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Chapter 1

“Thanks,” I said to the guy pushing the book cart as he walked away from my cell.  Rolling off into the distance I could hear the wheels of the overworked literary carriage he was responsible for squeaking from overuse.  Soon it stopped as he arrived at his next customer’s humble abode where he was once again delivering classical masterpieces of fiction to another soul dying to take in a good story. 

Looking at the two books he’d handed me, I noticed he had given me two works of fiction. One of which was a spy novel and the other was a drama about a group of terrorists planning to blow up New York City and a desperate race by the story’s hero to stop them.  Hopefully, these novels would help keep me occupied as I had nothing else to do, because when you’ve in prison you clearly have plenty of time to engage in hobbies and interests.  The only problem is that the friendly and helpful staff limit you as to what interests you can partake in for the most part.  Reading, working out, belonging to a dangerous gang that sells drugs and forces other inmates into prostitution, or working on a college degree are all fine.  However, playing golf, big game hunting, and tennis are typically not encouraged or tolerated.

My name you ask?  Matthew Wallace, age 27 and I was serving 300 years for embezzlement as well as variety of other charges including wire, mail & securities fraud.  I’m sure you are wondering how could I have been sentenced to 300 years?  The amount stolen was $1.5 billion and the judge decided she wasn’t going to mess around with my sentence.  But more on that later. To top it off, I didn’t do it!  Okay, okay, every guy in prison says they didn’t do it, they claim they are not guilty and are falsely imprisoned.  However, when you start talking to them about the specifics of their individual situation you figure out quickly that they truly did do it.  Now, I would never have told any of them that to their face because when you’re in the joint there’s no need in making unnecessary enemies as you need all the friends you can get because prison is not a very friendly place.  Yes, I know that is shocking to hear.

Your average American thinks, How Bad Can Club Fed be?  For one, the few amenities the public envisions such as swimming pools and tennis courts were always few and far between and have actually not been in existence in the federal prison system for decades.  Two, the judge decided that because of the severity of my crime she was totally going to throw the book at me and wanted me to suffer, therefore I was sent to a maximum versus a minimum-security prison.  So, no Club Fed for me, even though my first choice would have been the Federal Prison at Pensacola, as I heard they have ping pong tables.

So, how did I end up here? 

It all started on a sunny day in the high-rise office building I was working in downtown Dallas.  I’d been working for the firm that employed me as a licensed broker for two and a half years and was starting to build up my book of business.  The world was my oyster and I was determined that nothing could stop me and there were good times ahead, until that fateful Tuesday morning when the SEC and FBI arrested me right out on the trading floor in front of all my co-workers.

Back at the Federal Building they began to question me, and I had no idea what they were talking about, at all.  They accused me of wiring money out of customers’ accounts to offshore banks where supposedly I again transferred money to other offshore accounts.  They wanted to know where the money was because they didn’t know, as the transfers were protected under banking laws of the institutions in question.  I told them I didn’t do it.  They then asked why everything was done using my workstation logons and passwords and then through the extra layers of security beyond that.  I had no answer.

Cutting to the chase, being as I had no money since the fed seized absolutely every penny that I had, I was forced to use a public defender.  His lack of motivation assured that our defense was weak and resulted in a speedy trial.  Afterward, he told me that he was under extreme pressure from his superiors to not defend me well, as they wanted to make an example of me since $1.5 billion dollars had gone missing from a large number of accounts belonging to a variety of customers, several of which were high profile.

At sentencing the judge said people like me were the lowest form of life and that it was her duty to make sure that I never hurt anyone again.  I was a danger to every man, woman, and child and I could not be trusted to live in society, and that was why she was sentencing me to 300 years in prison.  Seemed like a harsh sentence, it wasn’t like I killed anyone.

I’d been in the joint about six months and in my opinion that was about six months too long as this place was a total nightmare.  Corruption was rampant, stabbings were routine, and rapes were common.  After my experience in prison I learned one thing, that putting human beings in a place like that does not rehabilitate, it is simply torture.  And for those in for a long term like me, death seemed a better option than living like this.

My cellmate Vinny had recently hit a guard and had been transferred to solitary, so I had the whole place to myself.  I was okay with that since it was the most privacy I’d had since I’d arrived.  As I sat there on my bunk, I threw a few crumbs on the floor so Otis, Vinny’s pet rat he had recently adopted, could have a little dinner.  Sitting there watching him dine I began to ponder on how I could have been accused, tried, and convicted for something I had no knowledge of, and  I could not believe how I’d been setup to take the fall of one of the country’s biggest frauds.  Even on TV the talking heads said it was completely amazing how one man was able to pull off such a con with absolutely no additional help.  However, no one would even listen to me as the fed is always looking to make an example of someone when it comes to financial crimes.  I just turned out to be the scapegoat of the day.

Looking up at a water pipe than ran the length of my cell I began to think that there might be a way out of this.  Getting on the top bunk I was able to reach the pipe and gave it a slight tug and it barely budged which was encouraging.  I surmised that if I took my bedsheets, and tore them into strips, I could throw them over the pipe and hang myself, because as far as I was concerned I was pretty much at the end of the road.  After being arrested my girlfriend left me and my friends and co-workers had nothing to do with me.  My father had died when I was young, and my mother and I had drifted apart over the years.  After my dad passed, she became involved in a series of bad relationships with men who introduced her to some awfully bad drug habits and she eventually ended up on the street. To my knowledge, she was still there on the streets.

Sitting there looking up at the pipe I decided that would be my plan, I would end it all sometime over the next day or two before Vinny came back from solitary.  Yes, that’s how I would make my escape from this place.  Not my preferred solution by any means, however, it was the only one available to me. 

Maybe I should just do it tonight I thought?  That way it would be done and over with and I could move on to the next plane of existence, whether it was a place where the streets were paved with gold or maybe I would simply exist as energy.  Right, wrong, or indifferent, those were my thoughts.

“Lights out,” a male voice said over the loudspeaker, and as his words finished, I could see the lights start to go out across the facility until there was barely any illumination at all.

Laying down on my bunk I concluded that this was a big decision and one that was also quite permanent, and that thinking about it one more day would not hurt, as I could always kill myself tomorrow.  Yes, that’s what I would do, kick the can down the road, at least twenty-four more hours.


Chapter 2

The next morning after a hot and delicious breakfast in the prison dining room (insert sarcasm here) I reported to my duty assignment in one of the facility’s classrooms and spent about an hour doing my jail job.  Everyone in prison ends up doing a job of some sort and mine was helping inmates prepare to take their GED.  It was strictly a voluntary program, well for them anyway, but for me it was my gig while inside.  Some of my students were more serious than others and worked hard, while others were slackers in every sense of the word and did not put in much effort at all.  Just like real life I guess, right?  Anyway, some of the guys were dumb as a box of rocks and could barely add two numbers together, however they were my students and I was determined to do everything I could to help them as I wanted to see them succeed.  Even though many of them end up getting their GED a large percentage were destined to end up back in prison after being released.  That, however, is another story in itself.

After class finished that morning my students left, and I began to gather up my materials so I could put them away in the storage cabinet as was my usual routine.  Just as I was finishing up one of the guards peeked his head in the door and said, “Wallace, you’ve got a visitor.”

With what I was sure was a look of astonishment I asked, “Sir, I have a visitor?”

The middle-aged guard with a square cut jaw and a head full of gray hair nodded and said, “Yep, let’s go.”

Following him down a series of corridors I expected to be taken to the visitor center, where cons meet their friends and family members to share heart felt moments and rejoice in memories past.  However, just before we got there we shot off down another hallway where the guard opened a door, made a motion with his head for me to enter, and then closed the door.  As I entered there was a man sitting at the small lone round table in the room who looked at me and smiled and said, “Have a seat Mr. Wallace.”

As I sat down in the orange plastic chair across from him and did a scan I could see that he was in his mid-thirties, had dark hair and eyes, and was dressed completely in black including his suit, shirt, and tie.  He was clean shaven and had a very generic look about him, which sounds strange I know, but if you’d been there, you’d have said the same thing.

“Mr. Wallace, I appreciate you taking the time to come and visit me.”

Shrugging my shoulders, I said, “I had a cancellation this morning, so it worked out well.”

He chuckled and said, “I like that.  You’ve got a good sense of humor, which is important to maintain when you’re in a place like this.”

“I don’t think I know you,” I said, “You are?”

With a noticeably light smile he said, “My name is not important.  However, what is important is what I came here to talk with you about, and I think it’s something you’ll want to hear.”

I had no idea who this joker was or what he wanted, and the first thing that came to mind was that he was a fed of some sort that wanted me to tell him where some or all of the missing money was located.  Why else would anyone come to visit me?  I think being in the joint gives you a bad attitude and turns you into something of a pessimist.

“Wait, don’t tell me,” I said as put my fore and middle fingers to my temples and closed my eyes.  “You want to know, wait, I can see what you’re thinking, and the word money comes to mind.  You’re wanting to know something about money.”

I then returned my hands to the table and opened my eyes and said, “Am I close?”

He shook his head and rolled his eyes upward and said, “Not even close.  You think I’m a federal agent here to try and get additional information from you on where the missing money is don’t you?”

I nodded and said, “Of course, why else would a complete stranger, dressed in all black be here to see me?  You’re the first visitor I’ve had since I’ve been here.”

Shaking his head, he said, “Not even close, but I am here to talk to you about something that may be of great interest to you, if you’re willing to listen.”

Leaning back in my chair I said, “Unless it will get me out of this place I’m not interested.  Can you truly tell me that?  That what you have to say could get me out of prison permanently?”

Looking at me he squinted, smiled softly, and nodded.

Leaning forward in my chair I said, “Now you’ve got my full attention.”

Taking a small silver box out of his inside jacket pocket he set it on the table and clicked a small black button on the side and said, “Now, we can talk privately.”

“What is that?” I asked staring at the strange device which was about the size of a pack of cigarettes.

“It ensures our conversation is totally private, now let’s continue if you are ready.”

“It’s a scrambler of some sort.  It prevents recording devices from working I bet, or something along those lines.”

“Very good Mr. Wallace.  Now, where were we?”

“You were going to tell me how there might be a chance I could get out of here?”

Nodding he said, “Yes, but not how you think.  It is an opportunity to live a new life, but not as the old Matthew Wallace.  You would essentially be a new person with a new identity, and you could never go back to your old life.”

With a puzzled look on my face I asked, “So you could get me out of here?”

He nodded.

“And I could start a new life with a new identity?”

Once again, he nodded.

Leaning back in my chair I asked, “And what’s the catch?”

Smiling he said, “You are going to do a job for us.”

“Who is us?”

“You will find out after you agree to participate, and we have started the process.”

“And if you don’t mind me asking, what kind of a job am I going to do?”

“You are going to help us recover something that was taken from us Mr. Wallace.”

Sitting there analyzing the guy I figured he must be a government type of some sort, because who, other than the fed, has the power to pull off getting someone out of prison.

“I’m curious about something.  How are you going to get me out of prison?  Break me out?”

“Nothing quite so dramatic.  When and if you agree that you will participate, we will make the arrangements, including transportation.”

“Don’t you think someone will ask questions?  Like what happened to that guy that stole $1.5 billion dollars and why is he not locked up and how did he get out of prison?  I’m pretty high profile and very hated, so on top of that why would you even consider helping me with anything?” I asked.

“To answer your questions, one, you are being selected because you are the only man, or should I say person, for the job.  Two, it won’t be a problem because everyone will think you are dead.”

“So, I’m the best guy for the job?”

He closed his eyes briefly and nodded.

“How are you going to fake my death?  You know, people are going to want to see a body, and not just take your word that I disappeared while deep sea fishing or stepped out in front of a bus or something,” I said.

Shaking his head slightly he said, “Oh that won’t be a problem, as you see Mr. Wallace, we are going to give them a body.”

“You are?  How will you fake the dental records?  My fingerprints?  Are your people that good?”

“Mr. Wallace, forensic science is really good these days, and even the best forgers have a hard time faking DNA.  So no, we won’t be faking that at all.  We will be giving them your body.”

I didn’t like the way this was sounding so I asked, “Are you talking about having me do your dirty work and then you kill me and bring me back here?  That doesn’t sound like such a good deal to me.  I was thinking more like I could get out, do your job, and then slip away quietly after some plastic surgery or something.”

Leaning forward he began to speak, “We have the technology to transfer your mind to a new body Mr. Matthews.”

I’m sure my eyes were wide open as I said, “You’ve got to be fucking kidding me!  So, you’re saying that you’re able to move my consciousness to another body?”

Nodding he said, “Yes, we’ve done it before, and successfully at that.  Imagine, you’re free, everyone thinks you’re dead and you’ve got a brand-new lease on life.”

Sitting there I asked, “Tell me, why me?”

“Like I said, you’re the only person for the job.  I understand what you are asking but I cannot tell you right now.  However, if you decide to participate, we will then tell you everything and I am sure you will agree with our decision that you are the best suited for this task.  What do you think?”

Sitting there I thought about my options and they were somewhat limited as my ability to get an appeal was slim, and even if I did my odds of winning were practically nil. My other option was to return to my cell and hang myself.  After evaluating my options, I said, “Sir, whatever your name is, I’m going to take you up on your offer.  Despite the fact that it sounds like I could die if something went wrong with the brain transfer….”

Cutting in he said, “Well, unlikely and there are no guarantees but that’s always possible I suppose.”

Nodding I continued, “Fair enough.  It also sounds like there might be the potential to die while performing your mission of recovering your lost, whatever it is.  But then again staying here I could end up dead as well if someone thought I was looking at them crossways. If I live during my stay here at Club Fed, I’ll simply be spending my remaining days waiting to die.  With that being said, I accept your offer, as I’ve got nothing to lose.”

“Excellent,” he said, “And Mr. Wallace, I am absolutely positive that you will be glad that you made this decision, especially once we tell you all the details.”

“When do we start?” I asked.

I then added, “Oh, and I am available to start immediately as I won’t be giving two weeks’ notice.”

“We will be in touch, and by the way, you are to discuss this with no one.”

He then picked up the silver box he had placed on the table earlier, clicked the small button on the side and placed it in his inside jacket pocket, looked at me and said, “Welcome to our team Mr. Wallace.”

Coincidentally, the door then opened and the guard who had escorted me to the room earlier was standing there with a very serious look on this face, meaning that he was ready to go so I stood up and began to walk toward the door.  Just before I walked out, I turned and looked at the stranger and said, “Hey.”

“Yes,” he replied.

“Thanks.”

The rest of the day it was hard not to think about my meeting with the man in black and the conversation that we’d had that morning.  Was it really possible for them to transfer my mind to another body?  Seemed like the whole concept resembled something out of a science fiction story more than anything else and was pretty farfetched.  However, with limited options available to me I was going to go along with it, providing that the guy was not BS’ing me.  I also wondered why I didn’t ask him what kind of a body would I be getting?  Tall, short, slim, fat.  Would I be white?  Maybe I would even be black or Chinese.  Then again anything was an improvement to my current living conditions so whatever the case, I’d have to learn to live with it, and gladly would.

For reasons unknown I was not allowed to eat in the chow hall that evening and my meal was brought to me in my “suite”, which I found a bit strange since during my tenure I’d never seen that happen to anyone before.  I wondered if it was related to my visit with the strange man I’d met earlier, but it didn’t add up why I would be restricted to my cell.

After a couple of hours, I began to feel quite ill and decided to lay down on my bunk hoping the nausea would pass.  Strangely enough the guard who had escorted me to my meeting with the man in black earlier appeared at my cell door.  Standing there he then asked me, “Are you sick?”

Sitting up on the side of my bunk I nodded and said, “I am sir, but ….”

Suddenly my nausea was accompanied by the sensation of all my energy being gone and I became so weak that I could not sit up any longer and the next thing I knew I was flat on my back on my bunk, and that’s the last thing I remember.


Chapter 3

I heard someone calling my name, “Matthew,” and as I opened my eyes and looked up the man who I’d met in the conference room at the prison earlier that day, or so I thought, was standing beside me.

“Good, you’re awake.  Well Mr. Wallace, it looks like you beat the odds, you made it,” he said.

“I’m out?” I asked, and then realized I was speaking in a rather elevated pitch which concerned me.

Nodding he said, “You are out and in one of our facilities.”

“When….” once again I stopped speaking because of the way my voice sounded, but then I continued, “What’s going on with my voice?  Oh my God!  I sound like a woman!”

With a very matter of fact look on his face he said, “That’s probably because you are.”

Sitting myself up in the bed the sheet fell down and I could see that I was wearing a hospital gown and the first thing I noticed was that my chest was no longer flat as it appeared that I now had breasts.

“You put me in the body of a woman?” I asked, “But why?  You didn’t tell me I was going to become a girl.”

Shrugging his shoulders, he replied, “Well, you didn’t ask.”

“That’s kind of an important thing, and I think it would have been worth bringing up.”

“Sorry, I guess it just didn’t come up in the conversation did it?  Oh well, at least it’s better than spending life in prison, right?”

Swinging my feet over the side of the bed I could see that I also had hairless legs, another sign that I was a female.

“Show me what I look like,” I said.

“Let me help you,” he said and he then walked over to me and I took his arm and he walked me across the room to a full length mirror where I got a glimpse of the new me.

I was about 5’5, had long blonde hair, and light brown eyes, and it appeared I was in good shape with a nice figure to boot, from what I could tell anyway.

“Well, what do you think?  Not bad, eh?” he asked.

Looking at my reflection I said, “Well, I guess it’s better than spending my life behind bars, not my first choice but still better than where I was.”

“That’s the spirit,” he responded.

“You know, I figured you would transport me out of prison while I was awake.  I don’t remember coming here at all.”

“Of course you don’t, you were passed out,” he replied.

“The last thing I remember was feeling sick after dinner and then, yes, passing out on my bunk while the guard was talking to me asking me if I was ill.”

Nodding he said, “Yes, and you were then taken to a facility close to the prison where we had the device setup and we did the body swap.”

“So, kind of fill in the blanks for me if you don’t mind,” I said.

“But of course.  In your dinner was poison and ….”

“You poisoned me?” I asked in a rather offended tone.

“Not to worry, it was a slow poison, with some extremely uncomfortable side effects as I’m sure you remember.  Anyway, we had to have you in your cell where we could make sure you received the special meal containing it, otherwise we could never have pulled this off.  Plus, we figured it was highly unlikely that you would have agreed to eat a meal containing deadly poison, so that’s why we didn’t tell you.”

“I’ll agree with that, go on.”

“So, after you came down sick the prison doctor said whatever was going on with you was beyond their ability to treat and suggested you be transported to the regional medical center.”

“And of course, you never transported me there.”

Nodding he said, “Correct, sort of.  After the mind swap was complete you were transported to the hospital where you were pronounced dead on arrival.”

“What are you going to do when they do an autopsy?” I asked.

“Not to worry as the substance we used does not leave traces in the bloodstream and it will appear that you died from natural causes, in your case a heart attack.”

“Hmmm,” I’m a young man in good health, won’t someone suspect something?”

Stepping across the room to a small table he picked up a newspaper and handed it to me and said, “Look at the bottom of the front page, lower right-hand corner.”

Reading the headline of the article it said, Convicted Con Man Matthew Wallace, dead at 27 and my photograph was right beside it.  Or should I say my previous photo anyway.

“Feel free to read the article if you wish, however, it is less than complimentary.”

“So, that’s the end of Matthew Wallace, he’s dead,” I said.

“And the rebirth of Jessica Patton, which will be your new name.”

Looking at my reflection once again I said, “Hmmm, well, I guess I do kind of look like a Jessica in a way.  By the way, where did this body come from?  Did you take it on trade in or something?  Looks like it’s got pretty low miles,” then putting my hands underneath my breasts I could feel how firm they were and then added, “and plenty of tread on the tires too.”

“We grew it in a tank.”

“You’re kidding!”  Still looking at myself in the mirror I said, “You grew this?  From scratch?”

“Yes, genetically engineered.  You are now a 25-year-old young woman, which was close to your age as a man I do believe, Ms. Patton.”

Peering at him I asked, “Are you ever going to tell me what your name is?”

Laughing briefly, he said, “Now that you’re here and one of us I can tell you.  I’m number 14.”

“Is this like a British spy movie or something?  You’re number 14?  That’s what I’m supposed to call you?”

“Yes.”

“Where am I exactly?  And who am I doing this job for?  Oh, and by the way, what is it that I’m supposed to be recovering for your people?  I’m really curious, especially since you said I was the only guy, or I guess girl at this point, for the job.”

“All in good time, you won’t have to wait much longer to find out.  But first, are you hungry?” he asked.

Thinking about it I said, “Now that you mention it, I could stand something to eat.”

“What would you like?”

“Anything that doesn’t have poison in it.”


Chapter 4

The room I was in was clearly my assigned quarters and resembled ones you might find in a nice hotel.  It had all the comforts of home with a living area, bathroom, bedroom, and even a little kitchen.  However, I still didn’t know where I was as my accommodations had no windows.  Hopefully, I would find out soon enough.

For my meal I had a salad and a plate of pasta which was swimming in a lemon butter sauce with capers, and it was the best food I’d ever had in my life.  Okay maybe not, but after spending time in prison your first meal is probably going to taste spectacular whether it truly was or not. 

After eating I was introduced to a short brunette with shoulder length dark brown hair, green eyes, who couldn’t have been taller than 5’0.  Very well dressed she was wearing a black pants suit and white shirt and appeared very professional.  The male side of me was checking her out as she was attractive and someone I would have dated under other circumstances, despite the fact the she was a couple of years older than me.  According to Number 14 she would be assisting in teaching me how to live and act as a woman, which was a good thing since I had no practical experience in that area.

Extending her hand to me she said, “Good to meet you Jessica,” and it was obvious from her accent she was French.

“You know my name?”

“Of course, and I will be assisting Number 14 in preparing you for your mission.”

“Great, and you are?”

“Lucky Seven,” she replied.

“Does anyone around her have a real name?”

She laughed briefly and said, “We go by code names as it is the nature of our organization, but you will find out about that soon enough.  Let’s get you out of that hospital gown and into some clothes.”

Opening the chest of drawers, she reached inside and pulled out a bra and a pair of panties and handed them to me.

“You can go ahead and put these on, and then we will get you dressed.  I will step into the living area.  Just call me when you’re finished.”

Leaving the room, I removed my hospital gown, put on the red silky panties, which actually felt kind of good, and then started working on the bra.  After some difficulty, I eventually figured out that putting it on backwards and then rotating it around was totally the way to go, as then all I had to do was pull it up over my breasts and slip the straps over my arms.  Hopefully, I thought, my technique would improve with time.

After Lucky Seven returned there I stood in my bra and panties and I felt a little uncomfortable for some reason.  Perhaps I felt a little vulnerable now that I was a female?

Reaching into the closet she produced a dark blue dress which she handed to me and asked, “Do you need help getting this on?”

Since I have never worn a dress before and did not want to go through the same potential torture I just had with the bra, I nodded.  She unzipped the dress and ask me to step into it which I did and then she pulled it upward and I put my arms through the sleeves, and finally she zipped the back.  Stepping over in front of the mirror I looked at myself and noticed that I filled the garment out quite well as it hugged my new curves nicely.

“This dress suits you,” she said.

Looking at the way the dress hit slightly above my knees I asked, “Think it’s too short?”

Waving her hand, she said, “It is fine.  You have beautiful legs and could pull off wearing even shorter dresses.”

Then reaching into the bottom of the closet she produced a pair of blue shoes and told me to put them on, which I gladly complied.  She told me these were flats and since I had no experience wearing heels, I should start with these. 

Inviting me into the bathroom she then took a brush and helped me style my hair to look a little more presentable. When she had finished I realized how badly it had needed a little maintenance.  She then put a necklace on me which was a silver chain with a cross and then had me slip on a couple of bracelets. 

“No makeup?” I asked, thinking I was being funny.

“Later, but right now we need to head to the briefing room as Number 14 is waiting on us.”

“For what?”

“You know all those questions you had about why you are here?”

I nodded.

“You’re about to learn the answers.”


Chapter 5

Lucky Seven escorted me out of my suite and down the hall to an unremarkable door with a dark wood finish and as we entered there sat Number 14 at a small square table at the front of the room.

“Ms. Patton, please have a seat,” he said politely as he motioned to a similar table which sat near his.

I pulled out one of the chairs and sat down and was now facing forward toward him, and Lucky Seven joined me at the table taking a seat two spaces down from mine.

“So, the moment of truth, why are you here?”

With a remote control in his hand he clicked it and an overhead projector fired up and began to illuminate the wall in front of me, and on the screen was S-C-A-T in white letters on a black background.

“I’m sure you have no idea what this means,” he said.

“Not a clue,” I replied.”

“Our organization is the Society for Chaos, Anarchy and Terrorism.  We are an international group involved in a wide range of economic and political affairs around the world.”

“Are you Americans?”

Laughing he said, “Ms. Patton, we have no ties to individual governments of any country as our goal is, well, to serve our own interests.  The specifics are not important and the less you know the better.”

“Are you,” and then I briefly looked over at Lucky Seven, “Are you guys spies or secret agents?”

The two of them laughed and then he said, “Very perceptive, however the term spy or secret agent is such an antiquated one, and so 1960’s, don’t you think?  We prefer the term special representative or operative.”

At this point I knew something big time was up and was wondering if I had truly jumped from the frying pan into the fire, but hey, where was I going to go?  What was I going to do?  For the moment I just had to play it cool and not get my new panties into a twist now that I was wearing panties.

Clicking his remote control, the screen changed and there was a picture of the former me and he said, “I’m sure you recognize this man.  Matthew Wallace.”

“Con artist, swindler, and thief,” I said.

Looking straight at me he shook his head and said, “Patsy.”

“What?” I asked.

Nodding he said, “Complete and total patsy.  You were setup.”

“Number 14, you’re the first guy I’ve met that actually knows the truth.  You believe me.”

“Of course, it’s so obvious, with the evidence, or lack of, there’s no way that you should have been convicted.  A first-year law student should’ve been able to have gotten you off.  However, you had the disadvantage of a public defender who was under pressure to not defend you, handing a victory to the federal prosecutor, practically before you even walked into the courtroom.  All in the name of justice and showing the public that bad apples in the financial industry will be dealt with severely.”

Clicking the remote once again another screen popped up with a vault full of money and he said, “$1.5 billion is what they say is missing I believe.”

“That sounds about right.”

“Ms. Patton, of that amount $750 million belonged to us, and we want it back.”

“You are aware that I don’t know where it is, right?”

Nodding he said, “Correct, but we have a good idea who does know where the money is, and that’s where you come into the picture.”

Clicking his remote once again he asked, “Recognize them?”

A photograph came up with three of my former co-workers sitting at a table in a bar having drinks, and I recognized the place where the photo was taken, a local tavern near the office.  In the pic were Joshua Rosenstein, Jacob Goldberg, and Andrew Reiner, all guys that I had worked with at the brokerage.

“I worked with those guys at the firm, how do they fit into all this?”

“Ms. Patton, they’re the reason you went to jail for 300 years, and now have a vagina versus a penis.”

As I sat there looking at the photo on the screen I was in disbelief and then asked, “If that’s true, and they are responsible, why can’t you just go to the fed and tell them what you know.  Share your suspicions with them and maybe they can get your money back.  Let’s face it, the federal government is a whole lot more powerful and has a lot more influence than a 25-year-old blonde, and by the way, what makes you so sure it was them?”

Shaking his head he said, “One, we strongly suspected it was them logging on from multiple workstations using your user id and password because of the times of day they were swiping in and out of the building with their key cards.  So, there is another high rise right next door to your former office building that has cameras pointing into your former workplace, and we pulled the footage and that confirmed it.  Guess who we saw logging in from the workstations you supposedly used?  The three of them!  Cameras don’t lie.  Two, the federal prosecutor, the SEC, and FBI couldn’t find water in a rainstorm.  And finally, three, we don’t want the government to know that the money belongs to us or anything that we are potentially linked to, as we don’t have the best relationship with them.”

“Whose name or names did you have on the accounts?” I asked.

“A number of entities including pension funds, small municipalities, and a number of businesses ranging from manufacturing to retail.”

Looking straight at him with a serious look on my face I asked, “All of which do not exist?”

Bobbing his head from side to side he said, “Very perceptive, but let’s just say your statement is partially true, as we do have business interests around the world.  The accounts at your company were just one place where we invested, until your friends liquidated our portfolios and transferred the money out.”

Continuing he said, “Do not doubt your importance as you know a lot about the three men.  Plus, you’re familiar with them, your former company’s procedures, and the way the whole financial process works in house as well as externally.  Additionally, a pretty blonde like yourself can find out a lot more than an entire team of auditors or federal agents.”

“If they truly did set me up and stole all that money, why are they still in their jobs?  Why have they not run off to some Caribbean island to enjoy their newfound fortune?” I asked.

“That would be pretty obvious don’t you think?  Three boneheaded traders suddenly leave after the biggest financial scandal in their firm’s history and they vanish?  No, no.  Given a little time they will start drifting out, one by one, that’s the smart way to do it and not get caught.”

Sitting there still looking at the photo I said, “If they set me up they deserve to be brought to justice, and it’s hard not to want to exact revenge, especially after what was done to me.  Okay, as I said before, I’m all in.  What do we do?  Find out where the money is, get it back, and then turn them in?”

Laughing he said, “I’m afraid not, as that could lead the federal government and ACE back to us, and that’s something we would like to avoid.”

“You mean like American Counter-Intelligence and Espionage?”

“One in the same.”

“So, after we get the money back, we’re just going to let them walk?”

“No, no, no Ms. Patton. After we get the money back, we will deal with them SCAT style, as nobody takes anything from us and just walks away.”

As I sat there thinking about how my entire world had been stripped away from me and all I had gone through I could feel the hate boiling inside me.  The thought of those that screwed me over having to pay for what they’d done brought me great pleasure.  Yes, they too would need to suffer as I had or worse for what they had done.

“So, Number 14, after we get the money back, there’s not any way that I could participate in dealing with them SCAT style is there?”

He and Lucky Seven began to laugh in very sinister style and then I joined in and when we finally regained our composure he said, “Ms. Patton, I think you’re going to make a fine addition to our team.”

“So, what’s next?” I asked.

“Lucky Seven will prepare you to live and act as a woman, then together we will prepare you for your mission.  Are you ready?”

I nodded and said, “I am.”

Standing up Lucky Seven said to me in her lovely French accent, “Very good, Number 14, if we are finished, I will begin to teach Jessica about being a woman.”

He nodded.

“If you will follow me please?” she asked, and I then rose and followed her out of the room.


Chapter 6

Over the next seven days I was given an intense crash course on becoming Jessica Patton.  During that time Lucky Seven taught me the fine points of being a woman and did an exceptional job.  Not to stereotype but I think the fact that she was French gave me an edge, as you know how sexy, fashionable, and alluring those Parisian girls can be. 

Fashion was a big one with her. She said the way to catching a man’s eye was how you present yourself.  She also said that the initial impression you make on a man will stick with him long term and it’s hard to break so you should do it right the first time.  She also felt it was important that ladies wear dresses as they show a girl’s curves better than any other type of clothing, once again another advantage in getting and holding the attention of men.  Lucky Seven also said that a beautiful, well-dressed woman made men powerless against their charms, something I did not know but would soon find out I assumed.

Part of her course also included selecting underwear to wear with each outfit, because, according to her, what you wear underneath also determines how you feel about yourself.  Initially I did not buy into that thought process, but as time went on and I tried a variety of under garments I began to understand what she was talking about.  The prettier, silkier, frillier, and sexier the bra or panties were seemed to do just what she said, bolster your confidence.

Then it was onto shoes where I learned the complexity of footwear, and believe me, I had no idea it could be so complicated.  I spent a great amount of time learning to walk in heels and fell flat on my ass multiple times while trying to master the art of wearing them, but in the end, they were no match for me.  I learned that the right shoes put the finishing touch on the outfit, and the wrong ones can totally blow up a girl’s look altogether.

Hair, makeup, jewelry, and accessories including earrings, necklaces, and bracelets were also covered in the training.  I also learned that when planning one’s wardrobe, handbag selection is important as well, as the purse you are carrying should match or complement your outfit.  Additionally, I discovered that matching is not enough as you should also pick your handbag based on the type of event you were attending whether it’s work, a social outing, or a formal party.  At the time I was just hoping that I could remember any of what she had taught me. 

Until I’d been told, I’d never even have thought about it but mannerisms and acting feminine were also included in my education.  Facial expressions, the way women smile, pulling your shoulders back and maintaining good posture, and shaking your hips while walking were all things that went along with being a female.  The list was quite extensive, and I could go on talking about it for some time but will stop for now.

Apparently SCAT also created an entire bio on Jessica Patton, or should I say Jessica Ann Patton?  This included a social security card, birth certificate, driver’s license, passport, high school diploma plus a full background.  I was responsible for memorizing the history they had created for me including the names of my parents and brother, where I’d attended church, friends in high school and college, former boyfriends, and a variety of other information.  They certainly were thorough and left nothing to chance with the package they put together, which led me to believe they had lots of experience doing stuff like that.  Sounds like the stuff that could land you in prison.  A little humor.

After a little time, Lucky Seven told me that it was not necessary to call her by her full code name, that I could call her Lucky, or L7, which was fine with me.  When asking how she got her code name she told me that many years ago when she was new to the organization and was still learning the ropes she moved out of the way when someone was throwing a knife, barely escaping death.  The agent working with her saw the whole thing and suggested to the powers that be she be nicknamed Lucky Seven, and the code name stuck.  She also told me that within the past year she was on a mission and was shot and fell to the floor, and everyone thought she was dead.  Turned out that she was wearing a flack vest and the blast knocked her to the floor simultaneously causing her to hit her head rendering her unconscious.  She did not elaborate on the details and I did not ask, and the way I figured it that less I knew the better off I might be.

Okay, this part is going to be weird, but it had to do with the shaving of body hair.  Now being female I fully expected to have to shave my legs and under arms, as that just went with the territory as far as I was concerned.  However, she informed me that I should consider shaving my snatch.

“Why should I do that?” I asked.

“You are a beautiful young woman, and in the event, you end up in a compromising situation ….”

I asked, “You mean in bed?”

“Yes, the expectation will be for you to be waxed or clean shaven my dear, as that’s what men like in this day and time.”

“What about you?  Are you?”

Nodding she said, “Of course, that’s the way I like it, and every man that’s ever been with me absolutely loves it.  Plus, when you are completely bare it makes it easier for them to pleasure you with their mouth and tongue.  However, that’s something you’ve not experienced yet.”

Even though I had masturbated with my new female body, which felt amazing by the way, she had still not convinced me, and I said, “That’s for damn sure.  Look Lucky, I’m not convinced that all men want their girls to have their grass completely mowed to the ground.  I bet there’s lots of guys that like their ladies to have a little hair, down there.”

I could tell she was getting agitated with me and in a raised voice she said, “You are being impossible.  I am working so hard to try and teach you and you are not listening.  Why are you so opposed to this?”

We stood there in my bedroom saying nothing, just pissed off at one another, occasionally glancing at each other.  Finally, she said, “I know what this is all about Jessica.”

“You do?”

Nodding she said, “I forget and am sorry, but you’ve still got the mind of a man inside you, and you perceive this as something very feminine, as most men don’t groom and almost none shave down there.  You have been through a lot and I’ve been pushing too hard and I just need to give you a little space and let you process all of this.  It must be difficult and a lot to deal with.”

Taking in her words I began to think, and she was right.  I’d been saying I didn’t want to groom my snatch because I didn’t think it was important and was refusing to even listen to what she had to say.  I had no one in the world at that point and she was probably the closest thing I had to a friend, so maybe, I thought, it wouldn’t kill me to consider it.

“Lucky.”

“Yes Jessica?”

Nodding I said, “You’re right, that’s the reason I’ve got a hang up about that, exactly like you said.”

Looking down and then back up she said, “It’s okay, we can address that later.”

“Okay, how about I think about it?”

Smiling she said, “Of course.”

After a few moments of silence I said, “You know, you talked about me being in compromising situations, and I guess that’s really part of the reality of all this, but until you said that I’d not even considered it.”

“Jessica, your new lease on life was given to you because, well, as a beautiful young woman you have the power to persuade men, and it is highly likely that you will have to use it.  It is quite common in this business to use intimacy to get what we want or need.”

“Lucky I really have to tell you that I’m not all that attracted to men, and the thought of having sex with one horrifies me.  Do you think that could affect my performance when I get out into the field?”

“You’re going to do just fine.  I’m sure that once you start your mission everything will fall in place, and when and if the moment comes you will know what to do and will handle it like a pro.  After all, this isn’t just a mission now, is it?” she asked while smiling at me.

Thinking for a few seconds I smiled back and said, “No, no it’s not.  If what Number 14 says is true….”

“And I can assure you that it is,” she replied.

Nodding I said, “Then those who screwed me over are going to have to pay.  SCAT style.”

Chuckling she said, “Like I said, you’re going to do just fine.”


Chapter 7

After breakfast the following morning it was day 6 of training and Number 14 called Lucky and I to the conference room, where we’d met with him a number of times before.  Upon walking in, we joined him at a table where he sat down with us and then told me that there was something that I needed to hear.

“Ms. Patton, I listened to this recording for the first time about an hour ago and thought you should hear it.  This was recorded by one of our operatives who have had your three friends, Joshua Rosenstein, Jacob Goldberg, and Andrew Reiner, under surveillance.  They were fortunate enough to record this while the three were out having drinks after work yesterday.  I am told they were at a table back in the corner of the establishment and felt comfortable speaking freely, clearly believing that they were not under surveillance.  The transcript will appear on the screen while the audio plays.  For expediency, and not to bore you, we’re only playing the relevant part.”

Taking his remote he clicked it and audio began to play over the rooms speaker system, and I could easily identify those who were speaking.

Rosenstein: Another day at the office done

Goldberg: You know what I’m looking forward to?

Reiner: A woman with big fat thighs?

Goldberg: No, douche, to not having any more days at the office

Rosenstein: Keep it down

Goldberg: Not to worry, look around, there’s no one even remotely near us

Rosenstein: It still pays to be cautious.  We are so close, let’s not mess this up

Reiner: Stop being a worry wart Josh, are you afraid someone’s listening to our conversation?

Rosenstein: Okay, maybe I’m a little on edge, but let’s keep it down

Goldberg: Alright, but hey, you gotta admit, we’re getting close?  No more nine to five

Rosenstein: You know, I’ve been feeling bad the past few days, especially since the news came out about Matt

Reiner: I hear you, and nobody wanted that to happen, but we didn’t do it

Rosenstein: Are you kidding?  Are you saying we are not responsible? 

Goldberg: Look, I’ve had some of the same thoughts, but it’s over now and he’s gone.  Don’t torture yourself

Rosenstein: But Jake, if we hadn’t done what we did, he wouldn’t have been in jail, and he would still be alive

Reiner: Josh, what are you thinking you should do?  Turn yourself in?  That won’t do anybody any good

Rosenstein: No.  However, once the news came out that he’d passed, well, I’ve just not been able to shake the guilt.  Andy, don’t you feel bad about it at all?

Reiner: Hey, the guy caught a tough break, and as we discussed when we planned this, if there’s no fall guy the trail will lead right back to somebody, like maybe us.  It was all part of the plan, so we could get away with it

Goldberg: Josh, hang in there, I feel the same way.  I’ve got a wife and kids, and after I heard the news, I thought to myself, would this make my kids proud?  But it happened and it’s over.  Maybe, with all that money we can make up for it and do some stuff for orphans or those in need.  Try and look at it that way

Reiner: By the way Josh, you’ve checked the accounts and all the funds are where they are supposed to be?

Rosenstein: Yep, All there

Goldberg: Hey my wife is texting me reminding me we’ve got an event with the kids tonight.  I’ve gotta go

Reiner: I’m about finished with my drink and had better hit the road too

Goldberg: Josh, just forget about all this, okay

Rosenstein: Yeah

Goldberg: Maybe we’ll get you on your way in about six weeks or so, then Andy and I will follow over the next few months.  Just think about carefree island living, no worries, no job.  It’s almost a reality

Rosenstein: Okay guys

Number 14 then clicked the remote and the audio stopped.  We sat there in silence and he finally said, “This confirms all of our suspicions, wouldn’t you say?”

After hearing the recording my blood was boiling and I was so furious I could barely contain myself.  The thoughts going through my head were wicked.  I imagined the three of them chained up, side by side in a dungeon, and the only light available was that illuminating from several torches which barely lit the room.   Entering as Jessica wearing a long black dress with a robe over it, they looked at me but had no idea who I was, so I introduce myself.

“I bet you’re wondering who I am.”

Reiner says, “We have no idea, but let us loose.”

Shaking my head, I say, “Oh no, no, no.  We’re not done here yet.”

In a nervous tone Rosenstein says, “Why are we here?  What have we done?”

“By the way, I’m Jessica.  You have absolutely no idea who I am, but you will very soon.  And Josh, you are here because the three of you have been awfully bad boys.”

Reiner says, “Lady, we don’t have a clue who you are or why we are here.”

Taking a silver dagger out of the pocket in my dress I held it upright with my right hand and then put my left forefinger on the top of the point and twirled it back and forth and finally said, “Ouch, this is very sharp.”

Goldberg remained silent and said nothing as he appeared to be petrified being my prisoner.

“Do you remember Matthew Wallace?” I asked and then moved my eyes back and forth between the three while still twirling my dagger.

The three of them exchanged glances all looking horrified at that point, as I stood there biting my lower lip and smiling at them.

“Who are you?  His wife?  Girlfriend?  Sister?” Reiner asked.

“I am he resurrected.”

“Sure you are,” Reiner said in the type of tone you would use when confronted by a crazy person.

“I can see you doubt me Andrew.  However, it is a fantastic story isn’t it?  But true.  My mind was transferred to this body just before I died and now, I’m back.  If you hadn’t put me in prison, I would still be free and a man.”

Practically sobbing Rosenstein said, “Lady please, I will do anything that you say, I’m just a pawn in all this, Reiner was truly the brains behind the entire operation.”

“Thanks a lot,” Reiner said to him in a mildly agitated tone.

In a lovey dovey voice I said, “I know that sweetie,” and walked over and gave Joshua a kiss on the mouth.

I dropped my black robe to the ground and then slipped my dress off my shoulders and it quickly joined my other garment on the stone floor.  Standing there nude I said to the three of them, “See, I’m now a woman, titties, and even a vagina.  Can you see I have no cock?”

The three of them were standing there chained up and helpless as I displayed myself to them.  Then walking up to Reiner who was wearing a black pair of slacks I pulled them down which displayed his boxers.

“Ooooh, I like the little bunnies on your boxers.  Very cute,” I said and then pulled down his boxers exposing his manhood.

“What are you doing?” Reiner cried out, “You’re crazy.”

Walking back and forth between the three I finally stopped in front of Reiner and said, “Andrew, have you noticed how I have no cock?”

Nodding he said, “Yeah, I can see that,” and I could tell by the look on his face he was concerned that I was addressing him at that point.

“And do you know why?  Because the three of you took my entire life and world, and now I have no cock.  Do you know what the punishment is for being a cock thief Andrew?”

He stood there silently saying nothing and as I looked at Jacob who was standing there next to him. I said, “Jake, you’ve been awfully quiet tonight, what’s the matter?  Not in a talkative mood?”

Goldberg just stood there silently with an incredibly worried look on his face, and for good reason as some naked crazy bitch with a knife has just pulled his buddies pants down and is now talking to him.

Finally, Goldberg said in a very sincere tone, “Please, just tell us what you want, we’ll do anything.  For God sake, I’ve got a family.  It’s like Jake said, “Andy was the mastermind, we’ll give you anything you want.  Anything, just let us live.”

“You’re just as guilty as me you piece of shit,” Reiner shot at Goldberg.

I then walked over and kissed Jacob on the lips, turned and looked at Reiner and said, “Andrew, it appears that you truly are the most naughty boy here, according to your two friends anyway.”

Looking back at Goldberg I asked, “Jacob, do you know what the penalty is for cock thievery?”

After a few moments of silence, I said, “It is clear that none of you know, so I will tell you.  The guilty party has their choice of selecting their punishment.  You can pick hanging, electrocution, or the guillotine.  However, since hanging and electrocution are deemed illegal, there’s only one thing left, and that appears to be the guillotine.”

I then stepped back over to Reiner and grabbed as much of his cock and balls as I could with my left hand, gently tugging on them, and as I did he said, “Ahhhh, that’s too hard.”  Taking my dagger, I placed the flat part against his abdomen, the blade now right above this penis, and as I looked at him a smile came to my face.

Raising my dagger, I said, “Time to join me Andrew, welcome to womanhood,” and in one powerful swoop I swung my blade downward, with the top of his penis my primary target.  As his cock and balls came off in my hand, I raised his disconnected genitals into the air.  By this time, he and his two friends were screaming at the top of the lungs as I stood there laughing holding his manhood.”

The next thing I knew I felt someone shaking my arm and as I turned my head to the left there was Lucky, “Jessica, are you okay?”

“What?”

“Are you okay Ms. Patton?” Number 14 asked.

Shaking my head quickly I said, “I guess I was daydreaming.  How long was I zoned out?”

Smiling Lucky said, “About twenty to thirty seconds or so.”

“We were getting worried about you Ms. Patton.”

“Sorry about that,” I said, “After listening to the recording ….”

I then paused and sat there silently for a few seconds before Number 14 said, “It’s a lot to process, but now we know for certain that they have the money,” he said.

“And they are the ones that screwed you over and ruined your life,” Lucky added.

Sitting there I knew I was ready to get on with the mission, as there were three son of a bitches that were going down, and it was going to be me that took them there.

“So, what’s next in my training?” I asked.

“Today and tomorrow we will be briefing you, and the following day you leave for your mission.  Are you ready?” he asked.

“Does a bear shit in the woods?” I replied.

“Not a very lady like response ….”

“Sorry Lucky just stay on me,” I said meekly, “I will improve with time.”


Chapter 8

Returning to Dallas, Lucky and I had apartments ready for us in the Uptown section of Big D, and our new residences just happened to be right next door to one another which was clearly on purpose so she could keep an eye on me.  She had been assigned as my handler by Number 14 and it was her job to provide me with support and intel as needed.

My new home was nice but not high end, and clearly something that a working girl could afford, all part of my cover.  It was not necessary to buy new furniture as our apartments were fully furnished right down to the kitchen utensils, spices, and bath towels.  Apparently, SCAT wanted to make sure that there were no distractions and that I had everything I needed so I could get right to work recovering their money.  However, it was necessary to go to the grocery store to pick up some basic food items, as a girl needs to eat, right?

After putting our clothing away, Lucky decided we would walk to a nearby grocery store to pick up a few things for our individual homes.  It was a nice afternoon and I donned a blue floral print dress and some flat sandals, grabbed my handbag and a couple of the reusable shopping bags I found in my apartment and we headed out.

Upon arriving at the store, Lucky and I shopped together for our groceries.  Since we were strangers to the area, we were not worried that anyone would be able to identify us or connect us in any way.  However, we still needed to be careful as this mission was just getting started and we a long way to go until it was complete.

While looking at the vegetables Lucky said, “Jessica, I’ll be right back, I’m going to find some coffee.”

“Wait,” I said, “I bet you’ll be looking for French roast.”

With a scowl on her face she said, “I think you’re stereotyping and I am offended.”

Not being the type to back down to the politically correct types I looked at her with an annoyed expression and said sarcastically, “Oh honey, did I hurt your feelings?  I am so sorry princess.”

She started to laugh and then said, “I’m just kidding, I really am looking for French roast, it’s, well, a French thing,” and she walked away.

Standing there in front of the tomatoes I turned and began to walk toward the other side of the produce section.  As I stepped forward, I was immediately stopped by what felt like a brick wall. BOOM. Next thing I knew I was sprawled on the floor not knowing what hit me.  Finally sitting up I could see that someone else was picking themselves up as well, and as I caught sight of him, I could see exactly who it was, as I knew him.  Now on his feet he said, “Oh my God, I am so sorry,” and he extended his hand which I took, and he pulled me up.

“I am so clumsy, are you okay?” he asked.

Shaking my head slightly I said, “No broken bones, and I think only my pride has been hurt.”

Standing there looking at me with his dark brown hair and puppy dog eyes, Nicholas Gilbert, former co-worker and friend, then said, “Oh good, I am so glad, and here, let me help you pick up your stuff,” referring to my groceries that were now all over the floor.  He then began to recover my lost items and placed them in my hand basket one by one until finally they were all back where they belonged. 

“Okay, you’re totally good to go,” he said while smiling at me and then leaned down and picked his plastic shopping carrier off the floor.  Apparently when we impacted his had simply dropped to the floor and its contents were still intact.

Extending his hand, he said, “Oh, I’m Nicholas, but everyone calls me Nick.”

Shaking I said, “Jessica, good to meet you.”

“The pleasure is all mine,” he replied.

Looking down and then back up at him I asked, “So, Nick, is this the best place to shop in Uptown?”

Nodding he said, “It’s a nice little local market, good stuff including the wines, decent prices, but not as cheap as being out in the burbs and shopping at the big grocery chains.”

“You sound like you know what you are talking about, are you a local?” I asked, even though I knew exactly where he lived.

Smiling he said, “I am, just about two blocks down the street.  What about you?”

“Me too.  I’m new to the area and figuring out where everything is, including, clearly, places to buy groceries.”

“And it doesn’t help when some guy is knocking you to the ground spilling your stuff all over the floor,” he replied which caused us both to laugh.

“Yeah, I guess so.”

So, there stood my former co-worker and friend right in front of me, and I seriously questioned the friend part in every way.  I thought that he and I were tight and was almost positive that he was going to come and visit me when I was in jail, but he did not, which was very disappointing.  It was one of the greatest let downs ever.  We had hung out together many times after work and even on weekends, and once we’d even double dated.  At this point I did what anyone with my history would do, I was going to at least put him in my pocket as a potential asset, considering that he worked at my former place of employment which could come in handy in a pinch.  It was clearly not going to be too hard as it was obvious that he was a little bit smitten with me, which I would play to my advantage.  This being a girl thing might not be so bad after all and I was going to play it for all it was worth, and I would begin when exiting the store.

Holding up my shopping basket I said, “Well, I’ve got just about everything that I need so I’m about ready to check out, so I guess I’ll be heading up front to the register.  It was good meeting you Nick.”

Smiling at me he said, “Good meeting you too Jessica.  Well, I guess I’ll see you around the neighborhood,” and with that he backed up before turning around and knocked several packages of toilet paper off the display and onto the floor.  I began to laugh, and he said, “Oops, I’m not coming across as very dignified today.”

Setting my basket on the floor I helped him reset the display and working together we quickly had it in order.  As we walked toward the front of the store he said, “Jessica, you must think I’m a real klutz.”

Stopping and looking straight at him I said, “I think you’re funny Nick.”

As I looked at him, I began to remember what a good guy he had been, and it was difficult to stay mad at him.  He was just one of those people that were so good natured they were impossible to dislike.

Getting in line I said, “I think I’ve got a message,” and I took my smartphone out and started to text.

Jessica: Lucky, I’m going to walk home with this guy I was talking to here in the store, so I will meet you back at the house

Lucky: I’ve been watching you for some time, and for being new to the girl business you sure are a fast operator.  I’ve never been able to pick up men that fast

Jessica: Look, I used to work with this guy, and we were friends at one time

Lucky: Do you know what a bad idea that is?  What if you slip up and say something that makes him realize that you know more than you should?  This is not part of our plan.

Jessica: He works at Barkley Global Securities, and is my former co-worker

After a few more seconds she replied.

Lucky: Okay, but be careful, and I’m not going to meet you back at the house but am going to tail you

Turning and looking over my shoulder I could see Lucky pretending like she was looking at the wine, all the while keeping an eye on me.

Exiting the store he and I stood in front and I said, “Well, I guess I’ll be heading home, see you around,” and I turned and started to walk to the north.

“Hey, that’s the same direction I’m going, want to walk together?”

In an excited tone I asked, “Wow, what are the odds!  The would be great.”

As I stated previously, I knew where he lived, which just happened to be on the way to my new place, which would give me the opportunity to visit with him some more and build trust.  After several minutes of walking we arrived at the front of his building and he said, “Well this is my stop, it sure was good meeting you Jessica.”

With an ear to ear smile I said, “It was great meeting you too Nick.”

“I guess I’ll see you around, “He said sheepishly as he slowly backed away preparing to turn in the direction of the building in which he lived.

I knew that Nick was attracted to me and wanted to get my phone number to ask me out but was a little reluctant.  He was a good guy but like most men in their mid-twenties sometimes a little intimidated with the opposite sex, something I had experienced myself in my former body.  It was clear that he needed a little bit of help, so I said, “One more thing.”

Turning toward me, he was beaming and said, “Yes?”

“What are some good places to eat in the local area?”

“Depends, what do you like?”

“I love Mediterranean.”

“There’s a place called The Olive Branch, actually not far from here, that has the best Greek and Mediterranean food you’ve ever tasted.  I highly recommend it, and they do happy hour as well.”

After a pause he said, “It’s nice, it would be a good place to take your boyfriend or husband.”

Knowing that he was feeling me out, so to speak, I replied, “I’m afraid I’m quite single Nick.”

“Oh,” he replied and then our conversation went back to silence.  What was it going to take to get this guy to ask me out?  Was there something wrong with me that I was unaware of?

Thinking fast I said, “You said they had great food?”

“They sure do.”

“Can you eat in the bar?”

“Absolutely.”

“I’ve been dying for some good Mediterranean food and may just head on down there tonight and eat in the bar.”

“In the bar?”

Nodding I said, “Yes.  I don’t know anyone to go with me, and you know how it is, it’s always awkward eating alone in the dining room of restaurants.  Don’t you think?”

After a few seconds he said, “You know, now that you mention it, Mediterranean does sound appetizing right now.  Jessica, unless you just want to dine alone tonight, I would be glad to join you, that is if you want some company.”

Smiling at him I said, “I think that sounds like fun.”

“Want me to pick you up?” he asked.

Shaking my head, I said, “I’ll meet you there at 6:30.  See ya then,” and I picked up my bags off the ground and once again began to walk.  After reaching the end of the next block Lucky appeared out of nowhere.

“Where did you come from?  I thought you were going to tail me,” I said as I motioned my head backward.

“Tailing does not always mean from behind.”

“Apparently not.”

We continued walking and she asked, “So, who is your young gentleman?”

“We used to work together, and were close friends at one time, or so I thought.  When I got in trouble, I never heard from him again.  You really find out who your friends are when the chips are down Lucky.”

“So, if that’s the case why did you talk with him at the store and then walk home with him?  He should be the last person you would want to be around.”

“At some point we may need building or department access, and it can’t hurt to have a contact on the inside, especially in the same department where I used to work, right?”

“Yes.”

“And since I’m meeting him for dinner at 6:30 tonight ….”

“Jessica, you set up a date?”

“No, you taught me better than that, I simply laid the groundwork and he fell into my trap.”

“Good girl.”

Going out with Nick for the reason I told her was true, as you can’t have too many friends in the right places.  However, there was something else I’d not shared with her, something personal, that had been eating at me for some time, and after my date with Nick tonight, hopefully I’d know the answer.


Chapter 9

It was 6:32 p.m. when I arrived at The Olive Branch and sitting in the lobby was Nick dressed in jeans, a white shirt, and a blue blazer, and if the truth be known he looked quite dapper.

As I walked up to him, he stood and said, “Jessica, you look absolutely beautiful this evening.”

Before I left the house I’d slipped on a red floral print dress as well as a pair of white mules, and then selected a solid white handbag to complete my look, and according to Lucky I looked quite sexy.

“Thank you so much,” I said as I stood on my tiptoes and gave him a peck on the cheek.  As I looked at him, I could see that my action had lit up his face, which was exactly the reaction I was going for.

After being seated we ordered a couple of drinks and then began to chat, and as we conversed it kind of reminded me of the old days when we used to hang out.  However, I’m sure his perspective was quite different as I was now a cute blonde versus his old buddy.  If only he knew who was really inside of the body sitting across from him.

“So, tell me about Jessica Patton,” he said.

“I’m 25, an Aries, single, and I work as a technical writer,” or that was my cover anyway.

“How interesting.  What kind of technical writing do you do?”

Laughing I said, “I’m sure you would find it boring.”

“I can’t imagine anything you would do would be boring.  Try me.”

“My assignments vary, one project I might be writing an instruction manual for a refrigerator, and the next I might be writing a policy manual for a real estate franchise, it’s all over the place.  So, Nick, what about you, what’s your story?” I asked as I folded my hands together and rested my chin on them while looking intently at him smiling.

I work for Barkley Global Securities, I’m a trader.”

“Now that sounds interesting, more so than being a technical writer.”

Chuckling he said, “It has it’s days.”

“You know, wait, that name sounds familiar, wasn’t that company in the news or something a few months back?  Maybe it was longer than that, I just don’t remember clearly.”

“It might have been,” he quickly answered, obviously trying to avoid the conversation.

Biting my lower lip, I said, “Yeah, I think that’s right, it was in the news big time.  There was a dude that supposedly stole $1.5 billion dollars, now what was the guy’s name?”

With a neutral expression he said, “Matthew Wallace?”

Snapping my finger and pointed at him I exclaimed, “That’s it, I knew I’d heard the name of that company before, oh, and I also think I heard in the news recently that he died in prison?  Is that correct?”

A serious look came to his face and he said quietly, “Yeah, that’s what they said on the news.”

By the expression on his face I had obviously struck a nerve, so I decided to back off. I asked, “Nick, are you okay?  Did I say something wrong?  If I did, I certainly didn’t mean to.”

“I knew the guy,” he said, “And if it’s okay with you I’d really rather not talk about it, at least not right now anyway.”

With a concerned look on my face I said, “Of course, and I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to offend ….”

Cutting me off he said, “Hey, there’s no way you could have known, don’t give it a second thought, okay?”

With a quick nod I said, “Thanks.”

After finishing dinner, I came up with the idea of getting a cup of coffee at a local java shop.  Since he’d kind of shut down on me earlier I was determined to see if I could find out anything else before out date was over.  Picking up our drinks at the counter we exited the establishment and started walking in the direction of my place where we eventually arrived at the front steps of the building.  I sat down on the stone steps of the entryway and then patted the spot beside me and said, “Have a seat,” and he joined me.

“It sure is a beautiful night, don’t you think?” I asked as I looked upward at the sky.

“Yep, weather is perfect, slight breeze, couldn’t be better.”

“You know, when I was young, I used to go out to my grandparents’ house in the country, and at night there were fireflies everywhere, sometimes so thick they practically lit up the surrounding fields.  Sometimes I would lay in the grass and look up at the sky and with the moon and stars that were so bright you could actually see the cows off grazing in the field.  A far cry from being in Dallas with all this light pollution.”

We then chuckled at my comment and he stopped and looked at me and said, “You know what?  I used to know someone else that told me a similar story, about going to their grandparents’ home in the country, and they described it almost exactly as you did.”

That was exactly the effect I was going for with Nick. When he and I were friends and co-workers at Barkley Global I remembered telling him that story, and was not about to let the perfect opportunity to jog his memory slip away.

“Really?” I asked naively.

Nodding he said, “It’s almost uncanny.”

Smiling I said, “I’m sure it’s just a coincidence.  Think about it, I’m sure you used to go to the country to a relative’s house during the summer sometimes when you were a kid.”

Turning and looking at me he asked, “Remember how earlier I said I didn’t want to talk about the scandal at work?”

Nodding I said, “Yes, and that’s okay, it’s none of my business.”

“Jessica, Matthew Wallace told me the same story, almost word for word, about going out to his grandparents’ house near Graham one time.  This is just too coincidental.”

“Nick, I think when I brought up the whole thing at the restaurant it must have triggered something in your head, and now you can’t get it out of your mind.  Like I said, I’m sorry, and I won’t mention it again.”

“Jessica, he and I were friends.”

Putting my hand on top of his I said, “Nick, are you sure you want to talk about this?”

Nodding once he then said, “Matt and I were initially work friends and then started socializing after hours and after that became pretty good friends.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah, we would get a drink after work sometimes, maybe go to a concert or sporting event, and sometimes just hang out.”

I sat there quietly listening thinking that was the best approach to finding out what I wanted to know, and as I sat there quietly, he continued.

“When all that stuff happened and he got arrested I just couldn’t believe it, and to this day I still can’t.”

“I’m sure that was hard,” I added.

Shaking his head, he said, “And you know what I feel worst about of all?  That I never went to see him after he got locked up, or when he went to prison.”

“Why didn’t you Nick?”

Finally, I was about to find out why.

“Our boss told us, me specifically, that we were to have no contact with him, and if we did, we would be fired.  At the time my mother was undergoing chemo and not able to work and I was helping her financially, and I just couldn’t afford to risk losing my job.”

“Oh Nick, that’s just awful,” I replied, and now knowing the truth my anger for him vanished.

Sitting there with his arms crossed over his knees he said, “The poor guy, my friend, all alone, and I didn’t even go see him when he needed a friend most.  It really hit me hard after he died, and you’re the first person I’ve talked to about this.”

At this point a tear began to run down his cheek and he said, “I’m sure sorry to be unloading all this on you Jessica, you barely know me, and here I am baring my soul to you.”

Taking his hand in mine I said, “It’s okay Nick.”

Sniffling he said, “I was such a bad friend.  If I had to do it all over again, I would have let them fire me, and at least my friend, my good friend, wouldn’t have died thinking he had nobody in the world.”

He then put his head down and I could tell he was crying, and as he did, I began to tear up as well, as I was touched by his words.  I had no idea that he’d been threatened by the company but did understand his position. I remembered that his mother had been having a really bad time and definitely needed his financial support during her illness.  For so long I’d thought he’d deserted me, and now I felt kind of bad.

Raising his head and looking at me he said, “Now I’ve got you crying too,” and we both laughed.

Finally regaining a bit of his composure, he said, “You know what I wish?”

Putting my hand on top of his I asked, “What?”

“I wish I could tell him that he was a good friend, and I was sorry for not going to see him and ask for his forgiveness.  I really do, but you know what?  I can’t, and I’ll just have to live with this.”

We sat there silently for a bit and I finally said, “Nick, look at me,” and he turned toward me.

“Listen, don’t beat yourself up, you did what you had to do, and you know what?  I am absolutely positive that your friend understands what you went through and forgives you.”

“You think?” he asked.

Smiling I said, “I know he does!”

“How can you be so sure?”

“There’s one way for sure, just tell him.  Just say aloud what you said to me.  What do you have to lose?”

After a few moments of awkward silence he looked upward at the night sky and said, “Matt, I’m so sorry I never came to see you in jail dude, I was a bad friend, and I owe you an apology, and I want you to know you’re still my friend, and I hope I’m still yours.  You know the pricks at work threatened to fire me if I came to see you and I just couldn’t afford to lose my job since I was helping mom while going through chemo.  By the way, maybe she can be your friend up there as she left me about two months ago.  Her body finally gave out and she just couldn’t go anymore.  Anyway, love you man, and tell mom I love her.”

At this point I was practically bawling, and Nick took both of my hands into his and asked, “Are you okay?”

“Oh my God Nick, that was absolutely beautiful, and I’m positive that wherever he is that he forgives you, I know that for a fact.”

“It’s okay,” he said.  As he hugged me, I felt great comfort and I put my arms around him as well, as I now had back the best friend a guy could ever have.  Or should I say girl?

Walking me up to the front door of my building we stood there silently, and I finally said, “Thanks for dinner.”

“Thanks to you too.”

“For what?”

“The therapy session,” and as he completed his words, we both laughed.

“No charge for the initial visit but next time I’m going to sock it to you.”

We chuckled at my comment and he said, “I had a great time.”

“Even though we sat and cried?”

“Yeah.”

Looking down and then back up I said, “Me too.”

Standing there looking at him something happened to me and I saw him in a way I never had before.  For some reason I was drawn to him, almost attracted, as it was impossible not to notice his wonderful smile and dark hair, and the more I stood there, the more taken I was with him.  What was wrong with me?  I was conceding that he was, well, handsome, which scared me, because after all, I’d never thought of guys as being attractive.

“Guess I’d better let you get to bed, thanks again and good night,” he said.

Smiling at him I said, “Night,” and then for reasons unknown I stepped up on one of the stone stairs which raised my height several inches, turned, put my arms around his neck and kissed him on the lips.  Pulling back and letting my arms fall to my side I said, “I don’t know what made me do that.”

Smiling at me he put his arms around me and said, “I’m not objecting,” and then leaned in and kissed me, which was exactly what I wanted!  As our smooch was broken, we stood there gazing into one another’s eyes for some time until I finally said, “I’m heading on in, good night,” and I gave him a quick kiss on the lips.

“Good night,” he called out.

As I pulled on the door handle to open it, I turned my head and smiled at him and said, “Call me.”

“I don’t have your number,” he replied as the threw his arms out.

“Give me one of your business cards and I’ll send you my number.  Good night Nick,” and with his card in my hand I entered the building and pulled the door closed behind me.

Making my way back to my apartment I found my keys in my purse and unlocked the door, and just before I pushed it open Lucky stuck her head out of her door and asked, “How did it go?”

“It was good.”

“Get your nightgown on and come over and tell me all about it.  I’ll put on the kettle and we’ll have some hot cocoa.”

I had to think about that for a few seconds because that is not something that guys typically do, have pajama parties with their friends as that would be thought of as, well, kind of gay.  However, the reality was that I was a woman, and girls did stuff like that, so I’d better get used to it.

After putting on my nightgown, which was burnt orange with a matching jacket that Lucky had helped me select, we curled up in her living room and began to talk enjoying our hot chocolate.  I told her about my evening and what I’d learned.

“Oh Lucky, I am so glad I went out with him.  It was really nice to find out the truth about why I never saw or heard from him, and in a way it’s a weight off my shoulders.”

“I am glad for you Jessica, and I can see how happy you are, you are beaming.”

Looking down and then back up I said, “I really want to talk to you about something.”

“Of course.”

“I already told you about how after we got back from dinner we sat down out front and he poured his heart out, and we even cried together, which by the way I could not believe I did.”

She nodded.

“But, afterward, just before I was ready to come inside, we were standing there, and as I was looking at him something happened to me, very unexpectedly.  I noticed how handsome he is, just out of nowhere.  It was like a ton of bricks just hit me.  I’m a guy, well I was, and I’ve never had any homosexual tendencies, that I was aware of anyway, so I was kind of alarmed, but at the same time drawn to him.  I know that sounds totally crazy.”

With an ear to ear smile she said, “My dear, what you felt was perfectly normal.”

With a perplexed look on my face I asked, “How’s that?”

“Sweetie, you have the mind of a man, but the body of a woman, and your new biochemistry just naturally makes you attracted to men.”

Leaning forward I said, “I kissed him.”

With a great big smile on her face she then said, “Wow, you don’t waste any time.”

“Remember the part where all of a sudden I noticed how handsome he was?”

She nodded and said, “Oui.”

“Right after that I had this urge to kiss him, it was like I wanted to let him know that I was interested in seeing him again.”

“I would say you did a good job of that.”

“Anyway, then he kissed me back.”

“Not surprising, he’s a man and you are a pretty young woman.”

“Oh Lucky, this is so strange, on one hand I really like him, and I mean romantically, and on the other ….”

At that point I stopped talking and she continued, “And on the other you feel that it is weird, maybe even wrong to go out with a man.”

“Exactly,” I exclaimed.

“I think the solution is very easy.”

“You do?” I asked.

“I do.  When you have these feelings you need to remember, Matthew is dead and buried.  However, Jessica, is alive and deserves to live her life to the fullest and should never experience any guilt or shame for one second.  After all, there’s nothing for you to feel bad about, you’re a woman in every sense of the word.  Jessica, you’ve been through a lot, God knows you have, and if God knows that you have, and then granted you this second chance at a new life, isn’t it your duty to give yourself a break?  Let go of all the hang ups and neurosis as the past is gone honey, and it’s time to start living.”

We sat there in silence for a few moments after she finished speaking, with a crackling voice I was able to eke out, “Thanks Lucky.”

Putting her hand on top of mine she then gave me a hug and then said, “Of course.”

She then added, “We’d probably better get to bed don’t you think?”

Nodding I headed for the door and opened it and before exiting said, “Thanks for the hot chocolate.”

“Anything for my star pupil.”

“Good night Lucky.”


Chapter 10

I walked into the quaint little downtown Dallas bar in a purple pencil dress and black pumps and as I looked across the room I saw Joshua Rosenstein, former co-worker, sitting at the bar alone, which was expected as I had been instrumental in making sure that he would be there.  Despite the fact that the bar was sparsely populated I took a seat leaving one space empty between he and I, and as I sat down, he looked at me and said, “Donna?”

“I’m sorry I’m not Donna,” I said cordially and smiled.

With a disappointed look on his face he said, “Sorry, my mistake.”

I asked the bartender to bring me a glass of cab and then sat there watching the local basketball team on the TV above the bar even though the sound was off.  Glancing over at him from time to time I could see that he was checking his phone for messages and little did he know that there would be none.  Looking at my watch I could see that it was 6:22 p.m. which meant that I would soon be able to execute my plan.

It was clear that he was becoming agitated, but who wouldn’t be when getting stood up, right?  Finally, when I was sure that he was about ready to pull the plug and call the bartender and ask for his check I asked, “So, do I look like a Donna?”

He chuckled and said, “I wasn’t sure, I’ve never actually met her before, I’ve just seen her online photo, but when I saw that you were a redhead I thought I would ask.  You know how it is?  People often put up pictures of themselves on dating websites that don’t always look exactly like they do in real life.”

“That is so true, I just hate it when people do that don’t you?  When they try and act like they are someone that they are not?”

Little did he know that I was wearing a wig and that I was not truly a redhead.  Then again, he clearly had no idea I was the guy he setup and landed in prison either, the bastard.

“You’ve got that right.  Why can’t people just be real.”

Nodding I added, “Right, and honest too, I don’t know what’s wrong with the world today as it seems like everyone is so obsessed with being something that they are not.  Oh, and you know what else drives me crazy about Dallas?  There are so many people trying to act rich that are not.  I swear, this place has more $30,000 a year millionaires than any place I’ve ever seen.”

He started laughing and said, “I could not agree more.”

“I’m Missy,” I said and then shot him a warm smile.

“Josh,” he said as he extended his hand.

After we shook, I said, “So what time’s your friend supposed to be here?”

“Twenty-five minutes ago.  I’m thinking she’s a no show.”

Looking at my phone I said, “Darn it, looks like I’m in the same boat.  My girlfriend and I were supposed to be having drinks here at 6:30 but she just texted me and can’t make it.  Well Josh, it’s official, we’ve both been stood up.”

“Yeah, it sure looks that way.”

“We were going to have dinner in the restaurant afterward, so I guess I’ll need to make other plans,” I added.

“Same with me.”

“No kidding?” I asked, even though I already knew that he and his date were supposed to be eating in the adjoining restaurant after drinks.

“Yep.  I guess I’m eating alone tonight.”

“I hear they have good food here but I’m not really in the mood to eat alone, maybe I’ll just grab something on the way home,” I said in a disappointed tone.

“I don’t want to come across as too forward, but would you like to have dinner with me?” he asked.

Smiling I said, “That’s a very generous offer but I couldn’t.”

“No, check this out, I just happen to have two gift certificates for this place, expiring today,” he said as he took them out of his inside jacket pocket and showed them to me.  He then added, “So if I don’t use them tonight, they’re no good to anybody, and since my date’s not showing up, why not?”

“You certainly waited until the last minute to use your gift certificates Josh.”

“No, actually not.  It was the darndest thing.  I just happened to check my mail last night and there they were in the box.  I didn’t remember doing it but apparently I entered an online contest and poof, free meal.”

“What are the odds of that Josh?  A free dinner?  Here?  Tonight?  The universe sure works in mysterious ways.”

Little did he know that we set up the gift certificates as well.  All was going according to plan.

“Normally I’m a pretty conservative girl, and wary of strangers, but, you seem like a pretty nice guy, so I’m going to take a chance that you won’t kill me and bury my body.”

Chuckling he said, “I promise.”

Scooting over one chair, now sitting next to him I asked, “Why don’t we eat right here?”

“At the bar?”

“Sure.”

“If that’s what you want to do, we will.”

“Good.”

Summoning the bartender, we were given a wine list as well as menus and after perusing through the selections we eventually chose what we would have for dinner and ordered.  While we waited for our food to be prepared we sat and chatted and I learned all about him, his work, and boring life, which I already knew, since I’d worked with the douchebag in the past.

“Tell me Missy, what about you?  What do you do?”

“I’m a virtual real estate assistant.”

With an inquisitive look on his face he asked, “What on earth is a virtual real estate assistant?”

Chuckling I said, “I get that a lot.  My clients are residential real estate agents and I take their phone calls, setup appointments for them, prepare paperwork such as listing agreements and sales contracts, and just about everything that can be done virtually to make their life a little bit easier.”

“Wow, that’s something I’d never really thought of before, but I can see where there’s a need.  How many agents do you work for?”

“I’ve got about two dozen.”

“That’s really something.”

“It’s a living, plus it beats having to do the regular 9-5 thing, and the money’s not bad either.  And ah, looks like our food has arrived,” I said nodding in the direction of the bartender who was approaching us with our orders.

After eating he tabbed out with the bartender but we continued to sit there and chat, and the next thing I knew about an hour had gone by and I said, “Look at the time, it’s almost 8:00 p.m.  We’ve been here for over an hour and a half.”

“Oh wow, I can’t believe it.”

“Thanks for dinner,” I said as I stood up and picked up my purse from the chair.

“My pleasure, and thanks for eating with me.  It sure was nice after getting stood up.”

After walking out of the main door of the restaurant we stood there in front of the establishment, and as I looked down Elm Street there was little traffic, not unusual as it was typically pretty quiet at that time of night. 

“You live far from here?” I asked.

“Just a couple of blocks,” he said pointing down the street.

“I’m more like four blocks but the same direction.  Can I walk with you?”

“I’d be delighted,” he said.

I bet, I thought to myself.

After walking a couple of blocks, and my heels were killing me by the way, we arrived at the front of his building.

“This looks like a nice place.”

“Oh, it is,” he said, “I just love living here.”

With an intent look on my face I said, “You know, I think I’ve seen this place online, yes I know I have.  I’m actually thinking about moving in a few months when my lease is up, and this is one of the places I was thinking about checking out.  Maybe on Saturday morning I’ll get up early and come over here and take a tour of one of their models or empty units, even though on Saturdays I sometimes like to lay up in the bed for a bit.”

“You are more than welcome to come up and see my unit,” he offered.

Turning my head sideways I asked, “Your unit?”

With an embarrassed look on his face he said, “That did not totally come out the way I wanted it to, and I am so sorry.”

I laughed and said, “It’s okay, I know what you meant.  I do appreciate the offer, but I’ve just met you, and I don’t think it would be a good idea for me to go up to a strange man’s apartment.”

“I completely get that and would never ask you to do anything that would make you uncomfortable.”

We stood there silently for a moment and I finally tapped my chin with my forefinger and said, “Unless.”

I took out my phone and took a photo of him and said, “I’m sending this to my girlfriend, the one that was supposed to meet me, and if anything happens to me they will come looking for you.  Now I can go up to your apartment,” I said as I clicked on my device keyboard.  What I actually did was send it to Lucky, even though she already knew where I was since she was tracking me by phone, as well as a transmitter that was in my necklace.

Walking through the door of his apartment he said, “Come on in,” and I proceeded to follow him into the living room where he turned on additional lights illuminating his humble abode.

“This is nice,” I remarked.

“It is, the rents are a little high but sometimes you have to pay a little extra for quality don’t you think?”

“Josh, you’re right, sometimes you just have to pay,” I paused and then continued, “A little more.”

After giving me a complete tour of his place, I had to agree, it was a charming unit with a breathtaking view of Reunion Tower, and it was clear that he had good taste.  Undoubtedly part of his plan was to enjoy the better things in life with the money he took and then framed me for, and he thought he was going to get away with it, but little did he know I had other plans for him.

Sitting down on his couch I said, “I’m sorry, your couch looked so soft and I just had to try it out, I hope you don’t mind.”

Smiling he said, “Not at all,” and then sat down beside me.

I yawned and said, “I don’t know where that came from.”

“Would you like something to drink?  Maybe some coffee or hot chocolate?”

“I wouldn’t want to impose. I only came up here to see your place and don’t want to be a bother.”

“A bother?  Never.  So, you want something to drink?”

“I tell you what, if you have a cup of coffee, I’ll have one too.”

“Okay, that sounds good,” he said as he headed for the kitchen.

Taking my phone out of my purse I sent a text to Lucky, coffee time

I continued to sit there on the couch looking around his living area, and it, like the rest of the apartment, was organized and orderly.  The guy was a neat freak in every sense of the word.

Eventually he returned and sat our drinks down on the coffee table and as I prepared to pick up my mug, I jerked a little bit and caused a bit to slosh out onto the glass top.

“Oh, I’m so sorry,” I said,

Setting his cup down on the coffee table he said, “It’s no big deal, let me get a napkin,” as he headed off to the kitchen.

My charm bracelet had a variety of cute dangly little things, one of which was a little goblet, and as I gave it a little pull, it detached and I deposited the several drops that it contained into his cup, and then quickly tossed it into my purse.  The next thing I knew Josh was returning with several napkins in hand.

Taking a couple of napkins from him I said, “I am so sorry, I can be such a klutz,” and began to clean up my mess.

“See, you’re all done, that wasn’t so bad was it?” he said, “It was a tiny spill.”

Taking my shoes off I tucked my legs up under myself and said, “Is this okay?”

With a big grin on this face he said, “Absolutely.”  I knew what he was thinking that I was making myself comfortable and he might be getting some pussy. 

Sipping on my coffee, I noted that he was doing the same I asked, “I want to ask you a question, and I hope it’s not too personal.  If it is just tell me, promise?”

“Absolutely.”

“You’re a really nice looking, and apparently a successful man.  Why on earth are you single?”

“You know how it is, it’s often hard to find the right girl.  When you’re dating you often find one that you like and she doesn’t like you, or you find one that you don’t like but she likes you.”

“And sometimes they even stalk you?” I asked.

We laughed and he said, “I can see you understand what I’m talking about,” and then he yawned and said, “I think what you’ve got is catching.”

“You just need a pick me up, take a big ole slurp of that coffee, that’ll get you going.”

Nodding he took a large gulp of his beverage and then sat it down on the table and asked, “So, now I’m going to turn it around, why’s a nice girl like you single?”

“Same thing you said, just haven’t met the right guy yet.”

Yawning once again he said, “I don’t know what’s wrong with me, I’m about to fall asleep.  That coffee should be waking me up, not putting me out.”

“It was probably all that heavy food you at dinner as well as the alcohol.  That happens to me sometimes as well.”

He was super groggy sitting there and with his eyes barely open he said, “Missy, I’m sorry but I don’t think I’m going to be able to stay awake much longer and definitely won’t be good company.  Sorry to cut this short ….”

Josh was out like a light.

“Josh?  Josh?  Josh?” I said but there was no response, the dude was out cold.

Heading to the door I opened it and there was Lucky. She entered with her bag and we began to look through his apartment until we found his laptop under his bed. She pulled it out and then powered it up.  After it had booted up, she plugged a device into the USB port and pressed a button on it, and a red light on it began blinking.

“So Lucky, that’s copying the hard drive?”

She nodded.

“Wow, we didn’t even have to login.”

“Go check on your date and make sure he’s still asleep.”

“I will, but he’s not my date.”

Bitch

Heading into the living room I could see that he was still fast asleep, and I returned to the bedroom where Lucky was still waiting on the device to finish.

“How much longer?” I asked.

“A few more seconds and I’ll have it all.”

We stood there waiting, and finally the light on the device changed to blue and she said, “Done.”

She then disconnected it from the USB port and put it back in her purse and then removed the USB device that controlled the mouse and replaced it with a new one.

“What are you doing?”

“In addition to this device allowing him to use his mouse it will also allow us to turn on his laptop, giving us access and the ability to copy anything else we might need that we might have missed.  If he turns it on we can see what he’s looking at including files, or web pages, we can even turn on the camera or microphone so we can see him and his surroundings as well as listen to any conversations he might be having.  We can also track the device no matter where it is on planet earth.”

“Incredible,” I whispered.

She then powered down the device, put it back in its bag, and slid it back under the bed and said, “Let’s go.”

Heading back into the living room I slipped on my shoes, and just before I grabbed my purse, I looked at him sitting there slumped over on the couch snoozing like a baby.  Taking a piece of paper off his desk I grabbed a pen and wrote Thanks for dinner, drew a little heart, and then signed it Missy and put it on the coffee table.  Then taking a necklace out of my purse which was identical to the one I was wearing I dropped it down the crack in the sofa cushions and then joined Lucky at the door where she pulled it closed.  As we walked down the hall, she asked me what I was doing, and I told her, “Just thanking him for dinner, and setting up the next phase of the plan.”

The next morning I slept in a bit as I’d been up late the night before between drugging Josh and being lookout while we copied his laptop. After returning home, I stayed up with Lucky until she finished uploading the image of the hard drive to SCAT.  By the time we were finished, and I got to bed it was close to 2 a.m.  Hopefully, our efforts had not been in vain and their analysts would be able to find the data they were looking for which would lead them to their missing money, wherever it was on planet Earth.

Lucky sent me a text and asked me to step next door to her apartment about noon and I went right over.  As I arrived, she was just conferencing in Number 14 who now appeared larger than life over the huge screen television which rested above the fireplace.  As I took a seat on the couch next to Lucky, he began to speak to us.

“Good afternoon ladies, Number 14 here.”

By coincidence we just happened to say in unison, “Good afternoon Number 14.”

“I would like to congratulate you on your mission last night, and especially you Jessica as your work on your very first assignment was excellent.”

“Thanks, but I couldn’t have done it without the tutelage of my instructor Lucky Seven.”

Smiling he said, “We assigned her to you because she was the best for the job at hand, which in turn resulted in a successful mission.”

In her French accent she said, “Thank you, Number 14, it is always my pleasure to serve the organization.”

Slightly bowing his head, he said, “The honor is ours that you are serving us.  So, the data you obtained last night was quite valuable, and we were able to find out where the money was sent, and where it is now.  The owner of the laptop was quite careless as we also found all the information needed to access the money so we can transfer our share out of the accounts, reclaiming what was stolen from us.”

Lucky and I both laughed and clapped our hands, “Wonderful,” she said, “That’s great news.”

“Yes, it certainly is,” I said, “Have you transferred the funds out yet?”

“Mmmm, not quite, but soon.  We will be doing that during the next phase of the operation,” he said.

“Jessica, remember you said that you might be up for having a little fun and exacting some good old fashioned revenge on those who framed you, and got you locked up for life?”

“Number 14, I remember that very clearly.”

“Good, you’re about to get your chance, and here’s the way it’s going to work.”

“As planned?” I asked.

Nodding he said, “Oh yes, and more!”


Chapter 11

That evening with my red wig on I headed back over to Josh’s apartment about 6:30 p.m. and rang the buzzer out front.  He quickly answered and I said, “Hey Josh, it’s Missy.  Do you remember me?”

Enthusiastically he said, “Sure, come on up.”

Entering the building I took the elevator up to his floor, got off, and walked to his apartment where I knocked on the door.  As he was expecting me it quickly opened and there he stood.

“Missy, please come in.”

As I walked into the living area he said, “Have a seat.”

“Thanks,” I said.

“By the way, I want to apologize to you for last night, I can’t believe I conked out on you like that.  I’ve never had anything like that happen to me before.”

“It’s okay, not to worry,” I said while smiling softly at him.

“I’m glad you dropped by.  Were you just in the neighborhood?”

“For one thing I think I lost my necklace when I was here last night.  Do you mind if I check your sofa cushions?”

“Sure, let me help.”

I stood up and as soon as he lifted the first sofa cushion there it was.  Picking it up I reached into my handbag and took out a change purse where I deposited it, and then returned it to my handbag.

“Thanks, I am so glad I found it.  It’s a family heirloom, maybe not worth a lot as far as dollars and cents but a lot of sentimental value,” I said warmly.

“I’m certainly glad you found it.”

“Me too.”

We sat there quietly for a few moments and he asked, “Would you like something to drink?”

“I do appreciate that but no thanks, and I’d probably better be going.”

“You are welcome to stay if you’d like.”

Pausing I said, “You know Josh, last night I got the impression that you were like a really nice guy, maybe even somebody that I’d like to get to know better, as dopey as that sounds.”

Leaning forward in his seat he said, “No Missy that doesn’t sound dopey at all, and as a matter of fact I was thinking the same thing about you.”

Barely smiling I said, “However, I think once again …. never mind I’d better get going,” and I started to stand.

“Missy, wait, just for a second, okay?”

I returned to my seat and nodded.

“Please tell me what it is,” he asked with great concern.

Rolling my eyes upward and then back down I said, “Anyway, the thoughts that I’d had last night about getting together with you again were dashed when there was a knock on my apartment door this morning, and as I opened it I got quite a surprise.”

“What kind of a surprise?”

“As I pulled the door open there was a man and a woman holding up badges saying that they were with the Federal Bureau of Investigation.”

“Oh my God, what did they want Missy?”

“After sitting down in my living room they said that they’d had you under surveillance for some time and had observed me with you at the restaurant last night and that I had come back here with you afterwards.  They also wanted to know what my relationship with you was and I explained to them how we met at the bar, just happened to eat together and how you offered to show me your apartment and all.”

The look on his face had shifted slightly and it was clear that my words had gotten his attention as he then asked, “I don’t guess they told you why they were investigating me?”

“Gosh, I don’t know, I didn’t even think to ask as I was so scared, you know what I mean?”

“Yeah, I do,” he said as he lowered his eyes.

“Did they ask or say anything else?”

I shook my head and said, “No, not about you, but they did ask about the place you worked at, what’s it called?  Oh yeah, Barkley Global Securities, which I told them I know nothing about.  And they did ask me if I knew a couple of people there, which I did not.”

“Missy, do you remember any of the names?”

“Let me think, I think one was Andrew something, but I can’t ….”

“Reiner?” he asked.

“That’s it!” I exclaimed, “And let me see, the other, oh I can’t remember, I’m so bad with names, especially when I’m under pressure, as two federal agents with guns sitting on my couch kind of rattles me, you know?  Okay, wait.  I know this may sound stupid but there was something like gold or silver or some kind of a metal in the name, I think.  I’m sure not much help, am I?”

“Missy, was it Jacob Goldberg?”

“Yes, as a matter of fact it was,” I announced proudly

The look on his face was now one of horror and his Texas tan was gone and he was as white as a ghost.

Sitting there he asked, “Anything else?”

“Yes, they asked me to please not discuss any of this with you or I could be in serious trouble for tampering with a federal investigation.  Please keep this to yourself Josh, I’ve never been in trouble in my life and want to keep it that way, okay?”

He nodded and in a very distracted tone said, “Yeah, I will.”

“Anyway, I’d better get going, I’ve got a long day tomorrow. I’m driving to Mexico,” I said as I stood and then picked up my handbag off the coffee table.

“Mexico?”

“Yea, you know how I said I’m a virtual real estate assistant?  One of my agent’s clients recently sold their house in Highland Park and need someone to drive their RV down to Del Rio as they live somewhere just across the border from there south of Ciudad Acuña in Mexico.  The plan is that they will be in Ciudad Acuña tomorrow afternoon and I will deliver the vehicle to them.  All I know is they are paying me $1,000 to drive it down and then buying me a plane ticket back.  That’s easy money for a working girl like me.  I hope I can keep the thing on the road, I don’t usually drive anything that big.”

Walking me to the door he opened it and as we stood there I said, “Josh you seem like a really nice guy, and I’d really like to see again.  However, that’s based on all this getting cleared up. I don’t want to get into a relationship with a guy that’s in trouble with the law.  I hope you understand.”

I then took a business card out of my purse and handed it to him and said, “I know we didn’t exchange phone numbers last night but here’s my card.  Text me your phone number and let’s stay in touch okay?”

He nodded and said meekly, “Yeah, I will.”

I then stood on my tiptoes and gave him a quick peck on the lips and began to walk down the hall.  When I was about halfway to the elevators, I heard him say, “Hey.”

Turning back and looking at him there was a partial smile on his face, and he said, “Thanks.”

I smiled and continued walking to the elevator where I pressed the button, and the doors quickly opened.  As I pressed the ground floor button, I could see him still looking at me as the doors closed.

Walking out of the building I started down the sidewalk and turning the corner got into back of the black sedan, which was waiting, and as soon as I pulled the door closed the car began to move.  Looking over at Lucky she asked, “Well?”

“Perfect.  Just like we planned.”


Chapter 12

Back at Lucky’s apartment, she fired up her laptop and started the surveillance program so we could listen to what Josh was doing and saying back at his place.  We knew the name of his in-home network, which was not too difficult to hack, and from there it was a piece of cake to jump to his cell, which just happened to have wi-fi turned on, and from there it was simple to tap in and listen to his phone conversations.  Did I also mention it was possible to turn on his phone and just listen to what was being said in the room where he was at the time?  Oh, one more thing, did I mention that I planted a cellular/wi-fi transmitter and receiver on the underside of his coffee table when I was there so we could tap into his phone? No?  Well I did, just part of the plan.

“Lucky, what if he leaves his apartment?  How will we listen to him then?”

“Not a problem, now that I’m in his phone I know its IP address, and we can listen to him anywhere he is, as well as read his text messages.”

Apparently, Josh had called a meeting of his buddies and requested that they come over to his apartment immediately for an emergency conference, and as we tuned in Goldberg was just arriving.

Goldberg: What’s the big emergency where I had to leave my family and come over?

Reiner: Josh says he met a girl last night at a bar and ….

Rosenstein: Let me tell this Andy.  Last night I got stood up on a blind date, and while sitting at the bar I met a girl and we just happened to have dinner together.  Afterward we came back and had a cup of coffee and then she went home.  Well, a little while ago she stopped by to get her necklace which she thought she lost here, and she had.  It had fallen in between the sofa cushions.  While here she shared with me that she had been visited by the FBI and they asked about her relationship with me and then asked if she knew either of you.

Goldberg: Oh Jesus, what else did she say?

Rosenstein: They also asked her about Barkley Global Securities and if she knew anything about the company and she did not.  She also said they told her not to have any conversations with me about their visit to her.  She seemed pretty shaken up.

Reiner: Now tell me, did she say why the feds approached her?  Of all people?  A girl you were at dinner with one time?

Rosenstein: They told her they had been surveilling me and wanted to find out more her connection to me.

Goldberg: Andy, there’s no way that anybody knows about our little operation outside of this room, unless somebody’s been talking

There was silence for several seconds

Rosenstein: I swear to God on my mothers’ life, I’ve not said a word to anyone

Reiner: Me too.  What about you Jake?

Goldberg: Same here, not a word to a soul

Reiner: Is it possible that, nah

Goldberg: What’s on your mind?

Reiner: Jake, is it possible that after Matt’s death that they decided to go back and take another look at the details?  I find that unlikely but ….

Rosenstein: The fact of the matter is that Matt just died and now suddenly there are federal agents investigating the three of us?

Goldberg: You’re right Josh, pretty undeniable.  Okay, let’s say that’s the case, where do we go from here?

Reiner: We’ve still got the money, and can easily depart the country if need be, and if this is true, that may be sooner than later

Goldberg: I can’t believe that after all the planning we did that we might have slipped up somewhere.  The trail was always supposed to end with Matt Wallace, with no loose ends

Rosenstein: Or so we thought.  I’m surprised we got away with it in the first place.  There’s no way one guy could have pulled off something of that magnitude with absolutely no help, so it’s no surprise to me that they’ve finally put two and two together

Reiner: For the moment let’s just calm down, as nothing has happened yet.  Josh, how well do you know this girl?

Rosenstein: I already told you, not very well

Reiner: Hmmm.  I don’t know, this is all kind of strange to me.  How do we know this girl is not just bullshitting us?

Goldberg: Andy, if the three of us didn’t tell a soul, how could a complete stranger just show up out of nowhere saying the feds visited her asking about Barkley Global as well as the three of us?  I’m thinking the fucking feds may have figured it out

Rosenstein: Andy, I agree with Jake, just too big of a wild ass coincidence

Reiner: Okay, okay, I see your point

Goldberg: So, what do we do?  Or not do?

Reiner: Maybe ….

At that point Reiner stopped talking as Rosenstein’s phone was ringing

Rosenstein: Hey it’s her calling me now

Rosenstein: Answer it and put her on speaker

Rosenstein: Hello

Missy: Josh?

Rosenstein: Missy?  Is that you?

Missy: It is

Rosenstein: You sound flustered

Missy: Oh my God, I wasn’t going to call and tell you but when I left your place, I saw those two federal agents that questioned me sitting outside your building in their car

Rosenstein: When was that?

Missy: When I left, what was it?  Maybe forty-five minutes ago?

Rosenstein: What were they driving?

Missy: A black sedan.  Hey look, like I told you, I don’t want to be involved in this.  I’ve gotta go

Goldberg: Hey guys, there is a black sedan sitting out there on the street.  Looks like something the feds would drive

Back at Lucky’s place we were enjoying listening to these guys squirm and I was getting a lot of personal satisfaction from the entire affair.  Maybe enjoying a little revenge?

Lucky got on her phone and dialed a number and said, “Hello?  Yes, it’s me.  We won’t be needing that ride after all so you can head on out but thanks for helping us out.  You’re welcome,” and she hung up her phone.

When I left Josh’s place earlier Lucky picked me up in a Suber which then brought us back to her place.  Then we asked him if he would go off the clock for about an hour and go and sit in front of the place he picked us up as my mother might need a ride to downtown and we wanted to have him on standby.  He was willing to do it out of the goodness of his heart, plus the $300 cash we gave him didn’t hurt either.

As we continued listening, we heard them becoming more and more upset as they looked out of Josh’s apartment window.

Reiner: Yeah, I see it

Rosenstein: Don’t open the shades too wide or they might see us

Reiner: Josh, if they’ve been surveilling us then they already know that we are all here now, don’t they?

Goldberg: That car has turned his lights on, and now its driving off.  What do you say now Andy?  Still think it’s B.S.?

Rosenstein: Fuck, this is bad

Goldberg: That $1.5 billion is not going to be worth much if we are sitting in prison now is it?  I can’t go to prison.  I’ve got a wife and family counting on me.

Reiner: Let’s just all calm the fuck down for starters.  Originally, we had a plan to trickle out of the company and then make our way down to the Caribbean one by one.  All that we are doing is accelerating that plan and making a few minor adjustments.  We can do that, right?

Goldberg: Okay, what’s your plan?

Reiner: First, we don’t want the feds to know that we’ve been tipped off, so let’s stick to business as usual

Rosenstein: What if they’ve bugged the apartment and have listened to everything that we’ve said?

Reiner: Then our plan won’t really matter will it?  We’re going to make the assumption that’s not the case.  So, tomorrow morning we will report to work as usual, cool, calm, and collected and act like it’s just another Friday, and after that we have a three-day weekend ahead of us.  Don’t drive your car to work tomorrow.  Suber, take a cab, or the bus.  Pack a bag and bring it with you as we’ll be leaving the country.  Josh, don’t forget to bring your laptop too as that’s the key to accessing all of our money

Goldberg: What about my family?  I can’t just leave them behind

Reiner: You won’t be leaving them behind.  We will make arrangements to have them join us later

Goldberg: I can’t just run off and leave them

Reiner: Jake, if you’re in prison you won’t be much good to them, now will you?  You also can’t tell them where you’re going, as one person knowing could get us all arrested, thus, you still end up in prison and are still of little benefit to your wife and kids.  You’re going to pack a bag, report to work, and we are going to leave the country afterward

Rosenstein: Where are we going?

Reiner: I will have that all worked out by morning.  All I ask is that the two of you follow my instructions which I believe will keep us out of prison and allow us to execute our plan.  Agreed

Rosenstein: Yeah

Goldberg: Yeah (Barely audible)

Rosenstein:  Good, I’ll see you in the morning, and Jake, not a word to the fam okay?  I know it’s hard, but you’ll be seeing them soon enough, and you’ll truly be able to give them everything they ever wanted

As we heard them exit Josh’s apartment, we knew most of the conversation was over for the evening and Lucky turned and looked at me and said, “This is going incredibly well.”

“That’s what I was thinking.”

“Are you ready for the next phase in the operation my dear?”

Giggling I said, “Oh yeah, I sure am.”

“Then get a good night’s sleep, you’ve got a long day ahead of you tomorrow.”


Chapter 13

The oversized secondhand RV that SCAT had purchased was what you might call clean and serviceable but not new and beautiful.  Slightly lived in might be the better term to use.  As I looked at my phone it was 7:45 a.m. and I was expecting one or more phone calls any minute now, that is if all went according to plan.  I had already started the engine and was running the air conditioner.  In my mind, starting it now might give me a fighting chance against the Texas heat as the day progressed.

My cell rang and I answered it, “Hello?”

Lucky said, “You should be hearing from your boyfriend very soon.”

“Understood.”

“Are you nervous my dear?”

“I’m more nervous about driving this big beast down the road and not taking out everything to the left and right of me than anything else.”

“In your old life didn’t you ever drive anything larger than a compact?”

“Barely.”

“I’m sure you will do just fine.  See you soon.”

“See ya there.”

Sitting there for a couple of minutes I was getting restless, wondering if Josh was smart enough to put two and two together, but soon enough my phone rang proving that he could at least do basic math.

“Hello,” I answered.

“Missy?”

“Yes.  Josh?  Is that you?”

“It is.”

“Hey, I wanted to ask you something, are you still going to Mexico today?”

“As a matter of fact, I am.  I just picked up the RV and got on 75.”

“How would you feel about me riding to Mexico with you?” he asked.

“Are you serious?  Don’t you have to work today?”

There was a pause and then he said, “Well, sometimes you’ve just got to say what the heck, and with this being a long weekend and everything, a guy just needs a mental health day, you know?”

“Josh I would absolutely love the company.  Where do I pick you up?”

“Meet me at the corner of Pacific and Griffin.”

“Cool, I think I’m about ten minutes from there.  I’ll see you shortly.”

Hanging up the phone, I continued heading for downtown knowing exactly why he’d called.  Using their internal contacts at various financial institutions, SCAT had cancelled all of Josh, Jake, and Andy’s credit cards, and as a matter of fact their debit cards wouldn’t work either.  This was done to increase their level of paranoia, making them think that the feds were getting ready to pick them up.  Little did they know that the FBI didn’t even know they were alive.

Pulling up to the intersection where Josh had asked me to pick him up, I noticed his two other buddies standing there with him.  As I stopped, he opened the passenger door and said, “Hi.”

Smiling back at him I said, “Hey there.”

“My two buddies decided they would like to come along too if that’s okay.”

“The more the merrier, come on in.  Tell them to use the side door, I think it’s already open.”

Josh climbed into the passenger seat and Jake and Andy used the RV’s side door and entered.  As the doors closed, I asked, “Everybody ready?”

The three of them all said that they were, so I put the vehicle in drive, pressed the gas pedal and took off down the road.


Chapter 14

Until you’ve driven to Del Rio you have no idea what Texas landscapes can truly look like as it’s barren and beautiful all at the same time.  You’ll see lots of mesquite trees, a variety of small cacti here and there, as well as cattle and horses grazing from time to time and even a few goats on occasion.  Unfortunately, you will also get stuck behind farmers driving their tractors and other related farm equipment down two-lane roads.  Their destination?  God only knows, but when you get stuck it seems like it’s forever, and it’s always on two lane sections of the highway.

After getting to Comanche I let Jake drive.  He assured me that he was well qualified to handle the RV.  Whether he was or not I don’t know.  However, it was highly possible that he was tired of fearing for his life with my driving and I could not blame him, as I was too.

Andy was sitting up front and I was sitting in the back at the dining table with Josh.  He seemed a little uptight but then again, he always was in a way, as he was just one of those people that idled in slightly nervous mode.

“So, I didn’t get a chance to visit with you and your friends very much.  Did you say that you guys work together?”

“Yeah, we do.”

“And you all decided to take off for a long weekend?”

“We sure did, we just kind of said hey, what the heck, and went for it.  Long overdue.”

Nodding my head, I said, “That’s cool.  Just gonna chill in Mexico and then fly back on Sunday or Monday?”

“That’s our plan.”

“Wow, what a coincidence that you guys decided to take off right when I was driving down to Mexico.  Anyway, I’m glad you did as it sure can be lonely driving down these back roads.”

After a few moments I said, “So, I have a question.”

“Shoot.”

“When I called last night, did you see the car I was talking about?”

With a somber look on his face he nodded.

“If you get in trouble, you’re not going to tell them what I told you are you?”

“No way,” he said, “I’ve got you covered.”

Sitting there I then went into dumb blonde mode and leaned over and whispered, “Josh, do you remember I told you the FBI asked me if I knew two other guys who worked at your company?”

With his brow wrinkled he nodded.

“Josh, tell me that these are not those guys.”

“Well, they kind of are.”

With a horrified look on my face I whispered and said, “Josh, oh my God.  Are you kidding me?”

“No,” he said quietly.

“Oh my God, what have you gotten me into?”

“It’s no big deal, it’s just a weekend trip.”

“Yeah, Bonnie and the three Clyde’s, and on a back road in Texas.”

“Chill girl.  We’re probably four hours from the border.  It’s all good.  You’ll see.”

The afternoon pressed on and Jake continued to drive.  I decided not to eject him from the driver’s seat as he was actually doing a pretty good job, better than I would, so I let him continue maneuvering the oversized land yacht down the rural Texas highway.

We stopped in Sonora to get gas and after I filled up the tank I went inside to pay, as this was probably one of the few places left on earth where you can’t just slide your credit card and fill up your tank.  Walking in I paid with my credit card, courtesy of SCAT and then returned to the RV, and as I closed the door Jake was already taking off down the road.

“At least give me time to sit down,” I hollered up front.

“Sorry about that,” he replied.

Sitting down with Josh I said, “Weird.”

“What’s that?”

“When I tried to pay with my credit card it was declined.  Good thing I got a stash of cash before I headed out.  You just never know do you.  I guess I’ll have to call the credit card company and find out what’s going on.”

With an alarmed look on his face he said, “Come on.”

He headed to the front of the RV where Jake was driving, and Andy was sitting in the passenger seat snoozing.  As we got to the entrance to the cab Josh squatted down and said, “Hey, I’ve got to tell you something guys.”

Andy was waking up by this point and said, “Yeah, what’s up?”

“Missy just went into the store to pay for her gas and her credit card was declined.”

“What?” Andy asked.

Acting stupid I said, “What’s the big deal?  I had the cash to pay.”

“Oh boy,” said Jake.

“Missy, there’s something that we think we need to tell you.”

Still acting stupid I finally changed the expression on my face to one of concern and said, “Josh, please, for God’s sake, please tell me we are not on the run.”

“Well, this morning the three of us all found out that our credit cards had been cancelled, so we assumed that it had been done by the FBI and they were coming to arrest us.”

“Therefore, you called Missy, and now she’s implicated big time.  Josh, as far as they are concerned, I’m aiding and abetting and maybe even harboring dangerous wanted felons and criminals.  That’s why my credit card didn’t work, because I’m now on the Top 10 Wanted List along with the three of you.  Thanks, thanks a lot.”

Andy decided to chime in and said, “Hey you’ve done nothing because up until now you knew absolutely nothing about any of this right?”

“That’s the way I would like to view it,” I announced.

“Sure, don’t even worry about it.  And besides, we will be in Del Rio in less than two hours and it’s Mexico here we come,” Reiner added.

“By the way, what are you guys in trouble for?  That’s the one thing I would like to know if you don’t mind me asking.”

The three of them all exchanged glances and finally Andy said, “It was all for my sister, and these two guys are the best friends a guy could ever have.”

“What?” I asked.

“My younger sister was diagnosed with a rare form of cancer and she had no insurance.  The outlook for her was well, ….”

He paused and pretended like he was being emotional and then continued, “There was an experimental treatment in Houston that cost a ton of money and she didn’t have that sort of cash.  Not having the funds myself I decided I would borrow it from the cash in several of my client’s brokerage accounts.  I had every intention of paying it back, I swear I did.  They had so much money, more than I’ve ever had and I figured they would not miss it, as I said I was going to put it back just as soon as I could.  Several of my clients started asking for their cash, and I knew I was in trouble.  When I told the guys here what I’d done they tried helping me cover my tracks by transferring money from their client’s brokerage accounts into my client’s brokerage accounts, so for a couple of months now we’ve been moving money from account to account and I guess it finally caught up with us.  I know I’m guilty and should go to jail, but these guys?  They are first class and the best friends a guy could ever have.”

Despite the fact that I knew the guy was a lying piece of shit I put my right hand on my chest and said, “Oh my God, that is so sweet,” and I leaned over and gave him a hug.

Looking at him I said, “You are a good man, a noble man, and ….”

I then started acting like I was tearing up and went in the back of the RV.  Deep inside I was disgusted, more than ever, and was readier than ever to be finished with this operation and these dirty bastards, especially Mr. Andrew Reiner, liar extraordinaire.

Before we knew it two hours had passed, and we were in Del Rio and in almost no time we had made our way through town and were headed toward the border crossing. 

“Jake, will you pull over please?” I asked.

“What?” he asked.

“Will you please pull over?”

Complying with my request he pulled into a convenience store parking lot, which also doubled out as a gas station, and moved the vehicle off to the side, and then put it into park.  The three of them were looking at me intently as I began to speak.

“Guys, I think this is where I get off,” I announced.

Josh said, “Missy, what are you talking about?”

“Hey look, I don’t know what’s going to happen in all this, but I do know one thing, that this is where my journey ends.  From here I will take a Suber to the airport and fly back to Dallas.”

“I thought you said your credit card would not work.  How will you get back then?” Andy asked.

“My sister has given me her credit card number which I’m going to plug into Suber to get to the local airport, where I will buy a ticket and fly back home.  I don’t know how much trouble I will be in when I get back, but I do know that this is where I get off.  There is one thing that I would like to ask you guys though.”

Josh said, “Sure.”

Handing him a slip of paper I said, “This is the address where I’m supposed to deliver the RV in Ciudad Acuña.  After you get through the border checkpoint can you please deliver it there?”

Andy added, “Well yeah, we can do that, we are just thankful that you picked us up and brought us along.”

Scanning the three of them I asked, “Out of curiosity, where will you go from here?  What will you do?  Where will you hide?  And for that matter how will you live?”

Looking at me Josh said, “Missy, we’ve got a little money set aside that we have been saving over the years and will be okay.  I promise.”

Kissing him on the cheek I said, “Good luck guys, wherever you end up.”

Grabbing my purse, tote, and bag I headed toward the side door of the RV which Josh opened for me.  Stepping down I walked a couple of steps and then turned around and looked back, and standing there in the door was Josh. 

“Good luck Josh,” I said.

He nodded and said, “You too and then closed the door, and almost immediately the vehicle started to move and quickly exited the parking lot and was back on the main road headed for the border checkpoint.

Walking to the side of the gas station I pulled the passenger door open on a blue pickup truck and got in and as I looked at the driver she said, “Welcome to Del Rio.”

Chuckling I said, “Good to see you too Lucky.  You clearly made good time getting down here.”

“I flew down, and this is a rental,” she said.

Pulling the gear shift into drive she hit the gas and proceeded onto the main road, and just ahead of us we could see the RV I had just gotten out of still moving right along.

We followed them through the U.S. Checkpoint and started down the highway and were soon crossing the bridge into Mexico, shadowing them all the way.

“Did you get his laptop?” Lucky asked.

Pulling it out of my tote I asked, “You mean this?” and we laughed

It was a light traffic day at the Mexican entry point at Ciudad Acuña and we were three cars behind theirs in line.  I had also removed my red wig and changed dresses to assure I would not be recognized, in the event we got too close to the RV or were shifted into a subsequent line and ended up next to them for any reason. 

Lucky’s cell phone chirped, and she looked at it and said, “The money is all transferred.  I guess the mission is complete.”

“Almost,” I said.

The RV pulled up to the checkpoint and the Federale on duty asked for their passports, which they provided.  As he scanned their forms another agent with a German Shepherd on a leash was walking around the vehicle letting the dog sniff the RV.  Just as the first agent was about to flag them on through the dog began to bark like crazy and everything stopped.  Josh, Jake, and Andy were ordered out of the vehicle and ordered to stand off to the side, and as they stood there helplessly the dog accompanied by two other agents entered the RV.  In a short amount of time, a Federale exited with four large blocks of what looked like white powder wrapped in white plastic.  As my three former workmates caught sight of the drugs they were in absolute shock and their mouths dropped open.  The Federales then turned them around one hundred and eighty degrees and began to handcuff them, and very quickly moved them into a squad car.

“Trying to take four kilos of cocaine into Mexico is a pretty stupid thing to do,” she said and then smiled at me.

I nodded and said nothing.

**********

There were a few people sitting in the Del Rio airport that evening as we waited to catch our flight back to DFW.  Lucky and I were sitting alone in the back corner trying to entertain ourselves. Lucky was watching the large screen television overhead and I was trying to read a book I’d been working on for some time.  After much silence we began to chat.

“You’ve been kind of quiet Jessica.”

I nodded and said, “Yeah.”

“Tell me, how do you feel?  You wanted to exact justice on those who wronged you, and now they will probably spend most of their lives rotting in a Mexican prison.  You got exactly what you wanted.”

Sitting there silently, I finally said, “For so long I wanted them to suffer after what they’d done to me, because what they did was horrible, and I don’t think it’s possible to screw someone over as bad as they did me.”

She nodded and said, “That is true, I completely agree.”

“After I saw them taken into custody I thought, this is great, after setting me up and getting thrown in prison and causing me to ultimately end up getting changed into a woman, this is justice.  But now that it’s over ….”

We sat there silently for a moment when Lucky added, “Are you trying to say that once you got your revenge, that it wasn’t really as great as you thought it would be?”

Turning and looking at her I smiled and asked, “How did you know?”

“Let’s just say I’ve been there and done that, more than once, and revenge is never as great as you think it’s going to be.”

Rolling my eyes upward and then back down I said, “As crazy as this sounds, in a way, I almost feel bad for them, despite the fact that they could have cared less about me when I was sent to prison.”

“At this point it’s over.  Number 14 has transferred funds from the accounts where it was hidden and we now have possession of our money again, and those who took what belonged to us have been dealt with.”

“I know, but I can’t help feeling the way that I do.”

“Jessica, the moment those three took our money their fate was sealed.  In a Mexican prison they will at least be alive.  It could have been worse as those who steal from SCAT don’t often get off that easily.  So, I’ll finish by adding that there was never anything that you could have done to save them, they did it to themselves.  By the way, good work.  You did an excellent job on this mission and it was perfectly executed.  There may even be a place for you at SCAT if you want it.”

Smiling I said, “Thanks, but before I commit to a career I just want to go back to my place.  I need to get a little rest first, because I feel absolutely exhausted.”

“Of course, my dear.”

A voice over the intercom said, “DFW flight 1092 is now boarding at Gate 2.  At this time, all passengers may board.”

“Come on, let’s go home,” Lucky said.


Chapter 15

The next day I slept in as planned but was woken up by the sound of my phone vibrating on the bedside table.  As I looked at the alarm clock on the nightstand, I could see that it was 9:00 a.m. proving that I had definitely been tired as I had one heck of a day the day before.  Looking at the caller ID I could see that it was Nick and I answered.

“Hello?”

“Jessica?”

“Hey Nick.”

“I hope I didn’t wake you up.”

“It’s okay, what’s going on?”

“I know this is not a lot of notice, but I was wondering if you would like to have lunch with me today.  If you’ve got other plans I totally understand,” he said.

“Nick, I would absolutely love to,” I said.

“Do you want to meet me some place?”

“Nick!  If you’re taking a girl out on a date you stop and pick her up.  If she meets you at the café then you are just friends.  So, I’ll leave it up to you.  What’s it going to be?”

“I’ll meet you at the front of your building at noon.”

I spent the next couple of hours getting myself ready and picked out my cutest dress to wear on my outing with Nick.  The thought of going out with him was making me giddy with excitement and I wanted to look extra nice for him as I liked him a lot.  I even borrowed some purple nail polish from Lucky and tried to paint my fingers and toes, but in the end, she had to help me as I clearly didn’t have the hang of it yet.

Putting on some sandals, since I still needed a little more practice learning to walk in heels, I looked down at my new purple toes and thought about how nicely they matched parts of my dress.  After putting on a couple of more accessories I looked at myself in the mirror.  I was ready for my date and went downstairs to meet him.  As I exited the building there he stood in a pair of jeans and a white button-down shirt, and I was filled with joy as he looked at me and smiled.

As he came into my field of vision my breath was almost taken away. I was super attracted to him, and at a level that I never thought possible and it was clear that something inside me had changed.  Everything in my heart, mind, and soul told me that this was right, and I felt a sense of peace and comfort like I’d never experienced before.

Standing on my tiptoes I gave him a passionate kiss, which he eagerly returned, and then I smiled and kissed him once again.

Taking him by the hand we began to walk, and I said, “I am so glad that you called.”

“I’d actually thought about calling a day or two ago.”

“It’s okay, I’ve been a little busy with work stuff, so your timing was absolutely perfect.”

“Good, I’m glad to hear that.”

As we continued walking, I asked, “Have you been busy at work?”

Nodding he said, “Kind of.  And oh, we had some more excitement at the office.”

“Oh?  What’s going on?”

“Okay, I heard about this earlier this morning from a co-worker who saw this on the news.  Allegedly, three of my co-workers were arrested entering Mexico, and were apparently transporting cocaine into the country.”

“And these were three guys you worked with at the brokerage that did this?”

“That’s what I heard.”

“Gosh, you just never know.  Were you close to them?  Were they friends of yours?”

Shrugging he said, “I knew them at work and that was about it, but I didn’t know them very well.  Anyway, apparently the three of them didn’t show up for work yesterday either, and well, the rest is history.”

“Hmmm.  Did they seem like the kind of guys that would do something like that?”

“Well, there’s a guy Andrew Reiner, kind of a prick, oops, I didn’t mean to use language like that in front of you, sorry.”

Laughing I said, “Not a problem.  If he’s a prick, then he’s a prick.  Please continue.”

“Anyway, I could kind of see Reiner doing something illegal, the other guy Goldberg, mmmm, maybe, and finally Rosenstein, no, I don’t think so.  The entire thing is strange.”

“In the grand scheme of things, how well do we really know others?  I mean really,” I added.

“What you say is so true.”

“For example, you don’t really know me, do you?”

“Now that you mention it, I guess not.  Why?  Are you hiding something from me that I need to know?”

“I am not hiding something from you that you need to know,” I replied as I nudged him and smiled.

Was I hiding something from him?  Yes.  Was it something he needed to know?  No, and even if I told him I was his former friend he wouldn’t believe me, so sometimes it’s best to let sleeping dogs lie.

“Anyway, it sure sounds like there’s been a lot of trouble at your workplace in recent times, and hopefully it’s over,” I said.

“I certainly hope so Jessica.”

As we walked down the street I looked over at Nick and thought about what a great guy he truly was, and as I felt his hand in mine I felt reassured and had a sensation of warmth inside as I’d never felt before.  At that moment I knew that deep within my heart of hearts that I’d found something that most people search for all their lives and never find.  And I sincerely hope that you too can find true love with your best friend as I did.
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