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  Prologue

  
  




“¡Ayudame, it’s dark!” I blink. I realize my eyes are open, I sense them opening and closing. “Why can’t I see?!” Sobbing into the darkness. “I don’t know where I am?” I claw to uncover something, anything that will give me a sign of where I am. I recover nothing but a hard, smooth surface. I stand up, and I get jerked back down. “Ah mi Dios” my neck “I have a choker on a chain.” I claw and pull the chain, struggling to get loose. But I can’t. I am chained up, like a slave or a creature. “Tied up like a dog.” I slump down onto the floor, defeated.













Jelena panics. Breathing heavily, her palms are darting out and around trying to feel something that can save her. She stands and YANK back down to the ground. At last, she notices the chain, the anchor around her neck. Her elegant long neck, tethered to the floor, to my floor, to me. She doesn’t see me standing at the bottom of the stairs studying her. Drinking in my particular brand of nutrients. I grin as I hear her whimpers. My grin widens as she scratches and pulls; willing the chain to move even an inch. I show all 32 as she slumps and weeps, allowing me to feed off her powerlessness and bask in the glory of her misery. 








  
  
  She’s Lying

  
  




“Dan, have you seen my folder with the graded papers in it!?” Jelena hustles through the kitchen into the dining space, trying to locate her folder. She looks around, checking behind the potted plants and underneath the magazines and opening mail. “It’s red honey!”

She added as she trips over the leg of the four seater table and stubs her toe. “Shit” she mumbles then pulls out the closest chair to sit and takes off her shoe to rub her feet. 

The chair gets caught on the rug and Jelena has to jerk it to have the pull out enough for her to sit in it. The force from the moment almost knocks her over, and she hits her toe again as her foot raises up to catch her balance.

She sits down and rubs her throbbing toe when she hears her phone beep from another room.

Jelena jumps up, puts her shoe back on and is getting ready to call Dan’s name again when he comes waltzing into the dining area holding a purple folder. She collides with him and he puts his arms to steady her so she doesn’t fall over. 

He chuckles “Whoa there, I got you” she notices the folder in his hands and stands with her mouth gaping open “close your mouth babe, you’ll catch flies.” She snaps her mouth shut and scowls. “So, you didn’t hear me screaming?” She says as she reaches for the file. 

He jerks it aside and puts it over his head with a playful twinkle in his eye. She reaches for the folder again. He holds it higher, making her go on her tiptoes to reach it. Dan holds it just out of her reach. “Give it to me Dan,” she said with mock politeness in her voice while she is holding her hand out. “Go on ahead and get it,” Dan replied.

Jelena scowled and tried to keep it in place but ended up smirking and looking more like a pouting 4-year-old asking for a treat from her dad. She jumps, struggling to catch him off guard. Which is still too high for her 5”3 frame to Dan’s 6“0 frame, even with her 4-inch heels on. She draws a deep breath and adjusts her pink blazer. With the sweetest tone she could muster, “Dan, please hand me the folder so I can go to work?” 

She was working hard on keeping an innocent face when her phone beeped again. Dan’s cocky grin switched to annoyance as he looked in the sound’s direction. She took advantage of his distractedness and grabbed her folder. 

She ran for the door and took her keys and phone out of the bowl in the entry hallway. She yelled “love you” as she ran out the door, not bothering to close it.  Jelena hit the beeper and unlocked her silver Porsche, hopped in and sped away.

She knew she pissed him off without looking in the rearview mirror. When she gave in and looked she saw him standing there with his beat face visible, even from down the street. 

Jelena continued to drive two blocks down, took a left turn at the stop sign and stopped 4 houses down on the right, in front of 1808 Warrington Ave. 

She pulled into the driveway and hit the remote to open the garage. As the door slid open, she drove up, got out of her Porsche, and opened the trunk to get her briefcase and her tote bag. She walked over and got into a reinforced black SUV. 

She threw her bags along with her phone into the passenger seat. As she pulls out of the garage, hitting the remote to bring the door sliding back down. Picking up her phone and redials the last number that called her. 

She put the phone to her ear, a female voice says “Hello, is this Senior Agent Cohert?” Jelena replied “Yes, who is speaking?” 

“You have a meeting that starts in 5 minutes, this call is a reminder since you are not in the building yet,” Jelena scoffs “Thanks” she says and hangs-up. She makes sure her Bluetooth is connected and hits play on her playlist.








  
  
  Dan’s on to something

  
  




“Something’s not right,” Dan mumbled as he poured the waffle batter. He goes over to the trash can underneath the garbage disposal and pulls out his black notebook. He opens to a fresh page and writes: 

August 7th, 2019   

Today my wife, Jelena, packed black cargo pants, a black shirt with letters on it. The shirt was inside out so I couldn’t make out the words. She also had some black sneakers I didn’t know existed until a few weeks ago. Out of 15 years of marriage, the first time I’ve seen those sneakers were last month. When I went into the bathroom, she was stuffing the clothes in the duffel bag. By the time I got out of the shower, the bag had disappeared. 

This is day 3 of Jelena asking for a red folder and me bringing her a different color folder and her taking it like it was her mistake. The red folder has grades in it with Mabel Simmons with a B+, Leroy Brown with a C- and Cora Simmons with an A. What type of fool does she take me for! 

Dan slams the notebook back in its spot and puts the trash can back on top of it. He does this so hastily he doesn’t realize that the trashcan was uneven.  Dan slams the cabinet door and then jumps when the beeper for the waffle iron went off “Dammit” he scolded himself. 

He walks over, opens the machine and pulls the waffle out directly from the iron.  Then he jumps back dropping the waffle “DAMMIT” he screams. 

He goes over to the sink sucking his finger and then runs icy water on it.  Then unplugs the waffle iron and pick up his mess off the floor, throwing it in the trash. He goes searching for his phone and ends up in the bedroom. He grabs his phone off of his side table and goes through his messages and emails. There are a lot of promotional emails.

As he scrolls nothing catches his eye, so he closes the email and opens up his text messages. There’s a text from his boss telling him to get into the office immediately.  

Dan swears and checks the time on the text. He rushes to get his things together, noticing he got the message over 40 minutes ago. He rushes downstairs and out the door.








  
  
  Agent Cohert

  
  




Jelena pulls into the building parking lot on 145th Avenue and hustles into the office building, making a beeline for the conference room. She hates all the stares she gets. 

These men are thinking they may undress me with their eyes. Yes, I’m sort of in shape, I’m not out of shape but don’t exercise either. 

I dyed her hair honey blonde to get rid of the chocolate I’ve had all my life. My eyes are green, like an olive green. It was rough being picked on all my life for not being Latina enough because I had white people’s eyes. 

The rumors about my father and mother cheating also got to me. It didn’t help that both of my siblings, a brother and a sister both had brown or hazel eyes.

My face is chubby and I am a size 12, with a good hourglass shape though. 

I looked good; I guess. “They don’t need to be staring at me like that though” she mumbles in Spanish and she rolls her eyes. 

She gets to the correct room and opens the door; conversations stop, and all eyes turn to her. “Well, well, well Mrs. Cohert nice of you to join us” Jelena scowls at the other senior agent. 

She shuts the door behind her, slamming it harder than necessary and goes to the empty chair across the room. “Nothing to say for yourself Mrs. Cohert?” Senior Agent Peter Romanary says looking smug in the front of the room. 

“You may continue, Mr. Romanary.” The Senior Agent drops his smirk and scowls, “That’s Senior Agent Romanary to you.” Jelena uncrosses and re-cross her legs while holding his stare “likewise.” 

SA Romanary clears his throat and adjusts his suit jacket. “Well, thank you Senior Agent Cohert for joining us.” Spitting out her name as if he had poison on his tongue. “As I was saying before you joined our meeting” he said with an emphasis on the word joined “we are starting a task force to work full time on Sandra Highworth.” 

Cohert glanced around the room and noticed the 7 people in total. First, there was Romanary and herself, the Senior Agents. 

There were also four other agents in the room, three of which were male. She made an audible scoff and rolled her eyes. Romanary glared at her and she stared daggers into him and apologized “excuse me” and her most mocking tone. 

Special Agents Chad Bell and Jared Belle are to her right, half-brothers. Long story short, papa was a rollin’ stone and added an extra E at the end of Belle and family number two to hide them from Bell and family number one. 

Special Agent Swift Jonathan is young and green but with Special Forces experience.

Then there’s her best friend, Angela Rodríguez. They bonded because they were the only females in the unit. because they were Latina. She’s the only one who knows about me and my past, Cohert thinks. She calls me a sellout because I married a white man. That almost made her chuckle, but she swallowed it. Wouldn’t want to interrupt again, she thought, rolling her eyes. 

“Anything to add Cohert” the irritating voice disrupts her thoughts. She turned her attention back to the room. 

“Since I wasn’t listening, I will bullet point a few things. I am leading this task force. Regardless of what Romanary has said or left unclear. It will not be our entire team. I will take three of you and we will join three members of Miami Dade Police Department. Headquarters will be in a location I debrief the three of you who I choose to be on the task force.” Cohert looks to her right, the 7th member of the team, her Boss. “Anything to add Boss?”

At the mention of his name he stands up and buttons the button on his suit jacket. “Dismissed.” Cohert makes her way over to Rodriguez and hugs her friend. She eyes her Boss leaving the room and Romanary close behind him, not looking happy at all. She laughs and turns towards Rodriguez. “¡Chica, usted le dijo!” <Girl, you told him>

“Uh sir, can I have a word, please?” Romanary asks. They reach the corner office, and Boss sighs and waves Romanary in after him. He sits and swivels his chair to face his agent. 

“Yes, Cohert is lead, because I said so. Yes she has the choice of adding you to the team or not, whatever she decides will be non negotiable.” Boss stares at him unwavering awaiting a response. 

Romanary knows better and says “yes sir” tight lipped and left the office. He squints his eyes and looks and the direction of Cohert’s office door. He mumbles “you bitch” and then he makes a beeline to Cohert’s office. 

Cohert and Rodriguez are sitting on the couch in Cohert’s office. Romanary comes barging in. The ladies stop talking, stare at each other and then at the door. 

“Excuse me, the door was closed which means you knock and await a response before entering,” Cohert says with attitude. 

She then turns back to Rodriguez and says “el descaro” Rodriguez agrees “Right girl! The nerve!” 

Romanary stands in the doorway with a beat red face. He spits “English immigrants” and then turns and leaves the room. Once he has left the room Cohert gets up and locks her door.

Romanary starts banging on the door and twisting the knob, “Cohert open the damn door!” “Lo siento señor, no hablo inglés,” <Sorry sir, I don’t speak English> Cohert turns and walks back over to her couch, the two women laughing. “Are you not going to let him in?” Rodriguez asks as she glances at the door. 

“He is still banging,” she said mischievously. “Niña mi Dios,” <My God girl> she says chuckling. “He’ll be okay, he is coming to tell me I better put him on the task force, and I’m not. It will be you, J. Belle, Jonathan.” 




#

Cohert brings her file folders and briefcase into the conference room and sets them on the table. She stares around the table at Rodriguez, Belle, and Jonathan. 

“Agents, you are my task force” she says with pride in her voice as she passes identical tablets and folders around the table. “These tablets are for the Highworth case, no other information is to be stored on these. Sandra Highworth is a con woman, a con artist or whatever you want to call it; I’d venture to say the best con of anything since Dewitt of 77’. She has been on the international radar for the past 2 decades. The most recent being the jewelry heist at The Grand Ball last year.”

The agents flip through the file folders and swipe through the provided tablets, taking in the information as agent Cohert continued the rundown. 

“She walked away with over 150 million dollars and no one knew someone had stolen anything until the next day when the Museum was opened. I need everyone to become best friends with her file. We leave for MDPD in 45 minutes.” When no one had questions, she began packing her things.

Everyone gathered their materials and headed to their cubicles. Romanary came into the room and closed the door behind him. Standing in front of the door, blocking it, arms folded across his chest with an intense scowl on his face.

“Si señor como puedo ayudarte -” <Yes sir, How can I help you> “Cut the Spanish shit, Cohert,” he interrupts. “Why the hell didn’t you include me on that meeting, on this task force I am Senior Agent around here whether you like it or not!”

“Lo siento señor no hablo inglés, solo soy un inmigrante.” <Sorry sir, I don’t speak English. I’m only an immigrant> she says looking at him innocently.  

“Inmigrante” he says butchering the Spanish word “Cut the crap immigrant” he spits out “and catch me up to speed.” He stares at her, daring her to go against him.

Romanary sits in the chair closest to her, after he thinks he’s won the staring contest. Like he deserves an “atta boy” for his aggressive prejudice and racist comments. His arms still crossed, and he stared up at her with a smirk on his lips. 

Cohert leans close to his face. “You are not my superior. I do not say how high when you say jump.” She stands and walks over to the door and opens it “you are not on my task force, my task force,” She enunciates.

That last bit got him, face turning beat red he jumped up from his chair and stomped out of the conference room like a 3-year-old who got his toy taken.

Cohert walk back to her office, dumped all her stuff on her chair and started organizing things and putting them into her briefcase preparing to leave. Boss walked in and sat on the edge of her desk. 

“Yes, sir,” she said, not faltering from her current task. “I had to come see why one of my Senior Agents is throwing items around in his office and screeching. It’s a tantrum, I needed to see why one of my Senior Agents was throwing a tantrum.” 

She stopped moving for a second and chuckled, then continued with her task. Walking across the room she says, “No se señor.” <I don’t know sir>

The Boss smirked with the sudden understanding. “The Spanish, that’s what got him.” Boss says letting a sound escape his lips that sounded like a chuckle. “Well Cohert,” he continued “good luck on this, you’ll need it. No mistakes, no cutting corners, all the T’s crossed and I’s dotted,” he said.

“Got it sir” she said as she threw her briefcase over her shoulder. The Boss got the cue and got up and walked to her door. She followed her Boss out and closed her office door, waiting until she heard a click before walking away.




#

Cohert pulls up to 117th avenue, MDPD headquarters, and walks towards her team who she sees waiting by the side of the building. 

“We ready?” She says as she reaches them. She looks to each member of her team.

“Sí muchacha,”

“yes ma’am,” Jonathan, Belle and Rodriguez say in unison. 

They walk into the building and are greeted by a tall man. He has salt and pepper hair. Kind of George Clooney - ish, Cohert thinks as she extended her hand.

“Hello, I’m Senior Agent Cohert, this is my team agent’s Jonathan, Belle and Rodriguez.” She says as she looks at the members as she’s naming them. The members of her team also nod at him upon hearing their name.

“SA Cohert hello I’m Captain Cross, follow me this way and I’ll bring you to the detectives you’ll be working with.”

They Walk into the building and Belle replies comments “This looks almost as good as our place.” Cohert looks back at him with a mixture of a scowl and a smirk and then turns back around to pay attention to where she is going. 

They enter a sizable room with three men sitting around a small table. There are two more similar small tables in the room in one table that’s at least double the size of the smaller ones. 

“Gentleman” Captain Cross waves the agents in. “This is SA Cohert and her team, Rodriguez, Belle and Jonathan.” He introduces the agents as they walk in. Cohert gets right down to business. 

She takes three tablets and file folders out of her briefcase and hands them one by one to the detective. “Pleasantries later detectives,” She says in a no-nonsense tone. “This is everything we have on Sandra Highworth. The tablets are clean and are to only be used for this case. Do not store any other information on these tablets.”

“There is a GPS map on your tablet with an address already saved on it. We will break for lunch and meet at HQ in 2 hours. Bring what you need, nothing more.” She stops and looks to see if anyone has questions. Turning to Captain Cross “thank you Captain, I’ll be in touch.” She shakes his hand and turns on her heels. Her team stays back and chats with the detectives.

On her way out, she took the time to admire the building. Belle was right, she thought. The building is filled with flat screens and monitors. There were people scattered back and forth getting work done, having conversations, and even yelling at each other. The walls were glass so there was complete transparency except for the office doors. As she walked outside, she turned and looked at the building. She noticed that it looks like any other office building on the street. I bet they had that in mind when they made the design; she thought.








  
  
  Lunch

  
  




Jelena parks 4 blocks away from Vero Italian and walks the distance to get to the door. I didn’t have enough time to go home and switch the cars; She thinks, which means she definitely wouldn’t afterwards. 

“God was Italian the best choice, this walk back will be a workout,” She mumbled. Dan jogs over to her. “I was getting worried Jelena you’re late.” He says as he leans in and kisses her on the cheek. 

“Sorry Hun, I had to take a Lyft because I drove with Rodriguez to - I just didn’t have my car.” Jelena says to prevent herself from having to make up yet another lie. 

Together they walk up to the host “Hello, reservation for Cohert” Dan says. The host looks through the book and says “right this way”. They get led through the restaurant to a booth near the back. They take their seats and Dan looks at her, almost suspiciously.

“What” she says looking at him. “It’s just weird that you didn’t have your car” he says trying to sound nonchalant. Jelena rolls her eyes and sighs heavily.

“Mi Dios Dan, what’s up with that?” 

Dan rolls his eyes “enough with the Spanish, I hate that. What’s up with what?”

“You have been questioning everything lately.” She says with the menu in her hand. She is absently flipping pages as she continues.  “I get the third degree every time I see you.” 

“Third Degree,” Dan says rather loudly. He notices and adjusts his voice level before speaking again. “Exaggerating, are we? What’s wrong with me being concerned that my wife is taking a Lyft and not driving the $60,000 Porsche I bought her. I’ll take you back to work.”  He says matter-of-factly and picks up the menu. Trying to end the conversation.

“Please Dan, I can afford my lifestyle with or without you,” Jelena says pointedly. 

Dan signs and begins, “No you cannot. Plus, you know that’s not what I meant -” 

Jelena cuts him off, “I don’t care what you meant.” She set down the menu and looked at him. “I can afford a Porsche and I can manage a 15-minute Lyft ride.” 

“I am not your student Jelena, don’t speak to me as if I am,” 

Jelena sighs an exaggerated sigh, “Ah mi Dios Dan are we going to do this or are we going to eat lunch?”

Dan scoffs “English, speak English! That’s another thing, why do they have you doing your classes at the FBI building, why not a university like a normal teacher? That makes no sense.” 

Jelena, slightly relieved, picked up the menu again. Attempting for a second time to look through it.  “I work for the FBI Dan, not the University. A class taught by an FBI agent as to be in the FBI building” 

He chuckles, “Oh, so you’re special because you’re an FBI agent, too bad you don’t get to do any field work,” Jelena forces a chuckle.  

“Hello ma’am, sir, my name is Anna and I will be your server” She says looking back and forth at the two of them. The 20 something year old, caramel skin waitress says “Can I start you off with something to drink?” 

“Uh, what wine do you suggest?” Dan asks.“The Pinot Grigio would go great if you’re having Alfredo. The Zinfandel would be great with our other menu options.” 

“We will have the Pinot Grigio please and allow us a few moments to review the menu.” The waitress scribbled on her pad, smiled and headed away into the crowd. Dan catches Jelena looking at him and shrugs “what?” 

“Is this 1910 and I cannot order my drink?” He rolls his eyes and goes back to looking at the menu. Jelena stares at him, offended he ordered for her. He rarely does that, she thought he knows better. 

“Please Jelena really? Come on now don’t be that way.” He looks up at her again when he notices she has not moved to get her menu, or moved at all. He puts the menu down and looks at her.  “Why are you being testy about this?” He asks folding his hands together on the table really giving her his attention. 

“I was just kidding Dan Geesh, don’t have a heart attack,” she says, not wanting to cause a scene.

He stares at his wife two seconds longer and then picks his menu back up. “What are you feeling babe?” Jelena asks him, letting out the breath she was holding. The waitress comes back with the wine and the couple order their food. The next hour and a half go smooth. The conversations and banter returned to a normal they are both comfortable with. 

Dan walks Jelena outside adamant on waiting for my Lyft. So, she pulls out her phone and orders a Lyft to take her the four blocks to her car. Let me get to work, she thought as she climbed into a blue Prius.







#




Rodriguez sat in the police station with the three detectives. Michaels, Clearweather and Firestone were all vets. Michaels was about 5’10 with sandy brown hair and hard features. Clearweather was a fine shade of mocha, bald and had to be over 6’0. The man was tall. Then there was Firestone, Firestone was brown skinned with a brush cut. He was somewhere north of the other detectives, taller than all of them, and Rodriguez thought he was fine!








  
  
  Hello, my name is Sandra Highworth

  
  




Sandra walked out of the Mandarin Oriental as the doorman told her to have a wonderful day.

“Will do, thanks love” she says in a French accent and walks to the awaiting car brought by the valet. With her chocolate hair blowing in the breeze, she jumps into the convertible and speeds down the street. 

She heads to Surf & Turf Catering to get something to eat. She pulls onto Brickell Avenue and parks on the side in front of the First Presbyterian Church Parking lot. She gets out of the car and checks her surroundings. She crosses the street to the restaurant, noticing the cars, people and buildings around her. She walks in and looks around, finding her date she walks up to Jake Blaten. 

The epitome of tall, dark and handsome, she stands and just admires him for a few seconds.  It’s been a long time, she thinks. She catches his eye half way through his Mike Special. His smile is sloppy and the tartar sauce dripping from his chin weirdly made him even more irresistible. As she passes a waitress, she asks in her Boston accent for a milkshake and slides into the booth.

“Well, to what do I owe this surprise, it’s been a long time” Jake says with a mouth full of food.  The waitress comes with her milkshake and asks her if she wants to order any food. Never one to turn down food, Sandra orders the lobster shrimp and fish. The waitress takes her order and then hustles away. 

“I need a favor” Sandra says in her original accents, with a slight southern drawl, once the waitress is out of earshot. She slurps the milkshake.  His eyebrows go up and he chuckles as he takes another bite, “are we in a position to be asking for favors?” 

“I need a husband and a month. In return you’ll get a couple million, sounds like a plan?” She says nonchalantly.  He puts his fork down and studies her closely. 

“Where have you been?” He says not breaking eye contact with her.

She sighs and rolls her eyes “a little here and a little there ya know. The things you must do when you’re internationally wanted.” she chuckles, but Jake doesn’t laugh. 

“So, what are you doing here?”  Jake emphasizes the word here.

“A guy owed me a favor.” She shrugs indifferently, and this makes Jake chuckle.

“And when you called in this favor your friend erased your face from all databases, huh?”  He resumed eating his food. 

“When anyone searches my name, nothing will show up, I have no criminal record. Now all I gotta do is stay out of trouble and I can live how I want.” 

Jake snorted, “Don’t you already live how you want?”

Sandra winked at him and took another slurp of her milkshake.

“And needing me for a husband and a month is staying out of trouble?” He asks while he laughs humorously. 

The waitress brought her food, and she digs in. She has never been the girl who nibbles on a piece of lettuce. She glances up occasionally and Jake is staring intently at her; she continues to eat. 

“I can’t figure out” she says in between chewing “whether you are trying to think over my proposal or judging the way I eat.” His mouth hangs open for a few beats, like he can’t quite figure out what to say. This makes her snort. She then coughs up the food she just inhaled. 

Finally, he says “I’m staring because I don’t know where all that food you shovel in goes to” he says looking her up and down.  She snorts and says “I have a high metabolism” He laughs out loud and holds his heart for dramatic effect “Oh, that’s your secret.” 

She laughs but doesn’t let that interrupt her momentum with eating. “Okay, let me hear the plan” He says before taking the last bit of this sandwich and chewing it loudly with his mouth open. 

“Okay,” she says, pushing the food in her mouth to one side to chew. “In 4 weeks there is an auction of Danielle Prices’ belongings in her estate.” 

He chokes on his water “you mean oil Danielle Price, she died?” 

“No, she is about to die though. She wants to sell all her things and donate the money to charity so her selfish kids have nothing to fight over. She plans on auctioning her things and selling her house within the next month. She has already handed over her shares of the company to some longtime family friend who has been working in the company since he was 16, working his way up and shit like that.” She slurps the last bit of the milkshake, then slurps her last piece of lobster. She pushed the dishes to the end of the table and looked at Jake. “So, we need to get into that auction and drive the prices up on anything and everything. Once the auction is finished there is a 30-minute window we have to hack into their system and steal the money.” 

Jake shakes his head “wait hold on, no one gives the money immediately. It will take days for all the money to transfer.” 

She smirks and waves her finger back and forth “Oh the contrary, at this auction the winner of the piece must transfer the cost of the piece immediately after each article closes. So, we will have a 30-minute window to hack into the system, and take the money before the company’s system is finished its transfer process. We need to interrupt that process and reroute the money to go into one of my offshore accounts. The auction house will check the amount, take their fee and there will be no more money left in the open auction account. We need to be out of there as soon as the money is transferred to my account.” As they stand Jake puts two twenty-dollar bills on the table. 

They walk out of the restaurant Jake is shaking his head and rubbing his chin. “I don’t know Sandra there are a lot of steps to this and what if someone recognizes you?”  He says as he holds the door open for her to exit. 

She scoffs “I am no one to recognize, remember? Upstanding citizen Sandra Highworth.” She chuckles, and then abruptly stops and looks at him. “We will have aliases though.” She said as she threw Jake a set of keys. Sandra’s Lyft pulls up and Jake looks at her with a crease in his brow “a Lyft, really?”  He says pointing one hand in the car’s direction.

“Hey a girl’s got to get around right, I’ll be in touch darling.” She says returning to the French accent. He smiles, and she returns his smile and throws him the keys to her convertible. 

Jake holds his stomach and erupts in laughter. He looks around and pushes the key fob. The convertible makes noise, and he looks across the street at the car. “How long do I have in this?” He asks, still smiling.

“Uh, probably about another hour if so” she says with a wink “I came from the hotel straight here” she smiles as she hops into the car and rides off. She pulls out her phone and puts a check by ‘get Jake’ 
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Hello everyone, I am Senior Agent Cohert and I will lead this team,” she said as she shifted from one foot to the next. “I’ve come to the understanding that everyone has gotten acquainted during lunch” she pauses “so we’ll keep introductions short and get to work.” Cohert looks to her left where detective Johnathan Michaels sits, he takes the hint and says 

“Ma’am,” he nods his head, “I’m Johnathan Michaels. I have been with one force of another for about 10 years.” hearing his southern drawl coming through thickly. Once Michaels finishes; he and everyone at the table looks to Clearweather. 
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