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  ***




  Susan Meganne was every man’s lustful desire. From her red, silk dress, her breasts bulged and bounced as she walked across the Viper Room. Everyone in the lounge gawked until the blonde beauty settled onto a stool at the bar where her lover awaited.




  




  “Ah – there you are,” said the man, somewhat surprised. “I was beginning to think you weren’t going to show.”




  “Sorry I’m late,” she said. “Traffic is horrible.”




  “It’s all right,” he said, leaning in for a kiss. Reluctantly, Susan reciprocated with a quick peck. “I ordered you some wine.”




  “That’s exactly what I need,” said Susan, reaching for the glass in front of her.




  “Are you okay?” asked the man. “You seem down.”




  “I’m fine, Joe.”




  Joe Mansfield was a flamboyant, 52-year-old playboy. He had suave looks, charm, and a hefty bank account. The wealthy businessman craved the attention of many damsels, especially the much younger ones.




  “Can I get you something else,” he asked.




  “No. I’m fine. Really.”




  “You look nice,” said Joe, trying to lift her spirits.




  “Thanks,” she said.




  The couple sat for some time with little conversation between them. A few glasses of wine later, Susan loosened up and the moment finally struck her to speak. She turned to Joe with glossy, blood-shot eyes.




  “Do you love me, Joe? I mean really love me?”




  The debonair man calmly struck a match and lit the end of his cigarette. “Of course. Why would you ask?”




  Twirling the wine in her glass, Susan paused, searching her thoughts. “I need to know for sure.”




  “I do love you.” The ice clanked as Joe set the empty glass on the bar.




  “Do you desire me?” Susan continued.




  Eyes veering to the barmaid, Joe ordered another Scotch. “Every waking moment. You are the sexiest woman I’ve ever met.” He paused. “Why are you so obsessed with this topic tonight?”




  Susan tilted the stemmed glass to her glossy, red lips. Before she drank, she said, “I know the real truth.” Her voice turned cold. She took one large gulp and placed the empty glass on the bar.




  “The real truth?”




  “I saw the calls on your cell, Joe. Why do keep up this charade? And why do you keep going back to her? Don’t you realize it’s me who loves you–not her.”

OEBPS/Images/co.jpg
An Erotic ~
Thriller

ERICA KING





