no attention to what was possessing them. All I could hear was his melodic voice whispering my name over and over again as he worked two fingers in and out of my swollen pussy. His pace matched the loud moans which were leaving my lips.

"I want you to scream for me" he moaned into my ear as he shoved a third finger in making me tense up around his fingers.
"Ok, if that won't make you scream this will" he said in an intense tone, "wait!" wha.... before I could finish my sentence my dress was above my hips and he stuck his huge cock inside me.
"Fuck!" I screamed out to the havens.
He bent me over the counter and pushed himself deeper making sure his entire dick was inside me. 
I couldn't think straight, all I wanted was for him to take me hard and fast but to my surprise he did the complete opposite. He pulled himself out leaving me standing there in a daze. 
Already my pussy missed the feeling of his monster dick being inside me.
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I turned immediately searching for him among the crowd but it was as though he had disappeared into thin air along with his two goons. 

What the fuck, was I dreaming?

I felt in between my legs, nope that sure as hell was no dream...

My pussy ached the moment I touched it.
I rushed out of the club and searched the streets for the man who came to me like a beautiful dream but unfortunately it contained a few drunk chicks walking around with their half-drunk bottles in their hands.
Where could he have disappeared in such a hurry? 
I walked back and found my drink on the counter with a note attached at the bottom, I opened it up and all it contained was a smiley face. The fucker had a nerve to tease me and leave. Well that's what you get for playing hard to get Izzy.
I looked around the dance area for my next potential but unfortunately there was none. I scanned until I came across a very attractive blond man sitting alone on one of the VIP black sofas. He ogled me as I walked closer towards the ropes calling him over with my index finger.

He smiled sweetly as he stepped closer towards the rope inviting me in, I took a seat and something changed. I was no longer in the mood for a sexcapade tonight. All I wanted to do was get under my sheets and fantasies about a man I knew
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