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A very tall man with broad shoulders, wearing a blue suit with a pale blue shirt and a red tie, walked up to a receptionist and demanded to see her boss.

“She’s not available” the woman said. “I can make an appointment for...”

“Like hell,” the man said as he threw open the door to an inner office.

The woman sitting behind a large desk looked up and stared at the man. She was beautiful with red hair which she wore to her shoulders. She was slim of build and was dressed in a feminine business suit without a tie, but an expensive scarf around her neck.

“What?” but before she could say more the man was standing at her desk. He put both hands on the desk and leaned towards her.

“Jane Carlton,” he said. “You have one of my kidneys and I want it back. Now.”

She hesitated briefly and stood and mimicked him by putting her hands on the desk and leaning towards him. She, too, was tall but did not measure up to him so her nose was at the base of his neck, and his nose was at her forehead. They realized at the same time how ridiculous this looked so they backed away. 

“No, no,” she said, “that’s not happening, David Carlton. Leave my office, now, or I’m calling the police.” They stared at each other for few more seconds until David turned and headed for the door. With his hand on the doorknob, he hurled at her, “You haven’t heard the end of this.”

“No,” she replied, “we haven’t.”

When he was gone, her secretary entered her office. “What was that all about?” she asked.

“That is my ex. While we were married, I was very sick and needed a kidney transplant. He volunteered. Now, he wants it back. So, he says.”

“But that means...”

“Of course. Don’t worry. That won’t happen. He’s just trying to frighten me. There’s something else going on.”  

Jane did not want to admit it, but her ex-husband’s demand rattled her. She knew his demand to have his kidney back was an empty threat. No judge in the land would order that and no doctor would perform such an operation. There was something behind it and that scared her. She had to find out what David was up to, but she had no idea how to go about it. As she was mulling over her next move, her receptionist called to let her know a client had arrived for his appointment. For now, her travel business, Going Places, took all of her attention.

The client, a young man, was accompanied by his fiancée, and they were there to get her help in arranging their honeymoon. They were thinking about the South Pacific and needed her expertise because they knew nothing about the islands of the South Pacific except friends had told them they were very romantic.

“We were hoping you’re familiar with those islands,” the man said.

“I am,” Jane said. “I’ve travelled extensively through those islands. Of course, I did it on Uncle Sam’s dime. I was in the Army and stationed there. And, yes, they are romantic.” The session ended with the couple leaving a large deposit for Going Places to add a little romance to their lives as they experience Tahiti and other islands in French Polynesia.

After the door closed behind the couple, Jane swiveled her chair around to stare out the window at the arch which was the gateway to Greenwich Village. The couple had stirred up memories of her life in the Army, especially the years she had spent in the South Pacific. But things came crashing down when she remembered she had met Dave Carlton in Guam. He was stationed there, and she was sent there to help establish communications with the other islands including those of French Polynesia.

Now, the bastard was trying to make her life miserable. Was he hoping she would die? That would be the only result of losing her only functioning kidney. He donated it to her and there was no way he was getting it back.

She searched through her address book on her cell phone until she found the attorney who had handled her divorce. It was a place to start to find out why Dave wanted her dead. The attorney told her it was an empty threat.

“I know that,” Jane said, “but why and why now?”

“Maybe he wants to stop the alimony payments,” the attorney joked. 

“This is no joking matter. He can stop the damn payments.”

“Sorry,” the attorney said. “I shouldn’t be making light of this. What would you like me to do?”

“I want to know his motive. David is an intelligent man and a very savvy businessman. He knows that is an empty threat, but he wants to frighten me. I want to know why.”

“Are you willing to pay an investigator to get to the bottom of this?”

“Yes. Find a good one.”

Two weeks later Marie, the receptionist, called Jane to tell her she had a visitor.

“A visitor?” Jane said. “Who?”

“He said his name is David Carlton.”

“Oh, no.” Jane said. “Does he look angry or upset?”

“No. He’s actually smiling at me.”

“Okay, bring him in and come in with him.”

Jane’s door opened and Dave entered with Marie.

“Hello, Jane,” Dave said, “I know you must be busy, and I don’t have an appointment, but I hope you can spare me some time.”

Jane did not respond. She just sat there waiting for the other shoe to drop. And it did.

“Why are you having me followed?” Dave said.

“Why do you think I’m having you followed?” Jane said.

“Just a guess,” Dave replied. “Do you deny it?”

“David,” she said, “if I threatened to kill you wouldn’t you have me followed?”

“I never threatened to kill you.” Dave said.

“Oh, no?  You threatened to have my only kidney removed. That’s a death sentence.” 

“Come on, Jane,” Dave replied, “you couldn’t have taken me seriously. Do you think any Judge would sanction that or any medical facility would allow that? I’m lucky there wasn’t a cop around or I would have been arrested for threatening to kill you. I want to talk to you in private.”

He looked pointedly at Marie. 

“Are you saying I should fear no harm from you?” Jane said.

“I am,” Dave said.

Jane nodded at Marie, and she left the room. They were standing during that exchange, so Jane took her seat behind her desk and pointed Dave to a client chair.

“Divorce seems to agree with you,” he said. “You look great.” He was smiling while he said this, but Jane wasn’t smiling.

“Okay,” he continued, “enough with the banter. Let me get down to why I’m here,”

Jane spread her arms as if to say, ‘go for it.’

“Do you remember that shack we bought in Tahiti while we were on our honeymoon?”

“Oh my God. I’d forgotten all about it. It never came up when we were dividing property during our divorce.”

“I, too, had forgotten about it,” Dave said, “until I received a letter from a lawyer who is representing a corporation who wants to buy it. They are interested in the land the shack is on. They want to build a resort hotel. If you remember it is right on the water. Perfect for a beachfront resort.”

“I also remember we talked about building on it someday,” Jane said. “But we never got around to it. So, what’s the problem? Sell it to them. I’m not interested. I will sign the papers,”

“It’s not so simple anymore.” Dave said. Before he could continue Jane held up her hand to stop him.

“I think you’re about to tell me you tried something shady, like cheating on me and it fell through.”

Dave sat in his seat staring at Jane. She was feeling uncomfortable, so she snapped her fingers to stop the stare.

“Dave?” she said, “talk to me.”

He looked away from her briefly as if gathering up his resolve.

“What I have to tell you is not pretty and I am totally ashamed, but you need to know.”

“Before you begin, Dave,” she said, “tell me one thing. Am I in trouble with the law?”

“No, no,” he said, “you’re not. But I might be.”
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The story David told Jane left her staring into space. She was looking at the gateway but was not seeing it. She was having a hard time wrapping her mind around the treachery David had attempted. 

Their divorce had not gone well especially when it came to property division. David felt his lawyer had not fought hard enough for him. He felt, without evidence, that the man had a crush on Jane and let her get away with too much. Jane was a beautiful woman, so he understood this. Sort of. But hell, he had an obligation to give David his best and he did not. So, it was okay for David to take matters into his own hands.

When he received the offer from the corporation, he decided to exclude Jane and pocket all the money. But he ran into a snag when the authorities demanded that both he and his wife present themselves at the signing. So, David did the next best thing. He paid a woman in Tahiti to pose as his wife to forge Jane’s signature. He would have succeeded if a sharp registrar had not noticed a small difference in the signature on the original deed and the one just presented. He halted the proceedings and told all parties, one of the signatures was a forgery. He suspected the new one. He took David aside and questioned him about his wife. The wife he brought was a native Polynesian, but that shack was bought by a honeymooning American couple. Everyone thought they were wasting their money.

The only reason David was not charged with a crime was because the corporation said they were still interested in the property after the legalities were ironed out. And no money had changed hands. A new resort meant more tourists and more tourists meant more income for the island. And more jobs for the locals. The registrar saw it as a win and was willing to let the matter drop.

After his recitation Dave walked over to the window and spent some time looking at the street.

“It must be very humiliating for you to lay all this out to me,” Jane said. “But I can’t forget your primary goal was to cheat me. How much are they offering?”

He told her and her response was, “for that shack?” 

“They don’t care about the shack. They want the land. It’s on the ocean and flat, easy to build on.”

“Okay, go ahead, sell it and don’t think of trying to rob me. I expect half of the selling price.”

“There is a problem,” Dave said, “they’re insisting that I bring you to the table. There is a question of trust after what I tried to pull.”

“Can you blame them?”

He turned away from the window to answer her. “No.”

Silence reigned in the room until Dave said, in a soft voice, “will you come? There won’t be a deal unless you’re there. And to show how much they distrust me the corporation said they will make out two checks, one for you and one for me.”

“I have to think about this, Dave,” Jane said. “You’re asking me to take time away from my business and traipse to the other side of the world.”

“True,” Dave said, “but don’t you think your half is worth a few days away from the office?”

“There is that,” Jane said. “Give me a couple days to think on it.”

“Jane, you have no idea how sorry I am for trying to cheat you. I am really glad I was caught.”

“So, you don’t want your kidney back?” she said.

This was the first time Dave found something to smile about. “No,” he said, “I gave it to you, freely. It is yours.”

“Dave,” she said, “what you did is wrong, but it will pass.”

“Thanks,” he said, “I will call you in a couple days.”

“Okay. Ask Marie to come in, please.” 

On the way out he said, “see you later, Marie. Your boss wants you to go in.”  

When Marie entered Jane told her to take a seat.

“I’m going to be away from the office for a few days next week. If anything comes up that needs my attention, put it off for a few days.”

“Vacation?” Marie said.

“Not really. It’s mostly business. And before you ask, I’m going to Tahiti.”

“With Mr. er...”

“Yes. Mr. er. We have business there. And Marie, in secretarial school, didn’t they teach you not to delve into your boss’ private affairs?”

“Yes, ma’am, they did,” Marie said and hustled out of the room.

Jane lived in the Village just four blocks from her office. Most days she walked, especially one as nice as today. She usually dawdled, stopping to look in store windows. Today, she ignored the windows. Her head was filled with decisions that had to be made and in two days. Since her divorce her relationship with David was sketchy at best and it hit rock bottom when he barged into her office demanding his kidney back. He told her he was not serious but why did he pick on that? He knew that without that kidney she would be dead. She could not see the humor in that. Now, he was asking her to fly to the other side of the world with him. That thought made her stop where she was. That’s the negative she thought, what is the positive? Money. That’s the positive. Her share of the sale will be about six months of the take from her business. It would look great in her bank balance. So, that’s it. This trip is for business. If it had to be with an ex-husband, so be it. She decided she was strong enough.

By the time she put the key in the door she had made her decision. She was going to Tahiti. No. She was going back to Tahiti. She now had one decision to make. She had a large box of pictures from her honeymoon. She got all of them because David declared he was not interested. She wondered if looking at those pictures might upset her and cause her to have a sleepless night. She put off making that decision to after dinner and to after she watched three hours long Dr. Zhivago.  By the time the credits were rolling she was half asleep. The pictures stayed in the box.

When Dave called, she told him she would accompany him. He told her he would underwrite the entire trip including her cost, and since her business was travel could she make all the arrangements? She could.

Tahiti hadn’t changed much. It was still a honeymooner’s paradise, but Jane made a special effort to ignore the romance that was in the air. The meeting with the buyers went well after she proved who she was. One day later she was on a plane heading home. Dave decided to stay on for a few days and tried to encourage her to do the same, but she had no interest. She knocked on his door to say goodbye, and he invited her in, but she declined.
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