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Chapter 1

Ronnie Grant couldn’t remove the smile from his face.  Many times before, he had met his old nemesis and lifelong competitor Gerald Winston, but never under these circumstances.  

Gerald Winston had lost everything this time, making a series of bad investments and then losing almost everything in a hasty merger, one he barely approved, before those young whippersnappers pushed the deal through.  The rich bastard lost everything; most of his fortune, his marriage and even some of his casinos and hotels.  

He always had a choice—to quit while he was ahead.  But to Gerald, destroying Ronnie Grant was a personal obsession.  A Moby Dick move of business and one he was destined to win...but never could pull off.

Ronnie Grant’s father always warned him not to gloat.  But it was hard not to smile in pity at a man, who for so many years, threatened to destroy him and send him to the poorhouse.

And now here Gerald was—in debt to the devil himself.  Gerald fought hard to topple Ronnie, but in the end the richer man won.  And that richer man made damn sure Gerald would never rise to prominence again.

Oh yes and there was still that one small favor.

“You still owe me fifty thousand dollars,” Ronnie said with a gleam in his eye and that eloquent but somewhat supercilious voice.

Gerald sighed and shook his head.  He had to be joking, right?  Was Ronnie—a man who just won the game—really going to poke a broken fool over the last remaining coinage that was promised two years ago?’

“I don’t have it, Ronnie,” Gerald said blankly, his fifty year old wrinkles looking so grim in a darkened room.  His gray hair slightly damp with sweat—the sweat of his own humiliation.

“That was the deal, wasn’t it?”

“Yes but that was two years ago.”

“And that’s money I lost,” Ronnie corrected.  “That was the deal.  I let you keep the house you and Francine bought, but you pay me for my investment.”

“Isn’t my humiliation enough, Ronnie?”

“I never bought your humiliation,” Ronnie replied, a bit irked that Gerald had to take everything so personally.  “We made a deal.”

“Yeah right.  A deal.”

“Whatever misfortune you called upon your marriage, your business...that was you, Gerald.  A series of foolish decisions.  And I told you to sell that hotel, didn’t I?  Even when it was tanking, even when I had nothing to gain, I still told you what to do to save yourself.  Don’t try to paint me as the bad guy just to stroke your own ego.”

Gerald stared coldly as Ronnie Grant walked into the full light, shining like god’s own avenging angel.  Something about him was almost inhuman.  His strong posture, his youthful glow, even for a forty-year-old man.  Ronnie was ten years younger than Gerald, but he always seemed to speak with the experience and maturity of senior vice president.  

The damn kid should have stayed a vice president, but he went out on his own.  They all wanted him to go into business for himself and it wasn’t long before Ronnie Grant was the billionaire hedge fund investor who made the city his own.  

Grant was the type of guy that always wore a tailored suit and a Rolex watch in plain sight.  It’s not that he needed people to know he was rich—he just hated having to wait, as if he had no choice in the matter.  His dark hair wasn’t even grey yet—his body was youthful and spry, and his face soulless.  His eyes were deep and blue.  A smile from that wicked taunted mug looked like Satan himself.  

“We don’t have to talk anymore,” Ronnie said strongly.  “You just have to give me the money.”

“I don’t have it.”

Ronnie sighed.  “Then I want your house.  Or whatever asset you have left.  This isn’t ‘for old time’s sakes’.  You know that.”

“It’s all I have left.  Literally...you know Francine left me.”

“And whose fault was that?”

“I can offer you almost anything else.  Hell, I would even offer you Francine if I could.”

Ronnie laughed.  “Ten years ago it might have been adequate payment.  She was always very beautiful.”

“She still is.”

“Indeed.  But she is no longer yours to give.  Is she?”

“No, I guess not.”

Ronnie stood over Gerald, who was slouching in a chair, racking his brain for a last minute solution.  That country house was all he had left, and if he could find a new job to pay for it, he might—might—make it out of this bankruptcy nightmare alive and just above destitute.  But he needed a big favor from the same man he once promised to bury.

“You know...Francine and I have a daughter.”

Ronnie tilted his head, wondering if Gerald was joking.  Or was that just a strange segue to a new topic?

“She...looks a lot like Francine.”

“What are you implying, Gerald?”

“I don’t know.  You mentioned Francine.  My daughter...she’s twice as beautiful.”

“You don’t say?” Ronnie replied, smiling in disbelief.  The very idea of someone lovelier than Francine would make any man pause.

“Her name is Linda-Marie Antoinette, like the Queen of France.  She’s got great tits, nice ass...”

Ronnie raised his hand.  “There’s no need to be profane.  I know what a woman looks like.”

“So what do you think?  My house for one night with my daughter?  She’s legal.  Twenty-one years old and in college.  She’s gorgeous.  Looks just like her mother.”

“And what makes you think she would go along with this?”

“You don’t worry about that,” Gerald said, desperation in his voice to seal the deal.  “So that’s the deal.  You relieve me of the debt, I keep my house, you get one night with Linda Marie.

“Just one night?  Relieving you of a debt of fifty-thousand dollars sounds to me more like a week of Linda Marie’s time.”

“Dammit...you drive a hard bargain.”

“You know something?” Ronnie said, a bit of anger in his eyes.  “Francine once threw herself at me.  A long time ago.”

Gerald looked up in resentment.

“She was drunk.  It was a party and you were off talking to your business partners at the time.  Francine offered to take me in the other room and...”

Ronnie shook his head and smiled.  “I said no, Gerald.  Because I respected you as an equal.  There was no honor in disrespecting a man of my own caliber.”

Gerald nodded slowly.

“Little Linda is not allowed to leave.
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