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Chapter 1

Destin, Florida  9:32 a.m.

Stirring from his slumber, Gordon Heath looks over at the bedside clock to check the time and then promptly returns his head to the pillow.  The bed felt spectacular, and with it being a Sunday morning he was tempted to stay in it a bit longer as tomorrow he wouldn’t have the opportunity to be a lay about since it would be back to work.  Thinking this was one of the few days each week where he and his wife could spend quality time together he contemplated a quickie, and with his wife being the accommodating bride that she was he anticipated that would not be a problem.  Rolling over he saw that her back was facing him so it was clear that she was still sleeping, and he wondered if he should wake her or not.  While lying there contemplating what to do, he suddenly noticed that there was a weight on his chest, and as he put his hands on the top of his shirt, he felt large mounds underneath.  Running his hands under his pajama top he could feel breasts, honest to goodness breasts.  By this time, he was noticing an irritation on the side of his face, almost like something hanging down the side of his head.  As he examined the situation, he ended up discovering that it was long, dark brown hair, as indicated by the faint light peeking through the side of the bedroom curtain.

Muttering, “What the fuck?” he was shocked as his voice had also changed and now sounded like a woman’s.  This had clearly woken up his wife Elizabeth who rolled over toward him, and as she opened her eyes they instantly became wider as she saw a woman lying where her husband should have been she let out a scream.  Gordon, with his new female voice also let out a high pitch shrill as well.

Folsom, California  5:30 a.m.

Inmates rise and shine before the sun comes up as the day starts early at correctional facilities such as Folsom Prison, and a stern looking prison guard who had clearly seen his share of action was inspecting cells making sure that everyone was up.  Passing a cell, he saw a prisoner sitting on the side of the bed and his bunk mate was standing there talking to him and there seemed to be some level of confusion.

“Smith, get off that bunk and get your ass moving,” the guard called out.

Entering the cell and heading toward the bunk the inmate that was standing stepped to the side, and as the prisoner sitting on the side of the bed came into full view the guard said, “What the hell?”

There in place of the inmate he referred to as Smith, #8749523, sat a beautiful young woman in her early thirties with shoulder length jet black hair with a confused look on her face.

The guard moved his mouth toward the microphone which was attached to the top of his shirt and pressed the button, “I need a supervisor to cell 211D, now!” he said excitedly.

The voice coming back through the speaker asked, “Hey is everything okay?”

Replying the guard said, “You ain’t gonna believe this shit.”

Near Gatlinburg, Tennessee  Early morning, First light

Walking up on the camp site where he and his friend had spent the night Tim said in a loud voice, “Alex, let’s go.”   

Packing up his gear, Tim looked up from time to time to see if there had been any movement from his friend’s tent but there was none so he called out, “You know, if you’d wanted to have slept in we could have stayed home, but camping and fishing?  How often do we get to do this?  Come on, get ‘em up,” he said as he tapped on the fabric of the navy-blue tent where his friend had been sleeping.

Finally, there was a stirring and the next thing that Tim saw was the zipper on Alex’s tent moving downward.  Now looking away and continuing to pack up his gear he added, “You must’ve been tired, are you normally that hard to wake up?”

As he turned toward his friend he asked, “You want to eat something before we get going?”

Catching sight of the form now standing there before him Tim stopped cold in his tracks as it was not his old buddy but a young woman with long curly red hair, wearing Alex’s clothes.  Looking at her he shook his head, smiled and said, “Alex!  He’s something.  Out here in the middle of nowhere in the middle of the woods and he just can’t stay away from the ladies.  By the way, what’s your name?  I’m Tim.”

Standing there with a perplexed look on her face she attempted to speak and then stopped and put her hand on her chest and her mouth fell open.  Continuing she says, “Oh my God, what’s happened to my voice?”

Shrugging his shoulders Tim says, “You sound okay to me.  Hey, will you do me a favor and wake Alex up?  We need to get moving if we’re going to get any fishing at all done today.  You’re more than welcome to go with us but you’ll need to get yourself ready.”

Finally, eking out a few words she says, “Tim, it’s me.”

Laughing he said, “Me who?  You’ve still not told me your name.”

Shaking her head, she says, “No, listen, Tim, it’s me, Alex.”

Unfazed he says, “So, your name is Alex too.  Big deal, it’s a common name with guys and girls.  Are you going to wake him up or what?”

Shaking her head once again she says, “No dickhead, it’s me, Alex, your old buddy.  Look, something has happened to me and I sound like a female, and …., what’s this?  I’ve got long red hair and …., geez, are these breasts under my shirt?”

Laughing Tim said, “So you’re saying you are Alex?  And you’ve been transformed into a woman?”

Nodding he said, “Yes.”

“Where the fuck is Alex?” Tim said as he practically knocked her over climbing into the tent in an effort to find his friend, and after a moment he returned and looked at her and asked, “Where’s Alex?”

“Right here.  Look, aren’t these the clothes I wore yesterday?”

Putting his hand on his chin for a moment he replied, “For all I know Alex could have had you put those on, and I suspect he and you are trying to play a trick on me.  Hmmm.  Okay, if it really is you then prove it.”

The young woman rolled up her right sleeve and there on her arm was a tattoo of a red heart with the name Taylor on it.  Tim moistened his finger with his spit and attempted to rub the ink off of it but could not.

“She totally broke my heart Tim, and after I had this put on my arm for her, she ran off with that douchebag with the motorcycle.”

Looking at her intently Tim then said, “Dude!  Is it really you?”

About to burst into tears she said, “I’m afraid so.  Tim, what am I going to do?”

Omaha, Nebraska  Sunday morning, 9:30 a.m.

A man and woman in their early forties are sitting at their kitchen table, each reading a section of the newspaper.  The dirty dishes on the table indicate that they’ve just had breakfast; however, they continue to sip coffee from their mugs from time to time, still glued to the articles they are reading.

Suddenly the man says in a loud voice, “Jonathan, you’d better come down and have breakfast.  We’ll be leaving for church in about an hour,” and subsequently took another sip of coffee.

“How many times is that you’ve called him now?” the woman asked.

“Two or three.”

“Baby, do you think he’ll ever be able to function in the real world?  I mean like a normal person would.  One who can get out of bed, hold a job, you know basic stuff,” she asked.

“You know how kids with his condition are my love.”

Nodding she said, “Yep, bad case of Millennialitis.”

“God help us all,” the man said.

Looking up, they are surprised as a young dark headed woman with long hair enters the kitchen and makes her way over to the coffee pot, subsequently taking a mug and filling with java, immediately afterward pulling out a chair and sitting down at the kitchen table.  The man and woman just sit there looking at the young woman who finally responds and says, “What?” and then stops as she hears her voice and places her palm on her chest.

The man and woman turn and look at each other and their mouths fall open.

San Antonio, Texas  Lackland Air Force Base, Reveille.  5:06 a.m.

M.Sgt. Tyrone Williams is a tough 17-year veteran and a top-notch training instructor with the U.S. Air Force.  Walking up the stairs he is red hot as three of his recruits did not fall out for reveille.  Goddamn kids, he thinks to himself, if the Russians or the Chinese decided to invade, we would be so screwed. 

As he enters the barracks his plan is to give the three of them the ass reaming of their life, and that was just for starters, as laying up in the bed and not falling out is inexcusable.

Looking across the bay he sees three forms congregated near one of the bunks and as he approaches them, he is yelling at the top of his lungs like there is no tomorrow, “What the fuck is wrong with you maggots?  You know you have to fall out for roll call ….”

As he finally sees them, he realizes that they are not the three young men that were missing, but three young women, all wearing fatigues.  Examining the labels embroidered on their shirts he sees the names, Crouch, Jennings, and Baker.

“What the hell?  Ladies?  What are you doing in my barracks?” he asked.

The brunette wearing the camouflage top that displayed Jennings said in a shaky voice, “Sir, it’s us, something’s happened to us.”

Looking at the other two females, one blonde and the other a brunette M.Sgt. Williams could see that they were frightened and almost crying.  Finally, in a crackling voice the one wearing the shirt with the name badge reading Baker said, “Sgt. Williams, please, help us, please.”


Chapter 2

While sitting at my desk my cell phone began to vibrate and as I picked it up, I could see it was my boss Zack, so I pressed answer.

“Hey sweetie,” I said in an affectionate tone.

“Mattie, would you and Jill come down to my office and see me?”

“Okay, but Jill ran down to the canteen to get us some coffee and will be back in a couple of minutes.  Is it an emergency?  Do I need to tell her to come back right now?”

“It’s very important, so when she gets back the two of you come on down to my office immediately,” he said in a very matter of fact tone.

“Will do babe, see you in a minute.  Love you.”

“Love you too,” he said, and we hung up.

In the event you are wondering why I was so friendly with my co-worker Zack, the guy I was talking to on the phone is because he is my husband and my section chief, so I guess you might say I’m sleeping with the boss.  By the way, I’m Mattie Powers, an agent with ACE, American Counterintelligence and Espionage, and I’m one of the good guys, or should I say good gurls?  The thing of it is I was not always a good gurl but started out as a guy named Matt Powers.  It sounds completely unbelievable but there’s a completely rational explanation.  While working on a case a year and a half ago I was involved in an automobile accident and ended up paralyzed.  In an attempt to restore my life to some level of normalcy I was given the opportunity to obtain a new body, which I accepted.  However, after a series of scientific mishaps I ended up as a twenty-seven-year-old female, now twenty-eight and a half, and married to my handler and friend of many years. 

“Here you go, one latte, just like you asked for,” Jill said with a smile and then set the paper cup down on my desk.

Looking at her standing there before me I thought of how much I absolutely love Jill.  She is such a good friend, and since the day I transitioned she has been my best friend and had truly helped me through those early times.  She had recently returned from California after an extended stay and I was glad that she was back.  Her move out to the west coast was supposed to have been a permanent one but things did not work out with the gentleman she was engaged to so she decided to return home, and I was thrilled she was back.

“By the way, Zack just called, and he wants to see us, sounds important,” I said.

Taking a slurp of her coffee she said, “Then let’s not keep him waiting.”

Standing up I grabbed my drink and we started walking down the corridor in the direction of Zack’s office and as we strolled I put my arm through hers and said, “Jill, I am so glad you’re back with us.”

“Girl, I’m glad to be back if you want to know the truth.”

“You are?” I asked.

Nodding she said, “It’s truly for the best.  If we had gotten married, we would just have ended up getting divorced, so why bother, right?”

“I hope you don’t mind me asking you a personal question.”

“Of course not.”

“Why did you not realize earlier that the two of you had such different personalities and were such extreme opposites?  Like I said, if that’s not too personal of a question.”

“Mattie, nothing’s ever too personal with your bestie.  The reason was that when the two of us met we were having all this mind-blowing sex right?  Then after we finally stopped screwing and started living in the real world, we realized how incompatible we were, and the rest is history.”

Arriving at Zack’s office the door was open, and he was on the phone.  Motioning us in with his left hand we entered and each took a seat.

“Yes sir, they just got here and I’m getting ready to brief them, and I’ll get them working on it immediately.  Thank you, sir,” and he then hung up the receiver.  He subsequently got up and walked over to the door, closed it, and then returned to his seat behind his desk.

“That was the director I was talking to and he is very interested in the case that I’m about to assign to you,” he said.

“From the tone in your voice Zack this sounds extremely important,” I said.

Having been married to Zack for almost a year and a half, fifteen months actually, I’d gotten fairly good at reading him. Call it women’s intuition, so I could tell that something was up.

Taking the remote control off his desk he pointed it at the big screen TV on his office wall and after displaying the manufacturer’s name the first frame in the slide show appeared.

A photograph of three young women in oversized camouflage fatigues appeared on the screen and Zack said, “Lackland Air Force Base, San Antonio, Texas, these are Airmen Jennings, Crouch, and Baker.  They look normal enough, right?”

“Why are they wearing such oversized clothing?” Jill asked.

“Because, when they woke up two days ago, they did so as young women.  You’re probably asking, what’s the big deal about that.” he said.

Jill and I looked at each other and grinned and I then turned toward Zack and asked, “Yes, what’s the big deal about that?”

“What strange about that my dear is when they went to sleep the night before they were young men,” he said.

Once again Jill and I exchanged glances and Jill asked, “What?”

“There’s more,” he said and as he pointed the remote at the screen and pressed the button once again.  This time there was a photo of a middle-aged woman with blonde hair wearing a jogging outfit, and from the expression on her face it was clear that she was not happy.

Zack continued, “Marc Anderson, Philadelphia, Pennsylvania.  Worked the mid-shift, and when his wife woke him up for work, she, and he, got the surprise of their lives.”

Continuing to flick through the slides other photographs of women, most of them looking quite disheveled as well as displeased, appeared on the screen and Zack said, “There are numerous examples as you can see, Destin, Florida, Gatlinburg, Tennessee, Omaha, Nebraska and many more.  So far there are one hundred and ninety-five cases verified.”

“Zack, this is unbelievable, men all across the country are getting changed into women?” Jill asked.

Nodding he said, “Yes, and it’s not over, the cases keep on coming in, and they’re piling up fast.”

“Do we have any idea at all what’s causing this?  Clearly they’re not all being run through a mind-body transfer machine like I was!” I said.

“Our scientists are working on it, Mattie.  The first case popped up three days ago and since then the lab boys have been working on this round the clock in conjunction with the CDC.  They’re going to brief us at 3:00 p.m. in conference room D and tell us what they’ve found and the two of you need to be there,” he said.

“Guess I’m cancelling my pedi,” I said.

“The sacrifices you make for this country Mattie,” Jill said.

“I know, I am so selfless.”


Chapter 3

It was 2:58 p.m. when Jill and I walked into conference room D and as we entered, we saw that Zack was already seated at the head of the table.  Next to him was a man in a white lab coat who was slightly balding and wearing birth control glasses, which now seem to be trendy for some reason.  Overall, he had a somewhat serious look about him, which is not uncommon for the scientific types.  I sat down next to Zack and Jill took the chair to the left of me.

“Dr. Saddler, these are the agents that you will be briefing today, Special Agent Mattie Powers and Dr. Jill Lindstrom, also a Special Agent.  Mattie, Jill, I’d like to introduce you to Dr. Saddler, head of genetic research here at ACE,” Zack said.

He smiled slightly and then in a soft monotone voice he said, “It is a pleasure to meet you Agent Powers, Dr. Lindstrom,” he said.

“Good to meet you,” I said.

“Great to meet you, and please, call me Jill,” she said and then smiled at him.

“Dr. Saddler, if you’d like to go ahead and get started, I think we are ready,” Zack said.

At this point he took the remote control and started to flip through his presentation and said, “As Zack told you earlier there are a large number of cases that have been reported where men have changed into women. As of last report we now have three hundred and twenty-five reported cases.  So, what I would like to do at this point is brief you on what we’ve discovered as far as how they are being transformed, specifically at the genetic level.”

Flipping a slide there was now a picture on the screen of what looked like a DNA strand.  When I took biology in college, I spent most of the class trying to get in the panties of my classmates, thus spreading my own DNA.  It would be safe to say that during that time in my life I was not totally concentrating on my classwork as I should have been.

“Do any of you know what introns are?” Dr. Saddler asked.

“Oh,” Jill said, “It’s been a few years since I was in school but if I’m not mistaken they are segments of DNA, sometimes RNA, and are hot spots that help out when it comes to the formation of new combinations of exons.  Also, I believe that introns are theorized to be evolutionary holdovers and weren’t they theoretically a faster pathway for new genes to be assembled?”

I mouthed at Zack what the fuck is an exon? which brought a smile to his face.  And for that matter, I didn’t know what an intron was either.  I think the college I went to left those out of our curriculum, or either I missed that day of class from being hung over.  Anyway, it was my good fortune that Dr. Saddler had not seen me being a wise ass which was a relief.  Since becoming a girl I had made progress on curbing my potty mouth, however, I was still a work in progress.

With an ear to ear smile Dr. Saddler said, “Very good Dr. Lindstrom, I can see you have an excellent working knowledge of the basics of genetics.”

Those are basics?  I thought to myself.

Turning toward Jill I mouthed, “Suck up,” and as soon as Dr. Saddler looked away, she stuck her tongue out at me and I responded in kind.”

“So, what we have discovered is that the men are changing because of a viral infection that has been introduced into their body.  Once it enters their system it immediately accesses the introns, and from there it starts rewriting the hosts DNA, and in a short amount of time the man is changed into a female,” Dr. Saddler said.

“Dr. Saddler, how are they being infected?” I asked.

“We have no idea how the virus is being introduced Agent Powers,” he said.

Zack cut in and added, “That’s where you and Jill come in Mattie, and we’ve got to find out fast how this is happening because there are more cases popping up by the hour.  Just before we started this meeting, it was clear that the government had lost control of the information and now the national media knows.  You know how that works, that’s going to put pressure on the White House to provide answers as well a cure.”

“And you know the press is, they’ll demand answers, a solution, and a scapegoat, like yesterday,” I added.

“We do know one thing Agent Powers,” Dr. Saddler added, “Everyone that was transitioned had two things in common.”

“What’s that?” I asked.

“Without exception they all had green eyes and their blood type was O-negative, and there were no exceptions.”

“Clearly the virus was engineered to transition males with a specific eye color and blood type,” Jill added, “But why?”

“It’s very strange why the virus is so specific and does not affect all men, but yes Dr. Lindstrom it is clearly designed to transform a very select group of individuals,” Dr. Saddler said.

“Dr. Saddler, as far as the target group what are the percentages of men who possess those characteristics?” Jill asked.

“Two percent of the population has green eyes ….”

“Cutting him off I asked, “That’s it?  Just two percent?”

Nodding he said, “Yes, and of that two percent women have green eyes at two times the rate that men do.  And if you take into account that just under seven percent of the general population has O-negative blood you will see that this is a pretty small group, compared to the 330,000,000 people in the U.S.”

I looked over at Jill and could see that she was now typing on her cell phone and I asked, “Are you playing Friends with Words?”

Shaking her head and clearly annoyed that I had asked the question she said, “If I’m not mistaken there would be a national potential of just under half a million cases if this virus holds true to form and is not brought under control.”

Dr. Saddler nodded and said, “Yes, exactly what we were theorizing as well.”

“Dr. Saddler, it seems to me that developing such a virus would take a great deal of expertise, equipment, as well as money.  In your professional opinion what companies in this country or even abroad could pull something like this off?” I asked.

Pointing the remote control at the screen Dr. Saddler said, “Good question Agent Powers,” and immediately a list of three companies came up on the oversized TV.

Jill said, “The first one is a Swiss pharmaceutical company, very old and respected, however, the second one definitely deserves further investigation.  Well Mattie, it looks like you and I are off to Texas once again.”

“I’m afraid so Jill.”

As we sat there and looked at the screen, we were all thinking the same thing, as number two on the list was Barkley Biotechnologies, a subsidiary of none other than Barkley Global.


Chapter 4

Barkley Biotechnologies was a division of Barkley Global, the holding company of William Barkley’s collection of international businesses.  After his supposed death there had been a complete reshuffling of management, as well as the board of directors, which was designed to restore shareholder and public confidence.  With Barkley out of the way, as far as the public was concerned anyway, the company could continue with operations as normal.  However, certain elements of the U.S. Government, including ours, knew that he, now she, was possibly still alive, but was living as Isabella Barkley.  Using plans stolen from ACE, he built his own mind-body transfer machine and transferred his consciousness into the body of his wife Isabella, after erasing hers.  He then committed suicide making it appear that he was dead, and in fact he was, but in reality, he lived on as he was now in her body.  Clear as mud?

Leaving D.C. on one of the agency jets we headed for Dallas, where Jill and I were to visit Barkley Biotechnologies and discuss the gender swap crisis that was currently in play.  We had given them advance notice so they would be prepared for our visit.  When we arrived, we wanted to get straight to business and find out if they knew anything about the situation, and either way, obtain their counsel as the company was an international leader in the biotech field.

Onboard with us was Dr. Saddler who would be accompanying us during our visit.  Even though neither of us were dummies, especially Jill, we did not have the level of expertise necessary in the event the technical details got too hairy.  For the trip Dr. Saddler had removed his lab coat and black birth control glasses and had changed into a black business suit and sported gold wire rimmed spectacles.  Also onboard with us was Marshall Nagowski who was one of our best tech guys and his job was to brief us on communications and other equipment to be used during the mission.  We asked Dr. Saddler to go to the front of the aircraft during the briefing as he was not privy to all the details we would be going over. 

Jill and I were at the back of the aircraft with Marshall, who was a standard nerd, but overall a good guy.  About thirty years of age he stood about 5’5”, had a full head of dark brown hair and blue eyes, and overall, he was not handsome but cute.  His wardrobe was adequate and probably pretty good for a tech guy, but he was nowhere near ready to be on the cover of a gentleman’s magazine, however, he was incredibly good at his job and we were fortunate to have him along. 

The downside to Marshall was that when he was in the presence of females, he would often get nervous and ramble, and the more attractive the girls the worse he stumbled over his words.  What he really needed to get over that was a girlfriend who would give him a good shagging, but unfortunately, Jill and I both agreed that neither of us was up for the job.

I would also like to add that sometimes he just rambled in general without females being present.  Just saying.

As we sat at the back of the aircraft with him, he began, “Okay, I’ll get started and show you some of the equipment you’ll be using during the mission.”

Holding up a small white cell phone he said, “A cell phone, SE, that’s special edition in case you didn’t know.  You can see its rose gold on the back, a nice color for you ladies.  Not that I’m being sexist or stereotyping or anything.”

“It’s okay, please continue,” Jill said and then smiled at me.

“Cool.  As I was saying, it fits right in your purse, unless you’re a guy, then you would put it in your pocket.  Well, unless you’re a guy carrying a purse and then it would be called a man bag, not that there’s anything wrong with that as everything goes these days, right?  So, what’s the big deal?” and he smiled at us waiting on a response.  Receiving none except the emotionless looks on our faces he continued.

“Right, so, let’s say that you’re in a situation, the bad guys have taken your guns and you’re like, oh no, what am I gonna do?  I’m trapped and will never escape from the clutches of this evil villain.  You simply pull this out of your purse, unless, never mind, you hold down the button at the bottom while simultaneously pressing this button on the right side for five seconds.  You’ll then hear it start to beep and there will be a four second delay.  Throw it fast because it’s going to blow up because it’s a mini hand grenade and can take out quite a few bad guys easily.”

He handed one to me and then one to Jill and they were each encased in a transparent box, which was clearly to prevent detonation until we needed to deploy them.

Taking a gun out of his bag he displayed a stainless steel 9 mm which was absolutely gorgeous and a custom job to say the least.  It had lots of fancy engraving and was probably one of the most beautiful weapons I’d ever seen.

“Nice gun, right?” he asked.

We both nodded.

“Okay, looks like a typical 9mm but it’s not.  The trick is that you want this to fall into enemy hands, and while they are gawking at it and admiring it you try and piss them off.  The goal being to try and get them to shoot you, so, they pull the trigger, and when nothing happens, they pull it again.  Finally they turn it toward themselves, or at least point it away from you so they can figure out what’s going on and boom, it finally fires throwing them off guard providing you with an opportunity to escape.  Once you pull the trigger there is an eight second delay, and that applies every time that you pull it.  Any questions on that?”

“Which one of us gets the gun?” I asked and then looked at Jill.

“It’s very pretty,” said Jill, “Can I have it?”

“Anything for my BFF,” I said, “But what are you going to do if you need a real gun?”

Marshall chimed in and said, “Ah, I’ve got just the solution.  So, Agent Lindstrom, you have a 9 mm as your regular service revolver, right?”

Jill nodded.

“Just take this baby and put it in your boot or in your purse and it will look like it’s your backup weapon.  No problem.”

Holding the weapon in her hand Jill said, “It’s gorgeous.  However, by having this I won’t have a real backup weapon, now will I?” she said as she sat it down on the table in front of her.

Reaching into his bag of tricks, which in this case was a black backpack he produced another weapon which he held up and displayed to us and said, ”Here’s a .32 which you can slip in your purse and use in the event you get into a firefight of some sort and need the extra firepower.  It’s loaded with hollow points which should enable you to blow some pretty big holes in things or people as required,” and then he handed her the black weapon which had a wooden grip handle.

“It’s nice and light compared to my regular weapon,” Jill said.

“Marshall,” I added, “If we get captured and they find our weapons won’t they think it strange that one of our agents is carrying two 9mm’s as well as a .32, which is a pretty lightweight weapon?”

“Ah, already got that one worked out Agent Powers.  Here’s a small greeting card which is addressed to Uncle Billy, Agent Lindstrom’s uncle, an avid gun collector who, in reality, does not exist.  She just puts a personal note in the card wishing him a happy birthday, and then slips it into her purse.  Then in the event it comes into question as to why she’s carrying three guns, no problem.  Also, here’s a bill of sale from a gun shop in Dallas where you allegedly purchased the weapon, even has your name on it as well.”

Looking at the receipt Jill said, “Very impressive Marshall.  Good work.”

“In the event it had been me carrying the special weapon, did you have a receipt with my name on it too?” I asked.

“Zack told me before we left that there’s no way it would be you, as you would never sacrifice your 9mm backup for a .32.”

Looking at Jill we both nodded, and I said, “He knows me well.”

**********

We pulled up in front of Barkley Biotechnologies in Irving, Texas, parked our rental car, and the three of us got out of the vehicle and headed toward the front of the building.  It was a beautiful medium-rise building and clearly a shrine to the wealth and prestige of the international empire that Mr. Barkley built.  Call it paranoia but on some level, I could not help but think that William, now Isabella, still had her hooks into the entire organization and could get anything that she wanted.

At the front desk we were greeted by a rent-a-cop and given visitor passes which we clipped to the lapels of our suit jackets and then waited patiently for our escort.  A young woman of about twenty-five met us and escorted us to the elevator and took us to the tenth floor, where we were subsequently led to a conference room.  Already waiting for us was Dr. Tom Gaylor, the head of research for the organization who greeted us and then asked us to have a seat.

“It is so good to meet you and it is our pleasure to have representatives of the U.S. Government, especially ACE visiting with us today.  Please tell me how we can help you.”

“Dr. Gaylor, I know you were contacted by the D.C. office who advised you that we were coming,” Jill said.

“Of course,” he replied.

“And I’m sure that you’ve now see the news stories about men somehow changing into women, practically overnight,” I said.

“Yes,” he said, looking over the top of his glasses, “It seems to be all over the news.”

“Dr. Gaylor, has Barkley Biotechnologies been conducting any research that would cause any such phenomena as we are now seeing?” I asked.

Shaking his head, he said, “To the degree you are speaking of?  No.  That would be extremely advanced research, and the projects we work on don’t even begin to approach that level of genetic manipulation.”

“Then let me ask you this,” Jill chimed in, “When you say to the degree you are speaking of, what does that mean exactly?”

“Here at Barkley Biotechnologies we conduct a wide range of research across a broad spectrum of areas including biotech as well as genetic engineering but being able to change a man into a full-blown woman?” he said shaking his head.  Continuing he added, “The work that we do in that arena, which is still a long way off from that includes new treatments for those wishing to do a gender change for instance.”

“Can you give us some examples?” Dr. Saddler asked.

“Of course, our research includes developing new products that enable trans women to grow breasts faster and even to the size they desire as well as hormone therapies that enable trans women to speak at a higher pitch and trans men to have a deeper voice.  Our latest research involves the development of a new process for trans women whereby after completing a series of treatments they begin to develop an hourglass figure, giving them curves and a truly feminine appearance.”

“That’s incredible,” I said, “How on earth do you do that?”

“Women naturally appear curvy for a couple of reasons, one, because of their wider hips, and two because they have extra layers of fat in places such as their hips and buttocks giving them that curvy appearance that men find so attractive,” he said.

“I wouldn’t mind giving up just a little bit of my fat,” I said, and as I completed my sentence everyone in the room chuckled.

“The process that our team has been working on includes using therapies that make the transwoman’s body add layers of fat to those areas, hence wider hips, as well as a firmer rear end, all with a natural appearance,” Dr. Gaylor concluded.

“Dr. Gaylor that seems pretty groundbreaking to me.  Can you tell me about those therapies and how they work?  What processes are used to make the man’s body naturally develop honest to goodness curves?” Dr. Saddler asked.

“You are correct Dr. Saddler, it is rather groundbreaking, and we are hoping it will make our company the leader in transgender biotechnology once the development, testing, and trials are complete.  In order for the male body to naturally develop female characteristics you have to do one of two things, administer hormones, or manipulate DNA at its most basic level.  Since hormones typically don’t result in the development of curves to the degree that most transwomen desire it becomes necessary to look at option two.”

“And Dr. Gaylor, can you please be specific, down to the genetic level about how you are able to do that?” Dr. Saddler asked.

“Yes, our therapy is introduced into the individual through a series of treatments that access the body’s introns, as it is the fastest and most effective way when doing manipulation at the genetic level,” Dr. Gaylor said.

Jill, Dr. Saddler, and I all exchanged glances before returning our attention to Dr. Gaylor.

“Who in your department heads up that project?” Jill asked.

“Two of our brightest minds, Dr. Walter Nguyen and Dr. Jose Garcia have made this project a reality.  If it hadn’t been for them the whole concept would still be on our dream board and nothing more,” he said.

“Dr. Gaylor, is it possible that we could speak with Drs. Nguyen and Garcia?” I asked.

Shaking his head, he said, “I’m afraid not as they’re on vacation right now.  The two of them have been working on this project non-stop for a long time and are absolutely exhausted, and when they asked for some time off, well, I just couldn’t say no.”

“So, they both decided to take off at the same time?” I asked.

“Yes, I think one of them mentioned that they need some quality time together and they just needed to get away for a bit.”

Jill asked, “Dr. Gaylor, are they ….”

Cutting her off he said, “Oh, if you are asking if they are together the answer is yes, they are domestic partners.”

“How long have they been gone?” I asked.

“About ten days.”

“Do you know where they went on vacay?” I asked.

“Walter said they were going to go to a resort on St. Martin if I’m not mistaken.”

“Did he say which one?” I asked.

Shaking his head, he responded, “No. that’s all I know.”

“You wouldn’t have an address on these gentlemen, would you?” Jill asked.

“Of course, I’ll be glad to give it to you.  They should be back over the next few days.”

After pausing Dr. Gaylor asked, “Agent Powers, might I ask, why are you so interested in speaking with them?  As I said earlier, being able to put a few curves on a transwoman is a long way from transforming a man into a woman.  You don’t suspect they could be involved surely.”

“We’re just doing our job Dr. Gaylor, and all we are going to do is ask them a few questions after they get back from their trip, and I’m sure that will be the end of it.”

**********

Closing the driver’s side door of the rental car I turned and looked at Jill in the passenger seat while Dr. Saddler was in the back.  I immediately started the car to get the A/C blowing and then asked them, “What do you think of that?”

Jill said, “When he said introns, I thought I was going to fall out of my seat.”

“Dr. Saddler?” I asked.

“I agree.  Someone was using an intron virus to change men into women.  Then we find out that this biotech firm is using intron therapy to manipulate cells at the most fundamental level enabling trans women to have real curves, all courtesy of genetic engineering?  Dr. Gaylor knows that this is big, and it has many other potential applications, and he was definitely downplaying the research.  This technology they are using is truly groundbreaking and has the potential to fully transform individuals into the opposite sex.”

“Did he think we were so stupid that he could just simply say, oh no, there’s no way this could be related to fully transforming guys into girls, and that we would buy off on that?  Does he think we are stupid?” Jill asked.

Shaking my head, I said, “It’s one of a couple of things.  One, he really did think that we were stupid and would buy his line of bullshit.  After all, we’re just three bureaucrats collecting our government checks each month, right?”

“What’s the other?” Jill asked.

“He didn’t care, because he knows by the time we figure this out it will be way too late, which means this operation may be further along that anyone knows, or it is getting ready to be.”

After pausing for a moment Jill said, “Mattie, I think the latter really scares me, and not because I’m a single woman looking for a guy and I fear there won’t be any left if they all get changed into girls.”

“Then what really scares you?”

“Okay, it really is that” she replied, “What’s next?”


Chapter 5

After dropping off Dr. Saddler at the airport we headed for Oak Lawn, which is an upscale section of Dallas that lies just to the north of downtown.  In addition to being a part of town where many urban professionals reside it is also well known for being a place where many LGBT folks live, work, and play, including Jose Garcia and Walter Nguyen.  I could not help but think about how the Barkley Biotechnology employees who developed the company’s latest innovation in intron technology just happened to be on vacation.  Jill and I both agreed that the timing was just a little too convenient. 

Pulling up in front of the high-rise condominium on Turtle Creek I selected a spot as far away from the building as possible and shifted the vehicle into park.  After sitting there for about two minutes a black panel van pulled up and parked in the space directly opposite us, and in the driver’s seat I could see Marshall who was wearing a fake beard and sunglasses.  Jill and I looked at each other and smiled as he looked over the top of his glasses and scanned the parking lot.

“He is soooo cute,” Jill said and chuckled under her breath.

Looking directly at her I said, “He is single, you know.”

“Are you kidding Mattie?”

“Why?  What’s wrong with him?” I replied.

“Well, he’s, you know.”

“What?”

“He’s, well, Marshall!”

“Jill, let me ask you this, is he un-attractive?”

Rolling her eyes upward and then back down she said, “Well, he’s not un-attractive, and in many ways he’s actually kind of cute, but ….”

“But?”

“You know how it is. it’s really not good to date guys from your workplace.”

“You mean like me and Zack?”

“Mattie, that’s different.”

“How?  Just because I was a guy that was forced to become a female due to circumstances beyond my control and ended up falling in love with and marrying a guy who was already my boss and one of my best friends in the world?”

“Exactly, plus you guys already had stuff in common like hunting, bowling, golf, and fishing, and what man wouldn’t marry a drop-dead gorgeous blonde that wasn’t afraid to bait her own fishhook?”

“I’m just saying, you shouldn’t rule him out, however, it’s your life,” I said.

“Mattie, he’s just barely taller than me.”

“What’s that got to do with anything?  Do you think that will interfere in the bedroom?  At least during sex, you will be face to face.  It’s better than having some guy that is so tall that his chest is in your face while he’s grinding away on you.”

With a slightly annoyed look on her face she said, “Mattie, what you are saying may be true, but you know that’s something that ladies don’t normally talk about.”

“And you are telling me that as part of my continuing education?”

“Well, yes.”

“I may be a late arrival to girl’s world, but don’t you think I bring some level of value to our friendship, such as insight into the male mind?” I asked.

“Mattie, he’s kind of waving at us, I think he wants us to turn on our comms.”

Turning and looking at Marshall in his vehicle I could see that he was waving his fingers slightly while taping his ear with his forefinger, clearly signaling us that he was ready for us to turn on our comms.”

Reaching into my purse to turn on my comm I looked down and then back at Jill with a horrified look on my face and said, “Jill, my comm was already on, he just heard everything we said.”

Jill froze for a few seconds before she finally responded and then asked, “Oh my God, you’re kidding?”

I burst into laughter and then said, “Yes, I am.”

With a huge grin on her face she said, “You fucking bitch.”

“Who’s using unlady like language now?”

Popping in my earpiece I then turned on my comm and said, “Marshall, talk to me.”

“Five by.”

Jill, who was now regaining her composure from almost having a heart attack said, “I’m on too.”

“Loud and clear Jill, I mean Dr. Lindstrom,” he said cheerfully.

“Is everything okay over there?” he asked.

“Why do you ask?” I replied.

“It looked like you ladies were panicked about something, at least for a few seconds, and then Agent Powers broke into uncontrollable laughter.  Anyway, that’s the way it looked from over here.”

“Not to worry Marshall, it was just Mattie up to her usual shenanigans,” Jill stated.

“By the way, I checked the travel records for Mr. Nguyen and Garcia including airlines as well as cruise ships.  No records were found at all, so if they really left the country, they didn’t leave via plane or ship,” Marshall said.

“Good work Marshall,” I said.

“Okay, let’s get to work,” he said, and then moved out of the driver’s seat, into the back where he pulled a black curtain in place behind him.

In the back of the van was an arsenal of electronics including computers and monitors which were to aid us in accessing the apartment of Walter and Jose.  We already knew that they were not home because after our meeting at Barkley Biotechnologies we’d had Marshall hack into the camera system in their condo and there was no sign of movement.  He’d also logged into the company that provided them with their security system and found out they’d called in nine days ago and said that they were leaving town for two weeks.  Marshall also reported that there was a note in their system that a sitter was coming in every three days to attend to their pet bird and had been there early that morning, so there was no danger of them walking in on us.  I was glad it was a bird because it beat the heck out of having to face a German Shepherd or Rottweiler, as they were often less than social when their master was away, and you entered their turf.

“Ready when you are ladies,” Marshall said over his headset.

Jill and I looked at each other and smiled and I said, “Go.”

After twenty seconds he said, “He’s left the reception area and headed for the elevator.  I set off an alarm showing that Mrs. Parson’s, who is away in Palm Beach right now, has a front door which is not secure.  He’s heading to the third floor to check it out.  I’m snowing out the parking lot, lobby, and elevator cameras right now, so get going.”

Jill and I got promptly out of the car and began walking toward the front of the building, and as we got to the front door it did not open.

“Front door is not opening,” I whispered into my mic which was hidden in the gold daisy shaped lapel pin that was attached to my jacket.

“Working on it,” Marshall said, and suddenly the door slid open.

Entering the lobby Jill and I headed straight for the elevator where we got in and pressed the button labeled 5 and we were on our way to the fifth floor.

“Almost to five,” Jill said into her comm.

“Hallway is clear, and cameras are out,” he said.

As we got clear of each area it was Marshall’s job to turn the cameras he had previously turned off back on, to avoid raising suspicion that something was or had gone on, in the event the footage was reviewed later.  The whole idea was to make each video blackout look like a temporary glitch where possible, and it was also routine to simply take a frame of recording and paste it over the top of the blanked out footage to further cover ones tracks.  In this case, ours.  The technology was so good you could even put the time and date stamp right over the top of the frames showing the secondhand ticking.  Marshall was truly a master at his craft.

Getting to the door of their unit, 502, I said, “We are here.”

“I’m deactivating the electronic lock and turning off the alarm system.  I’ve also turned off their internal camera system not to mention the little one they had hidden on the mantle, and that one I put into a loop using a still image that I’m feeding to it now.  You can go in when you are ready.”

Entering the apartment Jill and I entered and closed the door behind us, and as we stood there, we scanned the living area.

“This place is extremely well decorated,” Jill said.

“Are you surprised?”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, you know who lives here?”

“Mattie, aren’t you kind of stereotyping?”

“You mean I’m being a gay racist because I identified that this place is neat, clean, well decorated and totally immaculate because two gay guys live here?”

With an annoyed look on her face she said, “For one, yes, you are, and two, a gay racist would be someone who was gay and a racist, and I don’t think you fall into either of those categories.”

“Don’t I now?  I’m a guy who is married to a guy, right?

“That’s different.”

“Why, because I now have a vagina?”

“Everything okay up there?” Marshall asked.

I mouthed to Jill, Oh my God, he heard me say vagina.

She smiled and then said, “We can pick this up later, let’s get to work.”

Suddenly we heard the fluttering of wings and a bird flew overhead, and we ducked our heads out of surprise.

“What the hell was that?”

Pointing up at the curtain rod Jill said, “Mattie it’s just their pet bird.  Looks like it is a budgie, not to worry.”

With my hand on my chest I said, “I knew they had a bird, but they let the damn thing fly free around their home?”

“Yes, it’s their pet.  Maybe not my cup of tea or yours but some people love these little guys.  Budgies are very social creatures.”

“I don’t like birds, never have, never will.  The best birds I know are the ones that have fallen from the sky after Zack and I dropped them with a shotgun.”

“Oh my God Mattie, you are such a redneck.”

“I can’t help it Jill, ever since I saw that old movie about birds that ….”

“Mattie, I know the movie you’re talking about, and it was just a movie.  Come on, let’s get busy.”

The two of us started combing the place, leaving no stone unturned.  We looked through every desk drawer, in every kitchen cabinet, closet, under the bed, when finally, while looking through a chest of drawers I hit pay dirt.  As I was closing the top drawer, I heard the sound of something rubbing, and as I put my hand underneath the drawer, I could feel that there was something taped to the bottom.  Hunkering down I looked underneath and saw a sheet of plastic with papers inside.  I gave it a tug and it came loose as it was held on only by tape.  Opening the flap, I pulled the documents out and laid them on the bedspread which was pink and decorated with roses.

Jill walked in and said, “Looks like you found something.”

With the papers spread out on the bed I said, “Aside from the fabulous bedspread, look what have we here!”

As we looked through the documents it appeared to be building or plant schematics of some sort that was clearly for an industrial or manufacturing site.  There was so much small writing and so many lines running from left to right, from top to bottom, it was impossible to make out what was what.

“I wonder where and what this is?  Looks like some sort of a manufacturing or industrial facility.” Jill asked.

“Let’s just take pictures and get out of here, we can figure that out later.”

After photographing the documents, I folded them back very neatly and returned them to the plastic sheet protector whence it came and retaped it to the bottom of the dresser drawer.  Fortunately, the tape still had enough glue on it to stick to the underside of the drawer.  I then closed the chest, straightened up the bedspread, and Jill and I met in the living area.  As we entered the room the bird began to swarm us, once again, and I immediately dropped to the floor covering my head.  Apparently, it had also caught Jill off guard as she was hunkered down as well.

“He’s an active little guy,” she said.

With my ornithophobia in full swing and my panic meter engaged I saw Jill’s purse and reached inside where I pulled out her .32, removed it from its holster, took aim, and pulled the trigger.  Instantly the birdie’s preplanned flight ended, and it fell to the ground.

“Mattie, what the hell?”

“He was attacking us Jill, you saw.”

Picking the birdie up it was clear that the .32 round had decimated the bird as it now sported a gaping hole.

“What’s going on up there?” Marshall asked over the secure comm channel.

“Standby Marshall,” I replied, “All is well.”

“All is well?  Mattie, remember, we are in here without a warrant.  We are supposed to be clandestine,” Jill said to me in an annoyed tone.

Standing there with the bird in hand she said, “Oh this is just great.”

“But Jill, he was attacking me.”

“So, what’s your plan, put a throw down in place and claim he was packing and getting ready to take you out?” she asked.

“I was actually thinking that we set it up to appear as a suicide, but we can go with that if you want.”

Clearly, Jill was not amused at my attempt at lightening the situation so I added, “Here’s what we are going to do, go in the kitchen and find me a plastic grocery bag. We can’t leave it here.”

“And what about the bird remains and blood on the wall?” she asked.

“Get me some wet paper towels from the kitchen, I’ll be right back.”

As I returned from the bathroom Jill handed me the wet paper towels and I was able to remove all the bird debris from the wall, which I put in the plastic bag with the bird.  I also used a lint roller that I had found in the bedroom to gather the feathers from the furniture and floor which had flown everywhere when I whacked the little guy.

“There, good as new,” I said.

“What about that hole where the bullet went in?”

Examining the hole, I said, “Well, we clearly don’t have time to dig it out and call in the handyman so we will just cover it up.”

Taking a tube of toothpaste I had borrowed from the bathroom I put some on my finger and applied it to the hole and then blended it into the slightly textured white wall, and as I stood there looking at it I said, “Not bad if I do say so myself.”

“Ladies, apparently a neighbor heard the gunshot and security is headed your way,” Marshall said over our comm channel.

“Can we get to the stairwell before he gets here?” I asked.

“It’s at the other end of the hall, and I don’t think you can make it as his elevator will arrive at your floor in 24 seconds and it will take you 27 seconds to reach the door to the stair well, and that’s if you left right now,” he said.

Taking my heels off Jill asked, “What are you doing?”

“Marshall, can you stop the elevator?”

“What?  Well, yes.”

“Stop it right now, Jill bring the bag with the bird, and let’s run for it.”

Jill and I exited the apartment and pulled the door closed behind us and took off down the hallway at warp speed, headed for the stairwell, which Marshall had identified as being to the left once we exited.  About halfway down the hall he said over our comms, “I can see that he’s getting out his cell to make a call, probably to report that he’s stuck in the elevator.”

“Go ahead and turn the power back on,” I ordered.

“Are you clear?” he asked.

“We will be, just do it.”

“Okay.”

Pushing the stair well door open we entered and just as it was getting ready to close I could hear the customary ding that an elevator makes as it arrives at a floor, and I knew that we had made it.


Chapter 6

After a quick stop at a local print and copy store to print out the bounty of technicals we had procured, we headed back to the hotel.  Once in our room Jill, Marshall, and I rolled out the schematics we had obtained earlier and spread them out on the wooden dining room table so we could examine them more closely. 

“Marshall, are you sure there’s no chance the copy place could have recorded the stuff we printed out?” I asked.

“Not a chance Mattie, I mean Agent Powers.”

“How can you be so sure?” asked Jill.

“I used a mini-EMP on the place after we left, totally smoked all their hard drives,” he said and then smiled widely.

“Do you really think that was necessary?” Jill asked in an annoyed fashion.

“It’ll be alright, they run backups every night, so they’ll be okay, unless the backups were not secured in an EMP proof container, in which case ….”

“Forget it Marshall, let’s take a look at these documents and see what we can come up with,” I said.

“I swear I work with the two most destructive agents in the company.  One’s got it in for the birds, the other for everything electronic,” Jill muttered while shaking her head.

“What’s that Agent Lindstrom?” Marshall asked.

Gathered around the table we began to look at the blueprints, attempting to decipher them.  What kind of building was this and most importantly, where was it?  According to the drawings it appeared that the structure was rectangular in shape and occupied a decent amount of square footage, and we theorized it was probably a warehouse or was located in an industrial park.  Then again, we had no idea if these were plans for a facility that hadn’t even been built yet.

“Let’s think about this, why these guys, two genetic engineers, would have a set of engineering plans hidden in their apartment,” I said.

After a few seconds Jill added, “Mattie, I think it’s logical to say that these two gentlemen have done work above and beyond simply rounding out transwomen’s figures.”

“That goes without saying,” I added.

“And, don’t you think, it’s also safe to say that the advanced work that we suspect they may have done would not have been performed at Barkley Biotechnologies itself?” she asked.

“Once again Jill, highly logical, and for obvious reasons.  One, doing the work at BB at that level would have pretty much have let the cat out of the bag and there are a lot of people that work there.  The fact that it was possible to do a full male to female transition would have been impossible to keep quiet,” I said.

“So, what actually happened was that Jose and Walter used BB to develop the base research, which in itself was probably expensive and took an incredible amount of resources to accomplish.  Then when they had figured out that it was possible to do intron manipulation to the degree they wished, they couldn’t just walk away now could they? Jill asked.

“Right, because their boss Dr. Gaylor, their partner in crime, can’t cover up spending tons of money on research, equipment, and salaries with no results, since the accounting department and the board of directors keep track of things like that.  So, they did the next best thing, they packaged their research showing that they could give trannies natural looking curves ….” I said.

“Mattie, you are definitely not very politically correct,” she said.

“Why?  Because I said trannies?  It’s a word.”

“Anyway, I think you were attempting to make a point of some sort.”

“As I was saying, after they had developed the base research and then showed that they had actually produced something that would make the company money, i.e. the tranny thing.  They then took the data, went to another location and had someone else continue their work, and or they moonlighted there when they were not working at BB.  The result?  Transgender mania now occurring across the country.”

“Even if the projects initial framework was done at Barkley’s, it would take a pretty sophisticated laboratory and equipment to finish it, plus the money needed to complete the project,” Marshall said.

“I don’t think they were able to walk into the local bank and get a loan to finance their research facility, which means they were possibly using someone else’s lab,” I added.

“Then why would they have these plans?” Jill asked.

“Maybe it was because they were working for someone else from the beginning,” Marshall said.

“What do you mean?” Jill asked.

“Okay, let’s say they were already working for someone, or an organization, from the very start, before they started working at BB.  So, needing a place to do the base research they get hired by Dr. Gaylor, and do the bulk of the hardest and most intense part of the project there.  All the while, their employer, associates, or comrades, whatever you want to call them, were building the facility that they helped design.  Then with the framework in hand they move onto phase two, the completion of the intron virus in a secret facility, somewhere, wherever that is.  I bet once we have an engineer or architect look at these plans, they will confirm these are the blueprints for a building that can house some sort of genetic or biotech research facility,” he said and then smiled.

Jill and I looked at one another in amazement and I then said, “Marshall, I think you may be onto something.”

“Good job Marshall,” Jill said as she looped her arm around his.

“Well, uh, thanks.  Nothing to it really.”

“You’re just being modest,” she said to him and shot him a big smile.

Looking at him I could tell that her public display of affection was making him nervous, which was totally expected.

“Marshall, can you transmit these plans back to D.C. and have our team get on them immediately?  We need to know where this place is, and fast.  Hopefully, this diagram is in ACE’s database and along with satellite imagery data so we can find out where this place is, and the sooner the better,” I said.

“Sure, right away,” he said as he got on his laptop and began to type and then added, “Hopefully they will have something for us by morning, or at least noon tomorrow.”

Looking at the time on my phone I could see that it was 8:30 p.m. and I said, “I don’t think we’re going to get much more work done today.  Who’s up for some dinner?”

“Count me in,” said Jill.

“Me too,” Marshall added.


Chapter 7

At 10 a.m. the next morning Jill & I, as well as about two dozen law members of law enforcement, stood outside a warehouse in Grand Prairie, Texas with our weapons drawn.  In addition to the two of us there were ACE agents from the regional office in Dallas, who I might add were extremely agitated that we were conducting an investigation on their turf.  There were also officers from Grand Prairie Police Department, the Dallas County Sheriff’s office, and a SWAT team from Dallas P.D.  Last, but not least, were a couple of rent-a-cops on the perimeter who were standing behind the driver’s side door of their respective squad cars with their lights flashing.

After knocking and receiving no response SWAT prepared to use a battering ram to gain entrance, but before they could Jill stepped up, turned the handle, and pushed the door open.  Finally, making one last attempt to exercise our authority and display some good old-fashioned brute force while raiding a building we stormed the place and entered with our guns drawn.  Ready to put a bullet in any bad guy who even looked crossways at us, we were deeply disappointed when we entered and found the place totally empty.

Once everything had died down and everyone had left including our friends from ACE’s Dallas field office, who I could have sworn were flipping us off as they drove away, the three of us entered the empty facility.  Marshall had now joined us after being confined to the car for the length of the raid as he was not a field agent and we didn’t want anything happening to him.  Anytime you storm a place as we’d just done there’s always the chance of getting shot, and good tech guys are hard to find.

As we stood there in the middle of the warehouse looking at the empty structure and trying to figure out what the heck had just happened and why we’d turned up empty handed, one of the rent-a-cops appeared in the doorway and knocked on the wall.  After I motioned for him to enter, he began to walk across the concrete floor towards us.  He was a young man, mid-twenties, sported a moustache and was wearing black slacks and a light blue shirt with his security company logo on it.  As he approached us, I could see his garment’s embroidered name badge which read Jon.

“Hey,” he said as he walked up to us.

We exchanged greetings with him and then he said, “Just wanted to see if I could help you folks.  Looks like there was a lot going on.”

“You could say that,” I replied. 

“Who do you guys work for?  If I can ask that is.”

“ACE,” I said.

“ACE?  Wow, American Counterintelligence and Espionage.  If you’re here, there must be something big going on.”

I replied.  “It’s no big deal we’re just checking something out.”

“Checking something out?  Wow, when you guys check something out, you sure don’t mess around.  You used a battering ram to open the door, well, almost.  Anyway, that’s pretty hardcore.  Were you looking for drugs or something?”

“We’re not really at liberty to say, not to be rude,” I said.

“Okay I get it.  I’m in security myself.  There are some things you just can’t talk about.”

“So, Jon, how long have you worked here?”

“I’ve been here about nine months.”

“So, you were here when they finished the building about three months ago?” I asked.

The blueprints that Marshall had submitted to our office in Washington the night before had received priority one attention, after I put in a call to Zack.  At five a.m. that morning we found out where the building was, and when it had been built.  Beyond that there was not much information as the occupant, whoever that was, had apparently not applied for a certificate of occupancy with the city.  It was also anybody’s guess as to how on earth they got the utilities turned on because the electric and water companies had no records of service ever being established.  A mystery indeed.

Nodding he said, “Yep, sure was.”

“After it was built did you see much traffic coming and going?” I asked.

“I did.  There was lots of it too.  Plenty of 18 wheelers and delivery trucks.  I figured they were delivering stuff to get the place setup for business, because after that there were just cars showing up, ya know, like people going to work every day.”

“Did you notice when someone might have come and emptied out the contents?” Jill asked.

“Nope, and I never heard any of the night shift guys say a word either.  The only thing I saw after that was eighteen wheelers with flatbeds coming in with forklifts.”

“When was that Jon?” I asked.

Scratching his head, he replied, “About three weeks ago.  Then, funny enough, about, oh, maybe ten, fourteen days ago the big trucks came back and picked up the forklifts.  Right after that everything stopped.  No lights, no noise, people stopped coming to work too.”

“Did you ever ask any of the staff passing through the gate what the name of the company was and what kind of work they did here?” Jill asked.

Shaking his head, he said, “They weren’t a real friendly bunch and definitely weren’t really big on making conversation.  Whenever I asked, they said it was confidential as they were working on government contracts.  When I called the on-site property manager to try and at least find out who the tenants were, they said they didn’t know anything themselves as the group that owned the industrial park was overseeing that tenant directly.  Very strange.”

“With that being said I might as well not even ask if you asked any of the staff about the forklifts and what they were doing in the building by chance?” I asked.

“Same thing.  Without being too nosey I did ask a couple of the employees I saw in their parking area as I was making my rounds if they were staying busy, because with all the equipment it sure did look that way.  Anyway, they just said uh huh and told me to have a nice day.” 

Taking a business card out of my purse I handed it to him and said, “Jon, we appreciate your help.  If you think of anything at all that you forgot, or might be relevant, please give me a call.”

Looking at my business card he smiled and said, “I sure will Agent Powers, or should I say Special Agent Powers?”

“Agent Powers is fine.”

“Oh,” he said as he reached into his back pocket and extracted his black leather wallet, which was apparently jam packed full of just about everything, and I could have sworn I saw a kitchen sink in it as well.  Anyway, it reminded me of the days when I used to carry a wallet with way too much stuff in it as well. 

“Here,” he said as he handed me a business card.

Looking at it I could see that he had a multi-level marketing business of some sort, which in this case involved electricity.  I had heard of this before and was all too familiar with it because Zack’s cousin was constantly aggravating us at each and every family function that we went to, insisting that we join and come in under her MLM downline. 

“I see you’re in the electricity business.”

Nodding he said, “It’s my part time gig, and yes, and I can beat any rate out there.  But the reason I gave you my card was so you could call me if you had any additional questions.”

“Thank you, Jon, that was very nice,” I replied.

“Well, I’d better get going.  Got to make my rounds.  See ya,” and he turned and began to walk away.

“Jon, how big is this industrial park?” I asked.

He stopped and turned briefly and said, “Twenty buildings in all,” and continued walking.

The three of us followed behind him as he exited and after walking to the end of the structure stopped and surveyed our surroundings.  As I scanned the flat north Texas horizon, I could see a collage of buildings on the campus which included warehouses as well as other buildings that appeared to be industrial in nature.  Not an expert in that arena, I did deduce that they were probably used for light industrial or manufacturing purposes.  Not bad for a girl, eh?  There were also several low to medium rise office buildings of not more than six to ten stories in height, including one across the street.

Looking back to the north I could see that Jon, who was still walking back toward his post, was still not too far away and in a slightly raised voice I said, “Jon.”

As he turned and looked at me I asked, “What was sitting on this spot before they decided to build this warehouse?  Another building?  Or was it just vacant land?” I asked.

Hollering back, he said, “It used to be an office building, kind of like the other ones you see in the park, I remember when it went up; it was the very first one.  I clearly remember when they laid the roads in here as I grew up in a neighborhood close by and all of us kids would ride our bikes up and down the empty streets.”

“Thanks,” I yelled, and he waved back and continued his journey toward the guard shack.

Jill then asked, “Why were you interested in the number of buildings and what might have been here before?”

“No reason.  This place is pretty large, wouldn’t you say?”

“What are you looking for?” Jill asked.

“I don’t know, but when I’ve found it, you’ll be first to know.”

“Marshall, I know it’s not your job, but I need a fresh set of eyes.  What do you see that’s different, unusual, out of order, or just something, anything at all?  Or something I would not know to look for or pick up on?” I asked.

After a few moments he smiled and said, “Follow me.”

We walked to the side of the building near the electricity meter which had a plethora of other electrical boxes also mounted to the side of the structure.  Marshall pointed to the electricity pole nearby and said, “See that?”

Looking at the pole I could see wires as well as what looked like a transformer, but beyond that I didn’t have a clue, and I responded, “What am I looking at Marshall?”

“They have 3 phase power running to this building.”

“And that means?” asked Jill.

“Ah, 3 phase power, versus single phase which you would have at home, is used in commercial settings, more especially in industrial type buildings.  It’s pretty clear that whatever they were doing in here, they had some equipment that had special power requirements,” he said.

“Marshall, what kind of machines would require, what do you call it?  3 phase?” I asked.

Nodding he said, “Manufacturing equipment like lathes and mills, large industrial refrigeration, and even server farms in some cases.  That’s how I knew about the 3 phase because I have a friend from one of my online groups that works in a server farm and we do online gaming together on this platform called ….”

Cutting him off I asked, “And could it be used for equipment used in the research, development, and production of genetic and bioengineering projects?”

“Well, yes.”

“But Mattie, what I don’t get is how they packed up and left?  And no one saw a thing,” Jill asked.

“That’s the part I’ve not figured out yet.”


Chapter 8

Back in our hotel room Jill, Marshall and I had just finished off pizza and wings that we had ordered for dinner.  One of the tough things about being away from home in this line of work had always been having to eat out, often resulting in eating food that is less than nutritious, and often loaded with fat.  When I was Matt, versus Mattie, I did not worry about that.  I’m not sure if it was because I was a guy and didn’t care or my metabolism processed what I put in my mouth more rapidly.  However, since taking on this new body and having a baby it seemed like I had to work harder than ever to keep my hips and thighs from widening.  Zack says he doesn’t care and loves me the way that I am, and he also says the more cushion the more pushin, which he seems to think is cute.  Personally, I find it demeaning and offensive to women, even though it is something that I would have said when I was a guy.

After cleaning up our dinner mess and retiring to the living room of our suite we sat there with the television playing, but muted, wondering what our next move would be in the case.  As we chatted, I occasionally looked up and checked out the weather displayed on the screen before me, of which it seemed there was no end.  I’d never found weather fascinating so why now?  Was this a sign that I was becoming older or domesticated?  Probably both because I was married and had a kid and found the simpler things of life interesting including shopping, clipping coupons, and thinking that my baby Abigail was the prettiest and smartest baby in the world.  This was a far cry from the playboy lifestyle of Matt Powers who liked to drink, live dangerously, and screw beautiful women, all in the line of duty.  However, that ended a year and half ago and was all just a memory, and sometimes, it almost seemed surreal, and every once in a while, it felt like the first thirty-seven years of my life as Matt never even really happened.

“Mattie, there used to be an office building in that space, according to Jon the security guard, Jon, who I think kind of fancied you by the way,” Jill said with an impish grin.

“Yeah, what about it?”

“So, let me ask you this, doesn’t it seem like that lot would be kind of small for such a structure?”  Jill asked.

“What do you mean?” Marshall asked.

“Think about it, if there was an office building there, doesn’t it seem like there would have been a lack of or a shortage of parking based on the overall layout?  Or is it just me?  Think about it, all those floors and all the people working there?”

“Hmmm, that’s a rather good deduction Jill.  What did you say your PhD was in?”  I replied.

“Psychology.  Bitch.”

I think I hit a nerve.  Since I had become a girl I’d still not gotten the portion of me under control that was a smartass, but I needed to, as females just don’t harass one another the way that guys do, so starting immediately I was going to stop that shit.  Including my use of bad language, internally when talking to myself as well as externally.

I smiled and said, “Just kidding.  You know I love you and you are my best friend.  I’m still trying to get rid of the last remnants of being Matt Powers.  He was such a bastard.  Forgive me?  Please?”

Rolling her eyes upward she said, “Forgiven.  I know that you can’t help yourself, plus its part of your profile from the old days.”

“So, you’ve read my profile?”

“Of course, remember?  I was your trainer after your transition,” she replied.

“So, my profile said that I was a habitual smart ass?”

“Something like that.”

A bit taken back, I just had to accept that, as if Jill said it then it had to be true.

“Okay, l think you’ve made a good point about the building and the parking, however, there’s something else that just popped into my head,” I said.

Looking at me in amazement Jill said, “Really?  Something’s popped into your head?  Wow!  You never cease to amaze me.”

“Okay, okay I deserved that Jill, you got me back.”

She scrunched up her face and nodded her head once and then said, “Okay, tell me what you’re thinking.”

“How old did the security guy Jon look?”

“About mid-twenties,” she replied.

“Right, and he said he remembers when they built the office building, which would have been about twenty years ago or less, depending on his age, give or take a few.  Marshall ….”

Sitting there typing on his laptop he said, “Already on it, give me just a sec.”

“How did you know what I was going to ask?”

“Ah, here are a couple of articles on commercial real estate talking about office buildings and their useful life.  Hmmm.  Tearing that building down?  Crazy.  According to what I’m reading here it should have had several more decades of useful life, easily.  Very odd.  Now researching the county tax records as well and it looks like the building was erected about twenty years ago.”

Reaching into my purse I pulled out Jon the security guard’s business card, found his number, and began to dial and shortly thereafter it began to ring, and as it did, I pressed the speakerphone button.

“Hello.”

“Jon?”

“You got em.”

“Agent Powers, ACE here, did I catch you at an okay time?”

“Sure, how can I help you this evening?”

“I had a couple of questions.  You said that at one time an office building used to sit where the warehouse now was.”

“That’s right.”

“Do you happen to know how old that building was?  What year was it put up?”

“I was a little kid at the time, so don’t hold me to this but it seems like maybe, oh, eighteen, maybe twenty years ago?”

“Did the people you work for ever say why it was being torn down?”

“They said they just weren’t able to attract enough tenants into the park and it was practically sitting empty, so they were converting the site to light industrial and manufacturing.  It was a nice looking gold glass building and it sure seemed like a waste when they brought it down, but then again who am I to say?  I’m just a guy guarding the front gate.”

“When did they demolish it?” I asked.

“Mmmm, let me think, maybe about five or six months ago, then they got to work on the warehouse right away.”

“Thanks for your help, oh, and one more question.  Seems to me that parking might have been kind of tight for an office building on that spot, considering the size of the lot.  Do you remember how big the parking area was?”

“Parking area?  There was an underground parking garage, and a big one at that.  It was at least a couple of stories deep as I remember.  Used to ride my bike down in it when I was a kid.  Security guard kept running me off.”

“You’ve been a great help Jon.  Appreciate your assistance.”

“You bet.  Call me if you need anything else.”

“Okay, have a good evening,” and I hung up the phone.

Sitting there I bit my lower lip and said, “Marshall, can you find out if there has been a change in ownership in that piece of property recently.”

Tapping away on his keyboard he soon said, “About six months ago.”

Jill looked at me intently and said, “Right about the time we worked our last mission together out in California, or just slightly thereafter?”

“I wonder Jill, could it be them.  Marshall, look up the current owner, any mention of the name Barkley?”

“Give me a couple of minutes and let me see,” he said, still pounding away furiously on his keyboard.  He was typing so fast I was sure his computer was going to catch on fire any minute.

“Jill, do you think Isabella or S.C.A.T. could be involved?”

“What’s that you always ask me?  Does a bear poop in the woods?”

Another example of how my language has affected others, of which I was not proud, so I replied, “Yes, and I think I used a word other than poop.  Also, I think it is possible, after all, they never recovered the bodies of Isabella or Marie Benoit.”

“Aka, Lucky Seven,” she said and smiled.

“I’ve got something,” Marshall reported.  “The corporation that bought the entire park, lock stock and barrel, at first seems relatively boring, ho, hum.  However, tracing those corporate records up the line, as they tried to hide it through a series of six holding companies, you know, one company owns another, I found the owner.  Guess who?”

“A real estate holding company that is a subsidiary of a company in, or should I say formerly, the Barkley empire,” Jill said rather unemotionally.

With an amazed look on his face he said, “Exactly.”


Chapter 9

Remember the old saying that the murderer always returns to the scene of the crime?  That’s what I was counting on or in this case that the former occupants of the abandoned building would, so we headed back down to the warehouse, parked in the lot of an adjoining building, and waited.  Hopefully, our efforts would not be in vain.

After sitting there for a bit Marshall asked to use the binoculars.  I could see no valid reason but told him to go ahead and amuse himself.  He was a strange little guy and if he got enjoyment out of it then more power to him, who was I to poke fun at his entertainment, which I suspected usually consisted of studying technology and playing video games.

“Oooo, oooo, wow,” he said.

“What do you see?” Jill asked.

“I’m looking at the power meter on the side of the building, and it’s running to beat the band, there’s definitely electricity being used inside.”

“When we were here earlier was it running?” I asked.

Shaking his head, he said, “No, it was dead still.”

“Which means one of two things.” I said.

“Yes, either they stopped usage because they knew we were here or they work at night,” Jill said.

Right about that time a car pulled up to the side of the warehouse and parked.  The driver got out, closed the door, and walked up to the building and as I looked at him through the binoculars, I saw who it was.

“Well hello Dr. Gaylor,” I said.

Jill was also looking at him through her binoculars as well and asked, “Are we all that surprised?”

Shaking my head, I said, “Not really. The way he acted about their research being not that big of a deal?  It’s like Dr. Saddler said and this confirms it, the guy was definitely downplaying it, and he’s in this up to his ass.”

Jill looked at me as I completed my sentence and I said, “Sorry, I will keep working on my use of colorful metaphors.”

I reached in my purse and took the special cell phone that Marshall had given me when we started the mission out of my purse, removed it from the plastic case that housed it, tucked it into my bra and Jill asked, “What are you doing?”

“You just never know when you’re going to need a diversion, and I suggest that you do the same.  We have no idea what we’ll run into inside.”

“Mattie, if this thing goes off in my blouse it could blow my titty off,” she said with a concerned look on her face.

“Not to worry, you’ll still have one left.  Ready?”

After rolling her eyes up in her head and back down she nodded, and almost immediately Marshall said, “I’m ready too,” in an excited tone.

“You’re not a field agent Marshall and you need to stay in the car,” I said, “If Zack found out that we let you go in with us he’d have my ass, and Jill, once again, sorry.”

“Darn it,” he exclaimed.

Looking at him I said, “Hey, we’ll be right back.”

With our purses over our shoulders and guns drawn we entered the building through the same door that Dr. Gaylor had entered earlier, and interestingly enough it was not locked, all we had to do was turn the handle and enter.

Examining the empty building there was no sign of him, anywhere.

“Dr. Gaylor, Special Agent Powers, where are you?” I called out, and because the space was completely empty my words echoed through the empty building.

Walking to the north wall we started looking through the empty offices but there was not a trace of him.  He, like the contents of the warehouse had apparently vanished as well.

Turning on the light in one of the offices we entered and looked around and Jill subsequently sat down on the credenza on which the built in book case was attached to and said, “Where on Earth could he have gone to?”

“Jill, he’s here, somewhere in this building.”

Marshall then said to us over our comms, “Maybe he beamed out.”

I’m glad we left him in the car, I mouthed to Jill.

Mouthing back at me she said, Stop!

“Girl, I think we may be at a dead end as we could search this building all night and never find out where he went, and without a team to help us tear this place apart we may never find him.  Ready to head back to the hotel?” I asked.

“I suppose.”

As she plopped off the credenza onto the floor she inadvertently bounced back against the book case, and strangely enough it rattled.  Jill and I looked at one another and I said, “It sounds loose.”

Grabbing  one of the rails she pushed and pulled on it a few times and it continued to make the same noise and she said, “Mattie, it almost sounds hollow behind it.”

“Let’s see if we can move it.”

Walking to the right side of it we attempted to move it forward to no avail, but then as I leaned on it the entire bookcase slid to the left exposing an opening and behind it was a spiral staircase.

“I think we’ve found where Dr. Gaylor went Mattie.”

I nodded and pulled my gun back out of my holster and asked, “Ready?”

“As I’ll ever be.”

Getting on my comm I said, “Marshall, we found a hidden staircase behind a bookshelf in the office and we’re going down it.  Depending on how deep it is it’s possible that we may lose contact with you, understood?”

“That is so cool that you found a secret staircase, and behind a bookshelf of all places.  I really wish I could come in and see that” he said.

“Stay in the car Marshall,” Jill said.

Jill and I began to descend the spiral staircase, the light gradually fading the further down we went, and we were soon submerged into total darkness.  After a short distance with no light, I’m guessing we had descended about fifteen feet, we soon saw a faint glow. As we grew closer to the light, we soon arrived at a landing which was dimly lit with fluorescent bulbs.  We walked down a concrete walkway and quickly arrived at another stairwell.  This one was not spiral but resembled one you would find in an office building.  Looking at one another we nodded, grabbed the handrails, and began our journey downward.

I’m not sure how many stories down we traveled but I know that it was maybe what would be a couple of floors if you compared it to an office building of some sort.  At long last we reached the bottom and there in front of us was a double set of black metal doors and as I tried to open them it was clear that they were locked.  Looking to the left I could see a mechanism where one could swipe a keycard if they had it, but unfortunately Jill and I had neither.

“Maybe Marshall could help us with this,” Jill said.

Nodding I got on my comm and said, “Marshall? Can you hear me?”

I thought a heard a few remnants of his voice crackling mildly but unfortunately, we were clearly out of radio range.

“What do we do now?  Knock?” I asked.

The next thing we knew the double black doors opened inward and there before us was a huge room filled with large steel vats and the place was bustling with activity.  Jill and I looked at one another and then forward, and there before us was Isabella Barkley, Marie Benoit, Dr. Gaylor, and a blonde woman about 5’5” with light brown eyes who I’d never seen before.  Also accompanying them were a couple of members of their goon squad with their 9mm’s drawn and pointed right at us, who I am sure had instructions to shoot us if we got out of line.

“Welcome,” said Isabella in her enchanting feminine voice.  As she stood there before me, I noticed she was wearing a black floral print dress and pumps and her long blonde hair was resting on her shoulders.

Smiling at her I said to her in a slightly sarcastic tone, “Isabella, an absolute pleasure to see you.”

Chuckling mildly she replied, “And a pleasure to see you,” and as she slightly bowed her head and then looked at Jill and said, “Dr. Lindstrom, it is good to see you as well.”

Slightly bowing her head Jill nodded without saying anything. 

“Isabella, you’ve lost weight since I last saw you,” I added.

Laughing she said, “Oh yes, I had my baby so I am quite slimmer.  I have been working hard to get that baby fat off and it’s been tough, I guess that’s something you and I have in common, right?  Now, Agent Powers, Dr. Lindstrom, I would love to invite the two of you to join me for dinner and drinks if you will.  Perhaps it is a late meal but nonetheless it is always a pleasure to have company,” she replied.

Then almost as suddenly she added, “Oh, I do need to apologize to you for something Agent Powers, oh, by the way, may I call you Mattie?”

“But of course,” I said throwing my hands out to the side.

“Outstanding.  Mattie, you do realize that we will have to check you and Agent, or should I say Dr. Lindstrom, for contraband, or unauthorized items, before we proceed.”

“Since we are on a first name basis, by all means!” Jill added.

“Thank you, Jill.  And I’m going to have one of the newest members of our team check you, with your permission,” Isabella said.

“Do we have a choice?” I asked.

“Mattie, I am trying to keep this on a cordial level,” Isabella replied.

Marie stepped forward and took our handbags and then the young woman who I described earlier as the random blonde frisked us, and amazingly enough completely missed the small cell phones we had tucked away in our bras.  I was almost in disbelief that she missed them.  She did however find Jill’s 9mm with the special feature, hidden in her boot, which I’d suggested she hide there when we first started our surveillance earlier in the evening.

“Jill, that’s a very pretty gun, and the craftsmanship is breathtaking” exclaimed Isabella.

“Thanks,” Jill replied in a rather unimpressed tone.

“You certainly do have good taste, and by all appearances Jill, you’re packing a lot of heat with three weapons.  However, a girl can’t be too careful in this day and time,” Isabella added and then said, “Now that we have dispensed with the formalities, come, let us visit, as we have much to discuss and I know for a fact that you have many questions.”

Isabella, Marie, Dr. Gaylor, and the young blonde woman started walking and we followed, and right behind Jill and I were the two henchmen dressed in black suits with white shirts.  As I examined them, I tried to assess if there was any way that I could possibly take them down.  Then, after some analysis, I determined that the two of them could easily tackle about three to four guys each in a professional football game.  So, for the moment, I surmised, I guess we’d better just play along.

“Isabella, do you house all these people working here on site?” I asked.

“No, they park in the garage at the office building across the street from the warehouse and take a special passageway that we had built especially for the purpose.”

That explained how they vanished without a trace, and on top of that managed to keep their operation rolling at full steam ahead.

As we walked along the side of the room it appeared a lot was happening in the facility.  There were many men walking around in white lab coats, a variety of technicians performing a range of maintenance on equipment, and even a golf cart driving down the main aisle.  Looking up, I could see the concrete ceiling had lifts mounted onto them and they could be lowered all the way down if needed.  I guess I had my answer as to how they moved all the contents of the warehouse and no one saw a thing.

After a short walk we reached a gray metal door which Isabella unlocked with her key card, pulled open, and entered.  As we went in, we followed her and her team up a flight of stairs until we reached another floor where she once again slid her card and pulled yet another door open and we subsequently followed her into the room.

Surveying our new surroundings, I could see a living area which opened into a dining room, and in the center, there was a dark wooden high-top table.  Isabella sat at the head of the table and invited us to sit next to her, so I took a chair on one side and Jill took one on the other.  Right behind Isabella was Marie and the blonde woman while there was one goon each stationed on each side of the table, one fairly close to me and the other one near Jill.  Standing at the other end of the table was Dr. Gaylor.

A man in a white waiter’s uniform approached Isabella and she turned to us and asked, “Let’s start off the evening with drinks ladies.  What would you like?  Anything at all.”

“I’ll have a glass of water,” I replied.

“Me too,” Jill responded.

“Water?  Come.  Mattie, what about your old favorite of scotch?  I’ve got a special twenty-year-old bottle that you’d really love.”

“They don’t really like us drinking on the job,” I replied.

“Please bring Agent Powers a glass of water and a scotch, and you Jill?  I bet you’re a white wine kind of girl.”

Jill looked at me and shrugged her shoulders and said, “I’ll have a glass of white, as long as it’s not Chardonnay.”

Isabella then broke into laughter and said, “Excellent, and bring me my usual please.”

Nodding briefly the waiter then disappeared through a set of double metal doors into what was clearly the kitchen.

“Oh, by the way, let me introduce one of the newest members of our team, her codename is Uptown Girl,” Isabella said as she motioned toward the blonde woman.

Looking at her she was clearly a very pretty young woman and by the looks of her I had a feeling she was new to the organization so I asked her, “How long have you been affiliated with S.C.A.T.?”

She looked at Isabella who nodded at her and she replied, “Several months.”

“And Uptown, how did you get messed up with this bunch?”

“Let’s just say that I’m grateful to them and owe them my life,” she replied.

The waiter returned and sat our glasses down in front of us, including a glass of red wine for Isabella which did not surprise me. I had already figured her for a red wine girl, as they’re always the toughest and meanest of them all.

I nodded, took a sip of my scotch and said, “Isabella, I’m impressed.  I had no idea that S.C.A.T. was now doing social work.”

“Mattie, you’d be amazed at the work that S.C.A.T. does.  After all, you know that it is our goal to try and make the world a better place,” Isabella responded.

“Through chaos, anarchy, and terrorism,” Jill added.

“Jill, those are just labels, and you’ve just heard from Uptown Girl that we are compassionate, isn’t that right Jessica?”

I was quite surprised that Isabella used her real name in our presence if that was her true name.  If that was the case it was a security breach.  Then again, she might have used a made-up name and it was all part of her plan.  What plan?  You never know when it comes to S.C.A.T., but with them it’s always something.  Then again maybe they didn’t care if we knew her name because perhaps, they were planning to kill us.  I was pretty sure we would find out that answer soon enough.

“Yes, number one,” the young woman responded.

Raising my eyebrows and smiling I sat up straight in my chair and leaned forward.  “Number One?  I thought when I saw you last that you were Number Two?  Or did I get that wrong and you have moved up in rank?”

After taking a drink of her wine she said, “When opportunities present themselves….”

“How did you end up in charge of S.C.A.T.?” Jill asked.  Isn’t the entire organization some sort of an alliance of twelve evil businessmen and politicians?”

Turning her head to the side and then straightening it back up she said, “Well, let’s just say, it was.”

“It was?” Jill asked.

“As you know, when I was running Barkley Global, I was in charge and the ultimate decision maker.  After losing my post because of your investigation I joined S.C.A.T. where I was not one of the council of twelve but the equivalent of vice president.  Not a position I was used to, if you know what I mean, as many of the duties are mundane and not unlike the Vice President of the United States.”

“Because William Barkley plays second fiddle to no one,” I said.

“Exactly.  Well, after my transition and taking on my new role as a woman and Number Two, I had an epiphany and everything came into focus like never before, and I knew what my role was going to be in this life.  The vision before me was clear and I knew beyond the shadow of a doubt what my destiny was to be.”

“And what was that?” Jill asked.

“Throughout time the true leaders in this world have always been women because in the end they’ve always influenced, subtly or otherwise, the decisions that men make, whether through verbal suggestion or persuasiveness in the bedroom.  To possess us and have us in their beds, men have started wars, robbed, killed, and committed unspeakable atrocities, all in the name of love, and sometimes lust.  It is not men but we that are the true leaders of this world and possess equal to greater intelligence than the average man.  Look back through ancient history and you will find that women, not men, controlled as much if not more power than their male counterparts.  Then over the course of time we were squashed and put into the role of homemaker, wife, and mother, all admirable.  However, that time has passed, and the day has come for us sit on the sidelines no more.  Ladies, it is our destiny, and our right to assume the leadership roles we were removed from and lead the world into the new millennia.”

“I take it that you are now on the council of twelve?” Jill asked, “And that this is somehow tied into the fact that there are men being turned into women?”

“Yes, the council of twelve, formerly men, now consists of twelve women.”

“How did you pull that off?” I asked.

“Easy, I just eliminated the male leadership from the top positions and the females in management right below them moved on up and now sit on the council, and out of gratitude elected me as head and also asked me to be Number One.  I love America, and this wonderful world that we live in.  However, I do want to say that I am not totally ruthless as a couple of the council members had green eyes and O-negative blood and we took a different approach with them.”

“So now all of S.C.A.T. leadership is, well, S.C.A.T. girls?” I added.

Laughing Isabella said, “Yes, well, I guess in the case of some of us we are girls spelled with a u instead of an I, as described in new urban slang.”

“So, you turned them into women with the intron virus,” Jill said.

“Exactly.  Our goal was to increase the female population. However, there are not enough machines and available clones to do it the way we got here, right Mattie?”  Looking at the blonde woman she asked, “Right Jessica?”

Looking at the blonde woman behind Isabella I asked, “So Jessica, if that is your real name, you used to be a man?”

She nodded and said, “It’s true.”

“As I was saying Mattie, our goal being to increase the female population it became clear, turn men into women at the most basic genetic level, so poof.  The intron virus was created.”

“Thanks to Drs. Nguyen and Garcia’s work at Barkley Biotechnologies?  Which they transferred here after the project was sufficiently along so it could be developed and deployed?” I asked.

“Oh well done Mattie.  With you and Jill I almost don’t stand a chance.  Well, almost,” she said and then smiled.

“But why only green-eyed men with O-negative blood?  Those population percentages are so small you can’t make a super huge dent, even in the long term,” Jill chimed in.

“Correct.  However, we did it for two reasons.  One, we wanted to make sure that we were able to distribute the virus on a large scale, and we were, with the United States being our test population.  Two, the virus itself was difficult to develop and the only successful version of it we could get to work was the one that affected men with green eyes and O-negative blood, subsequently changing them into members of the fairer sex.  However, we are only days away from perfecting the next strain of the virus and that one will work on gentlemen with blue eyes and whatever blood type we decide to select.  Also, thanks to the work of Drs. Nguyen and Garcia we can also target by race and hair color as well.”

“I am sure that you are going to reward them handsomely,” Jill added.

“But of course, in addition to a huge financial bonus I’m going to give them each what they’ve always dreamed of.”

“And what’s that?” Jill asked.

“Both of them said they have always felt like girls inside and that’s what they want more than anything.  That’s the reason they were so dedicated to this project as they wanted to end suffering among those who shared their affliction, or should I say condition?  However, both of them will soon have their wish.” 

I was thinking about saying something to her about how I accidentally whacked their bird, but then decided it might be better if I said nothing for the moment.

“Just how much are you planning to change the male to female population mix?” I asked.

“When we are finished there will be 120 women for every 80 men.  After the change is complete women will soar to the top in every industry and the glass ceiling will be shattered.  S.C.A.T. will begin to introduce their own political candidates, primarily female, into countries all over the world and in a few short years we will control all.”

“What I don’t get is how you’ve been spreading the virus,” I said.

“Easy peasy my dear.  As you know Barkley Global has always had its hands into everything, and despite my departure from the company I do still have connections into the organization,” Isabella announced.

“We were pretty sure of that already, but go on,” I said in a very matter of fact tone.

“And, Mattie, I knew that you knew that.”

“And my dear Isabella, I’m also willing to bet that in addition to your being able to manipulate Barkley Global and its subsidiaries you probably also have controlling interest in the company, despite the fact that your shares of the company were seized by the government,” I added.

With a shocked look on her face she asked, “And how on Earth would I pull off something like that?” she said and then smiled.

“Easy, shares can be held in Barkley Global through other corporations that own stock in it, several layers deep if necessary.  Then I guess there’s also the possibility that you could also control ETF’s and mutual funds that own the stock as well.  I know you’re pretty crafty and am positive that you would never have walked away from your baby, Barkley Global, that you poured blood sweat and tears into to make it what it is today.  A global portfolio envied by every investor on planet earth.  How am I doing?”

“Mattie, wouldn’t you like to get back to the question you asked me earlier?” she asked.

“Okay, tell me, how are you spreading the intron virus?  Inquiring minds want to know.”

“Barkley Global has a subsidiary that distributes institutional food supplies.  We simply began to put the virus into the bags of flour that were shipped, and from there everything was pretty much on automatic so to speak.”

Jill sat forward and asked, “When you say institutional, you are referring to such organizations as prisons, the military, schools, and restaurants to name a few?”

“Exactly Jill.”

I added, “So anytime the flour was used to bake bread, or coat something that was being deep fried ….”

Raising her right forefinger, she shook her head and said, “Almost.  The hot temperatures of the deep fryers kill the virus, so if you coated chicken wings with the flour and dropped it in the grease it would have no effect on the person eating them.  However, baking is a different story as the virus is easily able to survive that process as the bread acts like a cocoon and protects it.  However, it can’t survive past 30 minutes or so after it is removed from the oven, give or take a few minutes either way.”

“As it needs the heat until it is transferred to the host?  The man with green eyes and O-negative blood must ingest it within a short amount of time, that 30 minutes or so, or it dies?” Jill asked.

Rolling her head from side to side Isabella said, “The virus must get to the human host quickly, however, if the required conditions are not present, such as the male having green eyes and the correct blood type it perishes quickly.”

Looking at the two of us she then said, “So, let’s get down to business.  I would like to make you an offer which I believe would be to your benefit.”

“What’s that?” I asked.

“You and Jill, join us.”

Looking dead at her I said, “You’ve got to be fucking kidding?”

Laughing she said, “Mattie, I see you still need work on your feminine language skills, as we girls just don’t talk like that.  However, no, I’m not kidding.”

“Why on Earth would we join you?” Jill asked.

“For two reasons, one to save your lives, and two, the inevitable is at hand.  By now it must be abundantly clear that the future of this planet is women, and not the men who have made a complete and total mess out of everything.  Ladies, our time is at hand.  I don’t want you to join me based on ideology such as you’re with ACE and I’m with S.C.A.T., no, no, no.  Join me because this is the destiny of womankind, to create a better world for all.  Mattie, Jill, together my sisters we can do so much such as abolishing war, eliminating hunger, and creating a better world for all.  I ask you, join me on this quest and stand at my side as we become the equivalent of the new centurions of this planet.  Mattie, you have a daughter, don’t you want her to live in a world free from male oppression, free from violence and tyranny.  Admit it, even in this country, how many rights do people even have?  The police constantly raid the wrong home and kill innocent people and suffer no consequences, if it’s even suspected that you are a terrorist you’re dropped in a hole and tortured and have no right to legal counsel.  We are a long way from the land of the free and the home of the brave.  So, before you say no, think about my words.  Then, when I return, you can tell me that you are willing to accept my proposal and we will have that dinner I promised you.  Oh, and let me recommend the broiled lamb chops as my chef has a special lemon garlic butter sauce that he cooks them in which is simply divine.”

She stood and then said, “I’ll be back shortly,” and then turned and looked at Marie and Jessica and nodded.  As Isabella left the room the other two women followed her and Dr. Gaylor was right behind them.

As they departed and the door closed, I looked at the two goons and then back at Jill and said, “Well, I guess it’s just the four of us.”

“Quite a speech she gave there,” Jill said.

“Yep.  You know Jill, I know our county has problems and we’ve got a lot that needs fixing, but...”

Nodding she said, “I agree.”

Looking at the other end of the table where the two goons had now moved to since Isabella’s departure, I eyed mine and Jill’s handbags sitting there and next to them were my two 9mms and Jill’s two 9mms and .32.  At that moment in time I was thinking that if there was any way that I could get my hands on one of them, even for a fraction of a second, I could take the two of them out, and then Jill and I could make a break for it.  However, the fact that they had their guns drawn and in their hands decreased the possibility that I could pull off a stunt like that, so it was onto plan B, whatever that was.

Looking at the big bald guy on the left I said, “Hey, see that fancy 9mm on the table?”

He looked down at it and then back up at me and smiled and I said, “Slide that down the table to me, and I’ll make sure you go free.”

He and the other goon looked at one another and laughed and then returned their attention to us.

Looking at Jill I grinned slightly, signaling her that I was getting ready to start some shit.

“Dude, that’s a nice gun isn’t it?” I said to the bald henchman who was still standing at the end of the table with his black 9mm in hand.  He looked down at it and I could tell by the expression on his face that he agreed with my statement as he nodded slightly.

“Nice piece huh.  It’s my girlfriend’s here,” I said as I motioned my head toward Jill.  “She actually just bought it as a present for a family member.  If I’d seen it first, I would have bought it because it sure is a sharp looking weapon.  Go ahead and pick it up and see for yourself, it won’t hurt.”

He thought for a moment and then looked at his partner who shrugged his shoulders.  The man then returned his weapon to his holster under his jacket and picked the gun up off the table.  His partner however was still standing there with his 9mm in hand pointing downward which could be raised and used to whack me and Jill in about two seconds if the guy deemed it necessary.  Apparently, they weren’t taking any chances with us.

“Doesn’t that ivory handle feel nice and smooth in your hand?” I asked.

He nodded.  Apparently, the guy wasn’t much for talking, but that didn’t matter, as at least I was making progress.

“Yeah, it’s a nice weapon for sure as that’s a real man’s gun,” then I quickly changed my tone and said, “You can go ahead and put it down now,” I ordered.

The two goons laughed and the bald one holding Jill’s gun said, “Who the fuck do you think you are giving me orders?”

“Who the fuck do I think I am?”  I’ll tell you, I’m the girl that will soon be working for Isabella you piece of shit, and before you know it you’ll be working for me,” I replied, “So put that weapon back on the table right now.”

“And if I don’t?”

“Then I’m going to get out of this chair, walk over there, and kick your ass right up between your shoulder blades.”  Then looking at Jill I said, “Once we join Isabella, I say we have these two fuckers eliminated, especially the bald one.”

“Is that a fact?” he asked.

“That’s a fact.  Jill, it’s pretty apparent that S.C.A.T. has been recruiting from the bottom of the barrel as these two are clearly the dregs.  Hopefully, we can help them get some better help where they can stop hiring cave dwellers that should have run down their mother’s leg versus being born.”

Walking over to me with the stainless-steel gun in hand I could see that he was furious as his face was turning red.  Now right beside me pointing the gun at my head his friend quickly joined him and put his hand on his shoulder and said, “Dude, she’s just trying to get to you.”

Lowering the gun, he took a step back and then said, “Fucking bitch.”

Laughing I said, “See Jill, low boiling point, can’t take the heat.  A true sign of an amateur.”

A look of absolute rage shot across his face and the next thing I knew he raised the gun, pointed it at my chest, and pulled the trigger, and there was nothing but a click.  Good job Marshall.  Confused that it didn’t go off he pulled it again, and there was still nothing but a click.  Trying it one more time with no results he then turned the gun sideways and looked at this friend and then at me and asked, “What the fuck?  Is this thing even loaded?”

Suddenly the gun fired and went into the body of his co-worker, as that was the direction it was aimed.  His buddy seemed to be in total shock that he had been shot, and the next thing they knew it fired into his associate again, and then again.  By this time, the guy was so pissed off that he’d been shot he took his 9mm, pointed it at his bald friend and fired four rounds into his chest, and they subsequently fell to the floor.

Jill and I looked at one another and she said, “Holy shit!”

Looking at her I turned my head sideways and said, “Don’t ever talk to me about using bad language again.”

“Mattie, let’s get the fuck outta here.”

Picking up the special weapon and removing the 9mm clips from the guns of the two dead goons Jill and I picked up our purses and headed for the door with guns drawn.

“Oh, wait a sec,” Jill said as she ran back toward the dead guys.

“What are you doing?”

Holding an electronic key card up she said, “We may need this.”

“Good thinking girl.”

Opening the door by the handle we peeked outside, and the coast appeared to be clear, so we proceeded down the stairwell toward the ground floor, the same way that we had entered.  Upon reaching the bottom we stepped out and looked across the room and it appeared to be a nice little walk back to the door where we’d entered earlier.  The chances of us getting there without getting caught were pretty slim because we stuck out like a sore thumb, plus everyone on the main floor had seen us escorted in by Isabella and her henchman.  Catching sight of a locker on the wall I opened it I saw a couple of white lab coats and took them out and handed one to Jill.

“What’s this?”

“Look, we’re never going to make it out of here dressed like a couple of female federal agents.  We need to blend in.”

Then looking back into the locker I took out a couple of white plastic hardhats, which we put on, and for good measure we each carried a clipboard that finished off our look as two female scientists or technician types.

“Jill, put one of your guns in your lab coat pocket, and I’ll do the same.”

“Right,” she replied.

Walking across the complex floor I looked once again at the large cylindrical vats in the room, which were probably fifteen feet tall, and as I thought about it I knew what was in store for the country, and eventually the world if they were deployed.

We continued to walk across the large room and the double doors where we entered and were getting closer by the moment, and I estimated that if we ran into no problems we would make it there in about thirty seconds.  With luck the electronic key card would open the door and we would be home free.

Passing a man in a white lab coat who was accompanied by a security guard dress in a blue jumpsuit he stopped and looked at me and said, “I don’t remember seeing you before, what section do you work in?”

Jill and I began to run and as I looked back I could see the guard drawing his gun from his holster so I pulled out my 9mm and shot him center mass and he dropped like a rock.  Jill and I continued to run toward the double doors but by this time the alarm was now blaring and a voice over the intercom was saying Intruder Alert, over and over again.

Seeing that there were now guards ahead of us and other ones approaching us from behind we ducked to the side and took cover between two rows of the metal electronic control cabinets, which were apparently used in the operation of the equipment where the virus was being developed and harvested.  Bullets began to fly and it was clear that at least of couple of automatic weapons were being used as well, as the rounds were bouncing off the cabinets we were seeking cover behind and it was scary to say the least, however, Jill and I did our best to keep our heads down. 

“A guy could get killed like this,” I said.

“You mean girl,” she replied.

With a perturbed look on my face I said, “Yeah, a girl spelled with a u instead of an i, right?”

Suddenly the bullets stopped, and Isabella’s voice came on over the intercom system.

“Agent Powers, Dr. Lindstrom.  It is obvious that you did not like the company of the two gentlemen that I left you with, and it is clear how much you cared for them as they are no longer in our organization’s employment.  However, despite the fact that the two of you seem to raise hell and cause chaos wherever you go and have disrupted our operations I am willing to grant you one last chance.  Come out now, agree to join me and live.  Do this and together we will be the new masters of the world which will soon unfold.”

“She’s pretty eaten up with this stuff,” I said to Jill.

“God Mattie, we’re pinned down, there’s bad guys both directions.  I guess this is it, as I have no plans to become a S.C.A.T. girl.”

“Spelled with a u, right?”

“Whatever.”

All of a sudden, there was an explosion and as I raised my head up and looked in the direction of the noise I could see that the two main doors where Jill and I had entered earlier had been blown open and there were federal agents storming the place.  The S.C.A.T. staff was quickly bringing in reinforcements and automatic weapons were in full play with both parties.

“Jill, it’s the cavalry.”

“Thank God.  Marshall must have called in reinforcements after we didn’t return.”

“Maybe you can reward him for it,” I said and then smiled.

“At this point I’m so grateful I might just consider it,” she replied.

Assessing the situation, it was obvious that the two of us were pinned down by a S.C.A.T team positioned back to our left.  The team that had been firing on us from our right earlier had turned their attention toward the federal agents, most of who were from ACE I was sure.  After talking it over Jill and I had a plan.  We took our special cell phones out of our bras, I said, “Go,” and we held the two buttons down just as Marshall had instructed us to do on the plane.  After five seconds had elapsed the devices began to beep and I said, “Now.”

I threw mine in the direction of the guards to the left and Jill threw hers at the group to the right of us who were pinning down the federal agents.  I think the reason the guards did not fire on us when we threw the phones at them was because they were confused, as who in their right mind throws a cell phone as a weapon?  Except, a pissed off customer at the local mobile phone store?

Just as suddenly the devices detonated and the two explosions caught everyone off guard and the agents moved in full force storming the place, guns blazing the entire time.  S.C.A.T. forces quickly fell back, and the federal team clearly had them on the run.

“Thank the lord,” Jill said.

Sitting down on the floor I said, “Jill, I’m seriously thinking about getting another job.”

Smiling she said, “I’m right there with ya sister.”


Chapter 10

So, in the end Isabella, Marie Benoit, and Jessica, the latest addition to their team got away and there was no trace of them.  Big surprise, right?  Isn’t that the way it often ends with the evil villain, or should I say villainess in this instance, getting away?

As far as the virus being brewed up in all those containers, it was seized and destroyed along with all the tainted flour which was being distributed the Barkley’s food distribution subsidiary.  Additionally, Dr. Gaylor, Nguyen, and Garcia were taken into custody and brought up on full federal charges and would be going away for quite some time.  Which really means that with good behavior and parole they would be out by next week.

By the time all was said and done 5,000 men in the U.S. had been changed into biological females, and the press had an absolute field day with the entire story, which helped to create additional fear and panic as that’s what the media does, right?  Anyway, it was the story of the day for many days until something more interesting came along, as that’s the way it goes, and the reason I don’t watch television.

A group of the most prominent genetic engineers from around the world promised that they would dedicate unlimited resources to researching the condition so they could reverse the process for those affected.  However, Dr. Saddler told us in a classified meeting that the odds of that actually happening were practically non-existent, and the research portion itself could easily take a decade if not longer.

As we had once again saved western civilization and the world, we returned to our office in D.C., and our first day back in the office was a quiet one, which I was thankful for to say the least.  At his request, Jill and I joined Zack in his office where we entered and took a seat in the chairs in front of his desk as he said he had something to discuss with us, so we reported immediately.

“Thanks for coming down to see me.  You ladies are looking well considering what you’ve just been through.”

“Yes, as we were almost killed, several times, so thanks for that,” Jill said as though she were agitated.

“I know it was a tough assignment, but you guys did a great job, and the President sends you thanks as well, as we just got off the phone.”

“Doesn’t the agency director normally speak with the President?” I asked, “And not a guy like you because you’re another step or two down the chain?  Not that there’s anything wrong with you as I think you’re wonderful.”

“Thanks sweetie, and yes you are correct.  Turns out that my boss has decided to retire and has already departed the agency so I’m filling in for him.  Oh, by the way, starting the first of the month I will be the new Director of ACE.”

With wide eyes I stood up and leaned across the desk and gave him a hug and kiss and said, “Congratulations baby.”

“Yes Zack, congratulations,” Jill said.

“Thanks Jill.”

“I sure hate to see you leave.  Who do they have in mind to take over for you?” Jill asked.

“Yeah, I really like working for the boss, and then screwing him after work, so I don’t know if I’m going to like working for someone else.  The way I figure it, I’ve kind of got it made as is.”

Zack and Jill chuckled and then he added, “That’s what I wanted to talk to you ladies about.”

“You want me or Jill to take over for you?”

Shaking his head, he said, “No, not quite.”

“Then what?  I asked.

“First off, Jill.  As you remember, about a year a half ago you were working on Operation Genesis, and after budget cuts it was shelved, and you began to work with Mattie.”

“Of course, Zack,” she said.

“That job was to help develop a program that would enable individuals to acclimate to their new bodies.  Before you knew it, we gave you Mattie, really throwing you a zinger, as acclimating someone who had been male and was now a female was totally new territory.”

Smiling she said, “And I remember it well.”

“And you did a great job, just look at how I turned out,” I added.

They laughed and then Zack said, “Baby, you turned out alright, and you have done exceptionally well.”

Then turning back to Jill, he said, “Jill, there are 5,000 men out there who have just had their world turned upside down, and you are the best qualified person to help them.”

With a puzzled look on her face she asked, “Zack, what are you saying?”

“Jill, the President wants you to head up a special task force and oversee getting these 5,000 new women the care and resources that they need as they’ve got a long road ahead of them.  You’re the only person that has experience in assisting men who have been transitioned into full biological females.”

With a shocked look on her face she said, “Zack, I’ve only helped one person, Mattie, and I’m the best qualified for the job in this whole country?”

“Girl, you’re the only person who has done it, and sometimes that’s all it takes.  What do they say?  Sometimes all you have to do is show up and you can change the world, and that would be what you did with me, and I couldn’t have done it without you,” I added.

“I don’t know what to say,” she said as she placed her right hand on her chest.

“Say you’ll take it,” Zack said, “Besides, you’re a PhD Jill and a psychologist to boot, and that’s where you’re truly needed right now.”

Sitting there quietly she then said, “Thanks Zack, tell the President I would be honored to serve.”

Smiling he said, “I will.”

“I’m sure going to miss you girl,” I said.

Zack then looked at me and said, “There’s something I need to speak with you about as well.”

Sitting forward Jill then asked, “Do I need to leave the room?”

Shaking his head Zack said, “No, please stay.”

“Mattie, the President knows your entire story as well, and would like you to join Jill as Vice-Chair of the task force and work with her.”

“What?  Me?  Leave active service?  I don’t really know much about anything other than being an agent.  Why me of all people?”

“Aside from Jill you’re also extremely qualified for the task at hand.  Jill may be the only person to have educated and coached someone in your position but you’re the only individual who has lived through the experience that 5,000 men, or should I say women, are now facing.  Look at you, a year and a half down the road and you’ve done great.”

“Well, yeah, but what could I offer?”

Leaning toward me Jill said, “Mattie you can help in so many ways as you’re an example of a man who had this handed to them and never asked for it, just like each and every one of these men.  On top of that you began to live as woman, got married, and you even had a baby.”

Sitting there quietly I sighed and then said, “Well, I am kind of tired of risking my life and getting shot at, and after all I probably need to start thinking of my husband and our baby Abigail and not just myself and my ongoing need for the adrenaline rush I get when on these missions.  Besides, living on the edge as a secret agent is not as much fun as when I was a guy, and after all, I’m a wife and mother now, so I’m going to seriously think about it.”

Taking my hand into hers Jill said, “Mattie, there are so many guys, now girls, out there that are going to need your strength to get through what lies ahead of them.  You are so courageous and have handled your journey so well that you make it look easy.  Girl, you are truly a shining example that these women need to see, because right now most of them are probably lost, and your story is one that needs to be told.  You know how you were just telling me that sometimes all you have to do is show up and you can change the world?  That applies to you too because Mattie as our work here at ACE is truly done and you know that.  Our next mission is one of compassion and healing and together you and I can make a difference in the lives of so many, and besides, I can’t do this without you.”

I looked at Zack and he smiled back at me, and I could tell that he was in favor of me getting out of the spy game once and for all, as who wants their wife running around getting in high speed cars chases and firefights, especially when they’ve got a baby at home.

“Zack?”

“It’s your decision Mattie.”

Sitting there for a few moments I finally said, “I’ve had a great career with the agency, and it’s been fun.  However, there comes a day where it’s time to move onto the next chapter in one’s life, and I think this is it.  I believe it’s truly time for me to take myself out of harm’s way since I have a family who needs me, and I plan on being there for them,” I said and then smiled at Zack.

“Thanks baby,” he said and then returned my smile.

“Jill, I think you’re right.  My, or should I say our next mission lies not with tracking down evil villains and villainesses and getting in hellacious gun battles with them, but with helping those 5,000 men who have woken up in new bodies, and are struggling with their new reality.  I know exactly what they are going through and so do you, and like you and Zack said, we are the two most qualified individuals on the planet.”

“Oh Mattie, it means so much to me that we will be working together on this project,” Jill said as she choked the tears back.

“Jill it’s an honor to accept as there is no one I would rather work with than you, because you’re the best friend a girl ever had.”

Hugging me she said, “I love you Mattie.”

“I love you too girl.  By the way, how about dinner tonight?  Zack, me, you and maybe Marshall?”
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Barefoot, Pregnant & A Double Knot Spy

Barefoot, Pregnant & In The Kitchen

Barefoot, Pregnant & A Porn Star

Barefoot, Pregnant & A Billionaire

Barefoot, Pregnant & Consummated

Barefoot, Pregnant & Ready To Beam Up

One Of The Gurls

Barefoot, Pregnant & An Evil Villainess

Barefoot, Pregnant & A Time Traveler

Curvy Gurl

Barefoot, Pregnant & The CEO’s Wife

Barefoot, Pregnant & Shipwrecked

Realty Romance: Stranded

Coffee Shop Gurl

Mail Order Gurl

SuperStar Gurl

Hit Gurl

Barefoot, Pregnant & No Habla Inglés

Gurl Next Door

Barefoot & Pregnant & In A Parallel Universe

Framed

Genetic Engineering for Beginners

Also, please visit Madison’s Goodreads Author Page At:

https://www.goodreads.com/author/show/17723194.Madison_McCall

Madison McCall’s Website can be found at:

http://www.madisonmccall.rocks
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