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        Serena

      

      

      

      They called them the Filthy Rich Players. A group of guys so far up their own asses they could see daylight.

      My job? To expose them for the embarrassment they were.

      I’d been given an exclusive expose for Revealed, the glossy women’s magazine I worked for. Revealed was my life. The magazine focused on the topics women REALLY wanted to know about, like how to please a man in bed, how to land a billionaire, and the secret lives of celebrities and social climbers. There were all those other glossies out there campaigning for women’s rights and debating the most popular current shade of blue for fashion, and that was great. Those things had their place in the world of glossies and I enjoyed reading them on my downtime. But let’s be honest, lots of women just wanted down and dirty gossip and that’s what Revealed was about. Not one member of our editorial team was named. We all worked behind the scenes and signed non-disclosure agreements. It was like being a spy; I adored it.

      So from the following Monday, I would be on the staff of the Malibu Dream, a boutique hotel on the oceanfront of Carbon Beach, home of the ultra-rich. Nicknamed ‘Billionaires’ Beach’, Carbon Beach was home to movie and music moguls, art collectors, actors and actresses; and their children, four of which were the Players. The lowdown was that they liked to hook up with any new females in the area and then compared notes on how they were in bed. They gave all the women a score out of ten. One of those women had contacted the magazine. It was a story too good not to investigate and something that could potentially create a shitstorm around those who lived in Carbon Beach.

      I looked over the documents I had been sent about each ‘target’ and wrote notes on the main points in my moleskin.

      

      Carter Cole

      Age 26

      Son of actor Ross Parish and actress Linda Cannon

      Interests: Surfing

      Notable information: Has tried to break Hollywood himself several times and failed. Small walk ons as a child.

      

      I checked out his photograph.

      Carter had sandy-blond hair, chiseled cheeks and a pointed, defined chin. He was drop-dead gorgeous, and I could see why the women of Malibu fell at his feet.

      

      Flynn Kelly

      Age 25

      Son of art collector Saxton Welsh - mother Lily Welsh (divorced 2015)

      Interests: photography

      Notable information:  Past long-term girlfriend from 2010-2015, Rose O’Hara (British model)

      

      Flynn was blessed with dark brown hair and the bluest eyes. He was tall and slim, and his gaze seemed to pierce through the photograph.

      

      Smith Henderson

      Age 24

      Son of entrepreneur Bill Henderson

      Interests: women

      Notable information:  Mother was a surrogate, identity unknown.

      

      Smith was also blond though his was almost platinum. His hair was short and spiked on the top of his head. He kept a dusting of stubble on his chin. On the photograph he had been pictured leaving a club, an arrogant look on his face.

      

      Jayden Bryant

      Age 27

      Son of movie producer Felicia Bryant and business analyst John Bryant

      Interests: parties.

      Notable information: Mother was part of reality series set in Malibu and Jayden featured from a young age.

      

      Jayden had coffee-colored skin, large chocolate brown eyes and kept his dark hair shaved close to his skull like a shadow. He looked like a bad boy, just like Smith. Those two looked like they'd be a dangerous duo.

      Well, soon I would see for myself. All I needed to do now was pack ready for my next adventure.
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        * * *

      

      My next step was to meet with Leonie, the woman who had approached the magazine, so that I could glean as much information from her as I could. Leonie had already signed legal documents to confirm that she wouldn’t reveal either my identity or that she’d even met with us to discuss the article. For that purpose, I met with her in a hotel in Malibu I’d booked just for one evening near to Surfrider Beach.

      A knock came to my door. Looking through the spyhole it revealed a nervous looking brunette. It was time to put her out of her misery. I opened the door.

      “Hey, you must be Leonie, right? Come in, I’m Serena.” I didn’t give her my surname. She didn’t need it. I gestured through to my living room area. “Take a seat. Would you like a drink at all? Wine, coffee, water?”

      Leonie bit her bottom lip. “I’m okay but thank you for asking.”

      I tilted my head and raised my right eyebrow in her direction. “You sure? Talking is thirsty work and I’m opening a bottle of wine. It’s 5 o’clock somewhere, yeah?” I laughed, and she gave a nervous giggle in reply. I checked the clock. It was 3:23 pm. If I could get her out of here for 5pm, I could treat myself to a burger somewhere overlooking the surf.

      “Okay, I’ll have a glass.” She agreed. “Just a small one.”

      Of course, the main reason I wanted her to drink wine was because I wanted to loosen her tongue. I required as much information as possible on these guys. The truth was, I hoped that a top expose might take me up the Revealed food chain, and I was looking for a promotion, a bigger salary, and a larger apartment. I lived in Manhattan in a room-share and desperately wanted a place of my own.

      Leonie had taken a seat on the couch and so I took the chair adjacent to her. I didn’t want her to feel like she was being interviewed—I wanted her to chat to me like a friend or confidante—so to start with I asked her about where she bought her shoes, moved onto what she did for a job (she was now a housekeeper in Bel Air), and then asked her about life in Malibu.

      When I’d first arrived and seen the beach view it had taken my breath away. Stunning views of the Pacific Ocean greeted me, and I couldn’t help but compare it to my city life in New York. These places were worlds apart, well, apart from the fact that billionaires liked to play in both.

      When we were on our second glass of wine, I placed my notebook open on my lap, picked up a pen and started asking questions.

      “So, let me just go over the notes I have and you can add anything else you’d like to at that point. Of course, none of what you tell me is going in my report. I want to reassure you that there is nothing that will connect you to my expose, it just helps me to work out the best way to approach this.”

      “Okay,” she answered.

      “So, let’s take this right back to the beginning. You were working as a masseuse at the spa in The Malibu Dream and Smith Henderson booked in?

      Leonie swallowed before speaking. “Yes. I asked him what he wanted me to concentrate on and he said he was feeling tense around his neck and shoulders.”

      “Right. And during this massage, did Smith come on to you in any way?”

      “No. He was so lovely and charming and left me a huge tip.”

      I wanted to make a quip about his huge tip, but I refrained.

      “So then what happened?”

      “Next, he sent me a bouquet of flowers and the card said thank you and would I like to have a drink with him? Would I like to have a drink with a jaw droppingly good looking rich man? That took me about three seconds of thinking. I called the number he’d left on the card and we arranged a date. He booked a room at the hotel and after we ate, he took me there. It was such a reality check seeing the room he’d paid for. His world was way beyond mine. We had sex and then the next day he just said thank you and I could use the shower, then he left.”

      “Bastard.”

      Leonie shrugged. “I didn’t see it that way. I wasn’t in his league. I didn’t expect to see him again other than maybe at the spa again. Anyhow, a week or so later I got chatting to a guy down at Surfrider Beach. He had sandy-blond hair, sunkissed skin and the most perfect white teeth. He shouted me a burger and fries and asked me on a date. He told me he usually worked at a restaurant around the corner. I believed him.” She looked at the floor.

      “And this was Carter, right? Carter Cole?”

      “Yes. He charmed me. The guy was so utterly captivating that when he asked me to sleep with him, I couldn’t resist. He came back with me to my small apartment. When I woke the next day, he’d left, and I didn’t see him again until I saw a newspaper photograph of his family. Carter Cole, son of the famous acting duo Linda and Ross. I used to watch the comedy they were in with my mom when I was growing up.” She took a large slug of wine and I took the opportunity to lean over and refill her glass.

      “You’d think I wouldn’t be stupid enough to sleep with two more men, but I like sex and I was here in Malibu hoping to meet a rich husband. I’d be lying to say otherwise.”

      “Your honesty is refreshing, and I judge no one on who they sleep with,” I said.

      “Do you have a boyfriend?” she asked me, then a panicked look crossed her face. “Sorry, that’s none of my business.”

      I waved her off. “It’s fine, we’re chatting. No, I don’t. They haven’t made one that’s right for me yet. My friends say I’m too demanding with my choices, and I should settle, but that won’t happen anytime soon. I’m not where I want to be in life yet. I’m only twenty-five and boyfriends can wait.”

      Leonie nodded. “Well, I’m now twenty-nine and still looking.”

      “Hey, girl, you’ll find somebody.” I reassured her. “You ought to come to Manhattan. Plenty of rich men to choose from there.”

      “I might just do that,” she replied. “I’ve had it with this place.”

      “So, the other two. What happened next?”

      “I met Jayden at a friend’s party. I knew who he was, and I got completely drunk and went up to one of the guest rooms with him. He dropped me off home afterward.” She licked over her front teeth. “I guess he could have just left me in the room, but he didn’t.”

      “And what about Flynn? How did you meet him?” Out of all the four men, Flynn seemed the least likely to mess her around. He was the one that had managed a steady relationship.

      “Huh. I bumped into him on the street and he asked to take my photo.” She shook her head. “I was so naïve. I’ve seen his photos. He’s good. He shares them on social media. I thought, he thinks I’m pretty, he wants to take my picture. We went back to his place. Christ, that place was huge. Well, his parents’ place, not his place because every one of the four still live at home. How pathetic.” She finished off glass number three. She was talking freely now, so I didn’t open another bottle.

      “He says he wants to capture me naked, and well, one thing led to another. We had sex on what was apparently his stepmother’s favorite rug. He filmed it and we watched it back after and fucked a second time. I asked him to delete it and he promised he would. I’d got carried away in the moment and regretted letting him film us. He said he wanted to see me again, and we arranged for me to meet him at a gallery.” Her voice dulled. “I was so excited. I thought he would show my picture.”

      “But that didn’t happen?”

      “Not like I imagined. I got there, and the gallery was closed. But the doorman welcomed me in and directed me to the studio. When I went in there, I was on the walls all right. Picture after picture of us having sex. I never agreed to that.”

      My fingers tightened on the chair. “That is not okay.”

      “And there they all were, sat on chairs at the far end of the gallery: Jayden, Flynn, Carter, and Smith. They’d set out a chair for me. It was like an interview.”

      I couldn’t imagine being in Leonie’s shoes, but I tried. I tried to picture the humiliation of seeing your body in the throes of passion all over the walls. Yet instead of being horrified by the thought, I was excited. But I knew in the context of her humiliation it was not erotic.

      “They told me I’d been an experiment. That they’d wanted to share a woman and see what they thought. But that I wasn’t right for them. That they were sorry they’d messed me around, but I didn’t match them sexually. I wasn’t the right fit. Smith actually said I was a six out of ten for them. That was the final straw. They offered me a check for two thousand dollars. Said they knew I was struggling, and they’d like to help. I felt like a prostitute.”

      “So you didn’t take the check?”

      “You bet I took the check. Two thousand dollars was a lot of money to me. I used a chunk of it to get me the hell out of Malibu. I’ve been living and working in Bel Air since then, as a housekeeper to a wealthy couple. When they go out, I pretend their house is mine. I’m pathetic, aren’t I?”

      I reached over and put my hand across hers. “No, you aren’t pathetic. Who could have ever known what those four men’s plans were? It’s not normal behavior for anyone. It appears to me that they are so very rich and pampered they think they can do what they like. Well, you leave it to me. I’m going to find out exactly what their game is and expose it to our readership.”

      Leonie’s eyes looked glassy. “Thank you. I don’t want anyone else to go through what I did—although they probably already have.”

      “I’ve got to work out my plan but seeing as I’m new in the area I’m guessing they’ll come to me, rather than me having to accidentally on purpose bump into them.”

      “Oh they’ll come find you all right, and then they’ll try to test you. How will you manage that? Surely you won’t sleep with them to get a story?”

      “I have my means, don’t you worry.” I told her, and my means were that I’d consider anything I needed to in order to get that story told. Screwing four handsome men to save other women from their pathetic hands? Call it a public service, and if orgasms happened, well I’d call that my bonus payment.

      “Okay. I have what I need here,” I told Leonie. “And I don’t know about you but my stomach is telling me that all that wine needs mopping up with a real nice burger. Fancy showing me that place you visited down near the beach and then afterward giving me a little guided tour of the area?”

      “Sure. I have to travel back around eight, but until then, I’m all yours.”
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        * * *

      

      We ate and chatted some more. Leonie was a lovely woman but with deluded stars in her eyes. Her mother hadn’t had a lot of money and had told Leonie to find a rich husband. She said she’d originally thought of trying to find work in the Hollywood Hills but soon realized lots of women had the same idea, so she’d relocated her dreams to Malibu. Now she was trying Bel Air and hoping that a single or divorced friend of the couple she was working for would whisk her away like in a fairytale. In the meantime, I would have placed a bet that she’d missed out on real love, ignoring the genuine men who wanted to date her. Now she was panicking about reaching the dreaded 3-0. She made me glad to be me. I didn’t have 30 hot on my heels, but neither did I feel any pressure to settle down with one man. Why settle for one course when you could have a buffet? By the time Leonie was ready to leave, I was glad. She was a nice woman, and I didn’t want to say anything to her I’d regret. It wasn’t my place to advise her on her life choices.

      I shook her hand and reassured her I would make sure every one of those four men felt put on public display, judged and humiliated, just as she had done.

      Then I went back to my room and hit the sack ready for an early start the next day when I’d be moving into staff quarters at the hotel. I was sure the room wouldn’t be half as nice as this one, so I snuggled down under the comforter making the most of it. Butterflies flickered around my stomach and I realized I was ridiculously excited about this job. I wondered who I’d meet first? Maybe I'd score them out of ten too and see how they liked it?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Carter

      

      

      

      My mouth was busy between Jacqui’s legs. I licked my tongue up her crease, listening to the moans escaping her mouth. Picking up my pace, I feasted on her nub until she was almost ready to explode.

      Moving away from her pussy, I gave Flynn a nod to see if he was ready to fuck her, but he shook his head.

      Goddamn it.

      I finished her off with my mouth and then made some bullshit up about not feeling great and could we end it and call her another time.

      When Jacqui had left, I glared at him.

      “So what’s up with this one?”

      Flynn scowled at me. “She made the most stupid noises when she was excited. If they annoyed me now, what would they do years down the line?”

      My nostrils flared. “I’m going to brush my teeth. Then I think it’s time to call an emergency meeting.”
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        * * *

      

      Jayden and Smith arrived at my place within the hour. Well, it wasn’t my place, it was my parents', but each of the four of us still lived with our parents, having our own large suites.  There had been no reason to move. The four of us had grown up together, schooled together—albeit in different years—and passed women between us. We also had a deep, dark secret that only we and our families knew. It made us tight. I know that made it sound like we were some kind of fraternity who lived up to our nicknames of the Filthy Rich Players, but the truth was we’d realized we’d be happier if we got to share one perfect woman between us.

      The problem was we couldn’t find one.

      The four of us were so close that when we’d dated separately, girlfriends ended up causing trouble. Like with Flynn. He’d really struggled to juggle us with his long-term relationship, and it was after that ended that we had an idea. If we could find one woman that we all liked, and who wanted four men all to herself, then problem solved. No one trying to take us away from each other and we’d have one completely satisfied woman—how could she be anything else?

      I opened a bottle of Jack Daniels while the guys got comfortable.

      “So, Jacqui’s a bust,” I told the others.

      “What? I thought she was a firecracker,” Jayden said.

      “She didn’t do a lot for me,” Smith added.

      “Well, we’re back to square one because Flynn didn’t like the noises she made. Do we think finding someone is in any way realistic now? Maybe we should go back to dating the usual way and forget the idea.” I sighed.

      “How long we been doing this now for? Eighteen months? We’re getting a reputation for playing women and dumping them. If we carry on ain’t no women gonna want to come anywhere near us, never mind around our dicks.” Jayden’s gaze met ours in turn.

      “So what are we going to do?” I asked them.

      Flynn’s intense stare met my own. If you didn’t know him, you’d think he was trying to read your mind or make you feel inferior, but it was just those blue eyes. He was the calmest of all of us, the most easygoing. “I think instead of us choosing a woman in turn to try to date and it all going wrong, we should find and get to know someone, all of us, before we even think of asking them out. If our personalities were a match we’re halfway there and I don’t know, maybe we can interview their old lovers or something to get an idea of what they might be like in bed? In any event I think first we all find one person that doesn’t make at least one of us want to drown ourselves in the infinity pool.”

      I looked around at the others. “What’s everyone else’s thoughts on that?”

      Smith and Jayden shrugged.

      “Okay then. Last chance, as far as I’m concerned to go for our ideal lifestyle. It’s time for a week of getting to know more women in Malibu, doing a little flirting, and then we report back this time next week and see if we’re coming up with the same names? Sound good?”

      The group agreed, so we moved onto a few games of poker.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      There wasn't much I couldn't have in my life. I know that made me sound like a jerk, but it was the truth. My parents were billionaires. Famous A-listers, they went from being a couple who fell in love on a comedy show—both on-screen and offscreen—to a complete brand of their own. My mother now ran a whole beauty and fitness empire and had a clothing range, and my father was now a movie director with shares in the merchandising company that provided merch for all his movies. They didn’t need to work but were workaholics, vacationing at their home here in Carbon Beach when they got too strung out and needed a timeout. The rest of the year it was mine.

      All four of us were single children which was another reason why we bonded together. It was hard when your parents were obscenely rich to find people who understood what that was like. Mainly we attracted hangers on—people who pretended they wanted to be friends, but really wanted money to launch some get rich scheme they had in their minds. The only genuine people I had ever met—who I’d lay my life on the line for—were the other three guys. It took a lot for bros to admit they'd miss the shit out of each other, but at the times when we’d dated, that’s how it had felt. It had been a drunken night over a year ago that had led to the search for one woman.

      We’d been at Jayden’s and he’d been hosting a pool party. The four of us had gathered at the back watching everyone cut loose and he’d said, “Anyone else get sick of this scene? There’s gotta be more to life, right, than party until dawn?”

      We’d looked at him, mouths open. What was he saying? Had he had enough of Malibu?

      As if he’d read my thoughts, he’d turned to me. “It’s wondering which chicks actually dig me, or which have come to say they partied with Jayden Bryant and just want to post shit on Instagram. Sometimes it gets me down instead of giving me a high like parties are supposed to. Look at us, we’re supposed to be enjoying ourselves. Instead, we’re stood at the back like teams are being picked and we’re the ones no one wants.”

      “We’re bored,” Flynn stated. “That’s why we’re not joining in. It’s the same old, same old. And if we’re bored now, how are we going to feel later in life? We need something new.”

      “What we need,” said Jayden. “Is our own party. Women just for us.”

      “But they cause trouble between us.” Smith said. “Unless we can find like four best friends, or sisters or something, that would be happy with the four of us.”

      “Or one woman.” Jayden said, his face lighting up. “One woman who’d be willing to share. No jealousy. We just love her as much as we can between us. We’ve done threesomes before. I have no problem with seeing any of your dicks, dudes. We could do quads, quints, whatever she or we wanted.”

      “One woman. We share one woman?” Smith verified.

      “Yeah, and when we want babies, we play Russian roulette and see whose jizz hits the target. Our woman would be spoiled, our children spoiled. They’d have four partners and the babies would have four daddies. It wouldn’t be like our childhoods when we got left or dragged around with nannies and wondered who the fuck the strange people who said they were our parents were.”

      We’d nodded our heads at this. It was the damn truth. “This way at least one of us could always be around.”

      I waited for one of the guys to say this was the stupidest idea he’d ever heard. But that didn’t happen. We all went silent, having gone deep into our own thoughts.

      “We could give it a try,” Flynn said. “What’s to lose?”

      And that was the start of our hunt for a woman to share our lives.

      We’d find someone individually, date them and then leave them hanging. Then one of the others would seek them out and do the same. We rarely got beyond two of us having dated them before something went wrong. Someone didn’t like how the woman talked, or how they ate, or how they spoke.

      There had only been one woman who’d gotten to sleep with all four of us—who’d almost been the one—Leonie. But we’d realized we would have been settling. Sexually, she didn’t light us on fire. We’d been tempted because she had been such a lovely woman and it was the first one we’d all liked. But at the eleventh hour we realized we’d have been making a mistake.

      Then Smith fucked things up beyond redemption anyhow.

      To be honest though, we should have pulled away when we found out she didn't like Twilight or Buffy the Vampire Slayer.

      It was a red flag when four vampires were considering being your husbands.
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        * * *

      

      Yes, that was the dark secret we shared. Our parents were all vampires, and we were the only children of each. It was rare that vampires sired more than one child biologically and so the other advantage to sharing a woman was the prospect of more than one child. We lived on blood, though sex came a close second in terms of sustenance. Sex and blood, well that was just the icing on the cake. We wouldn’t age beyond thirty. Of course, the rich and famous were surrounded by the best plastic surgeons, beauticians, stylists. Lack of aging could be given an excuse and many of our kind used a long-term glamor so that humans saw an older person and not the real face of the vampire.

      The four of us were brothers through everything but biology and we’d decided nothing would delight us more than to settle in our own nest with the woman of our dreams. We would, however, need to turn her and that was the point that so far, we had been unable to get past. We needed a highly sexual woman with almost addictive needs in the bedroom and who wouldn’t run a mile when the love bite she got actually punctured her skin.
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        * * *

      

      But now here we found ourselves. Giving it one last shot before we decided it was never going to happen. Honestly, I was really into finding someone to settle down with. My childhood had been chaotic. As the child of two of the most loved actors on television, cameras had followed our every move. The hysteria everywhere my parents went had been terrifying. Bodyguards holding people back who wanted to touch them, to touch me. They felt like they knew us personally. My mother would carry me and then would get me to put my head inside her coat, away from the flashing lights. I’d realize later that she only did it if it was a good photo opportunity and her concern for my eyesight and fear of the crowds didn’t really appear all that genuine when she’d organized it in the first place. As I got older, I was given the part of their child in the sitcom. Like with most comedies the child only appeared now and again when relevant to the plot. Then a kidnapping threat had led to the producers saying I could no longer be their on-screen child. It was too dangerous. I’d been offered other acting roles as a child and could have gone on to be a child actor, but instead my parents banned me from doing so and once the comedy they were in came to a natural close after eleven seasons, my mother started her lifestyle brand. Yes, my vampire mother used a glamor to sell her cosmetics and skincare products. She actually made herself look older but still in prime condition and she made obscene money. My father got the lead role in a cop drama before moving into directing the series and then moved into directing movies himself.

      But he wouldn’t give me a part. He said my being his son wasn’t going to make him give me a break into acting. That I had to make my own way, and he made sure his fellow businessmen knew his feelings on the subject. Which meant getting into acting hadn’t happened for me. Either people felt taking on Carter Cole, as I’d changed my surname to, was too much of a risk with my player reputation, or they knew my parents. So instead, I spent my days surfing and my nights partying. What else was there to do but enjoy myself? One thing my parents did do was to make sure I had enough funds at my disposal to want for absolutely nothing.

      I was also lucky that they’d stayed together. They had one of the most enduring marriages in showbiz and they did love me, had shown me their love. Only they just hadn’t been around a lot. I guessed that was why the idea of one woman and whatever number of children we might be blessed with, being cared for by the four of us, appealed. There would always be love and there would always be someone there as a parent. I knew what it was like to be without.

      I hit the sack, kicking off my clothes and throwing them into the antique chair near the desk in my room. Staff would pick them up the next day and launder them.

      I climbed under my comforter and jerked off to the thoughts of fucking Jacqui, something I’d not been able to do in real life with Flynn sitting there looking bored. In my imagination she was eager for my cock. If things didn’t work out with our shared woman idea, then I might just give Jacqui another call.
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        * * *

      

      The next morning, I rose and went into the kitchen where our cook served me my protein shake and waffles, before leaving me in peace. No, we did not sleep through the day and my protein shake had a mixture of blood and the other nutrients needed to keep me as healthy as possible. Staci, our cook, had been with my parents for years. Her husband Taylor was our security guy. Both were also vampires. I could feel the call of the surf and so I quickly swallowed my breakfast and changed into my board shorts before heading down to Surfrider Beach.

      I rode the waves for a while and after drying myself down with a large towel, I handed in my surfboard and headed to the beach cafe for one of their delicious burgers and a soda. Surfing was thirsty work.

      My cock perked up as soon as I got through the door because sat at one of the booths was the most gorgeous woman I had ever seen and believe me there were some hot babes in the Bu. I felt my fangs tingle. Something about the way this woman carried herself spoke straight to my dick. Sitting relaxed, her gaze moved between her drink and the surf. She had a jotter and pen with her and would casually make a note in it. She was so caught up in what she was doing that she’d not noticed me place my food order or be delivered my drink. It was rare I got ignored in here.

      So, intrigued, I picked up my drink and walked over to her, stood right opposite her and said, “Is this seat taken?”

      I wasn’t expecting her to startle and knock over her drink. Warm coffee hit the front of my board shorts as she swept a hand up to that perfect pouted mouth and said, “Oh shit.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER THREE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Serena

      

      

      
      There I was making notes in my jotter, gazing at the surf and wondering how I could get an ‘in’ with the Players when one of those very men appeared in front of me like Aladdin’s genie.

      And a man he most certainly was. I thought he’d looked good on his photograph, but that failed to capture the inbuilt charisma of the man himself. He had the X-factor that was for sure. No one judging him would buzz him off stage. His face was sun-kissed, no doubt from hours spent at the beach. In fact, his presence was so blinding I knocked my coffee over, which splashed straight onto his board shorts, coating his crotch in a dark liquid which I watched drip off—every last drop.

      Eyes up, Serena.

      “Oh, shit.” I exclaimed, whipping my still dry, thank God, moleskin off the table and stuffing it into my purse.

      “Hold up, I’ll get a cloth,” he said and left me for a moment. It gave me a minute to compose myself. Don’t fuck this up, Serena, you can start the game.

      I began my act the moment he returned to the table. “Thank you so much,” I gushed at him. “Sorry. I’m not usually this careless. I was just staring at the surf. It’s so beautiful.”

      “It sure is,” he said, stopping his mopping up of the table and staring directly into my eyes. “You surf?”

      “Oh no. I can barely swim,” I lied. “Trying that would scare me to death. Do you?” I asked.

      “Every day if I can. It’s where I feel most at home.” I could tell from his expression that this statement was honest and straight from the heart. He smiled and held out a hand to me. “Carter Cole.”

      “Serena Ripley.” I’d assumed a new surname for my employment here in Malibu and thought giving myself the surname of The Talented Mr. Ripley was a touch of irony.

      “I’ve not seen you around here before?” There was an inflection at the end of his sentence and he waited for me to fill in the gap in his knowledge.

      “I just arrived yesterday. I’m from New York, but I’ve come to work at The Malibu Dream as their new conference and event Manager.” I filled him in on my make-believe backstory. How I wanted to spend some time at the beach and this seemed as good a way as any. How I’d wanted to escape the city for a while.

      “Well, I doubt you’ll ever want to leave,” he told me. “Now I know this is forward of me, but can I get you another coffee and sit and chat to you a while? Only I’m feeling kinda lonely today.”

      Oh, he was full of charm all right, giving me that touch of vulnerability in his gaze. The man was a total player.

      “That would be lovely,” I simpered. “I have no plans for today. My new job doesn't start until tomorrow.”

      He went to the counter and ordered while I quickly took my compact from my purse and checked my appearance over. I didn’t want him remembering me as someone with syrup on the end of my nose or something worse.

      “Coffees will be here shortly,” he said taking a seat opposite me. He was tall and muscular, and he filled the space opposite me. It seriously was like a Greek God had come visiting and sat in front of me. Maybe Neptune had come to earth?

      Remember why you are here and that he’s a total bastard, I told my brain, and my traitorous core which was feeling damp, and I’d not been hit by spilled coffee.

      “So, have you been to Malibu before?”

      “No. I’ve not traveled beyond New York before. I’ve lived quite a sheltered life to be honest.” I was going to be struck by lightning for all these lies. “My long-term relationship with my high school boyfriend fizzled out, and I decided to spread my wings a little, try new experiences. I kinda thought I'd pick somewhere totally different, but somewhere I could do the same type of job as hotel work is all I know, and so, well, I picked here. I figured if I didn’t like it, I could just move someplace else.”

      “You’ll not want to move. It’s like heaven on earth here.”

      “So, what do you do?” I asked him.

      “I surf.” He laughed. “To be honest, I don’t do a lot. I’m Ross Parish and Linda Cannon’s son. Their only child.”

      I looked at him blankly. It was killing me not to laugh.

      “From the series 'Couples?'” he pressed, watching my reaction.

      “Oh. I heard of that. I think my parents might have watched it? But it’s before my time." I drew in my brows. "So, what does that have to do with you not having a job? Do they not want you to work?”

      “They’re rich, beyond comprehension rich, so I don’t have to work.” He looked at my unimpressed face and carried on talking. “I’ve tried to get work, I enjoy acting myself. But it has proved difficult. I’m not taken seriously because of who I am.”

      “So have you tried doing another job where you are taken seriously?” I pressed on, enjoying watching him squirm under my gaze.

      “Well, no.”

      “So, you surf all day and don’t try to achieve anything in life? Sounds kinda dull.” I took a sip of my coffee.

      “I have friends. Best friends. We all grew up in Carbon Beach. They’re like family. We’re all so similar. We hang around together. It’s not a bad life.” He smiled. “And you know, why work when you can play all day?”

      “I wouldn’t know. I’ve had to work ever since I left school and had jobs before that too to help my family.” I swiped my purse off the table. “Sounds a good gig if you can get it, but please don’t insult me by saying you can’t get a job because of who you are. Anyone can get a job. Maybe you’d have to come down from that high pedestal you seem to be sat on, but it’s not impossible. I need to go,” I told him.

      He reached over and grabbed my hand. “I’m sorry,” he said. Words I wasn’t expecting from him. “I guess I don’t know how to be. You see I’ve never not had money, privilege.”

      I scowled but stood still.

      “Please sit back down. Look, having you as a friend would be good for me. You can advise me, help me to not come across as so ‘privileged’.” He pouted. “Please?”

      I retook my seat. “Fine. But just remember you’re in the position you’re in because of your parents, right? Not because of anything you’ve achieved for yourself.”

      “Ouch,” he said, clutching his chest. “You’re a mean girl.”

      “Just honest,” I told him.

      “Yeah, well be careful here in Malibu, because people don’t tend to stay that way.” He gazed out of the window into the distance. “I’m lucky. Although my parents are wealthy, they’ve done their best to be normal people, normal parents.” He paused. “Maybe not your idea of normal, but for Hollywood’s elite, they’ve done a great job.” He stared into my eyes. “There are many people to watch out for here and you’re fresh meat. Be careful.”

      I wanted to laugh. I wanted to clutch my stomach and ask him if he was for real because I was here as I’d been told he was exactly one of those people.

      Now I was intrigued. Was he really a very good actor who should get an Oscar for his current performance, never mind not being able to find work as one? Or was something not adding up from Leonie’s story? Well, that’s why I was here, so I might as well make the most of my current opportunity.

      “So, I think I’m going to order a burger? What do you recommend?” I asked him. “And do you want another drink or anything to eat? This time they’re on me, rich boy.”
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        * * *

      

      When I returned to the table, Carter told me how he’d lived here for years. How he was settled here, and that even if he did find work, he never wanted to move away from either Carbon Beach or his friends.

      “I have to say, you and your friends, it sounds very unique,” I said. “You know, how you’re all so close. Are you like together?” I pushed it. “Sexually, I mean?”

      His face flushed. “Whoa, you don’t hold back, do you? In this industry, it’s hard to trust people.” He sat back and laughed. “My god. I just realized that here I am gossiping away to you. Someone I’ve only just met. You must think I’m crazy. I’m starting to think I am. I don’t normally overshare like this.”

      “Hey, I must have an understanding looking face.”

      “You must.” He laughed again. “Anyway, no.” He paused. “If I tell you something, do you promise not to be shocked?”

      I shrugged my shoulders. “How can I promise that if I don’t know what you’re going to tell me?”

      “True,” he said, and I watched as he bit his lip as if trying to stop himself from talking any further. “Sometimes we’ve shared women. Like threesomes and stuff. We haven’t done anything with each other.”

      “Right. Well, I should imagine that’s quite usual behavior among the elite. I read it in the papers all the time. You know. Bored celebrities looking for kicks. So they do drugs and seek sexual highs.”

      “None of us do drugs.” He glared at me. “Never have. One of us had an almost addiction with booze. It’s not a secret. I’m not betraying his confidence telling you this. But no drugs, and no non-consenting women either.”

      No, you just destroy their confidence afterwards by rating them sexually and telling them they’re not good enough. I decided these guys were so far removed from the real world they probably had no idea of how cruel they were.

      “Well, that’s your business, not mine. You don’t need my approval.”

      “And yet somehow I want it. You intrigue me, Serena. I can’t put my finger on it.”

      “Maybe it's because I don’t fall for any BS.” I sat back as the waitress delivered my burger and our drinks. She asked if we needed anything else and left after we said no.

      He nodded his head very slowly. “Maybe.”

      I took a bite out of my burger. It was so damn tasty, I could see this becoming an addiction of my own. I’d better get my daily running routine underway, or I would put on weight fast.

      I decided to change the subject. “So, do you know The Dream? Is it a nice place?”

      “The best,” he told me. “We eat there a lot. Their restaurant is phenomenal, and also, we’re members of the health club and the sports club. As residents in the area, we can use the facilities.”

      “I guess it doesn’t hurt to have Carter Cole and his famous friends hanging around the place,” I dissed.

      “You’re very cynical you know.” Carter scratched his chin. “I’m going to have to work hard on my reputation, so you realize I'm a nice guy. I’ll make sure my friends stop by The Dream and introduce themselves.”

      “As long as they don’t distract me from my job and get me
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