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Chapter 1

As I pulled the French doors open and stepped out onto the balcony, I looked up at the sky and could not help but notice how blue it was, but then again it looked the same every day and without clouds at that.  Looking down slightly and surveying my more immediate surroundings, I could see the ocean as I looked to my left while the other three bearings allowed me to view the endless desert which surrounded me and there was nothing but golden sand as far as the eye could see.  Lowering my eyes once again, I investigated the courtyard below me and saw a variety of individuals strolling down the sidewalk headed toward their various destinations, all at a leisurely pace.  And why not?  There was no reason anyone should ever be in a hurry at The Resort.

This was a far cry from a holiday paradise where one escaped to have a two-week sun-drenched overfed vacation where you do things such as lay by the pool.  Finally, when you get tired of that you take a variety of day trips and see and do all sorts of interesting things.  Then, as you exit these attractions, there is a plethora of shopkeepers lined up to sell you an assortment of little trinkets as you push your way past them trying to work your way back to the tour bus.  Sounds like a much more desirable place to me because the one I was at truly was the end of the road.

The Resort just happened to be the nickname the place had always carried, and in many ways was appropriate since it looked exactly like a location where one would actually go on vacation. However, nothing could have been further from the truth.

Founded in recent years, the facility was built for the purpose of housing individuals who had worked in intelligence or had special access to the highest levels of classified information.  This included those who had been in the military, politicians, or individuals who had witnessed an event that could have put national security at risk.  From time to time, this also included an accompanying spouse, family member, or friend of these persons who just happened to be in the wrong place at the wrong time and ended up seeing or learning too many of their country’s secrets and were considered a security risk, by the U.S. or its allies.

You might ask, why would there be such a place?  Wouldn’t it be easier to just put a .9mm in their head versus keep them up for a lifetime?  The bullet option would definitely be a hell of a lot less expensive.  However, that was the old way of doing business.  Modern times call for non-barbaric solutions and political correctness demands that society be more humane.  Besides, the left leaning members of the intelligence community full supported the establishment of the place, which should be no surprise.

The Resort’s income and budget was clearly not screened by the Congressional Budget Office nor the Government Accountability Office, or similar entities in allied countries, that much was certain.  What was almost certain was that it was financed via off book operations that generated income.  This type of practice is not uncommon in the intelligence community as there are certain things that must be taken care and the public at large is better off not knowing about them.  This is going to shock and amaze you, but the United States and its allies consistently take part in operations that the average citizen would not approve of, breaking a wide range of moral, as well as biblical, principles in the process.  I wasn’t sure if you knew that so I just thought I would share that tidbit of information.  So, if you’re a right-wing Christian sitting up on your high horse waving the U.S. flag and chanting about how Jesus is on our side because we’re good people, then there’s something you need to know.  He probably wouldn’t be giving the country or the intelligence community an endorsement as what goes on can sometimes be quite wicked.

The Resort truly was an engineering miracle and had an infinite supply of water.  This was delivered via an advanced filtration system which was designed to clean up sea water and make it just as usable as your local H2O supply.  There was also a reclamation plant which processed the sewage very efficiently and the leftovers were used as fertilizer to keep the St. Augustine healthy throughout the community.

As far as it being a prison, it wasn’t bad in the grand scheme of things and initially one would be excited knowing they were going to be incarcerated at such a place.  The apartments were comfortable with a touch of luxury, plus there was plenty of TV and movies to keep you entertained and the news of almost any country’s major news networks were available.  You could also play tennis, swim in the huge resort style pool, fish off the dock, jog, or even play putt-putt.  To get around there were golf carts available in the event you didn’t want to walk.

For those addicted to technology it was a nightmare because there was no internet access, and for good reason.  If one somehow gained access and was able to send a message that could confirm they were still alive outsiders might try and engineer a rescue, and that wasn’t going to happen.  Any form of web usage was simply not available and prohibited.  However, every resident did have a smartphone that enabled them to communicate with others in the community via voice, text, and an in-house email service.  This also allowed the overseers, as I like to call them, to communicate with the villagers, so to speak, and relay information on upcoming events and any appointments they might have, etc.

There was a medical facility equipped to handle most emergencies that might occur, and the physician and nurses were not only friendly but knowledgeable and there wasn’t much that they couldn’t do.  However, if it was something too advanced tough luck, you weren’t being medevacked out.  They would make you as comfortable as possible until the end.

At first glance, one would think that any inmate on Earth would trade their prison for The Resort any day of the week as it was comfortable, there were things to do, and you weren’t restricted in any way and could roam the community freely day or night.  However, if you were in regular prison, you could at least look forward to getting released at some point and going home, but that was not the case as there was only one way out. Death!

I know I just said that you weren’t restricted and could move around the entire area freely and the next question probably is, why not just walk to freedom, right?

The place was in the middle of nowhere and was surrounded on three sides by desert and one side by the ocean.  From what I estimated, it was in Africa in an area that pushed up against the Atlantic on one side with the Sahara Desert on the other three sides.  See what I mean about not just walking out?

As far as where it was exactly, the location was classified and even I didn’t know where it was during my career, and I had access to the highest levels of intelligence during my time in the organization.  That’s what a closely guarded secret The Resort was and for good reason. The residents had information in their heads that many would pay dearly to have access, and that’s why they were there, to make sure that never happened.

You definitely weren’t going to swim out of The Resort since there was nothing but ocean as far as the eye could see. According to our overseers there were sharks in the water, ones they had placed there, and all of us who resided at The Resort believed them.

The security cameras were clearly visible everywhere that you went in the community, so they could always see where you were at any given moment. And because everyone has a phone, they could track you with that too.  If you were planning to escape your best chance was to do it at night just after the sun had gone down and then take off across the desert.  Doing that one might think that maybe they might have a chance.

Wrong.  When you arrive at The Resort, they plant a small tracking device inside you and are able to find you at any time. And you can’t just cut a hole in yourself with a sharp instrument and take it out because you don’t know where in your body it is located.  Only the overseers do.  On a couple of occasions people have made a run for it overnight, across the dunes, and within a couple of days they always found them in the desert, dead.  After finding them, the search and rescue guys would always make a stop in the resort square and show the residents what happens when you take off across the desert on foot showing what dehydration and overheating can do after a day or two.  This was an effective tool and usually kept everyone in line for the most part, save the poor son of a bitches it didn’t scare, and they died trying.

Rumor had it that they could also use the tracking device to stop you cold in your tracks if they really wanted or needed to, but that was just hearsay and when you would ask the overseers about it, they would just chuckle and say something like let’s not find out.  I know what you’re thinking, if you try and run away, they will detonate it and blow you to smithereens like in a movie which I seriously doubted.  By my estimations, provided that was actually true, it would be used to generate pain in some way including burning a hole in a vital organ, which would be less than pleasant and quite deadly.

From what I could tell The Resort was in restricted airspace and during my time there had never seen one single jet flying directly overhead, even at high altitude, and I was pretty sure it was a no-fly zone as far as commercial air traffic was concerned.  However, there were aircraft that flew in from time to time on the 5,000-foot hard dirt runway which serviced the facility and were mostly turboprops and small jets that didn’t need 10,000 feet to land and takeoff.  By the look of the birds that came and went, I could tell by the markings that most were operated by intelligence agencies, usually off book stuff, kind of like The Resort itself.  The great bulk of the time, their visits dealt with prisoner arrivals, a specialist coming in to fix something, or visitors from an allied agency coming into meet with management.

Most of the food and other supplies came in via ship and a boat would sail up to the dock, unload, and take right off.  This was often first thing in the morning before everyone had gotten up and everyone knew when a boat was in port because one, the area was strictly off limits, and two, residents were always restricted to quarters.  Apparently, the overseers wanted to make sure that no one tried to hitch a ride out and by now I’m sure you can see that no one was leaving, unless in a box.

As far as the residents of The Resort there were about one hundred and fifty of us, and as far as ratios it was almost split down the middle when it came to male versus female.  For the most part, everyone was paired off into couples but from time-to-time folks would take breaks from romance and even bounce around between relationships which I think was mainly out of boredom.  Because there were not more women than men, like in the real world, you couldn’t always be as picky so even fat girls were at a premium.  What’s the old saying?  Any port in a storm?

Offspring.  Not happening.  When you arrive that is taken care of on the spot as no reproduction is allowed and in the extremely rare event that something happens there is a no tolerance policy, and the child will be aborted. Right to lifers might say, save it and give it to a family somewhere who has been wanting a child.  No can do, because the first time they ran a DNA test on the offspring proof could pop up and show that the kids’ parent is a deceased intelligence agent or other dead or missing person that had too much sensitive information access, etc.  Then the bigger question of why the child was conceived five years after their mother or fathers’ death comes up.  Explain that one.  Then people might start asking questions and looking for dear old mom and/or dad, and that’s the reason no babies are allowed.

Backing up just a bit, upon arrival I discovered that I knew a few of the residents.  People that I had met or worked with on missions in the past.  Just like me, they had also fucked up at some point in their careers, and in a major way.  It was kind of cool at least knowing a couple of people because misery does love company, especially ones you know.

So, who am I and how did I get here?  First off, The Resort is not like some kind of 1960s British television program where you don’t have a name and are referred to as a digit, like number six or something and you are not continuously being asked why you resigned. 

Now that we’ve got that out of the way, I’m Eric Edison, a former spy, and two-year resident of the joint but the people around the community just called me Eric.  I was one of the freest prisoners on planet Earth and a permanent resident of The Resort.  How did I get invited to be a lifetime member you might ask?  Fair question as it’s always been an invitation only kind of place.

Technically, I disobeyed an order from the director of one of the country’s most powerful intelligence agencies, putting lives as well as national security at risk, and going forward I will simply refer to it as The Company.

I would like to swing back around and re-emphasize the word, technically.

A longtime friend of mine, also an agent, was being held by the Russians and The Company was disavowing all knowledge that he was one of theirs and refused to cooperate or even respond to Moscow’s communications regarding him, even though both sides knew damn well he worked for us.  Since my superiors weren’t going to do anything to save him, I took it upon myself to solve the problem and went thru back channels to ask about brokering a deal for his release.  The Russians said they knew one of their own had been leaking data to the Americans, and if we would tell them who it was, they would release him. 

A middle age file clerk named Irina who worked in their records division had been assisting us for some time and had provided us with a lot of valuable information that had saved a lot of lives over the years. I really hated the thought of giving her up.  However, if I didn’t, my long-time friend would never get out of jail and trust me the last place you want to be in prison is in Russia.  After much personal deliberation, I decided there was only one thing to do.

I told the Russians if they would release him, I would give them exactly who they were looking for and they agreed.  However, I had no intention of letting Irina be put before the firing squad as I had a plan of my own which would save her life and that of my longtime friend.

I knew the moment that I told them that it was her, the FSB would pick her up immediately. So, I had one of our agents in Moscow get in touch with her beforehand and we advised her of our plan.

After work ended that Tuesday, she left the office and headed home. Enroute to her apartment, she stopped at a store to pick up a pack of cigarettes.  While inside there was an explosion as apparently there was a leaky gas line.  No one was even injured as the proprietor’s son, who just happened to be minding the store, was in the shop next door flirting with a young woman. 

Now, I just happened to leak the information about ten minutes after she’d left work, and by the time they went to her office and then started tracking her with her cell phone it was too late.  Boom. 

They told me they would release our agent after they’d confirmed Irina’s identity via autopsy, and I told them that was bullshit. I had lived up to my part of the bargain and had probably even put myself at risk doing so and demanded they honor their word.  Much to my surprise they did.

Now, here’s how it really went down.  The girl working in the shop next door was a plant working for us and was smoking hot.  Her job was to get the young guy tending store for his dad out of the shop and at the precise moment we’d planned, when Irina was about one hundred feet away from entering the door and she did a great job.  Fortunately, there was no one else inside the store as that would have complicated matters blowing up innocent people.  After entering the shop, we quickly smuggled her out the back and then put a corpse inside that matched her exact description.  The body was not only her height and blood type, but we’d also had a dentist fix her teeth to match her dental records because I didn’t want this coming back on me or The Company at any point, as the Russian can be quite nasty when double crossed.

Anyway, it worked perfectly and saved an agent’s life. I then set Irina up with a new identity and she now lives in Moscow, Idaho versus Russia.  My friend who I saved was very appreciative at what I had done and knew I would pay dearly and figured it would be prison or worse.  I told him it was cool, and I knew he would have done the same for me.

In the end, my ass was deemed as untrustworthy.  However, spies like me can’t go to prison as there is the possibility they might talk to other inmates, thus sharing specialized knowledge such as I carried.  This disqualified me from being a candidate for traditional jail.  As far as the alternative, which I covered earlier about just whacking someone so they would not talk, I sincerely hoped that would not be the case.

I was never tried, convicted, or even fired and was told that I had disobeyed a direct order and to go home and report back in the morning as there would be a hearing and action would be taken afterward.  Now, I assumed that action would be going away for life or the death penalty because what I had done was some pretty heavy shit, so I followed their instructions. As I sat in my apartment that night, I figured it might be my last evening as a free man and was determined to enjoy it, so I had a stiff drink and curled up underneath the covers and drifted off to sleep.

Strangely enough, when I awoke the next morning, I found myself in my new room at The Resort.

I was told by my overseers that my official story was that I was on assignment in Innsbruck and accidentally stepped in front of a speeding bus, thus ending my career.  My cremated remains were then returned home and given to my parents who placed them right beside my grandparent’s grave at a cemetery where most of my family was buried.

That was the official story.  In my reality I simply disappeared.  One night I went to sleep and when I awoke the next morning I was at The Resort and the rest is history.  Eric Edison, special agent was age thirty and retired.


Chapter 2

That afternoon I decided to not make lunch in my apartment but go down to the restaurant and dine there instead. I wasn’t really in the mood to eat alone as I did that a lot of the time anyway.  It would cost me a few extra Resort Dollars but that was okay as I was frugal and kept a pretty good stash of them in my account.

Our currency, as I previously stated, was Resort Dollars, and that was how we traded.  At the first of every month each resident got a certain amount and you used that purchase your groceries, as well as anything that you might want or need, from the general store, as we called it.  That was where you bought your food, clothes, and everything else you needed for day to day living.  This currency was also what you used to eat in the restaurant, snack bar, or even purchase drinks at the bar by the pool.  The phones they provided us were what we used to pay for our purchases and the app was called Resort Pay, which sounds an awfully lot like a rather popular app used back in the real world.  Residents were also allowed to work to earn extra money, if they wanted to, and sometimes served as waiters in the restaurant, pool cleaners, and groundskeepers to name a few of the positions.  Many of them didn’t need the additional income but worked to fill the boredom.

That day I was dining out on the patio under a palm tree, and fortunately there was a breeze. This was welcome because the desert was sometimes inhospitable and forced you to eat inside where it was air conditioned, but not that day.  Since I had gone after the lunch rush, there were very few diners in the place, and they were eating inside. This left me with a lot of privacy, and I had the entire patio to myself.

The next thing I knew, I heard a voice and as I looked up there was a man wearing tan pants and a white shirt. As I caught sight of him noted that he had jet black hair and was slightly gray around the temples.  He then shot me a smile and asked, “How’s retirement?”

Jumping out of my chair, I exclaimed, “Chad!” and then grabbed his hand and shook it briefly before giving him a hug.

Chad Conrad was the first guy I worked with at The Company after I had completed training and he was also my partner for the first three years.  After that we each got reassigned and did our best to stay in touch as we had become close friends during our time together.

As we stepped apart, I asked, “What are you doing here?  Wait!  Don’t tell me you’re now a resident?  Did you fuck up too?”

Shaking his head he said, “I’m afraid not, just visiting.”

“You’re visiting?  We don’t get many of those, and if you’re here to see me you’re definitely the first one I’ve had my entire stay.”

“I am definitely here to see you.”

“That’s a first, because I don’t know of anyone here who has ever had a visitor.  Please have a seat.  Want something to eat or drink?”

“Thanks, maybe in a bit.”

“Hey, how did you find me?  Did you know they had sent me here?”

“Until yesterday I didn’t even know this place existed, and once I did, I had to sign a ton of non-disclosure documents swearing I would never tell anyone about it.  Did you know that the President of the U.S. doesn’t even know about The Resort?”

“I guess he’s just in the wrong political party.”

“So, apparently you didn’t die in Innsbruck two years ago.”

“I look pretty good for a dead guy don’t you think?”

“They faked your death and now you’re here.”

Shrugging my shoulders I replied, “What can I say?  I fucked up and this is my punishment.”

“As far as prisons go, it looks pretty nice.  Café, pool, tennis court.  Sign me up.”

“Chad, a prison is still just that, a prison.  Yeah, it’s beats Folsom by a country mile but it’s simply a pig with a lot of lipstick, and some makeup.  However, it does beat the alternative.  So, I guess the director filled you in on why I’m here?”

He nodded.

“And he told you I’m here until the day I die?”

Once again, he nodded and then added, “But, he also asked me to come and see you.”

“Really?”

He nodded.

“Is he upgrading my sentence to the death penalty or something?  If that’s the case it’s okay, let’s just get it done and over with.”

With a serious look on his face he replied, “Nothing like that.  But at the end of this conversation, you may have the option of giving all this up,” he said as he threw both of his arms outward with his palms open, “If you want that is.”

“Chad, I thought this was a place that no one left.  Alive anyway.”

“Correct.”

“Then what you said makes no sense.  How can I leave here if, well, I can’t leave here alive?  Explain that one to me.”

“We will come back to that later in the conversation.  In the end it will all make sense.”

“In my wildest dreams I can’t even imagine what you’re here to tell me, or should I say sell me.  However, if you’re here at the request of the director it must be huge.”

“A couple of months ago, Defense Security Service was conducting a background investigation on an Air Force recruit going through technical school to become a Command & Control Specialist.  You know what that is?”

“I think they typically work in the command post of an Air Force base?”

“Right.  They were doing a plain old top-secret clearance you know.  Nothing too groundbreaking.  Run of the mill stuff.  Anyway, as part of the process the DSS agent went to the kid’s old neighborhood planning to visit a family friend and neighbor to ask them a few questions, you know, has he ever smoked pot, attempted to mount an insurrection against the government, etc.  Well, there was nobody home.  He then saw the neighbor next door getting out of his van and started walking across the grass toward him to ask if he knew when they would be returning.  Next thing he knew the guy opened his jacket, pulled out a nine and smoked him on the spot.”

“Holy shit dude!”

“Then he got in his van and sped off.  Anyway, the whole thing didn’t make any sense because all the DSS guy wanted was to ask if he knew when the Smiths might be returning home.  The neighbor across the street recorded the whole thing with his in-home camera system, which the FBI seized, and they got the plate number and information off the side of the van.  They traced it back to a company that sells crop dusting equipment.”

“Like in airplanes?”

Nodding he said, “Exactly.  They were apparently a firm that buys wholesale from the manufacturer and then resells to those who need it such as companies that do crop dusting as well as those who produce and sell crop dusting aircraft.  Anyway, they went to the place where the guy worked and his van was there, right out front.  When the feds arrived, along with local law enforcement, their initial plan was to arrest the guy who went bonkers and shot the DSS agent, once again, simple stuff.  However, when they knocked on the door and said federal agents all hell broke loose.  Apparently, the staff didn’t take kindly to law enforcement knocking on their door and broke out AK-47’s, Uzi’s, and variety of other weaponry.  It was unbelievable.  After it was all over and the six people in the building were dead, not to mention one cop, they found exactly what they expected, a warehouse full of crop-dusting equipment.”

“Was it stolen or something?  Maybe that’s why they were freaking out?”

Shaking his head, he said, “They had a bill of sale for everything in the warehouse, and they even confirmed every last serial number with the manufacturer. According to them the group had started up about two years ago and they had never had any trouble with them at all and they seemed very nice.  However, they did find one thing that was kind of funny as they looked through the company records, every piece of equipment listed in inventory was in the warehouse, and they couldn’t find one single solitary sale in their records or even a deposit into their bank account where they hold sold one thing.”

“After two years?” I asked.

Nodding he said, “A little strange to say the least.  That or they were slow starters.  They traced the company ownership back through ten limited liability companies and when they hit the one at the top the trail stopped cold.  It was formed online, and it turns out the organizer that was listed did not exist.  No big surprise considering how weird everything else was going.  Thinking it was over and ready to chalk it up to a bunch of nut jobs going overboard, they then got a break.  The lady at the plant where the crop-dusting equipment was manufactured called the FBI agent who had initially requested the information and said that it turned out that there was an order that had just come off the assembly line and it was paid in full.  Based on what she had been told there was no company to deliver it to at that point. Since it had been bought and paid for in advance, what should they do?  Just hang onto it?  He told her that would be fine, and they would get back to her later and at that point it didn’t really matter and joked about how the group had never actually sold anything in the first place, which was sensitive information he should not have disclosed. 

However, the lady then asked him why he said such a thing and he said it was because it was true. She said there was no way that could be accurate.  He then fired back at her that she had confirmed the serial number of every piece of equipment he had sent her.  She said that was correct.  However, the group had purchased other equipment from them that was not on the list.  The agent then asked her why she had not provided them with it earlier and she said it was because it was not requested.  It was true, the agent had failed to ask the manufacturer if there was anything above and beyond what was on the list that they had sold to them.  The FBI had looked at the equipment in the warehouse, as well as the records, and it was an exact match and nothing was missing, leading them to believe the company had never sold anything.”

“So, there was more?”

Nodding he said, “A lot.”

“How much?”

“Enough to outfit one hundred aircraft with spraying equipment.”

“That is bizarre Chad.  Based on all of the unusual factors, a good agent would almost think that the equipment was going to be used for clandestine purposes like a terrorist attack.”

“That had crossed our minds.  Anyway, with everyone in the warehouse killed in the firefight they definitely couldn’t question any of them and considering that there were no records in the office ….”

“Once again the trail was cold,” I added.

“And that’s when we picked up the case and started our own investigation.  It was just too big of a mystery not to be followed up on by The Company. As you know, we have resources above and beyond the bureau.”

“As well as the ability to do what they are not allowed to do.  Yes, I know that all too well.”

“Anyway, our guys got on it and in a short amount of time discovered some very interesting information that our friends at the bureau weren’t able to put together.  The warehouse was actually owned by a subsidiary of Jones International, and guess where the company trucks were leased from?”

“Jones International?”

“Exactly.  On the surface we knew it could be a coincidence, so we dug further.  Did you know that Jones also has an agricultural division?”

Shaking my head, I said, “Didn’t know that.  However, I did know that they have lots of interests including energy, banking, and even biotechnology to name a few.”

“They also own JI Foods, a company that does commercial farming across the Midwest.  I think they sometimes have TV ads that say they are the grocery store to the planet or something.”

“Are you getting ready to tell me they do their own crop dusting?”

“What I’m getting ready to tell you is that they recently came into one hundred aircraft.”

“Maybe they’re going to use them for crop dusting.”

Shaking his head, he said, “He got them when he bought a down and out cargo airline that filed for bankruptcy, and they are all large jets.”

“Well, there ya go then, just a coincidence.  Large jets would be ineffective at crop dusting because they travel at too high of an altitude and travel too fast to effectively spray a field with pesticide,” I replied.

“Eric did you know that same equipment can be installed on a large jet?”

“No, I didn’t.”

Nodding he added, “Yep, high altitude spraying is possible.  What would you say if I told you that Jones International recently ordered one hundred multipurpose lightweight stainless-steel tanks as well?”

“I would say it’s becoming less and less of a coincidence.”

Nodding he said, “From a company in China.  Our understanding is that these could be easily and installed in a cargo aircraft to carry liquid or gaseous contents….”

“Or deliver them.”

He nodded.

“Chad, one hundred jets loaded with something nasty could do a lot of damage over a wide area, like the whole U.S.A.”

“Exactly.”

“Have you talked to the company or the owner Mr. Jones?”

“We don’t want to spook him because the last thing we want to do is give them an inkling that they are on our radar. They could immediately deny there’s any connection, shut down what they are doing and wait until the heat is off, resuming operations at a later time.  Besides the company owner and CEO, Rex Jones, has a lot of powerful friends in Washington and we have to be careful how we approach this.”

“So, what’s your plan?”

“None of this makes any sense, and the thought of an industrial powerhouse like Jones using the equipment for clandestine purposes makes no sense at all as he’s always been considered a pretty loyal American.  However, I’ve got a gut feeling that something just isn’t right, and so do a number of us at The Company.”

Nodding I said, “I agree.  Very weird considering all factors.”

“The key to all of this is to find out what’s going on, and the only way to do that is to have someone on the inside.”

“Makes perfect sense to me.”

“It can’t be a stranger and it has to be someone he totally trusts.”

“Is there anyone in his network of friends, family or close business associates?  Possibly someone who’s in trouble that would turn informant so you can find out what’s going on?”

Shaking his head he replied, “No one.  Plus, we can’t take the risk of him getting suspicious of someone poking around and potentially asking too many questions.”

“Then what do you have in mind?  Or should I ask, who do you have in mind?  Chad, surely you didn’t come all the way here to talk to me about doing the job.  I don’t even know the guy.”

“No, but I will tell you who does have his trust.  His pretty young wife, Allison who is twenty-nine, exactly two decades his junior,” and he then took a photograph out of his pocket and handed it to me and added, “This was taken at a charity fundraiser not long ago.  By her apparel you can tell it was not a casual affair.”

“And who says money can’t buy love?” I replied as I studied the picture.  She was drop dead gorgeous with long blonde hair and had the most tantalizing green eyes you’ve ever seen, “How much did you say Jones was worth?”

“$125 billion.”

“Wow, that’s the kind of cash that will open anybody’s legs.”

Shaking his head, he said, “Allison is not only beautiful but is also wealthy and brilliant as well. She has a B.S. in Civil Engineering and made her money in technology. She created a global payment system app that made her a lot of money, and that was before selling the company to venture capitalists for a shit load of cash.  Her personal fortune was a cool billion plus when she married Rex Jones last year and she probably has even more now with the way the stock market is performing.  For the past couple of years, she has been investing in real estate and doing quite well from what I understand.”

“I wouldn’t know about that because I’m not able to invest much these days.  I’m strictly in cash and keeping all my money in The Bank of The Resort, if you know what I mean.”

“I see your point.  The director told me this place actually has its own little banking system.”

“It’s true.  But enough about me and the fortune I have stashed in the local bank, where does one find Allison Church these days?”

“She and her husband Rex, who were married about a year ago, live on a private ranch near Fort Worth, Texas.”

“So, you’re mentioning her name leading me to believe that you are hoping that the beautiful blonde will turn on her husband and provide you with the information that you need?”

“Yes and no.”

“Okay,” I said in a sarcastic tone, “I can’t wait to hear this one.”

“Yesterday the private jet she was on went down in West Texas and search and rescue are still looking for her at this very moment.”

“I hope they find her.”

“They won’t.”

“Why?”

“Because we already did and have camouflaged the crash site in the desert because we’re not ready for the aircraft to be found.”

“And those onboard?”

“Pilot and the co both dead.”

“And her?”

He shook his head.

“She’s dead as well?”

“For now.”

“For now?  What does that mean?”

“Let me explain and this will all make sense in time.  A couple of years back our research and development team came up with a revolutionary process, which is still classified to this day.  We have the ability to take someone’s DNA, transplant it into another human being, and then accelerate the replication process of the donor’s genetic material, thereby turning the host into the donor, if you see what I mean.”

Shaking my head, I said, “Okay wait, let me see if I’ve got this right.  You’re saying you can take someone’s DNA, who in this case we will call A, and put it into another person, who we will refer to as B.  You then have some way of amping up A’s DNA replication process, now in B, and turning B into A very quickly?  Am I getting that right?”

“That is one hundred percent accurate.”

“Wow.  What kind of shit will you people come up with next?”

Chad shrugged his shoulders and said, “Our plan is to find a host that we can transplant her DNA into who will become the new her.”

“I see.  You will be able to replace her with your own agent, who will assume her role, and you will then be able to find out if her hubby is up to no good, because you’re pretty sure she knows something, and if not can find out?”

“It’s a stone we can’t leave unturned and if you were in my position, you wouldn’t either and you know it.”

Nodding I said, “Okay, I agree, and I also think that it’s a brilliant idea replacing her with your own clone, so to speak.  But my question is, how do I fit into all this?”

“Well, we’ve got the donor, Ms. Church, we have her DNA.”

“Obviously.”

“Now we just need a host,” and he leaned forward and looked at me with a dead serious expression on this face.

He was talking about me!

“Dude!  Are you kidding me?”

Shaking his head he said, “What do you think?”

“I’m going to turn this back around, what do you think my answer is?”

“By your tone I’m thinking you might have additional questions,” he replied.

Raising my voice I said, “You’re damn right I do.  Just for clarification you want me to become Allison Church?”

“Not just me but the director does as well.”

“In turn becoming Rex Jones wife?”

“There’s no getting around it that would be part of the mission.”

“Call me strange Chad but so far this is not how I saw my life turning out.  First being assigned to the freest prison in the world and then being given the opportunity to be released and all I have to do is agree to become a woman and do an undercover assignment.”

“That’s about the size of it, Eric.”

Leaning back in my chair, I crossed my arms and sat there shaking my head.  After a few moments I said, “No.  I’m not going to do it.  Not only no but fuck no.”

“That fine, it’s clear that you would rather stay here, and I respect that.  In the end it is your decision.”

“Out of curiosity, why don’t they get someone else to do the job?  Surely, we’ve got some male, or even female agents that would love to be a beautiful woman.”

“Two reasons.  One, it’s a one-way trip and there’s no going back once the conversion is made.  Once someone becomes Allison Church, they will have her body for the rest of their days.  Two, we need someone who is a seasoned field agent, professional, and cool under pressure, and you’re extraordinarily well qualified to do the job.  Three, of the volunteers that we have had none are the right fit.  They are either too inexperienced or don’t have the right psychological profile.”

“That’s three reasons, not two.”

“Oh, sorry, you’re right.”

“And you say that I have the right psych profile for the job?”

He nodded and added, “You do, based on the last one we had on file.”

“Chad I would love to go back home but I’m not sure that I want to do so as a woman.”

“I thought you liked women?”

Nodding I said, “I do, they’re some of my favorite people and I love taking them out to dinner and having sex with them, but I’m not sure that I want to become one of them.  Not that I have anything against them as a group.  Sorry.”

Shrugging his shoulders he said, “Well, it was worth a try.  I guess I’d better think about heading back and also let you get back to whatever it was that you were doing before I interrupted you.”

“I was eating lunch, which clearly I finished while we talked as you can see by the empty plate before me.”

“What are your plans for the rest of the day?”

“Well, I’m going to play racquetball with a friend late afternoon and then go back to my place and take a shower.  I will probably have a light dinner and then have a glass of wine with a young lady I’ve been seeing before retiring for the evening.”

“And tomorrow?”

“Like most days I’ll take an early morning walk along the coast, have a light breakfast, and then take a stroll the town square.”

“Sounds exciting.”

“It is what it is.”

“Sure, you won’t change your mind?”

Once again, I leaned back and said, “No.  I’m going to pass but I appreciate you thinking of me.”

“Then I’d best be going as it’s a long way back and I will need to call the director enroute and discuss other options,” and then he stood up, made a circle with his right thumb and forefinger which he put up to his eye and then pushed his arm out like a telescope and said, “How does that go?  Be seeing you?”

Smiling at him I said, “Oh no, you didn’t just do that.”

“What?”

“That goofy 1960’s British TV show where that guy is in a secret prison, that’s where you got that from.”

“Sorry Number Six, he replied.”

“Dude, you are so goofy.”

“Good luck,” he said as he extended his hand and as we finished shaking, he added, “Have a good life, Eric.”

I nodded and said, “Thanks.  I’ll try and make the best of it.”

As he began to walk away, I thought of my life at The Resort and how I was in the freest prison in the world, as I had said before.  But I was truly not free and even though I had it made, like everyone else in the community, there was nothing to look forward to.  It was the same thing day in and day out.  Sure, it was fun for a while but after some time had passed it got old very quickly.  My time there had made me realize that the purpose of life was to be lived and the obstacles you experienced along the way were what made it worthwhile, and that I am wasting away in my current situation.  It was true, there were no challenges to face when I rolled out of bed every morning and I had come to realize that life was no fun just being taken care of and having everything handed to you, and quite frankly, I wasn’t sure how much longer I could go on.  A few residents of the resort had ended it all by killing themselves or dying trying to escape because they just couldn’t take it anymore and I sure didn’t want to end up like them.

“Chad.”

He stopped and turned back toward me.

“Hey, with that body swap thing, I would be Allison Church going forward, correct?”

A smile came to his face, and he nodded, “You would.”

“Even legally?”

“Yes, even legally.”

“And I would be rich too?”

Chuckling he said, “Yes, her wealth would be yours.  You would be rich and beautiful, Eric.”

After a long pause I said, “You got room for one more on that private jet you flew in here on?”

He began to laugh and put his arm around me, and as we began to walk, he said, “And it has a fully stocked bar.”

“You know how we jet setting billionairesses are.  Nothing but the best for us.”

“Eric, I had a feeling that you would come around.”

After strolling for a few steps, I said, “I guess I’m going to have to fuck her husband Rex as part of the job?”

Shaking his head, he replied, “You mean your husband Ms. Church.”

“My husband who is worth $125 million dollars.  Hey, is Texas a community property state?”


Chapter 3

I stood on the side of the two-lane black top highway in the middle of the West Texas desert, waiting for a vehicle to come along so I could be rescued.  As far as being stranded in the middle of nowhere, I had only been standing there about twenty minutes because that’s right about where Chad had dropped me off.  Hopefully it wouldn’t be too much longer before someone rescued this damsel in distress as she was badly in need of a $6 café latte and a pedi as walking through the desert in heels is hell on painted toes.  By the way, did I mention I was now a member of the fairer sex?  Let me back up a bit.

After leaving The Resort we flew to a military base in West Texas where a medical team was standing by to perform the procedure and turn me into a girl, which you already know.  Allison Church’s body had been removed from the wreckage and brought to the base and a DNA sample had been extracted from her.  It was injected into me, and I was then placed in some sort of a tank where I lay unconscious for three days while my body was transformed.  Upon waking, I was shocked as I saw myself in the mirror and not because I was her since I knew that was going to happen.  It’s super weird when you step in front of a looking glass and another person is right where you should be standing.  I was equally freaked out when I first spoke and a high pitch voice came out of my mouth, another thing that I knew was coming but was unprepared for as well, so it did catch me a bit off guard.

I was then dressed in a black pants suit, which was an exact match to what Allison Church had been wearing on the business jet the day of the crash.  Initially they had hoped that they could remove her clothing, wash it, and I could simply slip it on.  However, it was too bloody to be effectively cleaned and couldn’t be used and ended up staying on her when she went into the crematorium just before I departed.  Though it seemed brutal to dispose of her remains as such, it was necessary to remove all evidence of her as going forward there could be no Allison Church but me and all traces of her, including her corpse, had to vanish.

Before departing the base, they styled my hair to match Allison’s last do and I was also given a light coat of makeup and a mani and pedi just like hers.  They then dirtied me up a bit by scuffing my nails a tad and then sprayed my face with a light mist of water which caused my makeup to run.  They also rubbed a little of the local dirt onto my pants suit was well.  This would give the appearance that I had been sweating because I needed to appear that I had been stranded in the desert for several days.

Before leaving the base a female agent from the agency gave me a one-hour lesson in becoming Allison which consisted of walking in heels, putting on makeup, accessorizing, mannerisms, diction, and appropriate facial expressions a girl would use.  I had never really thought about the way that ladies pronounce words differently than men and do things like smile with their eyes but learned that those really were real things, believe it or not.  She said if she had missed anything to look it up online once I was rescued as there were plenty of online videos to help me with my femininity.  Additionally, she told me to pay attention to all the above because I was a woman and to act as such and be careful to not act masculine if I could help it.  I told her that I would do my best.

It was still dark when we departed the base via the helicopter which flew us back to within a few miles of the crash site where two vehicles waited for us in the desert.  Once we landed, a couple of guys that were on the chopper with us headed out to remove the camouflage from the aircraft so it could be found by search and rescue.  Meanwhile, Chad and I jumped in a jeep and headed toward the highway.  Let me add that both vehicles’ drivers were using night vision goggles because they were driving with their headlights off.  This was just in case that someone pulled satellite footage later and saw a vehicle near the crash site that did not call in and report finding a plane in the desert. This would have been considered a mystery and raised red flags across the board.  The same applied to me as it had to appear that I found the highway myself after walking across the desert and it could not appear that I was driven there so no headlights were allowed.  My story about how I arrived on the side of the two-lane road couldn’t have any holes in it if I was questioned.

After driving for a bit, Chad finally stopped the jeep and then said, “It’s only a few hundred feet to the highway.  Just walk straight that way,” he said as he pointed directly ahead, “And you’ll be there in a few minutes.  Anyway, you had better get going, it will start getting light in the next few minutes.”

Opening the door, I took one last look at him and said, “Here goes nothing,” and stepped out of the jeep onto the West Texas ground.

“Be seeing you,” he said and then smiled.

“Fuck you dude,” I replied, and then he laughed.

“I’ll sit here and keep an eye on you until you make it to the highway.”

“Why?  Do you think I’m some sort of a defenseless woman that can’t take care of herself?”

Raising both hands as though he were surrendering, he replied, “Sorry, did not mean to offend.  Apparently, now that you’re a woman, I have to be careful what I say around you.”

“I’ll be in touch,” I said, and then began walking

The terrain was inhospitable and the vegetation that was present could hardly be called that, but it was what it was.  In many ways it reminded me of the terrain surrounding The Resort and, in a way, it felt ironic as I had simply traded one desert for another.  I took my time as I walked because the last thing that I wanted to do was step in a hole or on a critter who took offense to me doing so as that could definitely mess up my day and our plan.  Finally, I reached the pavement, which was a relief, and then stood there on the side of the road with my designer handbag on my arm waiting for someone to come along so I could tell them my story.  It was all part of the plan.

The sun eventually started to rise over the next couple of minutes and it wasn’t long before I caught sight of an old pickup truck coming down the road and as it got closer, I began to wave and fortunately it stopped.  The passenger side window was down and the driver, a scruffy looking man of about seventy years old wearing a tan cowboy hat asked, “Where ya headed?”

Deciding it was time to pour on the drama, I began to act like I was going to pass out and said, “I’ve been walking in the desert and am so hot and feel like I’m going to pass out.”

“Open the door and git in.  Do you need help?”

Climbing into the passenger seat of his truck I sat down and then leaned back and exhaled and said, “Oh, thank you.”

“Where’s your car?” he asked.

“I don’t know, the only thing I can remember is waking up and I was onboard an aircraft that had crashed.  I went to check on the pilots and they were both dead and I was alone in the middle of the desert.”

“There’s a plane that went missing about five days ago and they’ve been looking for it, and I betcha a dollar that’s the one you were on.  How have you survived five days?”

“It was well stocked with bottles of water and snacks, and I’ve been living on those for days and ran out yesterday.  Finally, I knew I had to go for it, otherwise I was going to die there so I started walking across the desert a number of hours ago figuring it would be cooler to travel at night.”

“Lady you’re wearing heels!  And you walked across the desert in those?”

“Very slowly.  Apparently, these aren’t the best shoes for walking across rugged terrain.”

“It’s amazing you didn’t get bit by a Western Diamondback.  Plum amazing.  Must have been the grace of God.”

“Thank you so much for rescuing me,” I said.

Putting his truck in gear he pressed the pedal, and we began moving and he then said, “We’ll be in Alpine in about forty-five minutes, and I can take you to the hospital if you need it, they’ve got one there.”

“Thank you very much sir.”

“Sir was my father, my friends call me Tex, and you can too.”

“I appreciate it Tex.”

I examined him in his blue work shirt and jeans and quickly determined that he was definitely an old, weathered cowboy and from all appearances he’d done some rough living, or not aged very well.  But then again if he was a long-time resident of that part of the country the sun doesn’t do you any favors and his skin had a leathery look from decades of hard work outdoors.

“By the way, what’s your name pretty lady?” he asked.

Turning and looking at him with a disturbed look on my face I said, “Oh my God, I don’t remember.”

“Really?” he asked inquisitively.

Nodding I said, “Yes.  I don’t know who I am, nor do I recall anything about my past life.  Oh my God, this is unbelievable,” and I began to sniffle and turned on the waterworks, which was easier to do as a female for some reason.  Apparently, I had an on and off switch for that and it was pretty cool.

“Now, now, it’s going to be okay.  We’re going to get you all fixed up and I’m sure your memory will come back.”

“Really?”

“Sure.  Well, it always does in the movies.”

“I hope you’re right.”

After a few moments he said, “Oh, I’m a terrible host, are you thirsty?  Would you like something to drink?”

“That would be nice, thanks.”

“Look in the cooler and find something,” and he motioned in the direction of the one that was sitting in the middle of the bench seat between us.

“Do you normally carry a cooler with you?” and I opened it began to look through it.

“Gits hot out here and you never know.  If your truck breaks down, you can’t go without water long out here because you never know when the next vehicle is going to come along.”

“Tex I don’t mean to sound ungrateful but there’s nothing but beer, and I typically don’t have that particular beverage for breakfast.  Plus, I’ve been in the desert and am possibly a tad dehydrated, so I’m not sure that I should partake.”

“Damn it, I thought I had a couple of waters and maybe even a soda or two in there.  Well shit!  Pardon my language ma’am.”

Extracting one of the cans which was submerged in the icy water I let the water drip off for a few seconds and then popped the top and said, “It’s five o’clock somewhere,” and then took a sip.

“Could you open one for me too little lady?”

I chuckled and then opened one and handed it to him and after taking a swig then put it between his legs.

“Aren’t you worried about getting pulled over by the cops for drinking and driving?” I asked.

Taking a leather wallet out of his shirt pocket, he opened it and displayed a badge and ID and said, “I’m a reserve deputy, so don’t worry we’re good to go in the event we get pulled over by local law enforcement or state troopers.  Only thing we’re not protected from is federal agents, but I don’t think there’s much chance of them pulling us over,” and he laughed.

Little did he know he had one sitting right next to him, well sort of anyway, or should I say used to be, well, kind of.

The sun continued to rise and as we traveled, I enjoyed my brew just as a guy would.  It wasn’t very lady like but then again, he didn’t have any cosmopolitans in his cooler so I could have a truly girly drink.  Just as he estimated we drove for about forty-five minutes and arrived in the West Texas town of Alpine where we stopped at the Sheriff’s office.  Tex told them where he had found me along the highway and that I also seemed to have a case of amnesia.  They then made a phone call and told the search and rescue team where I had been picked up so they could redirect their efforts and find the missing aircraft.  When the deputy hung up the phone, he told me that there were three people on the jet, two pilots and a passenger named Allison Church and that was apparently who I was, which I already knew.

Afterward, I was taken to the local medical center where I was checked over by a physician and told that for someone who had been in the desert for so long, I was only slightly dehydrated and in pretty good shape, considering all factors.  Just as soon as he had finished telling me that I was in great condition someone pulled the privacy curtain and stepped into the treatment area where I lay and it was none other than my husband, Rex Jones.  Stepping up to the bed where I lay, he gave me a great big hug and said, “Thank God you’re okay Allison, thank God.  I’ve been praying so hard for your safe return and God has returned you to me, just as I asked.

Pulling back, he looked at me strangely, clearly noticing that I did not return his affection when he hugged me and asked, “Allison, what’s wrong.”

The doctor said, “Sir, it seems that she has amnesia.  Doesn’t seem to remember who she is, or anything about her past.”

Looking at me, Rex asked, “Allison, sweetie, do you not remember me?”

As I examined him, I gently shook my head and said, “You seem familiar ….,” and I then added, “I’m sorry,” and I began to sniffle and started crying a bit and said, “Things are so strange and I’m so confused.  I don’t remember my name or anything about my life and I’m scared to death.”

My acting was first class, and I should have gotten an award for it as I was really pouring it on.

“Aside from a very slight bump on the head, which is very minor, there are no visible head injuries.  We have done a couple of scans and the results will be back shortly.  Why don’t the two of you visit and I will be back in a few minutes when the tests are complete and have been read.  Is that okay Ms. Church?  Can I leave you with your husband?”

Nodding I said, “Yes, and thank you doctor.  If he’s my husband, I am sure I will be fine.”

Stepping out of the treatment area, he said, “I have a feeling you will be okay Ms. Church, anyone who can walk five miles across the desert in the middle of the night and reach the highway is tougher than me.  See you in a bit,” and he pulled the curtain.

I was now alone with my brand-new husband, Rex Jones, who for forty-nine years of age looked pretty good.  At 5’11” and sporting a full head of well styled gray hair, he had dark brown eyes and was one of those guys that women swooned over as he was naturally good looking and had an air about him that screamed, I’m the man!  Many women would kill to have a rich and handsome guy like him, and he was all mine, and I hadn’t even asked for him, strictly because he was the assignment and like it or not, I was his wife.

“You walked five miles across the desert?” he asked with his eyes wide open.

“Yes, apparently so.”

“It’s amazing you made it because this is some pretty inhospitable country and there’s all kinds of wild animals out in the desert at night.”

“Yes, several people have told me that.”

“How did you see?”

“There was a little bit of moonlight, plus I had a small flashlight on my key ring which I used until it gave out.”

This was a partial lie.  There was a little illumination from the moon that night which we discussed when I’d been briefed.  I never had a small flashlight on my key ring, that was bullshit as Chad had dropped me off a short distance from the highway.

Stepping closer to me, he asked, “So Allison, I know this has to be strange for you to say the least, but don’t you worry, I hear that most amnesia victims eventually regain their memory, and were going to get you the best medical care money can buy.”

Deciding I would fully play the part I asked, “So you’re my husband?”

Nodding, he said, “Yes, I’m Rex Jones your husband.  We’ve been together for a couple of years but have been married for about one.”

“Do we have children?”

Shaking his head, he said, “Not at present but we have talked about it.  When you have two high performance people such as us it’s a big decision.  However, if you count my kids from my first marriage, we have two, one nineteen-year-old boy and a twenty-two-year-old daughter, both in college.”

“Do they like me?”

“They actually do because you’re very likeable, and you’re the first lady in my life they’ve approved of.”

“That’s a nice thing to say, thank you.”

“If you hadn’t been, I wouldn’t have married you,” and he then smiled warmly at me and took my hand into his.

“You said we are high performing people?”

“That’s right?”

“So, we are professionals of some sort?  What do we do?”

“We are both in business.”

After a long pause, he said, “Allison I’m thrilled that you’re okay and am grateful that you’re alive because I love you more than anything and if something had happened to you, I don’t know what I would have done.”

The guy was apparently head over heels for Allison, or should I say, me, and who could blame him because she was one hot piece of ass.  The downside of that was that I was now her and as much as he loved her, I was pretty sure that I would eventually have to put out.  Not something that was on my top ten things to do list.

“Rex, you seem like a very nice man, and I can tell that you are kind.  Hopefully with a little time my memory will come back, and things will be the way they were, and I certainly hope that is the case because not knowing who I am or anything about my past is ….”

As I struggled for the words, he said, “Terrifying?”

“Very.”

“Any sane person would feel exactly as you do.  However, you have nothing to worry about because I’m going to be by your side every step of the way and promise to help you get through this because I love you baby and will do anything you want or need.  My priority is to keep you healthy and make you happy and you can take that to the bank.”

Rex was gaga over his pretty young wife and with that being the case, I knew this would work to my advantage.  Obtaining the information that I needed might not be so difficult after all because it was clear he would do anything for Allison, and I hoped that included him telling me about the crop-dusting equipment and aircraft.  Only time would tell.

“Thanks Rex,” I said, “That means a lot.”

“I wonder where the doc is with those test results.  I’m going to see if I can find him, I’ll be right back.  You try and get some rest,” and he then leaned down and gave me a quick peck on the lips.  Even though I was a little surprised, I did reciprocate and kiss him back.  Despite the fact that it was the last thing that I was expecting, it wasn’t as bad as I thought, and I didn’t throw up or anything.  Stepping back, he looked at me and then just stood there as it was clear he was waiting on a response, and I shot him a smile as I definitely wanted him to believe that I was warming up to him.  As the Spaniards would say, this was muy importante if the mission was going to be a success because I needed him to believe that I was his sweet little wife in whom he could confide and trust, and time was of the essence.


Chapter 4

Rex eventually tracked down the physician and obtained my results and aside from a slight bump on the noggin the scans showed that I had no head injuries, which I already knew.  The doctor told him that the minor bonk on the head along with the trauma of a crash landing could have caused the memory loss but the best thing to do would be to consult with a specialist.  He then added that otherwise I was free to go home.  Believing that I had been in my current outfit for the last five days, which did not smell very good and was very unsightly by the way, the medical staff was nice enough to give me some surgical apparel to wear home, for which I thanked them, as I did feel a little fresher after changing clothes.

After being discharged, we boarded a private jet at the Alpine airport and flew back to a small airport near Fort Worth where we were picked up by our private security team and then driven back to our estate.  As we pulled up in front of the mansion, I was quite taken by the exterior as it was impressive as well as huge.  You know what they say, everything’s bigger in Texas.

As I entered my new home, it was immediately obvious that it was even more elegant inside than out.  The floors appeared to be marble and were absolutely gorgeous while the furnishings were also equally as impressive and clearly had not been purchased at a discount store.  There was an exquisite staircase, the most beautiful that I had ever seen in a home, right in front of me which led to the second floor and the hand railings were clearly custom and the best that money could buy. 

Standing there next to Rex, he put his arm around me and asked, “Does it look familiar?”

Looking up at him, I gently shook my head and with a slight grimace replied, “I’m sorry.”

“It’s okay.  Allison, I want you to know that you’re not a guest here, this is your home, and I want you to feel comfortable.  If you want or need anything it’s yours for the asking.  Okay?”

I gave him a quick nod.

“Come on, let me show you around.”

After a full tour of the house, we eventually arrived at the master bedroom which was as equally impressive as the rest of the place.  It had a private sitting area, a two-sided fireplace, as well as a huge king size bed, which I’m sure Rex would want to get me into at some point.

“It’s all very nice.”

“I’m glad you think so, after all I had it redone when we got married, just like you wanted it.”

Damn, apparently Allison had pretty good taste, or should I say that I did?

Once again scanning the bed, I asked, “And this is where we sleep?”

Grinning he nodded once and said, “It is.”

After a long pause he asked, “I’m a complete stranger to you, aren’t I?”

I gave him a quick nod and then looked down at the floor.

“I was wondering about that.  Allison, I want you to be comfortable here and don’t want you to do anything that makes you feel otherwise.  How about we sleep in separate bedrooms until we get your memory issue sorted out?  Would that make you feel better?”

“It would, and I’m sorry I can’t be a good wife to you right now.”

Stepping over and giving me a big hug, he replied, “You already are.  This will pass.”

After a few moments he asked, “Want to have some dinner?”

“That would be great.”

“I’ll run downstairs and ask the staff to prepare dinner.  In the meantime, that will give you a chance to take your first shower in five days and change because I’m sure you’re ready to get out of those scrubs they gave you at the hospital.”

“That would be great because I’m about ready for a meal.”

“Sure.”

“By the way, that man who picked me up on the side of the road, goes by Tex, remember me talking about him on the plane?”

“Yes.”

“We should really do something nice for him.  After all, he did stop and pick me up and then took me to the Sheriff’s office, and to the hospital afterwards.”

“I agree.  Let’s chat about it over dinner.”

“Sure,” I replied.

“Go ahead and get ready and I’ll be back in a bit,” and he walked out of the master bedroom closing the doors behind him.

Setting my purse down on the bed I took out my cell phone, plugged it into the charger and after a couple of minutes saw that it had booted up and was now on the home screen.  I then spoke into it and said, “I’m in.”

After the agency found where the plane had gone down, they not only recovered Allison’s body but her purse and cell phone as well.  The mobile device had been damaged during the crash but the tech team fixed it so they could power it up and pull the data from it. When they did, they found nothing of interest in regard to the investigation.  Once I arrived and they knew the mission was a go they installed special software on the device.  This turned it into a one-way transmitter so that Chad and the team, who were just down the road, could listen in and see how the investigation was going.  Before departing I told him that was good because if I got into trouble they could come and rescue me.  He informed me that was not going to be the case and if it was discovered that I was not Allison then I was on my own.  You know, I’d never really liked Chad all that much and at that point I wish I had just stayed at The Resort, even though he was my best friend.

I was a bit hungry and was looking forward to dinner but needed to shower and change clothes first.  Entering the bathroom, I started the shower and then took off my clothes dropping them on the floor and then looked over at the mirror and saw myself nude.  It was surreal seeing myself standing there, now a naked female, but that was what I had signed up for.  On the positive side, I was a beautiful girl with a nice figure, and I was a billionaire and was married to someone richer than I was, who I was going to have to put out for at some point in the near future.  But hey, there’s a lot of girls that would have liked to have been in my position, so I digress.

As I stepped into the shower, the warm water felt great as it pounded against my flesh, and I stood there motionless for some time letting the falling droplets massage my body.  After washing my hair, I then used the liquid soap from the dispenser and began to wash myself and as my hands traveled across my breasts, I was amazed at how quickly my nipples hardened.  Caressing them with my thumb and forefingers I couldn’t believe how good it felt and then understood why almost every woman I had been with over the years loved for me to suck on their titties.  Continuing to wash the rest of my body I saved the best for last and eventually reached my privates and as I lowered my hand it was strange for my manhood not to be in its usual place.  However, it was no more and that’s the way it was from now on.  My pubic region was bare, just like Allison’s, as that little detail had been taken care of at the base after my transformation.  They wanted to make sure nothing was left to chance when they prepared me for my mission.

As I explored myself, I noticed how easily my middle finger slipped inside, and as it did it excited me. I was getting turned on.  At that point I wanted to take myself for a test drive and see what pleasuring myself would be like as a woman and the prospect of getting off as a girl excited me even more than I could imagine.  This was probably because I had watched too much porn as a man and was a pervert.  But hey, at The Resort you’ve got to have something to pass the time, right?  Clearly, I did my fair share of viewing adult materials.

Just as I was getting ready to get under way, I was surprised when I heard a voice, “Allison?”

“Yes?” I replied.

“Hey honey, I’m around the corner and not looking in I promise.  Dinner will be ready in about thirty minutes, okay?”

“Okay, thank you,” I replied, trying to seem like everything was normal and I wasn’t fondling myself in the shower.

“Sorry.  I’m leaving now and will see you downstairs.”

Well shit!  So much for that great idea.  However, I could work on that later as my current priority was to get ready, go downstairs and have dinner with my husband. So, I finished up my shower quickly as there was much to do before meeting Rex.

After drying off, I put on a bathrobe and then headed off to the bedroom where I found my underwear drawer and pulled out a pair of bikini panties and a bra and put them on.  The bra was initially a bit of a challenge, but with a little engineering I was eventually able to get it hooked.  Then it was off to the closet and initially I thought about putting on a pair of pants and a top as I wasn’t sure how girly I wanted to get that early in the game as my male tendencies were still alive and kicking.  Right about then I remembered something that Chad had told me on the jet about Allison when we returned to the U.S. from The Resort. The intel on her said she wore pants suits when on business trips, but the rest of the time preferred dresses almost exclusively.  Then, right in front of me, I spied a purple dress which I took off the hanger and slipped over my head and as I looked at myself in the mirror noticed that it was a perfect fit, was flattering, and fell about six inches above my knees.

Returning to the bathroom, I dried my hair and then brushed it and quickly noticed that I needed makeup.  Damn it!  This girl thing was clearly a lot of work.  Grabbing my cell phone, I did an online search on how to apply makeup and then watched a step-by-step online video which guided me through the process.  I probably could have done a better job, but overall, I did pretty well for an amateur. 

There I stood with my war paint on, and my lips were now a brilliant shade of red and I didn’t look half bad, in my opinion.  However, there was still something missing.  Looking into in my jewelry box, I pulled out a pair of gold hoop earrings, a cross necklace and a bracelet and added them to my ensemble. I noticed how those items added a nice finishing touch.

Now back in my closet, I began to look for shoes and noticed that Allison had a lot of heels, which were the last thing I wanted to wear because after walking across the desert in them and being in them every minute since arriving at home my feet needed a break.

As I walked downstairs Rex was standing at the base of the staircase waiting on me and as I stepped onto the floor he asked, “Feeling better?”

“I am, thank you.”

“You look refreshed.”

“I feel refreshed.”

“I see you’ve decided to go barefoot,” he said.

Looking down at my painted toes I asked, “Is that okay?”

“Perfectly fine by me, but Allison normally wears heels everywhere she goes, even around the house most of the time.”

“You said this is my home and you want me to feel comfortable, right?”

“By all means.”

“This is what makes me comfortable.  After crash landing, waking up with no identity, spending five days drinking bottled water and eating peanuts, and then walking five miles across the desert in heels at night, they’re the last thing I want to wear.”

“You know, I like seeing this new side of you.”

“What side Rex?”

Shrugging his shoulders he replied, “Letting your hair down so to speak and not giving a shit about being so prim and proper.  It’s nice seeing you relax like this because you normally wouldn’t wear a casual dress like you are and run around the house with no shoes.  It’s actually quite refreshing.”

“Is it almost like I’m another person?”

“Yes, it kind of is.”

Shrugging my shoulders, I said, “I wish I could remember who I was and what I was like, I really do, but I can’t remember any details of my life, it’s all just a blur.  It must be really bizarre having me back as I am now.”

“It is not bizarre, and like I said, I love you, and that includes the old as well as the new Allison.”

Smiling at him, I put my arm through his and then said, “I’m starved.  Let’s go eat.”

As we walked toward the dining room he turned and smiled at me briefly and then returned his gaze forward again.

“What?” I asked.

“Like I said earlier, I’m liking the new you, you’re so ….”

“Down to Earth?”

“Exactly.”


Chapter 5

After a full checkup by a physician in Fort Worth I was given a clean bill of health.  The good doctor pretty much echoed what the one in Alpine had said the day before.  I was in good condition and the only thing left to do was wait on my memory to return on its own and there were no other options, at least that’s what he told us.  He did mention that shock therapy and hypnosis were sometimes used as alternative forms of treatment but were typically reserved for situations where the subject needed to regain their memory in a hurry.  My response to that was no way in hell.

Allison’s office was downtown Fort Worth and she worked out it almost every day until recently.  However, since I allegedly had a total memory loss, there was no need for me to go in because I wouldn’t know what to do if I was there, so why bother.  My administrative assistant, Tina, brought documents out to the house on a daily basis for my review and signature, and since I wasn’t totally familiar with a lot of the projects that were in the works there was a lot more signing than reviewing.  One day after we had taken care of some business I sat at my desk and began looking through my drawers and discovered that Allison was the owner of a .9mm and by all rights it was now mine.  Did she have it for home protection?  Or was it simply because it was Texas, and everybody owned a gun?

Tina and I would typically meet in my home office, which was very nice by the way, as well as spacious and was lavishly furnished.  It was clear that Allison had good taste, liked nice things, and had spared no expense in furnishing it.  I guess it was good to be rich.  Personally, I had always been a bit of a minimalist and bargain shopped but since the stuff was already bought and paid for, I would just have to live with it. 

It had been four days since walking out of the desert as Allison and I was working on getting into the groove of being her and had become familiar with the house, the servants, and had also gotten to know Rex a little better.  The previous night I’d had sex with him and not because I had planned it.  After going to bed I had decided to enjoy my new body a bit and began to get myself revved up by playing with my breasts and had subsequently started to rub on my privates as well.  There was a knock on the door and the first thing that I thought was shit!  Timing is everything. 

Despite the fact that I was naked I was under the covers, which hid a multitude of sins, I felt safe saying, “Come in.”

Peeking his head in the door, Rex said, “Sorry to disturb you honey, but I wanted to let you know I will be gone most of the day tomorrow on business.”

Smiling at him, I said, “Thanks for letting me know.”

“Well, I will let you get some rest so hopefully I will see you in the morning before I leave.  If not, I’ll see you when I return.  Good night.”

Already turned on I thought to myself, why not invite him in?  After all he is my husband, and I will have to fuck him at some point so why not now?  I was already incredibly turned on and for some odd reason the thought of having sex with him no longer seemed as distasteful as it had previously. The more I looked at him, the more I realized he was quite an attractive man.  I couldn’t believe I was having such thoughts.  What was going on with me?  Perhaps it was my new biochemistry changing the way I think.  The more I thought about it, the more I realized it was a good idea and that having sex with him would potentially help speed along the investigation and would also satisfy me at the same time because I was super revved up and ready to go.

Just as he was about to close the door I said, “Rex?”

“Yeah sweetie.”

“Would you like to join me?”

Entering he closed the door, walked across the room, and sat down on the bed next to me and said, “This is a surprise,” and then smiled warmly at me.

“Like you’ve been telling me the past couple of days, I’m just full of surprises.”

Chuckling he asked, “Allison, are you sure?  After all, your memory has not fully returned, and you don’t actually remember me.”

Shrugging my bare shoulders I said, “Perhaps not, but you are my husband and I apparently love you, otherwise I wouldn’t have married you.  Plus, it’s a wife’s duty to take care of her man. Considering how attentive you’ve been to me the past few days, making sure that I’m healthy and happy, I want to show you my gratitude.”

“Allison honey, you know that you don’t have to show me anything.  You’re my wife and this is your home and it’s not necessary to prove to me that you are grateful and the last thing I want you to do is sleep with me because you feel that you must.  We can wait until you get at least part of your memory back.”

“It’s not just that Rex, we are husband and wife, and making love is something married couples do.  Perhaps you just don’t find me attractive any longer.”

“That’s not the case at all Allison.  You are the most beautiful woman on this planet, which is one of the reasons that I married you.”

“Then what’s the problem?”

“I want nothing more than for us to make love, but I want you to be sure and in your right mind, that’s all.  And by the way, it’s been killing me not being able to be with you the past few days.  You wouldn’t believe how badly I’ve wanted you.”

“Get up,” I said, and he got off the bed and stood beside it.

Throwing the covers back I showed him my naked body and then smiled and said, “Tell me you don’t want me, right now.”

Suddenly he kicked his shoes off and joined me and we began to kiss passionately all the while our hands caressing one another’s bodies.  After a couple of minutes I said, “Rex, you’ve got too many clothes on, and he completely stripped at lightning speed and climbed back in.

“Rex, suck on my titties,” I said, and I then pushed his head downward and he immediately took my nipple into his mouth and sucked on it ever so gently which was driving me out of my mind, and I couldn’t believe how turned on I was, and I needed satisfaction and quickly.  At that moment every fiber of my being was screaming for relief and somehow, call it instinct, I knew there was but one thing that would fulfill me, which was to have my husband deep inside me.

“Oh God, I can’t take much more.  I want you right now baby.”

Moving his head downward he said, “Let me help get you ready.”

Shaking my head I said, “No, I’m more than ready.  Put it in baby.”

Now between my legs and directly over me he massaged his tip against my entrance several times and each time that he did it drove me wild and caused me to moan.

“Oh Rex, that feels so good.”

Without warning he entered me and because I was so turned on, he slipped right in without issue, and I absolutely loved the sensation I experienced as he filled me up completely.  He then began to move in and out very slowly while we kissed, which was very romantic, and turned me on even more.  I couldn’t believe how much I was enjoying myself and on top of that I felt at ease with the entire situation.  Even though I was having sex with a man, it felt like the most natural thing in the world, and I was loving every minute of it.  I couldn’t believe how much I was enjoying being a woman who at that moment was getting drilled by her husband.

With my feet hiked high into the air I said, “Rex, I want you to hammer me.” 

Looking down at me, he grinned and then obeyed my command and started to pick up speed.  Every time he slammed against my womanhood I cried out as the pleasure was absolutely incredible.  I just couldn’t get enough and truly loved the sensation of how deeply he was penetrating me with each stroke.

What he was doing was wonderful and I was thoroughly enjoying it, but I wanted more and then ordered, “Harder sweetie.  Please, please, fuck me harder.”  He then began to pound my swollen womanhood without mercy causing even more intense waves of ecstasy to travel throughout my body from head to toe.

Having been a man before I knew he was close to orgasm. I could tell by the speed and rhythm at which he was hammering me.  I could also feel that his member was fully swollen and screaming for release, and he wasn’t going to last long.  That was okay because I wasn’t either and was on the verge of an orgasm myself.

In an instant, I climaxed and as I did my back arched slightly and I let out a loud cry that I hoped the household staff would not hear.  Just as quickly he released himself inside me, which was all too evident by the contorted expression on this face, and after a few final strokes he finally fell on top of me exhausted.

“Oh Allison, that was wonderful,” he said while gasping for breath.

“I feel the same way,” I replied.

As I lay there holding him, I was satisfied, not only from the sex but also emotionally.  The feeling I had buzzing around inside me was truly wonderful and left me with a warm glow that I had never experienced as a man, and it was difficult to put into words.  However, it was as if though we had connected in some way that was beyond physical. As crazy as it sounds, I felt that I had developed a bond on link of some sort with him.  I know it all sounds insane but those were the thoughts and feelings that were running through my head at the time.

Continuing to lay there I also felt a sense of satisfaction from fulfilling his sexual desires and I loved the newfound power that I had discovered.  In a way, it was almost like magic, and I thought about how I could use it to get anything and everything that I wanted from him whenever I needed to because men are powerless against it.  Being a member of the fairer sex definitely had its advantages.

The two of us ending up spending the night together and making love again just before he left the next morning.  From my experience with Rex that night, I learned that it wasn’t so bad being a woman after all. As a result, I knew that I was going to enjoy it as there was something I absolutely loved about being the girl in a relationship, as I had just experienced.


Chapter 6

After looking through Rex’s home office multiple times I found nothing and was disappointed, leading me to believe that if he had information on what he was planning he was storing it somewhere else.  However, the computer sitting on his desk was something I hadn’t tried to get into yet as I had no idea what the password was and couldn’t find any where he might have scribbled it down in the immediate area either.  Now that we had connected, I might be able to find it out during the throws of passion, but I still didn’t want to seem too obvious and ask, “Hey what’s the password to your laptop?” as he was about to come.

Since I’d found nothing and was unable to work at my regular job as Allison Church real estate magnate, I had the afternoon off and decided to spend some time by the pool.  Since board shorts weren’t very lady like I put on a black bikini and settled into a lounge chair next to the pool.  The staff was kind enough to bring me a cocktail so I could enjoy the afternoon even more while I took in the sun, and with a good book in hand, a spy thriller actually, I was all set. 

As I turned through the pages of the work of fiction and thought of how my life had been more exciting than the central character in the book, I suddenly noticed someone standing near me and as I glanced at the middle-aged man wearing a golf shirt, shorts, and ball cap he asked, “Ma’am I’m here to clean the pool.  Is this a good time?”

Taking a closer look at him, I saw that it was Chad and I said, “Oh, it’s you.”

He gave me a quick shake of his head and I added, “I mean oh, you, the pool guy.”

“Yes, is it okay for me to clean the pool?”

Setting my book down I stood up and then said, “Sure.  That will be fine.”

He then whispered, “Walk with me around the pool and act like you are talking to me about something to do with the pool because your staff may be listening.”

Speaking somewhat loudly I asked, “Do you have a minute for me to talk to you about the pool?  I have a few questions.”

“Of course, I do,” he replied.

We began to walk around the pool and as we did, I acted as though I was asking questions about it and the service they provided and was giving him instructions on how I wanted the service performed.  I wanted to appear convincing as the last thing that was needed was for me to look like I knew the pool guy, because I wasn’t supposed to know anybody at all because I supposedly had amnesia.

Speaking at low volume he asked, “So how’s it going?”

“I’m hanging in there.  Is that the best the agency could do?  Sending you in as the pool boy?”

“I prefer the term aquatic technician.”

“Whatever dude.”

“Found anything?”

“Zero, just like I called in on my cell with the special software installed on it.  Don’t worry, I will keep looking.”

“I know, I heard it.”

“Then why are you here?”

“Do you need anything?”

“Need anything?  At the beginning of this mission, you told me I was on my own.”

“Well yeah, you kind of still are.”

Taking a business card out of his pants pocket he handed it to me and as I examined it saw it was quite unremarkable and I then said, “Thanks, I’ll call you for all my pool service needs.”

“Feel how the card is a little big thicker than normal?”

“Yes, now that you mention it.”

“It will unlock any electronic device such as a cell or computer.  Just place it near the USB port, speak into your cell’s microphone so we can hear you and we will activate it.  Once the device is unlocked tell us so we can turn it off because it has a limited battery life.  Got it?”

“Got it.  This will come in handy.  Now I can check Rex’s laptop as well as the one in my home office, which I’m currently locked out of because I can’t find the password.”

Taking a quick up and down scan of me he smiled, and I then asked, “What’s so funny?”

“I see you decided to go swimming.”

“Yes, Einstein that’s a brilliant observation.  I’m sure you picked up on that because I was by the pool and wearing a swimsuit.”

Quickly shrugging his eyebrows, he said, “I’ll say one thing Eric, you’re looks have definitely improved.”

With a pissed off look on my face, I replied, “Remember, I look this way because you came to me at The Resort, so hold off on the wise ass remarks.”

“Did not mean to offend.”

“You did, and if you fuck with me anymore, I’ll go upstairs and take the .9mm out of my desk drawer and use it on you.  Do you feel me?”

“Sorry.  So, sounds like you have adequate home protection.”

Nodding I added, “Very, and let’s not forget the security detail that accompanies us everywhere we go and also guard the estate.”

With a concerned look on his face, he then asked, “Yes, I guess that’s true isn’t it.”

After a few moments he asked, “Why wasn’t there a member of the security team on the aircraft that went down?”

‘Didn’t we go over that?  One flew with Allison from Fort Worth to Corpus Christi where she was checking on a construction project, and while there fell ill.  He was taken to the ER to get checked for chest pains and afterward flew back to DFW on a commercial airline.  A replacement was going to be flown to Las Vegas to accompany her to a couple of business meetings during her stay.  Unfortunately, the aircraft never made it to Sin City, but you know all that because you were the one that told me.  Why are you bringing it up now?”

Shaking his head, he said, “I don’t know, but when you mentioned that the security detail accompanies you everywhere you go, it made me think.  Maybe it’s nothing, but it sure is coincidental that the guy didn’t get on the plane, which just happened to go down.”

“Chad, do you think there’s a link?”

Nodding his head, he replied, “Let me put in a call to a friend of mine at NTSB and see if I can get a heads up on what they’ve found, because there were no preliminary findings when they viewed the wreckage.  Maybe they’ve reviewed the black box by now.  I will let you know what I find.”

“How?  I can talk to you, but you can’t talk to me.”

“See the social media contacts on the business card?”

I looked at the card and said, “Yep, see several of them listed.”

“Go to Friend Face, make sure you open an incognito tab first, and be sure you are using a VPN as well.  Then use the messaging feature on the website, I will be on the other end.”

Our stroll around the entire circumference of the pool had brought us back to where we had started and I then asked him, loudly enough for any staff that might be near enough to us to hear our conversation, “So do you think you can get that taken care of?  I like a nice-looking swimming pool and want to be able to use it whenever I want and not have to worry about it being dirty or unfit to swim in.”

With a smirk, he replied, “Yes ma’am you can count on it.”

“Thank you,” and I then returned to my lounge chair and picked up my book and continued reading.

Just as Chad was about to walk away, I asked, “By the way,”

Turning around he asked, “Yes Miss?”

“Will you ask the staff to bring me another drink, as I’m absolutely parched from being out here in the sun?”

Rolling his eyes up in his head he replied, “I will be glad to.”


Chapter 7

Not long after Chad left the estate, which was about noon, I decided to wrap up my pool visit and put on a cover up since I didn’t want to run around the house in nothing but my bikini.  For one, I didn’t want the male members of the household staff gawking at me, and two, the A/C worked quite well in the mansion and without something on I would freeze to death.  All my life I had wondered why women always said they were cold, but after becoming one I fully understood what they were talking about.  My days of complaining that I was hot and needed to keep my surroundings at a constant sixty-eight degrees were over.

It was 3 p.m. and I thought about checking Rex’s laptop to see if I could find anything related to the investigation, but not knowing when he would return from Dallas I decided to wait until tomorrow when he would once again be gone all day because I certainly didn’t want to get caught snooping.

Perhaps there was something on my laptop?  That was the safest place to start, and I headed down the hall to my home office where I sat down at my desk, opened the lid and it began to boot up, eventually reaching the login screen.  I took the business card that Chad had given me and put it near the USB port and then spoke into my cell phone, “Pool business card is in position by my laptop.  Open sesame.”

About thirty seconds later the login screen vanished and I was on the desktop, and I spoke into my cell, “Success.”

I then started the computer’s VPN client and opened a secure browser whose icon was prominently displayed on the desktop.  After opening the browser, I then went to the pool service’s social media page and started a chat session and said, Hello, and then spoke into my mobile phone and said, “I’m interested in liking your social media page and I’m there now.”

How can I be of service to you today?

Just wanted to check pricing, I replied.

If you need to ask you can’t afford us.

I think I can afford anything that I want buddy.

There’s no doubt about that.  Hey, wanted to let you know that I talked to my friend, they are going to hold off on releasing the findings for a few more days but the jet was tampered with and that’s why it went down.  Apparently, the avionics had been screwed with prior to departure from Corpus Christi and an hour into the trip fell out of the sky because of a power failure in the system.

Causing it to fall to the ground

Exactly

Shit dude.  This no longer seems like a coincidence.

I agree, be careful, you may have been the target, and still may be.

We can’t rule it out, but who would want to kill me?  

You’ve not been fucking around on your husband, have you?

Yes, with an intelligence agent named Chad.

Sounds liked a nice guy.

Not really, he has a small dick, a terrible personality, is cheap, has no redeeming characteristics whatsoever and doesn’t even make me laugh, which is all a girl really wants in the end.

Look, I don’t know how to advise you but if you get in trouble just speak into your phone and let us know.

And you will come with the calvary?

Probably not, but at least we will know if they kill you and can follow them when they dump the body and recover you for a proper burial.

I should have stayed at The Resort.

But you were bored to death there.

I think the key word in this conversation is death.

Just do your best and stay in touch.  And by the way, your laptop password is M@1td0wN, that’s what our decryption program interpreted anyway.  Good luck.

I quickly wrote the password down on a note pad because I would never remember it and then closed the browser in case someone walked up behind me. It would be hard explaining why I was chatting with the pool service when they had just been there that very day.

Well, there it was. The business jet Allison was on was sabotaged and it sure seemed like someone wanted her dead.  But who?  Could it have been Rex?  He had plenty of money and definitely wouldn’t be doing it for the life insurance. Plus, from what I could tell seemed to adore her, or should I say me, and I had seen firsthand how much he loved me the night before and again this morning.  Then again was it all just an act?  Maybe he had a girlfriend who was younger and prettier than I was, and he was ready to upgrade and wanted to get me out of the way.  I doubted it because in my opinion I was one hot piece of ass.

I then began sifting through the files on the laptop and then came to a folder called Melt Down.  Looking back at the laptop password I noticed a similarity between the two and apparently it was significant.  As I thought about the name, I asked myself what it could be?  A game?  Looking through the folder I found a variety of files including one that was named NorthAmericanCoastline.  As I clicked on it, a map of North America popped up and from what I could tell the graphic appeared quite normal.  Then after a few seconds it became clear that it was an animated image as the water levels began to slowly rise and over the next fifteen seconds portions of the Gulf Coast, Florida, and the East Coast were suddenly submerged.  What was I looking at?  The last time I had seen anything like this was in a science magazine and the topic was what would happen if the polar ice caps melted.

I was startled as I heard Rex’s voice behind me saying, “I see you’ve gotten into your laptop,” and as I turned my head, he was standing there looking at me.  He then walked up to the desk and asked, “So you remembered your password?”

Nodding I said, “Yes, somehow it just came to me, I don’t know how but it just did.”

“Do you remember anything else?”

Shaking my head, I said, “No.  But remember how the doctor said my memory would probably return?  Here’s the first thing that has come back to me.  I remembered the password to my computer.  Hopefully I will continue to recall things and have my memory back before I know it.”

“So, what are you looking at my dear?”

“It’s some sort of an animated image, here, let me restart it for you so you can see.”

“That’s okay, I’ve seen it before.  Do you remember it?”

Shaking my head, I said, “No, it doesn’t look familiar at all.  What is this, Rex?”

“It’s your plan for saving the world.”


Chapter 8

“What?”

Nodding he said, “Look at the other files and you will see the coastlines of all the world’s continents and what’s going to happen to them as well.”

“Rex, what are you talking about?”

“None of this sounds even remotely familiar?”

Shaking my head, I asked, “Rex, what’s this all about?”

After you and I first met a couple of years ago we began to talk about making the world a better place and how it seemed virtually impossible to do considering the current situation in every country on the planet.  That’s when we came up with Operation Melt Down, which was mostly your idea.”

“I definitely don’t remember any of this.”

“We determined that to fix the problems of the planet a great reset was necessary because that was the only way to break the hold the current system has on the world today. In order to pull it off it had to be something big.  You got the idea after a ski trip we had taken to Colorado when you slipped and fell on an icy sidewalk, and that’s where you got the idea for what we are getting ready to do.  We then had a group of researchers at a chemical company begin development of a compound that would melt even the thickest ice and very effectively at that, and in no time we had exactly what we needed.  Then when the bankrupt cargo airline fell into our laps it was like a dream come true as we had the rest of the tools that were needed to finish our task.”

“Rex, what exactly are we planning to do?”

“We’re going to melt the polar ice caps.”

“I definitely don’t remember any of this.  Why?  How is that going to help save the planet?”

“As we begin the spray the compound over the poles with our fleet of tankers and the waters begin the rise governments will begin to wonder exactly what caused this and will blame it all on global warming, having no idea that we were behind it.  After all the ice is melted the powers that be will sign onto any clean energy initiative that is put before them, because the evidence of what happens when you don’t take care of Mother Earth will be all too clear.”

“This sounds mad, do you know how many people will be displaced around the globe?  It could be billions.”

“Right about three billion which is what you and I estimated Allison, since almost forty percent of the population live coastlines.  You and I have been over all of this multiple times, you just don’t remember it.  Anyway, as the ice begins to melt stock markets will struggle to stay afloat as coastlines sink.  That’s why we are getting ready to liquidate many of our positions in this overpriced market so we can get top dollar.  Then as securities fall, we will pick up stocks at bargain basement prices, as Wall Street melts down too, just like the ice.  With many of the world’s major cities under water we will need new ones, which will be built along the gulf and eastern seaboard, by us and a few of our friends. These cities will be environmentally friendly and will also have public transportation systems eliminating the need for automobiles.”

“So, to save the planet we are going to destroy civilization?”

“Great empires, as well as cities, have come and gone since the dawn of civilization, is this any different?  We know almost exactly where the new urban centers will be, including Memphis, which in a few decades will be a bigger powerhouse than any east coast city ever was and will also have a huge port.  That’s why we’ve been buying up so much land in certain parts of the country, to be ready to start building the new U.S. after the ice melts while a few of our friends internationally will rebuild in other countries.  Plus, think of the economic boom and the jobs that will be created as we build city after city across the new coastlines of America, the prosperity it will generate will be awesome.”

“And I take it we will be huge benefactors of this?”

“Anytime one brings great value and service they will be rewarded and that will be exactly what we will be doing.  I dare say that you and I will very possibly be trillionaires in a few short years.”

“When you say a few short years, I take it that we are planning to do this soon?”

“Spraying will start in three weeks, just as soon as our aircraft are in position to carry out the mission at our bases in Chile and Northern Alaska.”

“And how soon do we expect the ice to fully melt?”

“Within thirty-six months.”

“And I was one of the architects of this?”

“Yes, and you were very passionate about it, and when I saw how excited you were about saving the planet, I decided to go along with you and help finance it because it was something worth doing.  It’s not totally just about money to me, but about helping make the world a better place than it is right now. One that is spinning out of control.  Imagine what it will be like as it all falls into place and we also move people out of rural parts of the country and to the new metropolitan centers, so those areas can be used for farming to feed the world and allowing trees and vegetation to flourish, generating the oxygen we all need to live and breathe.”

“How are we going to force people out of rural areas Rex?”

“You simply make them very undesirable places to live by defunding rural and small-town hospitals, have the federal government pick on landowners over trivial issues including the drilling of water wells and since so many people that live in the country have septic systems, claim that that they are dangerous and can leak into the ground water, to name a few.”

“I see.”

“Private automobile ownership will be banned, all the new factories that will be built will clean burning, and product packaging will be required to be recyclable. Well, these are just a few of the things that you and I, or should I say you in large part, see as part of the planets future.”

“Rex this all comes as a bit of a shock, and I have to admit that I don’t really even know what to say at this point.”

“You know that I love you Allison and would do anything for you and will protect you at all costs, just like I did with Charlie in Corpus Christi.”

“I don’t know what you are talking about Rex.”

“Since Charlie is around us so much, he overheard what we were planning and was going to try and stop us. I found out about this from one of our security team members.  In Corpus he pretended that he was sick and didn’t get on the aircraft because that was all part of his plan since he had sabotaged the plane. He hoped that if he killed you the entire plan would be off, and he would have stopped us.”

“How do you know he sabotaged the aircraft?”

“Money buys lots of favors my dear.  A friend of mine that works at NTSB confirmed that the jet had been tampered with, however, the results have not been officially disclosed yet.”

Damn, the people over at NTSB sure don’t keep a tight lid on their findings.  This was the second time today that I had heard the plane had been sabotaged.

“So, he took it into his own hands?  Why didn’t he just contact the authorities?”

“He knew we might have him terminated if he tried to talk, so he decided to try and fix it himself.  However, don’t worry about him, he’s been taken care of, once and for all, and he will never be seen or heard from again.”

“Oh my God Rex, you had him killed?”

“You’re the love of my life Allison, and nobody had ever dare threaten you or touch a hair on your head.  I am still so grateful that you didn’t die when the aircraft went down because if you had perished, I don’t know what I would have done.”

“I can’t believe my actions ended up leading to outright murder Rex.  Who else has died?”

“No one aside from a handful of our loyalists who were running a company that resold crop dusting equipment.  They got spooked from a very inconsequential incident and the whole thing got completely out of hand and the feds killed them all in a shootout.  Fortunately, we had our bases well covered and the feds didn’t discover the place was simply a front for buying the massive amount of crop-dusting equipment that we had been purchasing.  No one is the wiser and there is no trail back to us.”

Little did he know that someone did know there was a large amount of crop-dusting equipment that had been purchased and that was the reason I was now there as Allison Church.  He also did not know that the microphone on my cell was feeding everything straight back to Chad and his team and the way that Rex was spilling his guts they had way more than they needed to put an end to the insanity that he and Allison were about to initiate.

“I don’t remember any of this, but I do know one thing, we need to stop this immediately and not carry it out,” I said sympathetically.

“What?  After two years of planning?  At this point we must follow through because everything is in place and all we need to do is order the aircraft to start making their runs across the poles. After six weeks of delivering the compound, it will be done and over the next three years every bit of ice will melt, and our plan will be underway.

“I don’t know what kind of person I was before, I truly don’t, but I do know one thing, that I don’t want to be someone who destroys the planet to execute their own agenda so they can bring their personal vision of a new world order into existence.  It’s just wrong and you and I must stop the madness now and let the chips fall where they may.  Mankind may just surprise us Rex and they may not be as fucked up as we think they are.”

“That’s sure a far cry from what you were saying before you lost your memory, about one hundred and eighty degrees.  In some ways it’s almost like it’s not you Allison, but then again I know that it is and you’re just not thinking straight at this point.”

“I may not know who I am, but I do know one thing, I’m not a monster and am going to stop this, Rex.”

“The scheme that you were the mastermind behind?  What are you doing to do?”

“I’m going to go to the authorities.”

“If you report me, you’ll be turning yourself in as well because in the grand scheme of things you’re actually guiltier than I am as far as planning all of this.”

“It’s better than having to live with the knowledge that I ruined the planet.”

I then closed my laptop, grabbed my phone off the desk and stood up and as I turned Rex grabbed me by the wrist and asked, “Where do you think you’re going?”

Trying to pull away from him I demanded, “Let go of me.”

“You’re not going anywhere, and Operation Melt Down is going to move along on schedule and you’re going to keep your mouth shut, after all, you’re the one that started us down this path in the first place.”

“And I’m going to be the one to stop it as well Rex.”

“Like hell.”

I continued to struggle against him and eventually broke free and as soon as I did, he struck me across my face with the back of his hand and I fell to the ground.

“Allison, please, it doesn’t have to be this way, let’s finish what we started.”

Getting to my feet, I said, “We can’t Rex,” and as I turned to head for the door, he came at me once again and I quickly opened the desk drawer and pulled out the gun and aimed it at him, and he stopped in his tracks.

“I know you all too well Allison and you don’t have the guts to shoot me.”

“Stay back Rex, I don’t want to kill you, please don’t make me.”

“So, this is what’s it’s all come down to, I’ve given you everything you’ve asked of me, and this is how you thank me.”

With tears now streaming down my face I said, “All I’m asking is that we don’t do this.  That’s all Rex.  Please, just tell me we are going to end this.”

Shaking his head, he said, “I’m not a quitter Allison, and that’s why I’m where I am today, I never back down and never second guess myself and I always follow through.  As much as I love you, we have to carry this out.”

Shaking my head, I said, “No, I won’t allow it.”

“Then I’d rather die than fail,” and as he lunged toward me, I fired and hit him center mass and he fell to the ground.

Dropping my weapon on the floor I went to his side and as I scanned him saw his starched white shirt was bright red from the blood seeping out of his chest.

Leaning over him bawling, I said, “Rex, I am so sorry.”

Raising his hand and brushing the back of it against my face, he said, “I guess I was wrong; you did have the guts, Allison.”

Struggling to breathe, he said, “Allison, I love you baby, more than you’ll ever know,” and he suddenly stopped breathing and his eyes closed.  He was gone.


Chapter 9

Rex’s death was classified as an accident by The Company, and when Fort Worth P.D. wanted to see the evidence clearing me of shooting, as they were thinking about charging me with his death, the feds told them it was hands off and to leave it alone and that was the end of it.

In the end, I actually felt bad that I had shot and killed Rex and his passing saddened me.  Perhaps it was the fact that I had become a woman and was reacting emotionally.  Maybe that plus the fact that I was his wife and he had exclaimed his love for me many times was a factor as well.  There was also the fact that we had shared an intimate evening together the night before when I gave myself to him completely and did not regret it as he made me feel truly alive in a way I had never experienced.

During the short time I spent with him, he had also been quite good to me and treated me with respect and if he’d lived would have been a good husband and I wouldn’t have hesitated for a moment as far as having his children because he would have been a good father.  I regretted what I had done in that instance and had thought more than once if I had it to do over that I would have found another way.

The chemical compounds that were going to be used to melt the ice were seized by the agency along with the recipe for the stuff and the scientists who created it were sworn to secrecy.  I’m sure it’s now being stored in a government warehouse somewhere along with many other super-secret items that must be hidden away.

After becoming a widow, I was ready to add his estate to mine and be a super billionaire.  That’s what I thought anyway, but I was dead wrong.  Apparently, he left one million dollars to each of his children and none to me because according to his lawyer, Rex said I had enough as I had plenty of my own money.  The rest was left to a foundation so it could be distributed to a variety of charities, and that included the house.

That’s okay I thought, I’ve still got plenty of money, after all Allison sold her tech company and got a fortune and was now a real estate mogul.  Turned out that Ms. Church had made some bad investments, lost a lawsuit in a major way, and owed IRS money in back taxes, leaving her with a net worth of $25,000 when all was said and done, which I got to keep.  In the end, I was no longer a billionairess and on top of that I was a woman.  Things definitely hadn’t played out the way I had planned, but that was alright, I was going to be okay.

Allison had always been prominent in business but that wasn’t really an option because it was her that was knowledgeable about tech and real estate and not me.  Her consciousness was gone and in reality, I was simply someone that looked like her. 

After a few months I had to leave the mansion because it had been sold and I wasn’t sure where I was going to go and what I was going to do and suddenly a career opportunity came up that I never expected.  I was offered a job at The Resort and became the facility director, commonly referred to as an overseer by the permanent residents, which I think is a much nicer word than warden.  The only difference is that I get paid for what I do and can leave from time to time.  Rank has its privileges and I have much nicer quarters than before which I share with Chad, who also works with me and is my right-hand guy.  I frequently refer to him as number two.  Anyway, we became romantically entangled shortly after the case ended and one thing led to another, and I fell in love with the guy, and we got married.  Never in a million years would I have thought I’d be a woman and attracted to men, but I guess my biochemistry had a mind of its own because at that point I couldn’t imagine not being a woman as it just felt so right.

So that’s the story of how I went from being a secret agent, to a prisoner, then became a woman, saved the world, went broke, and ended up back at The Resort, running the place with the new love of my life.  Sometimes he can be a bit of a smart ass but that’s okay because I love a man who makes me laugh which in the end is all we girls really want.

Check out Madison McCall’s other books in the Kindle store at Amazon.com
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