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Their Hot, Young Plaything

I held the jagged scrap of paper in my trembling hand, double-checking the messy scrawl of the man I’d met on campus yesterday. There was the address of the hotel, the room number, and his name, just in case I forgot:

Jax Portillo, modeling scout.

It sounded like a fake name, and I doubted he was really a modeling scout. But something inside of me had compelled me to show up anyway. Maybe it was because I was bored, and I was craving some sort of excitement. Maybe a small part of me wanted to believe that Jax Portillo was a modeling scout after all, that he’d truly approached me because I was just that beautiful.

Or maybe...I was just immediately attracted to him, and I just wanted an excuse to see him privately.

I replayed the events from yesterday over and over as I took the bus to the Westcott, a four-star hotel in the middle of downtown.

It had been a regular Friday afternoon. I’d been on my way out of the library after several hours’ worth of studying. I spotted Jax right away, as he’d been walking in while I was walking out. He was older, at least forty, but he had the sharp features and aqua-blue eyes of a man who simply got better looking as he aged.

I’d noticed that he was gorgeous, sure. But I didn’t give him a second thought until I saw him walk by and do a double-take.

“Excuse me. Miss?” he said.

My heart skipped a beat as I stopped, briefly wondering if he really, truly was talking to me. I could remember looking at him, surprised to see him gazing back at me with an interested expression. Then, I was even more surprised by what he said next.

“Are you a model?”

The rest of the conversation was a bit of a blur. I’d been too breathless, too flustered, to even try to be graceful and charming. But by some stroke of luck, Jax had given me his number, squeezed my hip through my jeans, and murmured in my ear, “Stop by my room tomorrow and we can talk some more.”

His voice had sent chills down my spine. It was that exact moment that I realized Jax wasn’t likely a modeling scout. He probably just wanted to lure me to his room to trick me into having sex with him.

For some reason, though, that excited me. It more than excited me.

It turned me on.

I felt the bus slowing down as my stop drew closer. Once I got off on the corner, I walked into the hotel doors, through the lobby, and rode the elevator up to the eleventh floor. I followed the signs pointing the way to Jax’s room.

Then, I stood in front of the door, trying to mentally force my racing heart to slow down.

He was the one who approached you, I kept reminding myself. I tucked the scrap of paper into my purse and wiped my hands on my gray cotton dress. It was a simple outfit, but it had a nice shape and showed off my figure.

Here goes nothing, I thought. I raised my fist and knocked.

Slowly, the doorknob began to turn.

* * *

It was a slim, black-haired woman in a red cocktail dress who answered. When she smiled, I felt suddenly dizzy with bewilderment.

Do I have the right room? I wondered. Then, the woman spoke.

“Hi. You must be Serena,” she said.

I shook myself out of my daze, a nervous smile flitting onto my face. “Y-yes. Hi. Sorry, have we—”

“I’m Natasha,” the woman said. She opened the door wider and invited me in. “I’m a friend of Jax.”

“Right. Okay. Nice to meet you,” I blurted.

Natasha cocked an eyebrow, her scarlet lips smiling with amusement. “Are...you going to come in, Serena?”

I jumped. “Y-yeah. Of course.”

Natasha stood aside as I walked past her into a short hallway. I wasn’t sure why I was nervous all of a sudden. Although I didn’t exactly know what to expect, I definitely hadn’t expected Natasha. I found myself wondering where Jax even was.

Then, when I walked into the room, I found the answer to my question. The room was furnished with a single queen-sized bed and a little sitting area. Jax was standing near the window, picking ice cubes out of a bucket on top of the mini fridge and dropping them into a glass tumbler. When he heard me enter, he turned around to look at me.

“Oh, you’re here,” he said, eyebrows rising. When he smiled, lines appeared at the corners of his eyes, but it only served to emphasize their blueness, making him even more handsome.

I was so struck by his good looks that I nearly jumped out of my skin when Natasha put her hands on my shoulders.

“Why don’t you take a seat, Serena?” she said gently. “We’ll pour you a drink.”

I hesitated, unsure whether she meant on the bed or the couch. I thought the couch was the safer choice and lowered myself to the end closest to the bed, farthest from Jax.

“What would you like?” Jax said in his deep, resonant voice. He opened the mini bar and showed me the variety of tiny liquor bottles inside.

“Vodka,” I said automatically. I wasn’t exactly old enough to legally drink, but vodka was always present at the college house parties I’d been to. “With soda, if you have it.”

“Good choice,” Jax remarked, turning around one again. Now that his back was turned, I gave myself the liberty of checking him out from head to toe.

He was tall, probably around six feet of height. He had dark hair trimmed close to his head, with the lightest touches of gray at the base near his neck. His physique was athletic, his shoulders broad. He had the healthy, tan skin of a man who spent a lot of time outdoors. I could easily imagine him at the park, leisurely tossing a football or tackling a bounding Labrador. Like yesterday, he was wearing a crisp button-down shirt, which was tucked into a pair of designer jeans.

I felt Natasha sitting down a few inches away from me and turned to face her.

“So, Jax says you are interested in becoming a model,” she said. When I nodded, she scooted closer and angled her knees toward me.

I shivered when the soft fabric of her dress brushed against my thigh.

“Well, you came to the right place,” she continued. “I think you have a great look. I can’t wait to see how you look on camera.”

Her tone was friendly, but professional. Her demeanor, on the other hand, struck me as...seductive, for some reason. She glanced her fingertips over my knee and stroked the back of my hand. She maintained eye contact without even blinking. And she kept adjusting the hem of her dress, as if she wanted to draw my eye down there.

Something tingled in the back of my mind. Everything about this situation was...strange. Luckily, Jax appeared at my side at the perfect moment, holding out a freshly-poured drink for me. There was even a little maraschino cherry floating on top. He handed an identical drink to Natasha, then reached back to grab a third glass of an amber-colored liquid.

He raised his drink. “To new...friends.”

“Yes, to new friends,” Natasha echoed. They locked eyes, and seemed to be sharing a very significant moment between themselves.

After clinking glasses, I took the biggest, longest gulp I possibly could. I screwed up my face at first. Jax had made the drink stronger than I was used to. I immediately felt a little better, though there was still a knot of anxiety in my stomach.

“Once you finish that drink, we can take some test shots,” Natasha said, and that was when I noticed the camera resting on top of the T.V. stand.

It was just a regular digital camera, not one of those expensive models with the huge lenses. And there weren’t any lights, either. It wasn’t like I was a professional photographer, but I thought that one of the essentials for a photoshoot was adequate lighting.

The more I thought about it, the more fishy the situation became. But then, I happened to glance over at Jax, who smiled his handsome, crinkly-eyed smile at me, and I felt a flutter in my stomach.

Let’s just see where this goes, I thought, and I downed the rest of my drink in three gulps.

Natasha clapped when I set the empty tumbler down on the coffee table. “Wow! A girl who can drink! I like you already!” she said.

I giggled at her flattery. Suddenly, I was loosened up and in a good mood.

“Okay, let’s get started,” Jax said as he set his glass down, too. He grabbed the camera and gestured for me to stand up. “Why don’t you go over there up against that white wall?”

Smoothing out my dress, I walked past him to where he was pointing. There was an empty stretch of plain, white wall that was going to serve as the backdrop to my photos. Once I got there, I turned back around to face him, and I realized that I had no idea how to pose at all.

Luckily, Jax began delegating from the moment he wielded the camera. “Turn sideways. Tilt your face a little more toward the left. Put your hands on your hips.” Click. “Gorgeous!”

Jax continued giving me directions as he took several more pictures. Natasha stood off to the side, watching everything with a critical eye. I felt looser and looser as the alcohol flowed through my system, and soon enough I was even posing on my own, without any help from Jax.

“Wow, you’re a natural. These are going to look great,” Jax remarked. He lowered the camera and began scrolling through the shots he’d taken so far.

I watched a furrow forming in his brow and suddenly became worried.

“What is it, Jax?” Natasha asked, approaching his side to look over his shoulder.

“She’s still a little stiff,” Jax said, his expression heavy with concern.

I felt a frown unfolding
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