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Chapter One
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Under a baking sun, Beth trudged home from school on a day that was Florida at its worst.  The streets of Riviera Beach in West Palm Beach were deserted – the only sound being the rumble of airconditioners at each mobile home.  A car closed from behind and cruised past – police on patrol.  This area was known for petty crime or drugs or casual prostitution, although police didn't worry about the latter.  Beth headed right at the intersection, now walking along 43rd Drive, closing on their white mobile home with a large annex and surrounded by grass needing a cut.  Beth climbed two steps and opened the front door to the living room, cool after the humid heat outside, the two boys noisy in their room while Dad and Susan were stoned on the sofa with plastic bottles and lighters at their feet.

"Fuck Dad, you should be at work!"

"Yeah, well...."

"Yeah, well nothing!  And you, Susan, you lazy shit.  You don't do anything!"

"It's too hot."

"Not in here it isn't."

The two boys closed from their room.  "Mom...," the oldest, Brian whined.

Beth spun around, always whining.  "I'm sick of you two, too!"

"They're your brothers," Susan said.

"Half-brothers," Beth corrected her.  "I might as well be their mother, for fuck's sake!"  Beth was over being the only adult in that house.  "I'm going."

"Just like your mother."

"I can see why she left."

"And left you behind."

Beth pretended that didn't cut her heart.  She went to the bathroom to pack her deodorant and other things into her backpack, and then to the bedroom where the boys slept, to pack the few pathetic clothes she had.  Dad and Susan smoked everything and might even owe rent.  Beth didn't care while she zipped her bag, slung it over her shoulder, walked through the crowded living room, opened the door and headed outside.  Beth walked two blocks to Jessica's house, another mobile home in a suburb of mobile homes, to knock on the door.  Jessica opened it because her parents worked.

"Do you mind if I crash here for a while?"

"Of course not.  Here, come in."

Beth entered airconditioned coolness and slung her backpack onto the sofa where she would sleep, like she slept on the sofa at home.

"I'll try not to be here for too long," Beth suggested.

"You need to do something."

"Yeah, I know."  There was one option.  "I'll see my grandparents and they'll take me in."

"They've not got much."

"Who has in this shithole?  At least they don't smoke everything they have."

"Now that you're here we can do our homework together."

Beth wasn't in the mood for homework but it would give her something to do.  Beth unzipped her backpack, took her notebook and pencil case, and joined Jessica at the dining table.  Age 15, one week into her Freshman year in High School, and already boring, especially math.  But it would pass the time and Jessica was better at math.  Apart from Beth leaving her drug addicted father and step-mother, crashing here wasn't a bad idea.

* * *
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New York City never stopped, morning to night, all day, every day, and at that time after school, walking three blocks home to East 59th Street, endless traffic, especially yellow taxis, horns blaring, crowded sidewalks and just the general roar and rumble of the city.

Carolyn and Melanie rounded the corner to reach Melanie's apartment building where they stood to one side of the sidewalk, away from crowds.

"Catch you tomorrow morning," Melanie said.

"Yes, for sure."

"Don't forget your homework!"

Carolyn wanted to forget her homework but knew she shouldn't.  "I won't."

Carolyn walked to 205 from the 1950s and not quite tall enough to be a skyscraper, where she negotiated the revolving door to go inside, nodded to the concierge on the way past, headed to the elevators to press an up button, and soon was on her way to the 17th floor where she walked along the corridor to let herself inside.

"Is that you Carolyn?" Mom called out.

"I'm the police here to arrest you for drinking too much."

"Smart-ass."

Carolyn went to the dining area with the kitchen on the right and the living room straight ahead, and although cramped it had a magnificent view, while almost everything white made it seemed bigger.  Carolyn put her backpack on the white leather sofa, not practical, while Mom toiled in the mostly black kitchen with the rangehood rumbling and a glass of white wine on the bench as always.

"How was school?"

"School was alright."

"What year are you doing?"

"I'm 17 so I'm doing year 11, but I might try to be a model."

"You're tall enough to be a model but you need an education."

"So I can drink white wine while cooking dinner for a husband that's never home?"

"That's an awful thing to say."

"About you or him?"

"Your father's a busy man."

"Busy with law and law and more law.  I have homework to do."

"What is it?"

"My favourite, math."

"You are joking when you say this?"

"Yes I am."

"I hated math when I was your age."

Carolyn walked past her bathroom with a shower to reach her bedroom, also with a magnificent view.  She changed from her uniform into a white t-shirt and blue jeans, unzipped her backpack to extract her notebook, textbooks and pencil case, and took these to the other bedroom, which was the study shared with Dad.  Carolyn sat on the black leather chair at the black mahogany desk to start her homework, not her favourite but she had to do it.
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Chapter Two
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Beth startled awake and wondered where she was, and then realised Jessica's house stirred that Tuesday morning where all seemed normal – Jessica, her younger sister Sarah, and their parents where Mr Johnson was an airconditioning technician and Mrs Johnson worked in the office of the elementary school.  All Palm Beach County high schools started at 7:30, with free breakfast before that, so they had to get up early where one bathroom for five really wasn't enough.  As their guest Beth was allowed to shower before Jessica and Sarah, which made Beth feel guilty while she washed extra fast.  Beth dressed in the bathroom – clean underwear, a blue t-shirt, her cheap jeans and her cheap trainers, and then waited for Jessica to get ready.

They left home just after 6:15 for the 20 minute walk to Royal Palm Beach Community High School.  Their triangular-shaped subdivision of local streets and mobile homes was bordered by Blue Heron Boulevard, Martin Luther King Junior Road and Route 95, with a triangular lake in the centre, although the water in that lake was green and stank somewhat.  Walking north on an already warm morning, it was hard to believe some parts of America had ice and snow in winter – in Florida it never really was cold and many rich people from the north retired there.  On and on to reach the school with a cluster of dark brown-painted concrete buildings, to the right was a bitumen athletics track surrounding the football field and a baseball field was to the side of that.  Beth entered the cafeteria sparkling clean in school colours of dark brown and dark blue – rather busy where she took a tray to join the shortest queue, put the tray on the stainless steel bench and opened the glass door of the refrigerator to take a small carton of plain milk.  Beth shuffled forward while sliding the tray along the steel bench past the servery with various offerings – bread slices, yoghurt, parfait, pop tarts and bacon and cheese egg bite rolls, to reach a fat, white woman.

"What do you want?"

"I would like yoghurt and cereal."

The woman handed across a tub, a bowl, a small box of rice bubbles and a small carton of milk, and at the end Beth took a spoon and a teaspoon.  Beth carried her tray to the table with Ashley, Rachel and Sarah already there, who Beth greeted, and then Jessica closed and took a seat.

Beth put her tray on the table, opened the rice bubbles and poured them into the bowl followed by the small carton of milk, and opened the other carton of milk to drink some.

"I ran away from home!"  Beth laughed.  "I'm staying with Jessica and I'll ask my grandparents this evening."

"What about your brothers?" Rachel asked.

"I don't think of them as my brothers.  Dad went to jail for car theft, and when he got out he moved in with Susan and knocked her up, and then Susan threw him out so he came to us, only after he got drunk and beat Mom up, she left.  Then Susan moved in and they had Mike, which made a bad situation, worse."  Beth ate some rice bubbles while thinking.  "There are a few lessons to be learned from this.  Don't marry a useless shit and don't get knocked up."

"Do you think of your Dad as a useless shit?"

"If you saw him yesterday.... "

"Okay. 

"My Dad originally knocked my Mom up, but her parents, my grandparents, are good.  My Mom was good but I think it all was too much for her.  In any case, use the pill or use condoms, or use both if you want!"

"Lesson learned."

Beth finished her rice bubbles, ate her vanilla yoghurt and drank the last of her milk while a boy at the next table belched – Beth liked boys, well, she didn't like girls that way so she had to like boys, but often boys were childish – at least Mike had been in Year 12 and was more grown-up, but he moved to Miami to go to college.  No time to waste, Beth walked to their lockers to get her pencil case and notebook for period one, math, more on quadratic equations which Beth was sure she never will use in real life, then period two, English and clauses, which might be of some use. Next, science with ecology principles followed by social studies, maps and globes.  Then lunch, which Beth got for free while many students paid, where Tuesday's special choices of beef tacos, pork tacos or pizza didn't appeal, but milk, a chicken Caesar wrap, an apple and a Greek salad did.  The other regular choices, pizza, meat sandwiches and hamburgers, were junk.

"You don't eat much," the same fat woman as breakfast said.

"I don't want to get fat."

"You don't have to worry about that."

"Every fat person once was slim."

Beth took her tray to the table that had her friends eating.

"No wonder you're skinny!" Jessica exclaimed and laughed.

"I'm slim, not skinny!"

"I saw a soap opera from Australia where they start school at nine, finish at three-thirty, have morning and afternoon recess breaks and lunch, but not cafeterias for breakfast and lunch."

"That's not many hours!"

"It's not as if you can call Australians stupid."

"The Australians we see on movies and television are far from stupid.  It's better to start at nine if you can learn enough."

"Life in America is endlessly toiling from school until the grave."

"That's gruesome."

"It's true except for rich people."

That really was true while Beth finished her lunch, where at least they had the rest of their one-hour lunch break until more math, more English and more science to finish the day, heading out at two-fifty for the walk home to Jessica's house with her parents still at work, and Ashley walked with Beth and Jessica because she lived nearby.  They reached Jessica's home to watch Disney Channel until it was time for Beth to see her grandparents, about ten minutes away.  Beth knocked on the door of their mobile home.

"Hello Beth, how are you?" Grandma asked.  "Come in."

"I'm fine, Grandma, but I had to get away from Dad and Susan because of the drugs."

"That's terrible!  Do you want to live here?"

"If it's not too much trouble."

"Of course it's not!  We love you!"  Grandma hugged Beth who felt loved.

"I can help you."

"I know you will because you're a good girl.  Your mother was good and that's why she left your father."

"I miss Mom, but I have you so that's okay."

"We'll be good together."

"Yes we will."

"Do you want to move in now?"

"I've been staying with Jessica, so I'll get my things and let her know.  Don't worry; I always knew you would take me in."

Beth left where this turned out well, although Grandma and Grandpa had an extra mouth to feed, and clothe and buy school textbooks.  Beth felt somewhat guilty but she had no choice, things being what they were, and maybe she can find a job to help out.  Beth decided to look for an after-school or weekend job which will help a lot.

* * *
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Just after two-fifty, Beth left school with Ashley who now lived closer than Jessica.

"How did you go with your grandparents?" Ashley asked.

"They took me in like I thought they would."

"What about money?"

"We'll get by.  Why?"

"I know how to make 200 dollars once or twice a week."

"Doing what?"

"Massaging a millionaire on Palm Beach Island."

"I don't know how to massage."

"It's not hard and he'll show you."

"Why are you telling me this?"

"Well, he wants more than one massage a day.  I'm probably seeing him soon if you're interested in coming along."

This was worth a shot.  "Okay."

They reached the trailer park – if mobile homes were bad, trailer parks were worse.  They had annexes to give a bit more space, but walls were thin and trailers so close that if someone belched or farted or fucked, their neighbours heard.  Green grass and bitumen roads meant it didn't look absolutely dreadful, but really it was.  They reached Ashley's family's trailer where about 20 minutes later Ashley's cell phone rang, she answered and agreed.  Then she called a taxi company.

"We'll meet the taxi at the kiosk"

They closed just as a Yellow Cab drifted in, Ashley got in one side, Beth got in the other, Ashley gave the address and the driver sped away with one hand holding the steering wheel and the other hand gripping the roof, heading east towards Palm Beach Island, over one of the bridges while Beth gazed at huge blocks of land surrounded by six foot tall walls, often painted white, well-kept gardens visible over tops of walls or through open gates, and also visible were men looking after these gardens.  The taxi driver turned right and drove past a massive park with houses on the left and kept going to turn right into a quiet street to reach a pink wall near the end with the sea just beyond, where the driver eased through open gates to park outside a two-storey pink mansion, larger than Beth imagined was possible, surrounded by many tall palm trees and hedges pruned into cubes.  A pretty 20s blonde woman came from the side door of the mansion to pay the taxi driver while Ashley climbed out and Beth got out too, where she saw there were two other pink houses.

"What are the other houses for?" Beth asked.

"They're for Godfrey's servants."

Having big houses just for servants was amazing, while Beth and Ashley followed the blonde woman to a doorway, she opened the door and Beth and Ashley entered a kitchen almost as big as a mobile home, mostly black and white with a black man sitting on a stool at the bench.

"Godfrey's expecting you upstairs," the blonde woman said.

Beth followed Ashley up a curved staircase with pink carpet and lined by drawings and photos of nude children – odd.  Maybe this was the art that rich people collected while Ashley went into a room which had a narrow bed on tall legs with a white sheet over, a conventional bed also with a white sheet, a table with a plastic bottle of lotion, a bundle of fifty dollar notes and a towel draped on one side.  An old man strode in wearing a white gown – he had silver hair but he was handsome, especially when he smiled.

"Godfrey, this is my friend, Beth."

He went to shake hands.  "It's good to meet you, Beth," he said with a smile.

"Thank you," Beth said, even though she knew that was the wrong thing to say.

Godfrey turned away to take his gown off and drape it over the sofa, and he laid on his front on the table.

"Now you take your clothes off," Ashley said.

"Why?"

"For the massage."

This was odd but Beth sat on the sofa to untie and remove her trainers, and then removed her jeans and t-shirt.  When Beth stood, Ashley was gone.

"Do I take more off?" Beth asked.

"No, that's alright," Godfrey said.  "Spread some of that lotion on your hands and rub my shoulders hard."

Beth did this, even though she didn't know what she was doing, but Godfrey didn't complain so she must have been doing alright."

"How's your family?" Godfrey asked.

"My father's not so good and his girlfriend isn't any good either, so I'm living with my grandparents.  They're alright but they don't have much money."

"I'm sorry to hear this.  What happened to your mother?"

"She left my father and me."

"That's even worse.  How's school?  What grade are you in?"

"I've just started year nine."

"How is it?"

"School's boring, especially math.  I can't see the sense of math."

"I never saw the sense of math so I made my money by doing other things."

Beth started on his other shoulder.  "You must have a lot of money."

"I'm wealthy and powerful.  Use more lotion and massage each side of my back from my waist to my shoulders."  Beth did this.  "Do you have a boyfriend?" Godfrey asked.

"I had a boyfriend but he's moved to Miami to go to college."

"That's a shame."

"Don't worry, I'll find another boyfriend."

"I'm sure you will.  How old are you?"

"I'm 15."

"Use more lotion to massage my legs from my waist down."  Beth did this.  "Have you had sex yet?"

Beth hadn't expected this but Godfrey was so honest.  "Yes I have."

"That's alright.  Now, more lotion and rub my feet."

Beth did this  "What are you plans?" Godfrey asked.

"To survive school!"

"What other plans do you have for your future?"

"I don't know."

"With my wealth and power, I can make you anything you want to be."

"Really?" Beth asked.

"Yes I can."

Beth believed him.  Then Godfrey moved to roll onto his back, which Beth never expected, but she supposed massages were like this.  His penis was hard and much thicker than Mike – not round but oval shaped and really huge.

"Massage my chest."  Beth did this for a while.  "Give me the lotion."  Beth did for Godfrey to rub some on his hands and then rub his erection which she never expected.  "Now, squeeze my nipples," while he stroked hard.  Beth did this.  "Harder, more,"  Beth squeezed as hard as she could while he stroked hard, squeezing, squeezing, squeezing while he arched his back and groaned when his come sprayed up his stomach, over and over and over – done.

"Can you give me that towel?"

Beth did for Godfrey to wipe the come away.  "There's 200 dollars on that table and I want to see you again."

Beth heard herself say, "Okay.

"You must never tell anyone, though.  I'm nice, but if anyone tells what happens here, I will find out and I won't be nice."

Godfrey climbed off the bed, put his robe on and left the room while Beth wiped her greasy fingers on the towel, dressed, and folded 50 dollar notes into the front pocket of her jeans.  She headed out and saw a staircase, but it didn't have pictures so it was the wrong one.  Just there was the curved staircase which took Beth to the kitchen, still with the black man and the pretty blonde woman.

"How did it go?" the woman asked.

"Godfrey wants to see me again."

"Can I have your cell number?"

Beth unlocked her Nokia, opened her profile and gave it to the woman who took her flip phone out and frowned while keying, and then handed the Nokia back.  "Thank you."  They were so polite while the woman gave Ashley 200 dollars.  "Beth, if you want to make 200 dollars, bring a girl as nice as you are."

"Okay."

"I'll call a cab for you two."

She used the phone on the counter to book a taxi to 358 El Brillo Way, and a few minutes later there was knocking on the side door.  In no time they were on their way from luxury to poverty, where it was even more depressing to arrive at the trailer park.  Beth got out while Ashley paid the driver, and of course Ashley had done this before.

"You knew what was going to happen," Beth said.

"I didn't want to tell you in case you didn't want to, but Godfrey's alright.  It's good money, even if...."

Beth pictured that money in her pocket.  "I know."

"He needs to come three times a day, so there's enough money for many girls, but only our ages."

Beth knew a few but didn't know how to broach it.  "I understand, well, I don't except for the money!"

"Godfrey's rich and he's alright.  When they call you, it can be you or it can be someone else, like I did with you."

"I understand."

"See you later."

"See you Ashley."

Ashley walked towards her parent's trailer while Beth headed to her grandparent's home.  There were so many things she needed to buy: decent jeans, more t-shirts, proper trainers, proper blouses and more airtime.  Beth hoped Godfrey will call soon.
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City Place was less of a shopping mall and more like a city within a city – Beth sometimes went there mostly to look around, but that humid day, while walking about a mile to downtown Palm Beach West, was different.  Gardens with grass and palm trees, ponds and fountains, and building after building, all different, and not just shops and restaurants but gyms, yoga, palates and many other things.  Some buildings were like castles from ancient times while Beth walked, surrounded by crowds.  Now Beth was rich, well, she had 200 dollars which was a start.  Beth closed on the Levi shop and went inside to more piles of blue denim she imagined was possible.

Beth looked around for help while feeling a bit embarrassed, given her cheap jeans and how skinny she was, and their eyes met.

"Can I help you?"

Beth suddenly saw the humour in this and burst out laughing.  "I'm here to buy jeans!"

The young woman smiled.  "I think skinny cuts will suit you best."  She took a tape measure from around her neck and wrapped it around Beth's waist and then measured inside Beth's right leg.  Beth followed to a table where the woman turned jeans over until she found what she wanted.  "Here, try these over there."

Beth entered a change room, slid the curtain closed, removed her K-Mart jeans and pulled these on, and turned to check in the mirror – superb!  Beth couldn't believe it, she had curves.  Beth pulled her trainers on and went outside to where the woman smiled.

"They suit you and they're 39.99."  Beth returned to the change room to get her old jeans, took out the cash and handed across 50 to get change which went into the pocket of her new jeans.  "What really will suit you are brown boots with two-inch heels."

"Do you think so?"

"Trust me."  The woman turned away to get scissors and a bag.  "Here, I'll cut your tags off because I'm sure you want to wear these, and I'll put the old ones in this bag."

She did this, Beth thanked her and headed out to spot a shoe store just along on the other side, and entered where this wasn't as silly.

"Can I help you?"

"I'm after brown boots with two-inch heels."

"Come with me."

There were two types of boots, elastic sides and with zips, where Beth preferred zips, and once she removed her old and battered trainers, was able to try a pair which fitted just right.  Only 29.99 too, easy paid, and in the mirror looked superb.  Beth never considered herself sexy, but her jeans, those boots and her white t-shirt came close.

With her old trainers in the box in a bag, Beth didn't want to just walk home; especially that she took the day off school.  Beth strolled through the building looking for what might take her fancy and then she came across BurgerFi, a really classy hamburger restaurant and better that she was dressed for a classy meal.  Beth entered while a waitress, maybe 16, closed.

"Just a table for one?"

"Yes please."  The waitress led Beth to a table overlooking a garden area through a floor to ceiling glass wall, where Beth picked up the menu and knew what she wanted.  The waitress closed.  "I'll have a cheeseburger and do you have diet Pepsi?"

"Yes we do."

The waitress took the menu away, and not long after returned with a cardboard cup, and then a huge hamburger where Beth noticed others used knives and forks, and given its size this was necessary.  It was delicious, the best hamburger Beth had ever eaten and far better than anything that could be cooked at home.  While Beth ate her meal she felt like a millionaire – at last she knew how rich people lived.  The waitress returned with a bill, at 16 dollars it was excellent value, in fact this was one of the best days of Beth's life while she walked to the register to pay, and still she had so much but it was better not to waste it.

Beth spent some time window shopping and then admired ponds and fountains before setting off tor the bleakness of her grandparent's home – a white aluminium mobile home with a concrete paved and steel roofed patio to one side, and a green steel shed for Grandpa's garden tools, set on a block of grass.  Bright orange doors and orange and white window awnings while the patio had a white metal table and four matching chairs.  Beth unlocked the orange door to step into semi-dark, hot and crowded, to put her old jeans and shoes into her closet, brushed her teeth and drank water, took the bags and box outside to the trash can, and then sat at the table under the patio, which although hot felt less depressing.

Beth's Nokia vibrated and rang with its tone.  "Hello."

"Can you come now?" Carol asked.

Great!  "I can be there in about 20 minutes."

"Good."

Beth selected Yellow Cabs, gave her address and not long after, the taxi driver rolled in.  Beth got in back and knew the name, sort-of.

"El Burrito Way or something."

"358 El Brillo Way," he said.

"That's it!"

The taxi driver pulled out while Beth made a contact Godfrey from the call, and typed the address so she wouldn't forget.  Not only was this profitable, Beth was teaching herself more useful things than she ever learned at school.  In no time they passed downtown Palm Beach, crossed the bridge and drove along quiet streets of the millionaire's island.  The taxi eased to stop beside the pink mansion, the blonde woman came out to pay the driver while Beth let herself out, shut the door and walked to the door that led to the kitchen, now with the woman sitting on a stool at the bench.

"By the way I'm Carol and Godfrey's waiting for you."

"Okay."

Beth climbed the stairs to the massage room, and when she got there she took her boots, t-shirt and Levi jeans off while Godfrey strolled in.

"You have new clothes," he said.

Beth turned to look at him – men never noticed things like this.  "Yes I do."

"They're good – they suit you.  This time you can take your bra and panties off."

Beth felt her heart skip.  "I don't really want to – my breasts are small."

He smiled.  "I like small breasts."

"Really?'

Big smile.  "I don't like whopping big ones, so let's see what you've got."  Feeling more confident, Beth took her bra and panties off.  "Lovely and you're shaved too.  You can massage me like last time."

Beth started on his right shoulder and then his left shoulder, his back, his right leg, his left leg, his right foot and his left foot, and then Godfrey rolled over to gaze at Beth's breasts, and reached out to rub and squeeze just right while she massaged his chest.  It felt good, not like Mike who was too hard, rub and squeeze and her nipples which sparkled.

"You have lovely breasts and now I must come, like last time."

Beth gave Godfrey the lotion which he spread on his hands; Beth put the bottle away, and like list time squeezed his nipples as hard as she could while he rubbed and rubbed and rubbed until his come sprayed over his stomach, again and again.  Beth gave Godfrey the towel which he used to wipe.

"You remember well and there's 200 dollars for you."

When Godfrey put the towel aside, Beth used it to wipe her hands while Godfrey slipped his robe on and left the room.  Beth dressed, folded the money into her pocket and went downstairs to where Carol still was on the stool at the kitchen bench.

"I'll call your cab."  Carol did this, giving the address 358 El Brillo Way, and hung up.  "You know you can bring others."

"I know."

The taxi driver knocked on the side door and in no time Beth was on her way home where she paid the fare and entered where Grandma had airconditioners on, noisy but essential.

"Hello Beth; where have you been?  My, they're nice clothes and so expensive!"

Beth wondered what to say where half the truth wouldn't hurt.  "There's a millionaire on Palm Beach Island that pays for massages."

"You don't know how to massage."

"Well, I do now and he pays well."

"That's great!"

Beth realised.  "I had a big lunch so I won't need much."

"Oh good – I'm not so hungry although I don't know about John, but he can have the leftover pasta from the other night.  Is a cheese sandwich okay?"

"Perfect!"

"It's great to see you happy!"

"Having money makes a difference, and you won't have to buy my clothes and things like this."

"That's sweet!"

"It's true."

The door opened and Grandpa entered in his greasy overalls.  "Hello Beth."

"Hello Grandpa."

Grandpa went to their bedroom, not having noticed anything, like most men except for Godfrey.  In the kitchen, Grandma took the plastic container of leftover spaghetti from the fridge and made two cheese sandwiches.  This had been a great, great day.

* * *
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After taking yesterday off, that day at school was the longest in Beth's memory.  The only thing that made math, English, science and social studies tolerable was quite a few noticed Beth's new clothes.

At last the bell rang and they were able to pour out of the gates, or mostly boys ran.  Beth walked with Jessica, whose parents, like everyone, didn't have much.  Beth was sure Jessica would benefit from knowing Godfrey but didn't know how to bring this up.

"I like your jeans," Jessica said.  "Brand new Levis – how did you afford them?  And those boots – they're lovely."

This was an opportunity.  "There's a millionaire in a mansion on Palm Beach Island who pays 200 dollars for massages."

"I don't know how to massage."

"It's not hard and he'll show you.  Next time he calls, I can take you to him."

"Why would you do this?"

"We both get 200."

"Oh, okay."

Eventually they reached Beth's grandparents home where Beth's Nokia vibrated and rang with its tone – Beth took it from her pocket and saw the contact.

"Hello Carol, I can be there soon."

"Okay."

Beth ended the call.  "Are you interested?" she asked Jessica.

"Yes, for sure!"

Beth selected Yellow Cabs, gave her address, and not long after, the taxi rolled in.  Beth got in back with Jessica.

"358 El Brillo Way," Beth said.

The taxi driver pulled out for what now was a routine drive.  The driver stopped near the pink mansion, Carol paid, and Beth took Jessica inside to the massage room, with Godfrey following in his white robe.

"Godfrey, this is my friend Jessica."

"It's good to meet you Jessica," while he shook her hand and Jessica was silent.

Beth faced Jessica.  "Take your clothes off to your underwear and Godfrey will tell you what to do."

"Okay."

While Jessica undressed, Beth went downstairs to where Carol waited on a stool.

"She's pretty," Carol said.

"She is."

"You're good – you know what you're doing." Carol reached into her jeans pocket and took out cash to give to Beth who folded the 200 dollars into her pocket. "Here, do you want something to eat?"  Carol opened the pantry.  "Froot Loops or Cheerios?"

"It's not breakfast time."

"Doesn't matter.  Cheerios are healthier than Froot Loops if you want to stay slim."

"Okay."

Carol poured some from the box, opened the fridge and added milk, and put the bowl on the bench with a spoon.  Beth ate – breakfast in the afternoon wasn't a bad idea.  Then a tall girl walked in, maybe not much older than Beth but she seemed – different, and her fair skin with long blonde hair contrasting against dark eyes was gorgeous.

"Tania, this is Beth."

"Hello Beth," she said in accented English.

"Hello Tania."

"Tania lives here," Carol said.  "Beth brought a friend to massage Godfrey."

"Godfrey's nice," Beth said.

"If you do something for Godfrey, he's nice," Tania said.

Beth wondered what that meant while she finished her Cheerios, and Carol put an unopened box in front of Beth.  "Take these; they're healthier than Froot Loops."

"Okay, thanks."

"We will have more to do with each other," Tania said to Beth, and then left the room.  Moments later, Jessica came into the kitchen with her eyes staring.

"I'll call a cab," Carol said.  She picked up the handset and pressed the speed dial button.

It didn't take long for the driver to knock, and Beth told him 4102, 70th Court, West Palm Beach.  They got into the cab; he reversed out of the driveway, turned and drove away while Beth cradled her box of Cheerios.

"I don't want to do that again," Jessica said.

"You didn't do the wrong thing," Beth asked in hope.

"I did everything he wanted, but I didn't like it.  It was – awful."

"It's just a massage and, you know, for 200 dollars."

"You don't mind it?"

"You don't get 200 dollars for doing nothing."

"I suppose so, but not that again."

Jessica would be worse if Godfrey was fondling her breasts while massaging him, but Beth didn't mind because Godfrey was nice.  They came off the bridge to reach West Palm Beach with Beth thinking she'll have to find someone else at school.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter Four
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Beth woke and heard her grandparents were up – Saturday morning and she could sleep in.  But lying in bed was boring so Beth got up, grabbed her dark blue shorts, a blue t-shirt and underwear which she took to the bathroom which also had a washing machine and dryer.  Beth showered including washing her shoulder-length brown hair, dressed, and in bare feet walked along the corridor to the combined kitchen, dining room and lounge room.

"Hello Grandma, hello Grandpa."

"Hello Beth," Grandma said.  "I suppose you want your Cheerios."

"Yes please."

"Just take a seat."

Beth sat at the table while thinking next time she went to City Place she needed to buy proper trainers, because she couldn't wear boots in the house.  Grandma brought Beth's breakfast including a mug of coffee, and Carol said Cheerios were healthy.  After eating and finishing her coffee, Beth went to the bathroom to brush her teeth while she heard knocking in the background.  Beth went to the living room to see Ashley had arrived.

"Let's go to City Place," Beth offered.

"Okay."

Beth pulled on her boots and together they headed off.

"Have you taken anyone to Godfrey?" Ashley asked.

"I took Jessica but she didn't like it.  Have you taken anyone?"

"I took Rosemary."

Although Carol kept on asking for more girls, 200 dollars for each massage was better than 200 just once for bringing a new girl.  Beth did want to upset Carol so would bring more girls, but only sometimes.  Ashley had upgraded her clothing, also Levis but 501s and Nike shoes too.

"How do you explain that you have so much money?' Beth asked.

"A rich old man on Palm Beach Island pays me for massages."

"I said the same thing."

Ashley looked like she wanted to say more, but didn't.  They reached City Place where Beth headed to the building with clothes and shoes, and also a sports store.  Being Saturday the sports store was busy; while on the left were Nike Air although they were expensive.  Fortunately other Nike shoes looked just as good.

"How about these?" Ashley asked.

Black, red and white with a black flash and not too expensive – perfect.  They only had left shoes and only a size nine, so Beth took it to the counter.

"Can I have this in size seven?"

He went through a curtained opening and brought out a box.  "You should try them on."

"Okay."

He threaded laces, Beth sat on a chair to remove her boots and try the Nikes on, walked around and they were good.  She took them off, pulled her boots on and zipped them, put the shoes in the box and paid 49.99 – why everything had to be 99 cents Beth had no idea when he handed back change and a receipt.  She had so many one cent coins already.

They headed out with Beth pleased by her shoes.

"Let's have ice cream," Ashley said.

"Okay."

Beth and Ashley walked to Sloans, where once inside there were too many choices but the Amazing Chocolate Chunk looked too good, so Beth bought one of those and Ashley bought a Mint Chocolate Chunk.  They sat at a table where that was the best ice cream Beth ever had eaten.  After finishing those and window shopping for a while, they headed home.  The door was unlocked where they went into airconditioned coolness; Beth swapped her boots for her Nikes – more practical for everyday.  Now what?

"Disney Channel?" Beth asked.

"Sure."

Beth turned the TV on while Ashley got comfortable on one sofa and Beth crossed to lounge on the other.  Later lunch and maybe massage Godfrey and make more money.  So far it had been a good day and Beth's new shoes were lovely.

* * *
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The taxi eased near to the mansion, Carol came out to pay, and Beth followed inside and up the stairs.  She was undressing when Godfrey walked in.  He took his robe off and lay on the massage table while Beth smeared lotion on her hands to massage him, which now was easy – shoulders, back, legs and feet.

Godfrey got up and Beth expected him to lie on his front, but he didn't.  "Now we're going to do something different," he said.  "Sit on the massage table with your legs spread."  Beth did this, expecting then to lie on her back to be fucked, only Godfrey reached into a box on the floor, pulled out a vibrator, and turned it on to buzz kind-of annoyingly.  "You will enjoy this," Godfrey said while he ran the vibrator lightly around the outside of Beth's vagina, all the sensitive parts but only lightly which was just right – Beth hadn't ever felt anything as good as that, not even when she used her fingers to come.  The vibrator tingled and sparkled much more than fingers could ever achieve – glorious while Beth stirred inside.  "Touch your nipples," Godfrey said.

Beth's nipples ached, relieved by rubbing and pinching while her vagina sparkled and more.  Then Godfrey slipped the vibrator inside – amazing – it stretched and filled like a penis thrusting but the stimulation was so much more.  Beth was her vagina and only her vagina, already that feeling but not quite enough.

"Harder," Beth whispered but Godfrey did the same.  "Harder," she said louder and he fucked harder, fucked and fucked while Beth felt it so close, squeezing and pinching her nipples, buzzing inside, so close until it overflowed into an orgasm while Godfrey kept on fucking, and the orgasm merged into another and another.  Above the buzzing, Beth heard something and opened her eyes to see Godfrey kneeling between her legs, his right hand fucking her with the vibrator, his left hand stroking his penis hard.  Beth felt another orgasm stirring, closer and closer, right on the edge and then into pleasure just as Godfrey grunted and his come sprayed over her body, from her breasts to her pussy, squirt after squirt.  Godfrey stopped and sat on his legs, and eased the vibrator out to turn it off.

"Was that good?" Godfrey asked.

"That was good."

"It was good to watch you."

Beth realised Godfrey watched her come and nobody had done that before.  She smiled at the thought. 

"Was that good?' Godfrey asked again.

Beth didn't have the words except to say, "It was great."

Godfrey got off the table, reached for the towel to wipe his hands and handed it to Beth who wiped his come from her body, although a lot had run between her legs and onto the sheet.  Godfrey slipped the robe on and left, and Beth dressed including her zip-up boots which made her feel older, and noticed there was 300 dollars when she folded the money into her pocket.  Beth went downstairs while still surprised by what just happened – the best experience of her life.  She entered the kitchen.

"You look like you've come," Carol said, but Beth didn't believe it.  "It usually shows on a woman's eyes, kind-of droopy and peaceful-looking."

Beth couldn't deny it.  "I came."

"Good sex is good, even when you're 15.  Don't forget you can bring others – Godfrey has his needs."

"I will."

"Good girl."

Carol picked up the handset and pressed the speed dial on the phone, gave the address and Beth knew she had to bring someone new.
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Chapter Five

[image: ]


Lincoln Park was about a mile to the east: grass, palm trees and four basketball courts with no nets, just hoops, which is all they needed while Beth, Jessica, Ashley, Rachel and Sarah used Sarah's ball while trying to block each others shots.  Beth was shorter which made basketball harder, so was surprised when she got a goal – too good!  Boys played at the other hoops but were more aggressive – if they played real games like that they would be fouled.  Besides, this just was fun.

"We need a break," Jessica said.  Good idea when they went to sit on the open grandstand.  

"I like your Nikes," Rachel said.

"Yeah, they're good."  This was an opportunity.  "I make money massaging an old millionaire on Palm Beach Island," Beth said while glancing at Jessica.  "It doesn't take long and it's 200 dollars."

"I introduced you," Ashley said.

"He likes a few massages each day.  Next time, you can come with me.  He's important, though, so you must do what he says."

"I understand"

Then Beth's Nokia vibrated and rang with its tone – she pulled it out.

"Hello Carol, I can be there in about 20 minutes."

"That's good," Carol replied.

Beth ended the call and looked at Rachel.  "Are you in?"

"For sure!"

Beth called Yellow Cabs, told them Lincoln Park carpark, and headed off with Rachel to wait for the cab to pull in.  They got in the back, Beth gave the address, and they zoomed away, soon across the bridge and onto the island of mansions to reach Godfrey's pink mansion.  When the taxi pulled up, Carol crossed to the driver to pay, while Beth led the way inside and up the staircase.

"These are pictures and sketches of nude children," Rachel said.

"You can't really see anything and they're art."

"Oh, okay."

They reached the massage room just as Godfrey entered.

"Godfrey, this is Rachel."

Godfrey went to shake hands.  "It's good to meet you, Rachel."

"Hello Godfrey."

"Rachel," Beth said.  "Take everything off except for your underwear, and Godfrey will tell you what to do."

Rachel was undressing while Beth left the room to go down to the kitchen where Carol sat on a stool, and reached into her pocket for 200 dollars which Beth folded into her jeans pocket.

"Is this your job?" Beth asked.

"I look after you girls, if that's what you're asking."

Tania strolled in to sit on the stool beside Carol.  "You're back."

"I took a friend to meet Godfrey."

"We will have more to do with each other."

Second time Tania said this.  "In what way?"

She smiled.  "It's fun.  You're cute – I'm sure Godfrey likes you."

"Beth's a pocket rocket," Carol said.  Skinny, even cute weren't nice, but pocket rocket was good.  Carol went to the fridge.  "Do you want a Coke?"

"I'll just have water."  Carol got a glass, ran the tap and filled it.  "I don't drink soft drinks – I don't want to get fat."

"You don't have to worry about getting fat."

"Every fat person once was slim."

"This is true," Tania said.  "I will have water, too."

Carol gave Tania a glass which she sipped, and then Rachel came down the stairs.

"How did it go?" Carol asked.  "Does Godfrey want to see you again?"

"Yes he does."

"Can I have your cell number?"

Rachel unlocked her Nokia and gave it to Carol who entered the number into her flip phone, picked up the handset, pressed the speed dial and booked the taxi.  About ten minutes later when the driver knocked on the door, they went outside to get into the cab where Beth gave her address.

"Are you okay?" Beth asked Rachel.

"You knew."

"Next time there will be more."

"In what way?"

"You'll be nude," Beth whispered.

"Oh, okay."  Rachel leaned close.  "I never imagined being a hooker at my age," she whispered.

Rachel had the right attitude – paid for sex regardless of their ages.  The taxi cruised along busy roads while Beth felt a bit down, like all Sunday afternoons with school tomorrow.  What was the point of school when jobs barely covered rent and other essentials?  Godfrey asked about Beth's plans and she said surviving school, but now in that taxi, gazing at mobile home after mobile home, Beth wondered if her future was a husband, a couple of children and both having jobs that didn't pay enough.  Beth really wondered if her future was just getting by, but there didn't seem to be anything more.

They reached 4102, 70th Court, West Palm Beach where Beth paid the fare, got out and met with Rachel on the sidewalk.

"When Carol wants you, she'll call."

"Thanks Beth; see you."

"See you."

Rachel walked away while Beth opened the orange door to let herself into crowded coolness.

"Have you been massaging again?" Grandma asked.

"Yes I have."

"Dinner's almost ready – tuna casserole and ice cream later."

The kitchen was small but there was enough room for Beth to slide open the drawer to set the table with knives, forks, spoons, three glasses of water, and a glass and a small bottle of Budweiser for Grandpa.  Grandma served, Beth took their plates to the table, Grandpa prayed and they ate – quite delicious and cheap too.  Also healthy.  Grandma served bowls of ice cream but not too much.  When they finished, Grandma washed, and Beth dried and put everything away while Grandpa looked on.

"It's been good having you here, Beth," he said.

"Only because you don't have to dry dishes anymore!"

He laughed.  "No really, you're a good girl and a good help.  It's a pity Sally ran off but your father kind-of chased her away, but no mind because you make up for it."

That was sweet, and now the big decision of the evening was what to watch on television, given there were hundreds of choices, but somehow they decided on re-runs of Beverly Hills 90210 about high school students in California.  Beth wasn't so much interested in
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