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Once she was done, Pearl Wharton looked over her reflection. Her green eyes popped with the dark makeup, her long black hair curled just right. The Ralph Lauren halter top showed off her shoulders, and midriff. Her miniskirt was low enough to show off the rhinestone belly piercing, and almost short enough to show her ass cheeks. She knew her black lacy thong and matching bra were perfect underneath. Now to head to the club.

Her Chanel clutch strap was wrapped around her wrist and she let it dangle as she walked to the bouncer. She showed her ID and waited for her hand stamp. She was only 19 and while she was eligible to get in most of the clubs, this was not one of them. The guard told her that it was an exclusive, member's only club. This could have been a bummer but not for her. She didn’t hesitate for a moment before mentioning that she was the girlfriend of Richard Dupont, one of the richest men in United States of America. The guard let her in.

This was not the first time she had used Richard’s name. In fact, this had been going on for at least three months now and she had used his name to get access to many luxury restaurants, stores and clubs. In the beginning, Pearl had some fear of being caught but as the time passed, she grew only stronger in confidence and the feeling of guilt faded away.

Richard Dupont was rich. Not regular rich but the top one percent among the richest. He was the youngest billionaire in whole America being only 27 years old. He owned several businesses in USA as well as all over the globe. A person this rich was bound to not notice if his name was being used by a girl to gain entry into a restaurant or a store. It was reported to him but he chose to ignore it every time until today because it was Friday and he didn’t have a lot of work in his hands.

So when he was informed about the entrance of a young girl in club 24 using his name, he thought about confronting her and the thought turned to a plan in a blink. He rode there with his chauffer.

Club 24 gained its name from number of members. It only had 24 members and was famous for maintaining its members for a long time. It was also famous for its luxury services available only to its members. It had its own casino, luxury suites, dancing hall and many more other services to offer.

Richard sauntered into the cafeteria that the butler indicated Pearl was in. She was sitting on table sipping her Bloody Mary slowly when she froze to see Richard standing in front of her. He just stood there for a while staring at her without uttering a word. Though she had never met him but recognized his face very well.

“May I sit here?” Pearl snapped out of her shock with Richard’s voice.

“Shocked ... bewildered... fucked... very fucked” Words kept bouncing in Pearl’s mind.

“Yes”. She hardly managed to say.

Richard sat across her and looked in her eyes. She was constantly gazing the table.

"I think I'm entitled to a proper apology.”

“I’m really sorry Mr. Richard.” She spoke in a trembling voice. She knew very well the consequences of her actions. Richard could sue her for falsely pretending to be his girlfriend and taking benefits to which she was not entitled.

“I’m afraid sorry is not going to cut it my dear.” Richard had something different in his mind. He could file a petition against her for her acts but he didn’t want to do that. Instead, he thought of something else. Something naughty.

Pearl couldn’t say anything because she was doing her best to keep herself from showing any signs of distress on the outside. She was ready to do anything to get out of this mess she herself had created but she certainly hadn’t thought of what Richard described to her. He wanted her to pretend to be his fiancée. It was strange but Pearl had no choice. She agreed after showing a bit hesitation.

“Blackmail? Me? Surely you are mistaken! Blackmail is for lesser people with no money.” Richard had said in reply to Pearl’s question when she asked if he was blackmailing her which he most certainly was.

Richard took her with him. He had discharged the chauffer and drove himself. When they reached, the party was well underway. Everyone seemed to be enjoying themselves, and Pearl could hear lots of people talking and laughing in between the music. At the other end of the living room, some people were dancing. Pearl was not used to such lavish parties. She noticed that Richard was constantly bombarded with female attention. He didn't need to make any effort. The women seemed to throw themselves at him. He was handsome, tall and had a broad body. Pearl was amazed about the transformation in his face when he smiled. He could be charming when he wanted. Pearl had also noticed that he had unbuttoned the upper three buttons in his shirt, revealing some tanned skin and a muscled chest. She thought to herself that this plan of him was probably to avoid the more ambitious women that wanted a share of his wealth and his masculine body.

Pearl had agreed to this because she had no other choice. Had she not agreed with this, she could have been in trouble as made clear by Richard in his subtle but meaningful words earlier.

It had to be the alcohol that gave Pearl the added confidence because she didn’t seem to be in that state of shock and surprise anymore.

She could feel her heart rate jump as she caught Richard carefully studying her body, letting his eyes rest on her breasts for a
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