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  Chapter 1
This Too Shall Pass


Fuck me, what a time it’s been.  
If I told you all that had gone down lately (which I promise I will), you’d think I was so full of shit that even flies would drop dead on contact with me. But truth is stranger than fiction, as they say, so I need you to bear with me. 
Most people report that when they turn thirty, nothing much changes. But for me, the shit certainly hit the fan, and then some. And it’s all culminated in me being where I am now – Sydney Kingsford Smith Airport, International Terminal, Gate 52, about to skip bail and flee my beloved homeland for a life of… who-knows-what. Think I’m gonna become one of those so-called digital nomads because, well, what other choice do I have?
I keep repeating, “This too shall pass” inside my ever-restless head. 
I remember the day I learned about mortality. That one day, I too would die. I was about six, and Gramps had just passed. I asked Mum if she would die too one day. 
“Yes,” she replied, “but not for a long time.” 
After this deeply disturbing news sunk in and meddled with my still-developing emotions, I asked the inevitable.
“Does that mean I will die one day too?”
“Yes,” Mum replied, “we all do. But it’s nothing to be afraid of.”
Nothing to be afraid of!? I remember thinking. “What happens after?”
“You go to heaven.” 
Without getting all spiritual, let’s just say I didn’t buy what Mum was selling. As a result, the great unknown caused me to fall into a deep sorrow for the rest of the day, a part of which I think still remains deep within my subconscious. I struggled to sleep that night. The next day, Dad sensed I was sad and asked why. I told him that I didn’t wanna die. 
All he said in response was, “Never mind, son, this too shall pass.” 
I didn’t ask him what he meant. Did he mean that how I was feeling would pass? Or did he mean us, our life, would one day cease to exist? Both were true, but the latter thought stuck with me to this day. Yet strangely, as I stare at my Boeing 747 getting ready to board outside the window, the idea still comforts me.
You see, I’m at a crossroads – a real sliding doors moment. Can you relate? If so, you will know that it sucks balls. It’s anxiety-inducing. Another cliché that keeps popping into my head is “a change is as good as a holiday”. Yeah, except if that change is a one-way ticket to the other side of the world – no accommodation booked, no itinerary, no fucking idea. And everything you own, which isn’t much because you had to sell most of your prized possessions at the last minute on Facebook Marketplace at such a discount that makes your eyes water, is coming with you. The great unknown awaits. But it’s all good because this too shall pass.
Let’s just get the basics out of the way, so we can get to the juicy stuff. The name’s Archie. I turned thirty a few months ago. That’s all you need to know about my background, for now. 
I’ve done my research on this modern-day nomad life. Here’s the bag-packing essentials checklist from one of the many blogs I read in the past few days on the subject:
Laptop – ✓
Power bank – ✓
Power converter – ✓
Mobile phone – ✓
Backup charger for phone – ✓
Backup charger for laptop – ✓
Dual SIM card phone – ✓
Local SIM card – X
And that’s it. Apparently, that’s all you need to live the life of a twenty-first-century digital vagabond. However, that list assumes you already have some online work to sustain you. Which I don’t. But I’m working on it. More on that later. I got other shit to worry about first. 
Yeah, okay, about that. Enough holding out on you. 
You’re gonna judge me. Yeah, you are. As I mentioned, I am about to skip bail. But I’m no criminal by any means. Christ, I’d never been arrested until this year. But I’ve been thrown in the lock-up twice since. I know what you’re thinking – how does someone who has never been in trouble with the law all of a sudden score a trifecta with the cops? 
Well, here’s the first shit-sandwich – it all started with an STD. 
For those fortunate enough not to know what this acronym is, STD stands for Sexually Transmitted Disease. Or, Sexually Transmitted Infection – STI. Both terms basically mean the same thing – you caught some nasty shit through sexual activity. See, I knew you were gonna judge me. But here’s the thing – it turned out to be not much at all. It’s totally gone now. But that didn’t stop it from royally fucking up my life.
So, how did an STD cause me to break a good behaviour bond and land me a day in court with a high probability of jail time? Luckily, I could afford a good solicitor and was granted bail. Not so lucky for the justice department, as they didn’t confiscate my passport because of my clean record and all. So yeah, I abused that privilege, but before you judge me again, I didn’t really have a choice. Firstly, if this went to court and I was convicted, the story would have leaked to the press, and I would have been painted as this church fetish pervert (more on that later). My life and career would be over. This is a big city but a small town. I grew up here, people know me. I’d be finished, as the priest would say – excommunicated. You’ll meet Father Bob later.
Secondly, I’m not built for jail. Really, I’m not. I’m a lover, not a fighter. Fair dinkum, I’m such a lover boy that I like to love multiple women at the same time. But I’m not an arsehole. Well, at least I don’t think I am. I’m open and honest about it with all my girlfriends. But there’s a fair chance I have some serious love and sex addiction issues. I even went to a Sex and Love Addicts Anonymous meeting once. Yep, it exists. But I stopped attending because while I could identify with other sex and love addicts in the group, this only made me build a rapport with the gay dudes. There’s plenty of flamers in SLAA… 
Now, where was I? I tend to go off on tangents, so bear with me. Oh yeah, I’m not cut out for jail. I’m somewhat handsome, if I do say so myself. Not in the classical sense, but more in an unusual, can’t-quite-pin-it-down way, if that makes any sense. Could be my strong chin, or perhaps my dimples when I smile. Whatever it is, chicks seem to dig me. I just can’t hold onto them. The point is – I go to jail, I become somebody’s bitch. And there’s no way I’m getting bummed. Especially for something that wasn’t my fault. 
So, now I have a one-way ticket to Colombia, of all places! Why the fuck did I choose Colombia? Because Colombia has no extradition treaty with the Australian Government. They also have this thing called a Digital Nomad Visa which I can apply for, and then stay in the country long-term. The cost of living is low compared to Australia so I can survive a while until I sort my remote income. Then I can begin my new life as a travelling fugitive cyber-gypsy. That’s the plan, anyway.
Hang on, there’s an announcement over the loudspeaker.
“Flight 374 to Santiago is now boarding. Group D, seated rows 18 to 34, please proceed to the gate.” 
That’s me. Santiago, Chile stopover en route to Colombia. Am I really doing this? 
My body seems to think so as I reach for my carry-on, stand up and join the queue to board Flight 374 to a country most famous for its cocaine. Soon I will be past the boarding gate and onto the plane. Once the plane takes off, I’m past the point of no return; officially a fugitive. Faaarrrrkk. My mind has been doing head-miles again over the past few months. I fail to hear the female flight attendant calling me forward when I reach the front of the queue.
“Sir! Your passport and boarding pass, please?” she says, her chestnut-brown eyes glinting and hair tied back in a tight ponytail. 
I snap out of it, and hand over my passport and boarding pass. Only now I notice how attractive she is. Young, brunette, wearing the striking red Virgin uniform that always seems to raise a flight attendant’s sex appeal a few notches. 
“Thank you, Mr. Flynn,” she says flirtatiously, providing me a micro-dose for my insatiable appetite for self-validation. 
I simply nod and make my way down the boarding tunnel, an umbilical cord leading me into a new world. Once the cord is cut, that’s it, there’s no turning back. It feels both exhilarating and terrifying at the same time. A deep sense of guilt mixed with anxiety riddles me, engulfs my whole body, up the spine and swirls around my frontal cortex. Suffocating me. I feel dizzy as I imagine the police holding up the flight and pulling me off the plane, embarrassing me in front of all the passengers. Someone filming the drama with their phone, perhaps posting it online. 
Look, they caught the church fetish pervert trying to flee! 
I settle into my business-class seat and reflect on the past week. The shit really hit the fan after I woke from fainting inside Father Bob’s confession booth in St. Patrick’s Church. Slightly disorientated, the first thing I noticed was my arm entangled in the mesh separating the confessional booth from the priest, having seemingly punched through it with my fist. Thankfully, Father Bob was not on the other side. The second thing I noticed was my jeans and designer underwear pulled halfway down my thighs beneath a torn, open cassock! My dick was out, still semi-hard and drenched in bodily fluids. The third, and worst, thing I realised was that Father Bob was standing outside the confession booth door. His expression read somewhere between shock, confusion and utter revulsion. 
Now, before you get all judgy again, it’s not what you think. Everything happened fast from this point on. Instead of pulling my pants up, my first instinct was to ask Father Bob, “Where’s Jezebel?” Yeah, I wasn’t thinking straight, okay. Of course, Father Bob didn’t answer, only turned away and disappeared. I knew what he was about to do. The same thing Father Bob did the last time I got my willy out in the confession booth.
I totally understand how this sounds. But this is not a story about a pervert. I won’t lie – I am a highly flawed individual, but a church pervert I am not. Besides, why would I wanna tell that story? Just bear with me. 
You see, Father Bob was gonna call the police. And rightfully so. I would do the same if I were in his position. However, that didn’t stop me from trying to persuade him otherwise. Only, I could barely move. I was still light-headed. It was like a long-dormant volcano had finally erupted in my groin. I was spent, and my legs felt like jelly. When I attempted to stand up, I got dizzy. So, Father Bob had to call the police. He’d had enough of my behaviour. And fair enough, I don’t blame him. 
But I don’t blame myself, either. This one’s on Jezebel.
Jezebel Ekas, a devout church-going Catholic and a professional fighter. I know, talk about an oxymoron, right? St. Patrick’s is her church, a historic cathedral in The Rocks. And she seduced me inside the confession booth. It was so mind-blowingly orgasmic that I passed out. And instead of helping me, Jezebel did a fuck-and-run, leaving me at the scene of the crime! 
She could not face up to the shame, should word get out about what had taken place on that fateful day. But mostly, it concerned her burgeoning career which was increasingly attracting media attention. Just as I would’ve begged Father Bob not to call the cops, Jezebel begged me not to tell them the full story. So me, being a fool in love for the first time in my loveless life, took one for the team. The old cliché about “the things you do for love” rings true. Because now, I look like some kind of cassock-wearing pervert. All because Jezebel wanted to protect her precious reputation and career, which involves her beating the shit outta other women. She chose her work over me. Over true love. So, excuse me for sounding bitter but, yeah, that one hurt.
Obviously, I was arrested, and because I was already on a good behaviour bond for a series of other misdemeanours (which we will get to later), I was thrown in the lock-up. 
I hired a lawyer, Frank Murphy, who I was fairly certain was on the gear and appeared to be in a mid-life crisis of his own. Frank advised I could be looking at five years unless I could prove I’m not a pervert. 
The things you do for love. 
Frank did, however, secure me a $32,000 bail, which I paid in cash. Thanks Jezebel! My court date was set for two months down the track. But I had nightmares about going to jail. As I said, I ain’t cut out for it. I know that as soon as some big muscly bear eyes me up and down, takes in my semi-athletic 5’11 dadbod, and then stares into my hazel-green bedroom eyes, I’ll be his bitch in less than a week. 
Fuck that.
Of course, Jezebel was forever grateful, and tried to contact me to express her appreciation. Or, perhaps, to check that I was still sticking to my story of blacking out and not remembering what had happened. Not remembering that I made sweet love with Jezebel. Not telling the truth that, after Jezebel heard Father Bob enter the church, she tried to move me but couldn’t so she fled – leaving me to literally clean up the mess! 
No, I instead tell them that I cannot remember any of that, leaving them, and the judge, to assume that I was masturbating on my own inside Father Bob’s confession booth, and then falling asleep with my dick still out. 
Surely you can see why I resent Jezebel after all this. I told her it’s best we don’t speak until this all blows over.
So, here I am on hot summer’s evening, the Australian fortress borders having just reopened in February 2022, and I’m about to skip the so-called lucky fucking country. So much has happened – lockdowns, the loneliness, an “STD”, Jezebel, my father, my mother, me quitting my job. It’s all pretty overwhelming, to say the least. Never had I ever felt the need to fly the coop before. I know it’s wrong. I know I should face the law, even if I am innocent. 
I’m in my window seat now, in the emergency exit row. I consider getting up and running off the plane, but I’ve been too lost in my thoughts to realise the plane is moving down the tarmac. Before I knew it, the plane was tearing down the runway, and in seconds we are airborne. Oh, well, I guess that’s it then – no turning back now. I’m officially a fugitive. 
How the fuck did it come to this? It didn’t begin in the confession booth. No, the shit hit the fan way before then.







  
  Chapter 2
Goodbye Stranger

Six months earlier – Sydney, 2021


I was focusing hard on remembering my date’s name. We met on one of those crappy dating apps. You know, the beauty-contest type. I’ve got nothing. I’m waiting for an opportune moment to whip out my phone, open the app and find her name. I can’t right now because we’re dancing. What I can tell you is she has wavy blonde hair and I’m twirling her around her living room, dancing to Supertramp’s “Goodbye Stranger” which is appropriate because the song is about one-night stands , or ONS in modern-day dating app vernacular. But I don’t think my nameless date realises this. I listen to the lyrics and cannot help feeling like it’s the perfect soundtrack for this date night. All my date nights, to be fair. 
Here’s the thing – the one-night stand can be a beautiful thing. Yes, there can be shame and regret that goes along with it. But, conversely, a one-night stand can also benefit both parties equally. And I’m all for equality. A mutual, fleeting moment of pleasure. Alcohol generally plays an important role, but not so much that you don’t remember anything – that would defeat the purpose. The memories are the best part. They are my reassurance. My validation that I am worthy. 
You should know that I’ve recently emerged from a dry patch. Not because I lost my mojo or anything – that’s never happened. But because of the spicy flu that recently swept the globe. But we’re not gonna talk about that. No one wants to talk about that depressing shit since we’ve all lived through it.
What you need to know is that sex is like a drug to me, and I’ve been denied my meds. So, now, I’m making up for lost time. Nameless and I met at a swanky bar in the city where the suits hang. We then migrated to a small, hole-in-the-wall whiskey bar in one of those narrow back-alleys. After a few stiff ones, she suggested we continue the party back at her apartment. Naturally, I concurred. I needed my fix. And I found the smell of her Victoria’s Secret perfume – a heady bouquet of clementine, blackberry and cappuccino charged by her own natural pheromones – seriously arousing. Yes, I have an uncanny ability to identify the aromas of a woman’s perfume, much like a sommelier sniffing a glass of fine wine. She was drawing me in, and my loins were firing on all cylinders. Admittedly, we were more than a little tipsy by this point. I realise this as Goldilocks stares drunkenly into my eyes. 
“What did you do to me, Archie Flynn?” she asks.
Christ, not only has she remembered my name, but my whole name. Hang on, I don’t recall ever telling her my last name. “You been stalking me online?” I ask.
“Ha, of course. Doesn’t everybody? Didn’t you stalk me?” she responds as she slaps my bum, leaving her hand on my right buttock and squeezing it hard, before twirling away and seductively dancing for me. Her eyes and mouth turn slightly aggressive. But I’m not perturbed. Instead, I see a name-fishing opportunity present itself.
“I did. But I couldn’t find you. Do you use a different name online, by any chance? Like a nom de plume?” Jeez, I’m clever.
“Nope. Use my real name, dummy. You didn’t look hard enough,” she says as she takes my hand, leading me towards the hallway.
Inside the bedroom, we collapse onto the bed in a fit of passion. Clothes quickly come off. “Oh, Archie,” Goldilocks says as we kiss and fondle until we’re completely naked. She’s on top of me, grinding up against my crotch. Just then, my phone rings. I roll her over and grab it from my jeans pocket discarded on the end of the bed, but she aggressively pulls me back.
“Don’t you fucking dare,” she warns.
“I’m switching it off,” I say defensively, genuinely concerned for my safety. I pretend to turn my phone off, but put it on silent instead, while checking to see who called. Sheree. Shit. Were we meant to meet up tonight? I’d totally forgotten.
My date was now resting on her elbows, staring with a mix of lust and scepticism. I placate her by sliding my hands up her thighs before going down on her. The bottle of Veuve Clicquot we just finished was still catching up with me, entering my bloodstream as I take her in my mouth. For some reason, and despite my drunkenness, in the midst of going down on her, I remember her name. I’m so elated that my wet, shiny head pops up and I shout, “Sally!”
But she stops moaning, raises her own head and looks at me like I’m crazy. 
“Who the fuck is Sally!?”

    
  I leave her apartment building at 12:36 a.m. wearing only my suit pants and unbuttoned white business shirt. She lost her shit and didn’t give me time to get dressed, so I’m out here like a schmuck holding my shoes, socks and jacket. And my iPhone keeps ringing! It’s Sheree, of course. I struggle to juggle all my possessions while answering the call. 
“I’m sorry, I’m on my way right now, five minutes max,” I tell her while multitasking as I finish getting dressed.
“Jeez Louise!” is all she gets out before I hang up on her. 
To add to the shit-show, it’s raining. It hasn’t stopped raining. They call it La Nino or El Lina or some shit. It’s relentless. My phone almost drowns as I book an Uber. Five-minute wait. Five minutes too long. “Grant me patience, Lord, but hurry,” I say to myself as I find shelter from the rain underneath an oak tree. 
It seems to take an eternity for the cab to arrive, but I make it to Sheree’s apartment building across the harbour in Cremorne Point, on the city’s leafier north shore, at roughly one a.m. Drenched from the rain, I press the buzzer embedded into the sandstone entrance to The Ritz, an ostentatious building that screams new money. 
A slightly slurred, husky female voice comes over the intercom. She’s been drinking. 
“You’re late.”
“I got held up at the office,” I lie. “You gonna let me in? I’m drenched.”
The door clicks and I enter, dripping water on the sandstone tiles. Up on level eight, a middle-aged lady opens the door. She wears a nightgown and holds a glass of white wine. This is Sheree Hutchinson – single mum, lonely, horny. Much like half of Sydney right now. I met her through her husband, of all people. Relax, she’s separated, but not divorced. I’m not a home-wrecker. Her husband, Charles Hutchinson, a crooked banker who basically rips people off for a living, moved out, leaving Sheree to reside in their four-bedroom penthouse with her nine-year-old daughter, Belinda. 
“You’re so late, I got drunk,” she declares unnecessarily. She swings open the door, gesturing me inside with her arm stretched out. Everyone seems to have upped their drinking lately, and it seems Sheree is no exception. Neither am I, to be fair. 
“So, I can take advantage of you?” I say. 
Sheree giggles and gives me that mischievous look of hers, pulling me closer.
“Belinda’s asleep. We have to be quiet… but I’m not sure if that’s possible,” she whispers in my ear as she slaps my bum before pulling me inside her husband’s lavish penthouse. Sheree, with her blinged-up fingers, exquisite diamond stud earrings and the best fake tan money can buy, is always asserting her dominance over me in subtle little ways like the bum slap. She likes to think that she owns me. And I’m okay with that. I take a seat on the couch as Sheree hands me a glass of white wine. It’s been a few hours between drinks and I’m keen to refuel the tank and go again, so I down the vino and we chat as she dries off my hair with a towel and unbuttons my shirt.
“You need to get out of these wet clothes,” she says before leaning in, kissing my chest and licking my nipples. She loves doing this. They’re sensitive as fuck and I don’t mind the feeling either.
It’s not long before I’m lying on Sheree’s bed, beads of sweat on both our brows, and half-drunk glasses of wine on each bedside table. Sheree stares at the ceiling with a slight smile and look of contentment. I’m absolutely spent. But still restless. Why am I always so goddamn restless? I check the time on my phone in as subtle a way as possible. 
“Oh, no you don’t,” warns Sheree. Damnit, not subtle enough. “Every time we hook up, the window of time between sex and you leaving narrows.” 
“It’s a school night.”
“So?”
“I have to work in the morning. Don’t you have to get Belinda to school?” 
“She gets herself up. She’s very independent, you know.” 
“By choice or necessity?”
“What’s that supposed to mean? Are you questioning my parenting?”
“Only because I care. If I didn’t give a shit, I wouldn’t bother.”
Sheree’s eyes narrow on me. “Oh, that’s so sweet of you, but I know you’re full of shit,” she says as she rolls over onto her side, leaning on her elbow. She strokes my hair. “Why don’t you just go straight to work from here?”
“You know I can’t do that.” I knew this was coming. She tries it on me all the time. 
“Why not? You got your work clothes. You can have a shower. With me. I’ll make sure you’re polished clean, every inch of you,” Sheree says as she kisses me. She can be very persuasive. I take the kiss, but without passion, trying to resist the temptation. But, as usual, blood rushes to my loins at lightning speed. I have no control over that. I mean, does any man?
“I have a very specific morning…”
“Routine,” she finishes my sentence. “Yeah, heard it before, but does it involve a blow job?” she says as she grabs hold of my cock, which instantly grows in response.
“I can’t focus on work…”
“Without it, yeah, yeah, blah, blah. Go on then, you buzz-kill,” she says as she pushes herself away. I get out of bed, feeling my hard-on soften, and gather my clothes. While I dress, I think of things I can say to pacify Sheree. I don’t like leaving on a bad note.
“Where were you earlier?” Sheree asks.
“With another woman.” 
“You’re such an arsehole.”
“At least I’m honest.”
“I’ll give you that. And it’s what I love about you. Unlike my husband, that patho-fucking-logical lying, sociopathic cunt.” 
This happens every time we hook up too – Sheree will unload her resentments about her husband onto me, and I let her. After all, Charles, or “Chuck” as he’s known in the industry, is a massive fuck-stain. I have no problem letting Sheree unload on me. I actually find it rather entertaining. But this time, she used the L-word, which is new.
“Hey, I thought we agreed not to use the ‘l’ word?” I say as I lean in for a kiss goodbye. 
“Relax, I know you’re incapable of love.”
“What’s that supposed to mean?”
“The only way you connect with women is through your dick, Archie Flynn,” Sheree replies as she kisses me back. She pulls away, smiling but in a facetious way. “But that’s okay. Suits me.” 
Ouch. 

    
  At roughly four a.m., I finally entered my own apartment, my mind racing about what Sheree had said to me before I left. I had been thinking it over the whole ride back home across the harbour. The only thing that quieted my thoughts was entering my bedroom and flicking on the light switch to reveal a girl in my bed. This is Gemma, twenty-two years old, bouffant black hair, and slightly on the chubby side. She lays across the bed wearing black lingerie and suspenders. She brandishes a whip with tassels, the kind you get from a dominatrix store. Fuck me. Guess I’m not getting shut-eye anytime soon. I wonder how long she’s been holding this pose for, waiting for me to come home. Gemma was definitely not scheduled in tonight.
“You’re in so much trouble,” Gemma says, surprising me. I jump in fright.
“Jesus Christ, scared the shit outta me,” I say, eyes bulging. “What are you doing here!?”
“Thought I’d surprise you. Been waiting all night. Where have you been, naughty boy?” Gemma swings the whip across my arse. Hard. It stings yet slightly arouses me at the same time.
“Oww! Fuck, man. Gemma, I am absolutely routed.”
“Literally?” 
I nod yes, trying to remember that honesty is usually the best policy. 
“I can smell the sex on you from here. Who is she?”
“Does it matter?” I say as I hang my suit jacket up in the closet. I take my vape from on top of my book The Easy Way to Quit Smoking by Allen Carr. He doesn’t recommend vaping, by the way. I take a pull and close my eyes as I half-blow, half-sigh a thick plume of smoke into the room. Is this really happening? All I wanna do is shower and sleep.
“No, it doesn’t. I know you fuck other women and I don’t care.” 
I take another deep pull on the vape. I know there’s no way out of this. Hang on a minute… “Gemma, how the hell did you get in here?” 
“You gave me a spare key,” Gemma finally says with a deadpan expression. My eyes narrow on her.
Gemma is a client of mine, one of the youngest on my books. As such, I have a deep respect for her. She is a real hustler. Firstly, she’s indigenous, which is a disadvantage in itself. She comes from the other side of town, Western Sydney. A “westie”, as Sydney’s elite are wont to say. She comes from a suburb called Blacktown. Yes, really. It seems that Sydney’s early settlers were both racist and lazy when it came to naming towns. Gemma grew up in a housing commission, or “housos” in Aussie slang, living a somewhat disadvantaged life compared to my own more privileged, middle-class upbringing. She was prostituting herself at eighteen, but unlike most of her peers who spent their hard-earned cash on alcohol and drugs, Gemma saved hers. Well, besides buying the occasional whip. 
Secondly, Gemma is an entrepreneur. But not your tech start-up kind. She’s an interesting cat, to say the least. She figured she could do what her employer – the brothel – did, only better. She networked and grew a list of working girls, promising less commission taken from their earnings, as well as the personal contacts of all her clients she slept with. By age nineteen, she left the brothel and linked up her clients with her girls through her mobile phone, clipping the ticket on every order. And she’s younger than any of the working girls on her books! I found this both impressive and extraordinary. 
By age twenty, she went above-board and created her own website. An “air-brothel”, so to speak. Without physical premises, she saved a ton of money on capital by providing an outcall escort service only. And now she was working on an app. She has effectively brought sex work into the digital age. And by twenty-one, she was a self-made millionaire. This was when she came to Bryce & Co. for advice. I became her financial advisor and within a year had increased her investments by over fifty percent. Of course, the insane tech-stock bull run during the pandemic helped. But Gemma didn’t care. She thought I was a genius. Soon, we were sleeping together, which strictly went against company policy. Which is why my boss, the “Bryce” in Bryce & Co., doesn’t know. And hopefully never will, as far as I’m concerned.
“Are you sure?” I say, my bullshit detector running hot as I take another pull on the vape. “I don’t remember doing that.” I know how smart she is. A little too street-smart for my liking. I’m sure she knows how to pick a lock or hotwire a car.
“You telling me the king of stamina hasn’t got it in him?” Gemma delivers the line while popping a boob out of her bra. I stare at her large, erect nipple. She knows my Arch-illes heel. 
“I’m telling you I have to work in three hours, and King Stamina needs to rest.”
“I thought you like a workout before work.”
“Nice try.”
“You know that one minute of sex is the equivalent of running a kilometre?”
“Really, is that true?” 
Gemma won’t give up on getting what she wants, and she knows the right strings to pull.
“For whoever’s doing all the work, it is,” she says as she rolls onto her backside, opening her legs slightly, “but if you’re the starfish, there’s not gonna be many fitness benefits. Guess I’ll be the starfish. Get to work, boy.”
“Honestly, I’m about to collapse into a deep sleep, and the only way this is gonna happen is if I starfish—”
Gemma cuts me off by grabbing my crotch. “I got something that can assist with that,” she says as she pulls out a small vial of white powder. Gemma is also a bad influence on me, but what am I supposed to do – she’s a valuable client. I gotta take one for the team, right? She reminds me of a David Attenborough documentary I once watched on the hyena and the wildebeest. The hyena has great stamina and chases the wildebeest until it is all out of gas, ready for the taking. Right now, I feel like the worn-out wildebeest, condemned to surrender to Gemma, the predatory hyena. I’m too tired to kick her out. She’s got me cornered.
I share a bump of coke with her, the drug hitting the back of my sinuses. Coke isn’t really my thing, despite the rampant use of it in my industry, and the general obsession Sydney-siders have with it. But right now, it provides a well-needed and instant pick-me-up. I feel a slight movement in my loins soon after. All cocaine does for me is make me horny and want to fuck, basically. And Gemma knows this. 
“Ooh, doesn’t feel like he’s too exhausted,” she observes, unzipping my fly.
“I can’t think straight right now.”
“Well…” Gemma says as she stares down at my cock hardening in her hand, “he’s certainly thinking straight.” 
I start to protest but Gemma places a finger on my lips. She follows this by going down my body.
“Ah shit,” is all I say as Gemma takes me in her mouth. I pull on the vape, close my eyes and exhale. And here we go again. I won’t disgust you with the rest of the kinky shit that followed. At some point, my eyes definitely closed.
But not for long, as the faint glow of the morning sun struggled to penetrate the rain clouds outside my bedroom window. I see that Gemma is leaving. “Thanks again, Archie,” she says as she exits. 
I stir, remembering something as a matter of personal security. “Hey, you got my key?” But the only answer I receive is the sound of the front door shutting. “She’s still got my key,” I say to myself before closing my eyes. 
I drift off to sleep just as Siri sounds the alarm, a gentle violin rousing me awake again. I try to ignore her. But Siri is not done. 
“Good morning, and happy birthday Archie. Today it’s overcast with an eighty percent chance of showers. You have a meeting with Bryce at ten a.m.”
“Siri?” I say with his eyes still closed.
“Yes, Archie?”
“Fuck off!”






  
  Chapter 3
Archie Flynn


I was born Archibald Ignatius Flynn in 1991. Yes, Ignatius is my middle name. And yeah, it’s embarrassing. I didn’t have to divulge that. But I did it to gain a little sympathy, build a little rapport, you know. That said, don’t you dare tell anyone. The only people who know my middle name are my best friend, Bryce, who also happens to be my boss (more on that later), and my father, Robert Flynn. Oh, almost forgot the other half of my gene pool – Pamela Flynn – but she doesn’t really count because she isn’t a part of my life anyway. I’m unsure if she goes by that name now. You see, she upped and left when I was seven years old. Haven’t seen or heard from her since. Mother of the century, right? You should probably know that. My old man, Robert, or Rob as he’s keenly known, blamed it on Pamela, insisting there was another man, of course. But I suspect there’s more to the story. And guess what – there is! But let’s not delve into that just yet. Some background first. 
You see, Pamela came from Sydney’s Upper North Shore, a leafy and affluent area of the city. Some would say stuck up or snobby. She was a private schoolgirl-type, attending a place where you pay tens of thousands a year for a “quality” education. Her family had what they call “old money”, and they never approved of her marrying Pops, Mr. Robert Flynn. 
Robert’s family was working-class, across the harbour in Balmain in the city’s Inner West. It was a pretty rough area back then, even a little dangerous. Just pub fights and shit. Not today though. With its proximity to the city and harbour views, it’s fancy as fuck. Even more so than where Pam’s stuck-up family were from. The irony, right? 
Another way to look at it is when Pamela’s family were watching the Wallabies play rugby union, Dad’s were watching the Balmain Tigers in the rugby league. Now, this kind of cross-pollination of a couple hooking up from opposite sides of the harbour is rare even today, but back then, in the sixties and seventies, you can bet your bottom dollar it was practically unheard of. No wonder the marriage didn’t last. But did she have to up and fuck off? I mean, what kind of a mother does that to her son!? I think about it at least once a day, and it does my head in. 
But not usually while I’m staring at red streaks on my bare buttocks in the bathroom mirror after going on a sex bender with three different women and barely getting any sleep. Gemma certainly whipped my arse good. And I notice a hickey, where someone’s bitten and sucked my neck like a vampire in a blood bank. But I can’t remember who. Was it Gemma, Sheree, or… Vanessa! That’s her name. Fuck, I knew it would come back to me. My money’s on Gemma. I try to rub it off, hoping it’s lipstick. No go, so I apply some foundation to hide it somewhat, after which I check my ever-so-slightly receding hairline and apply some eye drops before I step into the shower. 
As I feel the soothing hot water washing away my sins, I consider that I might have deep psychological issues. When you have a birthday that ends in a zero, it’s a good time for self-reflection, and what better place than the shower for that? Additionally, if it wasn’t for Siri, my AI companion and the closest thing to a meaningful relationship I have, I wouldn’t have even realised. I wonder if anyone else will remember. Will I get a “happy birthday” today? I’m in my dirty thirties now, on the freeway to forty. All my friends are already married with kids. Is it time to grow up and do the same? Nobody likes a thirty-something man-whore, do they? I brush my teeth and tongue with toothpaste, and take stock of my life.
I need help.
Some of my best thinking is done in the shower. But not this morning. I’m feeling intense shame over my man-whoring ways. Plus, I’m in survival mode, just to make it back to the office. Can you believe it? After years of working from home, my boss
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