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CHAPTER ONE

Choosing a lover can be a long, confusing process, baffling even to yourself. Choosing the candidate for a one-night stand is a lot simpler: you need to get laid, you find an acceptable man, and if he’s horny—and most men are—then you’re in luck. A girl just has to let him know she’s available and more than a little willing.

You don’t have to worry about whether he’s smart or stupid, arrogant, loud, a liar, or still living with his mother; you’re not building a relationship, you’re just looking for some fun. The one break nature gave women over men is that, as a rule, we can find a playmate if we really want one. And on this particular night, I wanted one.

I’d had an argument with my boyfriend earlier that day. It wasn’t about anything important, but it was one of those things that had been building for a while. He wasn’t a bad guy, but he could be boring, and I wasn’t in the mood to be bored, and it was time for a change. Moving on would be best for both of us; the time had come.

I headed to a local hotel that held a singles night once a month in its restaurant. I’d always been curious about it, and tonight seemed like the night to satisfy that curiosity.

When I got there, I paid the cover charge, got two tickets for free drinks, and went in. The layout of the restaurant’s dining room reminded me of a high school prom full of grown-up students. I was thirty-something, no kid, but I was one of the youngest women in the place. Don’t get me wrong, a lot of the over-fifty crowd were attractive women, but the men in the crowd tended to be younger, so there weren’t many age-appropriate pairings available. It was simply an upscale hookup spot, but that was fine by me; that was what I was there for.

Being among the youngest had its advantages here. I knew it made me a prime target, choice property for some guy to plant his flag on, so to speak. I went to the bar and traded one of my tickets for a glass of Chardonnay. I knew the sharks would start circling soon, and the thought thrilled me.

It didn’t take long to see I was right. Several men, both older and younger, came over to ask me to dance, which I did, and others offered to buy me drinks, which I politely declined. I didn’t mind getting a little tipsy, but I didn’t want to get so drunk that I’d make a decision I’d regret later, if I could help it.

I’d just come back to the bar after dancing with an older but very elegant, well-groomed gentleman when I heard a voice behind me ask, “Got room for one more dance?”

I turned and saw a nice-looking man smiling at me. He looked younger than me—in his late twenties, I guessed. I knew right away that I’d be willing to sleep with him if I didn’t spot any major flaws. It’s hard to explain why; it wasn’t that he was incredibly handsome or anything like that, it was just that my instincts told me he had potential. Without a word, I slid off the stool and walked toward the dance floor, glancing over my shoulder to see if he was following. He was. Lucky me.

The DJ was playing slow songs, which suited me fine. I figured nothing would impress my young stranger more than a warm female body pressed against him.

Apparently I was right, because within a few minutes I noticed his erection trapped between us. Right then I knew he was ready, that he was mine if I wanted him. It was a lovely feeling. I rested my head on his shoulder to let him know I was really interested.

When the music ended, I held the position for several seconds before pulling away from him. As I stepped back, I gave him my most innocent smile.

“Why don’t we find a table instead of sitting at the bar?”

“Yeah,” he answered, a little surprised. “Sure, that’d be great.”

We flagged down the waiter to bring us a couple more drinks. His arm was around my waist, not enough to make me uncomfortable, but enough to assure me he was interested.

He obviously knew how to make a girl feel special. I was really starting to like this guy. There was an uncertainty about the way he acted that was charming, and I could tell that no matter what happened that night, I could already go home happy. Sex always feels better when you feel wanted, as opposed to feeling like you’re just some random pussy waiting to be fucked indiscriminately.

As we sat having our drinks, chatting and flirting, he asked if I came there often. The truth is always the best answer, but if you’d asked three-quarters of the women in the place that night whether they’d been there before, they’d have said no, even if they were regulars. For a moment or two I tried to come up with a way around it. If I said no, it would sound like I was being coy, a thirty-something woman trying to act innocent. If I said yes, well, that simply wouldn’t be true, and what would be the point of that? So I led with the truth.

“No, never before, but I’ve always wanted to. I was just too embarrassed to ask any of my girlfriends to come with me, and I never felt comfortable with the idea of coming alone. Tonight I decided to do it and see what it’s like.”

“Well, I’m glad you did, and I’m glad I was here to meet you,” he said, smiling at me shyly. Then he raised his glass toward me. “Here’s to my good luck.”

I raised my glass and clinked it lightly against his. I don’t know whether he realized it or not, but at that moment we sealed the deal. Up until then I’d only been willing to do it. When I drank to his luck, it was because, unless something went terribly wrong, he was going to get very lucky that night and I was going to get laid; we’d both come out winners.

“And you?” I asked. “Is this your first time here too?”

“No, I’ve been here a couple of times before. I never really got to meet anyone interesting, but for some reason I keep feeling like giving it one more try.”

“Ah,” I said softly, “the entrepreneurial spirit. If at first you don’t succeed, keep trying until you hit it big. And how’s tonight going?”

“Pretty well,” he said hesitantly, “or at least I think so.”

There was a hint of uncertainty in him that I found endearing. I reached over and rested my fingertips on the back of his hand, looking at it as if I were searching for something, and spoke in a distracted voice.

“I think so too.” Then I looked at him, smiling flirtatiously.

From there on, it was all a formality, a politely flirtatious waltz, neither of us wanting to seem too eager as we danced around what we both knew by now was going to happen. When we got up to dance (actually dance, as opposed to the metaphorical waltz I just mentioned), I got as close to him as I could, wrapping my arms around him, sliding my hands up his back to his shoulders. I rested my cheek on his shoulder, the back of my head against his neck. I don’t know if a girl can give a stronger signal than that.

It must really have worked: he was holding me tight. It was all very cozy. I could feel every breath he took, not to mention the hard cock pressed between us once again. I had a nervous, anticipatory feeling in my stomach, the same one I get when I’m ready for sex. A slight shiver ran down my spine, strong enough that he must have felt it. It wasn’t so much a dance as public foreplay—slow, intimate, sensual foreplay.

When the music stopped, I took his hand and led him back to the table. Once we got there, I stopped and turned to face him, still holding his hand. It was time to get serious, and I figured the next step was up to me.

“Would you like to get out of here, you know, go somewhere a little more private?” I asked.

He raised his eyebrows slightly and nodded. As we gathered our things, he asked the question.

“Do you know where we can go?”

“We’ve got three options: your place, my place, or we can get a room here.” Like I said, we both knew where this was going, but with that answer I’d made it official.

He suggested his place, warning me that it was small and not very well kept. I stood in front of him, rose up on my tiptoes, and kissed him, a slow, soft, lingering kiss.

“Your place is fine, honey. I’ve seen guys’ apartments before. Contrary to what you might think, I’d be nervous if it wasn’t a little messy. Don’t worry.”

He offered to drive me in his car, but I told him I didn’t want to leave mine there. He could go ahead and I’d follow him, and we could use our phones to stay in touch if I lost track of him. He gave me his number and we left. There wasn’t much traffic, so he was easy to follow. A couple of times we got separated at red lights and I had to tell him to pull over and wait, but other than that, it was all smooth sailing.

Even my underwear was just right: delicate lingerie and lace-topped thigh-high stockings. I didn’t wear these things to turn men on, but for my own benefit. Wearing things like that under a dress always makes me feel sexy, and when you’re on the prowl, you want to feel sexy and desirable. Now that I was sure I’d soon be out of my dress, it was nice to know I was going to look tempting.

When I saw his car pull up to the curb, I pulled in behind him. By the time I opened my door, he was already standing beside my car. Taking my hand, he helped me out of the car. Like I said, he was a class act, with a knack for making you feel special.

With his arm behind my back and his hand on my hip, we walked in silence toward what looked like an old single-family house that had been converted into apartments. We went through the front door into a small entryway and climbed a narrow staircase up to his place. When we went in, I looked around and saw the kitchen. The table was cluttered, but the rest of the place wasn’t nearly as messy as he’d led me to believe. I’d expected to see socks and underwear strewn on the floor. It looked like the only underwear that was going to end up on the floor would be mine, and honestly, I couldn’t wait.

I took off my sweater; he took it and went to hang it up while I went into the living room. I set my purse on the floor beside the couch, then sat down and waited for him to come back. When he did, he asked if I wanted a drink.






















































