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The lighting was dim, apart from the strobe flashes on the dance floor and the overhead strip above the bar. The thumping bassline of the music, combined with the chatter of patrons and the random whoops of Friday-night joy, produced an ecstatic din in the background.

There was a lone Asian woman sitting at the bar wearing a cheap cocktail dress with an open back that left her legs bare and little else to the imagination. Her dark hair was tied back in a ponytail, and she had given herself cat eyes and blush.

Her beautiful features were darkened by her sour mood, contrasting with the amber birthstone around her neck as she stared glumly into the dregs of her fourth vodka shot.

She saw movement out of the corner of her eye. A guy pulled up a stool next to her and ordered a drink. She avoided eye contact, not wanting to catch his attention.

“Need a refill?” a husky male voice asked.

“...No...” she began to reply, “...actually, maybe just one more...um...”

“How many have you had, sweetheart?” the bartender asked, pouring a glass for the man.

“Do not call me... ‘sweetheart’...” she warned him, unable to avoid slurring her words, “but...I think that’s my second...or maybe fifth.”

“Too many to have another,” the male patron remarked.

“I don’t need you deciding how much I can drink,” she said sharply, “mister...”

“You can call me Hayden,” the man responded pleasantly, sipping from his glass, “I assume your name isn’t ‘sweetheart’, then?”

“It damn well is not!” she snapped back, then composed herself, “It’s...Melody.”

“Nice to meet you, Melody,” said Hayden, proffering a hand.

Melody took his hand out of polite reflex, then got a good look at him.

‘Hayden’ – if that was his real name – had steel-gray eyes and an ultra-masculine jawline that supported handsome features. He had a perfectly clean-shaven face without any hint of stubble, plus a relaxed demeanor and eyes full of curiosity about the young Asian woman.

Melody noticed his jeans and leather jacket – too expensive for a biker – and his dark blond hair slicked back like a male model. She also saw the Rolex watch on his wrist and the lack of a wedding ring on his finger. The only thing missing was a pair of aviators.

“So, if you’re here alone, I’m guessing you either came alone or got stood up,” said Hayden.

“The former,” Melody answered, adding pointedly, “Not that it’s any of your business.”

“And since you’re not out on the dancefloor and look kind of upset,” Hayden surmised, “I’m guessing you came to drown your sorrows about something, but that you’re not so miserable you want to forget yourself in the crowd.”

“Well, aren’t you sharp, Sherlock,” Melody replied bitterly.

“I see you were born in November,” said Hayden, pointing to her necklace.

Melody looked down at the amber birthstone nestled just above her cleavage.

“Very impressive,” she remarked, “most men wouldn’t know or care about that sort of thing.”

“Well, I do,” he answered.

“So what about you?” asked Melody, “You look like you belong on the cover of Forbes.”

“I’m hanging out,” Hayden responded evasively.

“You’re hanging out in a cheap bar rather than some exclusive club?” Melody said skeptically, “either that Rolex is fake or you have no idea how to blend in with us commoners.”

“Well, it’s definitely not the former,” answered Hayden, checking the time.

“Are you waiting for a hot date?” Melody smirked.

“No,” Hayden replied, downing the rest of his drink, “so you’re first in line tonight.”

Melody looked the handsome stranger up and down, the potent alcohol stirring her passions at the expense of her critical thinking skills. She could turn him down and spend the rest of the night downing vodka shots alone.

Or...

“If you’re rich enough to afford a Rolex, you’ve probably got a nice car,” she said.

Melody stood up abruptly, but the alcohol and her five-inch stilettoes stole her balance. Hayden was quick to catch her before she fell, and she gripped his sleeves as he helped her to her feet.

“I think we’ll be leaving,” Hayden remarked as he supported Melody.

“Not without paying both tabs, you aren’t,” the bartender responded pointedly.

Supporting a drunk young woman with one arm, Hayden reached into his pocket with the other and pulled out his wallet – also made from expensive leather. It was a challenge fishing out the cash with only one hand, but he ended up passing a hundred-dollar banknote to the bartender.

“That should cover us both,” he said, putting his wallet back in his jacket, “keep the change.”

The bartender accepted the note and held it under a UV scanner. By the time he’d checked that it was authentic, the rich White guy had carried the drunk Asian girl out of the club.
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The ride in the car was a brief blur. Melody remembered a sports car with a steel-gray paint job and a symbol like a trident on the front – a Maserati? All she really remembered was that the leather seating was so soft and sumptuous, she wanted to melt into the material.

The Maserati sped through the night, circumventing what little traffic there was on its way to the city center – the opposite direction from her apartment. So where was he taking her?

“You still with me?” her self-appointed chauffeur asked.

“...Sure...” Melody replied, leaning against the car door.

Her head was still fuzzy from the alcohol, but she recalled seeing half past ten at night on the dashboard clock when they pulled into a private parking garage. From there, he had carried her out of the car and guided her to an elevator that took them to the top floor.

That part was all a blur. So was her brief tour of the luxury penthouse. The next clear thing that happened was her falling backwards onto a gloriously comfy bed. As she sank into the soft satin sheets, her now-shirtless host landed on top of her.

She was so drunk she didn’t even remember him stripping, but now he was all over her. She felt his muscular chest and thick arms, his strong hands and dexterous fingers exploring her still-clothed body, searching for a way to strip her naked.

Melody’s hands found his clean-shaven face and held his cheeks as she kissed him hungrily. His cologne intoxicated her as much as the alcohol, her tongue invading his mouth while his hands found their way up her cocktail dress.

A click of a buckle and his belt was undone, his pants slipping away with his boxers and leaving him naked. Impatient to get inside her, he pulled her dress up to expose her panties, a slutty black thong with a tiny triangle of material that barely concealed her precious pussy.

Melody obliged her lover, helping him pull the dress up over her body and expose her sensual figure, sculpted into an hourglass by years of yoga. Her bra was still in place, and she unhooked it and tossed it aside, letting him fondle her bouncy c-cups and tease her nipples.

That sent a shiver of arousal through her chest and a tingle running down her spine to the special place below. She melted at the feeling of his chest rubbing against her own bare breasts and belly, and she fondled him back, tracing her fingers across the contours of his physique.

She felt something poking at her pussy and knew instinctively what it was. Before she could help him, he was already pulling her thong down her thighs and off her legs, disposing of the piece of fabric on the floor before plunging his cock inside her.

Melody actually screamed in shock. She was wet and ready, but she wasn’t prepared for his size. He had to be at least seven inches, and his girth stretched her out to a painful degree. As her lover began thrusting, she questioned whether this would be so pleasurable after all.

It was too late to stop him. Her body was supporting his weight as he fucked her. The mutual grinding of their hot bodies excited her even as the rapid stretching and contracting of her sex dosed the pleasure with spikes of pain.

Whatever sophistication this rich bachelor had, it had dissolved into wanton lust. Her cunt overflowed with juices, smoothing over the rough discomfort of his thick manhood ramming into her, their sensual workout causing their sweat to commingle and lubricate their bodies.

Melody felt like a helpless damsel being fucked by a feral beast of a man. She held onto his shoulders as best she could, her palms slipping across his sweaty back. Being fucked like this was a wild ride, and she moaned and squealed as he pounded her pussy harder and harder.

Her lover was grunting and growling like an animal, humping her with such force that the duvet was moving. She could hear the sheets rustling through the noise of their mutual moans. When was the last time she’d been railed by a real man like this?

Her legs were up in the air, her feet waving like semaphores from the force of his fucking. She held his gorgeous body tight, squeezing him close as his powerful hips rose and fell at a rapid pace. Even as he forced his cock into her like a battering ram, she found the energy to meet his thrusting with little hip movements of her own.

He was sweating like a marathon runner and still going strong. Melody, on the other hand, was being fucked to exhaustion. She was hardly putting in any work, but already her moaning was turning to whimpering. At this rate, she might pass out before he came.

The ferocious thrusting of his penis was stimulating the nerves in her pussy in ways she hadn’t felt in a long time. A tingling fire was building between her thighs, stoked by the piston-like movements of his delicious rod of man-meat.

It wasn’t just in her pussy. The same feeling of sexual butterflies was fluttering up through her belly and into her chest. Her arms and legs were trembling even as her sexual whimpering grew higher and higher in pitch. She was going to cum before he did.

Melody screamed aloud as
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