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Synopsis: A Burning Desire For Hudson,
is about a woman on her way to a new job, when she stops and helps
a New York night club manager place a new sign in his bar; one
which she sees through the open doorway. He offers her a job and
she reluctantly accepts, not knowing what it will lead
to.

 


 


As she stood in front of Charles and
Hudson, her eyes turned to Hudson. Damn, I wish his eyes weren’t
like x-ray vision, running through my body. Is he scanning me? she
thought, as she tried to set-up the white board in the meeting
room. Ava had kept her dark hair up in a spiral bun to stop any
distractions. She was nervous and wanted to look perfect and give
the best presentation, all of her hopes and aspirations were
relying on today.

Ava had come to New York thirteen
months ago to escape the stigma that had cast a dark cloud on her
life. She was bright; she took to studying and working like a duck
to water. She was all set to go to college and her dad had drunk
away her college fund. Ava’s mom had spent years saving to make
sure she went to college. The day she was due to start, the truth
was revealed and she found out she could no longer go to the one
place that she had set her heart on.

Her best friend Ivy, dropped her like a
sack of potatoes when it was clear that her soon to be husband, Ben
had a vested interest in Ava, and not Ivy. Her deep blue eyes and
dark hair were classed as an exotic beauty that no man ever escaped
and her friends hated her for it. Her luscious lips and hips drove
men wild. It had got her in trouble so many times, which resulted
in a law-suit against Ben when he tried to seduce her whilst
working late in the office.

She dropped the lawsuit just to save
her friendship and to prevent all her friends hating her. It never
worked, Ben had more than once kissed her in the office and as much
as she refused it, he blamed her for her tight clothing and
seductive moves for sending mixed signals.

Ava had a generous heart. She tried to
warn Ben not to push her. He never listened; he ignored her
warnings and claimed she was a tease. That fateful night when he
tried to force himself on her, he pushed her too far and the
evidence was clear when she took a video of what she suspected he
would do that night.

She used that as evidence in the
lawsuit, yet, she was blamed and Ivy never forgave her. They were
childhood friends that lived next door to each other and had been
in each other’s pockets until she started dating Ben. He only dated
Ivy to get close to Ava. For years, he had insisted that they
double dated with his friend Jax.

Ava hated the way Jax man handled her
and broke of their relationship at an early stage.

After, they all graduated from High
School, Ava couldn’t afford to go to college and Ben’s dad had
offered her a position as a junior in his business alongside Ben.
Ben couldn’t resist the temptation to use this to his advantage and
tried to get her in compromising positions.

Ava stood her ground, even though she
had so much to lose. She had no degree and couldn’t even get into
community college after all the places were full, because of her
late application. Yet, she had been faithful to her friend and
eventually Ivy turned her back on Ava.

She left their small town in New Jersey
and hoped that she would get a job as an Intern. In New York, she
thought that her skills and portfolio were enough to counteract the
fact that she had no degree. It didn’t and she fell flat on her
feet. Feeling deflated walking back to her apartment, which she
shared with Kate, she walked through Chelsea. There was an ad for
working as a waitress in a club.

Ava walked into the club and there he
was: Hudson, talking to a contractor about placing a banner in an
obscure position in the club.

“You need to have it nearer
the entrance,” she blurted out as she entered the club. She was
depressed and on a low. She needed to pay rent, because all the
money she had brought with her working at the diner, before coming
to New York was slowly but surely disappearing before her
eyes.

“Where?” Hudson shouted,
wondering what this talk, dark stranger knew about where to fix the
banner. Holy cow, if I get this job, working with this hot guy will
motivate me to get back into waitressing, she thought, as she
ignored the fact that her pencil black skirt and white jacket was
feeling a little too tight.

Her suggestion worked and in an instant
Hudson hired her on the spot. “Shouldn’t you ask the manager?” Ava
questioned in her naivety. She couldn’t believe that Hudson, who
was wearing a casual shirt and jeans, was anything but the
boss.

“He’ll agree to anything I
say. Be back here at nine!” he commanded as he dismissed her and
picked up his cell phone. She laughed at the idea of going for an
intern job and ending up working in a nightclub.

 


 


When Ava arrived back at the bar that
night and was introduced to Hudson as the boss, the only words that
escaped her mouth were, “Shoot! I’m such an idiot. Of course, he’s
the boss,” she whispered to one of the bartenders, Neil, who, after
that night, became one of her best friends.

Ava hesitated about working at the bar.
She knew Kate was being patient. Ava needed a job. Downtown
Jackson, nightclub in Chelsea was a few blocks away from their tiny
apartment. Ava had met Kate on her first night in New York. She was
tired and exhausted from her road trip.

She had hitched practically the whole
way to New York. Men had no problems giving a ride as long as she
was willing to give something in return. As soon as she denied them
a favor, they were enchanted with her beauty and didn’t want to
abuse the flower that sat beside them.

Kate and Ava became friends instantly
as she bumped into her as Kate was leaving the office that night.
Until Kate had a boyfriend and again the same problem that seemed
to follow Ava like a curse started again. Kate’s boyfriend, Tim
became obsessed with her it was clear from the start. Ava’s smile
seems to be misinterpreted by so many men and as a result, she had
to move out.

Safe in the knowledge she had a job.
She rented a studio apartment downtown. It was small, but with a
job and a phone call to her mom. She was happy to stay in New York.
She was a hard worker and locals liked her smile, but more so, they
loved her body. They loved to watch as her hips twirl as she raced
up and down the bar serving drinks.

They loved to flirt as her lips curled
as she smiled and her voice was stern but soft at their demands.
They loved to inhale as her strong; scent flooded their noses as
she drew close to hear their orders. Men loved her and more so,
Hudson felt a strong attraction for her as he watched her breasts
bounce up and down as she raced up and down the bar.

I want her, but one day at
a time, he thought to himself on her second night working at
Downtown. Only for one night. After all, I don’t do relationships.
Well, not anymore.



 


Hudson had agreed for her to show them
her thoughts on how ‘Downtown Jackson’, the nightclub she had been
working in for the last year, could be improved since the recent
opening of the new club two blocks, on Tenth Avenue. The club
income had dropped like a lead balloon. Hudson had ventured into a
business as one of the biggest risks since he graduated. His dad
had given him a lump sum and said, “Son, you’re on your
own.”

As the eldest of his three siblings he
needed to prove himself. He struggled the first couple of days. Two
hundred grand and no backing from anyone, just a Harvard degree in
his pocket and a Porsche, a birthday present from his mom. Hudson
took a deep breath as he left their house in California and headed
to New York. That was five years ago. He had a few contacts from
Harvard that were working there all in the family
business.

They all had strict instructions that
they were not to hire Hudson. Mr. Jackson was a very influential
man and no one wanted to rock the boat. Hudson spent many nights,
picking up women who loved his dark hair, and complimentary dark
eyes. He never had a problem picking up women until he met
Silvia.

“Hudson, are you going to
take me back to yours tonight?” she purred into his ears as they
had another night of one too many drinks. He had rented an
apartment in Manhattan. The lifestyle he was accustomed to and
could afford. He knew that the only way to get his inheritance and
to be a part of the Jackson empire was to make his money grow. He
had one year to make a difference and spent most of it drinking the
night way under the influence of Silvia.

“Sure, babes,” he said, as
he slurped his last shot of tequila. It was that night, things
changed. That night everything Hudson thought he needed was taken
from him and he had a rude awakening. He was brought up as a rich,
spoilt kid and he had to take the bull by the horn and grow up. He
never needed to until after that night.

 


 


Silvia was from Puerto Rico and had
only been in America for six months. She worked at Masquerade and
claimed to be the sister of one of the bouncers. She wore a silver
mini dress. It was so short that every time she raised her leg ever
so slightly to stroke Hudson’s chest, everyone could get a glimpse
of the fact she didn’t wear underwear. Silvia wasn’t
shy.

Her oversized breasts were too big for
the small dress she was wearing and the dress clung to the rest of
her body like a second skin. She was only five foot two, but with
her matching silver heels, she stretched up to five foot six. She
had black locks that seemed to cover most of her top half and lips
that were full and she always had cherry lipstick on to emphasize
the size of them.

Hudson wasn’t in love with her, but he
was lonely. He had a business degree from Harvard and had spent so
much time looking at case studies that having to execute them in
real life was a too much for him. He had a safe life. He had spent
his college days working with people who were better than him. They
carried him the whole way throughout his degree. His good looks and
charm had worked with the lecturers and students. He had the famous
Jackson charm.

Women often came to his dorm to satisfy
him, or at times, to do his laundry or anything else he desired
whilst he was at college. This is why he had spent his first six
months living in a hotel, when he left home. It was the easiest and
safest thing to do. When it was clear that his father’s influence
would not get him a job or a helping hand, he felt lost.

 


 


“Ready?” he said, as he
groped Silvia’s breasts. He squeezed them roughly and Silvia
squirmed at the idea of his big cock satisfying her once again that
night. This was the night his life changed.

As they went back to his apartment,
Silvia took of her dress to reveal her naked body. Hudson had seen
it a dozen times before. His dick reacted like it did each time as
he released it and stuck it in her like an injection. Her pussy was
wet, as it was all the time and as he pumped her like a balloon
pump. She screamed in ecstasy. As he came and carried her to the
bed, he passed out drunk and tired from the quickie they had
against the front door.

A few hours later, Silvia heard her
phone. She ran to the hallway to retrieve it and started to talk on
the phone, loudly. Everything Silvia did was loud; talking, eating,
fucking. She had no class and as much as it was sweet when they
first met, at times, it used to irritate Hudson.

Hudson faintly heard the conversation.
He had passed out on the bed after his brief encounter with Silvia.
Hudson had died inside and he thought that having Silvia by his
side would help recover the pain that he was suffering, but it
never did. She was a quick relief until that night, she became
something far less than that.

“What’s wrong?” Hudson
asked as she ran into the bedroom crying.

“My brother; he gambles.
He’s gone too far this time. I need money, Hudson.
Money.”

Hudson shook his head. He thought about
giving her money just to keep her around. If I don’t she’ll leave,
he thought. He started to get into a panic at the idea of being on
his own again. They had only met four weeks ago in Masquerade. Yet,
he had become dependent on her company, when she was at work he
would stay in the apartment waiting for her like a lost
lamb.

“Why?” he said, as he tried
to compose himself. He was still wearing the shirt and pants from
the club. He hadn’t even taken of his shoes.

“Two hundred and eighty
grand!” she screamed, as she was naked pacing up and down the
room.

“You’re making me dizzy.
Sit down. What?”

He’s a bouncer, so how can he owe that
much?

“Carlos is just a bouncer?
How can he owe that much?”

She shook her head and sat next to him
the bed. Her breasts seemed to slump as she did so, “The other one,
Pedro, the one with the club.”

Hudson sighed, he had met him a
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