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Author’s Note: 

This is a work of fiction, none of the characters are real or are they based on real people or events. Please do not take the actions or expressions noted in this story as the Author’s outlook on life or respected behavior of anybody alive or deceased.

All Characters in this story are eighteen years old or older!

Please have fun and enjoy reading these stories.


"Mom!" Drake yelled. "You don't have to drink so much!"

"Yes, I do," Rebecca shooed her oldest son away from her as she got another drink from the open bar.

"You are making a fool of yourself," Drake tried to reach for the glass of liquor in his mom's hand.

"No more of a fool than your father!" Rebecca yelled so loud that it was nearly louder than the live band playing classical music.

Rebecca and her husband, Donald, had been divorced for many years, more years than they were together.

Donald was the head of the so-called Leonold family. On paper, they were rich because they owned the rights to many paper-making facilities, but the real money came from organized crime.

Donald was in the corner with his fourth wife, the young and very blonde Kristi. She had just turned twenty-one, and like Rebecca, Donald's second wife, she was very blonde and had many plastic surgeries.

Donald sure loved his plastic, both in credit card form and female.

"So, I said," Donald told one of his many jokes, and the people around him laughed and hung on every word, not because he was funny, but because they knew if they didn't, they would be on the wrong side of Donald and no one wanted that, they didn't want that at all.
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