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​SNOOPS: Don't Be a Baby

In a dimly lit hotel lounge, the who's who of Manhattan congregate. The whole place exudes an aura of exclusivity; this is the kind of bar where million-dollar deals are made over scotch and cigars, and the only people making under seven figures are the staff or voluptuous young women sipping martinis hoping to land a future divorcee. 

Except for Bryer Collins. The voluptuous, big-haired blonde is pouting alone at the bar, fiddling with her martini glass stem like it holds the secrets of the universe. Despite her smoking hot bod and face that could make a plastic surgeon weep, she has zero man-eater vibes going on. 

Bryer catches the eye of a silver-haired fox holding court in his den. He's nice-looking but not nearly as hot as he thinks he is.  When their eyes meet, she shyly glances away like a bashful schoolgirl. 

The suited fox swaggers over to Bryer's side of the bar and gives a subtle nod to the bartender, who scurries right over. "Scotch and water. And if the lady would like a drink?" His bedroom eyes rake over Bryer's luscious curves. 

She bats her lush lashes. "Oh. No, thank you." 

"You sure? I don't bite. I’m Henry.” He flashes a winning smile that has no doubt sealed millions in deals. 

A girlish giggle escapes her ruby-red lips. "Okay. A pink lady." 

Henry leans in conspiratorially. "You here all alone?" 

​"I'm actually visiting New York with my girlfriends." Bryer's voice catches with a hint of melancholy. "They're out celebrating my divorce." 

The bartender returns with their drinks. Henry takes a big gulp, but she swirls hers around with a straw. She pauses, battling a swell of verklempt emotion. For having found freedom, she seems disappointed at the prospect of celebrating. 

The suit arches one manicured brow. "But you don't want to celebrate?" 

Bryer shakes her head slowly, then leans closer, her perfume mesmerizing him. "You know what I want?" She gazes smolderingly into his pale blue eyes and strokes his hand with delicate fingers. "Revenge." 

While he signals the bartender again, her other hand moves with casual sleight, slipping a vial of colorless liquid into his scotch. 

"Check," he orders. 

​If the hotel bar is considered swanky, the lobby’s opulence is enough to make Cleopatra blush. Henry hands his Black Amex to the desk clerk while shooting long glances at Bryer. She is dressed to entice in a skintight dress that would make J Lo's head snap all the way around. 

The desk clerk gives Bryer an approving up-and-down glance and a wink before handing Henry the keycard. 

While he signs off, Bryer nonchalantly presses her finger to an earpiece concealed beneath her tousled waves. 

"We're going up," she murmurs. 

Henry retrieves the keycard and ushers Bryer toward the mirrored elevator doors. When they slide closed, she strides with feline grace to the far corner, putting some space between her and his shit-eating grin. "Save something for the bedroom." 

Henry slurs his words, already feeling the effects of the spiked drink. "I got plenty for the bedroom." 

He stumbles drunkenly toward her corner like a dazed shark-smelling chum. But Bryer's feline reflexes allow her to slink away just as he lurches forward, smacking his head into the unforgiving wall. "Ow!" 

"Playing hard to get, huh?" Henry rubs his throbbing…wait, nothing is throbbing. He looks down at his junk, worried and confused, but then looks back up at Bryer, giving her a leering once-over. 

Bryer peers up at the elevator camera, her look of disgust making it clear she would love to bolt out of there. 

Who's she peering at? Simpson. 

​In the dark hotel security room, a wall of screens stream live footage from every crevice of the hotel. 

Simpson, a modern-day Huggy Bear with an aloof vibe, sits with a headset on, watching the screen where Bryer is shooting him eye darts. 

Beside him, a munchie-addled, young security guard hotboxes a fat joint. His name is Ricky—good ol' always high, Ricky. 

"Ah shit, this is what I'm talkin' 'bout." Ricki inhales deeply, exhaling an impressive set of smoke rings as the screens show Henry mauling Bryer's neck despite her visible discomfort. 

Simpson eyes him conspicuously. "Guess your job doesn't afford much excitement?" 

Ricky takes another long drag from his joint, holding the smoke deep in his lungs before choking with a satisfied sigh. "Nah, man," he drawled. "Boring as fuck." 

A glazed-over beat passes as he seems to gather his thoughts, a lazy grin spreading across his face. "This one time, though, two strangers got on an elevator, and then they just started fucking." 
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