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Incorrect PIN.

The ATM flashed the message and spit out my card.

That was weird. I hadn’t changed my PIN between last week and today. I didn’t even know how. I tried again, but got the same error message. I didn’t dare try a third time, fearing the ATM would eat my card.

Damn technology. With a sigh, I went into the bank building. Getting to the bottom of this would require talking to a real live person.

“My card’s not working,” I said. “It says my PIN’s wrong.”

The teller tapped on her keyboard. The wait felt like forever.

“Hm. You changed your PIN a few days ago and withdrew most of your money.”

Alarm bells rang in my head.

“Wait, what’s my balance?” I asked.

“Ten dollars and eighty-three cents.”

“What? That can’t be. I know I have around eight hundred dollars in there.” I tried to take a deep breath, but my lungs wouldn’t cooperate.

“Maybe you forgot you took it out?”

“How does anyone forget eight hundred dollars? I didn’t take it out. You have to believe me.”

The teller apologized and said someone might have stolen my Social Security Number and other personal information to hijack my account. Classic identity theft situation, she said. Fixing the problem would take a few weeks maybe even months, to investigate.

“I wish I had better news,” she said. “Criminals are really good at hiding their tracks these days.”

She took down my information. To be safe, I also closed my account. Not that I had any more money to keep safe.
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I ARRIVED HOME TO FIND my boyfriend Owen chopping vegetables for dinner. I still couldn’t believe I’d been living with this handsome, successful man for four months. There are few things hotter than a man who not only cooks, but helps with the dishes.

“Can I pay you my half of the rent next month?” I asked.

“No problem. What’s going on, babe?”

“Someone stole my identity and cleaned me out. The bank said it’ll take a while to look into it.”

“That sucks.”

“I feel so...violated.” I shivered. “Someone knows enough about me to pretend to be me.”

“Maybe someone’s stalking you online. A secret admirer lusting after you, not that I’d blame him.”

“That’s not funny.” I smiled despite myself.

Owen retrieved a bottle of wine from our stash and poured me a generous glass. He always knew what I wanted before I wanted it.

“Want me to do anything?” he asked. He closed a warm, reassuring hand around mine.

“There isn’t much to do. I’ll switch to a new bank tomorrow. That should help.”

“It will,” he said. 

He squeezed my hand without saying more. Unlike most people I knew, he didn’t offer advice or try to fix things right away. He offered that rarest of gifts: a listening ear. After a moment, he got up and returned to the stove.
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