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“Oh my god, I hate having to work,” I muttered as I ran to my car.  

I had just gotten out of class, and was headed to one of my part-time 
jobs at a local restaurant. I was running late, so I was driving a bit more 
erratically than usual. As luck would have it, I didn’t get too far before being 
pulled over by a cop. I didn’t have time for this, so I pulled my shirt down to 
let my cleavage do the talking and prepared myself for some serious flirting.

The officer was about six feet tall and looked like he was in his early 
40s. He had hazel eyes and curly brown hair—he was handsome, to say the 
least. When he approached my car window, I batted my eyelashes a little, 
and used the sweetest voice I could muster to talk my way out of this ticket. 
It didn’t work as well as I had hoped, since he slapped me with a hefty fine. 
My day was officially ruined.

I was not in a good mood when I pulled into work 10 minutes late. The 
restaurant was emptier than usual, and gave me plenty of time to berate 
myself for getting caught speeding. What few tips there were that night were 
beyond lousy, likely reflecting my less than mediocre service. At around 11 
p.m., one of the other waitresses came over to tell me that a customer was 
requesting me personally. She pointed to a man sitting alone at a table. He 
had salt and pepper hair, and was wearing a nice suit and tie. He must have 
been at least 50. I rolled my eyes and pretended to shoot myself in the head 
with my finger. This was the last thing I needed.

I braced myself for the witty banter that was to come. “I’ve been watching 
you since I got here,” he said. “Why does a young, beautiful woman like 
you look so miserable tonight?”

I ignored his question altogether and asked, “What can I get you, sir?” I 
had a feeling this old man was just looking for someone to talk to. My shift 
was over in an hour and I wasn’t really in the mood.  

“I’ll take any beer you’ve got on tap, and 24 bone-in Buffalo wings. 
And keep ‘em coming,” he answered. I turned to walk away, but he wasn’t 
finished— “And a smile from the pretty lady to brighten up both our days.”

Surprisingly, his comment worked, because I found a grin beginning to 
form across my lips. He reciprocated with a warm smile. I wasn’t really sure 
why but all of a sudden, this old man became a little more intriguing.
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In just a few short minutes, the old man’s attention had put me in a much 
better mood. But I still wanted to leave work as soon as I could. I quickly 
punched in his order, hoping to end my shift early. As I approached the table 
with his beer, I saw that he was having a conversation with my manager. 

“As per Derrick’s request, you get a five-minute break. Apparently 
you’ve had a shitty day.” My manager winked at me and walked away.

“I really do appreciate the effort, Derrick—that’s your name, right?” I 
asked. “But I really am trying to get out of here early, so I think I’ll skip the 
break. Here’s your beer.” 

Before I walk away, he said, “Derrick is correct.”

I stopped and looked at him carefully. There was something strangely 
amusing about this man, and I’m not sure how he did it, but the next thing 
I knew, I was sitting across from him spilling the beans about my horrible 
day.

I don’t remember too many details about the conversation. But the one 
thing that really sticks out about that night was how hard he made me laugh. 
I also remember having a really strange feeling in the pit of my stomach. 

Being spoiled was new to me, but it was a feeling that I grew to love. At 
22, I was barely starting to grow into my own skin, and as a college student 
living at home, I longed for privacy, financial stability, and a job that would 
give me the luxurious life that I wanted. I thought graduation would be 
the beginning to all of those things. But it turned out to be my older man, 
Derrick.

I had dated various men throughout my college years, but at the end 
of the day, they were all the same. Most of the guys were students who 
were serious about their education, making it difficult to get serious about 
a relationship, which never seemed to last more than a few dates. Many 
times I ended up having to pay for the date, open my own doors, and drive 
myself to our meeting place, which was usually a boring coffee shop, fast 
food joint, or their dorm room. I was looking for some chivalry—was it 
actually dead?

To make matters worse, the sex was always predictable. Were all college 
men reading the same sex handbook? They all left me feeling bored, 
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unsatisfied, and never stimulated.

Everything changed when I started dating Derrick. He was the perfect 
gentleman. I used to tell him that I felt like he was “everything I had thought 
was unobtainable.” Not only was he mature and financially stable, but he 
always made me his priority, and treated me like a lady. I never had to pay 
for dates, and he always opened the door for me.

Unlike the other men I had been with, Derrick was an open book—there 
was nothing this man did not tell me. There were no childish games because 
his communication was flawless and precise; he meant what he said and 
said what he meant. He was a well-established businessman who lacked 
nothing, and because he lacked nothing, neither did I.

Being taken care of financially was something I had to get used to. One 
of the first outrageous, over-the-top things Derrick did for me when we 
started dating was pay off a speeding ticket that I had lying around. It was a 
pretty hefty fine too, since I didn’t have any proof of insurance at the time.

When he first brought up the idea of paying off the ticket for me, I 
immediately told him that I could not take his money, that it was too much. 
No matter how much I objected, Derrick kept insisting that he was doing it 
because he wanted to, and that it was one of the perks of being financially 
stable. He could do things the way he wanted and take care of the people 
he cared about because he had the means to do so. Paying off my ticket was 
just the beginning. 

Derrick was significantly older than I was, and in the beginning of our 
relationship, the gap in our ages made me uncomfortable. So, for the first year 
I did not introduce him to any of my friends or family. Spending time at my 
house was strictly off limits, and although Derrick was very understanding 
about the circumstances of our relationship, my living situation did pose as 
a predicament. We lived miles apart from each other, which meant that all of 
our rendezvous had to start with a two-hour commute just to see each other.

One hot, summer day, my Old Man (“Old Man” was my little pet name 
for Derrick) picked me up in his Maserati. I was excited to see him and got 
even more excited when he told me that he had great news. He had bought a 
small house in the city, and because it was closer to where I lived, it would 
help to alleviate our commuting problems. I was ecstatic to hear that the 
distance between us would finally get shorter.
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“Here we are,” he said, as we pulled into the driveway. I was slightly 
surprised to see how small this house was compared to his mansion that I 
had grown to love. That being said, it was still much bigger than any house 
I could ever afford. It was beautifully landscaped, and was situated in a 
newer, upscale neighborhood. If it was this nice from the outside, I could 
only imagine what the rest of it was like.

Of course, the decor inside was nothing less than spectacular. As Derrick 
gave me a grand tour of his new home, one thought kept gnawing in the 
back of my head: there was a black Mercedes parked outside the house. I 
had never seen him driving it before, but kept telling myself that it must 
have been his. After all, this man had more cars than I had nail polish. He 
had a different car for work, summer, winter, and vacations. He even had a 
luxury car, and one just for cruising. I figured the Mercedes parked out front 
must have been one of his “whatever” cars.

“Do you like it?” he asked, bringing my attention back to the new house.

“Oh yeah, it’s beautiful!” I told him with excitement, adding, “I’m 
definitely going to enjoy spending time here with you, and now that you’re 
closer, I’ll get to spend even more time with you!” 

Instinctively I wrapped my arms around him and kissed him passionately. 
In that moment, I realized that when I was around this man, I was genuinely 
happy. I’m not usually one to fall hard for a man, but against everything I 
believed in, I was falling in love with Derrick.

As I stood in this gorgeous house with my Old Man, I wanted to make 
sure he knew how happy I was. “I’m so glad to see you happy, Maddie. I 
have a surprise for you though,” he said. I smiled because I was certain it 
was the necklace we saw that weekend. It would have been the perfect way 
to end the day.

“Did you see that Mercedes out front?” he asked. I nodded. “It’s yours, 
baby. I’m so tired of seeing you with that old car. You deserve the best.” My 
jaw literally dropped. I was in a daze…utterly speechless.

I finally spoke. “I don’t know what to say. I just can’t take this car—” He 
interrupted me by pressing his lips against mine. He caressed my face and 
then took my hand. As we walked toward the kitchen, I couldn’t stop thinking 
about how this man just bought me a brand new car. But that wasn’t all.
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“I think I forgot to mention that this is yours too,” he said, holding his 
hands out in front of him.

“What do you mean?” I asked. I was dumbfounded and incredibly 
confused. I didn’t even have half a minute to get over the fact that the 
Mercedes outside was mine before he dropped his next surprise. 

“I bought this house for you. I want you to stay here while we date. This 
is a much nicer area, Maddie, and it’s a lot closer to my house and office. 
I could even come here for lunch, since you’re off for the summer. Maybe 
you could cook me something?”

It was an unbelievable moment. “Oh, Derrick, I can’t possibly accept 
this house. A car is already way too much. A house is just excessive.” I 
never would have expected such an amazing gift as a car, but now a house 
too? The emotions running through my body were indescribable. All of it 
felt like it was too much. Even more, it was too much too fast!

“Before you go crazy, understand that this is my home,” he said. “But I 
want you to stay here. So we can be closer together. Don’t think of it as me 
buying you a house per se. It’s more like I’m paying for your rent.”

For a split second, I thought he was being unreasonable. What do you 
mean you’re just paying the rent? Does he think he can buy me off? On the 
other hand, I did just accept a Mercedes.

I smiled, gave him a hug, and then a quick peck on the lips. He reached 
forward for a second kiss, which got heated fast. And for the first time ever, 
I felt his hands work their way down my lower back to my thighs.

I knew there was no turning back. I had fallen for Derrick. And we were 
about to take the next big step.

“Are there clean sheets on our bed?”

“I made sure there was, just in case,” Derrick replied as the tips of his 
fingers caressed the curve of my ass.  

“Just in case?”

“Just in case…” Derrick answered.
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I felt his tongue in my mouth. He was an amazing kisser.

I also felt the bulge in his pants when I leaned into him.

“Take me upstairs,” I whispered in his ear.

His fingers rubbed the denim between my legs. He could tell I was wet.

“Follow me.”

Derrick reached back and took my hand. I followed as he made his way 
up the stairs and down the hallway.

He opened the door and held out his arms.

“Come on, I’ll carry you over the threshold.”
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