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Chapter Seven: Blonde Ambitions
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I know what everyone thinks when they see me: just another blonde with big tits and long hair. She has no brain or ambition.

I will admit the big tits and long hair part, but the rest was wrong.

I have made multiple mistakes in my life, but who hasn’t? I fell in love with the wrong type of men, had sex way too easily, and now I am correcting those mistakes.

Thanks to Michaela and the other bunnies, I am on the right path, moved to the big city, and I will pave a new life for myself beyond the blonde hair and big tits.

Poor Damien doesn’t know what’s coming his way.

My beginning started rough. As a baby, I was found outside a mall, bundled in large clothes just outside the main door early in the morning by the security guard.

Things didn’t come easily for me as a child, going from one home to another. I was rough on people, being dumped and not knowing my birth parents made me a difficult child to love. I didn’t feel loved until I was eleven.

Floyd took me into his home when I was eleven. He had just lost his family in a hit-and-run, and his big house felt empty. Floyd was a black man, and at first, things were rough between us, but unlike the other homes, Floyd was patient with me. His patience paid off after the third time I ran away; he didn’t come looking for me. Instead, he waited for me to come back, and I did.

After that, he was the father that I needed, not wanted, but needed. We tracked down my parents together, and he was there when I met them. I was thirteen when I met them. Two hitchhikers who had been traveling through the states together when they had me. Up until my mother Teresa was diagnosed with cancer, they had never put down roots anywhere, always traveling, even going abroad to Europe, backpacking everywhere.

They showed me pictures of places they had seen and wondrous scenic views. They didn’t apologize for leaving me, as they said the life they had was often treacherous and sometimes deadly, as Mike, my father, showed me he had lost most of his toes to frostbite. Sometimes they went for many days without eating anything.

Floyd saw the disappointment in my eyes. They loved each other, but they had no regrets at all about abandoning me. Floyed took me away from them after he gave them an earful. After that meeting, I set out to do better than them, making them regret ever dumping me.

Those plans feel flat the day police officers came to my school. Floyd had been killed by an angry co-worker who came to the office where Floyd worked and shot three people. I was seventeen, I had great grades, was a star volleyball player, and had ambitions of traveling the world playing volleyball or tennis.

After Floyd’s death, things went straight down. I became addicted to getting high and being promiscuous with any guy who gave me the slightest attention. Even though I graduated from high school with good grades, I did nothing about it.

I stopped playing volleyball and took a job as a stripper in a seedy joint by the railroad tracks.

I didn’t care about how I looked or what I was doing or who I was doing it with. I didn’t care about anything.

Up until Michaela walked into the club, she was pristine with long hair and boobs bigger than mine; she was going to buy the place, tear it down, and build a hotel. She wanted to see what the interior looked like before it was going to be bulldozed to the ground.

I spat in her drink after she ordered one, and she smiled at me and drank it. She uttered those few words to me and then left.

“Your father is proud of you, don’t let them make you think otherwise,” she looked at the guys who made fun of all the dancers but came in every day.

Those words stuck with me for days after the place had been bought, and I spent those days looking for other jobs.

One day, I went down to the railroads just to see what the place looked like after being torn down. I spotted her; she was wearing a construction helmet and looked out of place among the construction workers. She saw me beyond the yellow tape and approached.
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