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“I can’t believe what I’m hearing!” Frank shouted. “Do you 

realize what you’re asking me to do?” 

“Yeah, have sex with a hot chick whose husband screwed 

you out of five million dollars!” 

“What makes you think she’d do it? And pay a hundred 

thousand dollars for it?” 

“She might. And if she won’t, there are plenty of women 

who will pay big bucks for just the hope of eternal youth. 

You know how much money is spent every year on creams and 

Botox and other crap by woman trying to look young? 

Try billions, with a capital fucking B . . .” 

“This is ridiculous. We don’t know if it’s eternal youth. 

We don’t know anything. It might be some freaky coincidence 

or—” 

“‘Eternal youth,’” Max sighed. “Makes me think of 

Ponce de León. Tramping through the Amazon looking for the 

fountain of youth . . .” 

“And since Frank’s actually been to the Amazon, that 

makes it easy,” Steve added. “We can tell people he bathed in 



the fountain of youth on a remote jungle trail! It’s the perfect 

backstory—” 

Frank stood up so suddenly he banged his knee on the 

table’s heavy wooden edge. A series of memories, suddenly 

sharp and vivid, crowded his brain, spinning dizzily around him. 

Amazon . . . fountain of youth . . . not a fountain but a pool 

of crystal-clear water in the middle of the jungle, where he’d 

lost his virginity with a beautiful girl named Lucinda . . . 

“Oh my God! Frank!” Maxine reached for him as Frank felt 

his knees buckle beneath him. “Are you all right?” 

Amazon . . . fountain . . . youth . . . 

Maxine’s words were far away. The room felt hot and then 

cold, bright and then dark . . . and Frank felt himself sinking 

under a heavy black memory. His friends and the cluttered 

dining room disappeared and the past swallowed him whole as 

his head hit the floor. 


