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1

T
HE LUMP UNDER THE SHEET stirred, ever so
slightly. I poked it with my toe. No response. I poked

again. Put my lips up to his ear.
“Give you a hundred dollars if you’ll get up and put

the coffee on.”
The only response was an exaggerated snore.
“A hundred dollars and I’ll scratch your back for five

minutes.”
He pulled the sheet up over his head and turned his

back to me.
I sighed. “Okay. A hundred dollars, back scratching,

plus…”
Before I could finish the offer he turned and put his

arms around my neck, lazily running a finger down my
bare spine.

I slapped his hand away.
“Forget it, MacAuliffe,” I said. “A hundred dollars, back

scratching and first dibs on the shower. That’s my final
offer.”

He groaned loudly but sat up, pulling half the covers
with him. It was June, but we’d cranked up my air-condi-
tioner the previous night and the room was chilly. I
snatched the covers back.



“Deal,” he said, then padded, naked, toward the bath-
room.

I dozed a few minutes, until the doorbell rang. “Get
the door, Mac,” I called, but the shower was still running
full blast.

“Damn,” I muttered, feeling around on the floor for my
robe. “Who the hell’s here this early in the morning?”

By the time I’d groggily made my way through the
hallway to the front door, the bell ringing had been re-
placed with a persistent knocking. I put one bleary eye to
the front door peephole, took a look and tried to shake
the cobwebs away.

I looked again, but she was still there. I shot the dead-
bolt and opened the door a crack, leaving the chain on.

A Southern belle from hell stood on my doorstep. She’d
poured her two-hundred-pound-plus self into a long hoop-
skirted ball gown made of some kind of white-and-green
flowered imitation satin. The sleeves had been pulled
down over her shoulders, forcing the double-D bosom
forward at a gravity-defying angle. A green velvet sash
was wound tight around her waist, so tight that her
chubby cheeks were stained an unnatural pink. Her head
was wrapped turban style in a faded yellow towel. She
fluttered a pair of half-inch-long fake eyelashes and smiled
coquettishly at me.

“Hey, Callahan,” she said sweetly, trying to push the
door open. “Tell your mama I’m here for my combout.”

I held the door steady. “Edna’s still in Swainsboro, at
my cousin’s wedding, Neva Jean,” I said. “What the hell
are you doing in that getup at the crack of dawn on a
Saturday morning?”

She fluttered the eyelashes again. “Come on and let me
in, Callahan,” she said plaintively. “It’s eighty-five
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