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Madison was not oblivious to the way the super was looking at her, but she paid no attention to it. That was how men generally looked at her. She’d gotten used to it. At least he was being a little discreet and not openly leering.

She pulled out a small but high-powered LED flashlight and walked along the walls, pointing it down at the baseboards. The manager frowned and watched as she moved completely around the small apartment (it didn’t take long, as it was one room) and arrived back at the ‘kitchen’, which was nothing but a counter, sink, hot plate, mini fridge, and microwave. 

“I cleaned it myself,” he said indignantly.

She ignored him but went into the bathroom and continued examining the baseboards, then around the toilet. She opened the drawers and cupboards, squatting to run the flashlight around.

The manager snorted.

“You won’t find no bugs,” he said, apparently realizing what she was doing. “The owner lives on the top floor, and she has this thing about bugs.”

She stood up and shrugged at him.

“I share that thing.”

She walked out into the wider room and looked up again, then nodded.

“I’ll take it,” she said.

It was an older building in downtown Miami, a former warehouse that had been turned into lofts. This apartment was more like an oversized closet than an apartment, but it was cheap, and her active mind could already see how she could make it comfortable.

Because of its age and former purpose, it had a very high ceiling. She could work with that.

They went down to the office, where she produced her fake documents, and made sure her shoulders were pulled back so he could continue to be distracted by her breasts. With the documents signed, she pulled out her phone to send money for the first and last month’s rent as well as a damage deposit.

Her documents said she worked at the University Medical Center. She told him she was a medical records clerk. She knew enough about the job from one of her dad’s girlfriends to lie convincingly to the ignorant.

She said her name was Madison Donnelly. It was a reasonably easy name to remember.

She got the keys, key fob, and papers, and went back to what was nominally her car. The license plate was legit for that make, model, and year of Charger, but this was not that car. 

Certain individuals in the auto repair business sometimes declared a wrecked car ‘repaired’, then removed the license and VIN, and traded them for the license and VIN on a stolen car that was the same model. They could then sell the allegedly repaired car, and it would pass muster with most standard police checks.

That was not exactly her area of expertise. She’d gotten the intro to someone in that business from a former boyfriend and bought the Charger for about twenty percent of the car’s actual value. It was reliable and fast. She liked reliability. She liked speed even more.

It was now time to go shopping.

That wasn’t easy in a new city where she didn’t know anyone. She’d have to pay retail prices, which sucked. Madison didn’t like to pay for things at all, much less pay retail. But she was in a hurry. She went back to her motel room and got her stuff, then drove back to her new apartment and moved it all in – such as it was.

She took her laser measure (pocketed from a store in Mississippi) and measured the room and its height exactly, tapped the numbers into her phone, then went to Home Depot. There, with the help of a fake driver’s license that said she was 21, she rented a pickup, bought a few tools and some precut lumber, and headed ‘home’.

The first thing she did was build the frame for her loft bed. The room had a twenty-foot-high ceiling, and with so little space, she didn’t want to waste the top half of it.

Her father had been a contractor, and her mother had died when she was very young, so she’d been raised as something of a tomboy, learning all the things her father would have taught a son. She hadn’t had a lot of interest in the trades. Computers were what fascinated her, but she’d learned nevertheless. Building this was child’s play.

Carrying up the lumber was the hardest part, especially the support posts, but she was deceptively muscled under her soft exterior. Once she was inside, she placed her six-by-six posts upright and used a one-inch-wide strip of plywood nailed along them to keep them that way. Four by fours were laid across the tops and screwed into place with some very thick bolts and a strong drill. Then came the rest of the frame.

It was like putting a jigsaw puzzle together, especially since she’d had the lumber already precut at Home Depot. Once she had the base in, she brought up smaller, thinner boards and built small cupboards and shelves along the wall next to where her mattress would go. The room itself didn’t even have a closet.

The one piece of furniture she’d bought was a double mattress. She’d left the plastic on, though, and slept on it in her clothes. She was something of a country girl, and not particularly dainty or delicate – except about bugs.

The next morning, she got some food at McDonald's, then continued. By evening, she was done and used the shop vac she’d rented to clear away the dust she’d created, then scrubbed the walls and floors down and painted the walls, as well as her bed and its cupboards.

The next morning, she stood the mattress on its end, pulled the plastic off, and lifted it, grunting and cursing as she climbed the ladder one step at a time, with the bottom of the mattress half propped on one shoulder and half held in the other hand. Once she reached a proper height, it tipped over, and the rest was just a matter of climbing the rest of the way and pushing it forward until it slid into the depression she’d built for it.

She put sheets on, then put her clothes, what she had, into the cupboards.

There was a long, narrow window running up from the floor below to the ceiling above. It let her see down onto the street five floors below while lying on her belly on the mattress.

She didn’t do that for long. There was still a lot of work to do.

She went into the bathroom and looked in the mirror.

After several days of hard, physical labor and not much rest or cleaning, she did not look her best. Her blonde hair was scraggly and unkempt, her shirt, unbuttoned and tied off below her breasts, was dirty, had bits of paint on it, and had been pulled in extra tight to keep her breasts from moving around since she hadn’t worn underwear. Any man who saw her like this would have ignored her hair and sweat, though, she thought.

“I look like shit,” she said.

Which wasn’t surprising given she’d been working so hard and hadn’t taken time out for a change of clothing, much less showers. 

She liked to be clean, but there was no point in cleaning herself only to continue to get dirty. Now that most of the hard work was done, she stripped her clothes off, left them in a pile by the door, and went into the shower. It was good to get clean, to feel the water (nice pressure) pour down over her head and shoulders.

Less pleasant against her breasts, for they were sensitive, but she let it soak her before soaping up. Her mind was filled with all the places she had to go and all the things she had to acquire. More furniture, for one thing, and more clothes. 

She brushed and dried her hair in the mirror after, gazing at herself doubtfully. She had to admit that she did feel a certain boost to the ego from all those men thinking she was sexy and hot. And, she had to admit, she was. Of course, she had been sexy and hot with red hair too. It just seemed more... obvious now that she was a blonde. Which helped with her pride, but sure didn’t help with keeping stupid guys from hitting on her. She’d rather not have done it.

Bleh, she thought.

It was necessary.

She walked back naked, found where she’d left her glasses, and came back to examine herself wearing them. She didn’t actually need glasses except for reading. The frames were almost round, thin silver. She was hoping they would give her an intellectual look, but if they just helped disguise her a little, that would do.

Her breasts stood out prominently, and there was no disguising them, she thought ruefully. But lots of girls had big boobs, and they weren’t even all that big. Just a bit large for her slender frame.

She shrugged. It was what it was.

She had another day of hard work ahead, but the end was in sight. She had a list of local consignment and used furniture and clothing stores, and went from one to another in the pickup, gathering what she wanted. It wasn’t the best, but it would do until she got more money.

By the end of the day, she had a decent wardrobe, some food, drinks, and more toiletries, as well as a change of sheets. The sofa and computer desk had to be delivered, so she’d wait a day or two.

In the meantime, she sat on the floor with her back against the wall and her laptop on the floor before her. There were some kinds of jobs she was qualified for but couldn’t do in case anyone found her. That included working on anything related to computers. The Demons certainly knew she was a computer nerd and had taken a year and a half of IT courses at college.

She’d been crazy about computers well before that, though, and was building her own computers by fourteen. A boyfriend had gotten her into hacking, which was how she’d come into contact with the Demons of God. They were a cult, a mix of Christian fundamentalism with Nazi race politics. They claimed to be God’s stormtroopers, bringing hell and damnation on those who questioned the Lord (as they saw it).

She had dyed her red hair blonde, and it was definitely a good look. The only problem with it was how many good looks it got her wherever she went. She really didn’t need the attention. Though sexy blondes were a dime a dozen, even those with larger-than-average boobs. So that shouldn’t be something that would help anyone who was looking for her. Even if they knew she was now a blonde, which they didn’t.

It wasn’t like cults had some great, interstate intelligence service anyway. Nor were they all that organized.

What was left of them after she’d killed most of their leaders, anyway. And most of the ones that knew her by sight were among the dead.

Her daddy had done some demolition in his work, so she was quite comfortable with dynamite and knew where it could be found. Of course, familiar with didn’t necessarily mean expert with, and she’d maybe used a bit too much when she’d blown their ‘church’ to hell while the elders were meeting.

Such is life, she thought.

But while the Demons might not have the resources to find her, the government would certainly give it a try if they found out who’d blown up the building they were using as a church. Fourteen dead bodies made for a considerable fuss in the media and was hard to pass off as an accident.

But no one should be looking for her in Florida. It was about as far from Idaho as she could get and not be in another country.

Now, she needed to find something to do to make money fast. What she’d had on hand was running out. She didn’t even have enough to pay the next month’s rent. That meant getting a normal job wouldn’t do. She might not get a real paycheck for weeks. She wanted money fast.

She wasn’t above stealing things, but she had no contacts for selling them. She had a gun but wasn’t about to rob anyone at gunpoint. She did have some morals, after all. 

Although perhaps robbing bad people at gunpoint wouldn’t be a problem. Bad people didn’t deserve any consideration. I just don’t know who they are here, she thought.

Madison’s morals were adaptable, and how she treated people generally depended on how they treated her. Good people should be treated well. Bad people should be treated badly. She considered this to be entirely logical.

She was fairly sure she could find bad people in Miami with a little walking around after dark, but how much money would they likely have? Anyway, armed robbery was dangerous. She needed people to just give her their money.

And there were places built for just that sort of thing.

It just required her willingness to remove her clothes in front of a crowd of strange men. As proud as she was of her body, that wasn’t something she’d ever done. She’d fantasized about it, of course, as a lot of girls did, pretending to be a stripper in front of her bedroom mirror and vamping as she flaunted her body for the invisible audience.

She wasn’t shy, and God knew the Demons wouldn’t be looking for her in a strip club. She’d repressed most of her sexual impulses in Idaho since there’d be a lot of talk that might have gotten back to her daddy. That, of course, was not a problem anymore.

Am I all that different from other girls? she mused. She’d never been all that open with her friends about sexual fantasies, but from what she could gather, she had a lot nastier ones than they did, and a lot more hunger for sex – aggressive sex. All that soft, tender stuff was nice if you were in love with someone, but she’d never been, so she’d just as soon have some hot, raw, wicked animal sex.

But in Idaho, where she lived, she’d always had to repress that. She hadn’t wanted gossip getting around about what an insane slut she was in bed. She’d had to be a ‘good girl’ just like everyone else. Though if anyone had gotten into her computer, they’d have discovered just what kind of bad girl fantasies she had.

But a strip club? Could she even do that? The idea made her chest tight with equal parts anxiety and excitement. She let herself imagine prancing about naked on a stage while men hooted and hollered and threw money at her.

She was not naïve about what such a life would be like and had no intention of doing it for long. She could do it for a month or two until she had the lay of the land and a better way to make money.

At least, she thought she could. She had no doubt she could find a place to hire her, even though she wasn’t technically twenty-one. She had a really good fake ID, a very pretty face, and a great body. But could she just flaunt her naked self in front of strange men? She had no trouble one-on-one, or on two occasions, two on one, but a whole room would be a challenge.

She used the internet to scout out locations, and then, there was nothing for it but to call up a few places and then go and see what those places were like.

If she was lucky, she might also be able to make some contacts that would allow her to make money in some other not-very-respectable way where she got to keep her clothes on. 

She’d killed fourteen people. That had broken any need in her to abide by the law. The law had been useless in Idaho, so she’d taken it into her own hands and done what was right.

She still didn’t want to steal from decent folk, but stealing from bad folk was fine. And she bet there were lots of those types around Miami.

The first place she went to had a manager whose looks reminded her of a ferret and whose attitude reminded her of a rat. He leered too much, and, within minutes, was already suggesting she have oral sex with him to improve her chances of being taken on.

She never even got around to trying out her stripping skills there. 

The next one was higher end, and the only person in it that struck her as at all nice was the bouncer. Most of the girls seemed to be Hispanic and looked at her with suspicion. Either they didn’t trust white girls, or they were afraid she’d take customers away from them. The manager was businesslike but made it clear the house took most of the money, including a large cut in what the girls made in the private rooms.

“There are cameras in there, and we got people watching,” he warned. “Anyone short-changes us, and we’ll see to it she regrets it.”

She didn’t like his attitude and decided not to work
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