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“I’m the smartest stupid girl you’ll ever meet,” she flirtatiously said while leaning in close so that her breasts brushed against his chest before pulling back to ask the guy she was attempting to play at a bar, “Will you take me to Brazil?” 

The girl possessed a pretty enough face and curvaceous body to go along with her practiced lines. And she knew it; in fact, she was counting on it. But he knew that she was also woefully deluded, believing she was trophy wife material and would achieve the things she wanted in life by being an accessory in someone else’s life. The harsh truth, though, was that she did not have the goods to be anything more that a dating game consolation prize.


Her game might have played in the minor town from which she emerged. Not here, though. Manhattan is the major leagues of love and lust. There was no way she would ever be able to handle the high heat thrown at her by big league pitchers let alone those nasty curve balls of life, the ones that freeze you in the box with fear and doubt. 

She would be not just eaten alive but devoured by this City. A zombie film feeding frenzy on her would ensue as she defiant in her ignorance wandered out alone into the dark soul of the night. By not just the guys but also the women that actually had the polished acting talent and the five-tool bedroom skill set to achieve the trophy by being one. They would all want and take their piece of her until there was no more pieces left of her. 


No one would ever take her to Brazil.
