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This is for every starving artist who tried so hard to stay true to their artistic integrity but had to sell out 'cause we live in a society. This is not the story I wanted to tell but along the way, it became a story I needed to tell. I know sometimes it can be hard to exist in a world that treats us like shit but stay true to your art and maybe one day, the world will realize.




We can all get over our sadness if we give ourselves a chance for happiness





 SOME-15-YEAR-OLD-DORK
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01


The Most Beautiful Creature In The World



CHAUNCEY REXFORD CAMDEN stares at the building before him, taking a long drag of his joint. There’s a million places he’d rather be tonight but this is the only place the ghouls who decide his future agreed to meet. Sighing, he puts out his cigarette, spritzing on cologne to mask the scent of weed. He takes a good look at himself in the mirror, deciding he’s presentable enough to join society — well, as much as a black sheep can be.



He finds his parents waiting for him in the lobby, his sister standing next to them. Forcing a polite smile on his face even as his insides churn, he makes his way towards them.


“Mother, Father, how do you do?” he greets, pecking his mother on the cheek as he throws his father a terse nod.


His father, Seamus, eyes him with utmost displeasure. “You’re late, Chauncey,” he admonishes.


Chance smiles wanly. “New York traffic, you know how it is.”


Seamus sneers, unmoved. “That’s not an excuse, Chauncey.”


Chance bites his tongue, not wanting to start a fight, knowing how nasty it can quickly get. He turns instead to his sister, the only person truly happy to see him there.


“And who is this lovely young lady because she’s definitely not my little sister Ginny? Have you seen her by any chance?” he teases, a genuine smile on his lips.


Ginny rolls her eyes but she’s smiling. “Why are you even here? You don’t like musicals!”


He snorts. “What’s there not to like about people singing things they could say in a few words?”


“Asshole,” she grumbles, shaking her head. “Why did you come then?”


He shrugs. “Boston was getting boring, I didn’t need much convincing to leave."



And I also need to get my hands on some money, he neglects to add.



“We should go find our seats,” his mother, Debra, says in her soft detached voice. “The play is about to start.”


Seamus tucks his wife’s hand into the crook of his arm, leading her into the theatre, Chance and Ginny trailing behind them.


“You remember Rowan Cox?” Ginny asks as they take their seats. “Our families brunch sometimes at the country club.”


Chance scoffs, already envisioning the fiery blonde he used to fuck. “I know Rowan, we used to be a thing back in the day, made out quite a lot. You were too young to remember.”


Ginny sighs in gratitude. “Thank God.”


“Why’d you ask?”


“Well, she’s the star of the play.”


He scoffs in disbelief. “No way!”


“Yes way. Bet you wish you hadn’t dumped her now, huh?”



“Are you kidding me? She’s hot but she’s a maniac. I’m glad I got out when I did. But forget all that, how have you been? How’s home been?”



Ginny shrugs, her smile dying. “The usual. Mother’s drunk half the time and the other half, she’s making everyone miserable. Father’s never home, Grayson says there’s a new girl and he’s quite into her.”


He snorts. “So, same old?”


She chuckles but it’s humorless. “Same old.”


Chance smiles but it doesn’t reach his eyes. He hates that Ginny has to live in the same toxic environment he had managed to escape, consoling himself with the fact that she too would soon be in college and hopefully, far away from his parents’ reach.


He glances at said parents who sit stiffly side-by-side, projecting a facade no one’s stupid enough to buy. His parents have never been in love, theirs was a marriage of convenience and they’ve never pretended otherwise. But that doesn’t mean his father’s constant philandering doesn’t hurt his mother, despite how aloof she may seem.


He turns to the stage just as the curtains begin to rise, glancing at the pamphlet in his hand. He has no idea what the play is all about but turns out it’s a modern retelling of Cleopatra. Sounds like a disaster that should be fun to watch.


He can’t help snorting as Rowan Cox, playing the titular Cleopatra, saunters onto the stage. And although he hates to admit it, she looks even hotter than she was at sixteen and, judging by the notes she’s belting out, sounds less worse than he thought she would. He wonders if she’d be down to relive the good old days. After all, making out wasn’t the only thing they did back then.


Sometime after the first intermission, while performing a dance number with her entourage, Cleopatra fumbles the lyrics of her song. But before the mistake can become noticeable, one of the entourage, a curvy little thing, belts out the missing words, making Cleopatra’s faux pas seem more like an artistic choice. It shouldn’t work but somehow, it does.


Rowan quickly regains control of the stage but not before he sees her narrow her eyes at the girl who had come to her rescue. That’s the thing about her, the reason they broke up — her ego and how easily bruised it can get. That said, he’d still fuck her if given the chance. Just ‘cause he’s observant doesn’t mean he’s a saint.



“Rowan does not look happy,” Ginny whispers to him, the grin on her face showing how much she’s enjoying this.



He shrugs. “Yeah but at least she’s not humiliated. I’d consider that a win.”


“Hmm. Are you coming back to the house tonight?” she asks, hopeful.


He smiles, nodding. “My room’s being prepped as we speak.”


She beams, turning back to the play as it draws to its conclusion.


By the time they’re ready to leave, Chance has other plans.


“Mother, Father, if you don’t mind, I’d like to stay behind and congratulate Rowan on her debut. It’s the least I can do.”



Debra sniffs haughtily, saying, “Invite her to brunch, I have thoughts on her so-called debut.”




Thoughts she might not appreciate, Chance surmises. “I’ll do that but I make no promises, of course.”



“Chauncey,” his father merely says as he leads his wife away.


“Don’t get in trouble,” Ginny warns, grabbing his arm.


He chuckles, pulling her close for a hug. “Cross my heart, Gin-Gin.”


He waits until they’re gone before going to find Rowan, a bouquet in hand. He finds her in her dressing room, having a heated conversation with someone.


“She had one job, one FUCKING job!” Rowan bellows at the unknown person.


The person sighs, exasperated. “Look, I agree she stepped out of line but we’re booked solid. We cannot afford to replace her, not this late in production.”


Rowan scoffs. “Then we don’t, we just cut her out entirely. It’s not like she’s important or something.”



“No but there’s a reason that part fucking exists, Rowan.”



“I’m not relenting on this, Jake. Get rid of her or I fucking walk.”


“You can’t walk, Rowan, you signed a FUCKING contract!”


Rowan laughs. “My Dad’s lawyers have gotten murderers off. You think a measly contract’s gonna be hard for them?”


Jake sighs, accepting defeat. “Fine, I’ll get rid of her.”


“Thanks, Jakey,” Rowan coos in a sickly-sweet voice.


The man mutters something indecipherable, pushing open the door to find Chance standing behind it.


“Who the hell are you?” he demands.


“Chauncey!” Rowan squeals before Chance can do the honors, shoving Jake aside to throw her arms around Chance.


Chance chuckles, hugging her back. “I’ve missed you too, Ro.”


“How’s Harvard?” she asks, leading him into her dressing room.


“Painfully boring. I hear you’re an actor now. How’d that fucking happen?”


She shrugs. “I opened all the necessary doors and they led me here. But enough of that, are those for me?”


He hands her the flowers. “Of course, Cleopatra deserves her flowers, doesn’t she?”


“Aww, Chauncey, why weren’t you this romantic when we were together?”


“’Cause teenage boys suck at romance.”


She giggles. “Well, you might have sucked at that but you didn’t suck at the parts I kinda liked.”


He winks salaciously. “Thank God for little mercies.”


She slaps his arm playfully. “Look, I’m throwing this party at my place tonight. You should totally come.”


He winces. “Oh, I kinda promised Ginny I’d be home tonight,” he says, sucking in a deep breath as she runs a hand down his chest, his dick springing to life. “But I didn’t say when.”


“Good boy,” she mumbles into his lips.


Chance kisses her back, running his hands all over her body. He’s just starting to unhook her bra when the door slams open, the curvy girl from before barging into the room.


“You got me fired?!” she demands angrily, fire in her deep brown eyes.


Chance, startled, pushes away from Rowan who rolls at her eyes at the intruder, pissed by the interruption.


“And you are?” she asks lackadaisically.


“The bitch who saved your ass, that’s who, don’t pretend you don’t know me. Although now I’m starting to wish I’d let you commit career suicide.”


Rowan sighs, walking towards the girl. “Look, bitch-who-saved-my-ass, I don’t know what you’ve heard but I had nothing to do with you getting fired. Jake makes all the decisions on set and I’m just like you, a talent with no true power.”



The girl scoffs, unconvinced. “Don’t give me that shit, Rowan. We all know you’re only here ‘cause your parents agreed to fund this play if you were cast as the lead. People like me don’t get that luxury, we work hard for what we get and I have been working for months to get this part in the play. It’s a small part but it is the biggest part I’ve ever gotten. And if you take this away from me, I’m —”



“You’re gonna what? Sue? Don’t be ridiculous, bitch-who-saved-my-ass. You’re not owed a part in the fucking play; you’re not owed shit. If I were you, I’d gather the last bit of my dignity and fucking leave.”


The girl’s eyes shine with unshed tears as she asks, “Why? Why do this to me?”


Rowan pouts, putting on a sad face. “Darling, you’re mistaken. I didn’t do shit to you, Jake did. Now if you don’t mind, I’ve got actual shit to do.”


The girl’s eyes lock on Chance for the first time that night and he looks away, ashamed he couldn’t do shit. She scoffs in disgust, heading towards the door.



“People like you think they can do whatever the fuck they want, wait until life kick you right in the fucking balls.”



Rowan snorts as the girl leaves, slamming the door behind her. “Even for an actor, that was way too dramatic, right?”


But Chance is not smiling. “Give her her job back, Ro,” he urges, his voice like steel.


She pouts. “Aww, if only I could but Jake makes all the calls.”


He gives her a look to show he’s not buying it. “Don’t act dumb, Ro, you’re not. What would it take to just let this go?”


Rowan fumes, shoving Chance away from her. “Do you know what everyone’s saying about the play tonight? They’re not saying Rowan Cox shines as Cleopatra or that Rowan Cox’s debut is one for the ages. No, all they’re talking about is some RANDOM nobody who apparently saved the play from being ruined — by ME! How in hell am I supposed to take that?”


“Gracefully?”


“Screw that! Next time that curtain fucking goes up, all everyone’s gonna be talking about is me, Rowan FUCKING Cox, not some FUCKING fat bitch!”


“Right. I think I’m gonna go.”


She groans. “Chauncey, don’t tell me you’re gonna let this little unpleasantness ruin our night?”


He shrugs. “You know, when that girl looked at me earlier, I felt something I’ve never really felt in my life — shame. As much as I’d like to see where this night takes us, I don’t think I can go to your bed with that feeling hanging over me.”


Rowan scoffs. “Your loss. I can get another you by the end of the night. You know the way out.”


He snorts, not sure why he’s surprised she’s turned on him. He wonders if he should still invite her for brunch but decides against it.


“Have a nice night, Ro,” he says, walking out, an irate Cleopatra fuming behind him.
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NESSIE HOWARD STUMBLES OUT OF the theatre, fighting back tears of frustration. Not wanting to go home yet and face the full force of her failure, she stumbles into an alley, trying to rein in her emotions. Tonight was supposed to be the beginning of a good thing but one impulsive decision changed that. She sniffles, unsuccessfully keeping the tears from flowing down her face.



She’s still crying when a man ducks into the alley, causing her to go silent. She watches as he lights a joint, taking a long drag out of it. She wonders what he’d do if she reveals herself. Would he hurt her? Take advantage of her? Maybe she should just wait him out, he can’t smoke here forever, can he?


She’s still contemplating this when the light from a passing cab illuminates the man’s face, revealing him to be the guy Rowan Cox was snogging earlier. Reflexively, she clicks her tongue, drawing the man’s attention.


His eyes search around until they land on her hiding place. He studies her for a few seconds before holding out the joint and asking, “Care for a smoke?”


Nessie stays silent, hoping if she ignores him, he’ll go away. He doesn’t.


“Don’t worry, I don’t bite,” he reassures with a teasing grin on his face.


She snorts, moving out of the shadows. “I don’t care,” she retorts.


His grin widens. “So, she speaks.”


She rolls her eyes. “Did Rowan send you? I guess that tracks. She thinks I’m beneath her so she sends her boy toy to do her dirty work. Well, tell her I won’t be bribed into silence. First chance I get, I’m telling anyone who cares what happened tonight.”



Chance watches her fume, wondering why he finds the fire in her eyes so damn attractive. All he can say to her tirade is, “I’m not Rowan’s boy toy and I’m not here to do her dirty work.”



She snorts, folding her arm. “Right.”


“Look, for what it’s worth, I tried to change her mind but she is a very strong-willed woman.”


“Okay... Am I supposed to thank you?”


He shrugs. “Judging by your tone, I’m gonna say no.”


She scoffs. “I just can’t with you people. It must be so nice being so fucking rich and so fucking out of touch that you can live your life without ever considering how your actions affect the people around you. I wish I can fucking live that!”


“Why can’t you?”


She glares at him. “You tell me. I’m an undergrad with mounting debt and bills to pay, trying to survive in one of the most expensive cities in the world! And oh, I just got FIRED from my job!”


Chance grimaces. “That sucks and it’s been established there’s nothing I can do about it but I have something that can get you through the night.”


She throws her hands up in frustration. “And what, pray tell, is that?”


“Weed. Want some?”


She scoffs, shaking her head. “Like hell I do!”


“Look, you can be angry all night long or you can get blitzed out your fucking mind, it’s your choice. Besides, what’s it gonna hurt?”


He holds out the joint, his silvery eyes pulling her in.


Nessie scowls. “I’m doing this ‘cause I want to and not ‘cause you said so.”


He chuckles. “Fair enough.”


She reaches out for the joint, her fingers grazing his lightly, sending electric thrills through her. She grabs the joint, trying to ignore the feelings stirring inside her.


Chance, on the other hand, does the opposite, moving close to her until he’s literally breathing in her perfume. He watches her lips as they wrap around the joint, the act more erotic than it should have been. He wonders how they’d taste wrapped around his lips, the mere thought causing him to harden.


“How does it feel?” he whispers smokily into her ear, nibbling it gently.


Nessie exhales shakily, smoke pouring out of her mouth. “It feels great,” she whispers back, not sure if she’s talking about the joint or the lips nibbling her ear. “I thought you didn’t bite?”


He smirks, his lips latching onto her neck. “I lied.”


Nessie inhales sharply as he bites her neck and sucks on the spot, inundating her with waves of pain and pleasure. He does it again and again until she’s positively drenched and a moaning mess.


“I’m not gonna fuck you,” she declares when he eventually relents, her tone unconvincing.


“Okay,” he murmurs, capturing her lips with his.


Nessie moans the second his lips touch hers, grabbing his shirt as her knees buckle. She kisses him back with fervor, not protesting as he backs her against the wall and wrap her legs around his waist. His lips leave her lips to make a trail down the valley between her breasts, sucking hard enough to leave a mark.


Nessie grinds her pelvis against his, moaning when the hard part of him rubs against the soft part of her. She does this again and again, trying to get herself off but not quite getting there.


Then, without warning, his hand slips under her skirt, moving her panties to the side so he can caress her lower lips. Her moans grow louder and she humps the hand to stimulate pleasure. The hand retracts but before she can groan in disappointment, Chance plunges two fingers inside her, making her pussy quiver deliciously. He adds another finger to the mix, plunging rhythmically into her, her loud moans urging him on. With one flick of her clit, she orgasms, making sounds she’s never made her entire life.


In that moment, Chance thought she was the most beautiful creature in the world and he wanted more of her. His dick throbs in his pants, craving release, craving to be inside of her.


“The name’s Chance,” he says as he slowly pulls his fingers out of her.


“Nessie,” she moans out, clenching her thighs around his fingers, unwilling to part with them just yet.


Chance smirks, pleased with himself. “Nice to meet you, Nessie,” he says, sticking his cum-drenched fingers into his mouth.




02


This Is Not A Romantic Sort Of Thing



HAPPINESS ADAMMA HOWARD moans as she lays in bed, her fingers toying with her naked sex as she relives her weird erotic encounter with Chance. She can’t remember the last time she did something as freaky as that, probably because she’s never done something as freaky as that. She’s had sex before, enjoyed it even, but it’s nothing as raunchy as getting fingered in a creepy alley. She should feel dirty but all she feels is the wetness pooling between her legs.



But for some reason, she’s unable to cum. She’s close but something’s holding her back. Chance’s face flashes through her brain and she groans, wishing now that she’d invited him back to her place instead of running off to avoid the inevitable small talk that comes after such an act.


She sits up with a groan, frustrated beyond compare. If she doesn’t cum tonight, there’s no sleep for her and if she doesn’t sleep, she’s gonna be a total bitch at work and if she’s a total bitch at work, well, no one really cares. But still, she’s got to cum.


She rifles through her drawer for her sex toy, catching sight of the card Chance had thrust into her hand just before she ran off. She snorts softly, wondering what kind of psycho hands out business cards to people he plans to fuck. The kind that fingers fat girls in dark alleys, apparently.


She contemplates calling him, deciding against it at the last minute. It’s one thing to let him finger her to completion but it’s another thing to call him up for sex. She’ll just have to get herself off the old-fashioned way — through a fucking vibrator.


She tries turning on the vibrator but it’s dead — definitely no orgasm for her tonight. Annoyed, she throws it across the room, wincing as she hears a pissed off meow. Her black cat, Pussy The Cat as they like to call her, glares at her from underneath the drawers.


“Sorry, Pussy!” she says apologetically but Pussy merely meows before stalking out of the room.


Nessie sighs, falling back on the bed. Chance’s face flash once more in her head and she groans, resisting the urge to call him. She’s a grownass woman, for crying out loud, she can do without sex for one night.


At least, she hopes she can.
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“HOW WAS YOUR PLAY?” AYO asks as they make themself breakfast the next morning. They’re Nessie’s roommate, a Psych major and an aspiring model with the looks to match.


Nessie shrugs, buttering her toast with a little more force than necessary. “It went great!” she says in an opposite tone.


Ayo snorts. “Don’t look like it,” they say, staring pointedly at her butchered toast.



She sighs, dropping the toast. “It did went great, until the fucking lead got me fired.”



They scoff, puzzled. “For what? Being awesome?”


“No, for literally saving her ass after she made a fucking rookie mistake!”


“Then why would she —?”


“Nepo babies don’t like people who take attention away from them. But it’s fine, I knew getting on Broadway wouldn’t be a breeze. This is just a snag in the road, a snag I’m gonna shrug off like the bad bitch I am.”


Ayo smiles, proud. “There’s the spirit.”


Nessie nods. “Yeah, it also helps that I almost fucked her boyfriend last night.”


That stops Ayo cold and they turn to Nessie, a quizzical look on their face. “You what?!”


“I almost fucked her boyfriend...?”



Ayo gapes, taken aback. “Bitch! Why didn’t you lead with that? Give me all the deets, leave nothing out!”



Nessie laughs, trying to stave off her friend as they clamor for more information. “Nuh-uh, a bitch never kiss and tell but I’ll say this, he’s got some magic fingers.”


Ayo squeals, obviously into this. “Girl, I would kill to be fingered by someone else’s significant other. You know it’s on my bucket list!”


“Haven’t you already done that?”


“Nah, that was a poly thing, it doesn’t really count.”


“Right.”


“So, was fingering all you sluts did?”


Nessie shakes her head, a secretive smile on her face. “I almost gave him a handjob but I was too chickenshit so I just ran off.”


“Wow, that was so anticlimactic.”


“Exactly, I couldn’t climax either. It’s like his fingers broke me or something.”


Ayo scoffs in bullshit. “He can’t be that good, you just haven’t had enough fingers in your pussy.”


“All I did freshmen year was have enough fingers in my pussy, I think I can tell.”


“Whatever. So, that’s it? There’s no sequel to the Fingering?”


Nessie throws them an unimpressed look, saying, “Please don’t call it that. And anyway, he gave me his card so I can call him or whatever but if I did, he’ll probably think I’m some desperate slut eager to open her legs to just about any dick.”


“And you’re not?” Ayo teases.


She tosses a dishrag at them. “Screw you, Hay. Look, I had fun last night but like queer icon Elsa, I’m gonna let it go.”


They stick their tongue out at her. “And like queer icon Elsa, you too ain’t getting dick. How long has it been though?”


“Since Rona and I broke up, if we can call that disaster a relationship.”


“Six months?! Whoa! And they say college girls can’t go a day without it. Look at you out here making us proud.”


“Screw you!” Nessie yells, Ayo chortling uncontrollably.


When they finally calm down, they announce, “So, I got this networking shit thing and I might not be home tonight, depending on how long it runs and if there’s a second location involved. You good without me, right?”


Nessie gives them a look. “I’m not a baby, Hay, I can take care of myself.”


“Just not sexually, it would seem,” they taunt.


She glares at them. “Dude, you’re cruising for a bruising.”


They raise their hands in surrender. “I yield, milord. Now, will you please be a darling and come help pick out an outfit that would make me look like a straight man’s wet dream? I only ask ‘cause you’ve fucked enough of them to know what they like.”


Nessie sighs, rolling her eyes. “You know, sometimes you make me wish we never evolved from assigned roommates freshman year to best friends sophomore year.”


Ayo rolls their eyes, unconcerned. “Less flappy-flappy-lips and more male-gazey shit. Can you do that?”


She sighs. “Fine, let me finish my toast first.”


Once she’s helped Ayo with their wardrobe dilemma, Nessie goes to her room to dress up for the day. Decked in a crop top and cute overalls, she heads to the full-length mirror to check herself out. The cute ensemble makes her brown skin glow, her curves even more prominent than before.


She wonders if Chance would have found her attractive if she hadn’t been shrouded in the darkness of the alley. Probably not. People only get with her to get into her pants but they don’t stick around long after that.


“Okay Nessie,” she tells her reflection in the mirror. “You’ve got to stop thinking about this guy and you’ve CERTAINLY got to stop thinking about what he’s thinking about you. Like who gives a shit, bitch?!”



YOU! You give a shit, bitch, a voice screams in her head.




Who’s she kidding? She’s not gonna stop thinking about Chance, not for a while anyway. At least not until she knows if his dick feels and taste as good as his fingers. She’s reaching for her phone to call him when Ayo barges in, fully feminized but somehow making it work.



“Ready to go?” They ask.


Nessie smiles, nodding. “As I’ll ever be, bitch.”


They beam. “Good. Now let’s get out of here before one of our neighbors misgenders me. I know they’re all dying to.”



Nessie chuckles but she knows it’s true. “Don’t worry, Ayomide, I’ll protect you.”



They scoff, grabbing their purse. “Your ass better.”


She laughs, trailing after them but not before slipping the card into her bag. Chance can wait a few more hours.
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CHANCE DOESN’T WANT TO GO down for breakfast but he promised Ginny and he never breaks his promises — not to her, at least. Besides, knowing his parents, they’d probably breakfast in their rooms. Not that he minds, the less time he spends with those two, the better.



As he walks down the stairs, he thinks of Nessie, of her face when his fingers brought her to completion. He’d kill to see that look again but until she calls him, and he hopes she does, all he’s got is his imagination and said imagination got him off last night so he’s not exactly complaining.


“About time,” someone says and he looks up to see his father’s eyes glaring at him over the newspaper he’s reading.



So much for that alone time with Ginny.



“Father,” he says as cordial as he can manage. “Sorry I was late.”



Seamus Camden huffs in annoyance. “Camdens are never late. You think if your great-great-grandfather Liam O’Neil had been late, he would have made a fortune at the gold mines, thus laying the foundation for what would eventually be Camden Corp? You think so?”



He shrugs, all cordiality fleeing him. “I don’t know but didn’t Liam O’Neil also gamble his fortune and his only child to a man thirty years her senior? Looks to me like he wasn’t exactly a role model.”


Ginny giggles into her teacup, Debra cautiously sniffing the pastry on her plate, a look of distaste on her face. Seamus, on the other hand, is not having any of it. He slams his hands on the table, startling his wife and daughter, furious eyes on an unbothered Chance.


“You watch your tongue, young man. We may bear the Camden name but we are O’Neils through and through.”


“He was just being silly, Father,” Ginny says, coming to her brother’s rescue.



Seamus sneers at his daughter. “A man of his age doesn’t get the luxury of being silly,” he throws out the word likes it’s venom on his tongue. “That’s for little girls and fucking babies.”



Chance scoffs, tossing his napkin on the table. “Speaking of babies, how’s the new girlfriend?” he asks, leveling his father with an unwavering stare. “I hear she just turned nineteen. Careful father, we wouldn’t want people thinking you’re a child lover now, would we?”


“Chauncey!” Ginny chides through clenched teeth, shooting her brother a quieting glare.


Seamus fumes, gripping his table knife harder than he should, Debra finally to leave the poor pastry alone to admonish her son.


“Breakfast is not the time to pick a fight, Chauncey,” she says, her stare commanding. “Now apologize to your father so we can put this nastiness behind us.”



Chance scoffs, not surprised she’s taking his father’s side. “I’m not gonna apologize for saying the truth, Mother. Father is a gross vile man with an obsession with girls young enough to be his daughter.”




Debra’s gaze is stony as she says, “If you don’t want your trust extended again, you will apologize to your father. That’s why you came, isn’t it? Didn’t I tell you, Regina? He isn’t here to spend quality time with you, he’s here to grovel for the money that ensures the lifestyle he’s accustomed to. I wonder how you’ll afford the whores and the drugs now? Maybe you should get a job, all the poor people are doing it.”



Chauncey glares at her, eyes shining with hate. He doesn’t know why he bothers, she’s just like his father, only she feeds off other people’s misery.


“We’re waiting, Chauncey,” she reminds, daring him to defy her. “Breakfast is growing cold.”


Whatever he thinks of her, he can’t deny the fact that she’s right. He needs the money, not just for his so-called lifestyle but for purposes he’d never divulge to them. Let them think he’s some playboy junkie who’s maxed all his cards, they’re in for a rude awakening. But until then, he needs to swallow his pride and keep groveling at their feet.


He turns to Seamus, who eyes him suspiciously. “I’m sorry, Father, for my outburst. It won’t happen again.”


Seamus sniffs, vindicated. “It better not, your mother might not be around to save you next time, you know.”


Chance fumes silently, conscious of Ginny’s eyes on him. For her, he’d endure this humiliation a little while longer.


“That’s enough, Seamus,” Debra says. “Let’s eat before I completely lose interest. Ginny dear, lay off the butter, it will make you fat.”


“Yes, Mother,” Ginny says in a tiny voice, wishing she can disappear into the floor.


Chance sends her a reassuring smile but inside, his blood is boiling. He doesn’t know how much of this shit he can take but he knows he’s near his breaking point.
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NESSIE HATES HER JOB for many reasons. For one, it’s a shitty retail job that’s threatening to suck the life out of her. But a girl’s gotta pay rent and until she and Ayo excel in their chosen career paths, it’s shitty jobs for the foreseeable future.


Another reason is the people she works with. Her manager, Nina, is a bitch who could care less but as far as managers go, she’s alright. She has no problem with her other co-workers except for a recent hire named Dave. He hasn’t done anything aggressive yet but she knows it’s coming. He’s always making suggestive comments as he passes her by and staring at her unnervingly when she’s working.


It’s gotten to a point where she feels unsafe around him, worried he might be the kind of guy who hurts girls who reject him — and she’s definitely gonna reject him when he eventually makes a pass at her.


Fortunately for her, he has the day off and since it’s a slow day, she has more than enough time to scour the internet for auditions she might interested in. She finds none, deciding instead to see what people are saying about Cleopatra: The Musical.


A smile creeps on her face when she sees her face pop up on some blogs, a few going as far as to say she saved the entire play from total ruin. It’s a small consolation but she wonders how she can spin this into another stage role or possibly worm her way back to Cleopatra.


Unfortunately, the internet has no answers.


Bored and wanting a little bit of excitement to spice up her day, she decides to give Chance a call. What’s the worst that can happen? He turns out to be a psycho who wants to wear her face over his? That’s half of New York!


The phone rings for longer than she’d anticipated, snapping her out of the delusion that he’s sitting on the edge of his seat, waiting to pick up her call at the first ring. At this rate, he might not even pick up at all. She’s so sure of this that she’s nearly startled when his deep polished voice comes on the phone.


“Chance Camden speaking,” he says from the other end.



Nessie goes mutes, wishing now that she hadn’t called him. I mean what’s she gonna say? ‘Hey, Chance, I’ve been thinking of you all night long, wanna come through? My shift ends at three’. Yeah, right.



“Who’s this?” Chance demands, obviously perturbed. When she doesn’t answer, he asks, in a hopeful tone, “Nessie, is that you?”


She sighs, deciding to come clean. “Hey, Chancy, missed me?” she purrs in the sexiest voice she can muster but it comes out kind of cringey.


She can almost see his smirk as he says, “I can’t say I didn’t. How about me? Are you going mad at the thought of me?”


She snorts. “You’d love that, wouldn’t you?”


“I would and I’m taking your refusal to answer as a yes.”


She snorts again.


“What are you doing right now?” he asks.


“I’m at work, it’s a slow day so it absolutely sucks. You?”


“I’m at a family thing but I’m free in a couple hours. When do you get off work?”


“A couple hours or so.”


“Great, drop a pin, I’ll pick you up.”


“What if I don’t want you to?”


“Well, do you? Want me to?”


She sighs, no use lying now. “Maybe but just so we’re clear, this is not a romantic sort of thing, okay?”


He scoffs in amusement. “Okay. So, I’ll pick you up?”


“Yeah, I’d like that."




03


All The Good Girls Go To Hell… Apparently



Chance Camden is not nervous, at least that’s what he keeps telling himself, hoping if he says it enough, he might actually start to believe it. He sits stiffly beside Nessie who’s been quiet ever since he picked her up from work, wondering if she’s regretting her decision or if she’s just as nervous as he is.



“So, where exactly are we going?” she asks, breaking the awkward silence.


He shrugs. “Where would you like to go? On me, of course.”


She shrugs. “Honestly, I just wanna go home, drink wine in the bathtub and order some takeout.”


He wriggles his brows suggestively. “Is there room for two in that equation?”


She gives him a look that makes him burn from within. “If you’re good, we’ll see.”


He smirks. “One thing to know about me, Ness, I’m never good,” he says, placing a hand on her thigh.


Nessie holds her breath, waiting to see what he’d do but he merely rubs her thigh, the simple act getting her hot and bothered.


“My place is not far from here,” she gasps out, desperate to feel those hands all over her.


Chance smirks, patting her thigh. “Good girl,” he coos smugly.



By the time they make it to her place, they’re finding it hard to keep their hands off each other.
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“SO, THIS IS WHERE YOU LIVE?” he asks, studying her apartment like it’s an ancient ruin or something.


Nessie nods, feeling self-conscious. In hindsight, inviting an extremely rich guy to her shitty apartment might not have been the best idea she’s ever had. But then again, neither was letting herself get fingered by a random stranger in a dirty alley.


“Me and my roommate, Ayo. They’ve got a fashion thing so it’s just me for today.”


“Really?” he says, a wolfish grin on his face.



Nessie rolls her eyes but secretly, she’s loving it. “Is sex all you think about?”




He shrugs. “It’s not all I think about, it’s just what I think most about.”



She snorts. “Right.”


Pussy The Cat chooses that moment to make herself known, circling Chance as she lets out a territorial meow. Chance jumps, startled by the sight of the pitch-black cat. Nessie chuckling as she picks Pussy up.


“What the hell is that?!” he demands, freaked out.



Nessie snickers, amused by the slight fear on his face. “That is Pussy, Pussy The Cat. Pussy, this is Chance, he’s my friend so please don’t be rude to him, okay?”



Pussy meows as if she understands.


Nessie beams, satisfied. “Thank you, baby.” She nuzzles her cheek against the feline’s fur before putting her down.


“What sort of name is Pussy The Cat? Aren’t cats famously known as pussies?”


She shrugs. “Hay and I couldn’t agree on a name so we ended up on that.”


“Right. You do know black cats are considered bad luck, right?”


She pouts in fake concern. “Aww, is Chancy afraid of a wittle pussy?”


He rolls his eyes. “They just unnerve me, that’s all. My mother used to tell me when I was young that if I stared into a cat’s eyes, it’s gonna steal my soul.”


Nessie snorts, shaking her head. “Some childhood you must have had. I have Nigerian parents and somehow this shit sounds way more ludicrous than anything they’ve ever told me.”


He shrugs. “My mother’s half insane so that might explain it.”


She snorts again. “I’m gonna order us some takeout. How’s Thai sound?”


“Perfect.”


While she waits for the food to arrive, Nessie decides to take a quick shower and change into less clothes, her bubble bath can wait. Once she’s freshened up, she wraps her locs in a messy bun, putting on a crop top and short shorts.


She considers wearing a bra but she’s not gonna make herself uncomfortable just to please a man she wanna fuck. Besides, from the little she knows of Chance, he’d probably be ecstatic to see her boobs swinging free.


Pleased by what she sees in the mirror, she makes her way to the living room where Chance is apparently making himself at home. He’s helped himself to a bottle of wine she and Hay were saving for a special occasion, the plastic bag containing the takeout on the table.


“The food came,” he announces, handing her a mug filled with wine since they had no wineglasses. “I already paid, gave the fella a little something extra too.”



“Mmm, I didn’t know rich people tipped,” she observes as she sips the wine. Hay is so gonna be pissed.



“We don’t but I’m a rarity. Oh, I couldn’t find your wineglasses,” he remarks as he takes out the food.


“That’s ‘cause we don’t have any. We only drink wine on special occasions, I’m not sure my roommate would agree that this counts.”


He shrugs. “No offense but this is not the sort of wine you save for a special occasion. I’ll have my man send you guys something worth drinking.”


She sits beside him on the couch, grabbing her food. “That wine was like fifty bucks.”


“Taste like it too. Remind me to take you wine tasting sometime.”


She laughs. “You’re assuming I’m gonna call you after today.”


He shrugs. “You will, I know it.”


As much as she’d like to say with absolute certainty that she won’t see him after today, she knows that’s not true. Something about him fascinates her and for some reason, something about her fascinates him. Maybe it’s just plain sexual attraction, who knows? All she knows is she’s not ready to get rid of him yet.


She scoffs, turning away to hide her smile. “Get over yourself,” she says.


Chance smiles, saying nothing as he eats. He flinches a little as Pussy joins them but the cat is only interested in scraps and not his soul. He smiles, thinking maybe his mother was wrong as she usually was.


Later on, while a record plays in the background, Nessie and Chance sit on the floor of her bedroom, sharing a bottle of wine as they try to ignore the sizzling tension between them.


“So, you study Political Science?” he asks, making the obligatory small talk.


“Hmm-hmm.”


“How’d you like it?”


“It’s okay but I’m gonna make one hell of a supreme court justice one day.”


He snorts. “I can almost picture that. What else are you doing with your summer aside from working boring jobs and stealing the spotlight from debutantes?”


She shoots him a look but she’s smiling. “I didn’t steal that bitch’s spotlight. I was literally just trying to help.”


“I know, doesn’t mean Ro gives a shit.”


“Ro? I thought you weren’t her boytoy.”


“I’m not. I mean we were probably about to fuck when you barged in but—”


“Oh, sorry I cockblocked you,” she retorts unsympathetically.


He scoffs softly. “I don’t mind. If you hadn’t stormed in when you did, my night would have ended differently and that would have been a shame considering I quite liked how my night actually ended.”


Nessie ducks her head, face flushed. “Not really my finest moment, for sure.”


“Really? I thought you looked very fine in that moment.”


“You were thinking with your dick.”


“Well, it’s never steered me wrong before.”


She snorts. “What exactly do you want from me, Chance? Sex? A blowjob?”


“If it’s on the table then yes.”


“I’m not looking for a boyfriend. I just wanna fuck and leave it at that.”


“Same. Relationships are a hassle.”


“So, we’re on the same page then? We fuck the frustrations out and we leave it at that.”
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