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      Another day, another dollar.

      That’s what I tell myself as I clean a glass and place it carefully underneath the bar at Trinity, a local dive in Chicago. I wash another one, doing my best to ignore the creep who continues to edge toward me from his side of the bar.

      “Hey, baby, come on,” he says, cocking his head, his hands straying closer to me. “When do you finish your shift? We could get a drink.”

      “I’m good,” I respond calmly, but I’m starting to get pissed. He’s been at this for the last half hour, and since I’m the only bartender on duty right now, I’m an easy target. At this time of day, there’s only a handful of other people scattered around the room. The odd couple having a conversation in hushed tones next to the window, and a woman drinking alone at the other end of the bar.

      “What can I do to convince you?” he whines, sounding like a toddler denied his favorite toy.

      Okay, now I’m getting seriously pissed.

      I slam down the wine glass I’m cleaning on the bar between us. “I’m not interested. Okay, buddy?” I lower my eyebrows, giving him my best glower. “Either cut it out or go to another bar.”

      Of course, the universe immediately punishes me for standing up for myself.

      As soon as the words are out of my mouth, he raises his hands in a defensive gesture and knocks the glass off the edge of the bar. Even as I reach for it, I know that I should just let it smash, clean it up, and use it as an excuse to kick his ass out. But instead, on instinct, I try to catch it. As I lunge forward, it hits one of the shelves beneath the bar, cracks into several pieces, and a large fragment spins off, landing a deep cut between my thumb and forefinger.

      “Motherfucker!” I yell, too annoyed with myself to register the pain as blood begins to drip steadily from the gash in my hand. My eyes shoot up, and the guy’s face goes white. He quickly looks away, pretending he doesn’t see the chaos he created.

      “Asshole,” I mutter to myself as I grab a towel and head toward the employee bathroom to clean up.

      As I run the water, I’m so focused on my hand that I barely notice Tina enter the room. She must have just gotten in to join me for the evening rush. She’s been mixing drinks here at Trinity Sports Bar for as long as I’ve known her and is actually the one who recommended me to the manager.

      “Shit, Daniela!” She takes my wrist and pulls it towards her. “What happened?”

      “Nothing,” I mumble, but she’s already leading me through to the staffroom.

      “I’m getting you bandaged up,” she says firmly and reaches for the first aid kit. I feel my head start to swim as I watch her try to fix me up. The blood doesn’t seem to want to stop.

      “What’s going on in here?” Dennis, the manager, appears at the door. He sounds even more pissed off than usual.

      “Uh, there was a guest out there.” I nod toward the bar. “He was hassling me, and–”

      “He says you went crazy on him.” Dennis raises his eyebrows and crosses his arms. “Says you threw a glass at his head.”

      “Jesus Christ, Dennis. Can’t you see how badly hurt she is?” Tina snaps. Dennis shoots her a look, and she quiets down. She needs this job as much as the rest of us, no matter how much of an asshole our boss is.

      “Is that true? Did you throw a glass at him? Is that how you got that cut?”

      “Bullshit!” An unfamiliar voice enters the equation. “That’s so not what happened.”

      We all turn, and Dennis steps aside to reveal the only other woman in the bar standing behind him. She’s taller than she looked sitting down.

      “I saw everything,” she continues. “That asshole was the one who shoved the glass off the counter. She went to catch it, and that’s when she got hurt.”

      She shoots me a conciliatory look, and I nod back with a grateful smile. With only a few words, my ass is officially saved.

      The woman steps into the room. “He’s really drunk. I don’t even think he should be in here, but yeah...it was totally that guy’s fault.”

      “Thanks for your help.” Dennis plasters on his prime customer-pleasing grin. He turns to me with a rare look of apology on his face. “I’ll get him chucked out,” he mumbles and then gestures to my hand. “You should get that looked at. Take the rest of the day off.”
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      After the nurse practitioner at the urgent care center dumped a glob of what looked like superglue in my cut and steri-stripped it together, I’m on my way with a warning to keep the wound dry for a couple of days and watch out for signs of infection. A nice tetanus shot rounds out the visit, and I know I’ll feel that muscle for a while.

      “Thanks, Mom,” I mutter, feeling petulant and childish, but unable to help myself. I love my mom, but she checked out of this world a couple years ago, overtaken by bouts of depression so deep she’s been hospitalized several times. I have great sympathy for her illness, but sometimes, I just need my mother to answer the phone. I miss talking to her and asking things as simple as when my last vaccinations were.

      Guilt immediately follows these negative thoughts, and I cross the street, heading to the nursing home located down the block. Outside its doors, I take a deep breath and plaster a smile on my face.

      “Hi, Judy,” I say to the receptionist as I sign in.

      The older lady gives me a motherly grin. “Hi, Daniela. You’re here awfully early today.”

      I hold up my bandaged hand, and her smile fades away. “It’s no big deal. Just got me out of work earlier than usual.”

      She gives me the same watch out for infection lecture I’d just endured, then buzzes me through the security door. I walk the familiar hallway, then bounce up the stairs until I’m on the third-floor residence hall. Here, the living accommodations are more like apartments and couples can live together in the space with minimal assistance from the staff. When we moved to Chicago a couple years ago, finding this place was like a miracle for both of my parents.

      Outside of their room, I take another deep breath and gently push open the door. Mom is lying on her bed, curled up in a tight ball while Dad watches TV from his, the dialysis machine churning its blood cleansing wheels beside him.

      “Hey, Dani-bean,” Dad calls out when he sees me. I frown at how pale he is. I plaster on the smile again and walk over to his bed. He clicks off the television and pats the mattress for me to take a seat next to him. I do and am soon enfolded next to his warmth – the safest place I’ve ever known.

      “How are you feeling?” I ask him after a few minutes, but already know what his answer will be.

      “Fine and dandy,” we say together and laugh. It’s the same response I get every day.

      Diagnosed as a teenager with what was then called juvenile diabetes, his disease has been progressively working on his kidneys until it became clear that a transplant was his only option. I hug him tighter, willing his name to miraculously jump up higher on the donor list before his body is too weak for the operation. Normal wait time is four to six years, and he’s already been on the list for nearly three.

      I stay until he grows tired, then kiss him on the forehead and say my goodbyes. I step over to Mom’s bed and give her a kiss too, wishing there was an operation that could fix the progressive deterioration of her mind and spirit.

      Minutes later, I’m sitting in a cab on the way back to my apartment. Well, our apartment – it still feels weird to think of it that way. Pete and I have been dating almost two years and have lived together for one. We met at a club where he was DJing. I was tending the bar and we bumped into each other when we both headed outside for a break. The rest is history.

      Before we met, I was living in a cramped apartment with three roommates, so moving in with him saved my sanity. I look at my watch and smile. Pete should still be home, and I could use a little sanity saving right now.

      Pete is a self-diagnosed sex addict, and he never stops going at it. If I just hint that I’m in the mood, he’ll be rubbing up on me in a nanosecond. Even though he’s twenty-four now, he still has the libido of a fifteen-year-old who’s just seen his first pair of tits.

      I squirm in my seat just thinking about being with him. He’s by far the hottest guy I’ve ever slept with, although that’s not saying much. There wasn’t exactly a wide choice of sex gods back in my little hometown of Pella, Iowa. So when Pete entered my life, all muscles and cropped hair and cheekbones, I felt as though I’d hit some crazy lottery. Yeah, he’s not the smartest, and he flirts too much with other women, but hey, with that body and face, I can’t complain.

      I’m ready for something wild…maybe anal? Pete always asks, but we’ve never actually done it because I’m nervous it might hurt. But today, a little pain, followed by a delightful orgasm, might just be what the doctor ordered to make me forget this entire day. I run my fingers through my hair and pull out my phone, inspecting myself using the selfie camera. I look a mess, but a dab of makeup will cover up the worst.

      I pay the driver and hop out of the cab, fumbling awkwardly with my opposite hand in my pocket to find my keys. I unlock the door and sashay my way up the stairs, doing my best to feel sexy as I open the door to the apartment. That’s when I hear it.

      The unmistakable sound of sex coming from our bedroom.

      Bedsprings are creaking rhythmically, and Pete’s small moans of pleasure echo throughout the house. I close the door quietly, not sure how to react, and make my way across the hall. I press my ear to the bedroom door, and I could swear that…

      Before I can finish my thought, the door flies open, and I tumble into the room. I gape at the display before me. Pete is standing in front of me, stark naked, and in our bed is a…guy. The covers are pulled haphazardly around him so I can’t see if he’s naked too, but I’m not stupid enough to place money against that one.

      My face feels numb as all the blood drains into my toes. I open my mouth to say something–

      “I’m sorry,” he blurts out before I can utter a sound. “I thought you were at work.”

      “S-so?” I manage to say, clutching my hand, which has started to emit a low dull throbbing in rhythm to my pounding heart.

      “So…” He gestures to the guy behind him. “I know I should have told you sooner–”

      I begin to snap back into reality. “Wait, how long has this been going on?”

      “Uh, a couple weeks?” Pete flashes me a smile as if I’m just going to roll over and take this.

      “And is he the first…?” I trail off, not sure whether I should specify gender. I’m too shell-shocked to really know what I need to find out.

      “Uh, yeah,” Pete runs a hand through his hair, and I can see that he’s lying.

      “Hey, you want to join us or not?” The guy in the bed props up on his elbows and raises his eyebrows at me.

      My mouth opens in disbelief, but nothing comes out. Again, I’m speechless.

      Pete scratches the stubble on his chin. “Could be fun.”

      “Fuck you!” I snap, finding my anger at last. “I’m leaving.”

      “When will you be back?” Pete asks casually as if this is nothing more than a mild disagreement.

      “I won’t,” I snarl. “We’re done.”

      “Dani, wait!” he calls as I storm out of the room. I ignore him and slam the door so hard I hear the bed shake. I’ll come back later to pick up my stuff, but right now, I need to get the hell away from here.

      I make it down to the street before it hits me. Just like that, I’m single again. And homeless. I don’t cry, which surprises me. After my last breakup, I bawled my eyes out for a full week, and we’d only been together six months. I guess somewhere in the back of my mind, I always suspected that Pete wasn’t entirely faithful, but his bisexuality, well, that was a surprise.

      It’s a hot and humid Chicago day, and the sweat is pouring off me as I walk fast, barely noticing my surroundings. I’m trying to put as much space as I possibly can between my cheating ex-boyfriend and me.

      I look up and realize that I’m outside of work. The faded Trinity Bar sign sits a few feet over my head, and I sigh when I think about what this says about me. My safe place is my job? That’s shitty. Since I’m here, I might as well find out if I can make up the hours I missed earlier. My hand feels better, and I could sure use the extra tips.

      Inside, it’s even more humid than on the streets. The crowds are gathering for the Friday night drinking marathon. I squeeze through the reams of people, exchanging a few loaded looks with a couple of cute guys who give me the up and down. I can’t imagine I’m looking my best, but I appreciate the attention.

      Dennis has left, replaced by Sheila, the night manager. Everyone prefers her to the asshole because she’s a lot easier to get along with.

      “Hey, Sheila.” I stick my head into her office, and she jolts slightly at my appearance.

      “Surprised to see you here,” she says and leans back in her seat. “Dennis told me you had a pretty nasty accident earlier today. He sent you to the ER, right?”

      “Yeah.” I fight the urge to roll my eyes at the mere mention of Dennis’s name. “But I’m all put together again, and I’ve got the evening off, so I thought–?”

      “If you think I’m going to let you out there on a Friday night with your hand sliced and diced, you’ve got another thing coming.” Sheila gets to her feet and steps toward me. “Come on. Go home, get some rest. Get that cute and sexy boyfriend of yours to look after you.”

      I try to hide the look of disappointment on my face. “Sure,” I mumble, not ready to share the news of our break-up with anyone. I sidle back into the bar, scanning the place. Time to change my luck. I’ve had a creep coming on to me, an accident that sent me to the emergency room, and a break-up with my boyfriend of two years, all in one day. As my old daddy always says – when life hands you lemons, make whiskey sour.

      I push my way through to the bar and lean on the counter, catching Tina’s eye. She quickly heads my way and deftly pours a shot into a small glass, shoving it toward me.

      “This will help. How’s your hand?” She frowns sympathetically.

      “They just dumped some of that glue stuff in it. It’s nothing, really.” I offer her my best fake smile and reach for the drink with my bad hand – wincing. I withdraw it and use the other to toss back the shot.

      “Be careful. You’ll tear it open. I’ve got to serve that group over there,” Tina nods to a table at the other side of the bar, “but I’ll catch you soon, yeah?”

      “Sure thing.”

      I watch her leave and fight the urge to reach over the bar and pour myself another shot. One thing is certain, after this long fucked-upped day, all I want to do is get wasted.

      “Are you okay?”

      I jump as a soft hand lands on my shoulder. I turn and see the woman who defended me earlier. I give her a smile. “Yeah, thanks. I really appreciate you stepping up for me.”

      She holds out a hand. “I’m Aria,” she says as she takes a seat beside me.

      I’m grateful that my wound is on my left hand as we shake. “Daniela.”

      “Are you sure you’re okay,” she asks, eyeing me closely. “You seem…upset.”

      I’m not sure why, but I feel tears prick the back of my eyes. I blink hard, willing them away.

      Aria squeezes my fingers. “Oh, honey, want to talk about it?”

      I look into her eyes and realize I do. Maybe talking to a stranger will be easier than with a friend.

      As I spill my story, Aria orders us both a straight whiskey.

      “I didn’t even know he was bi,” I complain and take a sip.

      She winks at me. “Nothing wrong with that,” she says with a laugh.

      I laugh too and the stress of the day seems to float away. Maybe it’s the effects of the whiskey, but I think it’s more that I’m able to get all this burden off my chest.

      “Thanks for listening to all that,” I tell her and raise my glass in a silent toast.

      She clinks her glass to mine. “Anytime. And speaking of anytime, how about this weekend?”

      I look at her curiously. “What do you mean?”

      She leans closer. “My aunt has this amazing house down in Fort Lauderdale, Florida. I’m heading down there this weekend for a party but I hate traveling alone. You should come with me. Plenty of hot and sexy guys. Nothing like getting your mind off a guy than a quick fling with another guy.”

      I smile. “That sounds incredible, but right now, I can’t even afford a McDonalds happy meal, much less a plane ticket.”

      “Oh, honey.” Aria laughs. “You’ll be so glad you met me. I’ve got like two million flying miles saved up. We’ll get you a ticket.”

      I look up from the amber liquid I’d been staring at and meet Aria’s eyes. “Seriously?”

      Aria nods. “Seriously.”

      It’s tempting. Florida does sound better than Chicago any day of the week.

      “Come on,” Aria says as I hesitate. “The ocean. Hot guys. Free getaway with a new friend. How can you say no to all that?”

      How indeed?
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      As always, Charles keeps the Rolls Phantom gliding smoothly down the FDR. It’s never a joy to go to JFK, but a necessary evil nonetheless. At least I can get there in comfort – not just any comfort either.

      The best fucking comfort life has to offer.

      I’m into that – the best of things. Being wealthy as fuck allows me to fulfill those needs. And I fulfill them every damn chance I get.

      My phone goes off, and I groan. Britney. My girlfriend, and lately, a pain in my ass.

      I read the text: Surprise, babe. Just got into town. Hope you’re hard and ready. Can’t wait to get another taste of that sweet nectar of yours!!

      Fuck. She must have been even more bored than usual last night and jumped on her families’ private jet. Spoiled brat.

      My thumbs stomp across the screen. About to leave to Florida on some important business.

      She’s bound to take that well. I exhale a long breath, not interested in another fight.

      “What’s the matter, sir?” Charles asks, reading my moods as usual.

      “Charles, when did I begin dating Ms. Lawson?” I ask him, trying to calculate the days mentally.

      “Thirty-two days ago, sir, at the Warren reception.”

      “Ah, that’s right.” The Warren reception. That’s where I’d taken Britney in the ass, on the desk in Congressman Warren’s home office as the party raged downstairs. It was some hot fucking shit.

      The memory causes me to chuckle. Britney moaned so loudly when I shoved my cock into her tight little pink asshole that I’d been sure the entire staff must’ve heard us. The memory of the way she wiggled and squirmed makes my cock twitch a little at this very moment. Britney may not be the brightest crayon in the box, but she’s a fucking sex devil who likes to get very kinky. I’ve enjoyed the sexy BDSM games we’ve shared. She’s a natural Sub, but it’s time to call it quits. It’s a damn shame…almost.

      Thirty-two days.

      A whole fuckin’ month.

      That’s longer than most chicks last with me, I suppose. But it’s also too long, especially now that she’s getting so fucking clingy. My rules are simple: short, hot, and no drama. Once the complaining starts, the relationship ends. And this one should have ended over a week ago.

      My phone pings again with Britney’s reply. As I thought, she’s not happy.

      I lean back and contemplate the idea of breaking up with her after one more round of hot sex.

      No, that’d be wrong...and a sure-fire way to create more drama.

      Stick to the plan. No complications.

      Before I can second guess myself, I grab my phone and type: This is not working out, doll. All good things must come to an end. It was fun while it lasted. Then I toss the damn device into my briefcase, not willing to deal with the shit-storm that’s sure to follow.

      Charles pulls us up to the JFK terminal drop-off. “We’re here, sir.”

      Thank the fuck. It’s a narrow escape, but I’ll take it.

      “Thanks, Charles,” I tell my trusted butler. “I’ll see you on the jet shortly. In case I forget to remind you later, be sure to enjoy yourself down there while I’m in meetings.”

      “Yes, sir. Thank you, sir. I’ll try to remember, sir.”

      I smile at his formality. “Stop calling me sir.”

      “Yes, sir.”

      Still smiling, I bypass the airline counters and skip the security line altogether. Being a billionaire has its perks – one huge one is owning my own jet. Unlike Britney’s spoiled-ass, I use mine for actual business…mostly. Regardless, it’s mine, not Mommy and Daddy’s.

      Moments later, I climb the rolling stairs on the tarmac. The inside of my jet is plush and comfortable, like I prefer everything in my life. I take a moment to get settled while Kiki, my personal flight attendant, hands me a Scotch, my favorite drink.

      Yeah, if you have to fly, this is the fucking way to do it. I almost pity all the poor sheep sitting on the over-packed commercial airlines around me. Then I remind myself that everyone makes their own way in this world. I did it. Anyone should be able to.

      No, I won’t pity them. I fly better
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