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When my friend Becky
suggested that I dip my toe back into the dating pond, I never
imagined the wild ride the last few days would take me on. I had
discovered a side of myself that I had never known existed. A
dirty, sexy, downright kinky me, that bloomed right before my very
eyes.

Max Carter looked like your
typical unassuming thirty-something. There was nothing in his
Tinder profile that screamed deviant sex
god, quite the opposite actually. His
pleasantly handsome face smiled back at me from my
phone.

"Swipe right Lena, he looks
hot," Becky said, peering over my shoulder at my potential
date.

"I know, right? This one
actually looks normal, not like the last loser I found on here," I
replied, shuddering as I recalled my last horrific date. While
Chris looked good on paper, he spent the first five minutes of our
date telling me how I was his soulmate, and that I had good
birthing hips. I left the bar after an agonizing fifteen minutes,
swearing off men I met through dating apps.

"Listen, I know you got
burned a few times, but when you are trying to get things cooking,
you are bound to take some heat," Becky said with a wink, heading
back to her office.

I sat at my desk, looking
into Max's smiling face as I finished my lunch. Trusting men had
always been hard for me after my father walked out on us when I was
only three. I had built my life around being a strong, independent
woman that didn't need a man, but now as I approached thirty, my
ultra-feminist façade seemed to be faltering a bit.

Shoving the last bite of
sandwich in my mouth, I took a deep breath and quickly swiped my
finger across my phone. "It's a match" flashed across my screen,
setting the butterflies fluttering through my gut. The die was
cast, now I waited for his move.

Twenty-seven was the number
of times I obsessively checked my phone for a message from Max.
Granted, it was the middle of the workweek, but what red-blooded
man would miss his chance for a hook-up? My foot tapped nervously
against the side of my desk, drawing the attention of my co-worker
George from across the hall. Even despite his dirty look, I
couldn't stop my anxious fidgeting; it had never taken this long
before to receive a message on Tinder. Mr. Chris
"Birthing Hips" only took
five minutes to message me back. I started to doubt there was a
chance with Max until I checked my phone one last time before
leaving work.

There it was, like a beacon
of hope, a message from my match.

"Hey beautiful, please
tell me you are available for drinks tonight."

My heart pounded in my ears
as I read the message.

I quickly responded, my
fingers flying across my phone.

"You are in luck; I am
completely open tonight. Do you want to meet at O'Sullivan's at
8?"

My foot began to tap again
as I impatiently waited for his response. I could feel it in my
bones that Max was different, somehow I knew tonight would be
unique.

"Sounds good Lena, I will
see you then,"

" Yes!" I hissed under my
breath, pumping my fist in the air. George from across the hall
gave me another look, definitely assuming I was a little insane. I
rushed over to Becky's desk, catching her just before she left for
the night.

"Guess who has a date with
the hot guy from Tinder tonight?" I asked in a sickeningly sweet
sing-song voice.

"You did it! I am proud of
you girl. Way to get right back on that horse. Hey, with any luck
you will be riding him tonight,"

"Becky, I can't believe you
said that!" I replied, feigning shock.

"Shut up Lena, I know what
kind of a freak you are outside of this place," Becky said with a
laugh, walking me to my car.

Two hours later, I found my
anxious foot in the same condition it was in the office, shaking
like an autumn leaf in the breeze. I sipped at my martini, hoping
the stiff drink would soothe my nerves. Each time O'Sullivan's
heavy steel door creaked open, my head instinctually spun around to
see if my date had finally arrived.

"Ten minutes late," I
muttered under my breath, ignoring the group of people walking into
the bar. Ordering myself another drink, I sighed, watching the
minutes ticking by on the illuminated clock above the
bar.

"I am sorry I'm so late, I
hope you haven't been waiting long," A voice said from behind me. I
turned around to find Max unwinding the plaid scarf from his neck
and offering his hand in penance.

"I have actually, but it's
fine," I lied, hiding the fact that I was frustrated with his
tardiness. Max had no idea he had just stumbled upon one of my
biggest pet peeves.

"Looks like I need to catch
up," Max smiled, flagging down the bartender. My anxiety began to
fade watching him next to me. His deep blue eyes were like two
refreshing pools I yearned to dive into.

Max ran his fingers through
his dark wavy hair as we made small talk, making my stomach
flutter. His profile picture definitely did not do him
justice.

We ordered two more rounds,
bringing my total to four martinis. My head began to swim from all
of the top-shelf vodka. Feeling no pain, my light small talk turned
flirtier the more I drank.

Somehow, my hand had
drifted to his knee and had worked its way up his thigh. Max didn't
object; he kept his baby blues planted on my face, hanging on my
every word. As far as first dates go, this one was turning out to
be one of the best ones I had in a long time. Max was so easy to
talk to, it was as if we had known each other all of our lives. I
was desperate to learn everything about him, especially what he
felt like next to my body. I downed the last of my liquid courage
and leaned in close to his ear.

"Max, there is a motel
right across the road, do you want to get out of here?" I
whispered, trying my best not to slur my sexual
proposition.

"Right now, I would follow
you anywhere," Max replied, his breath tickling the side of my
neck. His lips gently brushed the side of my jaw, making me quiver.
I needed this man immediately.

"Let's go," I purred,
taking him by the hand, leading him out of O'Sullivans.

We giggled running across
the road, dodging cars on our way to the seedy motel. The night
desk clerk barely cracked a smile as she checked us into room 17.
She handed us the worn brass key on a plastic key fob and turned
back to the trashy novel she was reading. Max and I darted back out
into the cold, racing each other to the door marked 17.

"After you, my dear," Max
said, holding the door open wide for me.

"Why, thank you, Max," I
giggled, walking into the outdated room. The thick shag carpeting
stretched across the room, accentuating the ugly orange polyester
bedspreads, one on each of the two lumpy beds placed centrally in
the room.

"You take me to the best
places," I said sarcastically, flinging my drunken body across the
mattress.

"Only the best for you,
Lena," Max joked, launching his body on top of mine. His face
hovered over mine for just a second before it dipped down,
forcefully landing on mine. His mouth devoured my kiss leaving me
breathless. A hunger grew from deep in my belly, I had not had a
one night stand since college, but it felt so good I couldn't help
myself.

"Take these off," I panted
between kisses, clawing at Max's clothes.

"Ladies first," He
answered, pulling my top over my head and sliding my skirt down my
legs.

I laid on the bed and
watched as Max stood up at the foot of the bed and teasingly
unbuttoned his shirt one button at a time. My impatience for his
body had reached its limit, and I interrupted his striptease by
scrambling to the end of the bed to unzip his pants
myself.

I met the large bulge
beneath his pants face to face as Max stood above me. Scooting to
the very edge of the mattress, I reached my hand inside his
waistband and pulled out his impressive manhood. The thick
girthsome rod was hard and ready for action as I slipped it between
my lips.

His musky flavor tasted
good on my tongue. My head bobbed slowly off his cock, taking all
of his length into my mouth. His flesh forged a trail toward my
throat, and I savored every minute of it.

"Come here, baby," Max
instructed, helping me up
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