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HELLFIRE CLUB: DEFLOWERED AT THE GENTLEMEN'S CLUB BY MY FATHER'S BEST FRIEND, THE BILLIONAIRE


WHEN MY FATHER, Hubert, came into my room with a stern face and wordlessly placed his smartphone on the table in front of me, I immediately understood that I had a huge problem. I didn't even need to look at the pictures on the phone's screen to know what was on it: I had been to a party with my girlfriends last weekend and had had one or two drinks too many. Then someone had taken pictures, which I was already only half aware of. And they had now popped up somewhere on social media.

I let my eyes glide briefly over the photos. In the first one, I was laughing and holding an empty cocktail glass with a glazed look in my eyes. My top had slipped down a little too low, so that more of my neckline was visible than usual. 

In the next photo, I was lying in the arms of some guy, laughing—Thomas was his name. I had met him that night. His right hand was on my ass and he was squeezing it while winking at the camera. Of course, I immediately realized the problem my father, who was a pastor of an evangelical church, had with these photos. Although nothing had happened, really. Thomas and I had just been making out a little. Okay, there had been some petting too, but that was all.

I looked back from the phone to my father. He raised his eyebrows and looked at me sternly, waiting for an explanation. I was already eighteen, so he couldn't forbid me from going to parties if I wanted to. But I knew he didn't like it at all when I did. And what he literally hated was when I let myself go at it like I had last weekend. After all, I had been drinking, even though I wasn’t 21 yet. Thomas had bought the drinks for me. In a way, I understood my father—he was a pastor, and I was sure he was worried about what the members of his congregation would think if their pastor's daughter was living a lifestyle that was so at odds with the values he stood for.

"Well? What do you have to say to that, Deborah?" asked my father with barely suppressed anger in his voice.

"I'm sorry, Dad. I just let myself go a little too much. I didn't really want to drink anything, but then one of the guys bought me a drink, and I didn't want to say no."

"Suppose I were to accept this dubious explanation," my father replied gruffly. "That still doesn't explain your outfit." With a vague gesture and an almost disgusted look on his face, he pointed to the first photo, on which I was wearing that skimpy top which had slipped down a little.

"But Dad, lots of young women my age dress like that. It's perfectly normal! Besides, I'm old enough to decide for myself what to wear. I'm an adult, even though you may not want to see that!"

I winced when his fist crashed down on the desk at which I was sitting, studying for my SAT exam.

"An adult? On paper you may be, but looking at the way you’ve been behaving lately, you appear anything but adult to me, young lady!" 

Behind my father, the sharp features of Mateo suddenly appeared in the doorway. Mateo was my father's best friend. He was also the biggest sponsor of our church. He had probably dropped by my father's today to discuss some business. He came from a wealthy Italian family and had to be about my father's age—about 40. And he was a billionaire. He'd made his fortune in the dot-com hype of the early 2000s. Very early on, he had bought shares in a number of Internet companies when they were really cheap, and then sold them again just before the crash, when the bubble was at its peak. 

I liked Mateo—unlike my father, he never got upset and, in his calm way, always kept control of every situation. This calm self-confidence alone would have been enough to make me swoon over him. But on top of that, there were his damn good looks, which made me wax in his hands every time I met him. He was tall, too—almost one head taller than my father.

 He wore his thick, half-length, black hair loose, which, along with his sleek black suit and three-day stubble, made him look a bit like a rock musician. A hint of gray showed at his temples and in his beard. His tailored suit accentuated the masculine, angular, and muscular contours of his body really well.

Mateo now put a soothing hand on my father's shoulder. "Don't be so hard on the girl," he said in his full bass voice, and a pleasant shiver ran through me at its soothing sound. "Your daughter is a grown-up young woman who wants to live her own life. Part of that is trying things out and, of course, going overboard sometimes. That's perfectly normal. Don't punish her for loving life."

"Loving life..." my father snorted. But the fact that Mateo was on my side made him rein himself in a bit. "Loving sin, you might say as well!" Turning back to me, he continued, "And not to mention: you still live in my house! And in my house, I make the rules! ”

Anger rose in me. Wasn’t it he himself who had insisted that I stay at home and not move into a dormitory on campus? Even though I myself would have much preferred the dormitory. Staying at home was cheaper, he said, but it was obvious to me that he just wanted to keep an eye on me and to keep subjecting me to his never-ending compulsion to control. He was unable to look at me as anything but the innocent little girl I had long since ceased to be. That was his problem. And now he was trying to use the fact that I was having a little fun with my friends once in a while against me. That was just so unfair!

I was boiling inside. There had been similar situations between us before—but this time, it was different. He’d crossed a line, and I could not and would not allow my father to rule my life any longer. 

Defiantly, I withstood the stern look of my father, who was still waiting for my answer. Without taking my eyes off him, I slowly reached for the phone that was still lying on the table in front of me. Then I turned to him and hurled it at him. It hit him in the chest and clattered to the floor, where some part of the casing splintered off.

My father stared silently at the phone at his feet for a moment before his gaze turned menacingly on me. His entire body trembled and I could see that he was using all of his willpower to keep himself from going into a fit of rage—one of those I had always feared so much in the past. It was probably only because of Mateo that he managed to keep himself under control.

In the past, I would have broken down immediately under the pressure of my father's accusing gaze and anger. I would have told him everything and vowed to mend my ways. But not this time. This pressure my father was putting on me had been increasing constantly over the last few years. But along with the pressure, my defiance and reluctance increased as well. And now I was finally tired of being constantly told what to do and what not to do. He simply had no right to do that! 

He fixed me with his eyes, and it took all of my courage to withstand his gaze. But I did it. He took a few deep breaths and the trembling of his body subsided a little. Then he picked up the phone and the splintered part and walked to the door. In the doorway, he stopped and turned to me once more.

"You think you're an adult?" he spat out with a sneer. "Then prove it. I want you out of my house by tonight. Pack up your stuff and find another place to stay!"

"Hubert!" said Mateo, putting his hand on my father's arm and shaking his head. "Deborah is your daughter. You can't do this."

"I'm sorry, Mateo, but the line has been crossed. If she thinks she's an adult and doesn’t need me—fine, be my guest!"

Mateo sighed and looked at me regretfully. But then he had to step aside because my father turned and brusquely left the room. Mateo's face disappeared from the doorframe. Then my father slammed the door so hard behind him that a framed picture fell off the wall and the glass the picture was under shattered on the floor. I only looked at it for a moment—it was a picture from my childhood. On it, I was standing next to my proud father, after just having won a model building contest in which I had built a replica of our church.

I stood up to sweep up the broken pieces. As I did so, my gaze fell on my reflection in the mirror that stood next to my bed—and I startled when a realization suddenly struck me. I straightened up and stood in front of the mirror. Musing, I looked myself over from head to toes. I looked from my reflection to the photo on the floor, and then back again to my reflection.

God, how little I had changed in the eight years since that photo was taken! I still wore the same boring haircut, the same nondescript clothes, the same slightly odd-looking, but inexpensive glasses. 

And all that when, in truth, I was actually so full of passion! My boring wallflower exterior had stopped matching my fiery inner life that had shaped up over the last few years a long time ago. 

But only now did I really become aware of all this. Why? Just because I was afraid to rebel against my father's oppression, even though I was now a grown woman. Because he kept suppressing my passions so brutally with his almost obsessive compulsion to control. They simply couldn't find any outlet, so they kept building up inside me. Until they discharged in a single great explosion of desire and passion at some point—just like last weekend. 

Also, I was still a virgin, even though there had already been several boys in my life with whom I would have loved to sleep. But my father had driven every single one of them away in no time. Letting one of them sleep over at our place was completely out of the question for him. Not before marriage. And sleeping over at the boy's place and pretending I was at a friend's? No chance in hell. My Dad would call up my friend’s parents at once to make sure I was really there, or maybe even show up himself. If only Mateo could be my father! Surely he would understand all this and grant me the space I needed.

Again, that tremendous anger surged up inside of me—anger at my father, but also anger at myself. Anger that I had let my father keep me down and control me for so long. Anger at my hesitancy to break out of this prison that was supposed to be my home. And anger that somehow I still felt I had to justify myself to my father.

But this would end here and now—for better or worse. Because my father was not someone who made empty threats. And suddenly, I realized I was facing the biggest challenge of my life so far. 

But at the same time, I felt hope, and that I had
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