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With a sudden brake, the speedy fancy car stopped at the red light. The screech of the tires, braking hard on the asphalt, penetrated and shook the windows of the building, which had been erected on the corner of the street over fifty years ago. 

The loud noise disturbed the residents’ dinner. However, it wasn’t the first time when something like that happened there, so, with a mere headshake, a sweet word or a shrug, they went right back to it. 

They didn’t even bother to go and look outside. It wasn’t their business, after all. They had their own petty squabbles over the overcooked potatoes or over the shopping spree in which the lady of the house had indulged that day.

The man at the wheel glanced at the traffic stop grimly, and waited for the green light, drumming his fingers nervously on the wheel. He brushed his mussed hair back and rubbed his jaw with impatience. 

It seemed a long wait, longer than usually, and he was in a hurry. His pants had become a tad tight since a while back. 

He never lacked anything in the imagination department when it came to women. Yet, this time, his fantasy had already gone rampant and way too far. That was why, he felt like he was about to explode on the spot now.  

Blood hummed in his veins and he throbbed everywhere. He needed some release and in a bad way. 

He wetted his feverish and dry lips with an impatient flick of his tongue. He yearned for any kind of relief, and fast.

The rain hadn’t made it easier on him either. It had been pouring all afternoon and he’d had enough of that. It had strained his patience and now, his forbearance had already reached its thin side. 

The wet road didn’t allow him a higher speed, although he was about to tear at the seams. He didn’t think that crushing into something would help with his problem. 

In the red light, raindrops glimmered on the windshield and reflected the wet pavement in the glass. 

To cut his wait shorter, the man turned to the young filly seated next to him, and the fingers of his right hand coasted along her exposed thigh. 

She had lounged there on the seat since they started out from the restaurant. Her long legs were slightly spread, and her position taunted him to touch her. 

She looked like she was twenty years younger than he was and just fresh from the classroom. That was a powerful combination for his system, although he knew for a fact that the woman was much older than that. 

She had definitely been around the block a few times already, but he didn’t really care about that. He enjoyed her appearance of innocence mixed with experience. Sometimes, appearance was enough to enflame his desire.

The woman had awoken some primal instinct in him and he couldn’t fight it back. She had bewitched him so badly that even her somewhat annoying giggles didn’t bother him so much. 

She had left him with the impression that she was in awe with him, and although he usually didn’t believe in such things, he did believe her. That was probably because he knew that she couldn’t have another objective in mind. 

She didn’t care about his financial power. She had enough money herself so she clearly wasn’t thinking about fleecing him. 

He had taken the time to check her financial status. He had already been burned a few times so he kept his eyes open now. He was a pragmatic man, after all, and money always came on first place for him.

Her wide eyes swept over him constantly, as if she had never seen that brute force he displayed beneath those coiled muscles of his arms in another man.  

‘Thank God for going to the gym every day,’ he thought. 

It seemed that his muscles had won her over. They appeared to be a major turn on for the former high school Miss Popularity. He had found that fact about her as well.

He liked her obvious interest in his physique, even though that interest represented just another proof for her shallowness. 

Of course, he didn’t care at all that she was shallow. After all, he didn’t intend to discuss Kant’s philosophy with her. She was good enough for what he had in mind.

As the red color of the traffic lights still didn’t change, his fingers reached under the hem of the short leather skirt and brushed over her overheated skin. His predatory black eyes zeroed in on her face, very attentive, not to miss any of her reactions to his touch. 

When his forefinger reached the edge of her silky panties, she closed her eyes in sweet abandon and sighed deeply. Her lips quivered and her tiny white sharp teeth bit in her lower lip hard. A pearl of blood tainted her rosy lipstick, and his fingers shook on her skin. She knew well how to turn him on another notch.  

Triumph bubbled in his mind and his blood pumped faster. He couldn’t take his eyes off her rosy mouth with full lips, which now, had opened in a wide ‘O’. Then, a rugged moan escaped from the back of her throat and he felt it deeply in his pants. 

He grinned wolfishly, and his fingers wandered a little higher. When he reached the spot, which he had been craving for so long, he smirked. 

“Yes, babe, that’s it,” he said in a husky voice, and flicked his tongue over his thick lips again. 

That very moment, everything exploded around them. Shards of glass rained all over them, and immediately, his hands went to his safety belt to free himself and run away. 

He glanced at the woman and noticed that she was trying to cover her head with her tiny hands. His ears rang with her frightened piercing shouts. 

Yet, he couldn’t care less about what happened to her. The woman had just turned into surplus baggage for him and his mind was only on protecting his own skin. What was going to happen to her wasn’t his business anymore.

He had just unfastened his safety belt and reached for the car door when a bullet bit sharply into one of his arms. A hiss of pain escaped through his tight lips. A second bullet lodged into his thigh, close to the bone. Nausea hit him and bile rose in his throat. He scrambled blindly with the door lock trying to pry it open. 

He hurt everywhere. The noise was deafening and surrounded him from all sides. 

In the car, the woman screeched incessantly, while bullets lodged into her tiny frame, and the bark of the machine guns echoed in the street, which was now permeated with the smell of the gun powder. His nostrils flared when the acrid odor hit him squarely through the shattered windows. 

Swiftly, a bullet cut off the woman’s shrill shouts and he felt some sort of gratitude mixed with terror. It had been a clean shot. The bullet had crossed her head from one temple to the other and lodged into the edge of the car roof. Blood and brain matter splashed on his face and when it became aware of that, horrified, he wiped it off with trembling fingers. His eyes widened at the sight of her body shattered by bullets.

“What the...“ the man began to shout when another volley of bullets passed over the woman’s crumpled shape and lodged into his chest. 

The rest of his words ended in a gurgle. Blood spurted in the corner of his mouth and spotted the white designer shirt, which he had chosen with a lot of care that afternoon. As if in a dream, he registered the sting of the bullets in his shoulder, abdomen and thighs.

He faded away by degrees, even though he was still trying to claw his way back to reality from the blackness surrounding him. He hurt badly, but at least, the paid would have told him that he was still alive. 

The blast of the police sirens getting closer to the scene reached his ears, before he lost consciousness completely.
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