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      It was clear for students like me. I was going to have to fuck someone over, or fuck my way to the top. Who and where had yet to be determined.

      A college graduate with zero prospects for a job wasn’t how I envisioned the end of my four years at university. As an inexperienced student, I didn’t fit the criteria, have the family connections, or the prominent status required to secure paid internships with promised employment. I was left in the wind with student loans and memorable semesters of being young, wild, and a failure, back to my mother’s house in Shreveport.

      Word of my return traveled fast in my family.

      “Amber went off to college and didn’t accomplish shit,” my cackling aunts whispered, but not low enough where I couldn’t hear them.

      Proudly, they bragged about my cousin’s successes at the first family gathering. But as my luck would have it, their gossip led me to a golden opportunity in Malibu with Uncle Jeff, the rare rich one in the family who kept his distance—and I didn’t blame him.

      “I heard you’re looking to put that degree of yours to use,” he said, throwing me a bone.

      “If this is a pity offer Uncle Jeff, I’ll take it. What would you have me do?” I jumped at the chance to leave home.

      “I’m traveling out of the country this summer. Think you can handle updating my house? I’ll pay you handsomely, and you get free lodging to save up.”

      I quietly stomped my feet, but the enthusiasm in my voice cracking told him how excited I was. “How soon should I pack?”

      I felt as different as the air once I landed on the west coast. Being the object of snickers and ridicule led me to what felt like my destiny-The opportunity to reinvent myself and come up in the world. Land a rich husband and live the good life.

      Fresh air and crystal blue watered beaches surrounded by the wealthy was exactly what I needed to build my resume in the competitive world of interior design. Also, to escape the confines of living with my mother and her rumor mill sisters.

      “You look just like your mother when we were young,” he said, lifting my bags from the turnstile.

      “I hear that all the time. Thank you for this opportunity, Uncle Jeff, if I haven’t said it already.”

      “No need. I expect you’ll prove yourself.” His thin brows attempted to furrow at me. “And who knows, once you build up your portfolio, these wealthy bastards out here may hire you to design their upgrades and you’ll make enough to be my neighbor.”

      “That’s the plan.”

      My mouth watered at the neighborhood of million dollar homes hidden at what looked like the end of the ocean. A woman’s touch was definitely missing from his house, but compared from where we came from, I couldn’t complain.

      I barely settled in before he drove me to his Country Club, added my name as a guest on his membership, then gave me a tour of the grounds. After driving me around on the golf cart, we entered the dining hall.

      “They have the best scallops and alfredo orzo dish in the world,” he bragged.

      “Better than home?”

      His eyes reflected on the flavors of Louisiana cuisine. “Well, maybe second to the best. I eat here all the time since it’s just me, now.”

      “Maybe you’ll meet someone on your vacation.”

      “That would be nice…Rich.” He waves over an acquaintance.

      I look over my shoulder and exhale.

      “Rich, this is my niece, Amber. She’ll be taking care of my house while I’m away.”

      Rich Donovan. Financier, golf buddy, and neighbor to my uncle, reached for my hand. Towering above me, I meet his hand halfway.

      “Lovely to meet you, Amber. I will have to tell my son, Derrick, you’re in town. It’s a shame he stood me up today. You two would have gotten on well.” Rich smiled at me as he shook my hand.

      I stared into his green eyes, wondering if his son was as handsome as he.

      “If you’re waiting for a table, join us.” Uncle Jeff looked down at me.

      I nodded it was okay.

      “I’d love to.”

      As Rich pulled out his chair, Uncle Jeff surprised me with a curveball.

      “Rich, if you don’t mind, will you and Derrick serve as an emergency contact while I’m away. Just in case Amber needs anything while I’m away?”

      “We’d be happy to.” He turned and caught me staring at him. “I’m sure my son would love to show you around.”

      I played nice and danced around the notion. “I appreciate the offer, but I’m out here to work and make my uncle proud. But if I have any free time, I’ll be sure to let you know.”
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      As Rich and my uncle discussed stocks, business, and politics, I studied his dewy lips. They resembled those of Dean Kelte, my freshman calculus professor.

      The moment I arrived at university, boys, men, and partying were my priority. Also, the main reason I probably graduated without any prospects of a job.

      I skated by for four years, screwing whoever I wanted without a second thought, earning the nickname, ‘THE FUN GIRL.’ With a moniker like that, more than the students desired promiscuous nights with me—Dean Kelte included.

      Our one on one tutoring sessions mainly involved my pussy being used as his calculator.

      ‘Oh, how I earned that A.’

      Professor Kelte sparked my interest in older men. Young boys around my age were cute to look at, but older men heightened my senses. And on my nights with Kelte, my imagination came alive.

      I was his love slave from the beginning of freshman year. He coached me on how to properly perform a blow job, or at least how to give him one—slow and sensual at the start, making sure my tongue wasn’t lazy, then suck him off tight jawed when he was close to exerting himself. “Give a man the option to come wherever he pleases,” he would say.

      Most of the time he came in my mouth holding a lock full of my hair. Other times he would say, “Open wide,” and I’d sit on my knees and show him my throat so he could grin at me devilishly as his seeds oozed on my tongue and dripped to my breast.

      “Amber,” my uncle called my name, interrupting my delightful daydream.

      “Sorry. I was wondering how a piece like the one on the wall over there would look in your guest room downstairs.” I lied, using the painting behind Rich’s head as a ruse for my gazing.

      “I’m sure you’ll make it work.” He placed a fifty dollar tip below the vase in the center of the table, then shook hands with Rich. “We have to get going to catch my flight now. It’s always good seeing you, Rich. Brush up on those golf skills while I’m away.”

      Rich laughed at his shade. “Enjoy yourself, Jeff.” He patted him on the back. “And I give you my word. Derrick and I will look after Amber.” He handed me his card. “Call if you need anything.”

      ‘I will need something, and I bet you can deliver,’ I said to myself, then thanked him with an innocent smile as naughty, intrusive thoughts ran through my mind.
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        * * *

      

      The house was a lonely paradise with Uncle Jeff away. Ten weeks of solitude in a mini mansion big enough for a family of five with outdated decorum resembling a beach rental property. But settling in wasn’t as easy as I had imagined. The creaks in the walls, and the wind howling above the skylight in the ceiling above my bed took some getting used to.

      I tossed and turned my first few nights in the fortress, sketching my ideas for the layout of each room until wee hours in the morning, then slept just before daybreak when I could no longer fight the restlessness.

      My first step towards the renovation required tagging the pieces of furniture to place in storage, and jotting down my plan of attack to get Uncle Jeff’s closet organized. He left enough money for me to throw around, comparable to an entry level salary, so adding a bonus to his project wouldn’t dent my purse strings.

      I worked nonstop for days, finally taking a break to enjoy the beach when the sun was at its peak. I tanned on top of the hot sand behind the house, stretched out across a tacky, bright turquoise beach towel I found in the drawer of my room.

      As the cool, saltwater breeze blew my hair freely, I relaxed in the baking heat, rotating my body in the sun until the timer on my phone reminded me to reapply more sunscreen. When it buzzed, I put off going inside and covered myself with a white sarong to walk down the stretch for a view of the houses along the waterfront.

      Carefully, I counted the homes I passed, collecting multicolored seashells when the water pushed and receded above my feet.

      A group of men and women sat under umbrellas when I reached the fifteenth house. The glares from the women were uninviting. The stares from the men—welcoming.

      I stopped in my tracks and pretended to look at my watch for the time, then did a 180.

      “Amber!”
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      The sound of Rich’s deep voice aroused me.

      Quickly, I placed one hand on my shoulder so my arm would cover my hardened nipple, and maneuvered my shoulder bag to cover the other. I turned back around towards the group, and met eyes with Rich, waving for me to come join him.

      He’d visited my dreams damn near every night since the moment we met. Either I was forcing him in them, or he was thinking of me just the same, and cosmically we united where it was safe and not forbidden.

      On most evenings, just before the sun set, I purposely stood on the balcony hoping to catch him strolling by the house.

      ‘Finally, he’ll catch a glimpse of me in this apricot colored bathing suit that blends near invisible against my skin tone. This worked out perfectly.’

      I waved back at him. “I was actually heading back to the house! Nice seeing you,” I said, backtracking down the path of blended footsteps in the sand.

      My speed increased as I trekked backwards. Rich surprised me, and jogged his way next to me escaping the glares and curiosity of his company. Bouncing shirtless at my side, and the breeze from the cool waters blowing his cedarwood scented cologne up my nose, I couldn’t fight the smile bursting inside of me.

      From the looks of him, he was a healthy man approaching middle age. Tight medium build with defining lines in his arms and abs, no tan line on his ring finger, and sexy. Confidently sexy and spry.

      Jogging and barely out of breath, he asked, “Why won’t you join us? I wanted you to meet my son, Derrick.”

      I turned toward his party with my hand above my brows to block the sun. “Which one is he?”

      “He’s at the bar getting a round for everyone. Come back and have a drink. I’ll introduce you to him.”

      “I would love to, but I can’t. I have to get back and sign for a package. Maybe another time.”

      “All work and no play. You’re too young for that.”

      Rich was clueless I had no interest in his son. If he had the power to read my mind when he said the word play, he would stop pressing the issue altogether.

      ‘I have something I want you to play with.’

      The five o’clock shadow of grays prickling from between the black hairs caging his mouth led me to keep the conversation going.

      “What if you bring him by the house tonight? I should be free around eight o’clock.”

      “Sounds good. We’ll see you then.”
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        * * *

      

      Ticks from the clock grew louder as eight o’clock approached. Rich and Derrick arrived with a tray of cheese and a bottle of wine in hand. I giggled to myself thinking, ‘This feels like the beginning of a porno.’

      Derrick did his best to impress me with the aid of his father singing his praises, but I regretted agreeing to meet the younger version of the silver fox—the little boy impressed with himself thanks to his silver spoon.

      We cracked open the bottle, engaged in idle chit chat getting to know each other’s back story, and warmed up to one another with ease. I shared my college experience versus the outcome, and found myself fantasizing how taboo it would be if they both followed me upstairs, and contributed to my checking the box on bucket list item 5—see if a father and son have anything in common between the sheets.

      But the fantasy in my head faded away the more Derrick spoke. He was cute, and looked like a younger version of his dad, but lacked his appeal, distinct voice, and conversational skills. He wasn’t a man. He was phony, and I saw right through his act.

      Rich and I drove the discussion most of the evening, but he never caught on that it was he that captured my interest. I gave away several signals by the way I smiled and stared at him. Asking him redundant questions about his business, and my attentiveness went unnoticed. He continued to brag about Derrick’s app idea in limbo, and insisted we “young folk” go out and enjoy the local nightlife.

      After emptying a bottle of cabernet, I gave up my pursuit.

      “A few friends of mine are getting together tonight for a party. You should come. I can introduce you to everyone.” Derrick kicked out his feet when he rose.

      ‘Khakis.’ I scoffed to myself.

      “Why not—I’ll grab my purse.”
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      Derrick took me to a party full of snobs where he felt superior. His chest stuck out so far it was laughable—commanding attention from his flunkies and rich girls boldly gossiping about me.

      ‘He’s all yours girls. No need to worry about me.’ I laughed to myself.

      It was obvious I wasn’t from those parts, and their stares said I never would be when Derrick introduced me to them. Their cold nature was nothing new to me, and I sort of respected them for it. Plus, I wasn’t interested in fitting in with them, and had less interest in their man of the hour.

      “I’m gonna catch a cab home,” I told Derrick, after thirty minutes of watching him and his buddies bark like dogs, and take group shots at the bar.

      His red eyes glazed over me. “I can’t let you do that. I’ll drive you home.”

      The car was quiet along the way. Uncomfortable by the dead silence and the faint sound of the motor skipping each time he switched gears, my hand rested on the door handle to jump out of the car as soon as we pulled into the neighborhood.

      Derrick sighed at my eagerness to escape him. “I didn’t make a good impression on you, did I?”

      I pressed my lips and raised my brows.

      He placed his hand on my thigh. “Let me take you to lunch tomorrow?”

      I tensed. “Don’t beat yourself up, kid. If I can be honest with you, I would have preferred your father’s company tonight. But neither of you picked up on that.”

      Derrick parked the car in the driveway.

      I tugged the lever and gripped on my clutch bag.

      He reached over me and pulled the door shut. “My dad?” His eyes blinked like flashing cards. “But he’s like…Seriously?”

      “Derrick, you’re a nice young man, but you’re not my type.”

      “Why didn’t you say this before we left?” His voice amplified.

      “Because your father has been pressed for us to meet, and I didn’t know how to say no without being rude to him, I guess.”

      Derrick’s eyes pierced into mine. The side of his mouth curved before he raised his voice even louder.

      “There is no way I’m going to lose a girl like you to my father.” He leaned over and kissed my lips with a gentle force, then let go.

      His hand that was resting on my thigh traveled up my skirt, slow and steady, as he studied my reaction to his advance. I trembled from his touch and exhaled a deep breath from the stirring excitement flowing within me, undecided if I was going to throw him a pity fuck and serve myself from the good deed, or stop him before a nipple made an appearance.

      He pressed his soft lips against mine again, and slipped his tongue inside my mouth. A growing heat between us tempted me to coil my tongue around his, but I pulled back.

      Derrick begged, “Invite me in so I can change your mind.” He slipped his finger inside my panties.

      I parted my legs and let him flicker my clit, then placed his finger where he needed to rub to make me cream.

      Softly he rubbed my g-spot in circles, causing my legs to quaver in the front seat of his truck, slicking his fingers with my essence. My eyes closed as I held my chest, and moaned in sync with the vibration below my hips, fully pleasured from his finger play and vigorous plucking at my center.

      I came in his hands while holding in my breath. Body locked. Still as a statue.

      Then, Derrick opened his mouth and ruined my orgasm. “Come on. Invite me up. I know you’re not thinking about my old man now.”
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      The stimulation between my thighs declined into descent faster than a failed egg drop. My lids opened and I removed his hand, weighing the danger of bruising his ego further as I stared into his desperate baby blues.

      ‘Will this immature boy handle rejection well? Will I have to pepper spray him to get out of his car?’

      Twitching his lips, the spoiled rich kid asked, “What gives? You know you don’t want me to stop.”

      I chose to avoid riling him up further and hid the truth. Instead of confessing that I was thinking about his father while he fingered me, I took the blame.

      “I shouldn’t have let you do that,” I said.

      “But you did. And I know that wet pussy wants me to finish what I started.” He licked his lips.

      I opened the door. “You have a good night,” I said, hopping out of his truck.

      Derrick sped out of the driveway, revving the engine like the showoff I sensed he was. And luckily for me, I didn’t run into him after committing my first faux pas in the playground of the elite.
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        * * *

      

      Work kept me occupied in the day, while loneliness became my best friend at night. The lack of sleep produced ideas for the renovation, so the reorganization of Uncle Jeff’s closet became my first completed task in the house.

      While waiting for artwork and sconces for the walls to be delivered from around the world and across the country, I shopped in local brick and mortar stores a few towns over for rare accent pieces and corner shelves.

      I loaded the few lucky finds I scored from a mom and pop accessory store into my uncle’s truck, then crossed the street to see what hidden gems would catch my eye in a lamp store going out of business.

      The wind chimes above the door dinged when I entered.

      “Everything’s seventy-five percent off!” A voice shouted from behind an oak door.

      “Thank you!” I yelled back, walking towards the floor lamps against the wall.

      As I browsed through the red sticker sales tags on the expensive lamps marked down to a reasonable price, the hairs on my neck prickled when a man’s deep voice pulsated through my body.

      “Need help carrying those to your car?”

      I froze for a second, then twirled around. “How are you?”

      Rich stood behind me, freshly groomed with bits of grey tapered in his goatee.

      “Great. How are you?”

      I smiled in his face. “Pretty good.”

      “I saw you come in here as I was shopping for a new camera lens next door. I figured I would come say hello, and ask how your evening went with Derrick.”

      I folded my arms. “Well, have you asked him?”

      “I did.”

      “And?” A smirk formed on my lips.

      “He said I should ask you.”

      As I stared up at Rich’s green eyes, my lips puckered, and my mouth watered inside.

      “Derrick is a nice boy. He just isn’t my type,” I answered.

      “Hate to hear that. I thought you two woulda hit it off.” He shook his head.

      “Mr. Donovan, I’m not like most millennials. You know how young people today hear a song, and think it’s new when it’s actually a remake?” I placed my finger in my mouth.

      His voice lowered. “Yeah.”

      I gazed deep into his eyes while slowly sliding my finger from between my lips. “Well, I recognize it’s a sample, and I prefer the original over the remix.”

      He whispered my words back to me. “You prefer the original over the remix.”

      “It was good seeing you again, Rich,” I said, luring him in with an inviting lip lick before I walked away.

      The ball shifted into Rich’s court. I’m no begging bitch, so I left it up to him to decide if he wanted to mount this ride.
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      Days went by without a word from Rich. I wondered if he was dense, slow, or simply uninterested, but didn’t fret it too much as the contractor scheduling distracted me night and day.

      From room to room, I tested paint colors, strips of custom geometric wallpaper, and matched them with flooring samples that would mesh well throughout the downstairs. Orders began to roll in and I opened boxes like a kid tearing through gifts on Christmas morning.

      Painters filled the house for a week, coating the walls marine blue and storm cloud grey before the floors were laid to complete the first install of the downstairs project.

      Having not heard a word from Rich, I took my shopping to Beverly Hills to buy more items for the house, and to scope out the inventory of wealthy men closer to the city.

      Quickly, I learned I was surrounded by plastic, superficial people walking around with green juices in one hand, and Birkins in the other. Loads of silver foxes were arm in arm with younger women at most of the upscale stores I bought pieces from, but none of them were comparable to Mr. Donovan. He was my target, and I needed him to catch what I was throwing.

      After swiping away and battling hours of traffic, I returned back to the ‘The Bu’ with loads of plants, candles, luxurious vases, and picture frames, greeted by an overflow of more boxes sitting on the steps.

      Several trips to and from
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binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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