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  This book is dedicated to my husband Von. I love you now and forever and thank you for being my biggest fan and true source of inspiration.


  


  


  


  



  


  


  “Really?”


  “Yeah, Really,” Ryan said as he looked at the dashboard and shook his head. He turned the key and you could hear the engine whining, not unlike he had on a few occasions…whining that is, saying fucking everything and nothing, all at the same time. I swear he is about as useful to me as this fucking car is right now. I tapped my nails on the windowsill and looked out at the shitty weather. It was raining like Satan was on his way and the earth needed to be nice and soft for him to claw his way through the ground below us. I leaned in and blew my hot breath on the window and there it was, the stupid heart I had drawn earlier in the year when he had me out on a date, all romantic and shit. Yeah, romance. What a joke. I slowly traced my finger against the heart as my own heart fluttered a bit as the memory of his cock inside of me the night I drew this completely consumed my mind. It pisses me off that I still want him that way even after…


  I turned and looked at him, pushing my hair behind my ear and waiting. I mean he has to have a fucking plan right? Probably not, I mean it is Ryan, the cheating fuckall shithead.


  “How about popping the hood and checking out the engine?” I asked him and he sighed and then stared down at his hands gripping the steering wheel.


  “Ryan? RYAN?” I said a bit louder and he looked at me. I stared into his face as lightning cracked and lit him up. I swear the past three weeks had aged him something terrible as I had made it my mission to be the biggest cunt this side of cuntville. He sat back and let his hands fall into his lap.


  “I know nothing about that shit.”


  “Oh sweet, any other way you want to fucking make my year then?” I asked him and nothing, no response. I mean what could he say really? Ryan had only done one thing in his life that warranted a spine and that was admitting to his dick wandering into a woman he met at a bar, or so he said. Three weeks ago. It was raining not unlike it is now. I had sat staring out our penthouse window, wondering why I had found myself in this fucking situation with a boy, yes a boy…not a man. A man would not be cheating on someone who loved him so completely. Who had stepped away from family against her Father’s will and placed a substantial inheritance in jeopardy. Why you might ask? Well, Ryan can fuck me. I mean fuck. Not make love or stroke my ego, I mean flip me over and shove it in without saying a fucking word and his aggression is something I cannot seem to be without. We torture each other, not only in the bedroom but in life and to me it keeps my senses heightened and my pussy wet. What other things are there really? Fucking Ryan, and his perfection. I hate him as much as I love him, I really do. But more importantly my Father hates him and that alone makes him mine to keep.


  “How about you pretend, or is that something you can’t seem to do either?” I said and with that he swung the car door open and slammed it behind him. I jumped slightly as it matched up to a loud crack of thunder overhead. I smiled as I watched him slip and fall, yelling out a nice big “FUCK” as he pulled himself back up and flipped the hood up. It was all in spite. He is right, he has no clue as to what an engine does or does not do. Ryan had spent his life with a tongue to a random clit in one form or another and knowing this I should not be shocked he strayed. But it is me, the one who took him as he was and not as the playboy he pretended to be making his way through the upper level of New York society girls. I guess I was just a target too but he had no idea I was as ruthless as he was or as brutal in the bedroom, so here we are…


  He jumped back into the car completely drenched and I kept my laughter at a minimum. He was so frustrated and hating this I could feel it in the air all around us. He deserves it, and so much more. He was too fucking weak to leave and I was too much of a bitch to tell him to go. He then looked at me with water dripping down to his chin and I raised an eyebrow.


  “When the lightning lit up the sky I saw a building that way.” He pointed forward. I leaned up and saw nothing but sheets of rain on the window.


  “And?” I asked him and he tapped his fingers on the steering wheel.


  “Well, it looks like a hotel.”


  “Well, go get help then.”


  “I think it would be better if we go together, I don’t feel comfortable leaving you here in the car alone.”


  “Oh fuck you Ryan.”


  “Seriously, Beth,” he said as he reached out and touched my hair and I slapped his hand away from me.


  “You touch me when I say so Ryan.”


  “Okay,” he said as he lowered his hand and watched me closely. The thunder shook the car and the ground as I held onto the handle until I realized he was still watching me.


  “I am more than capable of waiting here, besides, I do not want to get all wet.”


  “I would love to…” he started to say and it trailed off as it should. He used to be dirty as hell 100% of the time and I loved that too. I loved that he whispered words like cock and wet pussy into my ear at the best restaurants in the city, or that he had fucked me in my Father’s study when we visited him and his Asian whore of a wife who was 25 years younger than him… I had “stepped away” at dinner. He had followed and he came in my ass that night. I grinned at the huge painting of my Father over the fireplace as he did. I fucking hate him more than Ryan and I have spent my life trying my best to make him miserable but he would never allow me the pleasure of seeing it. He doesn’t give a shit about me, and with me being a girl…yes a girl, my father would never have me run a damn thing for him. Yes, my Dad is a fucking sexist pig as is Ryan, as is every goddamn man I have ever been with really. I am attracted to asshats, it is my talent in life other than shopping and fucking. I excel at those too.


  Ryan stepped up to my side and opened the door up, he stared down at me and I watched as the rain ran down his face and dripped from his chin. He held his hand out to me and I shook my head.


  “Listen you fucking cunt…you are not any good to me dead,” he said as he leaned down and stared at me. It infuriated me and I slapped him across the face as he smiled at me and then I started to hit him again. He caught my hand and tried to kiss the inside of my palm. I watched him for a second and then jerked it back as he sighed and let his head drop down. I then kicked him back and he fell onto the ground as I reached over and pressed the button to pop the trunk. I stepped out and walked to it and stared in as I sighed. I reached over the body of my Father, with his mouth gaping open as well as his hazy eyes clouded in white. I grabbed the umbrella, slammed the trunk shut, popped the umbrella and watched as Ryan scrambled to his feet and stared at me.


  “I fucking hate you,” I said and he watched me walk by him. He glanced back at the trunk and then followed me quickly. What other choice does he have? What choice do I have but to go back and tell you a bit of a tale you may find hard to believe, but trust me…this is exactly how it happened….


  


  


  


  Chapter One


  Fuck Thai Food


  


  


  



  


  


  We sat at the longest table in the New York Public library. I only like to come here because it is a beast of a building and we tend to people watch, which is a nasty habit both Holland and I have. We have played this game since we were at Patterson, the best private school in New York and I never shook it, it is a drug once you get going.


  “Beth, look.”


  I looked up to see him walking by us slowly and grinning as he often does.


  “Fucking Ryan Endless,” she whispered and I smiled and covered my mouth with my book.


  “Don’t call him that, it’s stupid.”


  Holland looked at me and then back to him. She started to chew on the end of her pen and I saw her tongue flick the tip of it and I ‘eww’d’ as she quickly looked at me.


  “What?” she said and I rolled my eyes.


  “For Christ sake, just follow him and fuck him already,” I whispered to her.


  “I should,” she said as she stood up and I grabbed her hand and jerked her back down next to me. She laughed and looked me over trying to figure out my sudden need to be prudish. I mean, we are not in any way. Fucking is actually a game to both of us that we have played since High School. College should be on the horizon for us now but we had lingered in our circles and did nothing but spend our families’ money since graduation three years ago. In fact I don’t know if I will go to college. I don’t really give two shits about a career, fortunately I have a Father who owns pretty much half of New York City and a few other large cities now and money will never be an issue. He was a high powered lawyer at one point, but now he OWNS all of the high powered lawyers and reaps the benefit of these soulless bitches winning cases for political deviants and rich socialites who tend to get in some shit. I do not question their morals, it is not my place to and I will be honest and tell you I would not trade my life for anything. You would have to be an idiot to do that.


  “Endless,” she whispered to me and I laughed.


  “I doubt it is true,” I said and she eyed me and smiled like a naughty cat.


  “Well, I heard that he can fuck for hours. I guess “endless” is a bit dramatic but anyway…hours would be interesting, Beth.”


  “Oh sure. I will give you some advice. Buy a lot of lube because your pussy would be dry like a desert. There is no man who can fuck you for that long and keep you all wet and stuff.” I then jumped as I heard the chair pull up across the table from us and there he was, the legendary endless fucking machine himself…Ryan Blackwood. He looked, amazing with his black hair and chiseled jaw. He also looks like tattoos would fit him fine and who knows, he may have some lurking under all that fashion he loves to sport. Ryan is always dressed nicely in brand new clothing. He is never in need of money I would assume. I mean, there at least 4 older women who fuck him here in New York and pay for his shit. The apartment he has, the cars…the clothing, hair. It is all paid for with his dick. He may look incredibly delicious but my assessment of him being a manwhore is dead on and everyone knows it.


  “Ryan.”


  Ryan grinned at her for a second and then he was back to staring me down.


  “Holland,” he said as he looked down my neck and I felt the need to adjust my shirt as I had a bit of my cleavage sticking out. He sighed and pulled out his phone as it chirped in his pocket. He stared at the screen and typed something back quickly as Holland was all star-struck with him. I was not, nor had I ever been. I may sound like a cunt for saying this but Ryan was not what you would call from the right people. As in, his family was poor, or middle class…what the fuck ever. I mean what is the difference? If you have to ask how much something costs then that means you don’t have enough in the bank to really shop right? I know that sounds mean but I don’t know anyone who had ever snaked their way into the higher levels of the New York elite like this trashy guy had.


  “I am hungry.” I said as I stood up and Ryan stood up too. Holland smiled and damn near fell off her chair as she stood and I rolled my eyes and grabbed my book from the table.


  “There is a great Thai place down the street.”


  “Huh,” I said, as he looked me over even harder which was uncomfortable on a few different levels.


  “I love Thai,” Holland said.


  “Cool.” Ryan stared at me some more and I sighed.


  “I don’t.” I added and he rubbed his neck with his hand and looked around the room and then back to me.


  “What do you like, Beth?” he asked me. I bit my lip like a schoolgirl and irritated the fuck out of myself.


  “I like a lot of things, but not that. It stinks.”


  “Well, you tell me what you want and I will make it happen,” he said and Holland opened her mouth and then shut it as I looked at her.


  “I am very capable of taking care of what I need, Ryan.”


  “Really?”


  I stood my ground and started to become a bit aggravated. “Yes, really.”


  “So why do you hate Thai food, Beth?” he asked me and I looked down and then back up at him.


  “Disgusting smell and…”


  “And what?” he added. I suddenly felt like leaving and I took a step back, pushing my chair in.


  “Nothing.”


  “Is it the food or your new Mommy, Beth? You know, the one who is what…like 2 years older than you?”


  I stopped and felt all of my muscles clinch up in my stomach.


  “She is from China.”


  Ryan smiled at me and then opened his mouth.


  “How is that working out, I mean she replaced your old one.”


  “Beth,” Holland said as she touched my arm and I pushed her from me.


  “Go tell the driver we are leaving.”


  “Let’s just…”


  I cut her off as I held my hand up and stared her down gritting my teeth.


  “Okay,” she said as she shook her head and left us standing there. I took a breath and looked him over as if to say “Fuck you” and honestly I was so thinking it. I walked around the table and then stepped up to him as I saw we were almost the same height with my heels on. I looked down his body and then reached out and popped his jacket open a tiny bit as he watched me. I read the label and smiled.


  “This is a $500 jacket, Ryan.”


  He grinned and adjusted it as he looked down my body.


  “You are probably wearing about $1000 dollars in shit today, I would call that modest for you Beth, running late?”


  “You know. There was no one more surprised when you strolled into school our freshman year and suddenly you were at Patterson, nice little jacket with the patch and shiny shoes. I mean, I know you wanted to fit in but I remember you and your Mom,” I said as he stopped smiling and looked into my eyes. I had no intention of stopping so while I had his attention I continued on. “I mean you are a bastard right? I certainly don’t mean to be rude but your Mom has no idea who your Dad is, or maybe he is in jail, who fucking knows, right? I mean she was trashy, probably still is and I am sure her mouth has wrinkles from all the blow jobs she was handing out while she cleaned toilets in homes she could never afford to give to you Ryan. I mean…she cleaned my toilet, in my room…or wing of the house that I lived in downtown. You remember that, don’t you? I mean you would come with her because she could not get anyone to watch you and you would steal food.”


  He took a slow breath as I walked around him and then I stopped and leaned into his ear.


  “While you ate our food, your Mommy ate my Father’s cock for an extra $20 on her paycheck.”


  He clinched his fists slightly as I stepped back in front of him and he raised his eyes to mine. I grinned and he stepped close to me and licked his lips.


  “How does it feel to be so alone, Beth? You know, since your Mom died and your Dad ordered in some new pussy?”


  I raised my hand and he caught it as I almost hit him. He held me tighter than I expected and it hurt slightly but the pain was not something I hated. He then rubbed his thumb across the deep scars on my wrist and I jerked my hand away as Holland called out to me.


  “We are ready, Beth.”


  I looked down and then back up at him as I tilted my head a bit.


  “I bet you suck cock as well as your mother did.”


  He narrowed his eyes as I walked away from him and he allowed himself to stare at my ass, tightly held in my skirt and begging for someone to slap it, but not him…fucking never him. He can wish forever, he will never have me.


  


  


  


  Chapter Two


  Diamond Studded Cock Ring


  


  


  



  


  I sat watching the people far below us from one of the tallest buildings in the city. I often step out and linger near the edge. My Father owns the building and I have the top floor. It was a graduation gift he handed to me three years ago. I still don’t know if he just wanted me to leave the house or if he really was trying to be nice. I mean he has given me so many things over the years that presents don’t hold much weight anymore. Cars, homes, anything the average person would be thrilled to receive, but he had ruined me long before this when he bought me an amusement park for my 5th birthday of which I still own. That was when I first started to understand what and who I was. Elite, above the fray, whatever you want to fucking call it, but the one thing he never gave me was time, nor his love. Two things my mother also longed for and he allowed her to fade right into nothingness. If I had any hatred for him before it happened, then I certainly hated him now and even at her funeral he left early for “business”. I would call that fucking rude. I saw the bitch who lives in the house with him now, Miko, in the limo as he hurried away from the graveyard before Mom was tucked away in the huge family Mausoleum of which we will all be thrown in someday…unless we become immortal, but fucking fat chance of that happening.


  I placed my arms out wide and tilted my head back as the wind blew up and caught me off guard for a moment. I stumbled and looked below me as the lights flickered on and off, red to white…red to white, and my mind flashed to the ambulance that had come to collect my Mom. I had been sobbing when they carried her out and screamed as I reached towards her. I always felt so close to her, not some weird Mother/Daughter bonding bullshit but as friends. I was the only child my parents had and even though I knew as did my Father that she had killed three children with abortions after me, I still loved her. That bit of trivia popped up when she was drinking and she would grind that one into him like a lit cigarette on bare skin. She refused to give him anything more she said often and especially a male to carry on his evil ways. Like she knew no evil herself, but that is a story for another time. So she had robbed me of any siblings but with that came her undying attention she paid to me which I needed more than I ever knew before she died. I blame him, I always will, and it is only now that I wish I had a brother that I could call my own. Claim him like Mom claimed me. I get it now. The love thing, I just wish my father did…or maybe I should grow the fuck up and not worry about it.


  I looked at my wrists and stared at the deep wounds on both of them. I tried to go, just like she had in the bathtub. But fucking Miko wouldn’t let me. That cunt came home and the next thing I knew…therapy and drugs. I smiled as I popped two more of what I call my happy pills and smiled, letting the breeze blow my hair up and around my head. Then I stumbled back as a brighter than bright light lit me up and everything on the extended deck of my apartment, which is actually a pool, waterfall…well, all done up too big just like Dad likes it. I covered my eyes a bit to shield myself from the ridiculous wind it whipped up and saw that it was a helicopter and I narrowed my eyes to see Ryan repelling down from it. I shook my head and yelled at him but he untied his rope and then did some bullshit hand signaling to the pilot and off the helicopter went as he rubbed his hair back and then grinned at me. I stood there in complete disgust with my hands on my hips.


  “Um…rape?” I yelled at him and he laughed at me. He then reached behind him and pulled his backpack. He set it down and unzipped it as I wondered if running and calling the police was my next move. He then pulled out a bottle of wine, two glasses and big tablecloth looking thing and stood as he pulled up three red roses.


  “You wish.”


  “What the fuck are you doing here…I mean, how the fuck do you even know where I live and shit?”


  He stood up and smiled at me holding the roses out in front of him. I rolled my eyes.


  “Three?”


  He looked at them and then tossed them behind him and pulled out a small box and I eyed it and then him.


  “Diamond studded cock ring?”


  He grinned.


  “Really?”


  I shook my head and stepped back from him.


  “I thought we established a fucking zone of hate between us?” I said and he shook the box in his hand like candy at me.


  I tried to grab it and then he grinned as I swayed a bit on my feet.


  “Are you high?”


  “Fuck you,” I said as I turned and walked back towards the large glass panels that served as the walls to my apartment on this side. I stepped up and then looked back at him.


  “I am changing,” I said and I stepped in with a wave of my hand to the keypad. If nothing else my Father loves technology and everything is all futuristic in here. As in the lights come on, the water runs…like I live with fucking ghosts. It has an A.I. built in and it often talks to me like a child.


  “We seem to have a perimeter breach on the roof Miss Beth.”


  “No…it is a…” I started to say and the screens went up as my virtual babysitter, who I lovingly call Carson, which is what I would have called my brother regardless of what my parents would have named him, started to phone the security company in the building.


  “Carson…stop,” I said and the screen went down with a bit of silence.


  “Should I adjust the temperature and start a fire?” Carson asked me and I laughed.


  “No, he will not be staying long.” I looked out and Ryan was taking his coat off and then started to unbutton his shirt as he flipped his shoes towards me.


  I ran towards him as I almost fell. I pulled my heels off and slid out onto the balcony as he pulled his pants off and jumped into my pool. I raised my hands up and held my head as his STD infested body wrecked my water.


  “What are you doing?” I asked him and he looked up at me as he moved his legs under the water slowly.


  “Swimming…don’t you ever do this up here?”


  I shook my head at him.


  “That is a prop, I don’t swim in it.”


  Ryan laughed at me.


  “Seriously? Why do you even have shit if not to use it?”


  He dove under and I saw his perfectly formed ass and cleared my throat. I then glanced to the blanket he had laid out and saw the wine and glasses sitting next to the box. I looked back as he tread the water and walked to it quickly. I squatted down and opened it up and stared at the most beautiful red ruby, diamond ring I had ever seen in my life. It was cut into a perfect square and flanked with so many diamonds I found myself counting them.


  “14.” He said behind me and I fell over with it in my hand, the ring popped out and slid away from me and I reached for it but he did too and it was then that we ended up face to face, in the moonlight and pale hue of the lights of my balcony. His eyes looked kind, although I knew he was not and his skin was glistening from the water. I shook my head and stood up to get away from him. I kept my back to him and reached behind me with the ring in my open palm.


  “Very pretty, I can’t,” I said and he smiled as he leaned down and took it from me with his lips ever so softly, kissing my hand until I balled it up and pulled it to my chest in front of me.


  “I am sure you are used to getting these.”


  I turned to him slightly, still not wanting to see him naked.


  “I don’t have any rubies.”


  “Really, that is so strange. I mean women…and this may be a talent I have, look like certain things to me and you look like rubies and diamonds of course. I am sure if you put it on you would see what I mean.”


  I then turned to him and kept my eyes locked on his.


  “My mother always wore rubies. I am sure you know this as she was at many functions in the paper weekly with all the charity work she did and quite honestly I do not appreciate you barging in here and using that like some sort of romantic gesture towards me, hoping to what? Soften me?”


  “I came here to apologize. I should not have said that about your mother. I was being a dick and I thought I would come swooping in and make you love me.”


  I laughed and let my eyes wander, big mistake. My god his cock is huge, holy shit. I cleared my throat and turned again. My happy pills were sinking in and my armor dissolving with it. Soon I would be nicer and closer to me than I ever want to be but I have to as I tend to have panic attacks from fucking hell. I crossed my arms on my chest.


  “Thank you,” I said and he stepped up behind me.


  “What?”


  I turned and he was right there and he caught my arm as I swayed on my feet a bit.


  “Thanks. For apologizing and bringing me wine and three roses and a ring I will not wear.”


  He grinned at me and I didn’t get until he glanced down and I did too as his erect cock had the ring sitting on it. I rubbed my neck and looked up and then to the sides.


  “You want it?” he asked me and I looked at him and narrowed my eyes.


  “Want what?”


  “The ring?” he whispered to me and I stood there feeling flush and completely out of my element with him.


  “I told you...” he took my hand into his and pulled it down to his erection and placed my fingers around it firmly. He squeezed it slightly and I sucked in my breath as he slowly pulled my hand along his shaft until he looked down and I felt the ring slip onto my finger. I stood there trembling a bit as his cock twitched slightly.


  “I can smell your pussy,” he whispered and I stared at his lips.


  “That is so rude,” I said and he grinned at me.


  “It smells sweet.”


  “You smell money.”


  He grabbed me and pulled me to him a bit rougher than I was used to being handled by men.


  “If you have money in your pussy I will find it and any other place you may have it hidden.”


  I laughed at him.


  “That cannot possibly be your fucking pick up line.”


  “No. This is.”


  He lifted me and slipped my panties over with two fingers bringing me down onto his cock forcefully and I gasped for air as he was larger than any cock I had ever taken before. He held my ass tightly as my legs wrapped around him tightly. My body shook slightly and he watched my mouth as he lifted me up a little bit and then pulled me back down with force, so much so I felt as if I might bruise from it but something about it and his rough demeanor played to my bodies senses and I allowed him to move me up and down a few more times as my pussy became wetter and wetter with each stroke of his cock inside of me.


  “Ryan!” I screamed out as Holland looked up at me, her lips wet from eating me out. She grinned and tilted her head.


  “Are you fucking serious?” she asked me and I leaned up and pushed her fucking head back down into me as her tongue lapped at my clit and I let myself cum on her fingers as they moved in my vagina. I covered my face with my pillow and stopped my own breathing for a few seconds as Ryan’s fucking grin consumed me and prolonged the orgasm. I hate him so much right now for invading my mind….asshole.


  


  


  


  Chapter Three


  Ball and Chain


  


  


  



  


  


  I soaked in the bath for much longer than I usually do. I mean, I love bathing in hot water but I’d been sitting there for an hour as the water began to cool just thinking about the night before and the fact that Ryan had pretty much ruined a perfectly good evening of having my pussy eaten out by Holland. Holland is a friend with benefits and her benefit to me is a guilty pleasure I have of being with women and she gets the benefit of “presents” from me as in stuff she wants. I think it is a great arrangement and I know I am a fucking bitch for talking about Ryan getting paid to fuck, but Holland comes from money, she doesn’t need this shit…we are just playing around anyway. I mean, come on. We have been fingering each other since sophomore year when we both drank a bit too much and it just happened. But shit, having a good friend like that when no one else is around is fabulous.


  She popped up out of the water and smiled at me and I rolled my eyes. I was so consumed in thought that the dildo was useless and she quickly turned it on herself. I leaned up and kissed her lips softly. She sucked in her breath at my mouth and I fingered her ass as she shoved the dildo deep into herself and I could feel the vibration with my hand. I smiled as she cried out and let her head fall back. Then she turned it off and tossed it across the floor as I touched her face and grinned.


  “What do you think about when you come?” I asked her and she smiled at me.


  “I think about two cocks in me and one in my mouth.”


  “Really?” I said as I leaned back on the other end of the tub and she raised a foot up slowly, water dripped off of her pale skin and I watched it return to what was left of the bubbles below it. She raised her hand and slowly moved it along her leg and I watched as if I needed too, then she glanced at me.


  “A good gang bang would fucking rock. I have yet to do that.”


  “Probably. I don’t know. I think one person is enough,” I said as I laughed.


  “You have never done it with more than one person?” she asked me.


  I tilted my head back and placed the wash cloth across my closed eyes.


  “This water is getting fucking cold, let’s go get breakfast.”


  “We should set it up, I know a few…” she started to say and I took the washcloth from my eyes and stared at her.


  “I am fine, but you go get your shit stretched out if you like.”


  She smacked the water and splashed me. I wiped water from my face and grinned at her.


  “I do exercises,” she said and I narrowed my eyes at her.


  “You what?”


  “Exercises to make it tight.”


  “Your pussy?” I said as I splashed her back and she laughed at me.


  “Yes of course! My mom said…”


  I stood up and shook my head at her as the maid stepped up and handed me a towel. I took it not even looking at her.


  “Your mom?”


  “Yes, she said you have to keep your pussy tight or you will never keep a man.”


  I stepped out and wrapped the towel around me as Holland stood up and the maid handed her a towel too. She stepped out and I finally looked at the maid.


  “Have the driver ready,” I said and she left us, barely making any expression at all. My staff is not here to be human. They are here to serve me so I often forget to even say shit to them. In fact I forgot she was even in the bathroom with us. I find it funny that I talk to my A.I. in the penthouse more than I do to the staff. I guess in that way I am like my father…fucking great.


  I rubbed my hair and Holland did the same as I looked down and saw a drip of blood come from her onto my white rug that sits along my oversized bathtub.


  “What the fuck, Holland?”


  She looked down and ‘oh’d’ as she looked at the spots on the rug.


  “Oh fuck.”


  She pushed the towel up in between her legs and I stared at her.


  “Not so tight, huh?”


  


  “Shut the fuck up, Beth,” she said, as she looked agitated.


  “I am only kidding, lighten up you bitch,” I said as I walked to the three large mirrors on the wall and opened up my towel to look at my body. I leaned in and stared at my stomach and then my breasts.


  “I may need some work done,” I said and Holland stepped up behind me and smiled as she leaned and looked at me too.


  “It is a ball.”


  “What?” I asked her and she smiled at me in the mirror.


  “A ball, I shove it up in my pussy and practice on it, I tighten my muscles. It is fucking amazing I swear. I also cum on it, makes it easier to pop it out.”


  I laughed and closed my towel up, turning to look at her.


  “What if it got caught up there and shit?”


  “Oh my god, it has a chain on it.”


  “A chain? That is insane.”


  “It is a small chain, for shit’s sake. Just trust me. Practice making that shit tight and you will rule the dick forever.”


  I turned back to the mirror and stared at myself. I may be young but eventually age would take everything away from me and even a ball in my pussy could not change that shit.


  ****


  Ryan leaned up and stared at Holland as he grinned. He smelled her lips and then licked them and she closed her eyes.


  “I appreciate that you leave her taste on you. I enjoy it,” he said as she slipped her panties off and turned around slowly. He stroked his cock a few times and savored the taste of me inside of his mouth.


  “You said you wanted…..ouch, Ryan it hurts.”


  Ryan pushed his cock deep into her ass and moaned a bit as she squirmed. He slapped her ass and she stopped moving.


  “It is supposed to,” he said as he reached around and started to play with her clit. She bit into her lip and her eyes rolled back into her head as he ground his hips against her ass and then started to fuck her harder.


  “Tell me what…what she said,” he said as he tried to control his breathing and she held onto the toilet in the stall.


  “I was eating her pussy…Ryan!” she said as he lifted her legs and wrapped them behind him so he could move forward and she slammed against the wall as he spread his legs and started to thrust upward as hard as he could, then he slowed down and she moaned deep in the back of her throat. He held onto her small breasts tightly, leaving marks on her skin with his fingers and then he lowered one hand and started to play with her clit again.


  “And,” he said almost in a growl.


  “She was moaning and shit and then she…”


  “She what?” he said as he started to fuck her very quickly and her ass tightened around his cock as he buried his face into her back.


  “She cried out your name as she started to come!” Holland yelled out and Ryan pulled out of her, flipped her around and made her straddle the toilet as he held the tip of his cock to her mouth. She kept her lips tightly pressed together but he grabbed her throat and squeezed. Just as she opened her mouth he shoved the full length of his cock into it. He moaned as he grabbed the back of her hair and fucked her mouth until she could feel the cum filling her throat and she was forced to swallow it. His body trembled and then he let her go and she backed up, gasping for breath and she stared up at him.


  “I didn’t even come you fucking asshole.”


  He grabbed her up, turning quickly and shoved his dick deep into her pussy as she watched his expression. He started to grind against her clit as his large size stretched her further and further. She then opened her mouth up as he placed 4 of his fingers into her mouth and she bit down as the orgasm rocked through her whole body.


  Holland leaned up into the mirror and touched her bottom lip as it looked a bit swollen and Ryan stood behind her, zipping up his pants. He stepped up beside her and washed his hands, almost acting as if she were not there. She then pulled her lip gloss and started to put it on as he turned to her and smiled.


  “What else did she say about me?” he asked and she turned to him and grinned.


  “She thinks you are cheap and beneath her.”


  “I would love to be both.”


  “Obviously, listen. I have money if you…”


  Ryan stopped her.


  “I don’t need your fucking money. I just need for you to continue to help me by telling me what she says and what she does. That is what we agreed upon and in return you get cock.”


  Holland smiled and reached down touching his bulge in his pants and he did not even look disturbed by it. She rubbed it and he took her hand and pulled it up while he smiled at her.


  “You get one fuck for one piece of information.”


  “Oh I will bring you more.”


  He leaned in and touched her chin as she watched him closely.


  “I need for you to mention me. In a good way.”


  Holland laughed and stepped back from him.


  “In a good way? Are you fucking serious? What good things are there to say about you, Ryan?”


  She turned back to the mirror and leaned in.


  “You are a prostitute.”


  He leaned into her ear.


  “And you are a whore. Guess we are even.”


  Holland turned to him and stared into his eyes.


  “Takes one to know one.”


  He laughed and started to walk out of the bathroom. He stopped and handed the man sitting on the chair $100 dollar bill and he smiled at the money and placed it into his pocket. Then he turned back to Holland.


  “Just do your job better than you suck dick.”


  The man on the chair laughed under his breath and Holland glanced at him and then turned back to the mirror. She threw her lip gloss into her bag and then huffed out of the bathroom like the spoiled bitch that she is.


  


  


  Chapter Four


  Seed of Evil


  


  


  



  


  


  I sat at the table and stared at the menu as Holland finally arrived. She wanted to go home and change and honestly I did not blame her one bit. We had fucked a few times and then she started which was disgusting anyway. I looked up at her as she walked towards me a bit slowly and then she grinned and picked up the pace until she sat down slowly. I eyed her and leaned up.


  “You okay?”


  “Cramps…they fucking suck.”


  She adjusted on her chair, not from cramps but from the proper assfucking she had received from Ryan just a half hour prior to meeting me.


  “So…I was thinking tropical.”


  “I don’t do fruit that often. Birds shit themselves constantly from eating like vegetarians.”


  I laughed and tapped her hand.


  “I meant vacation. Tropical, someplace warm and sunny with a view of the ocean…not like here.”


  “Oh.” She smiled at me. “Sure, tropical would be great! I mean it is chilly here and it sucks right now. I want to wear less with my heels.”


  “Less is more,” I said as I looked back at the menu and grazed the selection. I am not huge on eating but I usually have a huge appetite after I fuck, which I have to assume is normal. Well, when I fuck well. Not when it is mediocre fucking. We all know what that shit is. It is when you come and it just isn’t that intense and you immediately want the asshole to leave. I have been there a few times and it sucks ass. It feels like I wasted my time. No one is getting any fucking younger here.


  “Water, lemon…salad. Egg, whites only, turkey…vinaigrette.”


  I smiled and looked up at the waiter. “Same, but add an espresso.”


  He left us and Holland watched his ass and I laughed at her.


  “Never ending with you.”


  “What? I could fuck everyday all day. In fact, I had to be Roman in my past life. Had too. I would assume you were too.”


  I smiled and leaned back in my chair.


  “I don’t necessarily believe in past lives Holland, seems a bit far-fetched to me.”


  She leaned up and placed her hand on her chin and then took it away as I thought I saw a light bruise just beneath the surface of her chin. I narrowed my eyes and then she continued on.


  “My psychic medium told me I have been royalty many times. She has not mentioned Rome yet but I am sure of it. I dream of gold often and cows, or bulls…whatever the fuck you call them.”


  “Bull,” I said as I smiled at her. She looked around the room and then back to me.


  “You should come and talk to her, she is really good. She could probably tell you some stuff about yourself that you never knew.”


  I shook my head and then stared at the waiter as he returned with our waters and some freshly made bread.


  “I find that a waste of time and money but I know it amuses you.”


  She leaned up and took a bite of salad and then stopped chewing when she looked behind me. I could not help but look and there he was, Ryan Blackwood…again. I am starting to feel like seeing a psychic and finding out why the fuck he is suddenly all around me would be a great thing. I turned back and stared at my salad as it was placed before me. I tried to pick up my fork but I continued to think about him and a flash of his mouth consumed me for a second.


  “Beth.”


  I then opened my eyes and glanced up to see him next to the table staring at me.


  “Again,” I said as I picked up my fork and stabbed my salad. Holland smiled at me as she chewed and then swallowed. She looked at Ryan and grinned.


  “Ryan, why are you here?” she said which was odd.


  He looked at her and nodded as he pulled a chair up and joined us. Sitting on it backwards.


  “Dry cleaning,” he said and she shoved some more lettuce into her mouth.


  “Don’t you have people to do that sort of thing for you.”


  “I got shit on my pants, Holland.”


  She started to choke and he smiled as he stepped up behind her and gave her a quick Heimlich. She spit out some egg into her bowl and then coughed a few times, taking in some air. She watched him return to his chair as if nothing had happened.


  “You know how it is when you love a piece of clothing, don’t you? I mean if you stepped in shit with your shoes say…” he looked down under the table and she pulled them back as if he would steal them. “You would be irritated.”


  “Shit?” I asked him and he looked at me and grinned, showing off his white teeth.


  “Not literally, I am not sure what it was but the drycleaner should be able to remove it like most trash.”


  Holland stood up and touched her stomach.


  He looked at her and reached out, taking her hand.


  “You okay?”


  She nodded and looked at me quickly. I watched her closely as she looked pale.


  “I think I may be sick,” she said as she hurried away from the table leaving me there with him, all alone and not wanting to be. I then looked over to see him watching me.


  “Thank you,” I said and he picked up Holland’s drink and took a swig of it. I watched his tongue flick into the glass and steal the lemon. He pulled the whole thing into his mouth and chewed as I grimaced a bit. He then swallowed and continued to watch me.


  “For what?”


  “Saving her from choking.”


  “Oh, sure,” he said as he reached into the glass and pulled out an ice cube and placed it to his bottom lip, lingering a moment before he took it and started to chew. I blinked, realizing I was being way too attentive to his actions, much more so than I should be. He then touched my hand and had my fork before I knew it. I watched him stab my lettuce and then place it to his mouth but he stopped. He turned it to me and I opened my mouth up right until I heard my Father’s voice and turned to see him standing there with Miko. Fucking bitch. I swear she wore my Mother’s clothing or purposely bought things to appear so. She played with her pearls slowly as he eyed me and Ryan at the table. Then they joined us and I sighed, as I knew the games would now fucking begin.


  My Father snapped his fingers and waiters appeared like locusts, grabbing everything and walking towards a larger table in the back, their table…not mine, that of him and his young whore wife who had slipped into my house as I was moved out. So convenient and utterly sickening to have happened so quickly after Mother was placed in a box and tucked away like some old toy on a shelf. Now my mother was fucking crazy and a pain in the ass most days but her end should have been something a bit less lonely and her burial full of a bit more respect in my opinion. I will never forgive him for doing what he did to her all of those years. She had been faithful and he had not been, simple as that. He flaunted his infidelity in her face and she accepted it out of lack of self-worth and her inability to be on her own. It was pathetic but she was my mother and the only companion I had in the house that seemed relatively real. I mean the nannies came and went as my father fucked them and paid for abortions, seems to be the trend with him. Ironic he wants a male heir but probably killed 10 along the way. Asshole.


  I sat at the table and watched him pull a chair out for Miko and she sat down glancing at me. I took a breath and then looked to see Ryan placing his hands on the chair behind me. He pulled it out as I stood up and we walked to the table together as he placed a hand on the small of my back. The look on my father’s face of disgust made me happy so I let Ryan do it to spite him. Ryan pulled a chair out for me and I smiled at him and then sat down across from my Father and Ryan took a seat next to me. Then Father did what he does best and turned his attention to being a cocksucker, the master of all cocksuckers.


  “How is your mother, Ryan?” he asked and Ryan smiled and leaned back, understanding exactly what he had stepped into.


  “Good,” he said as he then glanced at Miko. She grinned at him and played with her pearls.


  “Still spending time on her knees?” My Father added as Ryan opened his mouth and I took his hand in mine and it confused him as he looked at me. I shook my head slightly and he closed his mouth.


  Father grinned as his drink arrived. A cocktail of bourbon of course and he took a small sip and waited for Ryan to spar with him.


  “Mother has not had to work for some time now,” Ryan said. My father reached down under the table and Miko adjusted slightly as I knew he was fucking with her. It disgusted me, as it always had. He has no morality and unfortunately I fear I am just as bad as he is with his fucked up genetic code festering in my cunt. The only redeeming quality about me may be my mother. I can only hope.


  “Oh, that is right. You seem to be very talented with your tongue.”


  Ryan smiled and looked at Miko as her trembling hand tried to drink from her glass. She placed the drink down and stood up quickly as my Father’s hand rose and then fell away. Of course Ryan knew as I had that he had been fingering her under the table and although I should have walked away, my Father is good for one thing and one thing only. Holding the power with the money I receive from him so I tolerate his bullshit to remain free of worry. I mean one stroke of his pen and I would have nothing.


  “What brings you out before the sun goes down Father?” I asked him and he looked at me and placed his drink to his lips and shot the rest of it.


  “I am not a vampire, although that is the trend these days correct? Those vampire books and movies? Drivel,” he said and I laughed at the thought of it.


  “I tend to read dramas,” I said and he looked me over.


  “Of course you do baby girl. You have an affinity to it not unlike your mother.” Then he looked to Ryan. “Know this going in.” He added as he winked and Ryan smiled, glancing at me.


  “No one is going into anything,” I said and my Father laughed as Miko returned looking less flush. Holland was at her side and ran to my Father, kissing him on the cheek and I looked down and then noticed Ryan was still holding my hand. I pulled it away from him and he leaned back as Holland took a seat next to him. I watched Miko sit down all ladylike, which is a fucking joke. She then pulled out a cigarette and lit it, not bothering to notice there was no smoking here but she doesn’t fucking care. My Father snapped at the waiter and he returned as he watched Miko blow smoke into rings out in front of her.


  “I am sorry, we have a no smoke…”


  My father pulled out a $500 dollar bill and threw it at him and he shut up and picked it up from the floor.


  “Round of drinks,” my father said and I shook my head ‘no’.


  “Not this early, I will have…”


  “She will drink as we all are.” He added and I took a breath and tried to remain calm.


  He then placed his hand on Miko’s face and pulled her to him as his tongue met with hers and I closed my eyes and looked down. Ryan watched them and then looked towards me. I sighed and tried to slow my breathing.


  “We have news,” Father said as he leaned back and Miko smiled at him and looked at me.


  “Investing in human trafficking?” I said under my breath and Ryan laughed under his breath as my Father narrowed his eyes and then grinned at me. The waiter returned and we all suddenly had a drink before us. Father raised his and then kissed Miko’s hand.


  “An heir to the throne will be born,” he said as he held his glass up and I felt my stomach drop. I looked at Miko who was grinning and looking at him like a proud mother. I reached towards my glass with a shaking hand as my father drank and slammed his glass down, waving for another. I tried to pick mine up but it fell over as Ryan took my hand in his and then looked to my father.


  “Congratulations on your happy news,” he said and Holland took a drink and then started to clap as my Father watched me as if he was feeding on my misery.


  


  


  Chapter Five


  Revenge Fucking


  


  


  



  


  I grabbed at his hair and I swear I pulled out a handful as he bit into my shoulder and I screamed. He broke through my skin with his teeth and I did not fucking care, not one bit. All I cared about was getting his dick as deep into my pussy as possible and saying fuck you to my father as I knew he hated Ryan. I knew he hated Ryan as much as he hated me for being born a girl. Fucking Ryan was in its own way the best revenge fucking I could manage to pull off even though Father had not given me the pleasure of telling me to break it off with him. I knew, Ryan knew it, and Father knew I was doing it to piss him off as much as I could.


  I placed my foot up on the sink and Ryan shoved 5 fingers into my pussy and jerked them upward as I hissed and he moaned at my lips. I pulled his head back and bit him on the neck like some fucking vampire, trying my best to break his skin but I had not succeeded in that yet so I reached over and tried to grab a razor as he continued to finger my pussy like he hated it and me. The rougher the better, the more bruises left behind the better. His aggression was no less than my own. I fucked him out of hate, a hate that had built up in me over a lifetime so I had a ton to give and Ryan loved it as much as I did. He then lifted me up, slamming me back and my head hit the mirror and broke it, it splintered out into a perfect circle and shards fell behind me and off to the side. I grabbed one in my hand, gripping it to hard and allowing it to cut into the palm of my hand as he placed the tip of his cock to my ass. When he fucks, he fucks like an animal and I had never had anyone as sadistic as I was so it was always a game as to who could hurt more, fuck deeper, leave more scars. I am a competitive person by nature so I always wanted to win but the chess game was the most exciting part of it. The moving of the pieces, going further and further until we could stare each other down knowing one more move would place us in checkmate. I then lifted the piece of mirror and cut him across his chest as he cried out and shoved his large cock up into my ass and I screamed as the pain ripped through me. He grabbed my hand and cut himself with it as he fucked me harder and harder and then he jerked the mirror from my hand and tossed it across the room as he pulled my ass towards him with blood on his fingers.


  “Fucking do it you cunt,” I said as I stared at him and he fucked me harder.


  “Is that it? This is what all the talk was about? Seriously you fucking bore me to death, Ryan!” I yelled at him as he growled at me and jerked me from the counter. He pulled his cock from me and flipped me to face away from him. He then pulled me down on his cock as hard as he could into my pussy, all of my muscles tightened up and my eyes rolled a bit as it hurt and felt incredible all at the same time. He had no compassion, none that I could find in this arena and I had none either so to have two people clash in this way was a test of will each and every time we fucked, which was as often as possible. I started to laugh and let my head fall down as he fucked me better than anyone ever had before, including him, but I was not going to give him the pleasure of knowing that, why would I? I pulled from him and the game would begin again.


  “I have a $100 in my purse, take it and leave,” I said to him and he stood there with his beautiful cock erect. In any other instance I would drop to my knees and suck him off but not Ryan. I do this often with him. I let him fuck me until he almost comes and then I stop him and treat him like a dog. In fact we had been fucking for a month now and I never once let him come. I took as much pleasure in it as I could and suffered for it also. I would have to finger myself to orgasm after he left but I did not care. I had so much hatred for my Father which spilled over into everything now. Miko was just now starting to show and I hated her even more in her cute designer maternity clothes…fucking mail order bride.


  Ryan did what he normally did and started to stroke his shaft, head down as I watched him and I laughed. He would come and I would make him clean it up. Sound cruel? Well, I guess that it is but he loves it so we each get what we want. He hissed as his body trembled slightly.


  “Do it, make yourself come,” I said and with that he did as he moaned slightly. I walked over and grabbed a towel and then threw it at him. It hit the floor and I walked out not unlike I had done many times before with him, here, in my bedroom, the roof…restaurants. You would think for just a month of fucking we would have less to think back on as far as “memories” go but we had been very busy.


  The buzzer rang and I slipped my robe on with my nipples still hard and showing through it slightly. I stepped up to the door and pressed the button to the video screen and saw Holland standing there. I smiled.


  “Let her in, Carson.”


  “As you wish Miss Beth,” my A.I. replied to me from somewhere in the computer mainframe. I have to laugh that the closest person to me is a fucking made up one my Father created to protect me here.


  I walked away from the door and picked up a cigarette. I had never smoked before, but with the news of Miko’s pregnancy I had taken it up and I will not lie and say it is not disgusting because it is. Father hated it with Mother and he hates it with Miko, who is still trying to sneak them in even though she carries the future king. I lit mine up and Holland stepped in as I turned to her and grinned.


  “Well,” she said as she raised an eyebrow then Ryan stepped out of the bathroom and buttoned up his shirt as she stared at him.


  “You could have said you were busy, Beth.”


  “With what?” I asked her without even looking at him.


  “Ryan,” she said as she looked at him and he nodded to her.


  “Holland.”


  She looked back at me and her eyes widened like she wanted me to just spill it and tell her everything about this but I wasn’t even interested. Holland had not caught us fucking yet so I guess she is in shock or something which is new for her. I mean we fuck whom we want to when we want too and just because it is Ryan Blackwood means nothing.


  “I stopped by to see if you got your invitation yet.”


  “To what?” I asked her as Ryan walked to my kitchen and Carson turned the lights on for him which pisses me off. How an A.I. can honestly become attached to someone is beyond me but it seemed that Carson liked him as odd as that sounds.


  “Shower.”


  “What?” I said as I looked at her and she walked up with an elaborate invitation in her hand. I took it and flipped the card to see that the writing was gold, real no doubt, and I narrowed my eyes and read it.


  “Fucking kidding me,” I said as I lowered it and stared at Holland.


  “She is having a party, biggest one this year seems like and it is a masquerade ball. Strange for a baby shower but then again she is fucking weird anyway.”


  “She is treating this like it is a graduation or some shit.”


  “Well she is,” Ryan said as he walked back in and looked at me.


  I rolled my eyes and looked at him.


  “Money…purse,” I said and he laughed and walked to the couch and sat down as my eyes followed him with distain.


  “What do you mean?” Holland asked him as she followed him to the couch and sat down to close to him, pulling her legs up and acting all coy. I sat down on the large matching leather couch across from them and looked upward.


  “Carson, light.”


  The room lit up as Carson opened the ceiling up and exposed the skylight to heaven as I called it. I mean you look straight up into the atmosphere at this height. I looked at Ryan and waved my hand.


  “Well?” I asked him and he smiled and looked up at the light raining down on us and I saw his bruises on his neck and so did Holland. She looked at me and smiled pointing at him and I shook my head ‘no’.


  “She is moving up. I mean she was the order in pussy, now she will be locked in, with this kid.”


  I laughed and then stopped as he adjusted his dick in his pants and I caught myself looking. I cleared my throat.


  “So you are saying she is getting a promotion.”


  “Yes, just like that.” He added and I sighed.


  “Nice…real fucking nice.”


  “Very insightful Ryan.”


  I looked at Holland and narrowed my eyes. She looked at me mouthing “what?” and I rolled my eyes at her.


  “Anyway, so when is this bullshit?” I asked. I had read the card and stopped after the “celebrating the arrival” crap.


  “This Saturday,” she said and I stopped breathing for a second.


  “This Saturday? Why so fucking soon? And where is my invitation?” I added and Holland leaned back and shrugged her shoulders at me.


  ****


  I sat in my Father’s study, not unlike I had on many occasions before. When I was growing up this is where he would talk to me about shit. Be it school, or whatever. He often started with “You know Bethany, with your obligations to this family lineage” and end with “your mother would be disappointed if she would remain sober for more than a day.” I hated when he tried to make me feel so small with so much to prove to him. I got it. I was not the boy he wanted. I was the one child who survived a horrible mess of a marriage and an evil union he held onto to for no other reason than to torture my mother and maybe me too. He hates women, all of them I do believe. He always treated me with distain and he ignored Mother most days. He paid attention to the staff who he had dress like porn stars in French maid outfits and their cries would ring out as he fucked them in the large house we called home. Home…what a fucking joke.


  The door opened and a woman walked in, not dressed like a whore as I was used to as I grew up, she was dressed in all black as if a funeral was coming. The dress was buttoned up to the neck and she had a white lace collar on. Her shoes were flat and black as well as the hose she wore. She was still young and pretty, but her red hair was pulled back tightly in a bun and she looked as if she had little to no make-up on. Since Miko moved in, no woman was allowed to pretty herself up on the staff, and that was one thing I thought was funny about her. How ironic seeing she was fucking my Father before Mother died and found it necessary to protect her nest. Fucking insanity.


  I watched as she poured me some hot green tea and dropped a mint leaf into it. It was my mother’s favorite and still a staple in the house as if a left over reminder of her passing. A ghost, as she was the last few years she was here. I held my hand up as she started to place a sugar cube into the cup and she stopped and turned as Miko entered, two dogs following her quickly and she held one in her arms. All white shih tzus, and all annoying as shit. They hated me and I hated them, the little nasty fuckers. She stopped and turned back, staring at the maid, who lowered her head and left us without Miko having to say a word. She is a cunt, the biggest one I had ever known. She had mastered it not unlike my Father had mastered being a sadist.


  “Bethany,” she said as she sat down and the dogs growled at me.


  Miko clicked her tongue and the two at her side sat down and looked at her as she smiled at them. She started to pet the one in her arms and then looked at me as the smile faded.


  “Miko,” I said and she tilted her head.


  “You need money I would assume?” she said and I sighed and leaned back in the large leather chair. I swear every piece of fucking furniture in this house is too big. Meant to intimidate and scare people, or maybe it is an extension of my Father’s dick. Who knows.


  “I have an account of my own,” I said and she leaned back and petted her dog.


  “Oh yes, an endless supply of play money. It must be nice to have everything handed to you from birth.”


  I sighed and decided to not take her bait. She loves to reel me in, fluff my feathers and then try to harm me. I am not giving a shit about it today. I am here on another mission.


  “Is Father home?” I asked her and she grinned and leaned up, looking at her nails, which were too long in my opinion. Nails like that are meant for one thing…skinning babies and eating them. In fact the idea of her being a mother is ridiculous.”


  “He is out, I am here. What do you need from him, Beth?” she asked me and I raised an eyebrow.


  “Nothing. I was just saying hello.”


  She laughed and it echoed. She quickly covered her mouth and looked at me.


  “Hello?” she added and it did sound ridiculous and it was also a lie.


  “Well, I mean that and I wanted to know about this Saturday.”


  “Oh, well.”


  She stood up and dropped the dog to the floor as it yelped. I watched it limp to the other two and felt sorry for it. She would surely drop my future brother, or sister on its head rendering it useless. Great. She walked to the large desk and tapped her fingers on it then picked up an envelope and walked back to me, holding it out to me and grinning.


  “It seems your invitation was not sent out yet. Pity,” she said and I smiled and jerked it from her pale fingers.


  “Holland told me, she received hers.”


  “I simply have to clean up the staffing here. It seems we have some who have no business serving your Father’s needs.”


  “I will be here,” I said as I stood up and she watched me walk to the large wooden doors.


  “You will be such a lovely sister, no kiss for Mommy?” she said as I stopped at the door and then quickly left with that haunting thought lingering in my mind.


  ****


  I cried in the car for a while as the driver sat there in front of my Father’s large home. I finally caught my breath and lowered the electronic barrier between us.


  “Home, Miss Beth?”


  “No. I want to…I need to shop. Downtown, please,” I said and I hit the button as the black window between us rose and he disappeared. I pulled my phone out and sighed as I pressed the number that was now my drug.


  “Beth.”


  “I will be downtown at Saks in 45 minutes.”


  “And?” Ryan said.


  “Be there or not, I don’t fucking care.”


  I pressed the button on my phone and knew he would be there, he always came when I called him no matter what he was doing or where…or who. How lucky and utterly pathetic.


  


  


  


  Chapter Six


  The Heart of the Enemy


  


  


  



  


  


  “Move your fucking hand.” I growled as Ryan tried to steady me against the wall in the dressing room. The girl outside the door tapped on it lightly and leaned in as she heard some banging noises.


  “Can I assist you with anything?”


  “Fucking off!” I said as Ryan pushed upward and I could feel his hard cock inside of me. There has to come a point where this will become old, as people have with me before. The only person who had survived this long in my world is Holland and she serves many purposes. Friend, easy lay, club buddy. You name it she is my go to bitch but Ryan? Ryan is a revenge fuck. He is all of the aggression I have had built up in me forever and I get to treat him like shit and he fucks me better than anyone has ever come close to doing it. In fact he is the best but he will NEVER hear that from me. With his ego, which I have to assume is why he lingers with me, he will never leave. I am prey to him and until he breaks me (of which he will never do), he will try to stay. My game is to break him, hear the words ‘I love you’ and then cut the rope. Don’t think I am a cunt, well…I am I guess but trust me Ryan is too.


  He laughed as he grabbed my wrists and held them up over my head. I held onto his waist tightly with my legs. He slowed his pace as he moved his cock in and out of me and the gentle moment was confusing to me. We had not fucked once without some sort of beat the shit out of you mentality, so as he leaned in and kissed my lips I allowed it for a second and my back arched as he moaned inside of my mouth. I bit into his lip and it started to bleed. He hissed and slammed his pelvic bones against mine and dug his nails into the skin on my wrists. I looked up as the orgasm started slowly in my lower abdomen and then fanned out. It was more intense than it had been before and I found myself whispering his name which made him come even harder as he buried his sweat drenched face into my shoulder and said my name too. I stopped breathing. In fact time stopped all together and it was not until the lock clicked and the girl stepped in with her manager that I dropped down, pulling my skirt down and smiling as Ryan zipped his pants up and turned to them both grinning as usual. The manager cleared her throat and tried to speak but his bulge in his pants was distracting her and I pulled money from my purse and walked up to both of them. The manager hesitated but the clerk took her bribe and grinned as Ryan eyed her and it annoyed me. Why? I am not certain, but I let it leave me as quickly as it sprang up. Then the manager stared at me.


  “This is not appropriate.”


  “You know my Father?” I asked her and she shut up quickly.


  “Take the money and consider it a bonus…please,” I said as he reached up and took it and I glanced back to Ryan who was still eying them like meat.


  “Ready?” I asked him and he finally looked at me.


  “So, have a good day,” I said as I stepped past them and Ryan followed me. The clerk barely let him pass without brushing against her a bit and I sighed and looked at my watch as he stepped out and adjusted his tie. He looked back and whispered “call me” as he tucked a piece of paper into his pocket and then looked at me. Bother me? No, why would it?


  I walked to the counter and leaned in to see the rings in a row and Ryan stepped up next to me and let his fingers rub my exposed skin on my arm. I stepped over and broke contact with him and then tapped lightly on the glass with my gold fingernail. The attendant stepped up and looked at me and grinned. I eyed the ring and then he pulled it out and placed it front of me like an offering to the gods. I smiled and picked it up, letting the lights in the store play off of the red ruby and diamonds. I shook my head slightly as I realized I knew where I had seen this ring before, it had been the first fantasy my mind embellished on about Ryan, the ridiculous one where he repelled onto my balcony like some action hero and shit. I laughed a bit and set the ring back down onto it cradle. Ryan tapped the counter with his black card and I turned to look at him as the attendant took it and I crossed my arms on my chest.


  “What do you think you are doing?” I asked him.


  “You want it, don’t you?” he said as seductively as he always is.


  He stepped closer to me and took my hand in his, lowering it to his hard cock. Evidently he was not done with me yet and I would not be complaining. The “endless” thing is actually for the amount of times he can fuck you in a day. So far I think seven was our record. Today we had only been at it twice so it was early. He pressed my fingers against his cock through his pants and I squeezed slightly as he sighed at my lips. I stared into his eyes.


  “I can afford anything I want. You do not have to buy me shit,” I whispered to him and he grinned at me and looked down as I rubbed his cock.


  “I know, I just thought you….I….I….” he started to say and then he came and I smiled as I felt his cock twitch behind his zipper. I then licked my lip slowly as he watched me and the clerk returned with his card and handed it to him as he turned a bit flush and dizzy.


  “Thank you,” he said as he held onto the counter and I fluffed my hair and looked in the large mirror behind the counter. Ryan caught my eyes for a moment and it was the first time he looked different to me. Not so cocky, not so Ryan…just, a person. A guy who was looking at a woman and enjoying what he saw. I cleared my throat and pushed it from my mind as the clerk started to close the black box. Ryan stopped him and then took the ring and placed it on my finger, right hand of course. I looked down and stared at it and then he lifted my hand and kissed the ring as if I was royalty. Perhaps to him I am. I doubt there is a Queen in waiting, higher on a thrown than I am here in New York. My Father has assured me of that. He made me a target for any man who wanted ultimate power and for that I fucking hate him even more than I already do. It is because of this that I will never know if someone truly loves me. Small price to pay for inheriting the world I would guess.


  ****


  I stood in front of the mirror as my personal seamstress measured me and played with the fabric of the dress I would be wearing to the largest party this side of Hell: Miko’s elaborate masquerade ball to celebrate her pregnancy. Fucking ridiculous on so many levels I hate to even start complaining about it but it is Miko, the bitch who had white Arabian horses shipped in to “run” wild in the field behind them as she married my father. Yeah, that was nice. Or the boat she commissioned to carry all of the guests on a seven day cruise for the honeymoon. Did I mention the guest list topped 5000? Well it did. Again, ridiculous. She is so good at spending my father’s money it seems she was born to do it. I mean her nails are painted with gold, not fake…but real gold. She loves to adorn her eyes with jewels too. I guess it all depends on her mood and how much she wants to spend on what day. I would not be shocked if her pussy tasted like money. Not one bit.


  I hissed as the seamstress poked me with the needle on my side and I instinctively smacked her face and she stepped back from me.


  “Really?” I asked her and she started to cry.


  “Oh for fuck’s sake. Finish it and leave,” I said as she returned to working on me and Ryan tapped his wine glass behind me with his nails.


  “You look bored, why don’t you go play?” I asked him and he caught my stare in the three mirrors before me.


  “Well, dresses are best to me on the floor or pressed up around the hips,” he said and the seamstress tried to ignore him. I laughed as I usually do when he gets all dirty.


  “I could say the same for pants.”


  He stood up and walked up behind the seamstress who was on her knees beside me. He looked down and touched her hair and she looked up at me and I took a breath.


  “Money is power but sex is control.” He suddenly wrapped his hand up into her hair and she hissed slightly. I stepped down and looked at her and then at him.


  “What makes you think she would just fuck you, Ryan?” I asked him and got onto his knees behind her and slipped his hand up onto her breast as he held money in his hand. She saw it and then placed her hand on it and took the money like a whore. I tilted my head as he reached down in between her legs and started to press his hand against her pussy which I was sure was becoming wet as mine was watching him. Then he pulled her head sideways and started to kiss her neck and I did what I did not expect to do.


  “Stop,” I said and he did. He let her go and she stood up and stared at me.


  “I will place $10,000 into your account and you will never come back here. Do you understand me?”


  She nodded and left us quickly as Ryan stayed on his knees and watched me with curiosity.


  “Beth?”


  I turned and tears ran down my face and I suddenly knew something had come to pass, something I dreaded. I loved him. Me. Cold hearted Bethany. I loved him. The greatest whore of New York City. Fuck me.


  


  


  Chapter Seven


  Understanding True Power


  


  


  



  


  


  I kicked him out and had not talked to him for three days. The party was quickly approaching and I could not bring myself to call him and ask him to be my escort. In fact I was so tempted to just toss up my black book and let it land on anyone, anyone would do. I certainly could use a distraction. I need that now. I wake up thinking of him; I go to bed thinking of him. I step out thinking I see him hailing a cab, walking across the street, calling out my name. When I close my eyes, I see his face, eyes, lips. I feel his heat against me, his cock inside of me and regardless of my failure to ward off love; I have found myself fingering my clit to orgasm a few times since I told him to leave. He must think that his game with the seamstress pushed me over the edge and how I bounce back from this with him is beyond me. I had told him that day that he bored me and it was over and in my mind I know I need to stick with it but my heart says otherwise. My heart tells me that I may have met my match here and it pisses me off more than anything else.


  Holland played with my hair and held it up next to my face as I stared into my large Victorian vanity, imported, worth a shit ton of money and just another present from Father. I took a breath and she smiled at me.


  “Definitely up, with that dress.” She eyed the dress on the mannequin behind me, which was already done. The seamstress had done an amazing job on it and had employed a few to get it done in record time. I am sure Miko thought I would have no time to pull off something appropriate but she has no idea how I get things accomplished when pushed. I mean she should…I am my Father’s daughter. In the end I am sure she was just trying to fuck with me as she always does. I have not been kind to her anyway and I would guess this game will continue on for as long as we live. We will see who lasts longer.


  I stood up and walked to the dress and played with the jewels sewn into it. It had cost thousands; the exact amount did not concern me at all. In fact, every time I looked at it all I saw was Ryan’s hand slipping in between that cunt of a seamstress’s thighs and I flinched when Holland stepped up behind and wrapped her arms around me. I then smiled and turned to her and touched her face.


  “I do love you,” I said as I leaned in and kissed her lightly on the mouth and she closed her eyes and allowed me to do it. Holland has always been good for me. She is a buffer from reality. A nice little ball of happiness and trust that I could always rely on. I pulled back from her and she smiled at me.


  “So, he is gone, huh?”


  I raised an eyebrow and turned back to the dress.


  “Do you want to be my date to this bullshit?” I asked her and she laughed.


  “Oh that would be a sight. Your Father would die if you actually brought me as a ‘date’.”


  I turned back to her and grinned.


  “I know. That is why I asked you.”


  She laughed and shook her head and then stopped as she realized I was serious.


  “You mean dancing and kissing and all of that?”


  “Of course, I mean that is what dates do right?”


  She walked back to my vanity and dropped down, staring into the mirror. I stepped up behind her and started to play with her hair.


  “Just imagine how we will be the focus of the whole night Holland. Two lesbians, all grabbing…”


  She turned and looked up at me.


  “No one will have me after that, Beth.”


  I touched her face and smiled.


  “Everyone will want you Holland, they would be a fool not too and they will hide it but you never wanted marriage anyway.”


  She turned back to the mirror and picked up my lipstick and opened it up. She started to put it on her lips and I reached down and grabbed her breasts as she sighed and closed her eyes.


  “Plus, I will pay you.”


  “I don’t need money,” she said and I stopped and turned her face to me.


  “What then?” I asked her and she grinned.


  “I want power.”


  “And you will receive it.”


  I then kissed her as Ryan’s face flashed into my mind, infuriating me and I pulled her to the floor with me.


  ****


  I sat in the car and stared up at the lights flashing in the sky above my Father’s house. It looked like a fucking movie premier in Hollywood. Red carpet, celebrities, no expense spared. In fact they hired a band. When I say “a band” I mean the Rolling Stones. My Father’s favorite and Miko’s. Ridiculous. Always over the top and why I complain is beyond me, well actually it is not. I fucking hate her and him too. This is my mother’s house. She built it up with décor and hired the entire staff while my Father only preyed on them and made the ugly ones quit and replaced them with young cute women of whom he could fuck easily. I blinked as the door opened and the driver helped me out of the car. Holland was already right behind me and I stopped as camera’s flashed and then I took her hand into mine and grinned. If anything, Miko would be overshadowed by my “coming out” so to speak with Holland. No one knew I was bi-sexual yet and although my Father loves to be sexually promiscuous, he has never accepted homosexuality which I found ape like. He is a biased idiot. He funds anti-gay corporations and the list goes on. Just one more reason to fucking hate him like I do but most of all this is about spite and bitterness. This is about hurting him, Miko, and forgetting all about this “love” thing I have setting in my stomach for Ryan. He is not capable of love anyway so for me to fall for that shit is ridiculous.


  I heard my name called out and I turned to see more cameras flashing and then a long black limo pulled up and more celebrities piled out of their cars. All the hottest actresses and actors and as the cameras trained their eye onto them I became a bit irritated. I then grabbed her and touched her face as my Father stepped onto the balcony toasting the crowd with Miko at his side. Father tapped the mic and all became silent in the crowd as they looked up at him like some God.


  “Welcome fine guests!” he said and they applauded him as a few flashes continued to go off until he held his hands up and spoke again in his deep and demanding voice.


  “We are here to celebrate an incredible moment. One I have waited for, and I am certain many of you hoped for. The birth of an heir!” People applauded again as my stomach tightened up. The fact that he ignores me completely when it comes to controlling the family business is infuriating. I know I am capable, but to him a woman has two functions, fucking and producing males. I know it seems horrible and it is, trust me. I hate to say it but I would almost deny him the right to calling me his daughter if I had any will to go without money. I can’t though and that ties me to him as well as my genetic code. I can only hope that my corruption will never fully consume me as it has him. He then tapped his glass and Miko raised hers too. Nice that she finds drinking is okay even when pregnant. What a cunt. You would think she would be more careful with her future.


  “I would like to announce that we now know it is a boy! And with that my legacy as well as my family’s, which has stood for hundreds of years, will be secured forever.”


  I looked down and felt a bit sick knowing Miko had done it. The fucking cunt had managed to make a boy in her rat infested uterus. I felt Holland squeeze my hand and I looked over to her as my Father continued on.


  “In light of this I will also announce that I am immediately revising my will of which the details shall be made public before the birth of my son.”


  I sucked in my breath and felt an anger rising in me. A revision? A fucking revision of what? For whom? I then opened my mouth and stared up at my Father as I yelled to him. Everyone became silent as I held my hand up to him as if to salute him like Hitler. He watched me as Miko stepped forward and I held onto Holland’s hand tightly.


  “Congratulations Father, I know this is what you always hoped for and I am so happy to see it happen for you.”


  I then looked back to Holland and she grinned at me as I kissed her, opening my mouth up and letting my tongue play with hers. I heard the flashes before I saw them behind my closed eyes and my Father’s drink fell from his hand and crashed to the concrete below him as Miko grinned and watched us make a mockery of him as none had dared to before.


  


  


  Chapter Eight


  Everything Comes With a Price


  


  


  



  


  


  I sat in the lawyer’s office and tapped my fingernails on the long glass table as two of Father’s best vulture’s sat across from me, whispering and looking over papers spread out before them. My attempt to embarrass my Father had not gone unnoticed by him. In fact he was furious and had lost five of his best clients who held a higher standard of morality, or so they lied about including two politicians who hated gays, who fought against gay rights as a strong agenda with my Father backing them. But with my little show ended that and he had taken a hit financially, enough to be noticed and not taken lightly.


  I looked up as my Father entered with Miko on his arm, baby bump and all. I stared at her stomach, as the beast that lay in it would be as ruthless as he was, I had no doubt. A son would be a tragic continuation of his evil, an anti-Christ in this world. I imagined choking her for a moment on the table, her legs kicking and her lips turning a nice shade of fucking blue and I then came back to my senses as Father pulled the chair for her and it creaked. I blinked and stared at her dark soulless eyes, she looked like a great white shark and I bet she was in a former life. Father took a seat next to her and cleared his throat as he interlocked his fingers on the top of table and stared me down.


  “The conditions are clear to you?” he asked me and I nodded slightly as my stomach felt nauseous. A lawyer stepped up next to me like a demonic minion and held a pen up to me as I took it with a trembling hand.


  “Sign it already, Bethany,” Miko said as she stared at her gold nails and I sighed and signed away my dignity.


  “The money will be deposited monthly as always, you will come to visit twice a month, be sure to tell those who have influence in media. You will be present for the christening, holidays and what not. We will play family as long as I am alive, once I have passed you can go on your way. It will then be a decision made by your future brother as to what your role will be within the family.”


  I took another slow breath as the thought of this new life sickened me. Now the false family I always knew we were would be the reality I lived in, fake pictures on the mantel, in the papers. Being paid to be a daughter he wanted me to be and not who I am.


  “Ready?” The lawyer asked me and I nodded as I stood up and Father stood up too.


  “Beth,” he said to me and I walked out as Miko stood up and held his arm as he suddenly paid all of his attention to her and his future dynasty. I stepped out into the long hallways and followed the lawyer to the elevator. We stepped on and down we went, 100 floors to the bottom, into the gaping mouth of the new hell I had built for myself.


  We stepped out to a podium set up by my Father’s company, press all in front of me, and flashes going off as I leaned up into the mic.


  “I have come to tell everyone here today that I am not gay, I have never been nor will I ever be. I was under the influence of narcotics that night of the party and I do apologize to my Father and his lovely wife, my stepmother Miko, for making a mockery of their happy announcement.”


  I paused as I looked at the next line written out for me and did not want to say it. Then I felt a hand on my arm as chattering welled up in the crowd before me. I looked over to see Ryan staring at me and he leaned into the mic.


  “My name is Ryan Blackwood, and I was paid by Beth’s father to fuck her so she would not appear to be gay.”


  I sucked in my breath and stared at him in disbelief as he pulled me through a crowd of hand held recorders and cameras. He held his hand up in front of my face as I placed my sunglasses on and we entered his black car and the door was shut behind us as people tapped on the windows. I took my sunglasses off and stared him down in the back seat.


  “So…paid huh?”


  He nodded and I placed my glasses back on and tapped the seat.


  “Please take me home now.”


  Ryan nodded to the driver and we left what would always be to me the day Ryan became mine, with one small offering of the truth in a world of lies…


  ****


  The money stopped immediately. When I say immediately I mean that day. I had signed papers with my Father that stated I would play his game and now my inheritance was more than in jeopardy. It was taken from me. How I would survive was a mystery but that really was not what concerned me the most as I stared at Ryan asleep in my bed. What would become of us? Our “relationship” had been paid for by a father who had made a habit of buying me gifts ever since I could remember. This by far was the craziest of them all. He had actually purchased a boyfriend for me or so it seemed, but my confusion as to why Ryan confessed that day was still a mystery. I mean, he could not possibly love me as I do him. Could he? I mean he was paid what I could only imagine was a huge amount of money to play with me. Had he gotten caught up in emotions as I did? Maybe I need to go back on my meds. Who will pay for that? I mean I still have money but it will soon be gone with the staff and every other elaborate thing I have in my life. I then took a drink of my coffee as Holland stepped up behind me and hugged me.


  “This is a fucking mess,” she whispered to me and I nodded and turned to her.


  “I have no idea what I am supposed to do,” I said quietly.


  She glanced at him and then back to me.


  “Love him,” she said and I laughed and took another drink.


  “Oh yeah, sounds lovely.”


  “I am serious,” she said as she pulled the door closed and we walked to my leather couch and sat down. She pulled her legs and faced me, reaching out to touch my hair for a moment and I moved to stop her. She looked hurt or perhaps a bit confused. I had never stopped her from showing me affection before and now suddenly I felt like Ryan was the only one in my life who should be receiving it at all.


  “Beth, you have to love someone sometime. If it is not me then that is okay,” she said quietly and I moved towards her.


  “I do love you, it is just different with him. I guess love has different levels or something.”


  She watched me and then took my hand and held it while she ran her fingers across the top of it.


  “It looks good on you,” she said as she looked down at my hand and I narrowed my eyes.


  “What?”


  “Being ‘in love’, I have never known it or seen it. My parents are about as loving as hyenas.”


  I sighed and watched her closely.


  “Is this what it is? Love I mean?” I said to her and she smiled at me.


  “You know, we have known each other since we were small. I used to come and play at your house often and I always loved the way you let me play with your toys. There was no one else in our circles who would let me do that, but you always wanted to share…even being an only child. It was like you wanted to see me happy and I am happy, Beth. With you, I am happy,” she said as the door opened up and she let my hand go. Ryan stepped out and stretched as he was naked and I covered Holland’s eyes and laughed.


  “Company, Ryan.”


  He looked at us and smiled as he glanced down and then turned. Holland laughed and pulled my fingers down as she caught a glimpse of his beautiful ass walking back into the bedroom.


  “Damn,” she said and I smacked her on the arm. She laughed at me.


  “Seriously, Beth. Let’s just go out and have fun. It has been six months since all this shit happened and I miss you,” she said to me and truth was I missed her too. I missed shopping and going where I wanted to but the camera’s lurked and so did my Father’s lawyers, like if I said anything else in public they would have me killed. Honestly with the power he has I was surprised we had not accidently been blown up or some shit but perhaps Ryan had protected us in that way being so honest and exposing my Father on just one thing in his life. Killing us would lead back to him and he loves being alive and torturing people. Besides, Miko is coming along and as soon as the heir to the kingdom arrives he will have plenty to do. I am sure Miko’s power will triple with it and she may even try to have another one just to seal up the deal…you know, a back up boy just in case they accidently kill the first one. She is not exactly Mom material so the army of nannies will certainly be on full time. I stood up and smiled at her.


  “Let me take a bath. You are right, let’s go out,” I said and she smiled up at me. I touched her face and then walked to the large doors to the bathroom and stepped in. I started to close them behind me and looked forward to a bath, a nice hot one in a house I did not know how much longer I could afford to live in seeing the staff had been cut down and the bills alone on it were outrageous. I had never known what they were before the money stopped coming and I had no idea how quickly it disappeared. Ryan was not making money either, now that we were…whatever the fuck we are now.


  “Need company?” she asked and I laughed and shook my head no.


  I closed the doors and turned to the tub and grinned. Hot water always made me feel better, always had always will and I glanced at the razor at my counter and had a moment of weakness to cut myself in an act of feeling a bit more under control of everything but I let it pass and started the water, waving my hand in it slowly and calming my nerves.


  Holland walked to my bedroom door slowly as she glanced towards my bathroom and then she opened it up and saw Ryan lying on the bed with a hard on holding the sheet up.


  “Need help?” she asked him and he nodded as she closed the door behind her quietly and locked it.


  


  


  Chapter Nine


  Keep Your Enemies Closer


  


  


  



  


  


  “A job,” I said as I stared at him in the restaurant and Ryan held his napkin up to his mouth and grinned behind it.


  “It is not uncommon for people to work,” he said and I stared him down as if he was speaking another language to me.


  “We are not common,” I said quietly and he smiled at his drink and fingered at the glass for a moment.


  “You are not common, I am,” he said as he drank it quickly, reminding me of how my Father drinks and then waved to the waiter to being him another.


  “You have had three.”


  He looked at me and leaned back against the black leather behind him. It also reminded me of the furniture in my Father’s home.


  “And I will have three more, since when do you care how much I drink, Beth?” he asked me as the waiter returned with another glass and placed it before him. Ryan looked up at him and grinned.


  “She needs a drink, something strong to beat the bitch down,” he said and the waiter controlled himself from laughing as he glanced at me.


  “Ryan,” I said as it offended me and Ryan sighed and looked at me.


  “Joking,” he said as he took a drink and I looked at the waiter.


  “Vodka,” I said and Ryan smiled as he pulled the glass form his lips.


  “See, there she is. The Beth I know.”


  I leaned up and stared at him.


  “If I was the Beth you knew, you would not be here with me.”


  Ryan smiled and placed his glass down and then reached under the table as I sucked in my breath and felt his fingers slip my panties aside and he fingered my clit. The waiter returned and set my glass down as the ice shifted in the glass and I reached for it, my hand shaking slightly and Ryan continued to finger me with all intention of making me come. The waiter started to step away and Ryan stopped him as I tried to adjust myself and Ryan reached over and slid me closer to him, shoving two fingers into me and I tried to remain calm but it was hard, very hard and I tried to not make contact with the waiter.


  “So…how long have you worked here?” Ryan asked him as I felt waves of pleasure starting to build in my thighs and abdomen.


  “Three years.”


  “Pay well?” Ryan asked as he fingered me without missing a beat and the waiter looked at me.


  “Are you okay?” he asked me and I nodded and Ryan smiled at him.


  “Lightweight with the liquor,” he said and I took a stuttered breath.


  “I just brought her…” the waiter mused.


  Ryan leaned up and I moaned slightly as he shoved his fingers deeper into me.


  “She has been sipping on mine,” he said quietly and the waiter smiled.


  “What if I told you that I you could make $500 right now?” Ryan said in a half whisper and the waiter stared him down.


  “For what?” he asked and Ryan waved him to him and whispered into his ear. The waiter stood up half laughing and Ryan raised his eyes and then glanced at me as I was breathing harder.


  “Seriously?” he asked and Ryan nodded.


  “Make it $1000,” he said and the waiter lowered and crawled under the private table we had in the back and disappeared under the long red cloth. Ryan pulled his fingers from me as the waiter placed his tongue to my clit and unzipped Ryan’s pants. He started to stroke Ryan as he licked at my clit and Ryan held my face and moaned in my mouth as his tongue played with mine. The waiter continued to lick at my clit as it hummed and wanted to bring me to orgasm but he slowed as Ryan made him with a hand pushing his face back. The waiter placed the tip of Ryan’s cock into his mouth and Ryan growled as he stared at me and placed his fingers back at my clit and thumbed it harder and harder. I reached over and stroked Ryan’s cock as the waiter sucked him off and he trembled slightly as the orgasm started to take over his senses. He tilted his head back as I kissed him, cutting off his moan and he fingered me to climax as he came into the waiter’s mouth, making him swallow it all. The waiter had done his job very well and made us both come harder than we had for days and it bothered me that it took a stranger to get us to where we had begun with just each other. It should not be this way and I know it.


  ****


  We sat in the car as we headed back towards the penthouse saying nothing. Ryan played with his phone and I drank as I was becoming accustomed to now. I caught a glimpse of myself in the darkened window and lowered the glass from my lips as I reminded myself of my mother. I glanced at Ryan and could only see his ruthless nature growing as my Father had at one point and it sickened me momentarily until Ryan lowered his phone and grinned.


  “Money,” he whispered and I stared him down.


  “Doing what?” I asked him and he grinned at me.


  “What I do best, Beth.”


  I sighed and looked back out the window as I knew what it could mean, in fact I did know. Ryan is a whore for hire and he may have just agreed to a “job” which makes me uneasy. He had done nothing since he “saved” me from selling my soul to my Father and Miko so I do not think I can allow it now. I just don’t think I am capable of ignoring it.


  “Ryan,” I said and he poured himself a drink.


  “Ryan,” I said a bit louder and he looked at me.


  “Don’t,” I said to him and he relaxed in his seat and watched me closely.


  “Don’t what, Beth?” he asked me and I sighed.


  “Work…whatever you call it.”


  Ryan tapped on the window and then lowered it as the driver looked in his rearview.


  “Stop the car,” Ryan said and the driver pulled over as I adjusted in my seat and Ryan stared at me. He then leaned up into my face and popped my door open behind me.


  “Get out,” he whispered to me and I looked behind me and smiled.


  “Excuse me?”


  “Out, step out of the car, Beth,” he said and I laughed but quickly stopped as he leaned back and got that look on his face that told me he was serious and couldn’t give two shits less what I thought.


  “Ryan,” I said and he glanced at the door.


  “I can put you out,” he said as he reached up to lower the window to the driver. I shook my head and then stepped out as he slid over and looked up at me.


  “Beth, look around you.”


  I sighed and looked up the street and then down. We were obviously not on our side of town.


  “How much do you think your pussy would sell for here, Beth?”


  I raised an eyebrow and crossed my arms on my chest.


  “Don’t be ridiculous.”


  Ryan lowered the window separating him and the driver.


  “Honk the horn.”


  The driver hesitated. “Fucking honk it!” Ryan yelled and the driver honked the horn for a good 10 seconds and then Ryan stood up through the skylight.


  “Pussy for sale! High class pussy right here!”


  I looked up at him and yelled.


  “Fucking stop!”


  He looked down at me as a few people stepped out of buildings and I felt uncomfortable.


  “This is not fucking funny, Ryan.”


  Ryan lowered and slid out of the car and was in my face before I knew it or could blink.


  “Look around Beth, this is the future if you fuck this up. Right now the only thing you have to do is shut up and get in the car. Otherwise the “work” is going to be you…right here, selling your fucking high class snatch to guys with bad teeth for $20.00.”


  I looked around and sighed and then looked back at him.


  “I can find a job.”


  Ryan laughed and stepped back into the car, he held his hand out to me and I ignored it as I slid in and slammed the door closed.


  “Beth, I deal in pleasure. Whether it is company or sliding my dick into some rich bitch’s ass. That is what I do, you knew it when you met me and seeing that we are running out of fucking money someone needs to work and pay the bills. You know the penthouse, the staff…it is all fucking gone if things do not change now…right now,” he said to me and I started to cry as he watched me closely.


  “Beth, would it feel better if I said that I love you?” he whispered and I wiped my face and lowered the window between us.


  “I need to see my father, now,” I said and I sat back as Ryan sat there with his mouth open with nothing else to say. It shocked him as much as it shocked me.


  


  Chapter Ten


  Rome


  


  


  



  


  


  I sat at the gate and tapped my heel as Ryan sat in shock. He then finally spoke after riding for 35 minutes. I turned to him as his words seemed empty and a bit foreign and he repeated himself.


  “Beth, this is, we cannot do this,” he said and I smiled at him.


  “You don’t have to do anything; this is me doing what I have to do for us.”


  “I just.”


  I hit the seat and he stopped talking.


  “Do you get it, Ryan? I fucking love you. There, you happy now?”


  “Am I supposed to be happy you brought us to the fucking devil himself?”


  I laughed as the gate opened and we pulled through nice and slow, heading for Satan.


  “Please, we are all demons, just of different degrees. Besides, I need to say hello to my brothers…you know the twins.”


  Ryan rubbed his neck and I watched him adjust in the seat a bit as I watched the trees pass by. This lane had always looked so beautiful in the Fall when the leaves were changing, but then it would be a perfect setting for a horror movie when they all died and flew away. The house set off in the distance at the end and my stomach was doing as it normally did every single time I had come here. I could feel the life leaving me, as if something was feeding on my energy and not willing to give it back. It is this place, built on deception and a distorted ideal of love. I hate it here and yet this is home, always had been. How funny it reminds me of Ryan so much it pains me.


  We stopped in the half circle and I let myself out as Ryan reached for me. I looked back wanting to ask him to come with me but knowing if he did it would not be easier, just harder and giving my Father another target. He truly hates Ryan now, as if he did not before. I mean prior to his/their arrangement, I am sure that Ryan was just a blip on the radar as far as my Father was concerned but now he was a focal point for my Father’s rage against me and he had made that very clear when he disowned me. He would have taken my last name too if it was allowed and I am sure he is looking into it. I know him too well as I know myself most days.


  The gardener stopped me as I walked up the steps and looked around. This house was as it always had been, built of cold stone and mortar. The steps beneath me were hard too. I had found that out when I fell down them playing once when I was little and I lay there bleeding from the mouth as my Father stepped over me and let the nanny pick me up. I touched my lip and felt the small scar from it and then looked at the gardener.


  “Is he home?” I asked him and he looked back at the house and then to me.


  “Miss Beth, I would advise against it.”


  “As would I,” I said as I passed him by and walked to the large doors. I looked up and saw the demon with his tongue hanging out above the door. It had scared me as a child until Mother made up a story for me that Father had sat for the likeness of it when it was made which made me giggle. I always thought it was funny that she chose a demon to represent him, as a child I thought it was her being humorous, now I know it was a warning she was leaving behind for me to understand. He would always be a fucking demon for me, alive or dead, and I knew it more now than ever.


  The maid opened the door up and smiled at me quickly but it faded as Miko stood on the large steps behind her, steps that always reminded me of a museum and this house is just that, a museum full of collected things by him, trophies and nothing more. I guess I was not good enough to remain among them even before I truly turned on him. I sighed as Miko called out to the maid.


  “Let her in.”


  I stepped in as the maid held her hands out and I removed my coat and handed it to her. I adjusted my hair and my skirt as Miko walked down the steps slowly as if she was savoring her claim to this place. She does own it now and him. She has won everything with one incision and two boys who now held the keys to everything.


  She stopped about 10 feet from me and looked me over. I waited for some venomous shit to spill out of her but none came, just a stare that could wake a dead man. I cleared my throat and it echoed a bit as I looked up at the chandelier I always dreamed of swinging on as a child and never did.


  “Do you not eat anymore?” she asked me and I looked down at her and smiled.


  “I eat, as much as I always have.”


  “You were always a bit picky, too bad it did not carry over to choices in lovers.”


  There it was. Finally a good kick in the teeth by her that told me she was exactly as she had been, a snake and very poisonous.


  “Well, we all make out choices and then have to live with them.”


  She grinned and looked me over.


  “That we do. So why are you here?” she asked and I adjusted my weight from one heel to the other.


  “I came to see Father.”


  She laughed and it echoed in the large entryway. I then noticed her pearls had grown from two strands to 6. Evidently popping out two boys gets you more shit.


  “Nice pearls,” I said as I followed it with a grin that she had seen before. My ‘fuck you whore’ one. She smiled back and if we had knives I am sure we would be on the floor trying to stab each other.


  “Your clothing looks used, second hand shopping now?” she asked me and I stepped towards her as Father entered the room and I stopped and looked at him, so dreading the reason I came now.


  “Beth?” he asked me and I stepped back and straightened my shoulders.


  “She is here to see you,” Miko said and I cleared my throat.


  “I came to see you and to see my brothers,” I said and Miko raised an eyebrow and laughed under her breath.


  “You are looking more like your mother, Beth,” he said and it stabbed at my heart. I had heard him on many occasions tell my mother that she was looking tired and old and I knew he was not complimenting me at all. I decided to take the high road.


  “Thank you,” I said to him, which is not a custom we practice here, the thanking for anything.


  He tilted his head and then I heard them crying and looked up the stairs. Miko ignored it as any “good” mother would.


  “Oh,” I said as I walked past her quickly and she followed me as did Father as I ran up the stairs and then down the long hall until I stopped at my old room and peered in to see they had gutted it and made it into a nursery. How nice of them to do that seeing they have 100 fucking rooms here they could have done it with…but no, they erased me by gutting mine and placing the boys here. How fucking nice of them to do. I am sure it was Miko’s doing, cunt.


  I heard the crying again and my fists clinched as I stepped in and saw two nannies, each holding a bundle of evil. The thought of grabbing them both and running out the large bay window that I was read to as a child in did cross my mind. I mean if I killed all three of us now the world would be rid of the offspring, but knowing Miko she would pop out another fucking litter in a year, four this time instead of two just to collect some more pearls. I stepped up and took a breath as one of the nannies watched me closely. I looked down and saw him, one of my brothers anyway and I found my hatred seeping back into the recesses from which it came. He looked so new and absolutely perfect in every way. I then looked to the other nanny and saw my other brother and he looked just as the one before me did. I reached out and she hesitated before she handed him to me and then I turned with him in my arms feeling something I had never known before. Compassion. He opened his eyes up and I leaned in as I recognized them then I heard Miko’s annoying voice as she walked towards me and took him form me, handing him to the nanny quickly. He started to cry again. I stood there feeling awkward and totally out of place.


  “What are their names?” I asked low at first and then I asked again a bit louder and Miko looked at me and then to Father.


  “Augustus and Casius.”


  I laughed and looked at the two boys.


  “Way to ruin their worlds.”


  “What?” Miko said and I looked at her.


  “Those are really heavy names for babies.”


  “They are Roman, very strong names as they will be.”


  “Rome fell,” I whispered to Miko as I walked past her and out into the hallway. They followed me as Miko decided to be the bitch that she is known to be.


  “I think it is time for you to leave,” Miko said.


  “Cas and Auggi,” I said as I looked at the room.


  “What?” Miko asked me and I looked at her.


  “Nicknames for the boys,” I said and Miko looked at Father.


  “Thomas? Ask her to leave.”


  Father looked at me and then he did what I did not expect him to do.


  “Why don’t we go to my study and talk, Bethany,” he said as he started to walk and Miko looked as if she would be sick. I smiled at her as I looked back and the babies cried in the room. She would be a horrible mother; she already was and for some reason my heart ached for my brothers already, as if I would ever have the chance of knowing them.


  I sat in his study as he lit a cigar and puffed on it. The smell of it was thick and would choke me if I hadn’t become accustomed to it when I was little. He always had a cigar or pipe and I found it addictive like incense or expensive oil. I had actually purchased pipe tobacco at one point in my life and left it open in my penthouse to simulate the smell of it but the nostalgic feel of it pissed me off and I stopped torturing myself. You can try your best to mimic memories or feelings of safety, but you will never truly have them unless you are happy. I think my happiness died when I was 8 and I caught him fucking a maid in this very room when I woke from a nightmare and needed someone to console me. He had seen me, so had she, and she disappeared from the staff the next day but her stench remained and my Father never looked the same to me again.


  “You confuse me, not unlike your mother did.”


  I pulled from my memories of the maid bent over the large desk before me and blinked a couple of times.


  “Well then it should make you feel like old times,” I said as I leaned back and decided to just be me and not pretend that I have no anger in me.


  “There is that venomous anger,” he said as he puffed on his cigar and I watched the thick smoke rise into the air.


  “I guess once a Bittermend, always a Bittermend,” I said and he smiled at me.


  “That you are, Bethany.”


  I paused and then decided to get to the point.


  “I need money,” I said and he stopped smoking and stared at me. He adjusted in his large chair and placed the cigar in his ivory ashtray which weighed too much to move without two people lifting it. It was a ridiculous trophy as was everything here.


  “I tried to help you, I tried to make an arrangement with you that would have given you the life you wanted.”


  “Well I fucked up,” I said and he looked confused.


  “What is wrong with you?”


  I looked around the room and adjusted on the chair.


  “Nothing, I fucked up. I am sorry.”


  He stood up and placed his hands on the large desk, staring at me closely.


  “Have you been in an accident?”


  “No.”


  “Drugs?”


  I shook my head. “No.”


  He sat back down and then he laughed so hard it startled me a bit and I jerked in the chair. He stopped and pointed at me with his large finger and placed the cigar back into his mouth and shook his head.


  “What?”


  “You fell in love, did you not?” he asked me and I leaned forward and placed my hands on the large armrests to each side of me.


  “Don’t be ridiculous. I will be living in poverty if you do not help me.”


  He slammed his fist on the desk and I actually jumped back into the leather behind me. He rose up as he had done so many times before when I was a child and he looked like a beast to me. I swallowed hard and told myself he would never hurt me. Even after all I had done while growing up to test his will he never once struck me and on occasion I wished that he had. Sometimes discipline is the only salvation and perhaps that is why I like it so rough in the bedroom.


  “Do you not think that I worry about you, Beth?” he said and I almost laughed, as it sounded ridiculous to me that he would ever worry about me. I was his disappointment, his mistake and reminder of what my mother refused to give to him. It would not shock me at all if he believed she willed to have me be a girl and not a boy. Not one bit. I am certain that the fact that she aborted children after me to spite him ate him up inside too but whose fault is that exactly? It would be his and his inability to keep his dick in his pants.


  “I would be shocked,” I said as I gritted my teeth a bit and he sat back down looking a bit upset about my answer.


  “Well, I do as any Father would. I know you hate me, Beth. I know you have hated me for a long time but hear me now. I am your Father and you are my daughter as hard as you have fought against it and me. Now, you have two brothers who will inherit our legacy but I would hope that you will know them as family and not as strangers as you do me.”


  I sighed as I looked down at my hands. My palms were sweating a bit and this was the first time I could ever remember him talking to me with the slightest bit of civility and true compassion in his voice. I then stood up as I swayed a bit on my feet. I guess this is how we react to loving gestures and I was almost ready to laugh about it until he looked at me and he was crying.


  “I will restore your money, just leave him where he should be, Beth. That is all you have to do for me. Just tell Ryan you will no longer see him.”


  “I don’t think I can, Father.”


  He closed his eyes and then opened them back up, his expression changed back to the man that I knew him to be.


  “Money or him, it is a simple choice. You know what to do, we are very good at telling people they mean nothing, Beth.”


  I walked out as I felt a knot in my stomach from the reality of it. It seemed my Father did love me but with his love and money came his rules and I was not certain I could allow it take Ryan from me.


  


  


  


  Chapter Eleven


  Some Things Never Heal


  


  


  



  


  


  I sat in my bed and watched Ryan at our large bay windows. He stood naked and despite the claw marks to his back and bruising to his shoulder, of which I had caused him, he was perfect. It annoyed me to a certain degree just knowing that he could have anyone he desired. He was built for it. To seduce anyone at any time and I often wondered if I was just the biggest prize he had ever gone after. You have to worry about those things when money comes into play. Not just any money, my Father’s fortune, which was the largest in the world. He turned, and I smiled at his raging hard on. It is ridiculous that he is literally ready to fuck anytime, anywhere. It cannot be natural but having him every day is not something to complain about. There are plenty of women who would die to have him, and I am sure they would love to see me dead and out of the way as his “business” had ceased. I lied. I told Father Ryan was gone and I lied to Ryan and told him Father was okay with him being with me. It took some serious convincing on my end and of course and trips to the house have to be worked around Ryan wanting to play his games, hunting, golfing, boating…


  The game seemed to be on, the one that consisted of time and how long I could play this game. I was desperate too to do it. I needed Ryan, maybe more than he needed me and I had practiced my speech a million times as to what I would say when the time came to tell the truth. You have to be ready to do what it takes for what you want. I could not let him go. He crawled into the bed and under the sheets he went as I arched my back and he slid his hand under my ass to elevate it. His tongue lapped at my clit and I pulled the pillow over my eyes as I pushed all thoughts of any bullshit out of my mind. I need him. Not want, but need, and that places me in a dangerous position. In the end I am my Father’s daughter and Ryan was now a trophy I was not willing to hand over to anyone else. How long I could play the game became the obsession and my hiding him a true art. I cannot lie and say that for the next month I did not get excited each time I hid the truth away but as lying goes, once you start you get addicted to it and then it becomes a weird truth about yourself that you continue on with. Eating away at you and making you less human. My phone went off and I pulled it to my ear as Ryan continued to finger me under the blankets.


  “What?” I said as I slowly pulled the phone from my ear dropping it onto the bed. I reached down and pushed Ryan’s face from my pussy and slipped out of the bed. I walked to the large glass window and stared out at the city. Ryan stepped up behind me and placed his arms around me.


  “What Beth?” he asked me and I whispered, “Holland.”


  ****


  We stood in the hospital room as I stared at her in the bed; all the machines were hissing and buzzing as they controlled her breathing and monitored her heart beat. I stepped aside as a nurse came in and adjusted her drip on one of the IV’s; she seemed to have the deluxe cocktail going on as tubes ran from everywhere. The nurse passed me by and I looked at the Teddy Bear in my hands and laughed, as I have no fucking clue why I got her one. Without a diamond collar on it, it seemed completely inadequate as far as gifts go for her. I sighed and tossed it aside as Ryan looked out the window and then back to me.


  “I can’t believe she did this shit,” I said as I walked up and looked into her face. She looked pale and her mouth was held open with a round tube making her breath. I closed my eyes and squeezed her hand as I heard the door open and the doctor entered the room, stopping as he saw me and then spotting Ryan too.


  “Oh, I apologize. I did not know she had visitors. I can leave.”


  I turned and shook my head.


  “Are you taking care of her then?” I asked and he stopped walking and smiled at me.


  “Yes. I am Doctor Bail, I will be monitoring Holland.”


  “Monitoring?” I asked him as he stepped up to me and looked soft in his expression. I am not used to being around people who truly care about others and he really looks like he does. How refreshing.


  “Yes. Holland is in a coma,” he said and I covered my mouth and looked back at her.


  “So when will she wake up?” I asked him and he stepped up to the bed with me.


  “In my professional opinion I think maybe down the road…”


  “Stop fucking around with me…when?” I asked him and he looked at me and then back to her.


  “There is no brain activity, I have to be honest and tell you she will never wake up.”


  “Oh my God,” I said as I felt a bit dizzy and Ryan stepped up to me and placed his hands on my waist.


  “Come on baby,” he said as he pulled me along with him and I glanced back at the last vision I would have of her.


  We sat in the coffee shop and I fingered at my drink and kept opening up my mouth and then closing it as nothing I could say would have any meaning at all. I find myself at a loss for words and Holland was the last person on earth I thought I would be seeing in a bed like that from an overdose of some stupid shit she bought at a party. I looked up when Ryan placed his hand on mine and I smiled at him.


  “Death is a part of life Beth.”


  I laughed. “I know Ryan. My mother died.”


  “I know, but Holland was your friend.”


  I stared at him and then sat back, pulling my coffee with me and taking a drink of it.


  “Heroin,” I said as I sat there and shook my head.


  “Dragon,” he said and I looked up at him.


  “Holland never did narcotics like that, not with me.”


  “People are not always what they appear to be, Beth. She was probably embarrassed and not able to tell you about it. I mean that is a serious drug habit.”


  “Exactly, I mean it was serious and Holland told me everything.”


  Ryan smiled and looked around the room and I leaned up towards him.


  “What?”


  “You, Beth. You always think you know it all when sometimes you just know what you want to see and shit.”


  I shook my head at him as he leaned up too.


  “Your friend was a fucking junky. I have known people like her. I have lived in an ivory tower my whole life.”


  I placed my hand on his as he looked down.


  “Ryan. I am just shocked I didn’t know. I mean I have known Holland my whole life. I just thought I knew everything about her.”


  He stood up and held his hand out to me and I stared at him for a moment. He moved his fingers and I took his hand as he pulled me up and we walked out of the coffee shop onto the sidewalk. He waved at the driver and the car pulled up as Ryan pulled me along with him. I got in wondering what he was up to but too curious to protest it. We drove a few blocks and the driver stopped as Ryan opened his door up and stepped out, once again reaching in to me and I took his hand and he pulled me out. I stood there and covered my mouth a bit as the smell hit me first. He started to walk with me, pulling me along more than me walking on my own, and then he stopped as he looked up at a building that looked as if it needed to be torn down. I pulled on him as he started to walk up the steps with me and turned and stared at me.


  “Beth, come with me,” he said and I took my hand from my mouth as we entered the building and it smelled like bags of trash sitting in the sun. I wrinkled my nose as he walked us to the elevator that looked rusted with a large gate you had to pull down. We stepped in and I stayed clear of the walls which looked dirty and it disgusted me. We rose a few floors until finally the elevator jerked to a stop and he pushed the gate up and stepped out, once again reaching back for me and I had no choice but to go with him as I would not be here alone in this filth.


  He walked with me down the hallway as I heard a baby crying and then gunfire somewhere off in the distance but close enough to disturb me. We walked by a cracked door as I looked to my right and saw a girl giving a man head and he held her messy hair with one dirty hand. She looked like a teenager and then I hurried along as Ryan continued on until he stopped at a door with old police tape on it. He ducked and pushed the half open door and I followed him in as the smell was terrible, even worse than it had been in the hallway. He walked to the wall and stopped, placing a hand on it and then stepping aside so I could see it and there it was a dark stain, about the size of a dog on the wall towards the bottom of it. I leaned down and he touched my back and spoke to me.


  “When I was little we lived here. This was the only home I ever knew. My father was a drug addict, my mother…well, you know she cleaned toilets or so you said. She actually did that and much more. We would come to houses like yours during the day and then she worked at an all night diner and I would go there too. My dad was always high or fucking someone here for drugs. He sucked a lot of dick I am sure. I never saw him doing that, I mean I caught him fucking women many times and my mother just allowed it to go on. I always hated her for that. I mean as I got older because he wasn’t kind at all. In fact he was a fucking dick with a belt and he loved to beat you with the buckle, not the leather. The buckle itself so it would bruise and you would bleed. Well, when I was nine my mother was in a hurry and I was in bed. I refused to get up and she begged me to but the minutes dragged on and she had to get to work…to your house. Your father was an asshole about punctuality but anyway she was in a hurry and she left me here with him.” He paused and I stared at him as I had never seen him look this way in his life. Something was so raw about him it pulled at my heart and I could feel him. He took a breath and looked at me.


  “I felt him pull my hair, and I felt the buckle against my skin. It wasn’t until I was choking that I realized he was making me suck his dick,” he added and I sucked in my breath and tried to touch him. He moved away from me.


  “I don’t remember pulling the trigger, but I do remember lying and telling the police that it was someone who he owed money to.”


  “Ryan,” I said in a whisper as he stared at the stain on the wall.


  “So you see Beth, you don’t know everything about people. You never do unless they want you to know.”


  With that he walked out of the apartment and I stood there as tears streamed down my face. I stared at the stain on the wall and realized for the first time in my life that I did not know shit and I didn’t know if I ever would.


  


  


  


  Chapter Twelve


  Forever Young


  


  


  



  


  


  I tried to sleep but of course I could not. Ryan haunted me, the way he spoke, the way he looked. I could remember him as a child, all skinny and stealing food from our kitchen. He was a mess and now that I know he was treated that way just tells me more than I ever wanted to know. He was right. You do not know people unless they want to fucking tell you everything and trust me, my family has plenty of fun skeletons in the closet too, but not holding a gun to someone’s face and pulling the trigger. That took true hatred, and for Ryan to say he did not remember bothered me. I mean he remembered everything but murdering his father and he lives with that daily. I thought I was fucked up…right.


  I rolled over and sighed as the thought of lying here was killing me. It was only 10 pm, I mean it is early and here I am trying to sleep on a Friday night. I sat up and hit my bed, then again and a few more times until I found myself screaming. Carson flipped on and started asking me if I need to have security help me. I had him off most days, especially when Ryan was here because makes me say all kinds of shit that would warrant a 911 call and resuscitation to be performed. I mean I passed out on occasion from belts on my neck and shit, anyway. I stood up and stared at the ceiling.


  “Carson, I am fine.”


  “Okay Miss Beth,” he said all proper and shit.


  “You know what Carson? I am going to have you reprogrammed to cuss and shit, it is liberating. Say fuck,” I said and he said nothing back to me.


  “Carson, I am ordering you to say Fuck.”


  “I am not programmed for slang.”


  “Just have some fun already…say fuck. I mean shit, you won’t ever be able to fuck so just say it.”


  Again nothing and I dropped down on my bed and bounced a couple of times.


  “Fuck this shit all to hell, I am going out.”


  I scrolled through my phone and kept rubbing my neck until I landed on a name I had not seen in fucking forever. I smiled and leaned back, closing my eyes for a second and a flash of Ryan’s face went through my mind and I shook it off. Trust me I love Ryan, what I and the rest of family is not good at is accepting that we love or need anything hence the reason Ryan is not here. I told him to go home, that I needed to rest, I needed time to be alone after Holland and it was partially true. I needed time to let it soak in and for Ryan to dissipate a bit. It was all too serious, all too fast and it was overloading my senses just when my Father had given me my money back. Fucking Ryan was the one thing he had asked me to NOT do and I had gone against it and lied to Ryan. I need a fucking drink.


  I looked back at my phone and started to type into it and then waited until I heard a small chime and smiled and I looked down and he had responded to me…Ryker Veilo. I laughed too when he told me his name, I thought he was kidding but he is not. His dad is some big Fashion Designer from Greece and his mother is a high socialite or should I say psychopath here in New York. Ryker is my go to fuck buddy, I mean I don’t want to fuck but going out and acting like shit is normal would be fabulous, so I am going.


  “Seriously bitch?”


  I smiled and looked at his text then responded only as I could.


  “Yes bitch, I want to go out.”


  “Where the fuck have you been?”


  “None of your fucking business.” I typed.


  I waited for a few seconds and wondered if how we used to be was still true then my phone chimed.


  “Fair enough.”


  I sighed and smiled at the phone knowing I was going to go out and have what I considered a normal fucking night in my life after things had gotten way too serious.


  


  ****


  


  I smiled, as the music was too loud to even yell and be heard. Ryker had met me here and on cue he went to the bar to get our favorite drinks, that of a concoction of black cherry rum, sprite and mint leaves. We called it the Jack Sparrow, after my favorite hottie pirate. He returned, dancing a bit as he moved past people and made his way back to the half-moon open booth we had claimed. He sat down and handed me my fifth drink as I grinned at him and swayed to the music. I placed the glass to my lips and sipped it, wincing a bit as this club always made the drinks strong as hell and I used to love it when drinking was the game. Not so sure I am still up to speed to race Ryker to see who gets fucked up more. He leaned over and yelled into my ear.


  “Dance now.”


  I nodded and set my drink down as he took a huge gulp and set his down on the black table with lights sparkling inside of it, spilling a little but pulling me along with him. We reached the dance floor and the song thumped in my ears and throughout my body as if it was made to hypnotize me and I needed that. I need to sweat and dance and be 21 again, be young…forever. I placed my hands above my head and swayed my hips until I felt Ryker close in behind me and before I knew it he was swaying too and rubbing his shit against my ass. I don’t so much mind, I mean we had been here before, many times actually when club prey did not work out and we found ourselves horny as shit and needing to get laid. We had been doing the club scene since we were 18 with fake IDs and even though I knew that people recognized me, I got away with it anyway as everyone knew who my Father is and gave me a pass to play. It was always me, Ryker, and Holland back then and then this weird shit happened and Ryker got a girlfriend and disappeared. I remember being shitty about it for a few days and then Holland and I just went on without him. But here he is now, behind me and looking older, bigger, and hotter than he even did before. Not so good when you can feel rum start to inch its way towards your pussy and making you hum.


  I felt him place his hand on my stomach as my arms remained above my head and I turned as he pulled me to him and we moved back and forth to the music. He leaned in to kiss me and I turned my head to see Ryan standing off to the side like some fucking cop. He did not look happy at all to see me and before I could think, “what the fuck is he doing here?” he walked up and grabbed my arm pulling me back from Ryker, who was less than happy about. Ryker grabbed my other arm and a small tug of war occurred until I yelled and jerked my arms form both of them and headed back to the booth to drink. Fuck this shit.


  I sat down and Ryan stepped up with his hand up in the air and he was bitching, but the music didn’t allow me to hear him at all, then Ryker stepped up and tried to pass him and Ryan decided that was not happening. I started to drink and when I say “drink” I mean I gulped it all down and stood up as they shoved each other for a minute and then I smashed the glass on the table and cracked it as they both stopped and looked at me. Ryker stepped up and touched my face as Ryan lunged at him and they both hit the booth behind me and rolled onto the floor as fists flew with men doing that man thing I have no interest in. Then one of them hit the table and it flew out a bit, hit the back of my legs and I fell, face first and busted my nose on the floor as I screamed and rolled over holding it. Security came and assisted me and broke their fight up and as they both saw me bleeding the look on their faces changed from hate to worry. I rolled my eyes and stormed away from them both, so sick of trying to forget and pissed for even thinking I could go out and just be me again.


  I stepped out of the club and then Ryker went flying by me and hit the curb and Ryan was tossed on the other side of me. I rolled my eyes and looked down to see blood had dripped on my white dress and it pissed me off, more for the sheer fact that I probably had a broken nose, which was ridiculous. I had never really broken anything, even though I fell all of time when I was growing up. Father called me blessed, which I still doubt but I really thought a broken nose would hurt more. I then pulled my compact and screamed as I was missing a tooth, a front one and I started to fall as Ryker caught me, and Ryan grabbed me too.


  ****


  “Fuck!” I yelled as I smacked at the nurses hand and she scowled at me. I know I am acting like an asshole but I am drunk as hell and in the coming down stages of it now. The pain was starting to creep in and I hate pain as much as I hate Ryker and Ryan right now. So ridiculous.


  “Bethany Bittermend,” the doctor said as he entered the room and I looked up at him.


  “Just Beth,” I said as the tissue fell out of my nostril that Ryan had so carefully shoved in on the cab ride here.


  “Well, Just Beth.” He laughed and I did not. He then cleared his throat.


  “It is just a small fracture and the tooth can be replaced no problem.


  “My tooth right, not some fake one.”


  “Oh, you will never know the difference and it will not come out. I will superglue that thing right in there.”


  I raised an eyebrow and shook my head at him.


  “No.”


  “I am just kidding,” he said as he made me lay back and turned the light on over us. He touched my nose and I hissed.


  Ryan stepped up and studied me and I rolled my eyes at him.


  “Brother?” the doctor said and Ryan laughed.


  “No, boyfriend.”


  “What?” Ryker said as he stepped up and I looked at Ryan and shook my head.


  “We are not, I mean…we date,” I said and Ryker rolled his eyes.


  “Well thank you for telling me, Beth.”


  “Should I step out?” The doctor said and we all said ‘yes’ at the same time so he stood up and walked to the door.


  “We can start in ten minutes, just pop it right up in there.” I stared at him and he left without saying another word which was probably best.


  I looked at Ryan and raised my hands. “I said space, not follow me.”


  Ryan shook his head at me and then looked at Ryker.


  “You said space, not go fuck other people.”


  “Whoa, listen. There was no fucking, just a little grinding of the ass and shit,” Ryker said and Ryan rubbed his eyes and looked at me in disbelief.


  “Ryker is an old friend,” I said and Ryan raised his eyebrows.


  “I have tons of old friends, Beth, I don’t grind on them at a club and shit.”


  “He was grinding me….for the record,” I said in my defense.


  Ryan turned to Ryker.


  “Ryker right? What is that some fighter pilot bullshit?”


  “No,” Ryker said as he stared him down.


  “So where did you get a name like that?” Ryan asked him and I will not lie and say watching him act jealous was not a turn on. I sat up and shook my head.


  “I texted him.”


  Ryan looked at me as Ryker shook his head ‘yes’.


  “This was a text booty call and shit?” Ryan said and Ryker laughed.


  “No, just a fun night out and shit. Where the fuck did this guy come from, Beth?” Ryker asked as Ryan faced him.


  “Wanna find out and shit?”


  “Whatever, fucking psycho,” Ryker said as he stared him down.


  Ryan pushed him and the Doctor returned and they stopped.


  “So, we are ready,” the Doctor said as he cleared his throat and waved towards the door. “You can both step outside...please,” he added and they both walked to the door looking as pissed off as any guys can be.


  ****


  “So, how do you know Beth?” Ryan asked him as they sat down across from each other and a nurse started to walk by. Ryker paused and then leaned back, staring him down.


  “I used to hang out with Beth and Holland…a lot.”


  “Oh yeah?” Ryan asked and Ryker leaned up and stared him down.


  “Yes, as friends.”


  “Friends with benefits?” Ryan asked and Ryker shrugged his shoulders and leaned back again.


  “Shit happens, late night, alcohol…you know. I mean shit man how many times have you had that.”


  Ryan said nothing as Ryker sighed.


  “Nothing happened tonight. It wasn’t going to happen.”


  “Sure,” Ryan said and Ryker stood up.


  “Listen, tell Beth I hope she feels better and to call me whenever.”


  Ryan said nothing as Ryker walked away and he could hear me yelling in the room as they started to fix my nose. Ryker stopped and turned back to him.


  “You better take care of her, she is special.”


  Ryan looked down at his hands and sighed.


  “I know,” he said under his breath.


  


  


  


  Chapter Thirteen


  The Hard Sorry


  


  


  



  


  I sat hissing as Ryan touched the bandage on my nose and I shook my head out of frustration.


  “I will be deformed.”


  “You will look as if you have lived a little Beth.”


  “I already have a scar on my lip, I should get surgery to correct it. I am just terrified of being put under.”


  Ryan watched me as he let his head lay against the cushion in the cab.


  “I should have had my driver take me out. I hate taking cabs and shit. No offense.” I added as the cabby glanced at me in his mirror.


  “Does it smell in here?” I whispered to Ryan and he laughed and moved close to me. I stopped moving as he touched my face and stared at me.


  “I can see this is going to be a pain in my ass.”


  “What?” I asked him and he kissed me. I pushed back from him and he sighed as he scooted back over.


  “Okay, I get it Beth.”


  “You get what, Ryan?”


  He turned on the seat towards me and shook his head.


  “I tried to rationalize it in my head. Once I knew his name and shit. I mean Ryan…Ryker. Easy mistake. I mean you text him on accident and then it turned into something, I get it Beth.”


  “I texted him on purpose Ryan.”


  He stopped looking so sincere and leaned back on the seat.


  “Oh,” he said and I looked out the window and then back to him.


  “It was not a booty text or whatever you called it. I just wanted to go out.”


  Ryan glared at me.


  “Don’t you have any girlfriends at all?”


  I looked down and then back up at him.


  “Holland, she is my friend.”


  “You have to have more.”


  I turned and looked out the window.


  “I don’t,” I said to low for him to hear.


  “What?” he said as he touched my arm, I quickly turned to face him.


  “I don’t!” I yelled and he blinked.


  “None? You are kidding me. Your family has more money than God.”


  I swallowed and then leaned back and closed my eyes.


  “Money doesn’t buy friends, it buys fake plastic people. I may be a bitch but I actually enjoy talking to people who have a heart and in my circles that was not happening so yeah, just Holland and she is up in that fucking hospital room dying, or waiting to fucking die or whatever,” I said as I leaned forward and felt sick to my stomach. He touched my back and then I started to dry heave and he yelled for the cab driver to stop. I opened the door up and stumbled out, throwing up like I was 16 again and unable to handle my liquor. Great. Ryan joined me and held my hair and I was mortified. Holland was the only person in the world who had witnessed me getting sick and now Ryan was here and experiencing probably the sickest thing you could with someone else. I stopped and caught my breath. Standing up and swaying a bit on my feet.


  “I don’t feel that great,” I said as I started to fall and Ryan caught me and scooped me up quickly. He walked back to the cab and placed me in it and told the driver to take us home.


  ****


  I woke in my bed and at first it all seemed great until I sat up and my nose was killing me and my mouth was aching. I hissed and touched the bandage on my nose and remembered it all, every ugly detail and then the big finale when I threw up and passed out. That was just…


  “Good morning,” Ryan said as he walked in with nothing on and holding a tray of food. I leaned back and tried to pull my pillow up behind but he sat the tray down and grabbed it, then helped me lean back. I glanced up and saw his cock and tried to ignore the thought of it. I seriously feel like someone ran me over with a Bentley. I mean it would be a Bentley, not some cheap ass car if I was to be ran over to begin with and shit.


  “I made you breakfast.”


  “You did not.”


  He stopped and grinned at me.


  “You are right, I did not, BUT I brought it to you so can I get credit for that?” he asked me and I nodded as he slipped the silver tray over my legs and I stared at the food as my stomach grumble. I pressed on it and then looked up at him.


  “I don’t eat eggs.”


  “Really? Okay then you eat this and that and I will eat the eggs.”


  He sat down in front of me and the tray blocked his dick, which was partially hard as always. I picked up my fork and he took it from me and stabbed a strawberry and placed it to my lips as I opened up and let him feed me. I don’t remember being fed since I was little and the nanny was doing it as I was finicky and ignored food most days. I closed my lips on the fork and he pulled it out while staring at my mouth and I began to chew. I stopped and hissed a bit as my tooth was sore, or whatever they popped in there. OH FUCK! I lost my tooth! I pushed myself from under the tray and ran to my vanity where I leaned in and opened my mouth to inspect it. I then narrowed my eyes, as I could not tell a difference at all as to which front tooth was busted out.


  “The right one,” Ryan said behind me and I looked in the mirror to only see his dick. I sighed.


  “Do you ever wear clothing in the house?”


  “You never complained before, Beth.” I stopped looking at my tooth and turned to face him, squaring my shoulders and feeling a bit agitated.


  “I am saying it now. I would appreciate it if you would at least wear pants.”


  “Oh,” Ryan said as he glanced down his flat stomach full of tightened abs and I cracked my neck and refused to look.


  “Your boob is hanging out,” he said and I looked down and it was, the left one was just hanging out of my shirt. I adjusted and tucked it back in.


  “That whole time I had a boob hanging out and you said nothing?”


  “I enjoyed it like you enjoy looking at my dick.”


  “I…shut up Ryan,” I said as I walked back to the bed and sat down, I was just having a hard time enjoying his bullshit.


  He walked back over and sat down next to me and took my hand, placing it on his dick and I pulled it back and he laughed as he looked forward like I was.


  “Just touch it a little.”


  “I need for you to stop it.”


  He took my hand again and placed it on his dick and this time I squeezed it and he hissed as he leaned forward a bit.


  “Why were you following me?”


  “I wasn’t…I wasn’t,” he said as I kept the pressure on with my hand.


  “So I go out and you just end up there then?”


  “Yes, fucking bad luck and shit.”


  “I need a sorry from you, Ryan.”


  “Me? You were out with a guy, Beth!” he said and I squeezed harder. “Fuck, Beth…” I continued and he hissed. “Sorry,” he said through gritted teeth and I leaned up and smiled at him. I then started to ease up and he looked at me. “Just tug on it.”


  I gave it one sharp squeeze and he rolled over away from me and I smiled and leaned back, adjusting my tray and looking at the food on it. I stabbed my fork into the eggs and placed them in my mouth. I actually love eggs, but I hate to be told what I am eating.


  


  


  


  Chapter Fourteen


  Tender Moments Confuse Me


  


  


  



  


  


  When I was 14 the world had already changed from a magical place to one of hushed secrets and dark under currents that my family held dear and claimed as their own. My father had lost his status with me years prior when I caught him fucking the help and he continued to do so as if I had granted him permission, as my mother had also seemed to do. I guess being an asshole and rebelling is not enough to warrant suspension as to the state of my mind to him. I honestly do not know if he even fucking cares enough to ever think about the damage he caused me or my mother. I try to ignore how much hatred festers inside of me, but each time I get angry and my cruelty rises I know exactly where it came from and it may not be environmental. In fact, it may be genetically encoded in me to follow the path my Father has taken, one of selfishness and bitterness. It frightens me, I will not lie. I look in the mirror and see his eyes, same color and shape and his lips. The only thing I received from my mother is her hair color and my fingers. They are long and thin like hers were.


  I stare at my hands and then slice the razor across my skin, releasing some tension and hissing, but so enjoying the ability to control it. I get this way when too many things pile up on top of each other. I guess it is better than shoving fingers down my throat and throwing up whatever I eat, although it was interesting enough to try in High School for one semester. I ended up weakening my teeth a bit and my hair thinned so I abandoned it out of vanity. I find that a bit amusing, that something like that which is bound to vanity was the reason I stopped doing it. It did not hurt enough anyway. In fact, as I get older, things hurt less and less and I have no idea what the threshold is anymore. It makes me wonder about my mother, if that night in the bathtub she was simply pushing it further with the razor too, trying to cut at the pain deeper, control more and in the end it controlled her and took her life. I mean she was never one to kill herself anyway. I know I paint her as a saint in some ways but she was not. She was vicious and cruel to most people, but she adored me. She never once spoke one mean word to me. In fact she doted over me. I have to guess it was because it was the one thing she hurt my father with the most, seeing she only let me be born and killed all of the others not giving him a chance to receive the son he so wanted. But now, he has two and the fact that he even allowed me to visit and then restored my money is a mystery I don’t care to figure out. Maybe he wants to see me to the end too. He did with Mother and didn’t even cry at her funeral, not once with Miko waiting in the car to pick up the reigns and suck him off. Should I hate him? Or should I take him as a warning as to what I will eventually become?


  I lingered with the razor and it cut a bit too deep as I dropped it and Ryan knocked on the door.


  “Beth?” he called out to me and I looked down as blood dripped on the floor.


  “Fuck.” I whispered as I pulled the needle and thread and did what I had done a few times before. I pulled my silver lighter and heated the tip of it and then proceeded to stitch myself up, gritting my teeth and trying my best to not scream. He knocked again only this time a bit harder.


  “Just a minute!” I yelled out to him. It only took 4 stitches to mend and I then pulled some medical supplies and cleaned it up, with antibiotics and all of that ridiculous nonsense. It is funny how I hate pain unless I want it to happen. Again, a control thing, hence the reason I am so brutal in bed. I love to make it hurt, the more the better. I then wrapped the gauze around it and taped it off. I walked to my closet as I looked at the door.


  “What?” I called out and Ryan stood there staring at the wood.


  “I thought I heard you fall.”


  “No…I am fine,” I said and I stepped into the closet as it lit up and rows of clothing stared back at me.


  “Well.” I said as I pulled a black long sleeved shirt and buttoned it up, careful to not put too much pressure on the cut on my arm.


  “I really need to fucking get some meds,” I said as I turned and Ryan was standing there with a credit card in his hand that he must have used to unlock my door.


  “Jesus, Ryan,” I said as he startled me.


  “You okay?”


  “Yes.” I said as I finished buttoning up my shirt.


  “Why didn’t you tell me?” he asked me and I lowered my arms feeling my gauze under my sleeve and wondered when he installed a fucking camera on me.


  “I…well.” I started to say and he stepped up to me.


  “All you had to do is say ‘Listen Cocksucker, it’s my birthday, stop’.”


  I blinked and then realized he didn’t know about my cutting shit.


  “Oh…birthdays come and go,” I said as he held my chin up and made me look at him.


  “Yesterday sucked ass, from Holland, to me taking you to my old apartment and then the club…fuck, Beth! All you had to do is tell me. I would have never taken you there.”


  “I am glad you did,” I said and he hugged me as I wrapped my arms around him and felt strangely loving for a moment. Like we were having a true moment of connection and it terrified me. I can only guess he feels the same…terrified that is.


  ****


  I sat in the car and waited. Ryan had actually driven himself, which was crazy. I don’t remember ever being in a car up front with the driver. I know it sounds crazy but it is true and he had even bought the whole driver outfit thing, hat and all and escorted me to the car. I laughed as he opened the door up to the front seat but I got in and he took his hat off and slipped into the driver’s seat and smiled as he pressed the button and the car started up. He then turned to me and smiled.


  “I am totally at your service today.”


  “Oh really?” I asked him and he looked me over.


  “Yes, it is your day to do what you want with me.”


  “So I get to pick where we go then?”


  “Well, not the first place, everything after that.” He pulled out and we were on our way to whatever insanity he had planned, which could be anything really.


  Forty minutes later we arrived at a private airport and he stepped out as a jet waited on the landing strip for us. I smiled as he opened my door and took my hand. I stood up and let the nice breeze engulf my senses and it blew my hair up around my face as he took my hand and we walked to the waiting plane, his, no doubt, as it had “RB” on the side of it. I wondered how many girls he had fucked on this thing and then found it odd I evened cared to know at all.


  We walked towards the stairs and he stopped and held me and then looked back at the car.


  “That Bentley is yours to keep,” he said and I smiled and shook my head.


  “What the hell will I do with a car?”


  “Do what you do with everything, whatever you want.” He started to climb and pulled me along with him. I looked back as the doors closed and let the car fade from my view and it felt so similar to any gift my father had ever given to me. No asking, just giving and telling me to go play. I turned and grinned knowing I should thank him regardless of my feelings about it.


  “Thank you, it is a very nice gift Ryan.”


  “Oh that is nothing. I just know you like them.”


  “How?” I said as I walked towards him and then sat down on the white leather couch.


  “I, well…your Father gave me some information on you…before,” he said and I looked down at my hands and hated it. I hated that my father had purchased Ryan as he had so many other things before. Clumping him up into a big pile of gifts I never used to care for. Now I find myself caring for the first thing ever given to me by him and I almost hate it. How could Ryan be what I needed when I could not even be what I needed for myself? I need to stop, that is the fucking therapy talking right there. I adjusted on the leather and looked at him and tried to be nice.


  “I love Bentleys, plenty of room to fuck in them.”


  “Well, I guess we will just have to try that out, I have another one waiting where we are landing.”


  I laughed at him.


  “Two cars?”


  “Oh no, one is mine of course,” he said and we took off without another word about cars or anything else having to do my Father.


  ****


  Miko stepped into the hospital room and stared at Holland in her bed. She sighed and pulled out a cigarette as a large man stepped in behind her and stood very still. She waited until he lit it for her and she glanced at him and then at Holland in the bed.


  “Well, isn’t this drab,” she said as she walked to the window and peeked through the blinds at the city. She then turned back to Holland and then glanced at the man who produced a syringe and stepped up to Holland. He shoved it into one of her IV’s and Holland started to choke a bit and move. Miko stepped up to her bedside and stared down at her as Holland’s eyes fluttered and then settled on Miko as she started to look terrified.


  “I need to know things Holland, things only you can tell me darling so you need to tap your little finger here, is it working?” Miko picked up Holland’s hand and it felt cold.


  “Can you move these?” Holland had a tear roll form her eye and Miko leaned over clicking her tongue.


  “Oh, don’t be upset dear. I am only here to chat and then we will leave you to resting, you understand me?”


  Holland moved her head slightly to nod ‘yes’ and Miko smiled at her as she touched her hair. The monitor was a bit erratic with her heartbeat and Miko glanced at the man who returned with another syringe and he shot it into her IV line. Holland relaxed a bit and her heart beat slowed back down.


  “Fucking drugs,” Miko said as she sat down on the edge of the bed and tapped Holland’s hand.


  “So, Holland. I need a few yes or no’s, do you understand me?”


  Holland did not respond and Miko slapped her across the face as Holland fluttered her eyes and nodded ‘yes’.


  “Did you talk about the boys?”


  Holland shook her head ‘no’ as more tears rolled form her eyes and she tried to move a bit in the bed. Miko grinned.


  “Did you say anything to Beth?”


  Holland hesitated for a second and Miko took her cigarette and placed it close to Holland’s eyes as she shut it and the man grabbed her face and forced her eye open as she choked a bit with the tube down her throat.


  Holland shook her head ‘no’.


  “Are you sure?” she asked as she held the cigarette to close and it singed Holland’s eyelashes. Miko pulled it back and took a drag from it and smiled as the smoke rolled from her mouth.


  “Okay then,” she said as she stood up and walked to the window. She glanced back at the man as he stepped up and placed his hand over the tubes opening on Holland’s mouth and pinched her nose closed. She struggled a bit as Miko watched the traffic outside.


  “This city is so filthy, I just hate to come to it anymore.”


  She turned as Holland feet twitched on the bed and the man pulled the line to her heart beat. She then jerked a couple of times and he took his hand from the tube as she lay still.


  “Replace the monitor, no need for anything to look strange here.”


  Miko said as she walked out, the man quickly following behind her.


  


  


  Chapter Fifteen


  Scary Monsters


  


  


  



  


  


  I touched my blindfold and smiled as I felt his hand on my thigh and wondered if he was just trying to fuck me. I mean, to buy me a car and then fly me someplace new was not out of reach for him nor would it shock me. I am sure he had gone further in the past for others. There it is again, that nagging thought of the “others” he had been with. I really need to control that shit right now. I bit my lip and he pulled me out of the car and then stepped behind me. He took my blindfold off as the sun was shining down on me and it took a moment to adjust my eyes but when they did I knew exactly where we were and I sighed and took in the sight of the large Ferris wheel in the distance.


  “I don’t know anyone who has their own amusement park, Beth. I mean your Dad is a prick but this is one of the coolest things ever,” he said to me and I wish I could match his enthusiasm. I really did. He took my hand and pulled me along as I looked up and saw Bittermend Corp on the sign and then the ever-embarrassing “The Magical Land of Bethany” in bright lights. I loved it when I was five, I hated it now. Then, it was an enchanted place built by a man who I adored. Now? It was a reminder of his inability to understand flesh and bone. This amusement park was as real to me as he was. Ryan pulled me along as man, dressed up for security as in secret service, stepped up to us and held his hand up.


  “You have to purchase tickets.”


  Ryan laughed and looked at me and I pulled my license out and he looked at it and immediately apologized.


  “Miss Bittermend, I had no idea, I am so sorry. Come right in,” he said and we strolled through the gates and looked around.


  The place seemed the same as it had always been. It had every ride, ‘no expense spared’ as my Father had said as he held me up high and let me see it all as a child. I still remember screaming with excitement when my parents brought me here and my mother stood still in her white fur and smoked as he spun me around. It is hard to imagine he was ever once so joyful, for small moments that sit like bullets in my mind. Hard to remember his smile, yes an actual smile on his stoic face before the fucking and hatred started, but he was human once, to me anyway. I felt Ryan squeeze my hand and I looked at him as my eyes were a bit glossy. I sniffed and then smiled at him, shrugging off the nostalgic crap I was caught up in for a second.


  “I say food,” Ryan said and I grinned as he pulled me along with him.


  We stopped at the cotton candy stand and he grinned unlike I had seen him do before. His grins normally consist of evilness to lead to fucking, he has never acted so kid-like before and it has taken me by surprise. I mean Ryan is about as joyful as I am which is less than zero.


  He reached up and grabbed a huge package of cotton candy as the girl eyed him and he smiled and glanced at me.


  “This is mine,” I said and she narrowed her eyes at me as the security guard stepped up behind me.


  “This is Miss Bittermend.”


  The girl shook her head and then smiled all fake at me. I know fake when I see, I do it in the mirror every morning.


  “Well on the house then,” she said and Ryan laughed as he tore the bag open and started to eat some of it. I watched him as we walked along and he stopped and held a piece of it out to me. I opened my mouth up and he placed it inside. It dissolved quickly but not before tasting so sweet it lit my taste buds on fire. I stared at Ryan for moment and knew he was just like that too; he was something so delicious that would leave a sweet flavor behind but dissolve as if it had never even been there. Problem is you never forget how it tasted and I sat down on the bench and stared at the rides. He followed me as he ate the cotton candy like children do. I grinned as he sat down next to me and chewed a bit, shoveling more into his mouth.


  “So I take it you like amusement parks.”


  “Fuck yes I do. I never went to any as a kid. In fact when I first made money, you know…when I…” he paused and skipped it, no need to mention being a whore to me. “Well anyway, I spent an entire month going to as many as I could but I never came here. I knew it was yours.” He set the bag down and I looked at him.


  “This is mine, this is my father’s,” I said and he looked at me and licked a couple of his fingers, making a sucking noise on the last one, which was a bit annoying.


  “No, this is called the Magical Land of Bethany, that means you Beth.”


  I laughed and looked around at everything.


  “This is just one more thing that proves that my father has no idea what I want.”


  He took my hand and held it as he studied my face.


  “I know this is going to sound so fucked up Beth, but I am happy he paid me.”


  “Oh, awesome. Did you happen to buy my car with it?”


  “No…no, fuck. Beth, I meant I am glad I met you. I mean I am really glad that I met you.”


  “Oh,” I said, as I knew what he meant. I mean I had already buried myself with the love word and he had yet to say it but he was working his way up to it. I knew it. I could feel it in him…just under the surface of his Blackwood heart.


  “Rides,” he said as he pulled me up and I shook my head ‘no’.


  “Yes…yes.” He insisted and I crossed my arms and shook my head no. He grabbed me up and flipped me over his shoulder, smacking my ass as I screamed at him but he did not care. He walked us all the way to the Ferris wheel and then set me down as I hit him in the chest and he laughed at me.


  “Let’s do this shit,” he said and I looked up and sighed.


  “I am not so good with heights,” I said quietly.


  “What?”


  “Heights, I have vertigo. We didn’t know until I had a panic attack on this fucking ride when I was five. My father took me on it and I was so excited until we stopped at the top and he rocked the fucking seat back and forth. I freaked out, I had a panic attack. I scratched his face up and he still has a small scar under his eye where I cut him with my nails. I screamed until my throat burned.”


  “Well holy fucking shit,” Ryan said as he stared at me.


  “I just, if I go up there I will shit my pants.”


  “I will buy you new ones,” he whispered and I laughed.


  “I mean really shit my pants.”


  “Will you try, for me, Beth?” he asked and I sighed and shook my leg as the ride was waiting and the door was open to the seat.


  “Fuck,” I said as he pulled me along with him and we got on. I could feel my heart beat speeding up as the attendant shut the door and locked it with a bang.


  “I don’t think this is so good,” I said as I tried to stand up and it started to move. Ryan grabbed me by my waist and pulled me down, placing his arm around me and I began to shake and closed my eyes tightly.


  “Beth…look,” he said as I barely peeked at first and then I stared out across the countryside and saw the sun splintering the sky into pinks and blues. It truly was beautiful and then I had to look down and I tightened my grip on him as he sighed and held me closer to him.


  “Sometimes the scariest things are the most beautiful things you have ever seen. You just have to believe that it won’t hurt you.”


  I looked up at him as he watched my expression change from fear to hope and he touched my cheek.


  “I love you, Beth,” he said to me and with that the first real kiss occurred between us since we had met. No fingering, no dirty talk. Just me and Ryan, understanding we scared the shit out of each other and just could not walk away.


  


  


  


  Chapter Sixteen


  Heartache


  


  


  



  


  


  I leaned up and rotated my hips against his as the car rocked slightly in the amusement park’s parking lot. No one was left except security and we didn’t care anyway. We had been fucking for an hour with no signs of letting up and the windows had fogged over from heavy breathing and body temperatures rising. I kissed his mouth harder as my lips felt as if they may be swelling and his were too. I could swear it felt as if we were actually making love. He had taken his time with me, kissing my neck and unbuttoning my shirt a bit to expose my black lace bra. I had not allowed him to take it off due to my cut on my arm but he suddenly grabbed it and I hissed at his lips as he stopped moving and pushed my sleeve up to see the gauze and a bit of blood seeping through it.


  “Beth, what happened?”


  “It’s nothing, I cut myself.”


  “It is deep.” He said as his thumb gently ran across it.


  “Four stiches.”


  “Oh my God when?” he asked me as I moved off of him and settled in the seat next to him.


  “This morning.”


  “Wait, this morning?”


  “I did it,” I said to him and he sighed and rubbed his hand through his hair.


  “You cut yourself?”


  I sighed and then looked at him.


  “Yes. Then I stitched it up.”


  “Well fuck, Beth,” he said as he zipped his pants up and turned to face me.


  “I am fine.”


  “Listen to me, that is not fine, cutting yourself and stitching the fucking thing up is not fine…I mean how do you even know how to do that shit?”


  “Father,” I said as I looked down and then he touched my arm and I looked at him.


  “He taught you how to stitch yourself up?”


  “Kind of, I mean. I fell a lot when I was little and sometimes a doctor was too far away. I mean we ended up having one on staff after like the tenth time I tried to die and shit, but before that he…”


  “He what?”


  “He would have Mother hold me and I bit on leather while he stitched me up.”


  “What the fuck?” he said as he hit the dashboard and I jumped slightly.


  “Do you have any idea how fucked up that is, Beth?”


  “He just wanted to make me better.”


  “Sure…sure he did. While he tortured you and shit.”


  I touched his face and he looked at me, I don’t think I had ever seen him so angry about anything before.


  “He told me to be strong, that we always needed to be strong and no matter what, family would always be there if needed.”


  I sat back and thought about that and how fucked up I truly am. I then turned and placed my finger to the window and drew a heart on it. The water ran down and it looked broken in half as I blew my hot breath onto it. He then grabbed my hand and I looked back to him.


  “I need, I have to fix something with you Beth. Right now, before the cut gets any deeper and it needs stitches.”


  I narrowed my eyes as he suddenly turned to me and held my hand and it made me nervous.


  “I fucked up,” he said quietly and I took a deep breath and then looked at his hand as it shook slightly on top of mine.


  “In what way?” I asked him and he looked down and then back up at me.


  “The worst way,” he added and I pulled my hand from his.


  “Who?” I asked him and he turned and leaned back on the seat.


  “No one, just a girl. In a bar, about 3 weeks ago.”


  I sat there and then turned to see the heart being broken up even more by the running water streaks through it and felt the same, as if I was watching my own heart. I tried to calm down and looked back towards him as he watched me closely.


  “Did you get paid?”


  He nodded to me.


  “I felt…I mean we were running low on money and you need things Beth, so do I.”


  “I just needed you, Ryan,” I said to him and he reached out to me and I moved away as he adjusted in the seat and pressed the button on the car to start it up.


  “I want to go home now,” I said to him and we drove away, no better than we had arrived.


  ****


  It is so funny how lights flicker on and off in the city. For example, a huge sign can have a million of them that make up a picture and if one goes out you can barely notice it unless you get up real close and study it. Small fractures making it imperfect as all things are when you linger long enough. People with OCD suffer so badly from this as they see cracks in everything, nothing is ever good enough, straight enough…pure enough. I had returned home that night and thrown my clothing away and immediately went shopping and replaced it all with white things. White shirts, white shoes, white pants, belts…hats. My whole closet looked like a fucking mental institution when I was done with it but for some reason all color had to go, everything in the penthouse too as I changed it all to white, all pure with no smudges of any kind on anything and if it did get scuffed as in shoes, plate…anything, it was then discarded and replaced with more white. I know Ryan thought I lost my fucking mind and perhaps I had. Who knows and why the fuck should he care really? I had stripped it all in one week along with Ryan’s dignity as best that I could.


  I stepped out of the bedroom and he stood there looking as miserable as I had made him with no expression on my face.


  “Ready?” I asked him and he nodded as we left and the driver was waiting downstairs by the curb. Ryan had tried to touch me in the elevator and I slapped him several times and he just let me until I stopped and straightened my shirt and jacket, letting my hand calmly rub the front of my white skirt and he adjusted his hair. I don’t let him touch me unless I say so and that is not often.


  I stepped out the car as Ryan held my hand and stared at all of the people in graveyard. I fucking hate this place. It stinks of failure in my opinion and reminds me of what could have been and not what is. We walked up the concrete steps that led to the black casket lined in gold and I watched as the priest started his ritual of bullshit, talking about the hereafter and all that. I never believed. It is not something my family handed down to me. In fact, I had been taught to believe in one thing and one thing only, me and my lineage, of which I was not having a hard time focusing on now. My father stood there all cold and hard as well as Miko beside him and two nannies holding my brothers who were growing quicker than I expected. Miko eyed us and then leaned over to my father who also looked and I did not care at this point. I mean Ryan was what to me exactly? I guess I could leave him to rot with me or I could set him free but what fun would that be exactly? My father walked up to us and stared Ryan down.


  “Why are you here?” he asked him and I spoke.


  “I asked him to come with me, Father.”


  Father looked at me and shook his head.


  “We had one stipulation, only one,” he said and I watched him without saying a word.


  “Dinner at 8,” he said to me as he glanced at Ryan and I nodded to him and then walked up to the casket and stared at it. I turned as Miko was dabbing the corner of her eye with her tissue and I smirked at her without even trying. I hate her too, always have, and what is the use of fucking hiding shit now? Holland is gone, as is Mother…Ryan might as well be dead too. I have nothing to fear of losing anymore and that makes me dangerous, as dangerous as my Father is and always has been. I am starting to understand what true power is.


  The priest started to talk about redemption and how graceful Holland was in life and I laughed under my breath and walked away, leaving my one true friend behind me forever. If she was truly graceful then what was I exactly? And redemption is just a way for people to control others, promising some bullshit happy ending. You make your own endings just as Holland has. She wasn’t thinking about me when she took whatever the fuck she was on. She was as selfish as the rest of them and for that she could rot for all I care. I only came for one reason, to wear white to a funeral and show my father that I do exactly as I want to, when I want, and with whom. I am positive he is only having me to dinner to berate me on Ryan and he will find out that Ryan can come or go but I am having fun as long as I can with him before he is stripped away with threats of poverty.


  


  


  


  Chapter Seventeen


  The Golden Crown


  


  


  



  


  


  I sat at the table as the help brought in our plates and I stared at the octopus on my plate with disgust. Fucking Miko loves to have this shit torment me. I swear to God she is a succubus from hell. I looked up and she grinned at me as she slipped some of the slimy shit into her mouth and chewed. I took a drink of my wine as Ryan sat next to me not eating. He was a wreck. I knew it and I cannot lie and say that I cared much. I mean, I had given to him what no one had managed to take yet, and that was loving someone completely, more than I did anything else in the world and I had no idea how much I did until he told me what had happened. I didn’t even ask for details, I didn’t need any. I knew and it played in my head constantly as I could imagine him stroking his cock and then slipping it into that bitch’s cunt, all wet and wanting. She probably hissed at first at the size of him as I had. He is larger than most but too bad his fucking brain did not match the size of his dick. She probably tried to kiss him and he held her hair tightly, wound in his hand, making her stick her tongue out to meet his as he fucked her harder and harder in some bathroom stall. I blinked as I heard the clinking on a glass and came back to my senses. Father rose up and stared at the table and then at Miko.


  “To the mother of my sons,” he said as he swayed on his feet a bit. He had been drinking long before we arrived and it was no surprise to me. His drinking had become constant since mother died and I could even smell it on him at Holland’s funeral. Miko toasted him back and looked at me. I grinned and drank without toasting, she can fuck herself.


  “It is a shame,” she said and I looked across the table at her as she placed her glass down and played with the rim of it with her golden fingernails.


  “What?” I said and she raised an eyebrow to me.


  “You really must speak up when you talk, Bethany.”


  I leaned back a bit and she went on.


  “Holland, tragic really. Such a beautiful girl. I know you were close to her, Beth.” She waited as if she was baiting me and I sighed.


  “People die, it is life.”


  My father clapped his hands and laughed and we all looked at him in confusion. He stopped and then waved his hand for us to go on like he was at a fucking play.


  “Yes, death is a part of life and life is a part of death.”


  “Deep,” I said as I took another drink and she watched me closely.


  “When I was young…”


  I held my hand up to her. “I know, you lived at palace with gold ribbons in your hair…” I started to say and she slammed her fist on the table and I jumped a bit and Father cleared his throat. I stared her down for a moment as she looked so angry a vein showed through on her forehead, she soon took a breath and then relaxed.


  “As I was saying. When I was very young, my Mother told me the story of a young woman who fell in love.”


  I stopped her and started to stand.


  “Sit!” She screamed at me and slowly sat down as Miko seemed a bit more angry than usual…she went on.


  “This is the legend of Liang Shanbo and Zhu Yingtai of the Eastern Jin Dynasty.


  Zhu Yingtai was a beautiful and intelligent young woman, the ninth child and only daughter of the wealthy Zhu family of Shangyu, Zhejiang. Although traditions of that era discourage females from going to school, Zhu manages to convince her father to allow her to attend classes in disguise as a young man. During her journey to Hangzhou, she meets Liang Shanbo, a scholar from Kuaiji. They chat and feel a strong affinity for each other at their first meeting. Hence, they gather some soil as incense and take an oath of fraternity in the pavilion of a thatched bridge.


  They study together for the next three years in school and Zhu gradually falls in love with Liang. Although Liang equals Zhu in their studies, he is still a bookworm and fails to notice the feminine characteristics exhibited by his classmate.


  One day, Zhu receives a letter from her father, asking her to return home as soon as possible. Zhu has no choice but to pack her belongings immediately and bid Liang farewell. However, in her heart, she has already confessed her love for Liang and is determined to be with him for all eternity. Before her departure, she reveals her true identity to the headmaster's wife and requests her to hand over a jade pendant to Liang as a betrothal gift.


  Liang accompanies his "sworn brother" for 18 miles to see her off. During the journey, Zhu hints to Liang that she is actually a woman. She compares them to a pair of mandarin ducks, a symbol of lovers in Chinese culture, but Liang does not catch her hints and does not even have the slightest suspicion that his companion is a woman in disguise. Zhu finally comes up with an idea and tells Liang that she will act as a matchmaker for him and his "sister". Before they part, Zhu reminds Liang to visit her residence later so he can propose to marry her "sister." Liang and Zhu reluctantly part ways at the Changting pavilion.


  Months later, when Liang visits Zhu, he discovers that she is actually a woman. They are devoted to and passionate about each other and they make a vow of "till death do us part". The joy of their reunion is short-lived as Zhu's parents have already arranged for her to marry a man from a rich family called Ma Wencai. Liang is heartbroken when he hears the news and his health gradually deteriorates until he becomes critically ill. He dies alone later as a county magistrate.


  On the day of Ma and Zhu's marriage, mysterious whirlwinds prevent the wedding procession from escorting the bride beyond Liang's grave, which lies along the journey. Zhu leaves the procession to pay her respects to Liang. She descends in bitter despair and begs for the grave to open up. Suddenly, the grave opens with a clap of thunder. Without further hesitation, Zhu throws herself into the grave to join Liang. Their spirits turn into a pair of beautiful butterflies and emerge from the grave. They fly away together as a pair of butterflies and are never to be separated again.”


  I sat there a watery eyed and sniffed as I sat back and shook it off.


  “I am so sorry you lost your butterfly, Bethany.”


  I then stood up and looked at Father.


  “I need to be excused.”


  He waved his hand at me and I walked out quickly, closing the door behind me to the dining room and I kept my hand over my mouth as I started to cry. I could not help myself, the story could be for me and Holland, but it was also for Ryan. I did love Holland, I loved her more than I expected to feel, but Ryan had broken my heart. Holland tried to take it with her. Should I be happy that Ryan was here to stop me from throwing myself into the grave with her? I don’t know. I almost don’t care to know. I cannot bring myself to thank him for anything. I don’t know if I ever will.


  I stood up and wiped my eyes as I looked across the large entryway and saw my Father’s study door cracked open and I walked towards it, pushing on the large door and opening it up to his room. This was the only place in this house he had fully claimed as his own. It had rows of books high on the walls, sliding ladders flanking both side and an upper level with seating as if it was a fucking library and I guess that it is. Just as sterile and quiet as any you would find in the largest cities. I then spotted his ivory ashtray on his desk and approached it fingering at the smoothness of it and then dipping my fingertips into the ash and smelling it, closing my eyes and pretending to be five again. I turned when I heard the door close and the lock click and then saw Ryan standing there watching me as the fire in the large fireplace lit up the room in the color of yellow and gold.


  “You can leave,” I said to him and he started to walk towards me, ignoring what I said.


  “I said you can…”


  He grabbed me and held my arms out as he kissed me and I pushed on him. He let go and I slapped him once and then twice, on the third he caught my hand and held it to his heart.


  “You can hate me forever Beth, I will be right here, flesh and bone, not some fucking grave in China with butterflies and shit.”


  I shook my head and he stepped up close to me and I looked away.


  “I would die for you. I would fall into the grave, would you do the same for me?” he asked in a whisper and I said nothing to him, the tears on my face lit by the light of the fire. He rubbed his thumb on my cheek and caught some of my tears. “Beth,” he whispered and I said nothing. “Beth,” he said as he turned my face to look at him.


  “Tell me what I am to you.”


  “The end,” I said to him and he stepped back from me and stared in disbelief.


  “What?”


  “The end, Ryan. This is what I was destined to be, a soulless bitch, heir to an empire I could never control due to sexual orientation. I am not male and I always wished I had been. I felt like if I was a boy my father would have loved me above all others.”


  “He loves you, in his own way.”


  I laughed and placed my hands on my head.


  “Since when do you fucking know anything?” I yelled.


  “Since he became family, Bethany,” Father said as he stepped in and looked at me. I stared him down in disbelief.


  “Family?”


  “Yes,” Miko said as Father followed her and smiled.


  “Well look at this!” he said as he held a drink out and it sloshed in his glass, spilling onto the floor a little bit. He started to walk towards me, swaying back and forth and I watched him as Ryan and Miko did too.


  “Bethany,” he said as he stopped in front of me looked me over.


  “You look so much like your mother,” I took a deep breath as he turned and smiled at Ryan.


  “Just had to do it huh, Ryan? I mean nothing is enough for you is it?”


  Ryan remained silent and I looked at him waiting for anything to be said that could possibly make sense to me.


  Father turned back to me and grinned.


  “You have two beautiful brothers upstairs.”


  Miko stepped up and rubbed her temples. “Thomas, stop. You have had too much to drink. You should go to bed now.”


  He turned to her and pointed a finger at her.


  “You are a vicious whore, Miko.”


  “Exactly as you wanted Thomas, now go to bed.”


  “It was not arranged like that!” he screamed as he slammed his fist on the desk and everyone stood silent.


  “What is going on?” I asked and Father turned to me and touched my face. He looked older, tired, and I didn’t know how to take it and then he pulled me too him tightly and held me as I struggled a bit. He rubbed my hair and I looked at Ryan as he took a step towards us. Father pulled a gun from his pocket and placed it to my temple as I sucked in my breath and he held me still.


  “If she dies, and I die, everything dies…dies, dies,” he said and I started to cry as he clicked the gun in his hand.


  Ryan held his hands up and looked at my father calmly.


  “Thomas, you have had too much to drink and you need to sleep. Bed would be a great idea right now.”


  Father turned the gun on Ryan and grinned.


  “You, you fucking stain on society, defiling my name, my lineage, my daughter. You fucking perverted waste of my semen.”


  I suddenly felt ill, more so than any time in my life as Father hinted at something so horrifying it could not possibly be true. Ryan could not be…he could not, there was no way. Miko laughed and stepped up in front of Ryan and stared my Father down.


  “Thomas, you are being dramatic. Ryan is not your son, he is the father of your sons.”


  Father let me go and started to sob, as did I. I looked to Ryan and he looked ill as Miko stood by him, a perfect pair of fucking snakes. Evil twins in a game to take everything we had. Father started to slam the gun against his forehead as he muttered my mother’s name and Miko watched him, as did I. He then slowly pointed the gun at Ryan again and smiled.


  “You can’t have my crown,” he said and I reached behind me and I still have no idea how I did it but I picked up his ivory ashtray and smashed it against his skull. He stumbled forward as the gun went off and I screamed. He then fell forward and twitched a bit before he lay still and I looked up as Miko swayed on her feet with a bullet hole in her head. She actually blinked and reached up to touch the hole, pulling her gold fingernails down and looking at the blood. She gave me one last smirk and dropped too as I dropped the ashtray to the floor and cried out as it echoed in the house.


  ****


  We buried Miko in the woods behind the house. The rain began half way through it and I sat next to the body wrapped in plastic as Ryan and the butler dug the hole. The staff was light that night, two maids and the butler so with checks written for substantial sums we buried her knowing that the story would be completed with no trouble at all on our end. Miko had left him, Father was distraught but since he had his head bashed in we could not exactly let the police show up and find him. There isn’t enough money to buy that story, not when I was suddenly the heir to this fortune and in the house.


  We then decided to place Father in the trunk of one of his many cars and make an accident happen. You know, they happen all of the time when people have been drinking and all, tragic and not unknown to happen. Especially in our circles, people die and life goes on. So we set out to finish what we started.


  


  ****


  


  I looked down at Father in the trunk of the car and then reached over him and grabbed the umbrella. The plan was to fucking set it up and run the car off of the road but of course the fucking car died, big surprise seeing that Father always liked the old sports cars for the look and not for the reliability, so fucking typical of him to do. I mean he had chosen Ryan to be his thoroughbred to me and then Miko happened and Ryan fucked her, producing twins of all things, two boys. So like Ryan to have two of them. One to say FUCK and one to say YOU to me.


  Cas and Auggie. Ryan watched me as I walked by him and then I stopped.


  “We should do it here.”


  “What?”


  “Push the car over the edge.”


  “How am I supposed to do that, Beth?”


  “Ryan, place your fucking hands on the trunk and push.”


  “How will it steer?”


  “Oh my God, you are a fucking idiot.” I said as I walked back and popped the trunk. “Get him out.” I said as Ryan watched me.


  “My Father, get him out of the trunk and place him in the fucking front seat.”


  Ryan walked back to the trunk and started to moan as he pulled him out and the body dropped like a rock. He then complained and cursed as he dragged him up and I waved a hand in as he struggled to get him in the front seat. I then stepped back as Ryan placed Father’s legs into the car and I sighed.


  “Go to the back,” I said and he did as I reached in and Fathers gaping mouth was close to my face.


  “Fuck.” I said as I held the wheel and Ryan started to push as I did. I let the umbrella drop and the car started to move quicker until I turned the wheel sharply and it veered off of the edge and I stood there with my hands trembling. I felt like this was his true death. Not the ashtray to the back of his head. But this, being tossed like trash over the edge of a cliff with little to no feeling by a daughter who despised him. He had not only killed Mother, he had killed me along with her so long ago when he impregnated her and gave me his bitterness and self-hatred. I turned back and looked at Ryan and smiled.


  “This is what you were meant to do for me all along Ryan. You were to help me finally rid myself of him forever, but the funny thing is, I can’t. He lives in me and always will and so do you.”


  ****


  Time went by and the car was discovered. Miko simply “disappeared” and no one cared much. She was a whore and ruthless and no one in the upper levels of our circles gave a fuck that she was gone. The story matched up as money made that a certainty with the small staff that night. Miko had left him and he went on a drinking binge and wrecked his car. Simple as that. The body had rotted as it took them months to find him and they questioned us, a few times but I have this way of not showing any emotion anymore, not unlike my mother had been. All the while I had moved into my house, the one I had grown up in and had always known, the one with the sharp edges and hurtful tone, cold steel and stone, heartless and unforgiving. A house built on misery and the true understanding of it. My mother came to die here, my father too. He was born here, as was I. My blood lay in the stone itself and claimed me as I had fallen many times over and bled into it only to be stitched up and mended like a doll. I often feel that way, like I am soulless and never ending. Pain is like that and heartache. When you love, you weaken your heart and when it breaks, you build a wall no one can climb over. There is nothing to be said for the golden crown I inherited, nothing at all as words would cheapen it almost as much as Ryan did. In fact that is what he is, the crown. It means nothing.


  Ironically enough I was named “protector” of the twins in case anything were to happen to Father and Miko. The irony continued on as the will was read to me by one of the demon lawyers in my father’s employ and I signed the papers agreeing to become exactly as I should be, a mother to two young boys needing guidance. I signed two sets of papers that day, both meant the same and held as much love and validity as the other as Ryan and I married one another. Him to reap the benefits and me, well, to torture and exact my demonic spite on him. I slipped the red ruby and diamond ring from hand to the other as he kicked back his drink and walked out after signing the papers. I let him go, drunk and miserable as I planned to keep him. Marriage is not love, it is a business proposal meant to benefit both parties and I understood that now more than I ever had before.


  I stepped out onto the large patio with a small hand in each of mine and looked down to see Cas and Auggie, tiny and pale and needing protection. Ryan stepped out behind me and I barely glanced at him as he looks pale too. He drinks often and heavily and I ignore him as I have come to be an expert at, but from time to time I allow him in to fuck me. Separate rooms, two homes in one. Two hearts, tied together with a secret and two small kings to protect and teach to be strong. Ryan’s soul belongs to me now, a trophy, something I own and I am very good at owning things as my Father taught me to be.


  “Did you kill Holland yourself or did Miko?”


  Ryan looked out and said nothing to me as I expected.


  “I would have fallen into the grave for you, I am glad that I didn’t,” I said.


  Ryan shook his head.


  “What do you think this is Beth, if not a fucking grave?”


  I picked up Cas and held him close to me as Auggie ran to Ryan and he looked down at him, not unlike my Father had always done to me. It was then that I believed in God, and the existence of heaven and hell, as Ryan and I took our rightful places in this Roman Empire at the bitter end.


  


  


  


  



  


  


  Preview of Book Two


  “The Twin Dragons”


  Golden Crown Series


  


  


  


  



  


  


  I looked out the large bay window and then adjusted in the leather chair as Cas sat on my lap and August stared out into the garden. He slowly traced his fingers along the glass as the water rained down in thick streams. He turned to me and grinned and looked so much like Ryan it pained me. Both of them do, with an obvious injection of Miko in them and it bothers me some days and not others. I guess it depends on what meds I am taking or the drink in my hand. Today the doctor came early and resupplied me and so now I am feeling relaxed but completely in control of my senses. I never come near the boys when I have been drinking, or at least I try not to. I remember my mother, right here in this house. Walking around in white, not unlike I do now with a drink of some sort in her hand. I would hate to think that I am now her. I cannot be certain. I do know that the last eight years had not been easy but somehow you settle into a quiet march to the grave regardless of your station in life. Mine is that of a mother now as I took it on when the boys became my own and call me Mommy, much more personal than I ever had with my own mother.


  I held the book open as Cas watched it with wide eyes. He is the curious one. August, as we call him now after he explained that “Auggie” would not do, well…he is impatient and a bit more distant than Cas is. They both seem to have a darkness lurking in them that I try my best to beat back with the love I never received in this tomb of a house. I still try my best to pretend that this is a home although the ghosts of my Father and Miko live within these walls as well as my Mother. I wake many a night in my room, alone and frightened, thinking I heard someone call out my name. Then there is Ryan. What can be said for him really, but he is a fucking train wreck. He loves to pretend we are loving at the parties we host and sure, in public, we seem to hold the attention of everyone around us and he uses it to his advantage. He has taken many to his bed since we married and I find it hard to fucking care for him or anything we may have once had. He claims he stays for Cas and August. I know he stays for what he has always been a slave too…money. It is money that binds us and money that will place us in the grave. I guess the game is to see who goes first. I plan on it being him.


  I eyed the dragon on the page, painted so beautifully and breathing fire as Cas touched it and grinned. He loves dragons, as does August and I find it fitting as I often see them as just that. I cleared my throat and started to read out loud although Cas is totally capable of doing it himself. He prefers to be read to by me and I am more than happy to do it.


  “The Chinese Dragon is often associated with water and rain and lakes and rivers. Chinese Dragons are divine mythical creatures that bring with it ultimate abundance, prosperity and good fortune.”


  “Prosperity?” Cas asks me and I grinned down at him.


  “Money.” August says as he walks towards us and then sits down Indian style and places his small chin on his hands as if to say he is bored but there is nothing else going on so he will endure it.


  “Very good August, it is money, or acquiring it.”


  “We have money?” Cas asks. August laughed as I glanced at him. Sometimes I swear his 10 year old frame houses the body of a man.


  “We have all the money in the world.”


  I paused and lowered the book a bit. “Who told you that?”


  “Dad,” August said as he smiled at me and I shook my head.


  “We do not have all the money in the world, but quite a bit,” I said to be clear we are not rulers, but mere humans.


  I waited as I normally do. August is notorious for starting a conversation and then going on and on, not unlike Ryan had so long ago it seems. I mean it had almost been a decade and yet it seemed like yesterday sometimes when I thought of his smile. I took a deep breath and raised the book up and started to read again.


  “Unlike the negative aspect associated with Western Dragons, most Eastern Dragons are beautiful, friendly, and wise. They are the angels of the Orient. Instead of being hated, they are loved and worshipped.”


  “We should be worshipped,” August said as he leaned back and stared at Cas and I stopped and looked at him.


  “Humans are not to be worshipped.”


  “But we are dragons,” August said as he smiled at me and I laughed as Cas looked at me waiting for an answer.


  “Well, you are not dragons, August. You are boys, human boys.”


  “I want to be a dragon; Dad says we can be whatever we want to be.”


  “Your Dad has moments of grandeur,” I said and August smiled as his intelligence and obsession with reading the dictionary knew what I meant, but Cas was confused.


  “Asshole,” August added and I shook my head and Cas laughed at him and the curse word.


  “August, please don’t.”


  “That is what you meant,” he said as he stood back up and walked to the window again. He started to trace the lines of water on the inside of the glass and a flash of the heart on the window of the Bentley popped into my mind. I hate remembering shit and I wish that the meds and alcohol would dull it all but once in love, you tend to find yourself always going back to the well of memories, good ones anyway. I blinked a couple of times as Cas tapped the book and I started to read again.


  “The Chinese Dragon, or Lung, symbolizes power and excellence, valiancy and boldness, heroism and perseverance, nobility and divinity. A dragon overcomes obstacles until success is his. He is energetic, decisive, optimistic, intelligent and ambitious.”


  August started to tap the glass with his fingernails and I looked up at him. He sighed and I watched him closely until he turned and looked at Cas.


  “See, the dragon symbolizes power.”


  “Yes it does but a dragon is a mythical creature August and you are bound by flesh and bone of a mere mortal.”


  He stared at me for a moment like I insulted him and then he went back to tracing lines of water. I have to read into him to deeply sometimes, I mean a child of 10 could not possibly be this mature, could he? I often wonder what Ryan was like as a child, more like August…cold and hard, or more like Cas…loving and needy. I wonder if they each took on the trait of one parent and if August is doomed to be Miko’s forever.


  “Mommy,” Cas said and I looked at him and then kissed him on the forehead.


  “The Dragon brings upon the essence of life, in the form of its celestial breath, known to many as sheng chi. He yields life and bestows its power in the form of the seasons, bringing water from rain, warmth from the sunshine, wind from the seas and soil from the earth. The Dragon is the ultimate representation of the forces of Mother Nature.”


  Thunder rumbled in the sky above us and Cas jumped slightly as did I, but August stood right by the window and watched the sky. He seems to have no fear, none at all and has always been the one to take chances. Walking first, falling first, cutting his knee first and offering his blood to the front steps as I had done many times over. Cas likes to stay close to me, often holding my hand and showing affection. I think since August turned 5 he has hugged me maybe 10 times in the last 5 years. His distance is disturbing but I keep trying to remind him that I am here for him always. I looked back to the book and smiled.


  “The Chinese Dragon is often seen as the symbol of divine protection and vigilance. It is regarded as the Supreme Being. It has the ability to live in the seas, fly up the heavens and coiled up in the land in the form of mountains. Being the divine mythical animal, the Dragon can ward off wandering evil spirits, protect the innocent and bestow safety to all that hold his emblem. The Chinese Dragon is looked upon as the ultimate symbol of Good Fortune.”


  Cas smiled and tapped the listing of the dragons, his favorite part of the book as each one was accompanied with a picture of the dragon matching the description.


  “There are nine major types of Chinese dragons.


  The Horned Dragon


  The Winged Dragon


  The Celestial Dragon


  The Spiritual Dragon


  The Dragon of hidden treasures


  The Coiling Dragon


  The Yellow Dragon


  And then The Dragon King”


  “The last of the nine is the Dragon King, which actually consists of four separate dragons, each of which rules over one of the four seas, those of the east, south, west, and north.”


  “See.” August said and I stopped and looked at him.


  “Four Dragons, just like us.” He said and I kept my eyes on him for a moment and then the lightning struck outside of the house and hit one of the trees. It split the thick trunk in half and a fire started as I stood up quickly and pulled Cas with me. We both ran to the window and watched as the tree burned and August watched it as if he controlled the fire in the sky that had rained down on it and I swear to you, sometimes I feel as if anyone could, it would be him.
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