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Celine
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The smell of hot coffee – a sweet, bitter, hot, specific smell that only hot morning coffee has fills my nostrils.

I breathe it in, while thinking, even though my feet hurt from standing for too long, and the circles under my eyes are purple-dark and as big as crescent moons, even though I've never worked more overtime in my life and been paid less, I am thinking about how beautiful that smell is.

The smell of hot coffee from the coffee bar where I work now is extraordinary and special because it is the smell of my freedom.

My debts to David and Jake Rixon have been repaid, and the job of an exploited coffee waitress makes me more than satisfied and blessed when I think that instead of serving coffee, I could now be dancing around the pole.

Of course, my debts were paid off in a very specific, red, neon, milky, consuming, dark way - a way that etched itself with some invisible marks all over my skin - the marks of his tongue and his sharp teeth, the sweet milk spilled over my body and his lips, but the important thing is that they were paid off.

I am free.

I pull the hair tie of my messy bun tighter as a few unruly blonde long strands stick out and fall around my face and over my eyes.

I'm sure my mascara is smudged, and without powder, my face looks more than tired. In a simple, short green t-shirt and the most comfortable ripped jeans, I look more like a teenage runaway or bad girl from the neighborhood than an ex-stripper, but that's exactly what I love about this place.

Here, I'm just blending in.

I am part of the majority, the mass, one of many. Nobody pays too much attention to me.

Here, I am not a girl who sways her fertile hips around a silver pole while a powerful mob suffocates, devouring my milky body with his gaze and mouth; here, I can be anyone and anything.

I'm not Celine here, the girl David Rixon handcuffed to the bed and feasted on every inch of her pale skin, touching her with his tongue in the most forbidden places and penetrating her harder and wilder than anyone had ever done before.

Here, I am just Celine, a boring waitress who makes bland coffee and serves guests sloppily.

Here, I'm a bit worthless, insignificant, but just enough to be free and happy, and that's the best of all.

Even though I'm paid very little, I work overtime without a raise and I'm killing myself with work, while me and my one-year-old daughter Adele - my whole world contained in two bright blue eyes for which I swore I'd do anything, barely make ends meet, I'm happy, because here, I'm far from my horrible past, from the neon darkness that almost swallowed me.

When I didn't enter David Rixon's bathroom that night, and when my trembling body, still dazed from the intense pleasure, shock, and orgasmic ecstasy, and my breasts light and emptied began to fill with a new amount of sweet juice that I was ready to give to him, I made one of the best decisions of my life.

I gathered my things and went outside.

The debt was paid, and I didn't want to be drawn deeper by David's dangerously piercing eyes.

Because deeper, inside, inside the darkness of that unfathomable abyss, I could get lost, fall into the abyss of passion, madness, and love that started burning inside my heart, awakened by his strong, gentle touches.

Yes, I made the best possible decision for myself and my daughter's future.

Far from the cursed nightclub, the terrible past, the debts.

Far from all the pain that could hurt us, and all the people that could betray our trust.

Once upon a time, I trusted a man, loved him with all my heart, and gave him my soul and body, but as you can imagine, it didn't end very well.

That man was Adele's father, my ex-husband, who just ran away, leaving me with a two-month-old daughter screaming from colics, unpaid bills, sleepless nights, dirty diapers, telling me without an ounce of mercy that I was just the most ordinary slut and that he was too tired to do this.

Nick, that scum, a fucking loser and a worthless piece of shit, whom I trusted with all my heart, ran away, insulting, humiliating me, and breaking my heart when things got too hard and too complicated.

I take a deep breath to fill my nostrils again with the soothing, sweet, spicy smell of black coffee.

Every time I think of Nick, my whole body goes on fire, but in a way, in that horrible dark way that is so strong that you would be willing to do anything because of that burning hatred.

Well, if I saw him again, I'm sure I'd give him a good punch, at the very least.

Nick, that fucking bastard led me to David Rixon, first to Jake, David’s brother, and then to the notorious mob who collected his debt in milk, taking me whole, surrendered and submissive, wanting to drag me deeper into his red abyss from which there was no way out.

Luckily, I escaped in time to now enjoy my well-earned freedom and the peaceful life I fought for.

I notice a man's hand waving at a table in the corner, and I take a pen and pad from the pocket of my green T-shirt with a huge "Sunset Cafe Bar" logo.

I move closer to the table to take my order. The three men sit with their backs turned, which I think is a bit odd, as I measure their broad shoulders in expensively tailored business suits.

Strangely again, the type of people who come here are usually students, schoolchildren, teenagers, young people with a casual look and in fashionable clothes, not polished businessmen in expensive suits.

I approach the table with curious steps and then stop as if frozen, feeling as if I had just received a strong hit into the stomach, and all the air is being sucked out of my lungs.

David
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- Did you really think you could just leave like that, baby girl?

I smile widely as my eyes burn, pulling in my imagination these wretched, cheap rags off her and taking every bit of her milky body that belongs to me.

I know, maybe I'm being unfair and cruel, and maybe I'm doing this girl an injustice by stalking her like this and giving her no peace, but really, I somehow feel like she owes me something more.

Since that night, for six months, I fought the dark desire, the sparkling red image of her ravishing dance, her submissive body surrendering to me, the smell of the sweet milk I eagerly drank.

I tried to suppress and forget it all.

For six months, I wanted to forget the sight of the empty VIP room, Celine, the magical girl who just disappeared, after I had subdued her, bound her, blindfolded, conquered, taken her, licked her juices, and nibbled her skin.

I wanted to forget that smell, the smell of desire in my nostrils, like a wolf smelling a trail of blood or a wild beast hunting its prey - I wanted to forget about her, innocent and raw, fertile and ravishing like a goddess and unsullied like a saint, I wanted to, but I couldn't.

Celine, you just evaporated, like a mist, you disappeared like a mirage, the sweetest illusion, leaving me to wonder if it was all real at all.

Your debts are paid, my baby girl, but there is something left that still belongs to me.

Your sweet milk, the smell of it mixed with the sweat and semen, is now imprinted in my memory.

Your body, submissive and bound, which still, in an exclusive room, breathes and twists just for me.

- It's nice that you found this new job, but I'm pretty sure your miserable boss isn't paying you a cent of what you're worth. I can offer you much more than that.

Celine's eyes, blue, heavenly, blue, and somehow slightly sad, look at me in disbelief, avoiding meeting my dark gaze.

Her movements are slow, like in a daze, and I'm pretty sure she's in complete shock right now. I notice the slight tremor of her fingers nervously playing with the pen.

-Celine, dear, I would never hurt you.

I take her hand, which is cold and wet with sweat, and watch as it slowly warms in my touch.

Her posture is now a little calmer, and her breathing slower.

- I just want you to do one last dance for me.

Celine
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I wave to Robert, owner of the “Sunset Cafe Bar”, as I take off my white checkered apron and place it on the now-empty table.

I wonder if I'll ever come back here again, and an unstoppable sadness builds up in my chest and threatens to spill out in the form of tears that wet the corners of my eyes.

I walk, a little defiant, a little sad, and scared to death between two huge muscular men - the bodyguards, and David Rixon walking in front of us, wondering if this is real or a dream.

Although it had been six months since we had last seen each other, and since he had lustily drunk the sweet juices from my breasts, that time had clearly not been enough for him to forget me.

On the contrary, in the darkness of his eyes, some newly awakened desire burns.

I'm afraid that this new desire is even stronger than before, and what instills fear in my bones is that I'm somehow sure he'll never let me go.

That fact makes my heart beat fast, crazy fast, and my head spins with adrenaline.

Being the special girl of the greatest mob in town is irresistibly seductive, but at the same time, I want to be free, away from him and his debts and blackmail with which, it seems, he will charge me for the rest of my life.

I get into the limo and try not to even look at the outline of his muscular, imposing silhouette sitting in the front while I'm in the back with his bodyguards.

David came this time not to collect debts, but to make me an offer.

An offer, which, of course, I could not refuse.

An offer to perform one more dance for him, and in return, he will deposit $1,000,000,000 into my bank account, due tomorrow, an amount enough to live in luxury for the rest of my life.

As we walk into the club, I hear that familiar soft music that seems to be made for swaying hips and seductive dancing with body twisting around the smooth, silver pole.

- I don't want your money, and I don't want to dance for you.

I speak to him seriously in the lobby as he leans his torso against mine, moving closer and removing the tie from my hair so that the blonde curls now fall freely down my shoulders and back.

- But I'm afraid you'll have to.

David

I emptied the whole club, and the lights were dimmed to the max.

In fact, complete darkness descended on the chairs and tables intended for
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