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The heart of this novel is based on the age-old nursery rhyme:

 

Snips and snails, and puppy dogs tails—that’s what little boys are made of.

Sugar and spice and all things nice—that’s what little girls are made of.

 

Dedicated to little girls who like to play with little boys . . .

and mothers who let them.
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This is me when I was three years old and my best friend—Chrissy (Christopher), 

who is the inspiration behind the friendship in this story.
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A TEST DRIVE

Jasper

NO WORDS CAN properly describe the feeling.

Adrenaline races through my veins. My heart thumps in my chest. My pulse is out of control. The anticipation is almost as good as the experience. Almost. I pump a little harder. Align my body. Move my hips. Steady my gaze. Take a deep breath. And then plunge.

My foot slams down on the clutch and my hand grips the gearshift. Just like that, the engine screams to life. I stomp on the gas and my tires start to spin. Immediately, the car takes off and the speedometer reads 10, 20, 30, 40.

Not fast enough.

I engage the clutch again and put her in second gear.

The speedometer reads 50, 60, 70.

Easing around the first turn, the throaty horsepower comes alive from under the hood and the tires squeal as if on the edge of adhesion.

Still not fast enough.

Clutch.

Third gear.

The speedometer reads 80, 90.

Clutch.

Fourth gear.

Finally, I reach 100, and I still have so much grip on the track that I can barely contain my enthusiasm. Now that I’m at the speed I want to be, I can properly assess my position. I’m in last place.

Fuck!

But Will is only a couple of lengths ahead of me and I’m gaining on him.

“Speed it up,” I tell him, talking into the helmet microphone.

“She won’t go any faster!” Will is yelling.

“No passing. Max was clear on that—he said no passing,” Jake whines.

I don’t say another word as I fire past Will and then Jake.

“What the fuck?” It’s Jake again, and he’s not happy that I just slid in front of him.

I let out a high-pitched laugh. “Sorry, Pretty Boy, but since when do I listen to Max?”

Drew’s moving fast and showing no signs of slowing down.

Faster. I have to move faster.

Pushing it as far as I can, I quickly creep up on Drew’s bumper but can’t get the upper hand. We’re approaching the second bend. Jake is right behind me. Now he’s passing me. I swear he just flipped me the bird.

“Hey, Pretty Boy, that wasn’t nice,” I laugh.

“I’m not in a nice mood,” he grumbles.

“Guys, that’s enough.” It’s Max.

We’re all ignoring him. I stare straight ahead and son of a bitch, I see the tiniest, slimmest crack between Drew and Jake. No right-minded person would risk it. Only a suicidal maniac. Luckily, I have big balls and I go for it.

Maneuvering my way in, I slam on the brakes when I get a little too close to Drew on the turn. My car doesn’t slow in the way I’d like her to, but I ignore that fact for now. Max can fix the issue later. I wait to cover the turn and then push her to her limits, leaving Jake in the dust.

Soon enough I’m awash in that exhilarating sensation when the tires feel like they’re gripping nothing at all, and I go flying past Drew into first place.

“This isn’t a race, boys,” Max’s agitated voice booms in my ears.

“What the fuck are you doing, Jasper? I’m the pace car!” Drew’s voice crackles through my speaker with frustration.

Pace car.

Race car.

None of them are driving the Storm.

Only me.

“Just having a little fun.”

A throat clears. “Jasper, let’s try not to spin out today, okay?” Max warns me.

Hands gripping the leather around the wheel so tight my fingers are numb, I grin and say, “I’ll do my best.”

“Hey asshole, you do know that’s what happens when you engage both the brake and the steering wheel at the same time while going more than one hundred miles per hour?” This time it’s Will showing me the love. Usually he’s the cautious one, the calm one, the one who is reasonable at every turn. Today he’s in rare form, and his sarcasm only makes my grin wider.

Again, I laugh. “Yeah, I think I know that by now.”

The four of us aren’t really racecar drivers, we’re best friends who just so happen to share a love of cars. A ragtag mix of marketing major, accountant, business major, and automotive engineer, Will Fleming, Jake Crown, Drew Kates, and myself have wanted to quit our day jobs since we started them and build an automotive company from the ground up that would be able to compete with the likes of GM, Ford, and Dodge.

And today is day one of that dream becoming a reality. With the sale of the part I named “Pulse” to a large retail automotive parts chain, I am now in the position to fund this venture.

The Pulse is a really simple piece of metal that to gearheads will change their lives. It’s a very small supercharger that when attached to the engine block pressurizes air intake to above normal levels, hence allowing the car to move faster. It’s something I designed during college and have been perfecting ever since. I never planned on selling it as an aftermarket part. My plan was to use it on my own concept car, the Storm, but it was a means to getting Lightning Motors off the ground, so I went for it.

Max, my old boss and now our chief spec designer and engineer, is on the sidelines today. He has helped me over the past two years assemble my dream—a car of thrilling contradictions. A car that will be every man’s dream. The Storm is just one of the fleet of prototypes I have in mind to launch. It’s a sports car that moves fast like a car on the track, but doesn’t make the consumer compromise on comfort and roadworthy traits.

Uniting thrilling contradictions to create something better, stronger, and faster has been my dream since I was fifteen. And the Storm does just this. It is all soft curves and hard edges—unique and unmistakable. Fast and can stop on a dime. And with the start of Lightning Motors, it’s almost ready for the assembly line.

“I think it’s time to bring it in, boys,” Max says.

I can’t do that.

Not yet.

I ignore his suggestion and go faster. Faster still.

The other guys are pulling off the track like good little boys listening to Daddy.

“You need to bring it in.” It’s Max again and he’s talking to me. If I could see him, I’m sure he’d be running his hand through his gray hair.

But I can’t pull off. I need to see what she can do. That’s why I’m here. So why not push her? See how far she’ll take me.

“That’s enough, Jasper. We’ve got all the data we need for today.” Now Max sounds really annoyed.

I should listen to him.

Instead, I press farther down on the pedal.

Still not fast enough.

Screw it! I’m going to mash the throttle.

“Slow down, Jasper! Something isn’t right!” Max yells.

Feeling the exhilaration of the moment, I can’t stop, and I go around the next curve like vengeance itself. Again, I’m not slowing as I should, and somehow I slide off the track entirely, but manage to get back on it. That’s the beauty of the Storm—control that is made for both the track and the street.

Now I’m going even faster but when my car starts drifting, I can’t seem to get control over the wheel. I yank it to the left, and finally I rein it in.

When I hit the last curve, a bobby pin at 15—the sharpest turn on the course—I slam on my brakes, yanking the wheel to make the turn, but nothing happens. The brakes don’t engage and I can’t change gears. Before I know it, I start to spin and spin and spin.

A dizzying sensation consumes me.

I close my eyes.

Open them.

Look twice.

The words detroit auto raceway written on the wall appear to be upside down. No, it’s me. I’m fucking upside down and I’m doing more than spinning out. I’m flipping. I’m completely out of control.

Everything is a blur as I’m rotating on the track, walls coming in and out of view. My body is bumping and grinding. My hands are clamping vise-tight around the wheel. My foot is on the brake and I’m completely touching the floorboard. It doesn’t matter. It’s too late.

I’m spinning.

Weaving.

Rotating.

Suddenly, my view is blocked by an airbag, and in what feels like a fraction of a second later I’m no longer moving.

Disoriented, I try to look around. I’m secure in my seat but hanging upside down. Hood on the ground. Wheels in the air. Belly up.

Fuck!

Fuck!

Fuck!

There’s yelling. A lot of it. My body doesn’t feel right.

My head pounds.

My legs throb.

My blood feels like it’s burning through my veins, trying to find a way out.

I can’t move my left arm.

My ribs are screaming.

It’s dark. It’s light.

Someone is unbuckling me.

It’s dark. It’s light.

“Something isn’t right!” I hear Max yell.

“We need to get him to the hospital.” It’s Will, and he’s dragging me out of the car. “I think his arm is broken. Maybe his leg, too.”

“I already called 911.” Drew sounds alarmed. That’s not good. He’s never alarmed.

I’m in and out of consciousness, catching only snippets of what’s being said. Someone is taking my helmet off. “Jasper, you with me, man?” It’s Jake.

I try to talk but can’t seem to find the words.

“There’s brake fluid all over the track.” Max again.

Forcing myself to open my eyes, I ignore the pain flaming through my body. When I see Max pacing around me, I have to ask. “What’s wrong?”

Jake is holding my helmet and his hands are red. “You’re pretty messed up, JJ.”

I try to shake my head but can’t. “Not with me, the car. What’s wrong with the car?”

Jake starts talking to Will. A bunch of mumbo jumbo I can’t make out.

Feeling myself losing consciousness, I focus on the still pacing feet. “Max,” I call.

“This is my fault. I should have done a better job checking out the car before you took it out on the track.” Max sounds more than upset. In fact, he’s almost hysterical.

“Not your fault. Mine,” I manage to tell him.

He’s staring at the fluid on the ground. “No, Jasper, it looks like a brake line might have been cut.”

Sirens in the distance swallow my voice, but somehow I manage to beckon Max over. “What do you think happened?”

“Sabotage,” is the last word I hear before my world goes black.
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PIMP MY RIDE

Three Years Later

Jasper

LET’S FACE IT—there’s one thing on every boy’s mind when he turns sixteen, and it quickly becomes a passion. For me, though, it became even more. It became an obsession.

I know where your train of thought has gone.

You’re thinking sex.

Well, you’re not wrong, but that’s not what I’m talking about.

It’s something that at times can be even more satisfying.

Don’t laugh.

It’s true.

It’s the need for speed.

That never-ending quest to make a car go faster, no matter how much of a piece of shit it is, or how magnificent it might be.

I can still remember the first time I lined up with dudes like me at a red light. I stared down the other drivers. I tightened my grip on the wheel. With my car in neutral, I revved my engine. I set my gaze on the road ahead and when that light turned green, I put the pedal to the metal—and got smoked.

That pitiful day I learned a humbling lesson. I learned that zero to sixty doesn’t come easy. I learned that I needed to be prepared before I got behind the wheel of someone else’s car thinking just because I knew how to drive fast, I could win. I learned at sixteen I wasn’t ready for anything like that.

However, from that day forward, my mission in life became crystal clear. I had to make a car that was better, stronger, faster.

Pimp My Ride premiered on MTV when I was seventeen.

My days as a street racer hadn’t quite taken off yet, but I’d had a taste of fast cars and I wanted more. There was this never-ending thirst to try it again and a real need to win the next time.

That show drew me in like a moth to a flame. Maybe it was the poor kid in me who wanted a fast car but couldn’t afford one. Maybe it was the glamour of watching a piece of shit go from nothing to everything.

I don’t know.

All I know is the show had a straightforward premise that was beautiful in its simplicity—take a boy with a beat-up car and orchestrate a massive and ridiculous upgrade.

The theme song explained it all in just a few lines. It went something like, “So you want to be a player, but your wheels aren’t fly. You have to hit us up, to get a pimped-out ride.”

It wasn’t the 24-inch spinner rims or plush leather interiors I cared about, though; it was how they made the cars move faster. What they used. Nitrous tanks. Turbo. How they reconfigured the engine. Valves. Pumps.

And at twenty-eight, my attention is still on speed.

Just like I stopped street racing, I stopped watching Pimp My Ride long ago, but that doesn’t mean I stopped wanting to be a player in the speed game.

I still want to be one.

Hell, I am one.

We all are.

It’s hard to believe that four poor boys from the other side of 8 Mile Road are on the rooftop of the super-swanky GM Renaissance Center throwing the party of a lifetime. And that tonight is about us. It’s about moving forward. It’s about Lightning Motors. It’s about finally building a new factory. It’s about the mass production of the Storm.

It’s about a new beginning.

Comerica Park to my right. Ford Field to my left. Joe Louis Arena off in the distance. The river below me. Detroit surrounds me, and she’s never looked so beautiful.

Suddenly, the music erupts. Lights turn from white to red to blue. Freestanding oscillating fans start to whirl to help suppress the midsummer heat. The night is about to begin. Girls dressed in white bikinis with stars on them parade out in sexy high heels, each with a body made to be seen. There are no holds barred tonight. Liquor. Food. Women. And the open sky.

The girls make a show out of walking up onto the stage, and then they take the corners of the blue silk cloth in their hands—the silk that covers the car—and hold tight.

My car.

Our car.

The Storm.

The spotlights anchor it as if it’s a work of art.

It is.

Slowly, my gaze assesses the rest of the stage. Banners with Detroit’s profile on them. vote yes signs. Everything is red, white, and blue. Fourth of July is over, but Detroit’s celebration has only just begun.

Scouting the area, the showman is nowhere to be seen. Everyone is waiting for him. Soon enough, I spot him coming through the door. Tux. Hair slicked back. Straight bow tie. Expensive shoes. The rich boy from Grosse Pointe. You can’t miss him. Although he’s not taller than me, he’s much bigger. Two-forty, I’d say. Football player girth like his father.

The music ceases. He approaches the stage with two sexy girls dressed in red standing on either side of him. Another woman, in a suit, is behind him and stands off to the side with a clipboard in hand. She’s new. I’ve never seen her in his entourage before.

He clears his throat. Adjusts the microphone. Looks out into the audience. Makes eye contact. Grips the podium. It’s like he’s ticking off a checklist. He must have passed public speaking with flying colors. “Hello, Motor City!” he shouts. “Tonight we’re here for a very special reason . . .”

My eye roll can’t be contained, but I have to hand it to him: he’s playing the part beautifully.

His speech drags on, though, and I’m finding it hard to stand still much longer. I feel the need to move around, but that would be rude. And I wouldn’t want to be rude. My gaze shifts from Will to Jake. Where the fuck did Drew go? I peer through the crowd but don’t see him anywhere.

Will nudges me and I set my attention back to the man in front of us.

“If there’s one thing that can give this city the future it deserves, it’s our shared love of cars.”

I nod my head in agreement.

Everyone claps.

I join in.

As his final words trail off, he looks to the girls behind him and gives them a nod. With bright smiles, they pull the silk away to reveal a super-shiny, super-sexy, red Storm.

After the unveiling, the crowd explodes in applause.

They’re cheering.

Hooting.

Hollering.

I take a sip of my drink and let it all sink in.

Years and years of hard work and a lifetime of dreams coming to life.

Everyone is so full of excitement.

No one more than me.

He smiles. Raises his hands. Tries to calm everyone down. Alex Harper has a flair for the dramatic.

“Pretentious prick,” I mutter under my breath.

Will leans in toward me. “Shut up. He’s our golden ticket to getting the factory up and running, and don’t forget it.”

I bite down on the swizzle stick that the bartender stuck in my old-fashioned along with a wink and an eyeful of what was beneath her tight white blouse. “Yeah, yeah, I know.”

Alex is the city’s new mayor—the youngest one ever in Detroit. He’s handsome, energetic, and the man everyone is looking toward for hope. He does things differently than any previous mayor. Everything is bigger. Brighter. Worthy of celebratory status. Honestly, it’s what this city needs. Something to look forward to. He’s also the man everyone thinks can bail us out of the billions of dollars of debt we’re in.

Sadly, Detroit is one of only nine cities to ever file for bankruptcy in the United States, and even more sadly, it’s by far the largest city to ever go bankrupt. And it’s our new mayor with his larger-than-life presence who thinks he can turn things around.

Even if I hate to admit it . . . I think he just might.

Especially if tonight he’s able to persuade the City Council to vote in favor of the petition I filed with the city government just a week ago. A petition that will force the city to finally sell a piece of abandoned land over on 8 Mile Road. Land this town considers sacred ground because of the many deaths that occurred there.

There are many steps involved in achieving the end goal—making the mass production of the Storm possible and bringing wealth back to Detroit—but tonight’s vote is by far the most important. If the petition passes, and we’re able to purchase that piece of land at auction, it will be the first step we’ve been able to take forward in a long time.

With the drain of the past three years and the funds needed for startup, there won’t be enough money left from the sale of the Pulse to become fully operational. The challenge to come up with the rest of the capital to fund the private automotive factory seems daunting, but my hope is that investors will see what we see—that our state-of-the-art factory will change this city’s dynamics forever.

Currently, 8 Mile Road serves as a physical and cultural dividing line between the wealthier, northern suburbs of Detroit and the poorer part of the city.

My goal is to change that.

No, our goal is to change that.

A new factory means new jobs and new businesses to support our needs.

Increased prosperity for all.

Which in turn should help make the city safer.

The our, of course, is Will Fleming, Jake Crown, Drew Kates, and myself, Jasper Storm. Four poor boys who grew up just south of 8 Mile Road and despite the hardships of life, managed to come out on the other side.

Will bumps my shoulder. “Are you listening?”

“Not really. I thought his speech was over?”

He laughs. “No, not yet. Just listen. will you? He might say something you need to know later.”

I nod and direct my attention back to the stage. “Tonight, the City Council will vote on whether or not to allow the sale of a piece of land that holds tragic memories for a lot of people . . .”

Alex’s words hit me and despite what Will just said, I can’t help but tune him out.

Jake looks at his watch. “I don’t think I can listen to much more of this. How much time do you think we have until the vote comes in?”

I slam the rest of my drink back. “I was wondering the exact same thing.”

“Great minds—” he starts to say.

“You’re going to bail? Are you kidding me?” Will asks in astonishment.

Jake nudges him and shifts his eyes toward me, as if I can’t see it. Memories of years gone by aren’t for right now, though. Those memories have lived locked deep inside me for far too long, and once the word passed is stamped on the amendment, I’ll figure out how to deal with them. Hoping to avoid a lecture, I answer Will with a straightforward, “No, I’m not kidding.”

He rolls his eyes.

I lean toward Will. “That bartender is waiting for me.” I don’t know why I add fuel to the fire, other than that’s what I seem to do best.

My words have Jake craning his head toward the bar, trying to catch a glimpse.

“I’m sure she has a friend, or two,” I say and glance between Will and Jake.

“Jasper, for one night can you stop thinking about getting your dick wet?” Will hisses through gritted teeth.

“You must be shitting me. I haven’t been out in months.” Believe it or not, it’s true. I’ve been working around the clock.

Will makes a face.

I pop the cherry from my drink and taste the expensive bourbon, then I look at him. “Listen, Will, three years ago I almost died. So excuse me if I have a need to live each day as if it’s my last.”

Will rolls his eyes. “Stop with the I almost died shit, will you? It’s getting old.”

With a pat on his back, I say, “It’s not a lie, bro. You know I only speak the truth.”

“No, it’s not a lie, but I also know that’s not why you’re skipping out.”

I give him a look.

“You have to be able to talk about it.”

“Talk about what, Will?”

His demeanor softens.

With a raised brow, I almost dare him to say it, but I don’t want to hear it.

Fuck this.

Scowling, I turn and walk away. He won’t talk about it anyway, but he will bring up the accident. And excuse me but I don’t want to talk about that either.

I know what I did.

Three years ago when I got behind the wheel of the first Storm prototype on a test run, I crashed it.

And I almost died.

My inability to listen to Max’s pleas let everyone down.

Including myself.

I fucked it all up.

It cost us a lot.

Hours of reengineering.

Months and months of prototype rebuilding.

Every extra dime we could spare.

To this day, Max still claims foul play, but no one has been able to prove it or figure out why. That crash not only set us back in bringing the Storm to production, it cost me personally a lot too—six months of my life, six more months of physical therapy to rebuild strength, and every cent I had ever earned.

But the mental anguish that I still suffer is far greater. Fear of dying behind the wheel. To this day, I have yet to get behind the wheel of a car on the track. And I have yet to push the gas pedal past 70. Psychosomatic bullshit that I can’t seem to shake.

Still, Will is right. My need to escape right now has nothing to do with any of that and everything to do with the first eighteen years of my life—ten of which I never want to remember and the first eight I wish I could remember better.

With Jake on my heels, I haven’t even gone five feet before I walk right into Drew and a harem of red bikini–clad girls carrying trays of shots. So that’s where he went. I should have known Drew would be looking to get the real party started. He’s a big guy who says he has big needs. And he’s not kidding.

One of the girls steps forward. She looks certain of herself and right away I’m attracted to her. She has blond hair with blue strands, luscious-looking tits that peek out from her skimpy top, curves that never end, and vibrant green eyes. She’s a knockout.

“Where you going?” Drew asks.

“Nowhere now,” I say with a smile, and then give the girl who looks like she stepped out of a pinup my biggest grin. Her return smile makes me forget all about the bartender waiting for me.

“Good, because I reserved the penthouse at the Marriott next door for the night.”

I lick my lips at the thought of continuing this party in private with this girl. I swear she’s sticking out her chest for my benefit. She raises her tray and gives me a come-hither look.

Who am I not to comply? “Hi, Blue,” I practically purr to her as I take what she’s offering.

“Hi,” she returns with a flirtatious smile.

Out of nowhere, the spotlight lands on me.

Alex’s voice booms through the microphone. “And there he is, the man of the hour. The man who’s going to help turn things around, this city’s white knight, Jasper Storm.”

Is he shitting me?

White knight?

More like tarnished punk.

All joking aside, I don’t want anyone looking to me for anything. If no one counts on me, no one will be let down. Besides, he knows I don’t do the public thing.

“Come on up here, Jasper, and say a few words.”

I stand utterly still.

Will is behind me. “Come on, man. You can do this.”

I still don’t move.

“You can do this, JJ,” he repeats and then adds, “Just go up there, smile, and tell everyone thank you.”

I nod and grab another shot. “Later,” I mouth to the girl with the blue streaks in her hair, who for some reason seems to have backed out of the spotlight, and then I slowly head toward the stage.

Alex’s voice carries through the night and I can’t block it out. “Many of you might not know this, but Jasper Storm lost his father in the explosion at the Laneworth Automotive Parts Plant. It was an explosion that none of us will ever forget. Hundreds died. And tomorrow marks the twentieth anniversary of that dark day. The day that changed Detroit forever . . .”

I squeeze my eyes shut for a moment and consider bolting.

This time, though, it’s Will on my heels. “Don’t think about it. Just go up there and give everyone the show they’re looking for.”

I nod. I can do this.

I.

Can.

Do.

This.

The girl in the suit is waiting beside the stairs. She pushes her glasses up. “Mr. Storm, this way.”

I give her a nod. Her blond hair is pulled back. She’s petite, and I can’t help but think she’s attractive in a naughty secretary kind of way. Stupid thought. She belongs to Alex, I’m sure.

Will stops and stands right next to her. As I take the steps one by one, I glance at him. He slowly nods in support the entire time it takes me to walk across the platform.

The applause is almost too much. I want to say, “Don’t count on me for anything,” but I know that’s no way to get them to vote yes tonight.

Alex’s hand is outstretched.

I grab it and give him the strong, confident shake he’s looking for, and then he steps aside and leaves the podium open for me to fill the empty space.

With hesitation, I stand before it. “Hello, Detroit,” I say, but my voice doesn’t boom through the crowd.

Will points to the microphone and mouths, “Raise it.”

I do so and then clear my throat. I didn’t pass public speaking with flying colors, but that doesn’t mean I don’t want this as much as Alex does. I do. And because I do, I let all the bullshit inside my head go and lay it all out there.

“Let’s try this again. Hello, Detroit!”

Everyone claps and I wait for the noise to settle.

“Mayor Harper touched on a very dark time in Detroit’s history. I was eight the day my father died in that terrible explosion, and yes, tomorrow does mark the twentieth anniversary of that horrible day. But tomorrow can also mark the dawning of a new era, the start of something brighter for all of us. All you have to do is vote yes tonight and allow the sale of that land that forever reminds us of the loved ones we lost. Now is the time to transform that pain into something that will give us all hope.”

I allow my gaze to wash over the crowd.

Tears from many.

Eyes being wiped.

Scowls on the faces of others.

The explosion was something no one likes to talk about. Me included, but Alex wasn’t wrong in bringing it up. Maybe everyone needs a little reminder to push past the ugly.

“So what do you say, Detroit? Isn’t it time for a change? For our world to look a little brighter? I think so. And I hope you do too!”

Cheers once again erupt, but there are also a lot of sneers. Just as I start to walk off the stage someone yells, “You can’t bring him back, you know. You can’t bring your father back by rebuilding on the place he died.”

Like I don’t know that.

It’s a female voice and for a moment, I wonder if it’s my mother. It sounds like something she’d say if she ever talked about him. But she’s not here, so whoever it is, I acknowledge the statement with only a solemn nod and then I exit the stage.

Will’s hand is on my shoulder. “Great job.”

I also give him a nod.

“Mr. Storm, can I ask you a few questions?” It’s a male voice this time.

Since I didn’t expect to be giving a speech, I’m not prepared for the onslaught of public attention. I keep walking and say nothing. This isn’t my thing.

“Jasper, they’re calling you the city’s white knight. How does that make you feel?” This question comes from a different male voice.

Not great.

“Jasper Storm, can we get an interview?”

The questions just keep coming.

“We’ll answer questions tomorrow once the petition passes,” Will tells everyone, with a confidence in the vote he’s had since day one.

“Jasper. I’m Eve Hepburn. I’d like to know what it feels like to rebuild on a place this city has held sacred for so long.”

The words Fuck you sit on the tip of my tongue.

“Keep moving,” Will prompts.

High-heeled red shoes seem to be following me. “Let me ask my question in a different way. Why not build elsewhere?”

I want to scream, “Because something inside me won’t let the idea go. Because my father died there. Because I don’t know the fuck why!” But I don’t. Instead, I remarkably remain silent.

“Do you really think you’re doing the city a justice, or just yourself, by choosing that piece of property to build on?”

This bitch just won’t stop. I don’t even look at her. It takes all I have not to flip her the bird.

“Do you make it a habit to sleep with every woman you meet?” It’s the same voice.

What the fuck does that have to do with anything?

“You’re doing great. Drew and Jake are only a few feet away. Don’t say anything and just keep moving.” Will’s voice is calm. He must know I’m about to blow.

Glancing straight ahead, I don’t look at a single one of the reporters or photographers and ignore all of their lame attempts to get my attention.

Instead, my gaze lands on the girl with blue streaks in her hair holding a shot in each hand.

I head her way with one thing in mind . . .

I need to get the fuck out of here.
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UNDER THE HOOD

Charlotte

LOOKING AT PICTURES of Jasper Storm is like exhaling a long, shaky breath. His name sounds like one, too: Jasper Jackson Storm.

He is without a doubt a lethal mix of visceral male testosterone and rebel. With his mess of light brown hair, matching light brown eyes that just look like they could peg you where you stand, and a body that must make every female in his vicinity yearn for him, there is no mistaking him in a crowd—that’s for sure.

The hotel room is small enough without Eve standing over my shoulder. I glance back at my roommate for the next two nights and force myself to not feel stifled.

She’s looking at my screen as the candid photos transfer from my inexpensive Canon to my computer so I can email them to my boss. “He really is good-looking. I’ll give him that,” she comments, pulling me from my inappropriate thoughts.

My belly flips as I turn back and continue to study the photos. “Yes, he is.”

“I might even go as far as to say he’s hot.”

I nod in agreement and shift uncomfortably in my chair.

“How tall do you think he is?”

With a shrug I answer, “Just over six feet.”

“How much do you think he weighs?” She calls the question over her shoulder as she heads down the hallway.

“One-ninety at the most, I’d say. He’s pretty lean.”

She pulls the straps of her shoes down, slips them off, and looks in the mirror. “Would you say he wears boxers or briefs?”

Making a list of what I need to accomplish, I’m not even sure how to answer her question. “I wouldn’t have a clue.”

“I’m going to say he goes commando. He just looks like the type.”

Pausing, I set my pen down. Now she has me wondering. “What’s with all the weird questions anyway?”

Eve gives me one of her signature fake smiles. “Curious, that’s all.”

My gaze returns to the pictures of him. Handsome. That’s how I’d describe him. Really handsome. Handsome as hell. Strong jaw. Sensual lips. Sharp profile. Long and lean, dressed in black slacks and a white shirt. Tie loose. Sleeves rolled up to his elbows and shoes that look brand new. Whether dressed up or down, there is no denying who he is. I swallow past the lump that forms in my throat.

Eve ducks into the bathroom, and I use the time alone to shuffle through the photos and really look at them. A few of him smiling. Some laughing with his head tipped back. One or two where I’d say he might be brooding. Others show him deep in concentration. But regardless of the emotion captured, all of them exude a confidence that can’t be denied.

“What do you think?”

Clicking the screen closed, I look up. “About what?”

“Him.” Eve has changed out of her skirt and into a pair of tight shorts that show off her long legs and curves beautifully. She’s definitely what most men would call a bombshell, and she knows it. Sauntering back into our room with her makeup bag in her hand, she stops for another glance in the mirror. “Well?”

“He’s seems nice.”

She starts to walk toward me but stops at the dresser and spritzes herself with her perfume. “Nice?”

I pull my legs up onto the chair. “Yes, nice.”

“Really, Charlotte, you’re too much. It’s just the two of us—be honest.”

“I am being honest.”

With a hand wave she says, “Whatever. I’m sure he’s many things, but nice isn’t a word I’d use to describe him.”

I give her a shrug and pull my sweatshirt tighter around me.

“I met this girl earlier who told me Jasper requested a smorgasbord of drugs to go along with the shitload of sex he was planning on having. She said it was an orgy in the making.”

Holding back my eye roll, I say, “And she told you about his potential illegal activity why?”

“I don’t know.”

I point my finger at her. “Exactly, because she’s making it up.”

“Whatever. Don’t believe me. You will soon enough.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Nothing. Anyway, tell me again what happened in this town and why this ‘yes’ vote is so significant?”

Memories as clouded as the sky on a winter day assault me and guilt overwhelms me.

She stops in front of the small table I’m seated at and grabs a handful of nuts from the bag I purchased in the gift shop downstairs. “Charlotte, are you even listening to me?”

Rapidly blinking, I shift my gaze to hers and wish what I’m about to tell her wasn’t mostly true. “I already told you everything I know.”

She sighs. “I need to interview someone who knows more.”

No one knows I was born in this town. I need to do what I came here to do, and then get the hell out of here and back to my small apartment before anyone figures out who I am. Entirely sure our boss insisted we stay at the hotel for his own personal reasons, I sigh and pull my mass of frizzy waves to the side in order to avoid her stare. “I don’t understand what you need to know, Eve. You’re here to write about Lightning Motors and the car.”

She passes by me and I can smell her strong perfume.

“I think you were a little out of line earlier with your questions,” I blurt out.

She goes to the window of our hotel room and looks out at the Detroit River. “What makes you say that?”

“I don’t know, your tone maybe,” I say sarcastically. “I really felt the questions you asked were personal, and this isn’t a personal story.”

Spinning around, she glares at me.

“Eve. It’s not. It’s not about his height, his weight, his underwear preferences, or even if you like him. It’s not about him at all. The story is about the Storm and its introduction to the world.”

With a roll of her eyes, she pulls that perfectly shiny red hair back and ties an elastic around it. “I know what my assignment is, Charlotte, but like you, I’m interested in him.”

My features pull together. “I’m not interested in him.”

Her smirk isn’t to be missed. “Then what’s with all the pictures?”

“It’s my job to set the scene.”

“Yes, for the story, which you already told me is about the car, not the man.”

“Eve,” I try to reason, “it’s not the same.”

She raises a brow. “But it is. And besides, it’s my story and I can write it from whatever angle I think will draw the readers in.”

I flinch under the sting of her words and a strange feeling courses through me. I don’t know what it is, but I don’t like it.

For a moment I think she’s done with the conversation, but then she walks past me and stops at the mirror again. “Do you think he ever fucks the same woman twice?”

“I have no idea,” I say with exasperation.

With a click, I open the window again and look at my pictures. She’s right. I should delete these. They’re too personal. Just as I highlight them all and begin to drag them to the trash, I stop. A picture grabs my attention. It’s of Eve, and Jasper is in the background just leaving the stage. I know when this picture was captured, and my heart drops when I see the despair on Jasper’s face. Eve asks me a question about his father, but I ignore it and fire one of my own. “Why do I feel like you’re purposely trying to hurt him?”

She finds me in the mirror and her stare pegs me. “You know he fucks a lot of women, don’t you?”

I raise a curious brow. “What does that have to do with the story we were sent here to cover?”

“Nothing, everything.”

“You’re not making sense.”

Sitting on one of the beds, Eve is about to put her very high red patent-leather slingbacks back on.

They’re Louboutins. I know because she told me. Who would ever pay that much for a pair of shoes? As she starts to slip her feet in, my eyes dart to her red-painted toes and the gold ring she wears around one of them. I’ve always wondered why people wear rings on their toes. It seems like they would hurt, or at the very least be bothersome. Yet, I’ve never seen her without it.

“He’s the man behind the car. Don’t you think the world should know what he’s like?”

“No,” I say adamantly.

Hair up or down? Obviously she’s unable to decide because she yanks the elastic from her hair and then shakes her head. “Well, I do.”

“What’s this really about?”

She bites her lip.

“Is there something you’re not telling me?”

Eve and I haven’t known each other long. Two months ago she moved here from Toledo and I moved here from Mackinac Island, when we both landed jobs at The Detroit Scene. The Detroit Scene is an online blog that covers everything from politics to music to sports to cars. The blog is gaining readership, and we’ve had to work long hours to keep it that way. And although I’ve spent a lot of time with her, I still don’t get what makes her tick. I’m not even sure you could call us friends.

She shrugs. “We both went to the University of Michigan.”

How had I missed that fact? “And?”

“I may or may not have had sex with him once.”

My jaw drops. “What? Why didn’t you tell me that when we got this assignment?”

“Because it’s embarrassing.”

Raindrops against the window call my attention toward them. “In what way?”

“If you must know, he fucked me in the bathroom stall at a dive bar, took my number, told me he’d call me, and then never did. He’s just such a jerk.”

Refocusing on her, I say, “Eve, come on, what would you expect from an encounter like that? True love?”

She waves her hand. “No, and I don’t care about that anymore anyway. We were both young and stupid. Hell, most college kids are.”

I don’t believe her. “Then what’s this about?”

“Revealing the truth.”

“About what?”

“I already told you. Him.”

I find myself sitting up straighter. “What are you trying to reveal?”

“I think that’s obvious.”

“Not to me.”

She shakes her head. “Just how much of a sleazeball he is.”

Something defensive kicks in. “Eve, there is nothing about him at all that indicates he’s a sleazeball.”

“So player, manwhore, user, whatever term you want to use.”

“You’re focusing on his sex life. We’re here to write about his career. He’s a man who’s not even thirty yet with a huge accomplishment under his belt. That’s what we’re supposed to be focusing on.”

“You focus on what you think is important and I’ll focus on what I think readers want to know.”

“And what would that be, besides the unconfirmed rumors about his sex life?”

“I’m not certain yet, but I know there’s something there. Maybe I’ll include his poor relationship with his mother, for one. I talked to her earlier today and it was obvious their relationship is strained at best.”

My hands start to tremble. “You what?”

“I talked to his mother.”

“Why would you do that?”

Hands on hips, she huffs. “I already told you—for the story.”

“And?”

Her smile is wicked, but she shrugs. “Nothing really. I’m not even sure why she agreed to see me, other than I think she was drunk when she said yes and even drunker when I arrived.”

I say nothing.

“It was a complete waste of my time and aggravated my allergies, too. There was some lingering cigar or cigarette smoke in that house. I had to keep rubbing my nose to keep the scent from permeating into my nostrils. You know what that smoke does to me.”

I don’t, but I nod anyway. “So what happened?” I ask, worried she might have uncovered something about me.

“Aside from the feeling I got that Mrs. Storm doesn’t seem to excited with her son’s aspirations, she didn’t say much worth noting. She did, however, tell me that she thought Jasper was trying to live out his father’s dream for him. Whatever that means. Then, when I asked her about her dead husband, she got a little hostile and shoved me toward the door so hard I tripped on the carpet. I think she’s hiding something. I’m not sure what, but I want to find out. Anyway, read my blog post about that crazy visit later.”

“Your post? Have you written it yet?”

“No, not yet. I have to go through my notes and digest it. And besides, I’ll have more to write.”

“What else? What else will you be posting?” I sound nervous, and I hope she doesn’t hear it in my voice.

“Well, since you asked. Rumor has it that he recently attempted to seduce all the female council members in order to guarantee their vote.”

This time I roll my eyes. “Come on, Eve, just like the orgy, that sounds like a concocted story. You know better than to believe everything you hear.”

Her hands are now on her hips. “You saw him tonight. Clearly he still likes to sleep around.”

“Actually, I didn’t see him except when he was onstage. I left shortly after his speech.” Curiosity gets hold of me and I ask, “But what do you mean?”

“First there was the bartender who kept shooting him looks, and then there was the girl with the blue streaks in her blond hair and obvious implants wearing a bikini. He was all over them both.”

“Come on, Eve. You’re being ridiculous. It’s within his right to flirt. He’s a man and he’s not married.”

Opening one of her many bags, she pulls out her compact. “Forget it, you’ll never see it for what it is. Anyway, did you see the taller, older man who was standing with him and his buddies before the mayor made his speech but then disappeared?”

I nod. “The one in the navy suit with salt-and-pepper hair?”

She snaps her fingers and points to me. “That’s him. Do you know who he is?”

“I think his name is Hank and he owns HH Automotive Parts Plant.”

“Should that mean something to me?”

“Probably not, but it’s the only remaining independent parts plant in town.”

“Interesting. See, you do know more. I wonder what he has to gain, or lose, from all of this.”

“I don’t think anything. I believe he’s a longtime friend of Jasper’s.”

“Friend, right. I tried to talk to him about Jasper’s success and choice of location. He grunted that Jasper could build anywhere, but otherwise seemed uninterested and wouldn’t give me the time of day.”

“He was Jasper’s mentor. I doubt there’s much more to it than he is respecting Jasper’s privacy.”

“Still, I’d like to talk to him again.”

“Honestly, Eve, leave Jasper alone. You’re looking for something that isn’t there.”

Eve glances in the small mirror and then powders her nose. “You’re awfully defensive about him. Is there something about the two of you that maybe I should know?”

My heart starts to pound. She’s just too nosey and I need to shut up.

Reaching for her computer, she slides it into a very expensive-looking orange snakeskin case, and then tidies up her folders and books before she puts everything on the bedside table between both our beds.

“Where are you going?”

Stopping at the mirror again, she pops the top two buttons open on her blouse, allowing her more-than-ample cleavage to show. “To the party in the penthouse.”

There’s no sparkle coming from the side of her nose, and for a moment I wonder why she removed her diamond stud before I refocus. “Eve Hepburn,” I warn. “We’re here on business.”

“Charlotte Lane,” she responds with mock innocence. “I know that, but if you want to succeed in journalism you’ll do whatever it takes.”

I chew on my bottom lip in thought. “What do you mean, ‘whatever it takes’?”

She sighs and her eyes appraise me. “Listen, Charlotte, I know you’re from a small town, but I also know you’re smarter than that. I don’t need to explain. You really should come. When alcohol flows, so does so much more.”

All I can do is look at her in astonishment.

“Do you want me to wait while you change?”

Holding back my irritation with her, knowing there is no way I can show up there in case I’m recognized, I shake my head. “No, I’m not going to a party that I wasn’t invited to in order to flirt with a bunch of men to get information that I don’t think is even relevant.”

Eve shoots me a disgusted look and heads down the hallway. “Well, I am. See you later.”

Then, just like that, she’s gone.

And I’m left worrying what she’s going to uncover.

About me!
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REVVED

Jasper

IT ISN’T A wet dream I’m having.

But that doesn’t mean I’m not hard just thinking about it.

Y E S.

Y E S.

Y E S.

The word is the only thing on my mind as I awake. Light streams through the window and I squint as I open my eyes. I can’t help but smirk when I see the word Y E S plastered on different pieces of paper all over the walls of the room. It wasn’t just a dream. It really happened. The City Council really did vote yes to allow the sale of the old Laneworth Automotive Plant out on 8 Mile Road.

I can’t fucking believe it.

And that yes means today we are celebrating—having a groundbreaking ceremony before we officially own the land. Like last night’s celebration before the vote, it was Alex’s idea. As mayor, he wants to celebrate, to raise spirits, to show this town change is coming, and I for once have to agree with him—it’s a great fanfuckingtastic idea.

Today is definitely jumping the gun.

I don’t care.

It really doesn’t mean anything.

Again, I don’t care.

Now Monday—that I care about.

On Monday, the property will go up for auction. But from now until then, we need to pray like mad that no one from the Lane or Worth families shows up to lay claim to their long-ago abandoned property before it hits the block. After twenty years, I don’t see that happening, though. All I see happening is the days passing in one big party and then on Monday, the four of us going to the auction to place our bid and the land auctioneer saying, “Sold.”

Music is blaring throughout the suite. “Turn the fucking music down!” I yell. When no one answers, I assume it must be still playing from last night.

It’s not until I roll over that I realize I’m alone.

Where’d they go?

Perhaps the bigger question is how the hell did I end up with two women in my bed last night?

Let’s see . . .

Blue with the smoking-hot body was flirting with me nonstop. Small, subtle things that were driving me wild—a stroke against my cock when no one was looking, a slide of her hand into that string bikini, a lick of her finger. She was making me insane.

After all the liquor and all the foreplay, I had an erection the size of Texas. I couldn’t take it anymore and even though the night was young, I called dibs on one of the two bedrooms in the suite and led her inside.

Vanilla was not in that girl’s vocabulary. “Take your clothes off,” she ordered before I even closed the door.

I was used to being the one in control, but thought, why not listen to her? I threw the condoms on the dresser that I had in my wallet before I quickly undressed. Then I looked at her and said, “Your turn.”

She undid her bikini top and those lush tits were on full display.

I licked my lips and pointed to her bottoms. “Those too.”

With a smile, she pulled them down and stepped toward me. Shoes still on, she pushed me to the bed and then lifted her foot and pressed her heel against my stomach. Not hard enough to hurt, but enough to get my attention.

The game of control was on and I was all in.

“Suck me,” I ordered.

She was obedient.

Willing.

Eager, in fact.

In no time her mouth was on me, licking me like a lollipop. I closed my eyes and enjoyed being in her mouth. Honestly, though, there’s no such thing as bad fellatio. She was making all kinds of noises. I looked down at her with her mouth full of me and it was super hot. Those full, pouty lips were focusing on my crown, pulling up and down my shaft. There was nothing about that moment I wasn’t digging.

When she started to deep-throat me, I pulled her up. “Not yet, baby. I want to enjoy you,” I said.

She gripped my cock hard and whined a little. “But I wanted to taste you.”

I blinked for a second at how eager she was and then I reached for a condom. “And I want to fuck you.”

While I sheathed myself, she pulled some small white packets out of her shoe. She tossed four on the table and opened one, sprinkling it on her nipple. “Suck me,” she said in a low, raspy voice.

Drugs were a turnoff for me. I’d seen enough of what they did to people growing up. “Get rid of that shit,” I ordered.

“Come on, join in for a little fun.”

“Get rid of it or this will be over before it starts.”

She did, all right. Scooped it into her hand and sniffed it off the dresser. “Your loss,” she said, and then stared at me. “Well, I’m waiting.”

Standing there I had a choice—walk away or stay. If I’d had all my faculties, I would have stuck to my morals and walked away, but I was horny and really needed to get laid. So I flipped her over and fucked her. Fucked her hard. My lips never met hers, but I found myself pulling her hair as she clawed at my thighs. She was an animal even beneath me, and I didn’t hate it.

Just as I had started to come, there was a knock on the door.

“Jasper, the vote is in. Come on out and hear it.” It was Jake.

I hammered my cock into her one last time and felt the adrenaline racing through my veins. It was like I was speeding on the track at 150 miles per hour. I loved that fucking feeling.

“Jasper, now,” Jake said.

I laughed and gritted. “I’m coming.”

It was meant both ways.

Pulling out of her, I disposed of the condom and got dressed.

She splayed her body across the bed with her legs wide open. “I hope you’re not finished.”

I looked at her glistening pussy. “Not by a long shot. Just taking a little break.”

Dressing, she followed me out of the room.

Hoots and hollers were everywhere and champagne corks were flying. The City Council had voted yes. The guys and I went downstairs and out near the river with a bottle of whisky to celebrate for a few quiet minutes—toasting to the future and putting the past behind us at the same time, before returning to the party.

Our moods were top-notch. Music was blaring. We drank. We laughed. We mingled, and by mingled I mean flirted. Soon, the tunes turned to hip-hop and Jake was up on the table.

“Do it, break it down,” I shouted.

And he did. Jake was one of the best break-dancers I’d ever known. Growing up on the streets of Detroit, besides rapping, it was probably the only thing we learned that didn’t get us into trouble. In the day, I could hold my own, and so could Will and Drew, but man, Jake just had the moves. Drew had grown too big to throw his hands down on the table and thrust his feet in the air and Will gave it up long ago.

I hadn’t done it in years but last night I was drunk enough that I joined in. Hands. Feet. Shoulders. I moved until the room spun and I had to stop before I fell off the table. Jake was still moving though.

When I jumped down, I turned to watch him. He grinned at me and to my surprise he didn’t have a smart-ass comment about how his stamina was greater than mine.

Arms wrapped around my waist and a head rested on my shoulder. Blue had found me. “Hey, I have someone I want you to meet,” she purred.

Full of adrenaline, I turned around to see a chick with big tits and long red hair. She was gorgeous, and there was a strange familiarity about her that piqued my interest. “I found us a playmate,” Blue whispered in my ear.

By that time I was way too far gone to do anything that wasn’t stupid. In the condition I was in, I should have said no.

I didn’t.

I was on top of the world after all.

And besides, what hot-blooded male would turn away a set of hands caressing his chest and another clawing up his back?

Before I knew it I was in the room I had dibs on, and naked again. Standing beside the bed, my cock was in Red’s hands and Blue’s hands were on the both of us.

“I like it rough,” Red declared.

Okay, I thought. I can do rough. Or I thought I could. I hadn’t had that much to drink in a long time. It was showing. The room was starting to spin. I was really, really drunk.

Red slid her lips down my body and took my more-than-erect cock in her mouth. At least it was still working. No whisky dick was always a good thing. In order to steady myself my hands went to her hair, but then slipped down to her throat.

“Squeeze harder,” she said, biting at the tip of my cock.

I gave her what she wanted and tightened my grip around her neck. The noises she made were loud and I could tell she liked it.

Blue was sitting next to her with one hand on my balls and the other on Red’s pussy. Red sucked me, licked me, and deep-throated me. My vision was starting to blur and honestly, I was so far gone I wasn’t even feeling what she was doing. Finally, I pulled myself out of her mouth and stood utterly still for at least thirty seconds, trying to figure out if I was going to pass out or puke.

“I want you to tie me up,” Red said, looking between Blue and myself.

Blue made a lustful noise and then got up. The room was really spinning by then and I had to sit down. When Blue returned she had two terry-cloth belts from the robes in the bathroom.

I shook my head no and she dropped the belts. Soon enough both of them were all over me, and talking to each other. I had obviously taken the celebration too far. As the minutes passed and the alcohol took its toll, I became increasingly unaware of what was going on. I’m pretty sure they both snorted cocaine off my still-hard cock. Soon, it was difficult to understand who was talking to whom or who was supposed to be doing what.

Hands were all over the place.

A mouth on me.

Another on her, and the other her.

Who was who, I had no idea.

I remember that adrenaline rush I wanted so much but couldn’t achieve. Still, one of them worked me hard enough while I lay on my back unable to move that I eventually came in her mouth. Whoever it was screaming as I did that was coming, too. The noise was too much and I couldn’t get the high I needed. When I looked down, it was Red who rose and wiped her mouth. Blue was still licking at her and then announced it was her turn.

I hoped she wasn’t looking at me. I couldn’t move. The room was upside down and I thought I might puke.

No longer able to participate, I encouraged them to do their own thing. “Let me see the two of you kiss,” I said, or slurred was a better way to put it.

After that, only mere fissures of moments float through my mind. Red kept her red shoes on. Blue had gotten completely naked at some point, and then I think she tied Red to the bed, or maybe that was me. No, not me; I couldn’t move.

I tried to watch, but girl-on-girl was never my thing. Eventually, I found myself drifting.

The sound of the slap of skin awoke me.

“What the fuck?” I asked.

“She was bad,” Red quipped with my leather belt in her hand.

I blinked and blocked it all out as she lashed Blue with my belt. Nuts, they were fucking nuts. Nodding back off, another slap, this time against my face, roused me.

“Let’s fuck,” Red whispered in my ear.

That time I did say no and then I turned over and passed the fuck out for real.

I have no idea what they did for the rest of the night.

And that’s all I remember.

The night was just fucking bizarre.

Threesomes were ruined for me for life.

Thank fuck they’d both cut out early and we got to avoid the awkwardness of the morning after.

Shaking off last night’s mishaps, I slowly slide out of bed and get dressed. Surprisingly, I’m not as hung over as I should be for all I drank. It’s early, but I have a lot going on today, and I want to run home and shower before heading over to 8 Mile Road for the day’s celebration.

When I slip my feet into the new shoes Will made me buy for last night’s event, I notice they’re dirty. Upon closer inspection, I notice mud is splattered all over them.

What the fuck?

“Hey, Drew!” I yell.

There is a thump against the wall.

Did he just throw something at me?

Fuck, no!

With a smile plastered on my face, I gather my shit. Leaving the mess behind me, I saunter over to the other bedroom. I don’t bother to knock. He’s obviously awake. With a push, I lean against the doorframe and let the door open. “Hey asshole, what happened outside last—” I stop.

It’s not Drew. It’s Will, and he’s not alone. In fact he’s about to mount some woman. Her glasses are on the bedside table. Holy fuck! It’s the naughty secretary. I guess she doesn’t belong to Alex, or if she does, he doesn’t mind sharing.

At the sight, I quickly turn around. “Sorry, man. Catch you later.”

Well, that was unexpected.

Barging in on Drew or even Jake with a chick wouldn’t have fazed me, but Will, he’s different. He hardly ever ends up with a woman in his bed. He has all kinds of issues—they aren’t smart enough, they were too drunk, they have baggage, he didn’t see it going anywhere. The list goes on and on.

Mommy issues.

I feel kind of bad for intruding. Laughing at myself for caring, I quickly leave the suite, wondering where Drew and Jake landed.

When the valet pulls up with my sleek black Storm, the first thing I do is check for scratches. I really don’t like leaving my car outdoors overnight. Down here, punks are lurking in the dark looking to key any car they can. I know this because there was a time I was one. No damage that I can see, but water drips from the wheel wells. I glance around and notice the streets are also wet. That’s right; it started to rain last night just as the guys and I were going back inside.

Looking back at the hotel, I can’t help but wonder if I hadn’t just simply passed out last night and if my fucked-up threesome wasn’t just a dream.

Or a nightmare.

I shake it off, knowing it was too real to have been either, and I just want to forget it.

Once in my car, a strange melancholy falls over me. Twenty years ago today my life changed forever. The man I loved and looked up to, the man I wanted to be just like, who walked too fast and talked too fast, had big dreams and made even bigger promises, and loved me more than anyone—my father—died.

So even though my apartment isn’t that far away, I decide to go to the last place he was alive. The place he loved and the place I want to own, to turn something bad into something good.

To dream big—for him.

And so even though I have to go there again in a few hours, I head farther north and drive out to 8 Mile Road so that I can be alone. Later, I know I won’t have the chance.
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Detriot’s most eligible bachelor is about to lose more than his status.
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