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DANGEROUS ATTRACTION

 


 


I watched my mother in the mirror as she
brushed my hair, making it shimmer like gold in the light. “You’ll
be turning heads one day, Kayla. Just don’t go losing yours over
the wrong man.”

“I won’t, Mama. I promise,” I said, not quite
understanding what she meant or the irony of her words.

The sweet memory faded, and I was back in the
present staring out of the grimy window of a Greyhound bus heading
for Las Vegas. I had turned eighteen last week, and had scraped
together nearly every cent I had for the bus fare. I didn’t think
Mama would mind me going. It freed up some room in the trailer.
Besides, she had to be blind not to notice things hadn’t been
exactly wonderful for me there in Arizona, lately. I was tired of
fighting off her dates. I didn’t blame her, since it wasn’t really
her fault. I guess men just naturally seemed to have wandering
eyes—and hands.

To be honest, the real reason I left was
because of Ty. Ty Grant was a smooth-talking, slow-handed,
two-timing, 6'2" bastard with whom I’d fallen in love and now so
desperately wanted to forget. Ignoring my wishes, my subconscious
conjured up his handsome face and forced my memory to replay the
last beautiful night we’d shared together.

It had been a sweltering August night when he
knocked on the door of our trailer looking so fine in his black
tee, which emphasized his hard-muscled chest. Ty had been able to
make me nearly cream in my pants from the moment I’d first met him
at my friend Dee’s graduation party. There’d been something about
him…from the way he filled his jeans to his handsome face. I’d
dreamed of being with him. And when he noticed me, my life took on
new meaning. Now tonight, we were alone together and nature was
about to take its course.

Mama let him in, and the three of us sat
around the kitchen table gabbing and drinking cold beer. Ty and I
took off when Mama’s date showed up. We headed for a small bar in
Apache Junction not too far from the trailer park. The bar was dark
and smoky. It took a good ten minutes for my eyes to stop watering
and focus. Slow-dance music continuously played from an old,
beat-up looking jukebox.

We sat down at the bar, and Ty ordered us two
beers. A couple had gotten up to dance, and we watched them as we
sipped our beers. By this time, I was feeling quite mellow. All the
rough edges of my world had been smoothed out, leaving me kinda
warm and fuzzy.

“Wanna dance, Kayla?” Ty asked.

“Sure,” I said, melting into his strong,
muscled arms.

We began to move slowly in place, his arms
draped around the small of my back and my head resting on the
pillow of his broad shoulder. I drank in his scent, which seemed to
intoxicate me more, causing my heart to dance with excitement. I
stroked the muscles of his hard back as he nuzzled my neck and
French-kissed my ear. That alone drove me crazy, and I felt heat
begin to rise from deep inside me to match my skittering pulse.
Feeling the heat of his body through the thin fabric of my blouse
caused my breasts to tingle. Gradually, his arms dropped to my
backside, and I felt him gently squeeze my buttocks as he pulled me
closer to him. His manhood felt hard pressed against my thigh,
sending a new delightful shiver of wanting right through me.

I lifted the front of my short denim skirt
and repositioned myself so that I could rub myself against him. His
choppy breathing grew loud, matching my own. We ground ourselves
into one another on the dance floor until I was certain I’d
drenched the front of his jeans. If we continued our little dance
any longer, he would have taken me on the pool table in the back.
We had to get out of there fast.

The closest motel was a mile or so away, but
we never made it that far. Ty had parked his Jeep in the back of
the parking lot. We tongue-kissed and fondled our way out of the
bar to the passenger door. Pressing me against the car, he lifted
my short skirt and ripped my panties off. He unzipped his jeans and
freed his bulging cock. I rubbed the swollen head as he thrust his
tongue deep within my mouth. Then, holding my rear in his large
hands, he lifted me onto his erection and began to move like a
well-oiled jackhammer. I could almost relive the pleasure now as I
sat recalling each tantalizing thrust.

I ran my restless hands up and down his back
and through his hair. Our kisses were deep and long. He reached
under my blouse and found my breast. As he kneaded my nipple, new
tingles of pleasure shot through me. I felt as if I were being
consumed by fire. Finally, I surrendered to an awesome, shuddering
ecstasy. Ty gave one last deep thrust and came as well. We heard
voices, and he quickly withdrew. I felt his hot cum slowly drip
down my inner thigh…

The braking of the bus brought me out of my
daydream and back to reality. A week later, I’d caught Ty doing my
own mother—the ultimate betrayal—and that was that. I looked around
me. The bus was crowded with people of all ages. Some were like me,
probably going to Vegas hoping to start a new life. Others had
dreams of winning it big. The two women sitting across from me were
old enough to be someone’s grandmother. They chattered away
incessantly like excited children about which hotels they’d go to
first and what slots they’d play.

When I got to Vegas, the very first thing I
did was buy a newspaper from the machine by the depot to check out
the want ads. I circled all the possibilities and called each
prospect. The first few were already filled, but the one for a
waitress job at a pancake house was still open. Heck, I had been a
waitress back in Arizona for a while. How hard could it be to serve
pancakes?

As I walked into the restaurant, I began to
have second thoughts. The place looked like a dive. Who came to eat
here, bums? How could I make any tip money? Then I saw that the
place was filled with men of varying ages, in all sorts of attire,
which made no sense whatsoever. I asked the cashier, a young girl
with a diamond stud on the side of her nose and a safety pin in her
right eyebrow, where the manager was hanging out. Five minutes
later, a short, mustached man with two chins, an ample belly, and
slicked back hair was ushering me to his office, which reeked of
stale cigarettes.

“When can you start?” he asked, lighting up
and blowing a perfect circle of smoke into the air above him.

“Anytime, but don’t you want to interview me?
I have experience, you know.”

“That’s certainly a plus, doll, but that’s
not the important requirement you need to work here.”

“Well, what is?”

“How those babies of yours look.” “Huh?”

“How you look topless.” “Whaat?”

“Didn’t you notice the other waitresses?”
“No. I didn’t see any.”

The thought of working half-naked didn’t
exactly thrill me.

“So are you going to show me those puppies or
not?” he asked eagerly.

A shouting match ensued in my head between
the little voice of caution and the bigger one, which championed
reality. I needed the job and was that worried finding another
might not be easy, so I slowly opened my blouse. I could hear his
breathing from where I stood and watched his small, pink tongue
lewdly lick his top lip.

“Come on,” he panted, “I ain’t got all
day.”

I didn’t relish the fact as I opened my bra
and freed my breasts that he was practically drooling. You’d think
he’d be used to it by now.

“Beautiful knockers,” he said, making me feel
more like an object than a woman. I was more than ready to slap him
had he touched me. Lucky for both our sakes, he didn’t.

Ten minutes later, after a great deal of
embarrassment, I was out there taking my first order. The other
girls were nice and tried to make me feel comfortable. Mary Jo, a
woman with bright red hair piled high on her head, took me under
her wing. “You get used to it in no time. Men just act like men, if
you know what I mean.”

The customers weren’t allowed to touch the
waitresses. We had a couple of guys hanging around who’d use those
customers who didn’t follow the rules as basketballs, bouncing
them

outside so fast, they never knew what hit
them. I soon learned that most of the patrons were basically
decent, and the tips were pretty darn good. I would be able to
afford the rent on an apartment sooner than I’d expected. I didn’t
pretend this job was my life’s ambition, but a stop along the way,
so for now it was just fine.

 


***

 


Four months later, I was working the 11:00 pm
to 7:00 am shift. The week had been very busy because of several
conventions being held at nearby hotels. Though our dump of a
restaurant was off the strip, we never had to advertise. Most of
our patrons learned about us through word of mouth.

My shift was nearly over when two
well-dressed men sat down in my section. One was attractive, in his
late forties with brown hair going gray at the sides. He had a
well-maintained suntan, which emphasized his light blue eyes. The
other man, a light-skinned African-American, was younger and
bigger. His broad shoulders strained the seams of his jacket. He
was pure eye- candy, with the most beautiful green eyes I’d ever
seen on a man. I figured he was his bodyguard.

I brought over two menus, and the older man
told me to start with two coffees. I noticed that he wore an
expensive-looking watch and a diamond pinky ring. Everything about
him seemed to shout money. However, being well-dressed and
apparently having money didn’t always translate into a big tipper,
something I’d learned quickly. He did most of the talking, while
the younger man merely nodded. Both men ordered a deluxe breakfast
consisting of orange juice, an oversized stack of pancakes,
sausage, toast, and coffee, which I refilled often.

As I freshened their cups for the second
time, the older guy asked me my name. One thing about serving
tables topless, you had no place to pin a nametag.

“Kayla.”

“That’s a beautiful name. Don’t you agree,
Morgan?”

The younger man smiled at me and said, “It’s
a perfect name for her.” I smiled back and asked if there was
anything else I could get them.

The older man caught me off guard with his
next question. “Do you have an old man at home, sweetheart?”

I shook my head, surprised at myself for
telling him the truth. Normally I didn’t give out any personal
information.

“Then perhaps you’ll have dinner with me some
time?” “I don’t date men I don’t know.”

He tapped his head with his forefinger. “How
forgetful of me. Where are my manners? I’m Deacon Masters and this
is my assistant, Morgan Grant.”

“You don’t expect me to go out with you now
just because I know your name?” “Why not?”

“How would I know if it’s your real name?”
“She’s got me there, Morgan. Any suggestions?”

The younger man leaned over and whispered
something into his boss’s ear.

A man sitting in a booth waved at me. “Excuse
me,” I said, “I have to bring something to another table. I’ll be
right back.”

Mary Jo caught me as I walked into the
kitchen. “Who are those hotties?” “The older guy wants to take me
to dinner.”

“You go, girlfriend!”

“But, I don’t know him. He could be a crazy,
for all I know.” “So you don’t see him again.”

“I won’t—especially if I’m dead.”

“You see too much CSI, girl. Go out and have
a good time.”

When I returned to Deacon’s table, he handed
me a business card. A quick glance told me he was an importer of
fine wines.

“What you can’t tell from the card is that I
travel a great deal and make lots of money, which I enjoy spending
on beautiful women. All I’m asking for is a date, but if we click,
I can give you your heart’s desires.”

I processed what Deacon Masters had just told
me. It would seem he was offering me the chance of a lifetime.
Unless he was a serial murderer, why wouldn’t any woman want to
date such a charming man? And like Mary Jo said, I didn’t have to
see him again. What did I
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