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“Get out there and dance,” said a voice from behind me, startling me. “Don’t be one of those guys, who just stares from the sidelines.”

I was about to turn around, when I felt a feminine body pressing against mine from behind, and a slender arm wrap around my waist. Long, bright red fingernails, glittering like the infamous ruby slippers, pressed lightly against my abdomen. I caught the faint scent of rose perfume. 

“If getting laid what you’re looking for, that is,” the voice was seductively low, playfully mocking. I could feel hot breath on my ear as she leaned in closer.  “They’re not going to go home with the guy lurking in the corner. They’re going to go home with the guy out there having fun with them.”

She traced her fingernails along my shirt as she stepped back, releasing me. I whirled to face her, and froze in shock at what stood in front of me. It was like looking at a painting of a goddess. She shone with radiance, her dark hair slicked back into a severe bun, lit from behind by the lights from the dance floor. Deep red lips that matched the tight silky dress which clung to her curves. There was a sensuousness that seemed to ooze from her, and her hazel eyes glinted with a sense of wicked mischievousness. There was a welcoming warmth in her smile, an invitation. I couldn’t believe a woman that looked like her was speaking to me. 

Immediately I felt shy and awkward, too flustered to speak. My social anxiety kicked in, my terrified mind running in circles. Why was she talking to a loser like me? Surely this was some kind of trick.

She was right, too. I had been watching her, for most of the night. From the moment I saw her, I just hadn’t able to keep my eyes off of her. She moved through the club with such graceful, self-assured confidence. Something about her was different from everyone else, like she was an angel come to earth to walk along the mortals. I hadn’t meant to stare, and felt ashamed that she might have caught me gawking. 

But I certainly hadn’t been the only one. It seemed every head in the room turned when she walked by.

“Unless that wasn’t what you’re after?” She raised a perfectly arched eyebrow. “In that case, I apologize for my assumption. I’ll just be moving along then, if you’re not looking for what I’m looking for...”

She turned on her spiked red heels, and suddenly I found my voice again. “Wait!” 

She turned back with a smirk. She had me, and we both knew it. She stepped closer, running a hand up my chest and wrapping her arm around the back of my neck. “You can call me Scarlett,” she breathed, toying with the buttons of my shirt with her long nails. “What are you called?”

“Ed-Edward,” I managed to stammer. I felt a stirring in my pants. Down boy, I told it mentally. I don’t know what I was more afraid of, that she would walk away—or that she would keep talking to me. 
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