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Chapter One

 


Lida
took one last look in the mirror. Skirt just a little too short and
tight? Check. Top unbuttoned one button too many? Check. High
heeled fuck me stilettos to totter around on? Check, check and
check.

Looking
in the mirror, trying to see herself as the men would see her, Lida
frowned as she turned left and then right. She sucked in her
stomach. She was in her mid-thirties but had kept herself in decent
shape. Okay, she didn’t have a six pack anymore. Hell, she’d never
had one, even when she was younger and had time to go to the gym
four or five times a week.

She put
her shoulders back and thrust out her chest. Her boobs were a full
c-cup which men usually liked, even if they weren’t quite as perky
as when she was eighteen or even twenty-five. Her eyes were big and
blue, her hair long and blonde. She reached up and released it from
her habitual ponytail. Fluffing it lightly, she smiled. Her hair
was her one vanity. It was long, thick, and shiny, hanging down
almost to her shoulder blades. So what if it now owed some of its
color to Miss Clairol and took forever to dry. She’d thought of
cutting simply because shorter hair was more practical, but she’d
never been able to bring herself to do it.

She
wished she was taller than five four, but the shoes would add four
inches. She’d put on a few pounds over the years but was still a
size ten, which she could live with. Hopefully in her tight clothes
she would come across as sexy and just a little bit
slutty.

She took
one last look in the mirror. The suit was a good one, even if the
jacket was a bit tight across the chest now. It certainly fit far
better than the skirt that clung so tightly to her ass. She checked
her hair and makeup, freshening her lipstick. In the harsh light,
she could see the beginning of the crow’s feet at the corner or her
eyes. Maybe she should undo another button to distract attention
from the fact that she was now closer to forty than
thirty.

Taking a deep breath, she realized that she was shaking,
literally shaking. She wasn’t sure if it was in anticipation or
fear. She’d never done anything like this before.
Could she do it? She
checked her watch. Time to fish or cut bait as the very confusing
saying went.

Taking another deep breath, she said to herself, “You can do
this! You can!”

Head
held high, she turned, stumbled slightly on the damned heels,
righted herself, and headed for the door. Walking out of the ladies
room of the Hotel Carrington, she took a look around.

The
Carrington was a medium priced hotel catering mostly to business
people and families on a budget. She walked through the lobby as if
she belonged. To add verisimilitude, she was carrying a large
briefcase, but all it held was a magazine, a change of clothes, and
her makeup.

Lida
crossed the lobby to the entrance of the hotel bar and walked in.
It was pretty typical as well. There was a bar along one wall and
then a couple dozen low tables scattered around. Two bartenders
were on duty, but it was pretty quiet. At least half the tables and
most of the bar stools were empty.

She had
chosen the time as carefully as the location. It was eight-thirty.
Late enough that people had finished dinner and were now killing
time before heading off to their lonely beds. On the downside, it
was Friday night. Most of the businessmen would have headed home
for the weekend. She knew she should have come last night, but
she’d still balked at the idea on Thursday. Friday’s mail, however,
convinced her she had no other options.

She
looked around. The clientele was pretty much what she expected. It
consisted mostly of businessmen and women who were probably having
a drink after slogging through a hard workday on the road, or maybe
they were salesmen or remote managers visiting the company head
office here in Chicago. Maybe there were even some locals who’d
dropped in for a drink at the bar before heading home.

No one looked all that high
powered. Those sorts of business people
stayed at the Ritz or Trump or Intercontinental hotels.

She
looked around the room. Most were in groups. Several had turned to
check her out when she walked through the door, checking her out or
maybe just expecting someone else. She surveyed the room
quickly.

There
were three likely prospects, men sitting by themselves. She zeroed
in on a sandy haired man of average height and build sitting at the
bar. He was one of the men who had checked her out when she’d first
walked in. He looked to be around her age or maybe a couple years
older. His suit was inexpensive, the fit okay but not perfect.
Definitely off the rack, but not bargain basement,
either.

He was
sitting on a barstool sipping beer while he thumbed through his
Blackberry, but he’d definitely taken a good look at her when she
first walked in.


Chapter Two

 


Dave
noticed her the minute she walked in. She stood, hovering
indecisively, at the entrance to the hotel bar as if making her
mind up to enter. The first thing he noticed was the way light
shone on her hair. It was long, thick, blonde, and oh so feminine.
Then she took a first tentative step forward and one of the
recessed lights shone directly onto her face, just for a second, as
she made her way into the bar.

She was
beautiful. And she was a woman. It wasn’t about her age, which
looked to be thirtyish. There were women of that age or higher who
seemed to be stuck in adolescence, trying so hard to turn back time
instead of celebrating the woman they’d become. They dieted,
exercised, and did everything including surgery and injecting
toxins into their bodies to hold the clock back. This was a woman
with curved hips and full breasts, both shown off in the slightly
too tight outfit she wore. A man could get lost in those tits. He
had a sudden urge to bury his face between them, which he naturally
restrained himself from carrying out.

He
watched as she made her way farther into the room, his heart
beating faster as she approached the bar and sat down two stools
over from where he sat.

This
woman wasn’t trying to disguise her age, he decided. She was
probably a bit older than his initial guess of thirty. He couldn’t
be sure from his first glimpse of her under the light but now, as
she sat down in the stool two over from his, he could see the small
crinkling at the corner of her eyes as she smiled at the
bartender.

Dave
wished she would smile at him like that. His cock wanted that too,
as it stirred in his pants. He could see her reflection in the
mirror behind the bar. He’d enjoyed watching her approach. He’d
especially enjoyed the glimpse of breast from her gaping neckline.
He was enjoying the view even more now as she waited for her drink.
He didn’t think she’d noticed him watching her entire approach in
the mirror, but she might now that she was seated. He turned his
gaze down to his Blackberry and pretended to check his email while
discretely checking her out.

He
hadn’t missed her expression when she walked in, the darting eyes
that scanned the bar before she took her seat close to him, but not
too close. He assessed her tight clothes, her fuck-me stilettoes
and her obvious nerves and made a decision. She was the
one.


****

Taking a
deep breath, Lida walked over and slid not into the stool beside
him, but the next one over, leaving a one stool buffer between
them. That would make things harder, but with the place so empty,
she didn’t have an excuse for taking the one next to him, not
without making the bartender suspicious of her intent and possibly
asking her to leave.

The
stranger glanced over at her as she took her seat and smiled
briefly before going back to his messages, and she felt her heart
drop. What if he wasn’t interested? She was desperate. She needed
fifteen hundred dollars by Monday or she’d be living on the streets
in a few days. This was the only way she could think of to earn the
money. It was ironic that she was planning to do almost exactly
what she’d refused to do in the past, which had gotten her
fired.

It was
different, though, when it was her choice, she told herself. She
wasn’t being forced, blackmailed, or coerced. She had chosen to do
this with the man or men she would also choose. The bartender came
by and asked for her order. She only had ten dollars on her and her
CTA card to get home. She could only afford a single
drink.

She
hesitated. Beer was probably the cheapest thing on the menu, but it
didn’t go with the aura she was trying to project.

“A glass of house white and one of water, please.”

Just
then a group of four came up to the bar, two couples. There were
three seats together and the single between her and her
sandy-haired target. Sliding off her stool, she moved to take the
free one beside her mark, smiling apologetically
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