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            Chapter One

          

        

      

    

    
      Derek sat in his new office, rocking back and forth in his office chair as he observed the spacious room. It was one floor below Miss Whitmore’s, and while it was nowhere near as big as hers, it wasn’t anything to slouch at either. When he first arrived, Derek had paced it out and surmised it was larger than his mom’s living room. There was a couch, and a large flatscreen TV was mounted high on the wall across from it. Below the TV was a small kitchen/bar area. The view of the city was phenomenal.

      For selling his soul… he could see the appeal. There was a sharp knock at the door, and his new assistant, Bridget, stepped inside. Her red high heels clacked on the tile floor as she blatantly flaunted her round ass to each side with each step. The ‘young’ woman was only two years younger than Derek, but after his experience over the past month, that was basically infantile. Bridget had hidden none of her intent when they met earlier today. Her low-cut blouse, tight skirt, and constant giggle at everything Derek said that was even close to humorous made it clear that the gorgeous assistant would fuck him on his desk if he asked. He didn’t know if that was because that was what Miss Whitmore instructed her to do or if it was due to his recent promotion.

      Derek had found that most of the lawyers at this firm were either jealous of him or hated him for his promotion. Still, much of the support staff, such as the secretaries, had become obsessive about him, either because of the gossip of his new position or the mystique in his sudden surge of wealth and power.

      Bridget smiled her red lips down at him and tucked a loose strand of hair behind her ear, “Just reminding you of your lunch today. It’s scheduled for thirty minutes from now.”

      Derek smiled, “Thank you, Bridget.”

      “Do you need anything else from me?” she asked, raising an eyebrow and almost begging for him to say ‘yes.’

      “Not right now,” he replied.

      She pursed her lips, “Let me know if you change your mind,” she said as she swung her thick ass back at him as she left.

      For a moment, he could almost forget his life right now and see it in five years. A multimillionaire. A master of the universe. He lived in an enormous house with dozens of associates answering to him. He could be married to Bridget or any of a thousand beautiful women like her. He could have everything and not even be thirty years old.

      That’s what I want, right?

      The question went unanswered as he left his office for lunch.

      “Wow, looking extra fancy today,” Amber smirked as they sat at the hot chicken restaurant at the edge of town. “Now I’m feeling underdressed.”

      The restaurant was a hole in the wall, so Derek was actually feeling overdressed on the warped picnic table he sat on. Amber looked beautiful as always, wearing shorts and a T-shirt that fit her perfectly.

      “Well, I’m sure once you start your new gig in D.C., you’ll be putting everyone to shame with your glamorous clothes,” he said as they chuckled and began pecking at their meals. “So does this count as our third or fourth non date date?”

      Amber grinned, “I think it’s just the second.”

      He made a face, “So what was back at your apartment considered? Extracurricular activities?”

      She giggled and blushed a little, “I like that.”

      “You know, long-distance relationships exist, right?”

      Amber shrugged, “Those are just for people who don’t have the guts to break up immediately, so they want to do it slowly.”

      “Or maybe it's just for people who don’t know how to give up.”

      “Tomato, tomato.” She hesitated and looked as though she was deciding if she wanted to say something before saying it. “I um… I wish I met you in D.C… Yeah…I think I would have liked to date you.”

      He feigned hurt, “What, you don’t like nondate dating me?”

      She patted his arm, “You are by far the best non date dater ever!”

      They spent the next hour bouncing from topic to topic, from how good the food was to learning about her new job. Amber was flying out in a few days, and her brother was subleasing her apartment for the rest of the lease. The entire time, Derek felt as though a clock was slowly running to zero, which it was. This was just a long goodbye. The knife in the conversation was when he told Amber about his promotion but offered no extra details. He could see the sadness hidden in her expression, as if she knew now it was confirmed they would never see each other again.

      Amber stood up to leave shortly after that. They hugged goodbye, and the hug lingered a few seconds longer than usual. She gave him a quick peck on the cheek before leaving quickly.

      Burying my old life to start a new one, he thought as he watched her leave.

      On his walk back to his car, Derek received a text from Mrs. Thompson—an invitation for tonight at her place.
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      “Derek! Don’t you look wonderous as ever!” Mrs. Thompson sang as she answered her door. The mature woman looked as sexy as ever, with her plump breasts nearly spilling out the low buttoned neck of her white blouse. It was at least one size too small, so the highest button closed and pulled at the fabric, testing its durability as it stretched around her chest. “Whoa, okay, big stuff…”

      Derek stepped around Mrs. Thompson, ignoring her except for a passive look down her cleavage as he walked into the kitchen. Grabbing a glass, he poured himself a large portion of the wine she had already opened and drank it. He knew the arrangement. He wasn’t afraid or nervous anymore. Having crossed all the lines and gone through the stages of telling Mrs. Thompson no to everything and yes to everything made this easy.

      Derek had received a text from Mrs. Thompson for him to come over that night, and given that he just received a bag of cash from Ms. Monroe’s house, he imagined the meeting was about either that or sex. Either way, he needed a drink.

      “Thirsty, are we?” Mrs. Thompson asked as she sidled to Derek with her own glass of wine. “I wanted to say how impressed I am with you. Not just in the sack, though you have plenty to impress there. But your judgment and forward thinking sets you apart from your peers.” Setting her glass down, she ran an exploratory hand over his backside. “Many successful people will tell you to put aside what you want now for what you want later, but few can apply that to morality. Do a little harm now to do much good later, Derek. You will go far in—oop.”

      Slamming the empty glass down on the countertop, Derek hooked a hand around Mrs. Thompson’s waist and pulled her to him before she could compliment him further. Grabbing the back of the shorter woman’s neck, he dragged her lips to his, and her shock of the kiss quickly melted away. His tongue pressed into her mouth, and he felt her tongue press back as she giggled approvingly at his roughness. Mrs. Thompson reached up and encircled her arms around his neck as she molded her body into his. Derek slid his hands down her back and over her bulbous ass cheeks. Squeezing, she released a short squeak and tensed when he lifted her up and sat her on the kitchen island countertop.

      “Mmmm… I’m loving this rough side of—oh my gosh!” Mrs. Thompson gasped as Derek jerked her pants off, nearly making her fall off the counter. Instincts kicked in as if she was being attacked, and the older woman closed her pale, thick thighs together and brought her knees near her chest. “Derek…” she said with astonishment and a growing smirk in the corner of her lips. “Oh, I see, got a glimpse of me wet and beside myself, and now you want more? You’re liking a little control now, huh?”

      Derek ignored her pestering and pulled her soft thighs apart like opening the wrapping to a present. Clasped to her sex was a pair of gray panties that already had a dab of wetness in the middle of its face. He pulled them aside, stretching the fabric and making stitching tear.

      “Oh, hey, Derek! No need to be so rough with—oh!” Mrs. Thompson gasped as the younger man plunged two fingers deep inside her pussy lips. Holding her legs wide, he fingered her hard and fast as she grasped at the edge of the countertop to keep from falling over. Her breasts bounced inside her shirt as his rough thrusts with his entire arm. “Ahhh gawd yes!”

      He felt her moist pussy turn soaking wet after just a few short thrusts. Grabbing at her chest with his other hand, he felt her hard nipple through her shirt as he held at her.

      “Oh god, Derek. Yes. Yes! Take me!” she commanded as he pulled at her shirt and thrust with his fingers inside her.

      Derek hooked his fingers up and against her G-spot and watched Mrs. Thompson throw her head back as the orgasm overtook her. Her white, clammy thighs jiggled as her whole body quivered, and she released a wet squirt onto his palm and her countertop. But he didn’t relent. His entire arm flexed as he fingered the mature woman harder. Her ragged breaths and sharp moans only grew louder.

      “Jesus Christ! Ahhh! Oh yes…”

      Mrs. Thompson’s shirt tore away at the front as the buttons clattered across the floor and her enormous tits and hard-pointing nipples pushed out. Cupping one, Derek felt the warm skin mash and mold in his palm. Feeling an urge, he clamped down on her nipple hard like his fingers were a vice, and she cried out in pleasure.

      “Oh god, yes! Take me, take me!” she cried.

      Pumping his fingers in and out of her, he watched her massive tits bounce wildly like they had a mind of their own between the torn fabric of her blouse. With a pained expression and squinted eyes, Mrs. Thompson held her breath and stared at him like she was a balloon that was about to pop as the sound of her wet, sloshing pussy filled the kitchen.

      “Ooooooo fuck!” she screamed with a rising moan in her voice that filled the entire house.

      Derek moved his hand out of the way as the gush of juices sprayed out of her pussy and splashed to the ground. The last drops had just fallen from her pussy when she tried to lay backward to relax, but Derek pulled her to her feet. She stumbled on jelly legs but was maneuvered around so her ass faced out and her face leaned over the puddle she had made on the countertop.

      With several pulls of the remaining tatters of her clothes, they were all stripped away, and she wobbled naked in her kitchen. She was in such a daze she didn’t even realize Derek had stripped down until he was feeding his stiff cock between her pussy lips.

      “Oh, Derek… Oh Derek, I—I oh fuck!” she cried as he shoved inside her. His thick girth spread her wide. “Ahhh yes!”

      Thrusting, he split her open with rugged thudding pumps of his cock inside her. Their bodies melded into one as he fucked her to orgasm, standing in the very same kitchen this all began. Gripping her hips, he felt her squirt drench his cock and drip to his feet, but he kept on fucking her. Reaching around, he grabbed her breasts as their bodies collided.

      “Yes! Yes! Fuck me! Fuck that MILF pussy raw!” Mrs. Thompson cried. Her fat ass bounced back on his cock with every thrust. He felt his cock flex deep inside her as he pistoned in and out, over and over. Her legs trembled, and her knees threatened to give out as Mrs. Thompson’s cheek and face lowered to the wet surface of the counter. Laying in her juices, she screamed as the thumping sound of his body pounding into hers boomed away.

      “Ah! Ah! Ahhhhh god! Derek… Derek! I’m cumming! I’m—oh god, yes!”

      Derek withdrew his long hard cock and let it sway as the woman raised to her tippy toes and released a long shriek, along with a splash of juices on the floor.

      “Oh my god!” she cried as her knees gave way, and she crumbled to the ground. Derek stepped to the woman who was still panting and pulled her breasts to both sides of his throbbing cock. Thrusting between them, the friction of her massive, sweaty breasts squeezing on both sides of his shaft was enough for him to orgasm. Shooting his ropes of warm cum over Mrs. Thompson’s tits and mouth. Surprised, she quickly lowered her lips to the tip of his cock and swallowed what she could. She spent the next several minutes cleaning his shaft up with her lips and then herself.

      When they both had finally stopped their panting, and she managed to get back to her feet, Derek got to put his clothes back on.

      “Well, that was rather unexpected,” Mrs. Thompson said, pouring another glass of wine. A smile bloomed on her lips as she looked his way and took a sip. “A changed man indeed.”

      Once dressed, he started to put on his shoes while Mrs. Thompson remained nude and slumped in a couch chair, observing.

      “I need you to go see your old friend, Ms. Monroe, again this week,” she said.

      “When?” he asked.

      She made a face with a shrug, “Doesn’t matter. Some night. As long as it’s before Saturday, that’s all that matters.”

      “Okay.”

      “You know, Book Club is next Sunday. You should make it a point to show up. Properly introduce to everyone the new partner.”

      “Okay, maybe,” he said, moving to the door.

      “You know you don’t have to leave,” Mrs. Thompson called after him, making him turn back in the doorway. “You can stay here tonight. In fact, you can stay here every night. Move out from your mother’s house and move in with your new mommy. How does that sound? I wouldn’t mind having a cock to fuck my cunt to sleep. It’ll give me something to suck on in the middle of the night. This could be our own little slice of heaven here; what do you say?”

      Derek chewed over her offer momentarily, “Sure, I’ll think about it. I’ve got to go now, though.”

      “Ta taa!” she waved with a giggling smile.
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      Derek went to work the next day despite being told he could take the week off. He wanted to set up his desk and understand what type of things would be on his plate next week. Exploring his mini bar, drawers, and cabinets and setting up his preferences on his new computer barely killed an hour of his day. His assistant frequented his office daily: Skimpy skirts and low-cut blouses. Derek was beginning to suspect Miss. Whitmore was instructing her to have sex with him. It was feeling more like a certainty at this point. Not that Derek would mind the sex part, but he needed a cooling-off period after the past month. Too much of the pleasure of it all had been sapped away.

      A look at his schedule books for the coming weeks, Derek learned he had no lawyer duties anymore. Effectively, he wasn’t a lawyer anymore. He was a manager. His job as a partner was to set timelines and enforce them with senior associates so they could do the same for their underlings. Several parties, meetings, and social events were also placed on his calendar. Derek grimaced at the prospect of forced networking, but then another thought crossed his mind.

      What if their plan was still to pimp me out? This all began with Mrs. Thompson sending me to a party with Ms. Monroe.

      Derek felt angry at the prospect of being saddled with his new duties. Again, he pondered what his future looked like. He walked the building looking for friendly faces in the afternoon. Michelle and every other co-worker he would have considered a friend avoided him. They smiled from a distance, but he knew they would sneer as soon as his back was turned.

      I am the king of a building of people who hate me.

      Around four o’clock that afternoon, he was called to Miss. Whitmore’s office. To his surprise, Mr. Wallabee was in his mother's house with a woman he had seen once before.

      “Derek. I heard you were in the building. Surprised. Thought you were taking the week off,” Ms. Whitmore said, taking a puff off her cigarette.

      “Just thought I’d organize the office a bit,” he said, approaching the women.

      “I remember you, Derek—the man of the hour. I hear you received one heck of a promotion,” Mr. Wallabee said, shaking hands with Derek roughly. “How did you manage to get all the charges dropped?”

      Derek looked at his boss with surprise in his eyes. Ms. Whitmore only replied with a seductive grin.

      “Well, that’s what you pay us for, right?” Derek replied.

      Mr. Wallabee let loose a bellow of a laugh and smacked Derek’s shoulder. “Here, let me introduce my wife, Patricia.”

      “Hello, Derek, nice to finally be properly introduced. I’ve heard stories about you for some time,” Patricia said with a warm smile as she shook his hand. “Thank you for taking care of my husband. We were so worried for a long time.”

      “Yes, of course,” he said.

      Ms. Whitmore studied the speculative expression on Derek’s face and answered the unspoken question. “Patricia has been a member of your mother and mine’s book club for years. Due to the… complexities of this case, she hadn’t been able to attend a book club in some time.”

      “But now, thanks to you, I’ll be there this week!” Patricia said. “Sounds like I might get to see you there?”

      “Yeah, maybe,” he said.

      “Well, we’ve got another appointment,” her husband said. “We’ll have to get dinner sometime, partner.”

      “Sure,” he said and smiled as they left. Turning his attention back to Ms. Whitmore, she looked over papers on her desk. “Dropped charges? What happened to the plea deal?”

      Ms. Whitmore picked up her cigarette and puffed, “No need for one now. We added a sweetener to the deal.”

      “What’s that?” he asked.

      “Nothing to worry about. It’s already taken care of,” she said, the soft curve a smirk on her lips as she took another puff. “Why don’t you go home? We’ve got plenty of work for you coming up next week.”

      Derek left his place of work with a scowl. He found his phone in his pocket and fired off a text to Amber.

      
        
        Derek

        ‘A cruddy day. It was a cruddy week. It was a cruddy month, except for one part of it. Can we meet once more before you leave?’

      

      

       

      It took time for her to respond. Derek felt guilty as soon as he sent it.

       

      
        
        Amber

        ‘…okay… but just for coffee. Saturday…’
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      Derek spent most of his days off work, asleep or turning in bed. His mother had been out of town or away or avoiding him. When she finally returned home on Friday, Derek felt he knew all the answers.

      Confronting her in the kitchen, they stared at one another from afar. The air in the room was heavy and awkward.

      “I made partner,” he started.

      She looked down, “I heard.”

      “In under a year I’m partner and making 1.4 million dollars. Mr. Wallabee’s charges are going to be dropped.”

      “I heard,” she repeated and was drenched with guilt.

      “Mr. Wallabee was charged with embezzling 14 million dollars. Is that a coincidence?” he paused, and when she opened her mouth to speak, Derek let his anger get the better of him. “Tell me you didn’t know. Tell me. Tell me you weren’t a part of this?”

      His mother winced and stepped forward, “All the good I did. All of it. It was because of them. Because of the book club. I didn’t know⁠—”

      “You didn’t know people were getting hurt? You didn’t know you sold your soul? God, Mom. All these years, that’s what this Book Club was. It was organized crime in high heels. I met Patricia. Mr. Wallabee’s wife. The tenth member of the book club. Mrs. Miller told me about the shares. Patricia and Mr. Wallabee stole 14 million dollars from hardworking people and split the money between the book club members. Is that what you didn’t know, Mom?”

      She was crying now. Her head hung low as she shook it. “I didn’t know they had involved you. “They—I… they weren’t supposed to involve you.”

      “God! Theft?! All the good you did, all the people you helped, you first stole and hurt to get the leverage. Is that how you justified it? Ends justify the means? You didn’t take the 1.4 million dollar share, did you, Mom? Where did it go? Say it!”

      “I agreed to the plan as long as you were promised my share in pay. That you were guaranteed a place in the law firm.”

      Derek shook his head, staving off tears of his own. His whole life was a lie. Everything was a lie.

      “And now I’m a bag man.”

      “What?”

      “I’ve got 700k in a bag, and I’m about to pick up another 700k tonight. Congratulations, Mom. I’m just as corrupt as you are now.”

      Her eyes went wide. What? No! Please give me the money. I’ll take care of it. I’ll—you have to stop this. You can’t bring money. It’s too risky!”

      “It’s too late!” he snapped, storming for the door. His mother cried and screamed and chased him to his car, but he didn’t listen. Why should he? The woman he thought was his mother was gone. He was… alone.
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      “Hi there, Derek. So glad you can—Um, oh, okay,” Ms. Monroe said as Derek walked past her at the front door and immediately into her bedroom.

      Derek was in no mood for games. He didn’t want to talk. He didn’t want to waste time. He started undressing and noticed Ms. Monroe racing to catch up with him. She was already in her nightgown—a loose blue lacy thing.

      Derek pushed Ms. Monroe backward, and she fell in a lay on her massive bed. Her enormous breasts flung out the next of her dress on their own weight. He let his pants fall to his knees as he walked around to the side of the bed and fed his half-hard cock into Ms. Monroe’s already open mouth.

      Unlike other recent blow jobs he had received, Ms. Monroe’s lips were tender and gentle, more like she was making out with his shaft than sucking it. That didn’t stop him from face fucking her. His soft cock hardened quickly in her mouth as she hummed a note of approval. He bucked into her mouth and widened her jaw until he felt her teeth start to scrape his girth and pulled out. She gasped for air and whispered something that quickly turned into a yell when he speared his cock into her dripping-tight pussy.

      “Holy shit, yes! Fuck me, fuck that tight milf pussy!” she cried. Crawling on top of her, he gripped her wrists and pinned her hands above her head as his hips slammed into hers. “Oh god… I’m cumming… I’m going to cumahhh!”

      She came quickly as was her way, but this didn’t slow him in the least. Ramming his cock into her through the orgasm, he heard and felt the added moisture but only fucked her harder.

      “Oh my god, baby! Oh my god!” her pitch grew higher as much as it grew louder.

      Her massive tits jiggled in slow motion on her chest. They floated like water balloons with every thrust into her tight cunt. His face lingered over hers as he fucked her. Her eyes met his, and they narrowed as he begged, then ordered him to wreck her.

      “Oh yes, just like that. Just like fucking that. Fuck me! Fucking fuck me! Make me yours make cum like I’m fucking yours—oh goddd!” she screamed as the second orgasm peaked and her body trembled.

      Rolling her over onto her belly, she collapsed and crawled, disoriented for a few moments before she was yanked back. Derek pierced her pussy with the throbbing pink head of his cock. Engorged, it split her wide open as he stuffed himself deep inside her. Her fists balled around her covers as she yanked at them and cried out.

      “Oh fuck, yes! Oh my lord!” she moaned.

      He grabbed a fistful of her hair and pulled it back as he bucked forward, filling her hole with his pulsating shaft.

      “Oh, yess! God, you’re so big—I can’t, I can’t, oh fuck, I’m gonna cum again!” she cried out as the orgasm washed over her. Still cum drunk on the last orgasm, she moaned for more and cried out when he gave it to her. “Yes, yes, yes! Give me your cum, fill me up. Cum inside me, baby! Cum deep in my hole! Cum for me!”

      Grunting, he let loose the stream of his warm milky cum and filled the old woman up with his seed.

      Only a few minutes passed while he dressed. Ms. Monroe lay there with a look of amusement, watching.

      “Where is it?” he asked.

      “Where’s what?” she asked coyly. When he wouldn’t play her game, she sighed and pointed to the edge of her property. He walked outside and found the second duffel bag of money in the edge of the woods there. On top of it was a note with a place, date, and time for a meeting tomorrow night.

      Derek was going to be the one who handed off the bribe…
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      The hotel he checked into was cheap: stained walls and carpet, dated design, and the residual odor of smoke lingering in the room. Derek didn’t know why he didn’t just get a nice room. He had money. Lots of it now that he was a partner. Something about walking around with bags full of cash made him not want to spend the money. He was only going to be there for a few hours anyway. Maybe it was just an outward expression of how he was feeling.

      Sitting on the edge of his bed, he let out a deep sigh of defeat. His cell phone rang, and he answered it, already having a guess who it was.

      “Hey there, hun; I hear you might have a rather interesting evening planned. Deliveries and such,” Mrs. Thompson mused. She spoke so delicately and with a smile in her tone that every word came out sexual, regardless of whether they were or not.

      Derek looked at his watch and saw he still had an hour and twenty minutes before he had to leave.

      “Yeah, in a little bit,” he said.

      “I’m sure you’re going to be marvelous,” she said. “Though, I do have an additional stop for you. After your ‘delivery,’ stop by The councilwoman’s place, will you, darling? You know the one… the Mayor’s wife?”

      Derek straightened, “Why?”

      “Oh, you know. She heard some things about you and would like the company of a fine gentleman such as yourself,” she replied. Her voice dripped with sarcasm, but the silence he hit back with was a powerful one.

      They’re not even bothering to hide that they are pimping me out.

      After the moment passed, Mrs. Thompson continued. “I know she is not the most desirable of people, but rest assured she finds you desirable. And don’t worry. This is a one-time thing. And if you like, you can stop by my place afterward. I’ll wash you down properly.”

      Derek sighed and shook his head helplessly. What did it matter? What’s one more fuck after how far I’ve sunk?

      “Okay,” he replied.

      “That’s my boy!” she exclaimed with a clap of excitement. “I look forward to you waking me up tonight…”

      They hung up, and a few seconds later, he also received a text from her.

       

      
        
        Mrs. Thompson

        ‘Don’t forget to come to the Book Club tomorrow, either! ; )’

      

      

       

      Derek tossed his phone on the other side of his hotel room and slumped onto the bed. He lay for a time, trapped between sleep and consciousness. His mind circled the sewer that was his life.

      In less than a year, I managed to accomplish every one of my sexual, professional, and financial goals that I thought would take three decades. And all it cost was every friend and personal relationship I’ve ever had. Derek tried to imagine what his next years would look like but struggled to get a picture. Money, office space, and beautiful women were easy to imagine, but what else? Was there anything else?

      An hour later, he received another text chime from his phone but was so disgruntled he almost didn’t look at it. Once he did, he was glad that he got up from bed. It was Amber. He had nearly forgotten that they were supposed to meet for breakfast tomorrow before she drove to her new home—Washington, D.C.

       

      
        
        Amber

        I’m sorry in advance (for a lot of reasons) for the long text. But I’m going to have to cancel our final non date date. I’ve thought about it too much and… and I can’t do it. If I saw you again it would only evoke all of the emotions I tried to prevent by keeping you at a distance. I’m sorry (again) because I know this isn’t fair to you, but I think it will be for the best for both of us in the long run. I hope you become a kick-ass lawyer and find a ton of happiness with someone (But just know they’ll never be as cool as me :P)

      

      

       

      A few minutes passed as Derek absorbed the information in the text and reread it a few times. It felt like his heart was being poked with a stick, and each poke grew progressively more challenging. He opened a reply text but didn’t know what to say. He couldn’t even put into words what he felt.

      I can’t be in love. That would be pathetic, he thought to himself. I hung out with her a few times, slept with her once, and texted her for a week—if that. This isn’t love… this isn’t love…

      Just then, she sent another text significantly shorter than the last.

       

      
        
        Amber

        Maybe if you move across the country and happen to settle in Washington D.C., you will look me up! : )

      

      

       

      Derek smiled.

       

      
        
        Derek

        Would it be a date date then?

        Amber

        Lol! I think so!

        Derek

        : )

        Amber

        : )

      

      

       

      There were paragraphs more he wanted to say to her. He tried to stop her from leaving. He wanted to throw away his life here and all he had ever known and offer to go with her. He wanted to be with her, but sometimes life has different plans.

      That’s not my life.

      Instead, he let the conversation end there. He didn’t want to make things more difficult for her after all.

      Besides, he already had somewhere to be. Derek sighed and looked at the two duffel bags full of money beside the bed.
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      Derek drove to the intersection written on the note and put his car in park. Streetlights were blurred by a heavy downpour of rain, which gave the night an ominous feel. Fitting, Derek thought. It was still two minutes to Nine o’clock, so he waited in his car and watched the people huddled under their umbrellas. The note didn’t have a name or person on it; it didn’t even have a place—just an intersection.

      Did they want me to drop two bags of cash on a street corner? What did I care? It’s not my money.

      Then someone appeared. Seeing where he came from with so many people walking downtown on a Saturday night was tough. Just as the clock struck Nine, the tall, thin man stopped at the intersection. His black-suited frame stood like a statue beneath his black umbrella as streams of water dribbled over its edge. His face was shrouded in shadows as he waited.

      Derek steeled himself for the felony he was about to commit, then exited the car. He was already soaked when he dug the two duffel bags out of the trunk. His jacket, shirt, pants, and all were drenched as he shouldered his door closed and walked to meet the man. It wasn’t until he was closer that he could start to make out more of the man’s features. His thin frame. His tall height. His thin lips.

      When Derek was ten yards away, the man looked up, and a sense of déjà vu came over Derek. He recognized this man but couldn’t place his finger on where he was from. He nodded at Derek, and Derek nodded back, noting his bony cheeks and bald head.

      Then it clicked.

      The icy expression. The bald head. Amber… was the man sent to collect Amber at the coffee shop. The same man that I saw in the City Councilwoman’s office.

      Derek froze mid-step as his mind felt a hundred puzzle pieces slide into place at once in his thoughts.

      The bald man was Amber’s boss. He was Chief of Staff to the Mayor. The husband of the City Councilwoman…

      Derek could almost feel the energy zap from his body and all the air in his lungs. Suddenly, as his mind completed the puzzle and crumbled to pieces simultaneously, the moment became so surreal that it felt like he was beside himself. It was as if a younger version of himself was just transported beside him to see what he had become, and he was disgusted with himself. The morality of the situation and who he had become struck him like a hammer.

      The bald man stepped forward when he realized Derek wasn’t walking the remaining feet. His expression was unchanged as he reached for one of the duffel bags. It was unchanged until Derek stepped backward and moved the bag out of his grasp. The scowl on such a bony face momentarily made the bald man look like a skeleton. Their eyes met, and Derek matched the sneer on the bald man’s face. With a shake of his head, Derek ended the interaction and turned, taking the 1.4 million dollars back to his car.

      Turning on the vehicle, he swiped a layer of rain off his face as he pulled out onto the road. Palming his cell phone, he dialed his mother.

      “Mom? We need to talk…” he said when she answered.
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      It was Sunday morning when Derek arrived at Mrs. Thompson’s house. A little more than a month since the time he had sex with the woman in the kitchen and nearly was caught by the rest of her book club.

      How much can change in just a month…

      Turning off his car, he walked to her front door with a surprising amount of energy, given he had gone the entire night without sleep. Derek walked to the door feeling calm and sure of himself. Though he knew a violent storm circled him. It was as if he walked in the eye of a hurricane. It was just a matter of time before the storm found him.

      Derek let himself inside the house. After all, how many times do you have to have sex before you are afforded some privileges?

      “Oh, Derek. There you are,” Mrs. Thompson smiled but looked as though she was disappointed too. “I thought I’d see you last night after the money drop. Was sad your cock didn’t wake me up this morning.” She said, her hands hanging from her hips like a teacher scolding a student. “Well, we’ll just have to have our fun later then, won’t we? Come on in. You’re the first to arrive. The others should be here shortly.”

      Derek stepped inside the living room and rubbed his hand over the back of the couch. “So I’m apart of the team now, right?”

      “I think you certainly pulled your weight,” she smirked as she went to the kitchen to grab a tray of cookies back into the living room.

      “So, Mr. Wallabee told his wife about the easy steal of money for the group. He took the money but got caught because he’s an idiot, and now the two richest members of the book club who received a 1.4 million dollar payout from the theft had to give half their share up to pay for the charges to be dropped. Is that right?”

      “Alright,” Mrs. Thompson stopped what she was doing, stared at Derek for a moment, then sat with a smile and a sigh. “That’s about it. Mr. Wallabee is an idiot, but that’s not why he was caught. He was caught because a certain councilwoman learned of the theft and wanted a cut. We have a strict policy about sharing with those outside the Book Club. She went to her husband, the mayor, and the mayor put pressure on the investigation.”

      “So the money is just including them in the payout? What was I then? A tip?”

      “You have a big dick,” Mrs. Thompson said with a laugh. “And you're good in bed. I know a valuable commodity when I see it. that’s what this book club has done for fifty years. We find value, exploit it, and multiply it. I confirmed your skill with Monroe and Rebecca. Teased it with the Councilwoman… You are a hotter commodity than you know. Ms. Monroe and Mrs. Miller were in more need of a hard fuck than I thought possible. Anyways, that cock of yours greased the wheels for them to part with their money for the greater good.”

      It was ten to noon and Ms. Whitmore entered the house after a quick knock. She smiled wickedly at Derek when she saw him and found a seat in the living room in a chair opposite Mrs. Thompson.

      “We were just bringing Derek up to speed on everything,” Mrs. Thompson said with a smirk. A job well done deserves an away, after all.

      “Yes, he does,” Ms. Whitmore grinned.

      “So the only part my cock played was bait?” he asked.

      “You were leverage. Carrot and stick. A bunch of stale old ladies with all the power and money in the city, sometimes all they’re missing is a good fuck,” Ms. Whitmore said and shrugged at Mrs. Thompson. “It won Monroe and Miller over.”

      “And what did the $1.4 million from those two buy, exactly?” he asked

      “200k went to the star witness for the prosecution who suddenly got amnesia. 1 million went to the Mayor’s ‘campaign fund,’ which suddenly became okay with lightning-up prosecution and even dropping the case.” Ms. Whitmore glared at Mrs. Thompson. “The Mayor fucks us for months, and now he thinks we’re on good terms. Just wait until he realizes we all have long memories.”

      “And the other 200k?” he asked. Just then, prosecutor Sandy Bowman entered the house and froze, looking awkward at everyone in the living room.

      Mrs. Thompson raised a hand to the prosecutor. “The other 200k will get deposited into her war chest. The Mayor doesn’t know it yet, but she is going to have a primary challenger next election. I think it’s time we have a team player for a Mayor.”

      Ms. Monroe walked in and settled into a seat, but she wouldn’t take her eyes off of him.

      “And so why’d I have to fuck the councilwoman last night?” he asked ignoring Monroe.

      “Carrot and stick,” Ms. Whitmore said. “You were the carrot. Once word got around town of your cock and how you use it, your dick became a deal breaker. She just had to have it. did the Mayor watch you fuck that bitch?”

      “So you haven’t spoken to them?” Derek raised an eyebrow.

      “Phones are too dangerous,” Ms. Whitmore said. “Why do we think we had you exchange messages and pick up the money.”

      “That’s why you wanted me to deliver the money… that’s why you have a book club. To make the decisions all in person so there’s no electronic evidence.” He said.

      “Smart guy,” Ms. Whitmore said. “We all knew you were in the closet last time by the way, well everyone but your mother. I’m kinda glad she withdrew herself from the club this morning. Make it a lot easier to talk freely.”

      “And have more fun,” Mrs. Thompson said, smiling at Derek.

      Derek waited a moment as several more people came into the room, including Mrs. Miller and Patricia. All nine remaining members were chatting, and each of them carried some old romance-looking book. A book they surely didn’t read. That’s what this group was. It was the mafia. It was organized crime. They spent their lives getting rich by using their power for corrupt reasons. They always got away with it.

      No more.

      “Derek have a seat, love,” Mrs. Thompson said. “We’ll begin and you can officially join our little indecent book club.”

      “Well, I can’t stay, but you’ll have lots to discuss without me because I didn’t fuck the councilwoman last night.”

      “What?” Ms. Whitmore snapped.

      “Nor did I deliver the money,” he smirked. “Means the charges aren’t dropped, the witness wasn’t paid off, and the Mayor is probably pretty pissed at you.”

      Chaos erupted in the meeting as everyone screamed at Derek at once. He smiled basking in it.

      “Stop stop,” Mrs. Thompson retained order. She looked scared for the first time. “Derek, are you serious? Why? Why? Where’s the money?”

      “My mother spent the morning creating a foundation to repay those you stole the money from. The foundation just received its first donation of 1.4 million dollars.”

      “You idiot!” Ms. Whitmore launched to her feet.

      “My Mom is also working pro-bono again. She pulled some strings and is doing a deposition with the star witness right now. He’s going on record of all of your husband’s wrongdoings, Patricia Wallabee. He’s also detailing how Ms. Monroe maneuvered surveillance and personnel to make it easier for Mr. Wallabee to steal the money. Then, she takes on the class action suit against Monroe on behalf of the pensioners… civil suit. A lower standard of proof makes it much easier to win.”

      Ms. Whitmore tried to hit him, but Mrs. Thompson stopped her and rounded on him.

      “Why Derek? Why? We gave you money, title, sex—we gave you everything. Why did you turn your back on us?” she asked.

      Derek thought for a moment, then raised his eyes to meet the women who glared at him. “Because I’m not the bad guy, you guys are.”

      Derek left as the women’s voices competed and grew louder as they shouted in panic at one another. Closing the door, he went to his car. Once there, he checked the tape recorder in his pocket and ensured it recorded everything. It did.

      It feels good to be on the right side for once.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Epilogue

          

        

      

    

    
      Derek adjusted his shirt and fidgeted more than necessary as he stood outside her door. The longer he stood there, the more time he had to regret this surprise he was about to spring. Derek didn’t especially enjoy surprises anymore (especially after the past month or two), but that didn’t mean she didn’t like them, right?

      Derek had spent only a handful of days packing up every item he possessed—well, everything he could fit in his four-door sedan—and began his journey. The conversations with his mother during those days were difficult. She apologized and explained more, and Derek did her the courtesy of listening and accepting her apology, but that didn’t repair their relationship. All his life, she had been an idle of his. She was why he became a lawyer. What she had done or allowed to be done while part of the Book Club was wrong, but it didn’t change the good she had done. His mother did terrible things for a good reason. He didn’t know if that made it better or worse, but he was still working on it. Derek left her house on good terms, with smiles and hugs and the promise of more talks and visits in the near future.

      During his long drive, Derek thought he would have received a call, text, or email from Mrs. Thompson or Miss. Whitmore, but there was no communication. Too afraid, he assumed, and that made him smile. Derek wasn’t a team player. They knew they were on opposite sides now.

      Derek drove from Austin, TX, to Washington, D.C., in two days, stopping only once to sleep in a hotel. The money he had saved for a down payment for a house while staying with his mother would be handy for starting anew. He had already scheduled a new bar exam and had several interviews. The one thing he wasn’t sure of was what Amber would say when she saw him. He had sold himself on surprising her at the start of this trip, but now that he stood in front of Amber’s apartment door, he had more than a few doubts.

      What if she really didn’t like me, and this all was just a soft breakup or something?

      Derek smiled, steeling himself and remembering the man he was now.

      He knocked on the door. A few seconds passed before the door swung open, and there she was—blonde hair draped over her shoulder, wearing a simple shirt and yoga pants. Amber’s eyes were so wide they looked like they could pop out at any moment.

      Derek smiled and waved at her, waiting for her reaction when she blossomed into a gushing smile, his tense chest relaxed.

      “Oh my god!” she screamed and leaped into his arms. The hug felt as comfortable and natural as ever.

      Hours later, after food, wine, and hours of sex, Derek lay in Amber’s bed, unable to sleep. He felt like a new person because, in a lot of ways, he was.

      Good and evil.

      Derek smiled at the thought because he knew he was fighting for good, finally. Still, he would need to be cautious. The corrupt politicians and indecent ladies of the Book Club wouldn’t take his betrayal lying down. They would have friends in Washington, D.C., and the path for Derek would be treacherous.

      Derek turned under the covers and smiled at the sight of Amber curled under her blankets, fast asleep.

      Cautious but not scared.

      Derek will have allies and prevail because he will be fighting the good fight. Now was the time he made things right.
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