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“It really sucks what your grandfather did,” Winthrop Scott commented as he sipped on his beer, “and not in a good way.”

Brock Capwell laughed, popping open his own beer. “As long as the old geezer controls the purse strings, I’m stuck doing whatever he says—at least until he kicks the bucket.”

It was 95 degrees and sunny out on the eighth green at the Roy Moore Confederate Golf Course and Country Club outside of Mobile, Alabama. Brock, along with his former fraternity brother, Winthrop Scott, were spending the hot Sunday afternoon golfing and drinking beer. With his blue polo tucked into his khaki shorts, Brock sat with his spiked shoes propped up on the golf cart’s motor. At twenty-five, the rich, young playboy was three years out of college, where he’d obtained a degree in his favorite pass time: Golf. Those years had been a blur of parties, golfing, traveling internationally, and attending SEC college football games. The wealthy heir had even spent four months as a regular in the Los Angeles club scene—where he’d spent over a million dollars of his family’s money on girls, drugs, alcohol, and partying. So far, the closest thing to a job that Brock Capwell had ever had was being a judge in dozens of wet t-shirt contests during his travels to Hooters, strip clubs, and various fraternity parties. For Brock, life had been a non-stop party until his paternal grandfather, Charles Capwell, had very recently put a stop to all of it.

“How old is your grandfather?” asked Winthrop casually.

“Shit, I don’t know.” Brock shrugged, getting up from his seat on the golf cart. “Eighty-something... I can’t keep up with all that, much less all the bullshit hoops he’s gonna have me jump through to get my inheritance.” He picked up his club and proceeded to the tee. 

Standing at six foot, one, Brock was muscular and religiously devoted to his workouts. With dark brown hair and brown eyes, he was very handsome and quite the heartbreaker. No woman ever turned down Brock Capwell. Of course, when a charming, good-looking guy flaunted his family’s money and offered a girl the moon, her usual inhibitions went south along with her panties. Once the toxic bachelor had what he wanted, he discarded women, never calling them back. To say that Brock was a womanizer would’ve been too kind; he was more like a non-violent sexual sociopath.

Winthrop—a good-looking, stocky former football jock—had just graduated law school and was a practicing attorney at his father’s legal firm. Wiping the sweat from his forehead, Winthrop asked, “But, of all things, to make you become an overnight security guard at your family’s refinery and warehouse is beyond cruel.”

“You’re telling me!” Brock said, aiming his club at the golf ball. “My grandfather insists that I learn the business from the ground up.”

Winthrop took a huge swig of beer. “It sounds more like he’s trying to humble you by making you do a shit job!”

“I swear the old fucker is a sadist!” proclaimed Brock. 

“Is this all because of you getting the maid’s daughter pregnant?”

“Sort of,” he said, taking his stroke and watching the ball sail through the air. “The old man was always bitching about me going to work even before I fucked up with Juanita. I never saw a point in working, especially with me as my grandfather’s sole beneficiary. I wouldn’t have knocked up that little bitch if Grandfather hadn’t cut off my credit cards and made me come back from Ibiza. It’s his fault, if ya ask me.”

Two weeks ago, Inez, the Capwell family’s long-time maid, had dropped a bombshell about her elderly employer’s grandson. The entitled jock had gotten her virginal, sixteen-year-old daughter pregnant. The old man had paid the maid’s family a half a million dollars on the contractual conditions that the girl have an abortion and they keep their mouths shut about it. The girl, Juanita, had been both heartbroken and traumatized. Upon confirmation of the girl’s procedure, Inez and her family received their payday, and Charles Capwell had paid for their move back to Venezuela to be rid of them once and for all.

“It pisses me off,” blasted Brock, crushing his empty can of beer in his fist. “He acts like he’s my father!”

“Not to side with old Charles, but he did step in when your parents were killed after your dad got drunk and flew his plane into the side of Mount Hood, so he did raise you.”

“I was eight when they died,” said Brock. “Then the old coot sent me off to boarding school a month later, so I wouldn’t say he was ever a parent – he just wrote the checks so others would have to take responsibility for me.”

“Ya got a point,” Winthrop said, tossing his beer onto the green, manicured lawn. “If my dad wasn’t Charles’ attorney and changed the will under his direction, I still wouldn’t believe it.” He shook his head. “If ya don’t abide by his wishes and go to work, he’s gonna leave his fortune to your great aunt – that’s some twisted shit!”

“He only did it to make me step into line.” At that moment, the caddy picked up Winthrop’s discarded beer can. “Hey, boy,” grumbled Brock, “get us more beer from the clubhouse—another six pack!”

“Yes, Sir, Mr. Capwell,” the teen boy replied eagerly, before rushing back toward the main building. 

Brock continued, “What in the hell is my Great Aunt Sadie gonna do with my seven hundred million? Leave it to her cats?”

Winthrop laughed. “I don’t blame you for falling into line, man. Seven hundred million dollars is a lot of money to let slip through your fingers.”

“Rightfully, that money is mine!”

“Not if he completely cuts you out of the will for not doing as he says.”

Brock glowered at his friend. “Don’t remind me... Now my fate lies in the hands of some old dude named: Murdock Baker.”

“Who in the hell is Murdock Baker?” asked Winthrop.

“He’s the chief of security down at our facilities on the harbor, and my grandfather is trusting whatever this asshole tells him. If that low-rent fucker gives me a bad report, it could jeopardize my entire inheritance.” Brock shook his head. “So, it looks like I’m gonna have to do whatever he tells me and have a smile on my face when I do it.”

“Have you met the dude before?”

Brock cut his brown eyes toward Winthrop. “Of course, not. I don’t hang out with blue collar leeches!”

“You better hope you can lay on the charm because, from what you’re saying, ya don’t wanna make an enemy of this man.”

“No, I don’t... Let’s hope that this Murdock Baker guy has no idea how much is riding of his opinion of me.”

Winthrop put his hand on Brock’s shoulder. “If I were you, I’d be nervous. You’ve never worked a day in your life.”

Brock was frowning. “I’ll get this shit done, but if this dude pisses me off, when Grandfather dies and I take over, I will destroy him!”

After getting a good tan and nailing a girl named Amber in the changing room of the pool house at the club, Brock met Winthrop at the gym, and they spent two hours working their chests and biceps. 

Reluctantly, just before eleven, Brock left the gym and drove his Lamborghini to the harbor in downtown Mobile. He was supposed to be there at eleven sharp, but after a brief stop at the security gate, he didn’t walk up to the main warehouse until 11:15. So much for making a favorable first impression...

Brock had been to the complex a few times—back when he was a kid, so he knew where he was supposed to go to meet his new boss. The parking lot was empty except for a beat-up Chevy truck. The Capwell family owned dozens of profitable offshore oil wells in the Gulf of Mexico. The Mobile facility contained a small refinery and a massive series of warehouses, where they stored the crude oil. When his grandfather had originally revealed that Brock would have to work for his inheritance, the spoiled jock hoped he meant an executive job: a corner office—where he could gamble online and look at porn on his computer all day. But Brock was bitterly disappointed when Charles revealed his job would be as an entry-level nighttime security guard, making twelve dollars an hour. 
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