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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.”




  “I did leave her once.” He flipped his ashes into the tray that set on the bar, and grabbed the fresh glass of Scotch the barmaid placed in front of him. “But for some reason I keep going back.”




  Susan puffed. “I’ve given you more love than you’ll ever know and this is how you treat me?”




  Joe paused for a moment to think. He was indeed drawn to the 21-year-old Susan Meganne.




  Maybe he really was in love with her. He wasn’t sure. But he did know this: she was absolutely beautiful and she possessed a sex drive like no other.




  “Listen,” Joe began, “you’re the one I really love. If you want me to leave her – then I will.




  I’m so vulnerable at times.” Joe’s voice turned to self-pity. “I don’t know why I keep going back.




  She’s not even a good fuck.” He lied.




  Susan rolled her eyes and smirked “You sure know how to sweet talk a girl, Joe Mansfield.”




  “I do try.”




  “So you’re really going to leave her?” she asked.




  “I said I would.”




  “Oh, Joe, you don’t know how happy that makes me.” She threw her arms around him.




  “Now we can finally get married and start our family.”




  Choking on his whiskey, Joe said, “Family? Now wait a minute. You don’t expect me to jump into marriage all at once, do you?” Joe butted his cigarette onto the ashtray and nervously pulled out another.




  “Why wouldn’t you? Now the bitch is out of the picture and I have you all to myself.”




  “Yes of course. That makes sense. But you see …well … she’s a bit psycho. She may not take the break-up so well. Who knows what she’ll do.”




  “Then you know what has to be done.” Susan’s tone turned vile.




  “What are you suggesting?” asked Joe.




  “It’s something I should’ve done a long time ago.”




  “Keep your voice down,” he whispered. Joe raised his cigarette to his mouth, pulling in a deep draw. “This may not be so simple.”




  “You’ve always seen the complexity in everything,” said Susan. “This will be the easiest thing we’ve ever done.”




  “How can you be sure?”




  “It’s simple, actually. You tell her you want to see her; she comes to your house; I sneak in the backdoor, and … pop pop … good-bye Regina.”




  Joe squirmed in his chair and tugged at his collar. “I’m not sure that’s a good idea.”




  “I knew you didn’t love me, Joe,” she pouted. “You still love that – that bitch!”




  “Calm down,” he said in a hefty whisper. He gazed with paranoia about the bar. “Okay. I’ll call her.”




  Regaining her poise, Susan smiled calmly to the barmaid. “I’ll have another, please.” Joe tugged at his collar and ordered a double. He knew he’d painted himself into a corner this time.




  




  The next evening Joe called Regina, and she drove over to his house. He’d considered Susan’s drunken babbling from the night before as nothing more than jealous ranting. However, he still wasn’t sure and felt uneasy about the whole scenario.




  Sitting at the end of his sofa, he stared at the gorgeous brunette who walked in his direction.




  “I was really surprised you called,” said Regina, bringing Joe his usual Scotch on the rocks.




  “I had to see you, especially with Susan out of town.”




  “I wondered how you managed to sneak away,” she said, handing Joe his drink. “But I thought you said Susan’s business trip wasn’t until next weekend?”




  “Yes it – it was. But they – ah – rescheduled for this weekend.” He fumbled his words.




  “Are you okay?” asked Regina. She sat down next to Joe. “You seem a little out there tonight.”




  “Oh … ah … yes. I’m fine.” He nervously searched his pants pocket.




  “You’re not feeling guilty for being here, are you? That’d be a first,” she said, grinning.




  “No guilt at all.” He tried forcing a smile of his own.




  “Your cigarettes are right there on the table.”




  “Oh … thanks.”




  Grabbing his pack of smokes, he pulled one and patted his pockets again, searching for a lighter.
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