Mike Receives His FINAL Payment!

Mike was quite shocked regarding the manner in which Cynthia had so calmly killed Paul, the marriage counselor, and the way she had treated him. Yes, he would be paid handsomely for his part in the killing, but he wasn’t sure that it was worth it. Of course little did he know how he’d be paid, and yes, he would find out that it WASN’T worth it! Yet, there was something very sexual about this dangerous woman, that still made him want her one last time! 

So when they were returning from the kill and Cynthia reached over after lighting a fresh cigarette and exhaling the plume of smoke in his direction and letting her gloved hand rest on his crotch she spoke in a seductive tone, “darling, Michael, I’m terribly sorry that I was so rough with you, but I got so involved with our little task and I just love to be in control. Well now it’s over and frankly I’m hot for YOU! I want to fuck you in a way that you’ll NEVER forget before you leave.” 

He could feel his cock starting to swell and become hard. His mind was racing, “How could he resist her. Yes, she was a cold dangerous bitch, but he did want her!” 

As, she leaned back and sucked in the warm smoke from her freshly lit VS120, she thought, “Yes, my darling, you fuckin asshole, I’ll fuck you with Miss Mink smoking inside your mouth, and she’ll blow you AWAY!”

Looking at her watch, she knew that in about 2 hours, Debbie would be anxiously awaiting a call from her. They had decided that Debbie would first have some time to talk to Mike first. Then she’d listen in as Cynthia would finish the job and kill him. Now she needed some time to get what was needed for the rest of the job.

Taking a deep drag on her cigarette, she could feel a new excitement building, a warmness and wetness as she exhaled and said, “Michael, darling, drive back to garage where my car is parked, we’ll pick it up and then I can drop you off at your hotel. Then we’ll rendezvous in about an hour at your hotel. That’ll give you time to get your things together and when I return we can say goodbye to each other in a way that both of us will never forget!” 

She leaned over letting her wet soft lips touch his cheek, leaving a lipstick stain.
Mike smiled somewhat nervously saying, “Cynthia, love, you are one wild nasty lady but I’ve got to admit, I would love to fuck you one more time. Ok then in about an hour I’ll be packed since I do have a plane to catch, but I’ll be ready for you!” 

Cynthia looked at his cock which suddenly seemed even harder as it pressed against his pants and giggled, “Are you sure you can wait? Seriously darling, It’ll be real Special!” 

They drove back to the garage and made sure that they left nothing to incriminate them, and got in Cynthia’s car. Cynthia was getting more and more excited as she drove now, having lit a fresh VS120 and holding it in her gloved hand as she held the steering wheel. Very soon now after she changed and got other items she needed to complete her contract for Debbie, she and her Miss Mink would have the final satisfaction of dispatching Michael in a manner that he deserved for being such an asshole and whiner. Michael at this point was only thinking about his going away party with Cynthia. Little did he know it that it wouldn’t be much of a party for him! 

Cynthia stopped the car in front of the hotel and took a long deep drag on her cigarette casually exhaling the smoke toward Michael as he exited saying in a seductive voice, “See, you in about an hour, darling. Be ready for a fucking like you’ve never had before!” 

He smiled at her and closed the door as she drove off, thinking to himself, “That’s one hot sexy dangerous bitch. But I can’t wait to have her one more time!” 

Cynthia returned to her flat to freshen up and make a very important call. She slipped out of her jumpsuit and searched for another appropriate outfit. She also decided that this would be the time for her to wear one of her wigs. She selected a brunette one, medium length. She went to her dressing table and as she put on her make-up, she picked up her satellite phone and called Debbie. Happily Debbie picked up the call. 

As she pulled out a fresh cigarette and lit it exhaling the smoke as she spoke, “Hi Deb, love, it’s Cynthia.” 

“Oh, I’m so glad to hear from you. Did everything go as planned?” Debbie asked excitedly. 

Cynthia could hear a click from Debbie’s lighter as she lit a cigarette. Cynthia having taking a deep drag on her cigarette exhaled and exclaimed in excitement, 

“Oh, Deb, I can’t tell you what a rush it was to kill him. Just the thought of pulling the trigger as he pleaded for his life and my knowing that the only reason I was killing him was for the money! Yeah, it was special! Also you wouldn’t believe what an asshole Michael was. He’s such a whiner and weakling!”
Debbie laughed as she pulled the warm smoke into her lungs and exhaled, “Yeah, you’ve got that right! Now you know what’s next. I want that info from that fuckin asshole then you kill him. Right?” 

Cynthia continued to apply her make-up and she tapped the ash of her cigarette and placed it between her lips as she spoke again in a nonchalant tone, “Of course Deb that’s the plan. Poor Michael thinks he’s going to fuck me one last time, but I’m going to fuck him or should I say fuck with him! I’ve got some ideas about how to get the info from him and then, Miss Mink, my new shiny .32 with her silencer attached will finish the job. Oh, by the way, would you like me to call you so you can have a short chat with him before Miss Mink smokes, so to speak?” 

Debbie having just taken another deep satisfying drag on her cigarette didn’t hesitate as she blew a plume of white smoke through her pursed lips, “Yes, I’d like that. I can tell him what I think of him and how much I really wanted to do it myself after he pulled that blackmailing bullshit on me. Then of course you can give me the information on those who have those incriminating pictures. Once and for all I’ll rid myself of that bastard and be free!” 

Cynthia smiled to herself and replied, “Good, it’s settled. I just need a few more minutes to get dressed, gather what I’ll need and I’ll be over to his hotel in about 30 minutes. Say give me about another 30 minutes after that, and then expect a call from me.” 

Debbie, having just stubbed out her cigarette spoke in a serious tone, “So in the hotel? Isn’t that going to be a problem being recognized?” 

Cynthia having finished her make-up, and putting on her wig, “Oh, Deb, really give me some credit, love. I want them to recognize me. It’ll look to the authorities that a brunette hooker robbed and killed him.” 

Debbie laughed, “yeah, not a bad plan. You are devious aren’t you?” 

Cynthia checked out her new appearance in the mirror satisfied that it would disguise her real identity. She quickly removed the wig placing it in her bag. “Well listen I need to finish dressing, look for my call in about an hour then.” 

“Oh, believe me I will be! Bye Cynthia, good hunting.” 

She opened her dresser drawer and removed a personal protection devise that she had always carried with her on her trips. When pressed against the skin, it would release an electric shock quite powerful to cause severe pain and even render them immobile. 

“It could prove quite useful for convincing Michael,” she thought. 

Then she grabbed a small can of mace which she would use to first gain control then she’d put him down with the electric shock and have time to bind him with the duct tape, so that she could easily torture him. Finishing her dressing she slipped into a red leather mini dress which clung tightly to her well endowed figure. The cleavage didn’t leave much to the imagination either. Then she finished off the new look with a pair of red knee high patent leather boots with stiletto heels and finally slipped on a pair of red soft leather elbow length gloves.  

Now quite satisfied with her new look, she thought to herself, “I think this should call attention to the ‘Lady in Red’.” 

As she left her flat, she grabbed her black leather trench coat and a fresh pack of VS120s, and now she could feel her nipples hardening as she thought about this evening’s activities as she moved briskly to her car! Cynthia drove back to Mike’s hotel getting more and more excited as she approached. Once she parked she slipped her brown wig back on and adjusted it looking in her rear view mirror.  Getting out of the car with her wig on, she walked into the hotel lobby. She had everyone staring at her as she approached the elevator lift. The ‘Lady in Red’ had made the impression that she wanted. Cynthia smiled to herself as her arm wrapped around her black shoulder bag that contained Everything she needed for her night’s work! 

Cynthia exited the elevator and walked down the hallway to Michael’s room. She knocked on his door and Michael opened it. 

“Well, my look at you the ‘Lady in Red’ that’s quite a sexy outfit.” 

Cynthia smiled sweetly at him and noticed that he had his bags all packed. He was ready to leave, but she knew would never happen if things went as planned. 

“Oh, Michael, I wanted you to have something special to remember. Of course you’ll also have another thing to remember me by!” 

Michael smiled thinking she meant of course them having wild sex together. Yet that wasn’t what Cynthia meant! Mike closed the door and took her leather trench coat with her continuing to hold her shoulder bag. He wrapped his arms around her and pressed his lips against hers in an embrace. Cynthia could feel his cock hard against her. She knew he was ready for her and in turn she could feel a warm wetness herself. Now was the time to gain control! She turned with her back to him and appeared to reaching for a cigarette in her bag as his hands continued to hold her breasts. Reaching into her bag, she grabbed the small can of mace and as she turned around she sprayed him in the face. 

“Ahh..” he jumped back rubbing his eyes and in great discomfort.  “What the fuck!” He cried out. 

She now immediately grabbed the hand held personal protection unit and pressed it against him. His body shuddered and he fell back on the bed. Now she was quite excited. Her juices were flowing. The bastard was almost under control. She once again pressed it against him discharging it again. His body shook violently. He pissed in his pants. She laughed as she saw that. 

She thought to herself, “oh, just look at him!” 

She reached again into her bag and removed the duct tape. She wrapped tape around his arms securing him to the bed. She ripped open his shirt baring his chest. She secured his legs as well and then ripped off a piece of tape and pressed it against his lips.

Now satisfied, she thought, “There. Now poor Michael is under control!” 

She again reached into her bag and this time pulled out her pack of VS120s with her lighter and extracted the long white slim cigarette from the pack and placed it between her lips and casually lit it. Her slim gloved fingers now wrapped around the cigarette as she pulled the smoke deep into her lungs. The warm smoke was soothing as she saw him all packaged ready for her to extract the information from him. She calmly continued to smoke as she screwed the silencer on the barrel of Miss Mink her .32 automatic and put it on the bed stand for later. She could tell that Michael appeared to be regaining consciousness. She leaned over him blowing a plume of white smoke in his face as he stirred. He tried to cough but he couldn’t. 

“Oh, Michael, dear, I’m terribly sorry. We had a misunderstanding, love. You aren’t going to get a chance to fuck me after all. But I can assure you, you’ll still have vivid memories of me although they may be short term! Cynthia giggled. 

“ So let’s begin. Michael, Debbie wants to know who has those nasty pictures of her that you took. Now be a good boy and I’ll make it quick for you.” As she picked up Miss Mink letting him see the gun. She removed the tape from him mouth so he could respond, but all he did was spit at her and cry out defiantly. “You, bitch, not a chance. Not a..” 

She placed her gloved hand over his mouth not letting him finish and muffling his voice. Oh how I was hoping you’d feel that way. She again with her other hand pick up her hand held unit pressing against his chest. His body jumped and fell silent. Again she put the tape back over his mouth. Then to wake him up she took her cigarette and stubbed it out on his chest. His body jumped and opened his eyes from the pain. 

Cynthia immediately lit a fresh cigarette. “My, darling I am just so glad you don’t want to cooperate. But you will, you will!” 

She blew on the tip of the cigarette and let the tip touch his skin. She touched the glowing end to his nipples. His forehead was dripping with sweat. She could see the fear and pain in his eyes. She zapped him again. When he awoke, she placed her gloved hand and his scrotum and began to squeeze. She could see him grimacing in pain. 

She sweetly whispered, “Well, Michael darling, I’m going to kill you anyway. Why don’t you tell me what I want to know, and I’ll make it quick.” 

Mike looked at her through his pain. He was a beaten man. He shook his head up and down. Cynthia loosened her grip took a deep drag and exhaled the smoke casually toward the ceiling. Her tits now were quite hard. Her pussy was wet and she was ready to come. She tried to control herself. She wanted to be able to have an orgasm when Miss Mink smoked in her gloved hand. 

Once again she ripped off the tape and Michael gasped for breath and then spoke in a weakened voice, “John and William Petty have the pictures. They own a brokerage house in Los Angeles.” 

“Now, you aren’t fuckin with me are you?” as she placed the hot tip of the cigarette next to his cheek. 

“No, no, that’s the truth, the truth!” He said in a defeated tone.

Cynthia smiled as she once again taped his mouth shut for this time the last time. “Oh, I do believe you, Michael. But I’m sorry I just don’t have a place to put out my cigarette. I hope you don’t mind?” 

She jabbed the cigarette against his cheek. And he pulled back from the pain. She looked at him his body had these burn marks all over it. 

“Oh, how she loved to make the bastard suffer and then break him!” she thought as she now reached for her cell phone to call Debbie. 

“Hello, it’s me, Deb, love. Michael and I have been having such a good time! I have some good news. We had a nice chat and he told me after some persuasion who has your pictures.” 

“Wonderful, wonderful! So who has it?” she spoke in an excited tone of voice as she pulled warm smoke from her cigarette into her lungs and then exhaled. 

“Well it appears that the Petty brothers, John and William who own a brokerage firm in your area.” 

Debbie smiled to herself since she knew whom she was talking was talking about. “Linda’s boss. Small world isn’t it?” she thought to herself. “Yes, Cynthia, that does make sense. I know of those bastards and I have a feeling that soon I’ll be free from those blackmailing fuckers once and for all!” 

Cynthia had pulled out a fresh VS120 and lit it in a casual manner as she continued to listen to Debbie. 

She looked at Michael laying there and it reminded her, “Deb, would you still like to say goodbye to Michael before Miss Mink has her fun?” 

Debbie replied, “My of course, wouldn’t want to miss that chance.” 

“Ok, here he is. I’ll put the phone up to his ear. Unfortunately you won’t hear him speak. Let’s say he’s tongue tied, if you know what I mean?” Cynthia laughed. 

“Hi, Michael, darling, sorry I couldn’t be there to do it myself, you SOB. I’ve been seething waiting for my opportunity to get even with you and your friends ever since you started blackmailing me. You know I loved our wild sex together and thanks so much for introducing me to the Business. But now it’s time for you and me to part. Byeee.” 

Debbie took a deep drag on her cigarette and savored the warm feeling of the smoke in her lungs and then she exhaled and laughed heartily. She could feel her tits hardening as she thought about Michael soon getting what he deserved.  While they talked Cynthia was making sure she had Miss Mink ready to smoke.

She no longer could hear Debbie speaking so she put the phone up to her ear. “Well, Debbie, I’m getting hot and wet and anxious for Miss Mink to smoke him for good.” 

“Be my guest, love.” As she hung up.

By now Cynthia’s body was shaking in anticipation. She placed a fresh cigarette between her lips and now stood over him, smiling with the cigarette dangling from her wet lips. Miss Mink was in her gloved hand and she extended her arm and held the gun about six inches from his chest over a burn mark. 

Then she spoke in sickening sweet sarcastic tone of voice, “Well Michael, so glad you came to England and have some fun with me. Or should I say I had fun with you. So hear is your FINAL payment! Bye Bye.” 

Miss Mink jumped in her hand. “Pfft”
His body bounced violently on the bed as blood seeped from the wound. She did it again over another burn mark. “Pfft” 

She could now feel her body shudder and then she came. Her orgasm took control of her. She fired again and again in ecstasy, “Pfft” “Pfft”  

“The power of having Miss Mink go off in her hand was something special better than sex!” She thought.

More ugly wounds appeared and the blood stained the bed sheets. Miss Mink was truly smoking and was quite hot. “One more for good measure.” 

“Pfft” Miss Mink went off again as the bullet struck his temple with brain matter spraying along with blood. His eyes were open but he saw nothing! 

Cynthia recomposed herself as she cleaned things up. Michael’s body lay on the bed that was now soaked with his blood. She calmly reapplied her lipstick and put all of her little items back in her bag. Putting on her leather trench coat, she opened the door and seemingly without a care in the world, she stepped back into the hallway, moving the elevator, she passed several people, and she couldn’t help thinking about the $40,000 she had just made. 

“Oh”, she thought, “I’m so glad that Debbie and I found each other. I can’t believe how much I enjoy this ultimate power trip and making big money doing it!”

