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Chapter 1

Remember me?  Mattie Powers, formerly Matt Powers, special agent with American Counter Intelligence and Espionage (ACE).  One year ago, I had a life changing event like no other.  After a car crash, I was paralyzed from the waist down and in pretty bad shape.  My prospects were pretty gloomy as it was looking like I would be spending the rest of my life in a wheelchair.  Thanks to my handler and boss, Zack, I got a new lease on life, but rather unconventionally.

A secret government operation called Operation Genesis had a male clone available and my mind was to be transferred into it, but something went wrong at the last minute and that was not possible.  At that point Zack had two alternatives, one let me die, or two transfer my consciousness into the body of a female clone, and he chose the latter.

Since the day I became Mattie I’ve learned to live as a woman thanks to my good friend Jill Lindstrom who I often work with at ACE.  Additionally, I have been out on several missions, married Zack, and even had a baby girl.  This is where the story of my life and adventures continue.

After being off for three months on maternity leave it sure was difficult going back to work as I’d really gotten used to being a full time mom and housewife, which I can’t believe I’m saying.  As much as I would have adored being a stay at home mom, I just wasn’t ready to give up my career, not yet anyway.  Zack was in favor of me taking on the role of homemaker if I wished, as he knew the dangers of being an agent but agreed he would be supportive of whatever decision I made.

It was a typical Tuesday morning and I had dropped Abigail, the newest addition to our household, off at the agency’s daycare center.  Arriving at my desk I took off my jacket, put my purse in my desk and grabbed a cup of coffee before logging into my computer to check email.  The next think I knew I was getting a text from Zack.

Are you at the office yet?

I am.  What’s up babe? I asked.

You and Jill get up to my office right now.  Please.

On the way, I said.

Jill’s office was on the way to Zack’s, so I ducked in and found she’d just walked in the door and was getting settled in.

“Hi Mattie.”

“Morning Jill.”

“Zack said he wants to see us, and right now.”

“Did he say what it was?”

I shook my head.

Grabbing her coffee, she said, “Let’s not keep him waiting,” and we headed out the door.

While walking down the hall she said, “I just love your dress Mattie, you’re always so well put together.”

I appreciated her saying that because I always planned out all my outfits in every detail.  That day I was wearing a black wrap dress that came down about half way to my knees, black pumps, gold hoop earrings, a pendant necklace and a couple of bracelets.

“Thanks Jill, but remember, I learned from the best.”

Laughing she said, “Perhaps, but you’re a natural.  You just seem to have the best taste and have an amazing fashion sense.”

“Jill, a year ago, in my wildest dreams I would never have imagined ….”

“Yes, I know, that you would be a woman, married to your friend and boss Zack, and have had a baby.”

When we arrived at Zack’s office, he was one the phone and motioned for us to come in and have a seat.  Jill and I sat down in the chairs in front of his desk and waited for him to finish his call.

Hanging up the phone he said, “Thanks for getting down here so promptly.  That was D.C. Metro I was talking to and they just pulled a body out of the Potomac.  I need you two to get down there right away.”

“Whose body did they pull out of the river?” Jill asked.

*  *  *

There were multiple D.C. Metro Police cars and an ambulance present when we pulled up to the scene of the incident.  Walking down the river bank we flashed our badges and were quickly granted access by one of D.C.’s finest.  As we approached the spot where the body had been found we were greeted by a detective who introduced himself as Sergeant Frank Cannon.

“I’m Special Agent Powers, this is Special Agent Lindstrom,” I said.

Looking at our badges he said, “ACE.  Wow, this must be big time if they sent you guys out.  Come on, I’ll show you what we found.”

As we approached the corpse Sergeant Cannon said, “He was found by a morning jogger who saw a body half in and half out of the river and called it in.”

As we arrived at the scene of the deceased, we looked at his face and I said, “Yep, that’s William Barkley.”

“It’s pretty peculiar how one of the richest men in the world was found on the side of a river bank with a gunshot wound to the head and a .45 revolver in his hand,” he said.

Then looking down at the body and then back up at us he said, “For the moment we’re going to call it a suicide, that is until the crime scene investigation is complete.”

Jill and I looked at one another and then she said to him, “Would you give us a moment in private please?”

A smile came to his face and he said, “No problem,” and walked over and started talking to some of the other police officers on the scene.

Jill and I hunkered down and looked at the body, which was not in very attractive shape considering that a .45 was used to blow his brains out and that tends to leave a very nasty crime scene.  That particular weapon blows a pretty big hole wherever pointed and showed no mercy in this case either.

“His trial was coming up in about ten days and the evidence of him tampering in the last election was irrefutable and I guarantee he was going to be convicted, but was it so bad that he needed to take his own life?” I asked.

Looking at me she said, “With his kind of money he could have gotten off doing one to three at a country club prison, and still have gotten out and made another fortune.  I bet his new bride will be greatly disappointed when she finds out.”

“I saw that in the news.  How long have they been married?  Six months or something like that?”

Nodding her head, she said, “Something like that.”

I got on the phone and called Zack and as he picked up said, “Hey baby, what did you find?  Was it him?”

“It was.  He had a .45 in hand and a massive gunshot to the side of the head which looks like he took his own life.”

“I’ll tell Metro to send the body to ACE, as we want to do our own autopsy first,” he said.”

“Okay, we’ll see you back at HQ in a bit.”

“See you then.  Love ya Mattie.”

“Love you too Zack.”

Putting my phone back in my purse Jill smiled and said, “It’s so cute how you guys are so in love.  Hopefully one day I can find my true love as well.”

“You know how it is Jill, I did not plan any of this at all.  But, would you be willing to go through what I did to find your perfect love?”

Looking upward and then back down she said, “You definitely did it the hard way Mattie, so I have no hard feelings that you beat me to finding Mr. Right first.”

“Want to stop and get a cup of coffee on the way back to the office?”

Laughing she said, “Sounds good and I’m buying.”


Chapter 2

Arriving back at ACE HQ I headed to my office where I had a load of stuff on my desk that needed attention including a report on what Jill and I had seen an hour earlier down by the Potomac, the corpse of one of the richest men in the world, William Barkley. 

I had already settled down and was shuffling through the general pile of bureaucracy, which was part of my job, when Jill entered my office and sat down.  In one hand she had her tablet and a cup of coffee in the other.

“Hope you don’t mind me making myself at home?” she said.

“My office is your office.”

Tapping on her screen she said, “I thought it might not be a bad idea for us to coordinate on this report considering this guy was high profile.”

Nodding my head, I said “I can see that.  Good idea.  Let me pull up the report form on my screen and we can get started.”

I then accessed the agency report form database so I could prepare my report on what Jill and I saw on the banks of the Potomac earlier, specifically, the demise and remains of Billionaire William Barkley.  Barkley tried to have me killed about a year ago by his henchperson CJ, who was queen of the cunts.  However, I say that objectively as I’m not the sort of person who is ever opinionated at all, nor do I hold a grudge.

Zack entered my office unexpectedly and closed the door.  He then took a seat next to Jill and asked, “Got a minute?”

Looking at him sitting there, as handsome as ever, I said to him in an affectionate tone, “I always have time for you.”

“Get a room,” Jill said, and at that point the three of us were laughing uproariously.

“Ladies, there’s something I need to talk to you about which is high priority and of the utmost national security.”

“More important than us finishing the report on William Barkley?” Jill asked.

“That’s still important, however you need to finish that on your way to your next assignment.”

“On the way to our ….” I uttered.

“That’s right Mattie, and this is extremely high priority.”

Taking his remote control out of his pocket he pointed it at the big screen TV in my office and it came to life, and the next thing I saw was the ACE logo for several seconds before it vanished and was replaced by a disclaimer stating that the information we were about to see was Top Secret and disclosing it was punishable by law, and blah, blah, blah, which I already knew.  The screen cleared and then appeared an image of a man I had never seen before and Zack said, “This is Dr. Jason Fuller, respected nuclear physicist, whom I’m sure you’ve never heard of.”

“I have not,” I said.

“Me either.” Jill repeated.

“He works for the Department Of Energy and is considered one of the most brilliant scientists of our time, and he has gone missing.  He totally dropped off the radar about a week ago and we can’t find any trace of where he went.”

“Why us?” Jill asked.  “Why not use the FBI?  After all, this is more of a missing persons kind of thing than something related to international intelligence.”

“Dr. Fuller is not your typical scientist as he’s also the creator of this,” and at that point Zack changed slides again and up on the screen popped the picture of what looked like a spaceship.”

“That looks like a flying saucer,” I said.

“Only one of its kind in existence.”

“What a creation,” Jill said.

“It certainly is,” Zack said, and at that point he changed screens again and a movie came on which showed the crafted raising up off the ground vertically and then taking off at a forty-five-degree angle.

“Wow look at it go and taking off at incredible speed.  I could see why you would want the guy back that created the spaceship,” I said.

“What happened was that while being transported from the manufacturing facility near Bakersfield, California to a secret test site in Nevada six days ago it disappeared.”

“Without a trace?” Jill asked.

“Pretty coincidental that he disappeared right about the same time as the spaceship?” I asked.

“Our thoughts exactly.  He vanished a day before the vehicle disappeared and we suspect that perhaps he was involved or if not met with foul play, and that’s where you two come in.”

Changing slides again we now saw pictures of a swimming pool and palm trees and he said, “This is The Palm Tree Resort in Palm Springs, California, and it was the last place Dr. Fuller was seen before he vanished.  He had taken a few days off and from what we are told he liked to vacation here.”

“So, our job is to sniff around and see what clues we can pick up?” I asked.

“That’s not all.  Also staying at the resort is Dirk Reagan who is the owner of the company that built the spacecraft for the government.  After it disappeared agents from the ACE field office in Los Angeles questioned him and he said he knew nothing about Dr. Fuller’s disappearance or that of the spacecraft.  We had no reason to think he was lying but the field agents thought he seemed like he might be hiding something based on his body language.”

“Like Mattie said, our job is to see what we can find out including getting friendly with Mr. Reagan?”

“Right.  We need to find out what happened to Dr. Fuller and recover the missing space vehicle.”

“How soon do we leave?” I asked.

“There’s a private jet leaving from Reagan Airport at 2:00 p.m. this afternoon.  That gives you three hours to get home, get packed and get out to the airfield, so hop to it.”

“By the way,” he said as he handed us each a folder, “Here’s your cover information, you’ll be posing as Patricia and Nancy, two elementary school principals attending an education conference.”

Standing up and facing Zack I took the lapels of the suit jacket between my fingers and asked, “Are you going to be okay taking care of Abby without me?”

Putting his arms around me and kissing me on the lips he said, “Don’t worry about us, we’ll be fine.  You just make sure you take care of yourself and come home safely.”

“You have nothing to worry about, I’ll be my usual safe self.”

“That’s what worries me,” he said.

“Really?  Do I seem like the reckless type?”

He stood there looking straight at me and I finally said, “Okay, I get what you’re saying, but that was Matt, and not Mattie.  I now have a husband and baby and have every intention of returning to both of you.”

“Good.  You two come on downstairs as I’ve got a couple of specialty items, I want to show you before you leave.  They may come in handy on your trip.


Chapter 3

It was a sunny afternoon as our private jet landed at Palm Springs Airport and I was glad to be on the ground, as it seemed like we had been flying for an eternity.  As we taxied in, I texted Zack and let him know that we were on the ground.  After disembarking we were picked up and taken to the rental car center where we picked up our wheels and proceeded to the hotel.

As we pulled up to The Palm Tree Resort it was a pretty stereotypical desert setting with palm trees lining the drive leading up to the hotel as well as a plethora of cactus and other desert type plants on display.

After parking our car, Jill and I proceeded to the reception desk to check in before heading to our rooms, where we settled in and got unpacked.  Afterward, Jill came over to my room so we could plan out the next couple of days in as much detail as possible, because when you’re running an op like the one we were the best laid plans almost never execute as you thought they would, that I could guarantee.  What’s the old saying?  The best laid plans….

As I opened the door Jill came in and asked, “Hi, how do you like you room?”

“Very nice.”

“That’s what I was thinking too.  Beats some of the places we’ve stayed in previously, don’t you think?”

“No doubt.”

Sitting down on my bed I opened my tablet and popped up a photo of Dirk Reagan, owner of the company that built the spacecraft.

“So, what’s the plan?” Jill asked.

“There’s another field agent staying here that has been tailing him who reports that he likes to have a couple of drinks in the bar at night before heading into the hotel restaurant to have dinner.”

“Maybe he will let us join him for drinks?”

“My plan exactly,” I said, “And we’ve also got a reservation in the hotel restaurant at the table right next to his.”

“How did you arrange that?”

“Zack had one of our cybersecurity staff hack, I mean log in, and move some tables around, which just happened to land us right next to him, which is exactly where we needed to be.”

That evening Jill and I entered the hotel lounge, stopping at the entrance and scanning the room to locate Mr. Reagan, and after we did, we started across the floor headed toward the spot where he was sitting.  Jill was wearing a black high low cocktail dress while I was sporting the most striking light pink ruffle detail frock you had ever seen which flattered my hourglass figure to a tee.  Strutting across the floor in my silver high heel mules I could feel the eyes of several of the male patrons upon me as I headed toward my destination at the other end of the bar which caused me to smile.  Right after my transition a year ago I quickly noticed that I had the ability to attract the attention of men, and there was something about it that I liked.  I truly enjoyed the way that men’s eyes would scan me, practically undressing me, when I walked by them in a tight-fitting dress or jeans and I absolutely loved it!  Every time it happened, I felt more confident and powerful than I had ever felt in my life, as strange as that sounds.

Jill and I reached the other end of the bar and sat down at the table next to where Mr. Reagan was sitting.  I glanced over at him and took note that he was about forty, tall, wearing glasses, brown hair and eyes, and medium build.  At present he was buried in his financial newspaper and apparently did not even notice our arrival.

Picking up the drink menus from the table we began to thumb through them perusing the tasty concoctions this establishment offered.

“What are you going to have?” Jill asked.

“Not sure, what about you?”

We continued looking through the menu when I finally decided to break the ice.  Looking at Mr. Reagan’s drink on the table, which I knew to be scotch on the rocks I asked him, “Excuse me sir, what do you recommend?”

Raising his eyes from his publication he caught sight of me and Jill and a smile came to his face and he said, “Well, I’m having scotch on the rocks.”

“Is that good? I asked naively.

I was such a liar, as I damn sure knew what scotch on the rocks was, as I had consumed an amount equal to the gross national product of Scotland during my previous life.

I could tell he was tickled at my comment as he said, “It’s a little strong, and what you might call an acquired taste.”

I loved the way he diplomatically put that, versus saying that it was way too strong for a petite little woman like me.

“Okay thank you, and I’m so sorry to bother you, I’m sure you want to get back to your newspaper,” I said.

Laying the paper down on the table he said, “I’m Dirk Reagan,” and extended his hand.

I shook his hand and said, “I’m Patricia, and this is my friend Nancy,” and she shook hands with him as well and said, “Hi Dirk, good to meet you.”

Smiling at the two of us he asked, “Are you here on business or pleasure?”

“Business but we are hoping to have a little pleasure while we are out here,” I said, “We came out for a educators conference.”

“Are you teachers?” he asked while looking at Jill.

“We’re elementary school principals,” she said.

“And you’re staying here?” he asked, and then smiled at us.

“Yes,” Jill said.

“It’s a nice place and I vacation here regularly.  For resorts of this type there’s no better place to stay.”

A man in a white dinner jacket and bow tie approached his table and said, “Sir, your table is ready.”

Standing up he smiled and said, “Ladies it was a pleasure.  Enjoy your stay,” as he followed the Maître D into the restaurant.

“I think he kind of liked you,” I said to Jill.

“Really?”

“Are you kidding?  Could you not tell?  It was obvious by the way he was looking at you.”

“He was kind of cute,” she said as a smile came to her face and then she bit her lower lip gently.

“Come on, let’s go,” I said as I stood up, and the two of us headed toward the dining room.

The Maître D escorted us through the dining room and we soon arrived at our table where he pulled out my chair to seat me and immediately did the same for Jill. 

“Hey,” we heard from a voice to our left, and as we turned, we saw Mr. Reagan smiling at us.

“Hi,” Jill said.

“I didn’t know you ladies were having dinner here,” he said.

“We’d read good reviews online and thought we would try it,” I said.

“They’ve got some of the best food in town and I don’t think you’ll be disappointed.”

“What do you recommend?” Jill asked.

He got up and walked over to Jill, who now had her menu open, leaned over and started making dinner recommendations to her.

Then standing straight up he asked, “Why don’t you ladies join me?”

“We don’t want to impose,” Jill said.

“Nonsense,” he said, “I would love it if you would, otherwise I’ll be dining alone, and what fun is that?”

Jill and I looked at each other and then we gently nodded.

“If you’re sure it’s okay,” she said.

We then stood up and walked over to his table where we sat down.

The server arrived quickly, and we placed our drink orders and soon afterward asked for some appetizers as well.  As we sat there and chatted it was clear that he was attracted to Jill and that she was to him, which was more than we had hoped for and we needed to play that to our advantage.

After we finished our appetizers, I nudged my leg against Jill’s under the table and said to her, “I’m going to go and powder my nose.”

Clearly getting my signal she said, “I’ll come with you.”

Grabbing our handbags, we then stood up and Jill turned and said to our friend, “Be right back,” and smiled at him.

“I’ll be here,” he said with an ear to ear grin.

Walking to the front of the restaurant where the restrooms were, we stopped before entering and I said, “Jill, I think I need to let you run with this, and I’ll head back to the room.”

“Why do you say that?”

“He really likes you, and we need to approach it from that angle.”

“Mattie, you don’t have to leave.”

“This isn’t about me or you for that matter, it’s about the mission, and we are way more likely to find out what he knows if it’s just you and him.  Tell him I said I got filled up on the appetizers and wanted to turn in early.”

“Maybe you’re right.  Okay, I’ll find out what I can.”

I gave her a hug and said, “Keep me posted, and have fun,” and then I winked at her.

I started to walk away and then turned and said, “Don’t do anything I wouldn’t.”

Smiling she rolled her eyes upward and then headed back into the restaurant.


Chapter 4

I was in REM sleep and dead to the world when I heard someone knocking on the door, and as I opened my eyes, I could see that the first rays of sunlight were creeping around the side of the curtains in my room.  Still in my nightgown I headed toward the door with my 9 mm in hand, as a girl can’t be too careful, especially when she’s an agent like me, even though I was 99.9 percent sure it was Jill.

Opening the door there stood Jill with disheveled hair, her dress slightly wrinkled, carrying her shoes, and sporting a relaxed smile.  She walked in, threw her purse and shoes on one of the chairs and threw herself down on the bed.

“Rough night?” I asked.

“Oh my God Mattie, what a night?”

Looking at the clock on my bedside table I noted that it said 7:00 a.m. and I asked, “Are you just now getting home?”

She nodded.

Climbing onto the bed beside her I asked, “I know this is going to sound like a bit forward, but did you have sex?”

Once again, she nodded and said, “Three times.”

“I always took you for the studious silent type, I guess still waters run deep?”

Rolling toward me slightly and supporting herself with her arm she said, “After you left, we sat there and had dinner, and several more drinks as well, oh and by the way the food there really is out of this world.  Anyway, I had a cosmopolitan, a long island iced tea, a lemon drop martini and a Moscow mule.”

“Jill, that’s quite a combination of drinks and a lot of alcohol to boot, I’m surprised you don’t have an incredible hangover.”

“I’m having one right now Mattie, there is a Russian mule in my head kicking and it won’t quit.  Please make it stop.”

“Let me get you something for that headache,” I said and returned with a couple of tablets which she swallowed with a glass of water.

“Jill, here’s another glass of water, you’re probably dehydrated so drink it down,” I said as I handed it to her.

Gulping it down she handed the glass back to me which I put on the bedside table.

“Did you sleep at all?” I asked.

Nodding she said, “I did sleep a few hours but the rest of the time I was screwing like there was no tomorrow.”

“Sounds like he was a real stud.”

“He was, but Mattie that booze turned me into an animal and I spent a lot of the night riding him like I was some kind of porn star.”

Laughing I asked, “So, did you find anything out?”

“Aside from the fact that he can bring me to orgasm from penetration alone, I didn’t gain any additional insight.”

“Really?  He sounds like a keeper.”

“Oh, he is putting on a private party in the hotel’s Oasis Pool area this afternoon starting at noon, and we are both invited.”

“Good job.  Is there free alcohol as well?” I asked.

She raised up and looked at me and I shook my head and said, “Not important.”

At high noon we both reported to the Oasis Pool for Mr. Reagan’s party wearing floral print dresses and sandals, as we did not want to overdress but did not want to underdress either.  At the entrance we were greeted by a young blonde woman at a table who asked us our names and then after checking us in another staff member opened the iron bars of the entrance and let us pass through.  When we arrived on the other side, we were greeted by another staff member named Rod, according to his name badge anyway.

“Hi, I’m Rod and welcome to the Oasis.”

“Thanks Rod,” I said.

“If you’d like to go ahead and remove your clothing, I can store it for you in one of these lockers and you can pick it up on your way out.”

“What?” Jill asked with a surprised look on her face.

“Yes ma’am, no clothing is allowed in the Oasis area,” he said.

As I scanned the pool area where the party was going on, I suddenly noticed that everyone was naked as a jaybird.  I’m not sure where that expression came from, but I knew one thing, it was in full force here.

“Really?” I asked.

“Yes ma’am.”

“Do we have to?” Jill asked.

“Yes, I’m sorry but you can’t enter without removing your clothing.  Resort policy.”

Jill and I just stood there and looked at one another for several seconds before I said, “Well, when in Palm Springs ….”

We then removed all of our clothing and put it in baskets provided to us by Rod which he quickly stored away.  Looking across the pool area and then back at Jill I asked, “Should we mingle?”

We then took a couple of steps away from Rod and Jill said, “When I was with him last night, he didn’t say anything about this being a nude event.”

“I guess you were too busy playing porn star,” I said.

Looking at me like she was going to kick my ass I then said, “Don’t worry about it, we are on assignment, it’s part of the job.”

“Mattie ….”

“That’s Patricia to you.”

“Sorry, Patricia, I’m a little uncomfortable at the prospect of walking around here naked.  Call me old fashioned but when I was brought up, I was taught that nakedness was a sin and something to be ashamed of.”

“Look at it this way, at least he let us keep our sunglasses,” I said.

As we walked across the pool area where most of the guests were, I said, “Even though it hurts I’m really glad you talked me into getting waxed regularly.”

“You are?”

“Just look at how clean our crotches look compared to that red headed woman with the black heels on.  See her?” I asked as I rolled my eyes in her direction.

“Let’s not be gossipy Patricia, but oh my God you’re right, she definitely needs her grass mowed.”

“More like bush hogged,” I said, and then we both busted out laughing.

I then said, “Oh my God, since becoming a girl I’ve become such a petty bitch, haven’t I?”

Looking at me she said, “Yes,” with a straight face and we burst into laughter once more.

We walked up to the bar and I ordered a frozen margarita while my partner Jill opted for a glass of water as she had reached maximum alcohol intake for a day or two.  Standing there looking across the pool we looked at our fellow nude guests, male and female alike, looking for anyone we might recognize from the intelligence world.

Next thing we know we heard, “Nancy, Patricia,” and we were soon greeted by Mr. Reagan who walked up to us wearing nothing but his shades and a smile.  As I looked him over, I noted how hairy he was and could not help but notice that he had a small beer belly, which incidentally did provide some shade for his private parts.

“It is so good to see you ladies,” he said, as he kissed Jill on the lips, gave her a hug and then gave me one as well.  He then returned to Jill’s side and cozied up to her and put his arm around her.

“Thanks for inviting us to your party,” I said.

“I’m so glad you were able to make it.”

“Our conference ended early today, just like I said it might, and we were able to make it,” Jill said.

“Fantastic.  There’s food on the other side of the pool and if you don’t see anything you like just asked the chef behind the table and he will get you anything that you like.”

“Thank you,” I said, and then asked, “So, are these your business associates?”

Nodding he said, “Some of them are, others are friends.  It’s a pretty close-knit community you know, as everyone’s not into nudism.”

“Really?” I asked, and as I finished my sentence, I hoped he didn’t think I was being a smart ass.

Laughing he said, “It’s true, and I’m surprised that the two of you came, as a lot of people feel uncomfortable baring it all, if you know what I mean.  You two seem so at ease, are you both naturists?”

Jill and I looked at one another and then I said, “Not a lot, but once in a while we do like to let it all hang out,” and as I finished my sentence he burst into laughter.

“Ladies, I do need to greet some other guests, will you excuse me for a bit, and I will be back as soon as I can,” and he then kissed Jill before walking away.

“I guess he really fancies you,” I said.

“Sure does seem that way,” Jill said.

“While he was standing there beside you, I noticed he was staring to get a little turned on.”

“You are just terrible,” she said.

We stood there in silence for a few seconds and then she asked, “Was he really?”

I nodded.

“Let’s follow him and see who he talks to, he may lead us right to who we are looking for, whoever that is,” I said.

“Okay, but let’s swing by the food table first, I’m starved.”

After we finished at the buffet, we continued our surveillance of the pool, keeping a close eye on Mr. Reagan, watching who he interacted with.

After a bit more mingling Jill said, “You know, at first I was very uncomfortable with this, but now I’m getting kind of used to it.”

Looking at her I asked, “You mean being naked around a bunch of strangers at a party?”

Turning her head and looking directly at me she said, “Yes, that’s exactly what I mean.”

“Really?”

Nodding she said, “Just think about it, we humans are creatures just like all the others on earth, and we continuously hide our nakedness and even equate it to immorality.  Isn’t that crazy when you really think about it?”

“I don’t think I’m ready to take it on as an interest, but I do agree that I’m far more comfortable with it now than when we started.”

“You have nothing to be ashamed of, you have a beautiful body,” she said.

Placing my hand on my tummy I said, “What about this?  I’m still a wee bit flabby from my pregnancy.”

“I think you look absolutely great.”

Looking at her I said, “Well I must return the compliment, because you have an absolutely gorgeous body too.  You could have been a centerfold.”

Smiling at me she said, “Thanks, that means a lot, especially coming from you.”

“You mean because I used to be a ….”

Nodding she said, “Exactly.  If you say it, then it must be true.  After all, you have a lot of experience with beautiful women, isn’t that right?”

“That was in a past life.  I’m a changed man, or should I say woman?”

Jill suddenly said, “Hey, look who’s talking to him, or are my eyes playing tricks on me?”

Looking closer I was able to get a better look at the short attractive brunette with whom he was speaking and said, “Yep, it’s her.”

Marie Benoit was a French National and was a member of S-C-A-T, which stood for the Society for Chaos, Anarchy and Terrorism, an organization whose chief goal was to destabilize western democracies while their end game was world domination.  They routinely extorted money, participated in arms sales, and kidnapped high-profile individuals to generate revenue for their operations.  It was also rumored that they had a number of very wealthy, and anonymous, contributors who helped to fuel their organization.

“Looks like they are having quite a conversation,” Jill said.

Nodding I said, “I guess this answers our question of whether the missing vehicle was an inside job or not.”

“I have one more question,” Jill said.

“What’s that?”

“Look how firm her breasts are, do you think they are real?”

As we stood there watching the two of them they suddenly stopped talking and started walking, and next thing we knew they were headed toward us.

“They’re headed toward us,” I said.

“Ladies, I have someone I would like you to meet,” Mr. Reagan said, “This is Marie, she’s a business associate of mine and was able to drop in on the party.”

Extending her hand Jill shook first and she said in a French accent, “How do you do?”

“Great, how are you?”

Quickly looking at her breasts to see if they were real or not, I then turned my eyes to meet her and said, “Pleased to meet you,” and she said, “And you as well.”

“Patricia and Nancy are visitors here in Palm Springs.”

“Great, how long are you staying?” Ms. Benoit asked.

“We’re just here for a few days,” Jill said.

“Business or pleasure?” she asked and then looked at me.

“We are here for a work conference,” I said.

“The ladies are actually elementary school principals,” Mr. Reagan said.

“I just love children.  It is so good that there are dedicated women like you who are making a real difference and shaping tomorrow’s youth.”

“Thank you,” Jill said, “We appreciate that.”

“I would love to talk more with you sometime and find out in detail about your thoughts on mainstream education.  I belong to several organizations that want to do exactly what you do, which is make sure we all have a better world to live in,” she said.

“We would absolutely love that, wouldn’t we Nancy?” I asked.

“Oh yes, we would,” Jill said.

“Good, I will get your contact information from Dirk and will get in touch with you.”

“Wonderful,” Jill said.

“Ladies if you will excuse us, I need to introduce Marie to several more guests before the afternoon is over,” he said, “I will catch up with you later,” and as he walked away he gave Jill a little pat on the rear.

After they walked off Jill asked, “Well, what do you think?”

“I think two things, one that if S-C-A-T is involved this is going to be tougher assignment than I thought.”

“And?”

“And two, I’m pretty sure her tits were real.”


Chapter 5

After returning to our suites we took the bottom out of my suitcase and pulled out the electronic sweeping equipment and made sure there were no bugs in our rooms.  Considering that S-C-A-T had an operative present we couldn’t take any chances.

“All clear,” Jill said after she had finished her scan of the room.

I opened up my laptop and started a teleconference with Zack back in D.C. and updated him on who we had met at the pool party that afternoon, which I knew he would find interesting.

“That explains a lot,” he said, “She’s big time in their organization, and one of their major operatives.  According to our intelligence her code name is Lucky Seven.”

“We met her out by the pool earlier, and she was very friendly.  She even wanted to meet with us to find out more about what we thought about education since we are elementary school principals,” I said.

“That’s good, get close to her and find out what you can as she may be our only lead to Dr. Fuller and the missing spaceship.”

“Okay babe, we will keep you posted.  Love ya,” I said.

“Love you too.  Be careful and talk to you soon.”

“Kiss Abigail for me.”

“I will.  Bye,” he said, and then I blew him a kiss and closed the laptop lid.

All of a sudden there was a knock on the door, and I answered it and it was Marie, this time wearing a sun dress and flops, versus her previous wardrobe of nothing at all.

“Hope you don’t mind me dropping by,” she said.

“Not at all, please come in,” I said.

“It was so good meeting you today and I just wanted to follow up and see when a good time would be to meet and talk about education, as I’m definitely interested in hearing what you have to say and hearing about your experiences in elementary school education.”

Jill and I looked at each other and I then said, “How about dinner tonight?”

Smiling at us with her big brown eyes she said, “That would be wonderful.  How about 7 p.m. in the hotel restaurant?  I hear the food is good.”

“I heard the same thing, and we would love to meet you there at 7:00 p.m. this evening.”

“Great, I look forward to seeing you there,” she said, and exited the room closing the door behind her.

Jill and I looked at each other and then she asked, “Was that almost too easy?”

“Yes it kind of was.  Either that or it’s our lucky day.”

“Well, her code name is Lucky Seven.”

“Good point.”

We met Marie that evening in the hotel restaurant and had a charming dinner with her.  She asked a few questions about education, which was the main reason we were supposed to meet with her, but overall it was a lot of coffee talk and general socialization.  Ms. Benoit was actually a great conversationalist and was truly the nicest and most social enemy agent I had ever spent any time with.

After dinner we walked to the front of the restaurant and she said, “Ladies, I have thoroughly enjoyed visiting with you this evening and want to thank you for your insight into today’s youth.  With leadership such as yours in our schools I think the future is bright.”

“Thank you, Marie, that is nice of you to say,” said Jill.

“Do you have more meetings tomorrow,” she asked, “I would like to get together with you again if you would like?”

“We do in the morning but are free in the afternoon,” I said.

“Have you noticed how beautiful the desert mountains are near here?” she asked.

“It’s impossible not to notice,” I said.

“My rental car is an SUV with four-wheel drive and I was thinking about doing a little light off-roading, and exploring some of the local terrain and seeing more of the mountains close up.  If the two of you are free, I would love the company.”

“That sounds fun,” I said.

Jill said, “We get out of our meeting at 11:30 a.m. and could meet you about 12:15 to 12:30 if that’s okay.”

“Great.  I will meet you in front of the hotel in my black SUV at 12:30 and I will even bring lunch.”

“See you in the morning,” I said.


Chapter 6

Jill and I got in touch with Zack and briefed him on our dinner with Ms. Benoit and also told him about our plans to have an afternoon outing with her.  He agreed with us that it was just too convenient that all of this was falling into place as it was and advised us to be careful and I assured him that we would.

At 12:30 the next day we met Marie as she pulled up to the front of the hotel and picked us up.  As I climbed into the vehicle, I noticed that she had her hair pulled back into a ponytail, was wearing long khaki pants, and a long sleeve tan shirt and hiking boots.  It was clear that she was appropriately dressed for a desert adventure.  Jill and I, in our jeans and ankle boots, were a little less prepared as we had not anticipated this adventure when we packed, so hopefully the cacti and western diamondback rattlers would not be disappointed with our apparel selections.

We took off and headed out of Palm Springs which did not take long because it seems when you’re anywhere in Palm Springs the desert is always close by.  Marie apparently really knew her way around the area as we travelled down a series of back roads near one of the local mountain ranges; however the further we travelled off the beaten path the more concerned I got, as she had told us during dinner the night before that this was her first time here.

Finally, she stopped near the base of one of the mountains and said, “I’m going to turn around.”

She circled the vehicle around and pointed us back in the other direction and then said, “How about we get out and take a look around?”

We exited the car and started walking toward the base of one of the nearby mountains and as we did, she asked, “Aren’t these desert flowers beautiful?”

Looking at the flowers I said, “Yes they certainly are, and I just love the colors.”

Suddenly from out of nowhere four men who approached us from all directions and as they got closer I said, “Marie let’s go,” and as I started running toward the SUV I heard the door locks click and as I looked back at her I saw the remote in her hand pointing at the vehicle.

By this time the men were upon us and it was clear that we were trapped and were not going anywhere.

“Marie, what’s this all about.” I asked.

Suddenly a black panel van pulled up and the door slid open and one of the thugs motioned for us to get in, and looking back at Marie she said, “Please get in the van.  I assure you that no harm will come to you, and I will be joining you shortly.”

Jill and I looked at each other and decided that we had little choice and decided to comply.  After getting in they put hoods over our heads and slid the door closed.

I’m not sure how far we travelled but it was not longer than fifteen minutes before the van door slid open once again and our hoods were removed.  As we stepped out of the vehicle, I noticed we were now on concrete and as I looked around it appeared that we might be in some sort of an underground complex.  Taking us by the arm two of the hooligans escorted us down the corridor until we were finally directed into a room off to the right.  As we entered, we were told to sit down on the couch and we gladly complied, and as I sunk into the sofa, I noticed it was incredibly soft.

Looking around, the room had the appearance of a grand study with imported carpet, plush furniture, and even the head of a gazelle mounted on the wall next to an antique map and there was a globe on a stand sitting in the middle of the room.  Whoever this was enjoyed international travel and possibly big game hunting.

“What now,” Jill asked.

The door opened and Marie Benoit entered followed by an attractive blonde woman of about 30 years of age, approximately five foot five with brown eyes who happened to be pregnant.  She looked at us and smiled and then took a seat on the other couch directly across from us, and as she did she kicked her shoes off and said, “These heels are killing me.”

For some reason Marie did not sit but remained standing, maybe it was a S-C-A-T rule or something.

“Agent Powers, Agent Lindstrom, welcome to our Palm Springs area headquarters.  I would introduce Ms. Benoit but I know you’ve already met.”

“You know who we are?” Jill asked.

“Of course, we are a very well-informed organization and knew of your presence in the area, but when Marie saw you at the party it confirmed what we had been told.”

“How did you know we were in the area?” I asked.

“A girl can’t tell all of her secrets Agent Powers,” she said.

“Who are you,” I asked.

“I’m Isabella Barkley, currently Number Two in S-C-A-T.”

“Great, we’re with Number Two and Lucky Seven,” Jill said.

“Your intelligence at ACE is better than I thought,” she said, “You even know Marie’s codename.”

Looking at her I asked, “Isabella Barkley.  You wouldn’t be any relation to William Barkley, would you?”

Laughing she said, “The answer to that is yes, and no.”

“Please go on,” I said.

“After Mr. Barkley was indicted on federal charges, he knew it was a matter of time until he was convicted, and he had no desire to spend any time in prison. So, he married Isabella shortly after his indictment, had her mind erased and imprinted his memory on top of hers.  It was really easy to pull off thanks to a wonderful piece of technology developed by ACE, that we were fortunate enough to obtain the blueprints of, Agent Powers.”

“Wait, don’t tell me,” Jill said, “After the transfer the male version of William Barkley walked down by the Potomac and blew his brains out to make it appear that he was really dead?”

“Well done Ms. Lindstrom,” she said.

“And well done to you, Mr. William Barkley,” I said.

“Agent Powers, I really do prefer Ms. Barkley, or Isabella, at this point in my life.  I’m working hard on leaving my old life behind and having a full life as the new me, who just happens to be a woman.”

“I have to say one thing, no one would ever have suspected that you escaped, not like this anyway.”

“It’s not polite to brag but it was quite a brilliant plan.  Incredible machine don’t you think?  After all, the technology has given us both a shot at a new life, right Mattie, or should I say Matt?”

Peering at her I said, “I can see you’re very well advised at what’s going on inside ACE HQ.”

“Why did you bring us here?” Jill asked.

“Good question Ms. Lindstrom, but I will get to that.  You can see that I’m pregnant.”

“Yes I can, you’ve gone from William Barkley to Isabella and on top of that you’re Barefoot, Pregnant, & An Evil Villainess.”

She started to laugh hysterically and said, “That’s a good one Agent Powers,”

“What’s up with that?  I guess you were not able to keep it in your pants and got yourself knocked up before you took control of her body?” I asked.

Waving her finger at me she said, “Not quite.  During my life I’d never had any children and didn’t want to pass from this earth without any, so I impregnated Isabella before procuring her body.  And now here I am, about six months along carrying my own baby to term.”

“Congratulations,” I said.

“During my lifetime I always wanted to have a large family and I truly desired to have children that would carry on my legacy afterward.”

“Well it looks like you’re going to have at least one for that purpose,” Jill said.

“Barkley, have you even heard of Dr. Jason Fuller?” I asked.

Laughing briefly, she said, “Indeed, he is here in our facility helping us with a project.”

“And I bet that involves ….”

“Yes Agent Lindstrom, he has been helping us with the missing space vehicle.”

“How did I know that?” I asked.

“Agent Powers, there was so much we did not know about the spacecraft, and you would not believe how he filled in the blanks making our job so much easier.”

“Did that help involve paying him?” Jill asked.

“It’s the American way,” she said.

“And Dirk Reagan?” Jill asked, “Is he also on your payroll?”

“He is not a member of our organization Agent Lindstrom, which I’m sure pleases you because I know you’ve spent some quality time with him,” and then she winked.

Looking at Jill’s facial expression I could tell that if she’d had a gun in her hand she would have emptied it into that bitch, formerly a bastard.

Continuing she said, “He believes Marie is the Vice-President of an aircraft component manufacturer who has a very large government contract.  He thinks he is schmoozing his way to landing a contract with her company to help build the components.”

“And the whole point was to get information on the movement of the spaceship so you could hijack it?”

“Very good Agent Powers.”

“What are you planning on doing with the experimental craft?” I asked.

“We have installed a laser system onboard, actually the most powerful one in existence, and are planning to use it very soon.”

“For what,” I asked.

“Oh Agent Powers, we are planning to fly it over Moscow, and blow the Kremlin off the face of the earth.”

Nodding my head, I said, “Of course, the Russians probably already know that we’ve developed it, and when they see the onboard laser you installed decimate the Kremlin, they won’t take kindly to it and will think the U.S. was responsible.”

“Yes, that is correct and as a matter of fact they will be pissed off beyond belief and will most likely want revenge.”

“Oh my God, you’re trying to start a nuclear war between the U.S. and the Russians,” Jill said.

“Agent Lindstrom there’s no trying involved, we are going to start a nuclear conflict and let the U.S. and Russian wipe each other off the face of this planet.”

“Are you mad? Don’t you care about the hundreds of millions of people, or more, that will be killed?” I asked.

“No one in our organization enjoys killing.  I take that back, my former staff member CJ actually enjoyed it, but your ACE attack helicopter took her out in Dallas.  Pity really, she was a very good employee.”

Leaning toward us she said, “We are going to put an end to the insanity on planet earth and restore order.  For far too long things have run amuck with world governments and their irrational decisions on absolutely everything and someone has to put a stop to it, and that’s going to be us.”

Jill asked, “What do you think needs changing?”

“Are you kidding?  What about the never-ending wars, every country on the planet spending itself into oblivion, the abuse of the environment, the ineffective schools where teachers are not even allowed to teach or discipline their students, and what about population?  World leaders refuse to address the issue while the human race is multiplying exponentially, and the planet will soon no longer be able to accommodate all these people.  Should I go on?  S-C-A-T will establish order!”

“Okay, let’s say you take out the Russians and Americans, there’s still the Chinese.  What are you going to do about them?” I asked.

“We’re not really worried about them, but if they act up, we’ve got plans to deal with them as well, but enough about that, you’ve accomplished your mission ladies, you found Dr. Fuller and located the missing spaceship.  Well done.  Marie, why don’t we all have a drink to celebrate a job well done by our new friends Agents Powers and Lindstrom.  I will be abstaining of course, with me being pregnant and all.”

“I don’t need a drink, but tell me, why did you bring us here?” I asked.

“Chess Agent Powers.”

“Chess?”

“Yes, it’s not wise to leave your opponents on the board during a game.  Just because they don’t threaten you at present does not mean they won’t within a few moves.”

“So, what are you going to do with us?” Jill asked.

Looking at me she said, “I think you’re getting ready to be forced into early retirement Agent Powers.”

Then turning to Jill, she said, “Oh, and you too Agent Lindstrom.”

“So, I take it that you plan to get rid of us?” I asked.

Nodding she said, “Yes, and I am sorry, but business is business as they say.  Rocco will you and T.J. please ….”

“Wait,” I said at high volume, “Are you serious?”

“I have little choice, you’ve seen too much, and I know you would never consider joining us so ….”

Jill interjected, “I want to live, and since I’m doomed anyway ….”

“You’ve got to be kidding!” I said.

“Mattie it’s game over, we’ve lost, our fate is to die, why shouldn’t we switch?  At least we’ll be alive.  They’re getting ready to wipe out everything we know and love?”

“Jill, I can’t believe what I’m hearing.  I don’t know about you, but I’ve dedicated my entire life to this country, and just selling out to save my skin is unconscionable.”

“I can’t believe it either Mattie but think about it, at least we’ll be alive, which is better than dead.  Look, I know that you were in Special Ops in the military and served your country well, and did everything that you’re supposed to do, but think about it, would you rather be right or would you rather live?  We are going to die and there’s nothing left that we can do for anyone, so why not look out for ourselves, during these last moments?”

I suspected that Jill was just saying what she was to save our skins and I was playing along.  However, before I agreed I was going to put on a pretty good act all the way to the finish line.

We sat there silent for at least fifteen seconds before Isabella said, “Well, this is a turn of events, I never suspected that S-C-A-T might be so luck as to pick the two of you up as our double-agents.”

“I guess I’m surprised as well,” I added, “With you nuking the world as we know if out of existence and taking over, what benefit would we even be to your organization?”

“You underestimate yourself Agent Powers and let me explain why.  After your country and the Russians nuke each other a temporary government will attempt to pop up and restore order and that’s where the two of you come in.  You will resurface and assume your roles as agents of ACE and the U.S.  and pass information to us.”

“What will that do?” I asked.

“It will give us the last tidbits of what we need to accomplish our end game and take over as the new masters of the U.S. government.  You have probably figured out by now that we have our team in place in all levels of your country’s bureaucracy, and all we need is to execute this upcoming event to complete what we have started.  We will do it with or without you, however, why not save yourselves?  I can assure you that S-C-A-T will appreciate you far more than ACE does, and on top of that you will be alive.”

Jill and I looked at each other and I said, “I can’t even believe we are having this conversation,” and then I put my face into my hands and started to cry.

My good friend Jill put her arm around me and said, “Mattie, I know this is hard but at least we will be alive.”

I looked at Barkley and said, “I will do this if you will let me save my baby.”

Peering at me through her cold steel eyes she said, “Mattie, I do get that.  You’re telling me that if you can save Abigail that you’re in?”

I was surprised that she had that level of information, which reinforced the thoughts that I’d been having that S-C-A-T had a deep cover operative in ACE, I said, “Yes, if you can save Abby then I’m in.”

All of a sudden Isabella shot me an ear to ear smile and said, “It is done,” and just as quickly the suites door swung open and in walked Zack carrying our child Abigail who was all bundled up and sleeping quietly.”

I rushed over to him and hugged him and gave him a kiss and asked, “Oh my God Zack, what are you doing here?”

Looking at me through loving eyes he said, “I decided to grab Abby and hop on a plane and come one out.  Call it a gut feeling, but I had a feeling that I needed to get out here and fast at that.”

Putting her shoes back on and standing up Isabella then said, “Well I guess we have a deal.”

“What kind of deal?  What the hell is she talking about?” Zack asked.

Looking at her I said, “At this point that includes him as well, or no deal.”

She nodded and said, “Agreed, but he has to be onboard as well.  If not, no deal.”

“Zack,” I said, “There’s a lot going on here and there’s not a lot of time to explain, but S-C-A-T is getting ready to start a nuclear conflict between the U.S. and Russia and there’s absolutely nothing any of us can do about it.  Our options are to die or to become operatives for them.”

Looking at me seriously he said, “I’ve always been loyal to my country, I would rather die.”

Isabella was smiling as he completed his sentence and then I added, “Look, Jill and I feel the same way as you but there’s no way, and this time we can’t shoot or fight our way out.  Please, let’s save ourselves and our baby.”

“Mattie, I’m so disappointed in you and Jill, and can’t believe you would sell out under any circumstances.”

“Zack, haven’t I explained that there’s nothing we can do.  This is it, it’s game over.  Let’s save ourselves and our child.  At least we’ll have some sort of future, which is better than none.”

Shaking his head, he said, “No, I won’t do it.  The future may hold nothing for me but at least I will go down with my integrity intact.”

We all stood there silently for a few seconds until Isabella finally said, “Well, it looks like your destinies are clear.  Zack, please hand your baby to Agent Lindstrom.”

He complied and handed the baby, all wrapped up in blankets, to Jill.

“Marie, give Agent Powers her purse,” and she gladly complied.

“Agent Powers take your 9 mm from your purse and shoot your husband.  It’s that or the death of you, Agent Lindstrom, and your child.”

Tearing up I said, “Please don’t make me choose.”

Isabella then nodded at the two of goons in the room who put their hands on the grip of the weapons on their belts.

Looking around at everyone in the room I took the 9 mm from my purse and clicked the safety off and then pointed it at Zack.

“Zack, please, join us, and we can all live.  At this point your death won’t serve any purpose,” I said.

“I can’t Mattie.”

“What will Abby and I do without you?”

“Like I said, I can’t agree, and never will.”

Crying I said, “You are the most selfish bastard, ever.  Your death will serve no purpose and Abby and I will be left alone.”

He shook his head and then lowered his eyes and said, “Do what you have to do Mattie, I just want you to know that I love you and Abby.”

With Zack in front of me and Marie directly behind me I aimed the gun directly at him and said, “I love you.”

“I love you too,” he said.

With the gun pointed directly at his chest I started to squeeze the trigger, and as I did I shifted my body slightly to the left and fired, and after I heard the shot I spun around and looked behind me and saw Marie had fallen to the ground, as the reversible gun had worked perfectly.  Just as suddenly I took the gun and aimed it at the other goons in the room, and pushed the trigger forward, this time, and one by one the two men fell to the floor, as they were completely caught off guard by the ingenuity of the weapon.

Looking around I could see that Isabella was no longer in the room with us and I could hear the sound of her heels clicking against the concrete floor as she ran down the hall.

Grabbing several weapons that the goon squad were no longer in need of I said, “Come on, let’s get the bitch.”

“Wait,” I said to Jill, “You stay here with the baby, this could be dangerous.”

Zack said, “Mattie, this is a life like doll, our baby is back in D.C. with my sister.”

“The old fake baby trick.  Thank the lord they never checked to make sure it was real,” I said, “Well, let’s get the bitch.”

“Let’s not,” Zack said, “Let’s just get out of here.”

“What about Isabella aka William Barkley and the spaceship?”

“Versus an elaborate pursuit to apprehend the bad guy, or girl in this case, I’ve got a better idea,” he said.


Chapter 7

After a firefight with several of S-C-A-T’s security guards on the way out the three of us escaped from the underground complex and reached the surface where we started to run as fast as we could, as we wanted to get as far away from the facility as we could.  The moment we exited the underground complex and saw light Zack took my cell phone and made a phone call to headquarters to advise them of the situation which resulted in immediate military action.

After we ran for some distance across the California desert, we turned around and looked back at the mountain we’d just departed right about the same time as F-16’s from Nellis AFB in Las Vegas began to bomb the side of the mountain which was the entrance to the underground facility.  Multiple aircraft relentlessly shelled the mountain until you could see the side start to collapse inward on what was once S-C-A-T’s underground headquarters.  As smoke rose into the sky, I knew it was the end of their bunker and was also the finish of our country’s first flying saucer which would have potentially have taken us to the planets and eventually the stars.  However, it was better than the country being nuked out of existence along with the Russians.

We made it back to the main highway after a short hike and were fortunate enough to have attracted the attention of a highway patrol officer who was nice enough to give us a ride back to the hotel.  Walking into the lobby we must have looked awful after the day we’d had, so we decided to go to our rooms, have a shower and get some rest.

Entering my room I saw Zacks’s suitcase on the bed and found out that he’d stopped at the hotel first and that’s where he’d been kidnapped by S-C-A-T agents and taken to their underground facility, or should I say, former underground facility.

Kicking off my shoes I said, “I’m beat.”

Smiling he said, “Then why don’t we take a nap?”

Putting his arms around me he said, “Back at S-C-A-T headquarters when you were acting like you were going to turn traitor and shoot me, you were quite convincing.”

“Was I?”

“Part of me was thinking that I was a goner.”

“There’s one thing that saved you.”

“What’s that?”

“If they hadn’t asked me to use my own gun, I don’t know how it would have turned out.”

We did indeed end up taking a nap but there wasn’t a lot of sleep as we made love until we both passed out from exhaustion, which is just the way I like it.  

Zack and I agreed to meet Jill for dinner that night but this time we Subered to a local Italian restaurant that was supposed to have some of the best food in the valley, and was apparently a destination of the Hollywood stars at one time.

The three of us entered the restaurant and were immediately seated, and as we sat there looking through the menu, I heard a voice calling out Nancy, Nancy.

Looking around we soon saw Dirk Reagan approaching the table with an ear to ear grin and headed straight toward Jill.  She stood up as he arrived at her side, kissed him, and gave her a great big hug which she returned.

“Nancy, it is so good to see you,” he said.

“What are you doing here?” she asked.

“I came out here to have dinner.”

“By yourself?”

“I actually came out to have drinks with some business associate who just left and was going to have a bite to eat before I headed back to the hotel.”

“Would you like to join us?” Zack asked.

“Thank you very much for the offer.  I’m Dirk,” he said as he extended his hand.

Shaking hands with him he said, “I’m Zack, Mattie’s husband.”

“Who?”

Jill said, “I think it is time we fill you in on a few things.  I’m Special Agent Jill Lindstrom and this is Special Agent Mattie Powers.”

“What?” he asked.

“Why don’t you sit down and have dinner with us as we have quite a story to tell you,” Zack said.

Dirk and Jill then sat down at the table with us and we had an awesome evening once Dirk was filled in on what had transpired over the last few days.  What thrilled me most was getting to see Jill and Dirk together as it was clearly obvious how much they cared for each other.  Plus it seemed that Dirk was not fazed by what we told him, which is always good.  Watching the two of them sitting together, starry eyed and side by side there was no doubt that they loved each other and that’s okay, because when you know you love someone there’s no need wasting time.

So, how did all of this end?  Isabella aka William Barkley was either crushed under heavy rubble or escaped as none of her remains were found at all, so there’s no way to know.  The remains of the spaceship were discovered in S-C-A-T’s underground facility and the bad new was that it was completely destroyed, and that was the good news as well, as mankind would be surviving for a while longer.

With all the comments that Isabella made to Jill and I while we were prisoners of S-C-A-T it was obvious that there was a mole in our organization.  The investigation is still on-going, and we have no idea who the traitor is, but I guarantee you that we will eventually find them, and it won’t be pretty.

Jill ended up getting engaged to Dirk Reagan and transferred to ACE’s west coast office so they could be together, and I am so happy for her.  She’s a great friend and a wonderful woman and it thrills me that’s she finally found someone to spend her life with.  I’m also thrilled that I’m going to get to go back to California for their wedding, as I’ve been asked to be her Maid of Honor.  I told Zack to be prepared because if they hold the ceremony in the resort’s Oasis Pool area, he may not have to dress up for the event at all.  At first, he did not understand what I was talking about but after I explained it and told him about the nude pool party we attended, and the potential for a nude wedding he turned a bright shade of red.

From time to time I just can’t help thinking about Isabella Barkley and wondering if she escaped and is still alive, and if so where is she hiding.  I’m sure that Barkley has money hidden all over the world and won’t have any trouble surviving, and with S-C-A-T’s global network helping to hide her she can stay out of sight for as long as she wants.  However, if she’s alive, one day she will slip up and I’ll be there to apprehend her and bring her to justice, whether she’s
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Or not.
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