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“Sinning. In such a magical, wholesome place. Good stuff.”

— Olivia Jane Doe





PART 1

FOUR VS.
MALLORE
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one

When one of the guys told Jack Maxwell that
there was a girl here to see him, he thought

little of it. He was the bar manager, and that meant he did the
hiring for the bar, which meant too-young-for-him girls were
always here to see him. He’d even become immune to his
ridiculous work attire, which was essentially a costume. It was
a terribly stiff, white button-up shirt with a green and orange
flannel kilt. That’s right. A kilt. Because in the theme-parked
land of Orlando, everything was what it was times forty. So
naturally an “Irish” bar, located just outside and surrounded
by a cluster of mega-theme parks, would clearly need to be
completely, utterly, and embarrassingly Irish. 

Except for the traditional heavy drinking. That was
frowned upon.

As for bright green, sugary punch drinks served to brats in
big, plastic, shamrock-shaped cups? That was spot-on. Totally
authentic. 

But Jack hadn’t even regarded how ridiculous he might
have looked as he stacked his tips and pulled himself out from
behind the desk. Because everybody who worked around here
had to wear some kind of atrocious getup. It was just a matter
of how atrocious it was. His outfit, by these standards, was
pretty modest. He had one of the “cool” jobs, he’d come to
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learn. Unlike the poor bastards who worked the rides and
restaurants inside the parks, he wasn’t forced to dress like an
extra in some kind of fairy-dust production. No, his never
seemed bad in comparison...until now. 

Because the girl who was waiting at the bar wasn’t in some
costume. Actually, she looked pretty fantastic. Sexy. Grown up,
now. The subtle features she’d had when she’d been eighteen
had grown more rigid, giving her a solid and relentless kinda
pretty. It had been almost fifteen years, he quickly reckoned,
since he’d laid eyes on this girl. And now she was sitting at the
bar swirling her finger around in the top of her pint of Guin-
ness. She was a girl he used to “date.” That is, if a thirty-four-
year-old could “date” an eighteen-year-old, which of course
was ludicrous. Knowing it then, and especially knowing it
now just into forty-seven. And he simply had to figure that
she, just a bit into thirty, had to know it now too. So what the
hell she was doing here, especially after a very messy split all
those years ago, was a complete mystery. 

And even though he’d been wearing these outfits for
almost a decade, he now felt like he’d instantly regressed back
to the first day he ever had to force himself to put the thing
on. And the first thing the girl said when she saw him? It sure
as hell didn’t help. 

“My, oh my, look at you,” said Olivia, with a whip of her
dark hair and a demolishing grin. “You’ve gone and gotten
yourself all Irish.”

* * *

Olivia knew it would be awkward, her just popping up
like this. The terms they’d parted ways on were odd. And not in
a way that anybody could rationalize as good. Her having been
young and in crush. Jack, quite a different man back then. A big-
time hustler, working as a lucrative bookie, drug seller, and part-
time scammer in the small Gulf town of Naples. Wildly popular.
Always with money, and always scheming for more. She’d
learned a lot from this guy before he’d betrayed her for what
would be, by her choice, the last time. 

And that’s when she did some scheming of her own, raking
him for almost fifteen thousand in cash before disappearing.

3

S T R I K E A  P O S E R



Liking it and taking to it so well that she’d made a career of it.
Starting in Miami. Short-cons turned long. Each job, consecu-
tively more savvy. And more profitable. Some ups, and some
radical downs. All bringing her here. A funny thing, the way
life worked. Her current job, that is. She’d been casing a new
mark, following the rich target all the way to, of all goddamn
places: Orlando, Florida. Soon finding out that Jack had
ended up here, having gone straight after having done a little
jail time. Seeing him now, standing there in that silly kilt,
fresh shave, and neatly parted, blond hair. Realizing every-
thing she’d heard about him was true. Sadly true. 

After all, if she were to credit anybody (or often blame
anybody) for her life-shift onto the grift, this would be the
guy. Seeing now that he’d bailed on it. She was feeling embar-
rassed for him almost instantly. Mostly because she could tell
that he was embarrassed. Few people here probably knew lit-
tle of what he was before he became just another guy in an
ever-changing array of bar managers at Paddy McDootmont’s
Irish Pub (“pub” in Orlando often meant restaurant/ snack
hut/ romper room). 

And no, she wasn’t here to redeem him, or make things
straight, or find closure. Truth was, she and her current accom-
plice needed a couple extra players in this thing they were plan-
ning. A high-yield endeavor targeting a multimillionaire
planning to make a large cash transaction. And it was true, fifteen
years were a lot of years. And true also that she no longer knew
Jack. But in knowing where somebody came from? Where they
started? Being able to deduce the path that brought him here and
put that pleated orange and green kilt on him? 

It was better than a guy who knew a guy, a vouched-for
player, or a trusted recommendation. Because even though
she didn’t know this forty-some-year-old Jack, she still knew
Jack. Trusted Jack to be Jack, despite the changes brought on
by the subsequent years. Because at their foundation, Olivia
believed that people didn’t change all that much. Flowers
could sprout new colors, but the roots stayed the same. 

And in this business, with so much uncertainty...that was
about as close as Olivia would be able to get to being certain
of anything. 

D Y L A N E D W A R D A S H E R
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“Can you take a break?” she said to him now, wiping the
foam of the fresh Guinness from her lips. 

“I was just finishing up,” he said, leaning on the back bar.
His eye contact was scattered, and clearly flustered. He was
caught off guard. Obviously, he would have questions. 

And Olivia had decided she’d clear one of them up
straightaway. Get it out of the way so that she could pitch him.
So she tossed the big manila envelope right onto the bar and
cracked it just enough so that he could see what was inside. 

“Is there someplace more private we can talk?” she said,
watching him peer inside the envelope. His eyes, and his reac-
tion, telling her just how far he’d strayed from his former life. 

“Is that...?” he went to say, then stopped himself. He was
glancing around a moment later to see if anybody was watch-
ing. 

“It is,” she said, closing the envelope and sliding it toward
him. “Right down to the last dollar.”

He stepped back from the envelope, his eyes going to her
and clearly asking. 

She said, “Yeah, yeah, I know. I took it fair and square. But
that’s not what this is about. See, one of many things I’ve
learned is that you can’t underestimate the power of a grudge.
Set things right, and hit reset. Reestablish trust. Because if any-
thing is gonna make this thing work, getting off on the proper
foot will mean the world.”

“What thing?” he said.
“Silly, don’t you know?” she said, sitting forward. “That’s

something you taught me. When I tried before.”
“Tried what?”
“You and I,” she said. “Partners.”

* * *

Sitting at one of the outdoor tables scattered throughout
the giant entertainment complex, Jack held the envelope in
his lap, feeling even more frail and exposed than before. And
if it hadn’t been fifteen-odd thousand dollars in cash, and if it
wasn’t a reality that it would take him over three months in
season to make that much money, he probably wouldn’t have
accepted it. He still had pride, after all. 
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Just not fifteen thousand dollars’ worth of pride.
“Want one?” said Olivia, crossing her legs and offering

him a cigarette out of her pack. 
“No thanks,” said Jack, slumping back into his chair, the

envelope almost on the verge of sliding off his lap. He thought
maybe he was subconsciously trying to make it appear unim-
portant to him. 

“No thanks?” she said. “You used to smoke seventeen
packs a day.”

“Yeah, not quite so much anymore,” he said. “Conse-
quence, not a choice. From working here.”

He hated the words as they slipped out of his mouth. The
reality of everything his life had become would seep out
slowly but surely. Every aspect seeming shamefully evident as
he said things to her.

He said, “Not allowed. You know. In this fucking fantasy
land.”

“Oh,” she said, nodding and grinning. “They don’t want
the kids to see, huh? Bongo Bear puffing away on a pack of
Newports? Having a shot of whiskey with Daltry Dolphin and
Static Man?”

“That’s right,” said Jack. “No reality here. Can’t disrupt the
illusion.”

“Ha!”
Jack looked at Olivia, who quickly covered her mouth. 
“Something funny?” he said. 
“No, no,” she said. “Well, not ‘ha ha’ funny. But yeah. It’s

just cute. What you said.”
“What was cute about it?”
“About illusions,” she said, tapping her cigarette lighter

against the table. “Oh, never mind. If you accept my offer,
you’ll see.”

Olivia fired up her cigarette, puffing it into a frenzy and
letting smoke swirl all around her face, seeming to relish in it. 

“Showing off?” said Jack. 
“I suppose,” she said. “Sinning. In such a magical, whole-

some place. Good stuff.”
“Tell you what. Work one of my shifts. Then see how mag-

ical and wholesome you think it is after that.”

D Y L A N E D W A R D A S H E R
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“Yeah?” she said, looking him over through the smoke.
“Never thought I’d see the day when Jack Maxwell had a shift.”

“What are you doing here?” said Jack, sitting forward hard,
slapping the envelope onto the table. He was finding the fif-
teen thousand dollars was feeling less and less worth it. Amaz-
ingly. Pride. Helluva thing. 

The tone of his voice must have shifted enough though,
because Olivia’s eyes softened. After a considered pause, she
pulled over an ashtray and smothered her cigarette out.
“Sorry.”

“It’s okay.” 
“No, no, I am,” she said. “I’m overdoing it. Shit, I don’t

even smoke anymore. Just wanted you intrigued. I need you to
want out. That’s the only way you’ll be interested.”

“In what?”
“In getting out,” she said, finishing with the cigarette and

sitting back. “Of this.”
“Then you’re right. You are overdoing it. Vastly.”
“Vastly?”
“Olivia,” he said, slumping back. He used two fingers to

whip his kilt up and toss it around a bit. “I’m wearing a dress.”
He saw Olivia start bouncing up and down, a little laugh. She

covered her mouth. A girl once crazy. With a somewhat misdi-
rected intelligence. Now clearly evident that it had grown more
directed. And she had turned it into a confident wisdom. 

“Just tell me what this is,” said Jack, finding that her eyes were
already making him feel more comfortable. “You said partners.”

“Jack, oh Jack,” she said, now softening even more, her
head shaking with her hand still over her mouth. “You simply
wouldn’t believe what I’ve been up to since we parted ways.”

Jack said, “I made three hundred and seventy-five dollars
last night. And I was happy. Because that was a super busy
night and that was good money.”

“That is,” she said, “a lot of corn dogs.”
“Will you stop?” he said, whacking the table. “If you want

me paying attention, you might want to stop abusing me.”
“I can’t help it,” she said, eyes leveling. Hand still over her

mouth. But he knew there was probably a coy, half-playful
smile underneath it. “You deserve it.”
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“I got what I deserve,” he said. “Do I have to show you the
dress again?”

“Please, I see it,” she said. “It’s wholly distracting. But see-
ing you now. Remembering some things.”

“Selectively, no doubt,” said Jack. “I might have been an
ass, but you were no merry-go-round.”

“No,” she said. “Don’t suppose I was. I was more like...”
“A roller coaster.”
Her eyes then changed the slightest bit, but he couldn’t tell

what it meant. She lowered her hand, and seeing her full face
didn’t help to discern it. With a subtle grin, she said, “You do
realize that’s two amusement park analogies in less than five
seconds, right?”

Jack went to speak, then stopped himself. Actually, no. He
hadn’t realized that. He soon found he was dropping his face
into his hands. 

She said, “You need outta here.”
“Yes, yes,” he said, nodding. “I really do.” He pulled him-

self upright, slapping his hands onto his knees. “But my point
was, you show up here with fifteen thousand dollars. Slap it
onto the bar like it’s a lunch tab. And then you say I won’t
believe what you’ve been up to.”

“Yeah, you won’t,” she said. “Things you couldn’t even
imagine.”

“Then tell me,” he said. “And be assured...”
He patted the envelope full of neatly wrapped hundred-

dollar bills.
“...that I will have no choice but to believe you.”

* * *

Olivia couldn’t share those things with Jack. Hell, she
couldn’t share them with anybody. Not even her current
accomplice. Not the way Jack would want her to. It was some-
thing she’d known about life as a con artist, and especially
about life as a con artist with partners. Which was: know them
only well enough. To know what makes them tick, and predict
what they will do in any given situation. Deduce their
motives. And let them know you exactly that much in return.
And in that thing would be the grifter’s form of trust. Knowing

D Y L A N E D W A R D A S H E R
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that if the job is good, and the plan is good, and everybody
makes out, there will be no reason for the players to try to step
out, double-cross, or get greedy. Knowing it about them, and
them knowing it about you. On the grift, that was a good part-
nership. 

These things were important when you had one partner.
But with this job, Olivia knew they’d need more than that. By
her estimation, they’d need a minimum of one, two, three
players. With herself, that would be four. Yeah, four could do
it. If they were all good. Solid. In on it fully, and perfectly in
sync. All with the same motive that was clear and devoted to:
follow the plan. And know that everybody will make well. 

And that was what she was here to pitch Jack. And every
uncomfortable moment they shared was revealing tells. And
letting her know him. Even if he didn’t realize it yet. 

“I’m here with a proposition,” she said, watching him
carefully. His eyes. His hands. Finger movements. Finger non-
movements. She was able to note reactions like they were sub-
titles. “See, when we parted ways, I went in what some might
consider to be, especially considering where we both started,
the exact opposite direction as you.”

“Wasn’t intentional,” said Jack, flicking at his thigh with
two fingers. A twitch of nostalgia. With a tinge of regret. “I
tried to carry on. But I got busted. Did two months. That’s
twice in the can.”

“What was it?”
“Drug selling,” he said. “Careless. I was new in town. Felt

invincible. Fuck, cops around here look like keystones.”
“Well, you won’t do jail time for this, because there’s

nobody to report it to. That’s how it is when all parties
involved have everything to hide.”

“What is this?” he said as the kilt flicking stopped. “I mean,
seriously. You’re beginning to sound professionally shady.”

“Only because I want to,” she said. “If you were a mark,
believe me, it would never even occur to you. Not unless I
wanted it to.”

Jack uncrossed his legs. He sat forward over the table,
seeming to examine her. She saw his eyes glance at the enve-
lope in a quick twitch. Yeah. He wanted in. 
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“So what you’re telling me,” he said, “is that you’re a con
artist now?”

“Don’t look so surprised,” she said with a simple nod.
“After all, I took you. Actually, you were my first.”

“You were a kid,” he said. “It was a clever trick. I’ll give you
that.”

“Well,” she said, “the tricks have since gotten more clever.
And the prizes? No offense. Quite a bit more substantial.”

“Describe substantial.”
She whisked the envelope full of cash toward him with

two fingers like it was trash that needed cleaned off the table.
“Do I really have to?”

“Well, you best describe something,” he said. “Otherwise,
I’ll walk away from this rope.”

“It’s a long con, but it’s at the tail end. Meaning, for you it
would be short.”

“What’s the play?”
“Millionaire,” she said. “A self-proclaimed country boy. A

chain of go-kart tracks, or some shit. Looking to spend money.
Money as in cash. No trail. Can’t declare it. Not a new story.”

“Spend it on what?” he said. 
“You haven’t said yes,” she said. “Don’t think I want to

divulge any more until you say yes.’”
“How can I say yes without knowing what I’m saying yes

to?”
“That’s the deal,” she said. “If you’re in, all the informa-

tion you need is already on the table. Guy with money. No
police. High yield. And a good plan. And I assure you...”

Olivia sat forward, resting her arms over the table...
“It’s my plan,” she said. “And it makes kittens look like

sewer rats.”
“How’s that?”
Olivia blinked at him, disappointed he’d blanked her

cleverness. Less inspired now, she said dryly, “Because it’s so
damn cute.”

“Ah,” said Jack with a little smirk that was equally unin-
spiring. 

But regardless, Olivia still watched him carefully. She
knew this would be where the job would be. Right now. The

D Y L A N E D W A R D A S H E R
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yes or the no. Despite the hard sell. He’d have to trust her. It
was the only place to start. 

It seemed Jack couldn’t take the pressure of her eyes any-
more, and he pulled back. He started flicking at his kilt again,
eyes looking around. Clearly he could feel that ridiculous
thing all over his legs, and it was making him crazy. Grown
man in a kilt. It wouldn’t be long now. 

But. She wasn’t roping him. She wanted him comfortable.
She didn’t want any horseplay on this one. So she reached her
hand across the table and touched his arm lightly. His eyes set-
tled and went back to her, beginning to look slightly weary
from it. 

She said, “Millionaires are always trying to find new ways
to unload their wealth. It’s like a club. Rich guy pays this rich
guy, and nobody knows none the better. Nobody meaning the
feds, IRS, fraud investigators. And this job, in all its facets, is
actually a very simple and time-honored practice.”

“And what is,” he said, “that time-honored practice?”
She smiled. “A girl. Getting between a man and his

money.”
Jack clearly couldn’t help it. He had to grin. And he even-

tually sat back and seemed to relax. And it wasn’t half a
minute later that he was lighting one of Olivia’s cigarettes,
puffing it into a frenzy and blowing smoke seemingly every-
where. 

* * *

“Tundra,” said Jack’s younger brother Kip as Jack watched
him toss a bunch of Enchantment Land bags onto the big
table. “That’s all it’s been for the past two hours. Tundra,
Daddy. Tundra. Tundra.”

“The fuck is Tundra?” said Jack, sitting on a couch made of
logs. They were in the lobby of the resort Kip was staying at
with his wife and seven-year-old son, Sam. It was a ski lodge-
themed-joint called Lumberjack Lodge, just outside the theme
parks, between Animation Nation and Hero World. It had lots
of cartoonish animals everywhere, and everything was made
to look like it was built from freshly cut trees. Jack couldn’t
believe, upon his arrival, just how over the top it was. The roof
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in the lobby was the height of the six or seven floors of the
resort, and it was made to look as if it had been built from
timber and rope. There was a giant, fake oak tree that would
come crashing down outside every half hour, with an anima-
tronic Lumberjack Sam yelling, “Timber!” Behind them was a
steaming, hot-spring waterfall spouting over some fake rocks
and babbling off underneath a bridge. And yes, they were
inside the lobby. 

“It’s a ride,” said Kip, pulling up a plush seat also made of
logs. “In Planet World. Barely a ride, actually.”

“Planet World,” huffed Jack. “Stupidest goddamn… Fuck’s
that name even mean?”

“Like Hero World has superheroes,” said Kip, “Planet
World has planets. Educational, you know? Different areas of
the park are themed after different planets. And there’s an
entire area dedicated to the various regions of our planet.”

“It’s ridiculous. And redundant. And besides all that, I’ve
heard it’s a shithole.” 

“So wait,” said Kip, “you’ve worked here over a decade and
you’ve never gone to the parks?”

“Oh, of course I’ve been to Enchantment Land,” said Jack.
“But an hour or so of that, and I was all set.”

Kip said, “Well, in Planet World, Tundra is in Alaska-town,
just past Mexico. And yes, it’s ten feet of sidewalk between the
arctic and the Tropic of Cancer, but try explaining the absur-
dity of that bullshit to a seven-year-old.”

“So what’s wrong with Tundra?” 
“What’s wrong with it? What’s right with it?”
Jack shrugged. “Fair enough.” 
“See, all day, we’ve been riding these elaborate, huge rides.

The ones in Enchantment Land. Rides like Shaft Blaster.
Planet Blaster. Double Black Diamond Drop. Medieval
Knievel. But then, end of the day, we end up in Planet World.
And consequently, we end up on this dinky little piece-of-shit
boat ride. Tundra. And fuck if that doesn’t turn out to be his
favorite.”

“Wait. What is Shaft Blaster?”
“No, no, that’s in Enchantment Land.”
Jack shook his head. “Is that what I asked?”

D Y L A N E D W A R D A S H E R
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Kip, hands out, “It’s Shaft Blaster. You know. Like a mine
shaft?”

“Oh,” said Jack. “Bit misleading.”
“No, no, that ride’s fun as shit.”
“Yeah, no,” said Jack. He breathed. “That’s not what I

meant.”
“But Tundra is not fun as shit. Tundra’s in Planet World.

It’s about Alaska. No bullshit, it’s a boat ride into the history
and culture of Alaska.”

Jack nodded. “And Shaft Blaster?”
“Fuck you think? It’s about blasting through a mine shaft

in a crazy little mine car. Fast, you know?”
“Fast, right. Got it.”
“And that’s the thing,” said Kip. “All day in Enchantment

Land, it’s been giant rides with ghosts and pirates, talking
bears and rabbits, singing elephants and dolphins. But no.
Non-animated polar bears. And some roaring sounds buzzing
through a two-inch speaker. The big winner.”

“Ah well, kids,” said Jack, with a shrug of having
absolutely zero notion of anything having to do with kids. 

“But see, there’s no line for the ride. So apparently we have
to loop around and do it again and again. Five, six times
tonight.”

“So,” said Jack, falling back into the couch, “Sammy likes
the educated shit. And you’re bitching there’s no lines.”

“No, Jack. He likes the ride because it’s the end of the day.
He knows ride time is ending. The only reason that ride even
exists is to give the kids something to do while the adults
pound two dozen margaritas from next-door Mexico. Which,
consequently, also has its own ride. A shitty little train. Daltry
Dolphin wears a sombrero. There’s some dancing tacos. And
then there’s some business with a duck that talks but it’s all
quacky, so I can’t understand a goddamn word of it.”

Jack said, now eying Kip suspiciously, “What the hell did
they put in those margaritas?”

“Two dollars’ worth of tequila. In an eleven-dollar drink.
Then on our way out, Sammy insisted we get on this ride
about dinosaurs. Dino-venture or something. By the end of it,
I was glad they went extinct.”
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“So, when is Sofie coming down?” said Jack, propping his
foot up on the table. 

“Few minutes,” said Kip. “She went to the room to call in
some reservations. And what are you doing here, anyway? We
were supposed to meet up tomorrow.”

“Reservations?” said Jack. “Where at?”
“Tiki Island,” said Kip, shrugging it off like it was obvious

knowledge that of course you’d need a reservation at Tiki
Island. “In Fizzle Studios. Buffett and show. Polynesian show.”

“No shit.”
“Polynesian buffet too.”
“Well, then I’ll be brief,” said Jack. “Olivia. From Naples.”
Jack saw Kip do a double-take. 
“Yeah, her,” said Jack. “She came back. She came to see me

over in Celebration Nation.”
“No,” said Kip. “The Olivia?”
Jack nodded. He didn’t need to explain Olivia to Kip,

because Kip had been there all those years ago. Had experi-
enced Olivia’s con way back then. Funny thing, as Jack getting
cleaned out by her back then had actually bonded him and
his brother, who’d been ten years estranged prior. Now, with
Kip still living in Naples, they spoke often. And Kip would
visit occasionally. The theme parks were an obvious and good
reason, since he had a seven-year-old son. 

Kip said, “What the hell did she want?”
“She gave me the money back,” said Jack. “All of it. Appar-

ently she’s a professional now.”
“Professional what?”
“Grifter,” said Jack. “You know. Con artist. And judging by

the way she tossed all that money to me, a pretty successful
one.”

“Olivia,” said Kip, shaking his head. “Punk little misfit.”
“Punk, not so much anymore,” said Jack. “Misfit? Most

definitely.”
Kip’s eyes seemed to be seeing her in his memory. “How’d

she look?”
Jack collapsed his chin onto his hand and said,

“Absolutely gorgeous.”
“Of course she does,” said Kip, shrug and a smile. 

D Y L A N E D W A R D A S H E R
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“Yeah, I know,” said Jack. “But the reason I asked about
Sofie was I didn’t want her to walk in on this conversation.”

“What conversation?”
“This one,” said Jack. “The one we’re having.” 
“And what is this one?”
“Well, I ain’t got around to it yet,” said Jack. “See, she

wasn’t here to make things right, or reconnect with me, or
anything like that. No, she was here for something else. And
that’s what this conversation is about to be about.”

“I’m not understanding.” 
Jack sat forward and wanted a cigarette, knowing for sure

that it wasn’t permitted. He eyed his brother for a moment,
looking at his neatly parted hair, and shirt with Enchantment
Land shit on it. This pitch had been Olivia’s idea. Kip was
somebody else she knew from that distant past, and some-
body she knew that Jack knew. One more for the job. It had
seemed feasible at the time she’d pitched it. But now, looking
at his brother, ten years younger and yet ten years more
mature and all “family-man” like, it seemed like a serious long
shot. 

But something Jack also knew was that Kip had planned,
and had been negotiating, the purchase of the bar he worked
at in Naples. And Jack knew that these negotiations, especially
pertaining to the transfer and purchase of the very expensive
liquor license, had hit a snag. And had stalled. And had stayed
stalled. 

“Olivia has a job,” said Jack. “High yield, low risk. No
cops. Some millionaire. She needs players. Twenty percent
each. That’s what she’s offering.”

And with that and only that, Jack sat back and folded his
arms, watching Kip. He knew Kip’s initial reaction would be
his most truthful. 

Kip looked deeply confused, like somebody had put an
algebra problem in front of him upside down. Jack waited for
this to morph into something else. Something more telling. It
did not. 

“A con job,” said Jack. 
“Yeah,” said Kip. “I get that.”
“Okay, so what’s with the face?”
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“The face?”
“Your face,” said Jack. “All crinkled up, looking bewil-

dered. She wants us in on a job.”
“Yeah, I get that too.”
“Then what is it you don’t get? Clearly, there’s something

that’s making your face do that.”
“Sure there is,” said Kip. “It’s: what the hell would ever

make you, either of you, think I’d be interested in anything
like that?”

“Lots of money.”
“And that’s it?” said Kip. “Not, hey I’m married. Hey, I

have a kid. And hey, I have a good job.”
“Yeah, and for how long?” said Jack, sitting forward. “As I

understand it, you don’t buy that bar, Pat starts taking outside
offers. And a new owner with new ideas? As agreeable as you
may be, that new owner may not want to keep you.”

“We’re working on a deal.”
“No, you’re working on a deal. Pat is waiting. I know Pat.

Impatient.”
“And loyal,” said Kip.
“Because you’re a good bartender,” said Jack. “Made him a

lot of money. Enough money, ironically, so that he can retire.
And leave you behind. Face it, Kip. That four o’clock liquor
license is priceless in that dry-ass town. Man wants out, he’s
gonna get out while the getting is good.”

“Oh, now you see?” said Kip, sitting back and waving a
finger at Jack. “I see what you’re doing now.”

“Stating facts.”
“No. You’re trying to rope me.”
“Yes,” said Jack. “Of course I am.”
“Yeah, well,” said Kip, still with the damn finger, “that

might have worked ten years ago. But now we’re both adults.
And I know better than to be roped by you.”

“Fine,” said Jack, patting his hands on his knees and
standing up. “Today we’re adults. Just thought, as an adult,
that the ballpark of a hundred thousand dollars might be a
place you’d like to visit. Sorry to have bothered you with it.”

Jack didn’t need to pretend he was leaving. Even if he’d
planned on it, he wouldn’t have time. Because the shift had
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happened so quickly. And Kip’s face wasn’t all confused any-
more. 

“What hundred thousand?”
“That’s the twenty percent,” said Jack. “That means that

could be your share. Each of us at twenty, her and one other at
thirty means this job could possibly net well over half a mil-
lion dollars.”

Kip stood up and started glancing around like anybody
could be listening. He leaned in close to Jack and said, “You’re
telling me Olivia, little spitfire Olivia, has concocted a scam
worth over half a million dollars?”

Jack raised his hands. “Apparently.”
“And what do we have to do?”
“Not sure yet,” he said. “Says we’ll be like actors, playing dif-

ferent roles. Got this thing orchestrated. She won’t tell me much
more. Not until we’re in and she knows for sure we’re in.”

“Why us?”
Jack shrugged. “She figures she can trust us.”
“Why?”
“Because she knows that she’s smarter than us.”
“Olivia is?”
Jack made a simple, serious nod. “Yes. Without a doubt.

She is.”
“And you trust her? You know? After the other thing?”
“Yes,” said Jack. “There’s something else there. An affec-

tion. No, not like that. More like a comfort of home. Going
back to where she started. She’s not devious about it. It’s busi-
ness. Plus, she knows that for us, a hundred thousand dollars
is a hell of a lot of money.”

“For us?” said Kip. “For anybody.”
“For most,” said Jack. “For some, it’s life changing. And

something she knows we’d be stupid to trifle with. And again
she’s right.”

Jack reached into his back pocket and pulled out his pack
of cigarettes. He began patting them, knowing he’d be firing
one up outside shortly.

“Can’t smoke in here,” said Kip.
“No fucking obvious shit,” said Jack. “I’m heading out-

side.”
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“You said again she’s right,” said Kip. “About what?”
“About us trifling,” said Jack. “Because if you say yes, then

we won’t. We won’t even consider it. No. We will follow the
plan. Exactly the plan. That’s the terms.”

“She said that?”
“No, she didn’t have to,” said Jack, putting the unlit ciga-

rette in his mouth. “I’m saying that. To you. Those are my
terms.”

* * *

“I’m here,” said Olivia into her cell phone, standing out-
side the bright orange door marked room 1045.

click... click, latch... latch...
“Look at this,” said Jillian, opening the door, holding up

a towel. Or it had been a towel, until one of the people from
the maid service had folded it into a sculpture of an elephant.
“I don’t want to use it because that would fuck it up.”

Olivia grabbed the towel, and with one whip, the thing
came apart and flung flat and open. 

“Rude,” said Jillian, stepping aside as Olivia came into her
room. 

“You watch,” said Olivia, tossing the towel onto the bed.
“Come morning, there’ll be another one just like it.”

Jillian said, closing the door, “How’d it go?”
Olivia sat on the bed. “Ninety percent.”
“Ten percent and we’re out of time.” Jillian started over to

a desk near the television. A few years older than Olivia, Jillian
was a fair-skinned blonde and had spent almost all the time
so far in Orlando hiding from the sun. The television was on
some resort channel, playing a loop of the different parks, and
rides, and attractions. So far, it seemed that the constant bela-
boring of fun hadn’t tempted Jillian to venture out of her
room. 

Olivia said, “You know, you could change that channel.”
“I like it,” she said, picking up the resort directory and

paging through it. “That mine car ride? That thing looks
bonkers.”

“We have a week of downtime,” said Olivia. “If you
wanted to.”
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“Nah,” she said, flipping the pages. “Want some room ser-
vice?”

“I’ll hit up the buffet,” said Olivia. 
“Too many kids,” said Jillian. “Can’t deal.”
“It’s almost three o’clock,” said Olivia. “Nap time.

Shouldn’t be too busy.”
“You see this shit?” said Jillian, turning the pages of the

open book to Olivia. On the page was a picture of Double
Black Diamond Drop, a ride in Enchantment Land featuring a
haunted ski lift. 

“Yes,” said Olivia. “In person.”
“You ride it?”
Olivia paused with a smirk. “Why do you ask?”
Jillian shrugged, shaking her head, again looking at it. 
Olivia said, “You know, it’s less than five minutes from

here.”
Jillian tossed the book onto the desk and pulled up a

chair. “I went to the lobby bar last night. It looked like a fuck-
ing movie set.”

“Yes,” said Olivia. “Everything here is like that.”
“The bartender. The outfit he was wearing? Oh my god.”
Olivia nodded and said, “Jack was wearing a kilt.”
“No,” said Jillian, with a big-ass grin.
“Yep. The things that time will do.”
“Admit it. You loved it.”
Olivia shrugged, thinking of course she had. “Kinda sad.

But it’s still Jack. Just neutered. And much more predictable.”
“Well, this bartender last night? I don’t know what this

outfit was. Kind of like a western, gay, slightly embarrassed
swashbuckler. Couldn’t even flirt for a freebie. Just felt wrong.”

“Like you need a freebie.”
“Old habits. So, you tell them about the job?”
“The basics,” said Olivia. “I’ll spill it at the meet.”
“And when’s the meet?”
“Three days,” said Olivia. “In my room. Have it all drawn

out. I bought some dry erase boards and an assortment of dif-
ferent colored markers.”

“Look at you,” she said, proud little grin. 
“No choice. With this plan.” 
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On the television... “on an adventure of a lifetime, as you
accompany Bongo Bear on a mysterious, musical quest to save
Brandy Bear from the clutches of King Ferret, held captive deep
inside the cavernous realms of Pirate Rock.” 

Jillian, again gazing at it. Watching the clips of the log ride,
with giant animatronic bears, monkeys, and elephants playing
drums. 

Jillian said, “Watch this. The plunge.”
“Yep,” said Olivia, doing her the courtesy of watching.
Jillian rested her chin on her hand and tapped at her lower

lip lightly with her finger. “I’m gonna call room service.”
Still fixated on it, though. She sighed through her hand. 
Cut to fourteen hours later...
The two of them standing outside the Buccaneer Barney

ride in Enchantment Land. It was an extremely tame indoor
boat ride, lots of animatronic cartoon hijinks, and not much
else. 

“Twenty-five-minute wait?” said Jillian, folding her arms
and waving her hand at the entrance. “But this ride is so fuck-
ing stupid. What the fuck?”

“If this ride is so stupid,” said Olivia, hanging just behind
her, “why do you want to ride it again?”

Arms clenched, “Arrrrrrrrgh.”
Olivia gave her a moment to make a decision. 
“Fine, fuck it,” said Jillian, pulling Olivia toward it. 
“You sure?”
“Fucking brats should be in school,” she said as they

headed into the line. To ride the “stupid fucking” ride. For the
third time. 

* * *

Through the phone, “I think we should do it.”
Jack heard this even before a hello. He sat slowly into his

cheap lawn chair out on his patio, setting his beer down by his
feet. Just over a day had passed, and the call had come rather
unexpectedly. Jack hadn’t even had a chance to pull over his
little end table. 

Jack said, “Hello, Kip.”
“Hi,” said Kip. “I think we should do it.”
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“Yeah, I heard you,” said Jack. “You know, you have a cou-
ple more days to mull it over.”

“It’s mulled,” he said. “Listen, I can’t talk long. Sofie is
with Sam watching the boat parade.”

“Okay,” said Jack. “And what happened… I mean. How so
sure?”

“You came to me with it, remember?”
“Yes? So?”
“So why the hell do you sound all reluctant now?”
“I’m not reluctant,” said Jack. “Just surprised. Kind of a

one-eighty from you.”
“Yeah, well, it was a serious one-eighty from Patrick. I

should have known not to call back home while on vacation.
But I did. And now? Well.”

“Well what?”
“I’m out of time,” said Kip. “Almost. And this boat show is

fucking stupid.”
Jack could hear cheap-sounding little tunes tinkering in

the background. “Sounds awesome.”
Kip sighed hard, suggesting it wasn’t. “This tugboat travels

from resort to resort. So apparently, we have to travel from
resort to resort. Three days, I’ve seen this stupid goddamn
thing nineteen times.”

“Okay, okay,” said Jack. “Just relax. Breathe, kid.”
“When’s the meet?”
“Thursday, seven o’clock,” said Jack. “Olivia is staying at

Paradise Palace.”
Kip saying loudly, “Yes Sammy. I see the dinosaur. Dino-

Wiz, right? Awesome.” Then quieter, “Really fucking awe-
some.”

“Kip. Are you going to be okay?”
“Of course I’m going to be okay,” said Kip. “I’m sur-

rounded by magic. Tenacious fucking magic. My balls have
turned to crystal. My cock hath becometh a magic wand. Last
night, I shit a fantastic genie.”

“Okay.”
“And that genie told me,” said Kip, “that we are going to

do this job.”
“Right.”
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“Just be at the meet, okay?”
“I will,” said Jack. “With bells on.”
“Good.”
Jack took a sip of his beer and said, “Magic bells.”
“Yes, Sammy, I see. It’s Bongo Bear, yeah, I know.” Then

quietly, before hanging up, “Spoiler alert. Any minute now.
That son of a bitch is gonna be playing the shit out of some
motherfucking bongos.”

* * *
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