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AUTHOR’S NOTE: 


Lordy, does this series have a story of its own. Aside from being the first new project I’ve taken on since June, I started brainstorming this one back in February. Not diving into it has been absolute torture. But the right time came after my back-log finished that heavy diet. 

You might have noticed the illustrated style for my covers is back. No, I’m not drawing/painting the artwork myself, which eats far too much time I should spend writing. So don’t panic. Alpha Creation’s curse of waiting for cover art won’t be hitting this series, because I’ve learned that lesson too well. 

With all the planning I’ve put into this series, including a trip to Chicago for research (no joke, but at least I could write it off on taxes), writing this series feels like the ‘climax’ scene itself. Hopefully it shows.


HAREM WISH

"This thing’s complete junk. What makes you think I can give you anything for it?” The little rich kid couldn’t have been old enough to buy beer yet, but desperation knows no age.

“Then it’s yours anyway.” He snatched his backpack off the counter and tried to make a run for it.

Reaching around the cracked, wooden totem, I snagged the back of his collar. “Hold up, this might be a junk store, but it’s not a trash can.”

"You see those nails in it? Every rightful owner can drive one in and make a wish, twice a month.”  A shrug and a dip broke him loose.

"Motherfucker!” Before it could echo through the empty store, he was already in the mostly abandoned wing of the mall.

Now, when you work in a failing mall, job security is always an open question. One anchor store closing can send what’s left of the place crashing in on itself like a drunk’s house of cards.

And when the consignment shop you’re stuck in is surrounded by a Chinese massage parlor and a discount bookstore full of overstock nobody wants to read… It's no wonder the place had been mostly vacant for years.

If what the guy  had said was true, why in the hell would he give it away like that? No more than a foot tall and loaded with rusty spikes, if anything, it looked like a case of tetanus waiting to happen. And I didn’t have health insurance.

I wasn’t picking it up with bare hands  A pair of gloves was somewhere in one of these counters. After digging through and putting them on, that thing had to get off the counter. My boss showed up to write my paycheck on Fridays, and that was about it. But I couldn’t risk the ass-chewing.

The weight surprised me, but what was probably a hundred nails didn’t help. I pushed the door to the back room open with my shoulder and sat the statue down on the work bench. I figured it was best to throw it in one of the old duffle bags Rick wouldn’t miss and chuck it in the trash at home.

I couldn’t help looking down at it.

“But you grant wishes for nails twice a month, huh?”

Reaching at the pegboard, I grabbed the hammer and then dug through the plastic bins for the other part. All I could find was one of those narrow finishing nails, but the guy never said it had to be a certain type. And this thing was loaded with everything from roofing nails to thumb tacks.

One-hundred million US dollars… No, wait, five-hundred-million. In a mix of big and small bills, in the middle of my living room when I get home.”

I picked one of the few empty spots and lined up my strike, feeling like an idiot. Driving the nail in, I figured I had nothing to lose but my dignity. For all I knew, Rick was closing the place up any day.


The best and worst thing about Chicago is the mass transit. It just depends on the time of year and the neighborhood. Between the heat, humidity, and my job as a clerk at a thrift shop… It wouldn’t shock anyone who knows this city that the body odor was eye-watering as the Red Line halted for the station at 63rd Street.

I’d been living in the top floor of a greystone rowhouse for a couple of years. It wasn’t too bad on rent, if you like hearing gunshots instead of birds when you open the windows. Washington Park stacks right up there with Engelwood in the violent crimes department. Sierra and Kylee downstairs were pretty fucking nice to look at too.

Standing up with my duffel bag on my shoulder, I held to the metal post near the door. The final lurch and jerk back is all the warning you get on the Red Line before the doors open all of five seconds and then slams shut. The metro train scooted off for the next stop before I was even close to the sidewalk. You’d think panhandlers would be a problem there. But no, they take the same metro line to hit up tourists downtown.

Jogging the four blocks to my place wasn’t about exercise. It was about not getting mugged. Being in good enough shape from it to run like hell had saved my ass more than once already.

All the nails in that fucking thing had rubbed my back raw, even through my shirt and its bag. But I was home. I was ready to veg out in front of the TV and pass out a few hours later.

Dragging myself up the flight of stairs, I thought I heard the place creak more than usual. A wood-framed building more than a century old will have noises. But not like, ‘beams are about to snap’ sounds.

I turned my key and eased inside. Sitting the bag down by the door, I noticed the giant block in front of my couch.

Nuh-uh… Turning on the lights and stepping closer confirmed it. It was a block of money too wide to wrap my arms around, and taller than my own six-foot self.

I couldn’t stand myself on top of the couch fast enough. Ones, tens, hundreds… All the denominations were stacked in what looked like equal numbers.

I whipped my head around to the bag by the door and then back at the block of cash. “I’m not believing this shit. There’s no fucking way.”

Crack! The floor dropped an inch beneath me. Taking an easy step down from the couch, I knew something was about to happen, even though I still thought it was a dream.

The pallet of money sagged lower. A few stacks toppled off as I realized what was about to happen.

“Oh hell!” I dove forward, wiping as many bundles off the top as I could. About four feet by four feet, tall as a man, and solid paper. There was no way the floor couldn’t handle all that weight.

I felt more pops a split-second before I heard them. Wiping off as many layers as I could, I hoped like it wasn’t futile. My stomach almost cleared my throat.

Grey dust and pure chaos enveloped all five senses, right down to the taste of copper in my mouth. My feet and ass hit solid ground. Then I felt the tsunami of money pile over me.

Every part of my body was locked in place, other than my right arm. Swiping loads of bills away, it took a good minute to take enough weight off my chest to breathe.

The dust cleared as I worked my left arm free. I turned as best I could. Even in the light from the street and choking haze, I knew I was in Sierra and Kylee’s unit.

“Fuck!” I swiped more money away from me until I broke free. “This is bullshit!”I get more money than the gross domestic product of some countries, and it almost fucking kills me.

Thankfully, those two were working their shift at Honkers. I even cleared all the bills off to make sure they hadn’t been crushed.


Now that I was back in my place and had finished panicking, everything set in. Using my second wish reverse the whole mess was tempting as hell, but at the cost of half a billion? You can bet your ass I wasn’t ready to wipe the whole episode away.

And that fucking wood and rust statue had already found a new home on my kitchen counter. No amount of studying it told me anything.

The sound of a car door outside made me jump. The blirp told me it was Sierra’s Mustang.

Jesus Christ, I’m boned. Sure, I guess I had the fuck-you kind of money now, but immediate problems are immediate problems. Not to mention explaining this shit to the landlord.

The main door to the greystone opened. I heard keys downstairs, and then Kylee asking, “Did you forget to lock the door again?”

“No, I remember double-checking.”I winced. Then Sierra’s mid-western, countrified accent almost made me piss myself.“What the fuck is this?”

A few seconds passed. Kylee broke the silence first. “Are you seeing this?”

“Yeah, but what the hell?”

Panicked as I was, I knew that fortune was mine. I ripped the magnetic knife holder off my wall and gripped one of the nails that held it up as hard as I could. After almost skinning my fingers, I had it out.

This totem had to have something to it, and I guessed I had one wish left for the month. “They’re gonna do whatever I say, no matter what.” Wedging the tip in a crack, I picked the statue up and slammed the nail’s head against the counter. It wedged in enough. A few more bashes had it in as much as any other. The fresh gouges in the laminate counter were the last things I was worried about.

From downstairs, Kylee’s voice rang out, sweet as a Shih-kah-go accent could manage. Which isn’t as exaggerated as people imagine. “I’m ticked, but it is money. And lots of it.”

“We know it’s not Nathan’s.”

Gee, thanks, bitch.

Kylee’s voice sounded like it was coming from their front door. “C’mon, we’d better check on him.”

Sierra’s words were clearer than ever. “I can see his ceiling, and it’s not busted, so how in the hell?”

I hardly ever heard someone coming up the stairs. Before I could stop hyperventilating, fists pounded against my door. My brain froze and I broke into a cold sweat. I didn’t know who to call, what to say, or even if I’d live through the night. Sierra had always seemed like the vicious type of blonde to me.

And sure enough, she yelled first. “Nate, open up!” They kept beating. I glanced at the cause of all this. It stared back with blank eyes from the porcupine coat of nails. “Nay-than!”

Shit. “I’ll be there in a second.”

Sierra wasn’t taking any crap. “How have you not noticed the big fucking hole?”

“I’m as confused as you are. Just calm down.”I turned the deadbolt and swung the door open.

Still in their Honkers tank-tops and pink hot-pants, they looked content as stoners watching the birds.

My head cocked on its own. “You two were pissed a second ago.”

Kylee and Sierra looked at between themselves like the other had acted totally out of line.

Oh… The damn statue. “Get in here, it’s a weird story.”


Have you ever told someone a tale you weren’t sure you believed yourself? Think about doing that with two wing waitresses sitting across a gaping hole in your floor and their ceiling. And now imagine they’re hanging on every word like my parents at church.

“That’s all I can tell you, but when I walked into my place, I saw the big stack of money and it fell through not even a minute later.” I knew they took every word as absolute truth, but I didn’t like the glances they passed at each other.

Sierra leaned forward kicked her sneaker at a nail hanging on the edge of the busted floor. “You mean, it’ll grant any wish?”

“That’s what the guy said. There’s probably two tons of cash down there, and you two shut up when I started talking. Add it up for yourself.”

Like it was a race, both of them got on their knees and started pulling at the nail.

“Hey, he said ‘the rightful owner,’ not whoever puts a hammer to it.” My mistake was not telling them not to try.

Kylee pulled her spike loose first and dashed for the kitchen. Taking the figure in one hand, she steadied the point and wedged it in. One whack against the refrigerator meant even more property damage.

Sierra whipped it from Kylee’s hand, doing the same against the backsplash. At that point, who fucking cares about a cracked tile?

But whatever they’d asked for, it didn’t seem like much, if anything at all. I shifted my mouth to one side of my face as I put my attention back on the millions sitting among the wood, plaster, and other debris downstairs. “So, any luck?”

If it hadn’t been Sierra’s voice, I wouldn’t have come so close to a coronary event. “We’ll do anything to help. Ask, and consider it done.” One look at their suddenly adoring eyes threw the night’s weird shit into overdrive.

Yep, I fought to keep myself from making them do what you’re thinking too. But we had an obscene amount of money to take care of, and a wrecked building to clean up.

“You two are off tomorrow, I fucking hope.”

Sierra tilted her head, blonde and dumb as you’d expect. “Yeah. Why?”

I wanted to scream because there’s a fucking fortune that crashed through your goddamned ceiling! “Just go to bed. We’ll figure it out tomorrow.”

Kylee took a step toward me. “Shouldn’t we do something about this, like, now?”

“Unless you can rebuild the floor, I don’t see what good it’ll do.” Fixing the damn building didn’t matter as much as getting all the cash out first. “Got to bed. We’ve got enough to deal with in the morning.”

Both of them looked at each other like I was a screaming moron. Sierra broke first. “Well, he sounds like he’s got a plan.”

“Yes! Bed! Go!” Not that I had the slightest idea how I’d clean this mess up.


The city garbage truck ripped me out of sleep. I’d forgotten to take my can to the curb, again.

After slapping at the alarm clock hours before it would go off, the previous night flooded back into my head. Holy shit… Suddenly a few bags of trash didn’t mean anything.

I stared at the ring of mold over my head. “Half a billion, and I’m stressing about this kind of crap.” But I still had to get all that money out of this dump.

My mind raced for a couple of minutes. I didn’t have a car, and I wasn’t toting piles of cash on a Greyhound. Plus, I’m sure my parents would start asking why I was making daily bus trips and stashing piles of money at their place.

Rent a moving truck, and stash it at Nana’s. My grandmother’s farm had turned into an overgrown mess since Pop had died, but there was an old fallout shelter nobody ever checked hidden inside the old barn. It wasn’t like Nana would ask any questions either.

I did the bare minimum, putting on a pair of sweatpants and stepping into my shoes. Lowering myself into the apartment below through the gaping chasm, I stood on top of the cube of money, my head still in my own place.

Other than the fall itself, I hadn’t been in Sierra and Kylee’s place. I knocked on what I hoped was a bedroom door. “It’s Nate. Come on, we’ve got work to do.”

Kylee opened her door just a crack. “It’s not even six yet.” But she wasn’t slamming it in my face. “What’s the plan?”

It drifted open all the way. Black panties and the white tee didn’t hide much more than her uniform.

Forcing myself not to stare at the pokies in front of me, I cocked my head toward their living room.  “Wake Sierra up and put as much money as you can in boxes, bags, or anything else that closes. I’m gonna go rent a U-Pack truck.”

Her eyes locked on mine, empty as they’d been hours before, if only for a second. Even without the spark of intelligence, the curly brunette and tanned skin made the steel blue piercing as ever.“Sure. We’ve still got boxes from our last move.”

Which was great, but with the kind of cash I had now, dozens of backpacks wouldn’t have been anything to buy. “I’ll get real clothes on and head to the rental place a few streets over. Plan on me being back in two hours or so.”

“So you’re moving all of it, or just skipping town?”

“What’s our landlord’s name? Ed?”

“I think so.”

The asshole only showed up to pick up the rent, but couldn’t be bothered to fix anything. “I guess Ed won’t even have to know this happened. I’m sure enough cash will get a contractor to do the work fast, and keep his mouth shut.”

Kylee rubbed her eyes and tried to fight back a yawn. Her tits pressed against the inside of her shirt, letting me sneak a better view than even the guys at Honkers got. Finally, she looked down the hall. “I’ll get the sleeping dragon up. You should probably run before that happens.”

As I dug out my driver’s license for the first time in over a year upstairs, the hole in the floor let me hear the whole event. Kylee hadn’t been joking. Apparently the early hours of the morning turned Sierra into a total bitch on wheels. More than usual, even.


We’d made it through Indianapolis with the first haul of what had to be two thirds of the money. After the eastern suburbs, the view from I-70 turned into the usual corn fields. But at least we’d get to the other side of New Castle before we lost daylight.

Sierra wiggled in the middle of the bench seat, trying to get comfortable. She’d been stuck there since we took a rest break at the halfway point. But even an hour wedged in the tight cab had to be it’s own kind of hell.

I got tired of her shoulder bumping me yet again. “You know, I can’t keep this damn thing in one lane with you tossing around like that. Stop.”

She did, but the totem didn’t mean they had to be happy about the orders. “If we do this again, I’m driving myself. Why did we need to come with you, anyway?”

Nana’s farm was a few hundred acres, and the closest I’d be able to get the truck meant it was a good quarter mile to pack every box and bag. All forty of them or so. “Would a thousand dollars shut you up, at least until we’re back in Chicago?”

“Five.” Her arms tensed like she wanted to squirm again. “For each of us.”

My right eyelid twitched. “Even with all this money, I’m not giving you that much. How about you blow me instead?”

I’d meant it as an off-hand remark. Pushing my right arm up and forcing me to almost swipe a passing car, Sierra forced her head and shoulders into my lap.

“I was joking!” Yet my zipper slid down anyway. “Hey!”

Fingers grasped at the rapidly growing chub through my boxers. By the time I felt the draft on my cock, it was standing at full attention.

She didn’t bother looking up. “After this, you really owe me that five-grand.”

Her lips pressed around the head as she gave me a quick jerk. Then her entire mouth swallowed me whole.

I gasped and shot a look at Kylee. The grin on her face told me she’d been tired of Sierra’s bullshit for too long. “At least you figured out how to shut her up.”

The buzz of the rumble strip forced me to put my eyes back on the interstate. It was a good thing too, because I was about to miss our exit.

Jesus, Joseph, and Mary… Sierra knew how to do more than run that fucking mouth. Her spit soaked the cotton nestled around my base before I’d even stopped at the end of the off-ramp.

It was probably safe to claim no man had ever gotten a blowjob while hauling hundreds of millions of dollars through Main Street in New Castle, Indiana. At least, until the bump of crossing the railroad tracks set me off.

And since I was on the hook if I returned the U-Pack truck too dirty, you know I told her to swallow.


Of course Nana was home, but her mind had been going for close to a decade. After introducing Sierra and Kylee for the second time, I realized she still thought I was twenty.

“No, Nana, I’m not dating either one of them.” My two ‘pack-mules’ sat on either side of me at the kitchen table. Because Nana had to fix a grand meal.

She got on her step-stool and checked the green beans. The salty aroma of country ham in the oven made the heat even more unbearable. “Well, I don’t care what your daddy says, you’re handsome and good enough for either of them.”

Kylee giggled as Sierra laid her forehead on the table.

But if I had to humor my grandmother, I at least wanted a good dig back at my father. “We are living in the same house together, if that clears anything up.”

She turned around with the wooden spoon shaking at me. “He’d throw a fit.” And you’d assume Nana was the classic, old church lady by looking at her. “Good. He needs to learn how to mind his own damn business and be happy for other people.”

For whatever reason, my father grew up in Nana’s strictly non-religious household, but found his meaning in life with some fire and brimstone pack of holy-rollers. And I’d always hated that church. “Dad’s idea of rebellion was getting baptized, I guess.”

Nana stepped down and eased into her chair across from us. “The preacher held his head under too long when it happened.”

I couldn’t stop myself from chuckling. Growing up as the ‘town goth’ in a Bible-thumping home had always made Nana my favorite. “No need to worry about that happening to me. I’m sure they’d tell me I’ll suffer eternal damnation for living with these two.” Not that she had to know the place was technically two apartments.

Kylee put her hands together and stretched them out to the middle of the table. “So, you don’t get along with your son? Nathan hasn’t told us anything about his family.”

Four-foot-eight of piss and vinegar stared back. “Randall put that boy through hell growing up. I don’t blame him for running off to Chicago the first chance he had. Besides, if you can’t sin, what the hell did Jesus die for anyway?”

“At least I grew out of the gothic thing.” But don’t we all cringe when we look at our high school photos?

The plastic chicken on the stove dinged. “Food’s done, so everyone help yourselves.” Nana cocked an eye at Sierra’s refusal to even say a word or look at her. “Especially you, Blondie. Put some meat on those bones.”

I put an elbow in Sierra’s ribs and smirked back at Nana. “She’s on this high-protein diet now, so I guess she’s in luck.”

As she mumbled from between the arms folded around her head, I barely caught, “Fuck you, Nathan.”

Nana didn’t try to hide that her hearing was still tack-sharp. “Not on my dinner table, you aren’t.”


I stacked the final box of bills with the rest. Grandpa’s paranoia about ‘those pinko bastard Soviets’ had finally paid off. Not that anyone other than myself had been down in the bunker since the Berlin Wall fell.

Kylee sat on the twin-sized bed behind her. The sound of the box spring made it clear that it was far older than any of us. “So, Nathan, are we hiding the rest of the money down here?”

Dusting my hands off, I watched Sierra take a seat next to her. “I’ll probably hide what’s left in a few different places. It’d suck ass is I put it all in the same place, only to find out someone’s run off with it one day.”

Sierra unzipped one of the backpacks and pulled out a stack with an orange band around it. Flopping it in the air, she reached with her other hand and gave Kylee her own. “I think this is fair, so long as you want us to keep our mouths shut.”

“You’re kidding, right?” Not that losing ten-grand would kill me. “If I wanted to, I could just order you two to forget any of this ever happened.”

“But you’re not.” She flipped and hand through her ‘pay’ as the grin widened. “Hand me one of these every time, and I’d leave in the middle of my dad’s funeral if that’s when you wanted it.”

“We’re all stuck in this together for now.” Kylee, I wouldn’t have minded at all. “At least until I get the floor repaired, whether I like it or not.” But I planned on getting Sierra’s ass out of my hair for good, the first chance I could get.

Sierra whispered in Kylee’s ear. I didn’t pay them any mind as I opened the package for the ridiculously expensive padlock I’d bought.

Testing the key, I sat on the bed opposite from the one they were taking up. “It’s funny. If you had asked me what I’d do in this situation before it happened, my answer would have been a lot different from how it’s all played out so far.”

Kylee put a hand over her mouth as she answered back to her friend. But I was more worried about putting the tube of graphite powder inside the lock. At least it turned smoothly after that.

Sierra whispered something back as I stood up. It finally wore on my nerves.

“Do you mind sharing whatever that secret is with the rest of the class? Or do I need to order it out of you?”

Turning red as Grandpa’s Slavic boogeymen, Sierra wasn’t about to let it out.

I looked at Kylee. “Well?”

Her eyebrows lifted as she cast her gaze to Sierra. “This was her idea, not mine.”

“Then out with it.”

“Ten-thousand more, and you could do both of us at the same time.”

Sierra wasn’t about to look at anything but her bare knees.

Kylee watched for my reaction. “Even if she’s joking, I’d be down with it for that amount.”

“I’m rich now, I guess. But I’m not stupid.” I pointed at the ladder. “Let’s get outta here. It’d be nice to get back to Chicago by midnight.”

It finally broke Sierra. “Wait. You’re turning it down?”

Am I? The thought of giving in and taking the offer brought my dick back to life. “Until I had this cash, neither one of you would have imagined something like that.”

Like it was the most obvious truth in the world, Sierra rolled her eyes. “And what was your first clue?”

I took the first rungs of the ladder. “You two coming before I lock the door? There’s a month of food and water down here, but it’s all from 1973. I don’t think the five-grand I’m letting each of you keep would do much good either.”


You don’t realize how massive and all-encompassing Chicago is until you drive back into it at night. Especially after driving through counties with more tractors than people. But we were almost home, minus the bulk of my fortune.

And Nana really believed that I was just storing some old junk away. Or more likely, she just didn’t give a shit about what I was up to.

Kylee had drifted off, snoozing with her temple resting on my shoulder. I wasn’t about to move her, because at least it kept her still.

Meanwhile, Sierra had hardly said a word the entire ride back. I pressed the button to crack her window open, seeing if she was still alive over there.

“What the hell was that for?”

“Just checking on you.”

She kept quiet until I took the exit and waited for the light to change. “Every time I drive home from work, I wonder what it would take to live in one of those skyscrapers downtown.”

I looked north through the windshield. Willis Tower, which used to be Sears Tower, loomed over the city with it’s shining pair of antennas. Even seven miles away, it wanted to remind you that it had once been the tallest building in the world. And still dominated the skyline.

Sierra’s face took on a greenish hue as the signal changed. I pulled onto 59th and asked, “You really wanna pay that much for an apartment?”

“That’s easy for you to ask.” As I turned for our street, the look on her face told me what she was about to say. “I never went to college, and waiting tables at Honkers won’t make me rich.”

“Maybe that’s not the ultimate goal in life.”

“So says the man who wished for all that money in the first place.”

She had me there. “If I do move downtown, I’ll need concubines. That’s a thing rich guys have, right?”

“If I don’t have to carry another plate of wings in my life, I’m onboard.”

The glitchy streetlight that marked the start of our block flickered just within view. “I was joking.”

“I wasn’t, and Sleeping Beauty here would tell you the same thing.” Sierra pointed at the intersection. “You’ll have to circle around, unless you want a ticket for parking against traffic. And don’t hit my car.”

From serving beer and overpriced chicken, to live-in prostitutes. “That hardly seems like an upgrade, if you ask me.”

“Nate, I came here from Iowa a couple of years ago. Until I found the job I have now, I thought I’d have to strip to put a roof over my head.” Which she had the body for. “But instead, I hike those shorts up until the wedgie tries to cut me in half, and then hope like hell the idiots get buzzed enough on light beer to think I’m actually flirting with them. How is that any better?”

“When you put it that way, I guess it isn’t.” Not that my job at Rick’s consignment was glamorous, but sexual harassment from the customers wasn’t part of the duties list. “Maybe that explains why you’re such a surly bitch all the time.”

“I didn’t want fame or to live in the lap of luxury. I just wanted more than what Fort Dodge had to offer.”

“New Castle is the same. If you can’t find a job in one of the few factories left or your daddy doesn’t pass you the farm, you’re kinda screwed if you stay.” And I didn’t want to grow corn and soybeans, or bust ass on a production line.

“So you get it, right?”

I turned back onto our street, approaching the house from the opposite direction. “Kinda.” Not that I’d found my own path in life just yet, until the wooden statue and a crate of money turned everything on its head.

“Hey,” Sierra nudged Kylee as I parked, “we’re back. Get up.”

Before the brunette between us opened her eyes, I stopped before opening my door. “If we’d have had this conversation months ago, we probably would have gotten along better. We’re not that different, are we?”

Sierra tapped Kylee on the cheek. Seconds before it worked, she smiled for once and answered, “I guess we’re not.”


Sleep was hard to settle into that night. Rick still needed me to open up the shop in the morning, and as much as I wanted to tell him to go fuck himself, I never had been one to leave people hanging like that. Hundreds of millions in cash or not.

Tossing around until I caught four-forty AM on my alarm clock, I knew I’d barely stay awake until the bossman would take over at three. But what else could I do?

Flashes of color filled my head as I drifted off again. Something made me lean toward the middle of the bed. I rolled onto my stomach and draped my left arm out. But I didn’t feel cool sheets and flat mattress.

The sweeter voice from downstairs filled my ear. “It’s just me.”

“What the fuck?”

“Easy.” The feeling of legs rubbing against my own almost got my eyes open.

I already knew it was Kylee. “So, does she snore or something?”

“I can’t sleep.”

I’d locked my door, but there was nothing stopping the girl from climbing into my apartment. You know, with the giant hole in my living room floor. “So what’s this about?” The fact that she wasn’t slipping under the covers told me plenty.

“Sierra told me about what she offered you.” And Kylee wasn’t pushing my arm off of her waist.

I parted my lids. She really did look great in my own bed, even in the light from the window. “I figured she’d try this, but I’m shocked you crawled up here.”

But in an oversized t-shirt and fleece pants, Kylee wasn’t dressed for the job. Not that she wasn’t still hotter than a ten-dollar pistol, regardless. “Nate, I’m fine with it.” Her fingers pushed between my cheek and the stack of pillows. “But I won’t pressure you into it.”

Probably because you think I’ll chuck a few million your way, for being the nice chick. “I’m sorry if this comes across the wrong way, but I don’t trust either of you right now.”

She giggled, a little too out of place. “Then order us to forget everything. You know you can.”

“I probably should.” But out of the two, I’d let Kylee tag along long before I’d put up with Sierra. I’d had enough of small-town girls for nearly a decade. “But why the hell are you here right now?”

“Sierra’s not that bad, once you get to know her.”

Or the blonde harpy was just a convenient ride to and from work. “Yet here you are, in my place.”

“Listen,” her legs pushed a little more against mine, “even if we don’t get anything more than a nicer place to stay out of this, even Sierra knows she should be kissing your ass for the privilege.”

“And you?” Not that I was pushing her off of me. “What’s the motivation for showing up?”

Like it was an open invite, Kylee pulled the sheets over herself. The warmth of her body raised the temperature by a few degrees. “With the kind of money you have now, there’s hardly any girl out of your reach. But how many could you order around?”

Instinct made me pull her closer. It felt too damn good. “Give it a month. I already explained the rules of the damn thing.”

“Which is fair.” Her two biggest toes split over my shins, rubbing down to my ankles. “She’ll try to be your wife, but I won’t bullshit you.”

And now the truth comes out. “You’re still after money.”

Kylee snuggled closer. “I’d be on your dick already, if that was the goal.”

“Bull-butter.”

Her arms wrapped around my lower back. The heat of her breath on my cheek tossed me for a loop. “I know what this is, and I don’t care.”

Fingers grasped around my wrist. Before I knew it, I was feeling the silky mound between her legs.

Kylee’s voice filled my ear again. “She doesn’t have to know about this.”

I had to huff all the air out of my lungs. Tilting my head up, I caught the trace of blonde in the doorway. “Goddammit, you little whore!”

Sierra wasn’t hiding it. “Like you don’t know what this is all about.”

Even in the dark, I made sure Kylee knew I wasn’t happy. “And you too? Fucking really?”

But the adorable-hot brunette next to me had her own context to put it in. “Believe it or not, this was my idea.”

“I’ll go with ‘not.’ You’re not the gold-digging type, or at least, I didn’t think you were.”

“Other than forcing us to do what you said, you weren’t an asshole about it.” Her fingers tightened around my forearms. “And you paid, like, really well.”

As far as I was concerned, it was only fair to part with a tiny percentage of a percent of what I’d simply wished into being. “So you two think it should be a permanent thing. Is that it?”

Sierra walked forward until she was at the corner of my bed. “You can turn it down, if you want. But when’s the last time you had a chance like this?”

I’d always figured getting those two into a three-way with myself was too ridiculous to even bother fantasizing about. Thinking about what I’d do to the redhead who worked the gyro stand in the mall’s food court seemed more productive. “It’s tempting, but what’s the catch here?”

Like my reasoning was little more than a kaleidoscope of stupidity and missing the point, Sierra huffed as she pushed both hands against the mattress. “You haven’t ordered us to do this, even though you could.”

“I made you suck my dick.”

“And you didn’t make Kylee here do anything when you realized she was in your bed. Not gonna lie, it was kinda sweet watching you two.”

I saw the hint of bitch come back to her face, knowing Sierra had heard what I’d said about her. The time for new orders had come. “Both of you,” I locked eyes with Sierra and then with Kylee, “tell me what you’re really after.”

Kylee let go of me and scrambled out of the covers, sitting on her knees beside Sierra. Answering first, she offered, “I’m not ready to settle down with anyone in particular, and it sounds more fun and rewarding than working at Honkers until I’m too old to do it anymore.”

Staring knives at Sierra, I asked, “And your excuse?”

At least when she was honest, Sierra had the kind of bluntness I liked in a person. “I don’t give a damn what you think. I do what gets me paid.”

“Fine.” I pushed myself up and whipped the covers off of myself. “You two show me what I’m getting. If I like what I see enough on the test drive, I’ll go for it. Five-thousand more for both of you, either way.”

With their rent paid for the year with only a day’s effort, they weren’t protesting with their faces. Sierra pushed the issue first, crawling over the bed until she was over Kylee.

Hands wrapped around heads as their lips met. Whether it was their first time trying something like this or not didn’t matter. They were damn good at it anyway.

Seeing those two French like natural lipstick-lesbians forced me to turn my lamp on. If this was gonna happen, I wanted to see everything. Imagination filling in the details felt like it’d be too much of a waste.

Kylee moaned as she and Sierra began tearing at each others clothes. Greedy fingers snagged on every bit.

A little less naked than her more submissive friend, as if that meant anything at that point, Sierra grabbed Kylee by the shoulders and forced her down against the bed. Both of them looked tickled pink to even be there.

The golden brown of Kylee’s legs wrapped around Sierra’s hips. Fully absorbed in each other, I knew they wouldn’t mind if I helped things along.

It might have been a little bold of me, but neither of them complained when I helped the pair fleece pants and tiny shorts down the rest of the way. Because what guy doesn’t like seeing two girls in nothing but panties and shirts go at it like that?

Their mouths played the best soundtrack ever. Every pop and whimper made the deal sound like a better idea by the second.

But if I was about to misbehave, why not make the most of it? When you’re in that situation, shame doesn’t mean a fucking thing anymore.

Placing myself next to them, I sat cross-legged and didn’t mind the erection sneaking out of the front of my boxers.

Showing how ready they were, each of them had a hand on my shaft like I was just another prop to hold onto.

I settled in, tilting my head back as my woodie pulsed up a few more notches of hardness. Their moans told me how grateful they were, like I’d given them permission to do something that had been forbidden until then.

Forcing myself to look back down at them, I said, “If this is the first time you two have gone at it like this, I’m the goddamned Pope.”

Their mouths smacked apart. Looking at me through the corner of her eye, Sierra uttered, “Wouldn’t you like to know...”

Seeing how worked-up they were, it was either the first or five-hundredth time. Not that I cared either way. The double handjob was doing more for me than either answer could have.

I still wanted more. Leaning over, I reached for the bands of their final layer. A quick tug at both pairs of panties brushed my knuckles against skin that felt too hot and supple to be real.

Both of them scooted closer to me, pressing down to my base and using my cock like a handle.

Compared to being a guy who hadn’t been laid in almost a year, working a shit-job for a ghetto apartment… This was what it felt like to be alive. I never had been one to think money could buy happiness, but I was sure as hell smiling more in that moment than any homeless person I’d ever seen.

Kylee’s ass dipped as Sierra’s went up. A hint of their tongues came out to part ways before they turned their attention my way.

Both shirts lifted over their heads at once. All four of the mounds settled at once with just a slight bounce. Natural as fuck, settling the doubts I’d had about their tits. This wasn’t a tipping kind of performance anymore.

A little evil came over me. “Go ahead, do whatever you really want to do to each other, like you know it won’t make shit weird later.”

Hair flew, blonde and brunette. Then their voices got louder, even as their mouths stayed locked together.

Damnation! I watched Kylee’s toes curl as Sierra ducked a hand between their legs. The sudden moan told me everything I needed to know.

Then I felt the tug on my own pants.

Sierra almost fell over herself as she looked up at me. “Her turn!”

I tried putting my hands behind myself, almost getting them there before my dick vanished into Kylee’s mouth.

Fuck… Fuck!

Sierra joined in. Both tongues swirled around me like I was a lollipop. And even then, I had to look down to make sure it wasn’t just the longest, most fucked up dream of my life.

Something about it must have been delicious enough, because these two started competing over who could get the most taste buds on me as possible. I wavered between which one was my favorite down there every few seconds. Either way, they were more than eager to show me what they could do.

A hand cradled my jewels like they were priceless. Not sure which one it was, I knew it was time to see what they had going on.

I leaned over and took hold of Kylee’s ass with both hands. Heat guided me until I had my fingers on her slit. The first touch on that dripping cunt had her squealing into my dick.

Fingering that smoldering honeypot coursed my shaft with almost too much life. Sierra went to town on me as Kylee tried keeping hold of herself. But by the time I had two fingers in her, the girl was rushing toward the edge.

Her walls twitched as alternated my digits. As one curled, the other reached back inside. Yeah, it wasn’t her g-spot, but I don’t think Kylee had enough sense left to give a damn.

I was about to settle in, loving Sierra’s work enough to start gasping. But before I realized she’d stopped blowing me, I felt the sting in my cheek.

“You let me suck your dick twice, and I don’t even get fingered?” I turned my head just enough to catch her glaring back at me. “Asshole...”

Kylee took over, grazing a few licks up my cock as I stared back.

Does she want me to hate-fuck her? For all intents and purposes, Sierra was doing everything just short of begging for it. “Shut the hell up and be happy I’m letting you do this much.”

Her natural pout turned into a total bitch face as Sierra backed off. Not that it took much to get her there.

I hooked my grip inside Kylee as I took a hard crack at her ass with the other hand. Slipping out of her, the chill of wetness meeting air wasn’t nearly as bad as losing that raw heat on my fingers.

Sunrise had begun, letting me see the full glory of her as I pushed Kylee onto her back. Slim and curvy, while being exotic yet sweet as the girl next door. It’s no wonder I’d have been fine with taking her with me when I’d end up bolting from this slum.

But if Sierra was tagging along, she had to learn her place.

I let myself drop onto all fours, making sure I caught the blonde’s attention. “If you want this deal, you’re gonna learn your damn role.”

All Sierra could do was watch.

Not that I cared what she thought. Taking my dick at the hilt, the slick pussy beneath me gave almost too easily as my tip prodded at the entrance.

Kylee gripped her fingers in the spaces between my ribs. If I’d have been worried about more than one part of my body, it would have hurt like hell.

Pushing forward, her walls didn’t give way like they’d promised. Forcing myself a little harder made her lips part.

“So damn tight...” I buried my face between her neck and ear. “I always knew you were more innocent than you put on.”

Not that she was a virgin. But it still felt like I was squeezing into something four sizes too small.

Kylee pulled harder against my sides, busting my dick through the tightness. The way she cried out was almost too precious.

Sierra took her spot, facing us from the corner of the bed. The hand running between her legs told me she was getting something out of it herself.

Driving myself in that last bit, I felt my tip bump against the back wall of Kylee’s pussy. Skin as tight as warm as her inner-world pushed against my own.

Then her voice drifted into my ear. “Stay right there.” One of her hands slipped up my back. “Please.”

Too tight for her own good. Sierra had always been the one coming and going from a different car at least once a week. Sometimes the city girl is the one you’d feel safer bringing home to mom.

“Just fuck her already. Good god.”

I gave Kylee a nibble on the earlobe before I pushed my chest up and looked up at her friend. “At least she hasn’t had half of Chicago in her.”

Not that Sierra acted like she cared. “If I come before she does, you’re horrible at this.”

Easing back, I gave Kylee as much doting care as I could manage. With just the head left inside, I gave her the slowest pump I could.

All four of her limbs gripped onto me. By the time I was back to her core, the tremble in her legs had already started.

Another push, this time bordering on an actual thrust. The heat of her gasp flooded over both sides of my throat.

The tension around my cock eased just enough to let me slip through her passage. I put my face next to her ear again. “You think you can handle it?”

Framed in chocolate hair and umber skin, there was just enough light for the aqua in her eyes to light up as she nodded. I never had figured out her ethnicity, but when you’re pushing balls-deep in a girl this damned beautiful, she could have been the daughter of Spock and a circus elephant for all I cared.

The schlick of fingers working between thighs competed with the moans. Sierra began filling the room with her own like this was some kind of race.

A decent shock into her body made Kylee drop one of her hands. Biting on an index finger, she tried to maintain eye contact with me. But the first hard bump slammed her lids like doors in an argument.

“That’s right, bang her like she’s the coldest bitch you’ve ever met.”

I looked at the blonde cheerleader only feet away. Grinding myself deep into her roommate, I had to flick a thumb on the bean just above my shaft. Kylee’s ankles shook in-time with every rub.

“You two never went at each other? So much for that fantasy.”

Sierra quit tapping the man in the canoe and crawled forward. She pushed me off her friend and took my place.

Kylee didn’t stop whimpering as Sierra pushed fingers into where my dick had been.

I stood up, seeing the opportunity in front of me. With her ass in the air and wet cunt shining, Sierra wasn’t hiding what she wanted.

Clapping one hand against her ass, I felt the prime wetness Kylee had left on every inch of me with the other. Hot and inviting from inches away, Sierra’s cunt was the opposite of her personality.

Teasing the bell-end of my shaft along the narrow lips, I gave her clit a good tapping. Feeling her push into me, I knew it was time to take it all out on her.

Prodding myself against the verge of her cunt, I was shocked at how little give she had. But with the slightest pressure, half my shaft was already inside. Either way, she wasn’t exactly trying to get me out of her.

I sank in, feeling her toes clench with the front of my thighs. Another crack at her ass forced Sierra to yelp. I left the red print behind and rested my palm on the small of her back.

Pushing against her I gave the blonde nightmare every inch I had. Keeping the force up, my cock dug in. My fingers wrapped around the flare of her hips.

Sierra backed up a little more. Pausing long enough to glance back at me, she asked, “Is that all you’re gonna do to me?”

My knuckles turned white around her body. I’d spent too long trying not to think about the kind of the angry sex I wanted to give.

Jolting out and then back in, I forced Sierra’s voice to crack. “Shut the fuck up and keep finger-banging her.”

Her eyes squinted until that heavy mascara almost disappeared. With a hint of a grin, Sierra added, “You know it was worth the wait.”

Slamming against her body five or six times, she was ramping the moans up until Kylee’s turned into background noise. All the shitty looks and bitchy comments flooded back at once. I wasn’t trying to make Sierra come. I was taking more than a year of simmering hatred out on her.

Reaching for one of her shoulders, I used the extra leverage to crush as deep as I could. Pulling her into me, the way my shaft dug around in her forced every one of my muscles to tense up. Kylee shivered beneath her as I popped myself again.

Not hiding it anymore, Sierra bucked her head until I saw the whites of her eyes. “Fuck yes!”

The miniature train kept up the steam. Looking down at what had been an unreachable fantasy until that damn statue chanced into my life, I wondered again if it was all some vision from a nap that had gone on too long.

But no, that grip of Sierra’s walls was far too real. Kylee was just about to fold in on herself when I pulled out.

Letting go of Sierra and backing away, I whipped my hand against her ass again. “Back off, I’m feeling this one.”

My second wish took hold again. Rising up, Sierra let her roomie off with something just short of a climax. “You’d better give her what she wants.”

Kylee rolled onto her left side, wrapping her left arm around the back of both knees. I pulled her closer to the edge of the mattress. That pussy was still wet as a glass of water.

I pressed down on her waist and took a wild stab at what I hoped was the right angle. Plunging in like I’d never left, Kylee balled her entire self into a knot.

The curves of her body looked even better that way. Vulnerable and more than willing to take whatever I could put her through, that brief flirtation with thinking Sierra was more fun dropped to the wayside.

But Kylee wasn’t content with simply enjoying it. Breaking out of her daze, I saw her eyes crack open. Gasping in a breath as I slipped through her slide, she tensed up before begging, “Just fuck it, don’t stop...”

Her eyes closed again as I snatched her right wrist. Kylee scratched into my thigh. The harder I beat myself into her, the deeper she pressed those nails. As much as it forced me to go harder, I knew she might break my skin before I could get her all the way there.

Some kind of twitch coursed her walls to slam tight, running its way from Kylee’s entry, all the way to where my tip met her limit. Soldiering myself on through, it kept getting tougher to keep ramming forward.

Then she broke. Kylee’s teeth chattered as her neck clenched. The honey skin blushed pink as her voice trailed off into a squeal that wouldn’t end.

Four lines stung into my arm as she gripped hard, and not just with her fingers. Like her own body was begging for it, I felt her lock tight around my dick. Barely able to pull myself halfway out from the base, I didn’t need any more to keep fucking away.

Her face contorted, drifting between satisfied angel and voracious sex-fiend with each drive in and out.

Finally, the poor thing had gotten enough. Kylee snapped shut around me, crying out until I saw her pulse on her throat.

I wanted to keep going, but by the time I would have been ready to go off, she might have stroked out on me. Not that it would have taken me long with her coming like that.

Giving her the mercy I knew she deserved, I fought to pull my cock out. Sitting beside her, I felt Kylee’s fingers tangle in mine. Even then, she kept twitching as if I’d put a live wire on her.

Then Sierra put herself in front of me. Standing with both hands on her waist, she titled her head to one side. “You only won because I was too busy watching. Who knew she had a hair-trigger like that?”

Kylee pulled harder on my hand. The last of the peak shook itself through her body.

I stared at the equally hot girl looming over me. “I guess it shouldn’t be a surprise she’s that tight. If she’d ever had a guy over, I’d have fucking heard it.”

But Sierra wasn’t happy with a show alone. Her knees hit the bed as she settled into my lap.

I tried to lean back. Then an arm wrapped behind me. “No, don’t lie down.” Giving the orders wasn’t her place, but Sierra drove a hard bargain.

Her teeth clamped on my lower lip. Then her cunt pressed against the bottom of my shaft. Sliding herself almost to the tip, she teased at planting herself right down on it.

Fingers closed around the side of my neck. As she stopped biting down, I felt her eyes looking me in the face. “If you’re paying this much, I can at least make it seem like a bargain.”

Which meant she wanted a repeat customer, to me, at least. “Don’t think I’ll pay this much every time.”

Her pussy took me in. Cramming me in all the way to the trunk, she pushed my jaw up until I was we made eye contact. “We’ve got our own way of talking you into it.”

I wasn’t thinking with the brain in my skull. The one just over my balls had taken over. “Keep this shit up, and I’ll give both of you a salary.”

Sierra perked her hips up before swirling them back down on me. “How much are we talking about here?”

If I were sane in the moment, I’d have told her to fuck off. But it felt great enough to answer, “Four-thousand a week, but I call when and how often.”

Her walls gripped around me again. “Deal, so long as that’s for each of us.”

Fuck it. Sierra’s pussy negotiated in its own way as my will gave in. “Just keep doing that.”

Grinding hard with my dick plunged all the way through her, she wasn’t letting me off without taking her pound of flesh. At least she was looking out for Kylee. I had to respect that, if only a little.

I shot a look to my side. Kylee was still convulsing it out, exactly where I’d left her.

Sierra’s grip took my jaw. Forcing me to watch every ounce of psycho in her eyes, she whispered, “Why are you so worried about how she’s doing?”

Even though I’d gone from retail lackey to pornographically rich, I still had my standards. “She’s done. You’d better not be bluffing.”

Rolling herself from left to right on my dick, Sierra gripped the hair on my chest. “You’re so damn close, but you’ll never admit it.” Which had nothing to do with the pile of exhaustion next to us.

And why the fuck would I? I’d taken her from the stuck-up bitch who wouldn’t look at me to a hood ornament for my cock. The best thing I could think of was just grinning back.

As she rose herself up my shaft, Sierra returned the look. “It’s okay to admit you like it.”

I snatched one wrist from my face, the other from my side. Forcing both behind her back, I wrapped a hand around them.

Taking the cue, she began romping herself in my lap. I pulled down on her arms to give it that much more force. Not that she needed the help.

Dipping the thumb of my free hand between her lips, I settled in for what had to be the final run. Slick and rough at the same time, her tongue fluttered around until she began whimpering.

I pulled my hand down, grabbing one tit and using it to help the other hand. “You fuck like you’re not much good for anything else.”

She took me all the way in, grinding herself against my hips until I winced. “Is there anything wrong with that? Not everyone wants to be an attorney or engineer.” At least she knew her assets, and wasn’t about to lie about what she had going for her.

Letting go of her wrists, gripped both hands on her shoulders. Pushing all my strength down on both of us, I had Sierra locked hard on my dick.

The way she ground into me made the wetness inside her leak out. But it was doing just as much to her as it was to me.

Not letting up on the pressure, I didn’t pay attention to her nails scratching into my chest. “You’d better fucking come soon.”

She ripped gouges into my skin that wouldn’t stop hurting for days. “Guys always do what I want, just for the chance to do this again.”

Not that it had gotten her out of this shitty place. “Prove it. I dare you.”

Sierra whipped her head to one side, keeping her eyes on me from their corners. “You’re lucky I’m not trying to plant a kid on you right now.”

Dumb as it might have been to risk it, I believed her. Most of her big tippers were married, and waitressing while pregnant had to be a bitch and a half. Even if the bigger boobs would have helped for a while.

Her cunt felt slick as an oil spill all of a sudden. That fake restraint cracked around the edges. By the time my forearms cramped from pushing down on her, Sierra had ducked her chin against her neck.

I pushed my ass against the mattress and then slammed deep from below. The jarring blow forced her eyes open again, and a scream from on deep out of her.

My hands traced the curve of her body until I had Sierra by the thickest part of her hips. The motion of her cunt picked up until I heard the damn thing flowing wetness around my shaft.

Fighting to open her eyes, Sierra forced a smile. “Go on, fucking come!”

The way she begged for it chucked me right into the fire. I bit my teeth together until my jaw cramped. It felt like I was fighting a wire muzzle as I groaned out, “You first.”

Ramping it up until she was on the verge, Sierra dropped her chest into mine. The change in angle did as much for her as it was for me. “Yes! Fucking come...”

My arms closed around the small of her back. Before I could press down, I felt the twitching fit boil up from inside her.

Hot liquid flowed over my balls. The last shred of sanity in my head caught it. Jesus, she fucking squirts. I’d have assumed Kylee had that talent first.

Pressure filled my left ear as she half-whispered, half-screamed, “You’d better fucking come!”

One slip of her pussy down my shaft ripped me apart. I groaned and pulled her into me with white knuckles.

Mid-thrust, the first load shot out like a bullet. Savoring the feeling, her voice crying against my ear didn’t ruin it one bit. I’d always wondered what it’d feel like to anger-bang a girl. And that release unspooled more tension than a knock-down, drag-out fight.

Sierra’s cunt pressed harder against me, even as her body went slack and my strength gave out. I wasn’t complaining, or even capable of figuring out where it had come from.

A rush of air that left my ear ringing blasted through. Then Sierra whimpered, “Oh my god...”

Then another voice talked me into bursting everything I could. “Keeping coming in her.”

My will gave out. Relaxing everything, but still getting more tired by the second, I felt like I was about to goddamned die.

Warm, thick fluid flowed out of her as Sierra dug myself into her. Feeling the bump inside the deep of her pussy on my tip forced another load out. I’d lost all control, and didn’t care if either of them saw it.

Soft hair pressed between our faces, but her voice kept trickling through. “So warm...”

I had to gasp as the final shot drained my tank.

Then Kylee’s voice came in from above. “I get the next round of that.”

My entire body quaked, just thinking about it. After that, I barely remember shit.


With those two along for the ride with all that money, it didn’t take long to start checking luxury apartments. A few million could outright buy four bedrooms, dozens of stories in the air. I hadn’t quit Rick’s shop just yet, and I’ll get to why, eventually.

In the meantime, I was ready to move into a neighborhood that wasn’t an urban shooting range. But that presented its own problems.

We hadn’t spoken in years, but I knew Steve Perkins was the one guy who could help me. At least, without running his mouth. He still owed me for lying about who burned down the old feed mill.

Opening a new browser tab among the pile of upper-crust realty listings, I pulled up his social media. After a little digging, I found the accounting firm that had offered him an obscene compensation package out of college.

A stuffy receptionist picked up after a few tones. “Jeffries and Bell. How may I direct your call?”

“Steven Perkins.”

“Your client ID?”

Fuck. It was time for my one true skill: Bullshitting.

Sucking in a good breath, I put on a fake smile that would carry through in my voice. “The company he told me to invest in is about to file chapter eleven. I need his ass on the line, now.”

The line clicked right before a different ringtone buzzed in my ear.

“This is Steve.”

I let the Indiana corn-pone flood back into my voice. “Hey there, Whistle-Dick!”

A moment of silence almost roared through the speaker next to my ear.

Grinning like a fool at clown college, I knew it was time to jar him back to life. “This is Nate Collins. I’m calling in that favor you owe me.”

Being the one guy in our graduating class who had made something of himself, Steve already had his answer loaded. “I can’t drive three hours to bail you out. Sorry bud.”

“How much money would you need to handle to make it worth your time?”

He sighed on the other end of the call, from somewhere downtown. “If you aren’t talking seven or eight digits, this firm isn’t a wise choice for you.”

The look on my face hadn’t dulled at all. “Nine figures, actually, and I’m not looking for a firm. I need a fixer.”

“What have you gotten yourself into, Nate?”

Other than those two downstairs, nothing yet. “I’ve got a reservation at Elm & Blocker tonight. Seven-thirty. My treat.”

“That’s a generous offer.” Which was guaranteed to cost as much as my rent, no matter how much the restaurant portrayed itself as ‘upscale, but not.’ “Care to hint at what this is about?”

“After I hang up, I’ll send you a picture that should explain enough. You up for being there?”

“Half-past-seven. Got it.”

I pulled the phone away from my ear and tapped the red button on the screen. Even though the guy lived in the world of spreadsheets, a photo of enough cash to fill a hot tub would get the point across well enough.

But now that I had ‘accomplices’ on my payroll, Kylee and Sierra needed something classier than a Honkers uniform or laundry-day clothes. And so did I.

Stomping on the carpet, I leaned out of my bedroom so my voice would carry through the gaping maw between the floors. “Hey, wake your asses up!”

It was still a few hours before noon, but Sierra was already doing whatever the hell she does. “Nate, what the fuck?”

“I’ve got an important meeting tonight, and you two are coming along.” Walking the several paces to the pit, I stared down at her. “You think you can behave yourself well enough for a snooty, five-star restaurant?”

As I forwarded the evidence to Steve, Sierra put both fists on her hips. “Where I’m from, Olive Garden is fancy eating.” She pursed her lips to one side before asking, “What’s the occasion anyway?”

Being so honest with her was dangerous, but at least I had verbal command. “Outside of paying cash for small shit, I need a way to launder all this money and make it legit.”

When you’ve lived mostly off of tips, that makes sense. Sierra wasn’t about to talk back on that one. Not even saying a word, she marched right for Kylee’s room.

Part of me wished I’d picked one of those pretentious ‘molecular dining’ experiences that charges hundreds for food that looks like finger-paint, just to be an absolute dick-hole to her. But I also had a few literal tons of money to worry about.

All I knew for sure was, Steve owed me a solid. No matter how picky he’d gotten about repaying favors. He sure as shit wouldn’t have gotten into Harvard, if I hadn’t kept my trap shut in that police station almost ten years ago.


ENJOY THESE COMPLIMENTARY EXCERPTS FROM: 

BIM-BOAT 


Joe pulled out his phone and tapped the screen a few times. He showed me the same pouty-lipped, doe-eyed brunette I remembered drooling over. “Here she is a couple of days after we met.” 

“What's your point?” 

He slid a sausage-like finger finger across the screen. “Here she was a few days before that.” 

“Woof.” She barely even looked like the same girl, dumpy and plain as a manilla folder in a beige room. But I couldn't deny that it was her. “A makeover couldn't do all that.” 

I stared into the vial again. 

“So that's what this does? There's no way.” 

Joe ducked into the utility room and shut off what few lights were still on. Holding his motorcycle helmet in hand, he said, “Take it back to your boat and try it on your girl. She'll be brand new and able to fuck a stump out of the ground in a day.” 

Subtle. “Holly moves as much as said stump in bed.” Having nothing to lose but my dignity, I slipped the vial in my shirt pocket. “Even some coffee during foreplay would make her ten times better.” 

* * * 

When I realized she was reading a guide on makeup, the Feminol dose jarred my memory like it'd been rear-ended by a semi. I looked at the stack of books and magazine on the glass top of the coffee table. 

“Cosmo, Vogue...” The third tome on the bottom only needed a few letters showing for me to figure out the title. “The Kama Sutra?” 

Holly looked up at me like she didn't know why I was so confused. “You know I'm into a lot of things. What's so weird about it?” 

“Nothing at all,” I had to think about how to put the next part, “but I figured you'd go through a vegan or Maoist stage next. What's with the sudden change in direction?” 

She didn't take the usual amount of time to think of something to parrot back at me from a book. “I don't know. Working on how I look seemed fun, so that's the direction I went.” Holly tucked her bottom lip under her two front teeth. “And I know you can't wait for me to get to the book on the bottom.” 

* * * 

I opened the gate and joined her on the deck. Hot wasn't the right word to describe her now. If I could only narrow it down to two, they had to be vain and bubbly. Or in other words, the exact opposite of how she was when she woke up. 

Rubbing my eyes to make sure they weren't fooling me somehow, I couldn't deny how attracted I was to her now. Even during that fun honeymoon period of every new relationship where the sex is great and frequent, I didn't want to find an excuse to get her naked as much as I did in that moment. “So those videos were—” 

“Great, right?” 

“Uh,” I tried to put how amazing they were into words, “don't make those the only ones, please.” 

Holly's shoulders bunched up as her face brightened even more. She let out a perky, “Okay!” She took a few steps toward the back door and then slid it open. “You coming?” 

Soon, hopefully. “I'll be right there.” Someone had to keep that flamingo from drifting to who-knows-where. 

Before I could pull it completely onto the boat, Holly was already getting impatient. “You've kept me waiting for hours.” 

And I knew exactly what she'd been denied. I didn't worry about putting something on top of the floatie. Just on the deck would have to do. 

As soon as I had the door closed behind me, I knew the air conditioner battle was over. But I didn't feel the cool air for long. Holly already had her body pressed against mine, her arms wrapped around my back. 

“The only thing I could think about while you were gone, was that you were gone.” Which told me her old self was gone, too. “It was awful. I even had to get myself off.” 
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